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Before You Begin…
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a free bonus book


If you’d like it, you can download it here:
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It’s my way of saying thank you for reading, and welcome to the darker, softer, sexier side of my imagination.
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– Polly Bane


Chapter 1: The Gallery

Maren stood in the east wing of the Alderman Gallery, her fingers tight around a champagne flute she hadn’t touched. The painting in front of her was all wrong—chaotic strokes, colors bleeding into each other with no purpose. She hated it, but she stayed, because being seen here mattered more than her opinion.

Her heels ached against the marble floor. Three years of clawing her way back to solid ground after the divorce, and she still felt like she was performing. Her hair was pulled back tight, her silver geometric earrings glinting under the gallery lights, her black dress a precise sheath of control.

She felt the hollow ache in her chest widen. Two years since anyone had touched her with intent. Her body was starting to forget what want felt like.

A shift in the air caught her attention. Not a sound, not yet—just a presence in her peripheral vision. She didn’t turn her head, but she knew someone was there, standing near the next painting.

Her grip on the glass tightened. She hated being watched. But her eyes flicked sideways, just for a moment.

He stood there, tall and unhurried, his charcoal suit tailored to fit every line of his lean frame. Silver threaded through his hair at the temples, catching the light. His hands were in his pockets, his gaze fixed on the painting, but she felt the weight of his attention anyway.

Her pulse quickened. She told herself it was irritation. She forced her focus back to the mess of a painting in front of her.

Footsteps clicked on the marble, slow and deliberate. Not toward her, but close enough. The silence of the gallery seemed to shrink around the sound.

She took a step to the side, toward the placard next to his painting. Not because of him. Because she needed to read the artist’s name for her own notes.

Her shoulder brushed the edge of his space. She caught the scent of his cologne—cedar, leather, something warm underneath. It hit her harder than it should have.

“You’re looking at the painting the way most people look at buildings—for structure.” His voice was soft, almost a whisper, but it carried a weight that made her lean in without thinking. “But this one isn’t about structure. It’s about what happens when the structure comes down.”

Her breath caught. She turned her head, meeting his grey eyes. They were steady, unblinking, seeing far too much.

“That’s an assumption,” she said, her voice sharper than she intended. She straightened her spine. “Not everyone sees art through a blueprint.”

A faint smile curved his lips. Not mocking, but knowing. It made her skin prickle.

“Perhaps,” he said, his tone still low, still pulling her closer. “But you do. I can see it in the way you stand.”

Her face warmed. She hated how his words landed, peeling back a layer she kept hidden. She took a sip of the flat champagne to cover the tremor in her hands.

“I’m Julian,” he said, not offering a hand, just letting the name hang between them. His eyes stayed on hers. “And you are?”

“Maren.” She said it too quickly. She regretted it instantly.

“Maren. That suits you.” His voice wrapped around her name like it was something he already owned. “Precise. Strong. But with a softness underneath.”

Her stomach flipped. She wanted to argue, to snap that he didn’t know her. But her tongue felt heavy in her mouth.

He tilted his head, studying her like she was the painting now. “You don’t like this one either, do you?” He nodded toward the canvas between them.

“No.” She forced the word out, steadying herself. “It’s a mess. No control.”

“Control is overrated,” he said, his voice a quiet challenge. “Sometimes the beauty is in the surrender.”

Her chest tightened. She didn’t know why that word—surrender—hit her so hard. She turned away, pretending to study the painting again.

He didn’t move closer, but she felt him there, a steady pull she couldn’t ignore. The gallery noise faded—murmurs, clinking glasses, distant laughter. All she heard was the faint rhythm of her own breathing.

“Come see my collection sometime,” he said, his voice still soft, still commanding her attention. “I think you’d understand it.”

She turned back, ready to decline, but he was already reaching into his suit jacket. He pulled out a card, the stock heavy and smooth, and held it out between two fingers. His name was embossed in simple black font: Julian.

Her fingers brushed his as she took it. The contact was brief, but it burned. She slipped the card into her clutch without looking at it.

“I don’t usually accept invitations from strangers,” she said, her voice cool. She needed to regain control. She needed to walk away.

“You’re not accepting yet,” he said, that faint smile returning. “You’re considering. That’s enough for now.”

Her throat went dry. She hated how right he was. She hated how his words lingered, replaying in her mind.

He inclined his head, a small gesture of farewell. “Good night, Maren.” Then he turned, his footsteps echoing on the marble as he walked away.

She stood there, the card a weight in her clutch. Her heart was pounding too fast. She told herself it was nothing, just a conversation, just a man with too much confidence.

But her body felt awake in a way it hadn’t in years. Her skin tingled where his gaze had lingered. Her fingers itched to pull the card out, to look at it again.

She didn’t. Not yet. She forced herself to stay, to stare at the painting for another five minutes, to pretend she wasn’t rattled.

The champagne was warm now, untouched. She set it on a passing tray. Her heels clicked as she made her way to the coat check, the sound sharp in her ears.

Outside, the city air hit her face, cold and grounding. She pulled her coat tighter around her. The card felt heavier in her clutch than it should have.

She told herself she wouldn’t call. She told herself she didn’t need whatever this was. But her fingers were already reaching for her phone as she walked to the subway.

His number was saved before she reached her station. She stared at the screen, his name glowing in the dark. Her thumb hovered over the call button, but she didn’t press it.

Not yet. But the want was there, sharp and unfamiliar. It scared her more than she’d admit.

Her apartment was quiet when she got home, the clean lines of her furniture a reminder of the structure she’d built around herself. She set her clutch on the counter. The card slipped out, landing face-up.

Julian. Just one word, but it carried weight. She picked it up, running her thumb over the embossed letters.

Her body hummed, a low current she couldn’t ignore. She hadn’t felt this in so long—desire, raw and unasked for. It made her hands tremble as she set the card down.

She poured herself a glass of water, the cold liquid doing nothing to calm her. Her mind replayed his voice, soft and certain, pulling her in. “Control is overrated. Sometimes the beauty is in the surrender.”

She gripped the edge of the counter. Her reflection stared back from the dark window, sharp and composed. But underneath, she felt something shift, something dangerous.

Her bedroom was silent as she changed out of her dress, the black fabric pooling on the floor. She stood in front of her mirror in just her underwear, her skin flushed despite the cool air. Her fingers brushed her collarbone, tracing where his gaze had lingered.

Heat pooled low in her belly. She hated how easily he’d gotten under her skin. She hated how much she wanted to hear his voice again.

She climbed into bed, the sheets crisp against her legs. But sleep didn’t come. Her mind was too full of him—his grey eyes, his quiet authority, the way he’d said her name.

Her hand slipped under the covers, almost without thought. Her fingers found the edge of her panties, then slid beneath. She was wet, embarrassingly so, just from the memory of his voice.

Her breath hitched. She shouldn’t be doing this. Not over a stranger, not over a man who’d barely touched her.

But her fingers moved anyway, slow at first, tracing the heat between her legs. Her clit throbbed under her touch, sensitive and aching. She bit her lip to keep from moaning, but the sound escaped anyway, soft and desperate.

She imagined his voice in her ear, low and commanding. “Not yet, Maren. Not until I say.”

Her hips jerked at the thought. She pressed harder, circling faster, her body tightening with every stroke. She was close, so close, the heat building to a breaking point.

But she stopped. Her hand froze, trembling against her pussy. She didn’t know why, but she couldn’t let herself finish—not without hearing his voice for real.

Her chest heaved as she pulled her hand away. Wetness coated her fingers, a shameful reminder of how much power he already had. She turned onto her side, curling into herself, trying to ignore the ache.

The card was still on her nightstand where she’d left it. She stared at it in the dark. Her body screamed for release, but her mind wouldn’t let her take it.

She needed to hear him again. She needed to know what he’d say next. And that scared her more than anything.

Tomorrow, she told herself, she’d throw the card away. Tomorrow, she’d forget this night. But even as she thought it, she knew it was a lie.

Her fingers twitched toward her phone. She didn’t touch it. But the urge was there, stronger than she wanted to admit.

She closed her eyes, his voice echoing in her mind. “Come see my collection sometime. I think you’d understand it.”

Her body tightened again, a fresh wave of heat rolling through her. She pressed her thighs together, trying to dull the ache. It didn’t work.

She wouldn’t call him. She couldn’t. But the card sat there, a quiet promise, waiting for her to break.

And deep down, she knew she would. Not tonight, but soon. The thought made her shiver, half with fear, half with need.

She turned over, burying her face in the pillow. Her heart wouldn’t slow. His name was a weight in her chest, a pull she couldn’t escape.

Tomorrow, she’d decide. Tomorrow, she’d be stronger. But tonight, she was already his, even if she wouldn’t say it out loud.

Not yet. But soon. And that was the most dangerous thought of all.


Chapter 2: The Collection

Maren stood on the sidewalk outside Julian’s brownstone on East 72nd Street, the October air biting at her exposed neck. Her coat was unbuttoned, her scarf loose, as if she’d forgotten how to prepare herself. She regretted the text she’d sent three days ago—short, impulsive, agreeing to see his collection.

The door was already open.

Julian stood in the foyer, sleeves rolled to his forearms, no jacket over his crisp white shirt. His presence filled the space before she even stepped inside. Those grey eyes locked on hers, unhurried, seeing too much.

Her fingers tightened around her purse strap.

“Come in, Maren,” he said, his voice low and smooth, like polished stone. It wasn’t a question. Her feet moved before her mind caught up.

The door closed behind her with a soft click.

Inside, the brownstone smelled of old wood and oil paint, a heavy warmth that wrapped around her. The hallway stretched long and narrow, lined with framed sketches—sharp lines, architectural in their precision. Her professional eye cataloged them, but her pulse hammered too loud to focus.

Julian didn’t rush her. He stood just behind her left shoulder, close enough that she felt the heat of him. “Take your time, sweetheart,” he murmured.

Her stomach flipped at the word.

She forced herself to move forward, heels clicking on the hardwood. Every step echoed in the quiet space. She hated how aware she was of him watching her.

The first room was a small gallery, walls covered in paintings—abstracts in muted blues and violent reds. Each piece seemed to pulse under the soft lighting. Julian’s voice came from just behind her, steady and calm.

“This one,” he said, pointing to a canvas streaked with crimson, “was painted by a man who lost everything. You can see the anger in the strokes.”

Her eyes followed his gesture, but her mind snagged on his tone—patient, deliberate, as if he were explaining something far more personal.

She nodded, not trusting her voice.

He didn’t press for a response. Instead, he moved to the next room, gesturing for her to follow. Her body obeyed, though her mind screamed to stay still.

The second room held sculptures—marble and bronze, figures caught in mid-motion. One, a woman reaching upward, made Maren pause. The desperation in the carved lines mirrored something she didn’t want to name.

Julian watched her, not the sculpture.

Her skin prickled under his gaze.

“What do you see?” he asked, his voice dropping half a register. It wasn’t a casual question. It felt like a test.

She swallowed, her throat dry. “Longing,” she said finally, barely above a whisper.

His lips curved, just slightly. “Exactly.”

Her chest tightened at his approval.

They moved to the third room, smaller, with a single painting on the far wall—a storm over an empty field, dark and brooding. A velvet-upholstered chair sat in the center of the room, facing it. Julian stopped beside the chair, his hand resting on its back.

“Sit,” he said.

Her legs folded before she realized what she’d done. She sat, the cushion soft under her, her hands gripping her knees. Her mind spun—she hadn’t decided to sit, had she?

Julian’s smile was small, but it hit her like a shockwave. “Good girl,” he said, his voice wrapping around the words like a caress. “You listened. Most people don’t. I noticed that about you at the gallery—you hear what isn’t being said.”

Her world tilted.

Her heartbeat thundered in her ears, drowning out everything else. Good girl. The words detonated somewhere behind her sternum, spreading heat through her chest, down her belly, pooling between her thighs.

She stared at him, lips parted, no sound coming out.

“What do you mean?” she managed at last, her voice smaller than she wanted it to be.

He didn’t move closer, but his presence felt like it pressed against her anyway. “You understood the painting without me explaining it,” he said. “You felt it. That’s rare.”

Her face burned, but she couldn’t look away from his eyes.

He turned, stepping to a small table in the corner. She heard the faint clink of porcelain, the soft pour of liquid. Then he was back, holding a teacup in one hand, the saucer in the other.

He placed it in her hands without asking if she wanted it. The warmth seeped through the delicate china, grounding her for a moment. She stared at the amber liquid, steam curling upward.

“Drink,” he said, not a command but a suggestion that carried weight.

Her lips touched the rim before she decided to obey. The tea was hot, faintly sweet, sliding down her throat. She drank every drop, unaware of how thirsty she’d been.

Julian watched her, his expression unreadable but intent.

Her hands trembled slightly as she set the cup back on the saucer. She felt exposed, sitting there under his gaze, the empty cup in her lap. The heat between her legs hadn’t faded—it grew, a slow ache she couldn’t ignore.

“Tell me,” he said, stepping closer now, his shadow falling over her. “What does the storm in that painting make you feel?”

Her breath caught. She didn’t want to answer, didn’t want to bare that much of herself. But his voice pulled at her, steady and inescapable.

“Chaos,” she whispered. “But… also power. Like it could sweep everything away.”

His nod was slow, approving. “Good. You see more than most.”

Her body reacted to his praise before her mind did—her thighs pressed together, a futile attempt to dull the throb in her pussy. She hated how easily he did this to her. Hated how much she wanted more.

He stepped back, breaking the moment, and gestured toward the door. “There’s more to see. But not tonight.”

Her legs felt unsteady as she stood, the empty teacup still in her hands. He took it from her, his fingers brushing hers for just a second. The contact sent a jolt through her, sharp and electric.

She followed him back through the rooms, her mind a haze of heat and confusion. Every painting, every sculpture seemed to watch her now, as if they knew what his words had done to her. Good girl. It echoed in her skull, relentless.

At the foyer, she glanced at the clock on the wall. Nine o’clock. She hadn’t realized how long she’d been here, how time had slipped away under his control.

“I should go,” she said, her voice uneven.

Julian nodded, opening the door for her. The cool night air rushed in, a shock against her flushed skin. She stepped onto the threshold, but his hand settled on the small of her back—not pushing, just present.

Her breath hitched.

“Come back Saturday,” he said, his voice as calm as ever. “I’ll cook.”

“Yes,” she said, the word slipping out before she decided to agree.

His hand lingered a moment longer, then dropped away. She felt the absence like a physical thing. Her body screamed to step back inside, to stay under his gaze, but she forced herself to walk down the steps.

She didn’t look back as she reached the sidewalk. But she felt his eyes on her, heavy and inescapable, all the way to the corner. Her pussy throbbed with every step, wet and aching, a reminder of how easily he’d unraveled her.

She hadn’t touched herself since that night three days ago, hadn’t let herself finish. But now, the need clawed at her, sharp and urgent. She pressed her thighs together as she walked, trying to dull it, but it only made her wetter.

Her apartment was ten blocks away, but the distance felt endless. Every step was a battle—her mind telling her to stay composed, her body begging for release. She wouldn’t touch herself tonight, she decided. She couldn’t give in to him like that, not yet.

But deep down, she knew she was lying to herself.

Saturday. He’d cook. The thought sent a fresh wave of heat through her, her clit pulsing at the promise of being in his space again, under his control. She bit her lip, hard, trying to focus on the pain instead of the ache.

Her hands shook as she unlocked her door later, the silence of her apartment suffocating. She shed her coat, her scarf, her heels, but the weight of his words stayed with her. Good girl. It played on a loop, each repetition making her wetter, needier.

She stood in her bedroom, staring at her reflection in the mirror. Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes too bright. She looked like a woman who’d been touched, even though he hadn’t laid a finger on her in any way that mattered.

Not yet.

Her fingers hovered at the waistband of her skirt, itching to slide beneath, to find the wetness she knew was there. She could feel it, slick and warm, soaking through her panties. But she stopped herself, hands dropping to her sides.

She wouldn’t do it. Not without his voice in her ear, not without his permission. The thought made her face burn with shame, but it also made her pussy clench, desperate and empty.

She climbed into bed, the sheets cool against her overheated skin. Her mind wouldn’t quiet, replaying every moment in that brownstone—the smell of old wood, the warmth of the teacup, the way his voice had dropped on those two words. Good girl.

Her hips shifted under the covers, an involuntary movement, seeking friction that wasn’t there. She pressed her thighs together harder, a soft gasp escaping her lips. The ache was unbearable now, her clit throbbing with every heartbeat.

But she didn’t touch herself.

She couldn’t. Not until Saturday, not until she saw him again. The thought terrified her, but it also set her on fire—a need so deep it felt like it could break her apart.

Her hands fisted in the sheets, knuckles white. She stared at the ceiling, breath shallow, body trembling. She was already his in ways she couldn’t admit out loud.

Not yet.

But soon.

And that was the most dangerous thought of all. She closed her eyes, his voice following her into the dark. Saturday couldn’t come fast enough.


Chapter 3: The Dinner

Maren stood in front of her mirror, smoothing the black dress down her hips for the third time. The fabric hugged her frame, simple and elegant, but her hands trembled as she adjusted the neckline. She didn’t know why she cared so much.

Her hair was pulled back, tight and controlled, just like always. But her reflection showed something else—eyes too wide, cheeks already faintly flushed. She hated that she couldn’t hide it.

The restaurant was a quiet, upscale place downtown, all dim lighting and soft jazz. She arrived five minutes early, her heels clicking on the polished floor. Her heart raced before she even saw him.

Julian was already there, seated at a corner table, a glass of red wine in front of him. He stood as she approached, the movement automatic, effortless, like something from another era. Candlelight caught the silver at his temples, and her stomach flipped.

“Sweetheart,” he said, his voice low and warm, as if they’d done this a hundred times. His hand settled on the small of her back, guiding her to her chair. The touch was light, but it burned through her dress.

She sat, her hands folding in her lap to hide the tremor. He didn’t sit immediately. He lingered, looking down at her, grey eyes steady and unreadable.

“You look beautiful,” he said, and it wasn’t a compliment—it was a statement of fact. Her throat tightened. She didn’t know how to respond.

He sat finally, his posture relaxed but commanding, filling the space across from her. The waiter approached, and Maren reached for the menu, needing something to focus on. But Julian’s hand moved, a subtle gesture, and the waiter turned to him instead.

“We’ll start with the seared scallops,” Julian said, his tone smooth, decisive. “She’ll have the duck confit with the blackberry reduction, and I’ll take the ribeye, medium rare. Pair it with the ’09 Bordeaux.”

Maren’s fingers froze on the menu. She should say something. She was a grown woman, an architect with her own firm, her own name on the door.

She didn’t say a word.

Her chest unclenched, a quiet relief spreading through her. Someone else decided. For once, she didn’t have to.

Julian turned his gaze back to her, his thumb tracing the rim of his wine glass slowly. The movement was hypnotic, deliberate. Her eyes followed it without meaning to.

“Tell me what you like,” he said, and it wasn’t about the food. His voice pulled at something deep inside her, something she kept locked away. She shifted in her seat, heat pooling low in her belly.

“I… I like structure,” she said finally, her voice quieter than she meant. “Clean lines. Things that make sense.”

He nodded, as if he’d expected exactly that. “And when things don’t make sense? What then?”

Her lips parted, but no answer came. She thought of her divorce, the jagged edges of that memory, the way it had torn through her carefully built life. She didn’t want to say it.

Julian didn’t push. He waited, his eyes on her, patient and piercing. The waiter returned with the scallops, setting the plate between them, and Julian slid it closer to her.

“Try it,” he said, not a suggestion but a quiet command. She picked up her fork, the first bite melting on her tongue—rich, perfect, something she wouldn’t have chosen. Her eyes met his, and he smiled, just a flicker.

“Good,” he said, and the word hit her harder than it should have. Heat spread through her, settling between her thighs. She pressed them together under the table, trying to ignore it.

They ate in a rhythm that felt too easy, too natural. He asked about her work, her buildings, the way she designed spaces to hold weight. She answered, her voice steadier now, but his attention never wavered.

Then, over the main course, he leaned back, his glass in hand, and asked the question she’d dreaded. “Tell me about your divorce.”

It wasn’t prying. It was the way you’d ask about a scar—acknowledging its existence, knowing it shaped the person in front of you. Her fork paused halfway to her mouth.

She set it down. Her hands folded in her lap again, fingers digging into her palms. She didn’t want to talk about it, but his gaze held her, steady and unyielding.

“It was three years ago,” she started, her voice tight. “He… he wasn’t who I thought he was. It broke me for a while.”

Julian didn’t interrupt. He didn’t offer empty sympathy. He just listened, his thumb still tracing the rim of his glass, slow and deliberate.

“I rebuilt after,” she added, softer now. “My firm, my life. I don’t need anyone to hold me up.”

His eyes darkened, just for a moment, but his expression didn’t change. He took a sip of his wine, the glass catching the candlelight. Then he set it down, his voice as calm as ever.

“He didn’t deserve to take care of you,” Julian said. “That requires patience he clearly didn’t have.”

Her breath caught. The words landed like a physical touch, warm and heavy, sinking into her skin.

She looked down at her plate, her heart pounding. The duck was perfect, the wine was perfect, and the way he saw her—really saw her—was undoing something inside her. She hated how much she wanted to hear more.

Dessert came, a dark chocolate tart she hadn’t ordered but somehow needed. He fed her the first bite, his fork steady, his eyes on her lips as she took it. Her face burned, but she couldn’t look away.

“You don’t fight it as much as you think you do,” he said, his voice a low murmur. Her pussy clenched at the sound, a sudden, sharp ache. She shifted again, desperate to hide how wet she was getting.

“I don’t know what you mean,” she lied, her voice barely above a whisper. He tilted his head, a faint smile playing at his lips. He knew.

Dinner ended too soon, or maybe not soon enough. She felt raw, exposed, her body humming with a need she couldn’t name. When they stood, his hand found the small of her back again, guiding her out.

Outside, his car waited, black and sleek, the driver holding the door. She slid in first, the leather cool against her overheated skin. Julian followed, his presence filling the space, suffocating and safe all at once.

The car started, the city lights blurring past. She stared out the window, trying to steady her breathing. Then she felt his hand, warm and deliberate, reaching across to tuck a strand of hair behind her ear.

“You don’t have to carry everything yourself, Maren,” he said, his voice softer now, but no less commanding. “That’s not strength. That’s exhaustion.”

Her heart stopped. She turned to look at him, his face half-shadowed in the dim light, his eyes locked on hers. She wanted to argue, to tell him she was fine, but the words wouldn’t come.

Instead, she felt the heat between her thighs grow, her pussy throbbing with every word he spoke. Her hands gripped the edge of the seat, knuckles white. She was so wet now, she was sure he could tell, even without touching her.

He didn’t touch her further. He didn’t need to. His presence, his voice, the way he looked at her—it was enough to unravel her completely.

The car pulled up to her building, and she didn’t move at first. Her body screamed to stay, to lean into him, to let him take more. But she forced herself to open the door.

“Goodnight, sweetheart,” he said, and the word wrapped around her like a tether. She nodded, unable to speak, and stepped out into the cool night air. Her legs felt weak, her pussy aching with every step toward her door.

She didn’t look back. She couldn’t. But she felt his eyes on her, just like before, heavy and inescapable.

Inside her apartment, she leaned against the door, her breath shallow. Her dress felt too tight, her skin too hot. She pressed a hand to her chest, trying to calm the racing of her heart.

It didn’t work. The ache between her legs was unbearable now, her clit pulsing with need. She slid a hand down, under the hem of her dress, fingertips brushing the edge of her panties.

She was soaked. Her fingers trembled as they pressed against the damp fabric, a soft gasp escaping her lips. She wanted to touch herself, to give in to the need he’d built in her, but she stopped.

Not yet. Not without him. The thought made her face burn, but it also made her pussy clench harder, desperate for something she couldn’t have tonight.

She pulled her hand away, fisting it at her side. Her body trembled, every nerve on fire. She wouldn’t sleep tonight, she knew that much.

His words played on a loop in her mind. You don’t have to carry everything yourself. That’s not strength. That’s exhaustion.

She closed her eyes, leaning her head back against the door. Her breath came in short, uneven bursts. She was already slipping, already needing him in ways she couldn’t admit.

But she would see him again. Soon. And that terrified her as much as it set her on fire.

Her hands moved to her dress, sliding the zipper down slowly. The fabric pooled at her feet, leaving her in just her bra and panties. She stood there, exposed in her own space, but it wasn’t enough.

She needed his hands, his voice, his control. The thought made her knees weak, her pussy throbbing harder. She bit her lip, trying to push it away, but it wouldn’t leave.

Saturday had been a promise. Tonight was something more—a step she couldn’t take back. And deep down, she didn’t want to.

She climbed into bed, the sheets cold against her skin. Her body ached, her mind raced, and the memory of his touch—his hand on her back, his fingers tucking her hair—burned through her. She pressed her thighs together, a soft moan escaping despite herself.

She wouldn’t touch herself. Not yet. But the need clawed at her, sharp and unrelenting.

Julian’s voice followed her into the dark. You don’t have to carry everything yourself. And she knew, somewhere deep inside, that she was already starting to believe him.

Her hands gripped the sheets, her body trembling with unmet desire. She stared at the ceiling, wet and aching, knowing tomorrow would be worse. Knowing she wanted it to be.

Because with him, surrender didn’t feel like weakness. It felt like coming home. And that was the most dangerous thought of all.


Chapter 4: The Blueprint

Maren sat at her drafting table, the sharp scent of pencil graphite and stale coffee filling her small studio. Her hair was pulled back tight, a silver geometric pin holding it in place. The blueprints in front of her were meticulous—clean lines, precise angles, a high-rise that could withstand any storm.

Her hands trembled slightly as she drew a support beam.

She hadn’t slept well. Julian’s voice from last night looped in her mind, soft and unyielding. You don’t have to carry everything yourself. That’s not strength. That’s exhaustion.

Her pencil snapped under the pressure of her grip.

She cursed under her breath, reaching for another. The ache between her legs hadn’t left her since she stepped out of his car. She pressed her thighs together, trying to ignore it, but the heat only grew.

The buzzer sounded, sharp and sudden.

Maren froze. Her heart kicked hard in her chest. She glanced at the clock—two in the afternoon. No one was scheduled to come by.

She stood, smoothing her black pencil skirt, and walked to the intercom. Her voice was steady when she pressed the button. “Who is it?”

“Julian.” His tone was calm, as if he had every right to be there. “I brought lunch.”

Her stomach flipped. She hadn’t asked him to come. She hadn’t even given him her office address.

She buzzed him up without a word.

Her hands smoothed her blouse, checking for wrinkles. She hated how her body reacted—pulse racing, skin warming. She was a professional, damn it, not some girl waiting for approval.

The knock at the door was soft but firm.

She opened it. Julian stood there, tall and unruffled, in a charcoal suit with the top button of his shirt undone. In his hand was a brown paper bag, the faint smell of fresh bread and herbs wafting from it.

“Sweetheart,” he said, his grey eyes locking on hers.

Her knees softened at the word. She stepped aside, letting him in without speaking. Her studio felt smaller with him in it, his presence filling every corner.

He set the bag on her desk, his movements deliberate. “I thought you might be hungry. You work too hard to remember to eat.”

Her jaw tightened. “I manage just fine.”

He raised an eyebrow, the faintest curve of a smile on his lips. “Do you?”

She didn’t answer. Her eyes darted to the blueprints on her table, a safe place to look. Anywhere but at him.

He walked over to the drafting table, his steps unhurried. He leaned in slightly, studying the lines and angles she’d spent hours perfecting. His fingers hovered just above the paper, tracing a beam without touching it.

Her breath caught at the precision of his attention.

“You design buildings that can hold anything,” he said, his voice low and measured. “But you’ve built yourself to hold everything alone. That’s not architecture, Maren. That’s a bunker.”

Her chest tightened. His words cut deeper than they should have. She felt exposed, raw, like he’d seen the cracks in her foundation she’d spent years hiding.

“Leave,” she said, her voice sharp. “Now.”

He straightened, his gaze meeting hers. There was no anger in his expression, no resistance. Just that calm, unshakable certainty.

“As you wish,” he said simply.

He turned and walked to the door. Her heart pounded as she watched him go. She wanted to call him back, to apologize, but her pride held her tongue.

The door closed softly behind him.

She stood there, hands clenched at her sides. The studio felt empty now, colder. Her blueprints stared back at her, mocking her control.

She sat down, trying to focus. Her pencil moved across the paper, but her lines were shaky. His words echoed, relentless. That’s not architecture. That’s a bunker.

Hours passed. The clock ticked past ten, then eleven. She couldn’t draw, couldn’t think.

At midnight, she picked up her phone.

Her thumb hovered over his name. She shouldn’t call. She knew she shouldn’t.

She pressed it anyway.

He answered on the first ring. “I knew you’d call. Come over.”

Her breath hitched. She didn’t argue. She couldn’t.

“I’ll be there,” she whispered.

The line clicked off. Her hands shook as she grabbed her coat. The cold midnight air bit at her face as she drove to his brownstone, her heart racing with every block.

The door was already unlocked when she arrived.

She stepped inside, the warmth of his home wrapping around her. The art on the walls loomed, silent witnesses to her surrender. Her pulse thrummed in her ears.

Footsteps approached, steady and slow.

Julian appeared in the hallway, and her breath caught. No suit, no armor—just a white t-shirt and grey sweatpants. He looked softer, but no less powerful, his broad shoulders and lean frame still commanding the space.

“There you are,” he said, his voice a quiet rumble.

Her chest ached at the words. Like he’d been waiting her whole life.

She stood frozen on his doorstep, hands trembling at her sides. He stepped closer, his grey eyes searching hers. The air between them felt heavy, electric.

“Come in, sweetheart,” he said.

She obeyed, stepping over the threshold. The door closed behind her with a soft click. Her body felt small in his space, vulnerable in a way she hadn’t allowed in years.

He led her to the living room, his hand hovering at the small of her back. Not touching, but close enough to make her skin tingle. She sat on the leather couch, her skirt riding up slightly, exposing her thighs.

He sat beside her, his knee brushing hers. Heat spread from the point of contact. She pressed her hands into her lap, trying to steady herself.

“You didn’t eat lunch,” he said, his tone gentle but firm. “You’ll eat now.”

She opened her mouth to protest, but his look silenced her. He reached for a small plate on the coffee table—slices of fruit, cheese, a piece of bread. He picked up a grape, holding it between his fingers.

“Open,” he said.

Her lips parted before she could stop herself. He placed the grape in her mouth, his fingers brushing her bottom lip. A shiver ran through her, sharp and undeniable.

“Good,” he murmured.

Her cheeks flushed. The simple act felt intimate, humiliating in its tenderness. She chewed slowly, her eyes locked on his.

He fed her another piece, then another. Each touch of his fingers against her lips made her pussy throb. She hated how much she wanted more.

“You’ve been fighting yourself all day,” he said, setting the plate aside. “Haven’t you?”

She nodded, barely a movement. Her voice wouldn’t come.

He leaned closer, his hand resting on her knee. The warmth of his palm seeped through her skirt. Her breath hitched, her thighs pressing together instinctively.

“I see it, Maren,” he said, his voice a low caress. “The way you build walls to keep everyone out. But I’m not everyone.”

Her heart pounded. She wanted to argue, to push him away. But her body leaned toward him, betraying her.

His hand slid up her thigh, slow and deliberate. Her skirt bunched under his touch. She gasped softly, her pussy already wet, aching for him.

“Tell me,” he said, his fingers pausing just under the hem. “Who takes care of you?”

Her lips trembled. She knew the answer he wanted. Knew what it would mean to say it.

“You,” she whispered.

His eyes darkened, a flicker of approval. “That’s right, sweetheart.”

His hand moved higher, brushing the edge of her panties. Her hips shifted, desperate for more. She was soaked, her clit pulsing under the thin fabric.

He pressed a finger against her, through the dampness. A soft moan escaped her lips. Her hands gripped the couch, nails digging into the leather.

“You’re so wet for me,” he said, his voice steady, controlled. “Have you been like this all day?”

She nodded, face burning. “Yes.”

His finger circled her clit through the fabric, slow and teasing. Her hips bucked, a whimper slipping out. She needed more, needed him inside her.

“Not yet,” he said, pulling his hand away.

Her eyes widened, a desperate sound escaping her throat. The ache between her legs was unbearable. She squirmed, trying to press herself against him.

“Patience,” he said, his tone firm. “You don’t get to decide when. I do.”

Her breath came in short gasps. She wanted to beg, to plead, but the words stuck in her throat. Her pussy throbbed, empty and wanting.

He stood, towering over her. His size made her feel small, fragile. He held out a hand, his expression unreadable.

“Come with me,” he said.

She took his hand, her legs shaky as she stood. He led her down the hallway, his grip firm but gentle. Her heart raced, anticipation mixing with nerves.

He stopped at a door, pushing it open. Inside was a bedroom—his, she knew instinctively. The bed was large, the sheets dark, the room smelling faintly of cedar and him.

“Sit,” he said, gesturing to the edge of the bed.

She obeyed, her hands folded in her lap. Her skirt rode up again, exposing more of her thighs. She felt exposed, vulnerable, but safe in a way she couldn’t explain.

He knelt in front of her, his large hands resting on her knees. Her breath caught at the sight of him there, so powerful yet so close. His grey eyes locked on hers, holding her in place.

“You called me tonight because you needed me,” he said, his voice low. “Didn’t you?”

“Yes,” she whispered.

His hands slid up her thighs, pushing her skirt higher. Her panties were fully visible now, the damp spot obvious. Her face burned, but she didn’t look away.

He hooked his fingers under the waistband, pulling them down slowly. The cool air hit her wet pussy, making her gasp. She was bare to him now, completely open.

“So pretty,” he murmured, his gaze fixed between her legs.

Her clit pulsed under his attention. She wanted to close her thighs, to hide, but his hands held them apart. She trembled, caught between shame and need.

He leaned forward, his breath warm against her skin. Her hips twitched, a soft whine escaping her. She needed his mouth, his tongue, anything.

“Ask me,” he said, his voice a quiet command.

Her lips parted, trembling. “Please… touch me.”

His eyes darkened. “Say it properly, sweetheart.”

Her face burned hotter. She knew what he wanted, what she had to call him. The word felt heavy, forbidden, but it clawed at her throat.

“Please, Daddy,” she whispered.

A slow smile curved his lips. “Good girl.”

The words hit her like a wave, melting her insides. Her pussy clenched, wetness dripping onto the sheets. She whimpered, overwhelmed by how much she needed him.

His thumb brushed her clit, light and teasing. Her hips bucked, a moan tearing from her lips. Every nerve in her body lit up, desperate for more.

He circled her clit slowly, watching her face. Her breath came in ragged gasps, her hands fisting the sheets. She was close already, so close.

“Not yet,” he said, pulling his hand away.

She cried out, her body trembling. The denial was torture, her pussy aching painfully. Tears pricked her eyes, but she didn’t beg—not yet.

“You’ll cum when I say,” he said, standing. “Not before.”

She nodded, biting her lip. Her body screamed for release, but his control held her back. She wanted to obey, needed to.

He sat beside her on the bed, pulling her into his lap. His arms wrapped around her, strong and warm. She felt tiny against him, her bare pussy pressed against his sweatpants.

“You did so well tonight,” he murmured into her hair. “I’m proud of you for coming to me.”

Her chest warmed at his words. She nestled closer, her head resting on his shoulder. His hand rubbed slow circles on her back, soothing her.

“But we’re not done,” he said, his tone carrying a quiet promise. “There’s more to learn, sweetheart. And I’ll be the one to teach you.”

Her heart skipped. The ache between her legs flared again, mixing with the safety of his arms. She knew she was slipping deeper, and she didn’t want to stop.


Chapter 5: The Correction

Maren sat across from Julian at his dining table, the polished wood gleaming under the soft light of a single chandelier. The air smelled of herbs and butter, the remnants of a French dish she couldn’t pronounce still on her plate. She felt warm, almost too warm, her body loose from the wine and the hour of conversation that had flowed so easily.

She hadn’t expected to feel this safe.

Her hands rested on the crisp linen tablecloth, fingers brushing the stem of her wine glass. Julian leaned back in his chair, one arm draped casually over the armrest, his grey eyes watching her with that quiet intensity she was starting to recognize. He looked effortless—charcoal suit jacket discarded, white shirt sleeves rolled to his elbows, the top button undone.

He was speaking about a painting he’d acquired, something old and tragic, his voice low and measured. She nodded, half-listening, her mind drifting to the way his fingers curled around his own glass. Then, without thinking, she cut him off mid-sentence.

“I saw something like that at a gallery last year.” Her voice was sharp, automatic, the way she spoke in boardrooms to keep control. She didn’t even register what she’d done.

Julian stopped.

Her breath caught.

He set his glass down, the movement deliberate, soundless. Then he leaned forward, his hand reaching across the table to cover hers. His palm was warm, heavy, pinning her fingers against the linen.

“I wasn’t finished.” His tone was soft, but it sliced through her like a blade.

Her whole body went still.

He held her gaze, his grey eyes unblinking, and finished his thought about the painting—something about the artist’s grief, the weight of loss in every brushstroke. She barely heard the words. Her pulse hammered under his touch, her skin prickling where his hand pressed against hers.

“Thank you, sweetheart.” His thumb brushed over her knuckles, just once, before he pulled back.

Her thighs clenched under the table.

She felt it then—the wet heat pooling between her legs, uninvited, inexplicable. Her face burned, but she couldn’t look away from him. He resumed eating, cutting into his dessert with the same precision he applied to everything, as if nothing had happened.

She couldn’t touch her fork.

The rest of the meal passed in a haze, her mind replaying those two words: I wasn’t finished. Each syllable echoed, tightening something deep in her core. She sipped her wine, barely tasting it, while Julian spoke of mundane things—his plans for the week, a book he was reading.

She nodded when she was supposed to, but her body wouldn’t settle.

After dinner, he led her to the couch in his living room, the space all clean lines and dark leather, like something out of a magazine. She sat, her hands smoothing over her dress, hyper-aware of every movement. He sat beside her, close enough that she could feel the warmth of him, his arm resting along the back of the couch.

His hand moved to her hair.

Not pulling, just holding, his fingers threading through the strands at the nape of her neck. Her breath hitched, her spine straightening instinctively. The weight of his touch was grounding, heavy, like an anchor.

“I like you, Maren.” His voice was a low murmur, intimate in the quiet room. “I like how sharp you are, how you carry yourself. But I need you to understand something.”

Her lips parted, but no sound came out.

“When I speak, you listen.” His fingers tightened just slightly, enough to make her scalp tingle. “When I’m finished, you can say anything you want. But you wait. Can you do that for me?”

She nodded, her heart racing.

His grip tightened a fraction more. “Words, Maren.”

“Yes.” The word slipped out, soft and shaky.

“Good girl.” His voice wrapped around the phrase, warm and deliberate, and it hit her like a physical touch.

Her pussy clenched, wetness soaking through her panties. She pressed her thighs together, mortified by how easily those two words undid her. Her hands gripped the edge of the couch, knuckles whitening, as heat spread through her chest.

He released her hair, his hand sliding down to rest on her shoulder. The absence of his grip felt like a loss, but his touch lingered, steady and warm. She wanted to lean into it, to melt against him, but she held herself rigid.

Her mind screamed at her to pull back, to rebuild the walls she’d spent years perfecting. She was Maren, the architect, the woman who designed structures that didn’t collapse. But under his gaze, under the weight of his quiet authority, she felt small—smaller than she’d ever allowed herself to be.

And she didn’t hate it.

“Tell me what you’re thinking,” he said, his thumb brushing her collarbone through the fabric of her dress.

Her throat tightened. “I… I don’t know why I feel like this.”

“Like what, sweetheart?” His tone was patient, coaxing, but his eyes were sharp, seeing through her.

Her face burned hotter. “Like I want to listen. Like I… need to.”

A small smile curved his lips, not mocking, but knowing. “That’s a good start.”

He shifted closer, his knee brushing hers, and her body reacted before her mind could catch up. Her breath came faster, shallow, as his hand moved from her shoulder to her thigh, resting there with the same deliberate weight he’d used on the table. Her dress had ridden up slightly, exposing a sliver of skin, and his fingers pressed just above the hem.

Her pussy throbbed, aching under his touch.

“Spread your legs for me,” he said, his voice calm, as if he were asking her to pass the salt.

Her heart stopped.

She hesitated, her professional self clawing at the edges of her mind, screaming that this was too much, too fast. But her body moved before she could stop it, her thighs parting just enough for his hand to slide between them. His fingers brushed the edge of her panties, the fabric damp against her skin.

She whimpered, the sound escaping before she could trap it.

“So wet already,” he murmured, his thumb tracing the outline of her clit through the thin cotton. “Your body knows what it needs, even if you’re still figuring it out.”

Her hips twitched, chasing his touch, and she bit her lip to keep from moaning. His fingers pressed harder, circling slowly, each movement precise and maddening. She felt herself spiraling, the heat building fast, too fast.

“Please,” she whispered, barely audible.

His hand stilled. “Please what, sweetheart?”

Her face burned, shame and need twisting together. “Please… don’t stop.”

He leaned in, his breath warm against her ear. “Ask properly.”

Her chest heaved, the word heavy on her tongue, but she couldn’t hold it back. “Please, Daddy, don’t stop.”

A low hum of approval vibrated in his throat. “Good girl.”

Her pussy clenched hard, wetness dripping as his fingers resumed their slow torture. He pushed her panties aside, his thumb brushing directly over her clit, and she gasped, her head falling back against the couch. Every stroke sent sparks through her, her body trembling under his control.

She was close, so close, her breath coming in desperate pants. Her hands gripped his arm, nails digging into his skin, as the pressure built to a breaking point. She needed to cum, needed it more than she’d ever needed anything.

“Not yet,” he said, pulling his hand away.

A sob tore from her throat, her body shaking with the denial. Her pussy ached painfully, throbbing with unmet need, and tears pricked her eyes. She looked at him, pleading without words, but his expression was calm, unyielding.

“You’ll cum when I say,” he told her, his voice steady. “Not before.”

She nodded, biting her lip hard enough to hurt. Her body screamed for release, every nerve on edge, but she wanted to obey. Needed to.

He pulled her closer, his arm wrapping around her shoulders, and she let herself lean into him. Her head rested against his chest, the steady beat of his heart grounding her even as her body burned. His hand rubbed slow circles on her back, soothing the raw edges of her frustration.

“You did so well,” he murmured into her hair. “I’m proud of you for asking.”

Her chest warmed at his praise, even as the ache between her legs pulsed. She felt small against him, her body curled into his, and the contrast of his strength made her feel safe in a way she couldn’t explain. She wanted to stay there, held by him, owned by him.

But he shifted, glancing at the clock on the wall. “It’s getting late, sweetheart.”

Her heart sank.

He stood, offering her a hand, and she took it, her legs unsteady as she rose. He led her down the hallway to the front door of his brownstone, the cool air of the entryway a sharp contrast to the warmth of his living room. She didn’t want to leave, didn’t want to step back into the world where she had to be Maren, the architect, the woman who didn’t need anyone.

He stopped at the door, turning to face her. His hand cupped her cheek, tilting her face up to meet his gaze. Then he leaned down and pressed a kiss to her forehead, soft and lingering, not her mouth.

Her breath hitched.

“I want you to think about why you liked that,” he said, his voice low, almost a whisper. “The answer matters.”

She nodded, her mind already spinning, her body still aching from his touch. He opened the door, the night air rushing in, and she stepped outside, feeling the weight of his words settle over her like a blanket.

She thought about it for three days straight.

The way his hand felt on hers at the table, the quiet authority in I wasn’t finished, the heat of his breath against her ear. She thought about good girl and the way it melted her, the way his fingers felt between her thighs, denying her what she craved most. And she thought about why—why she wanted more, why she needed his rules, his control, his voice telling her what to do.

She didn’t have the answer yet.

But she knew she’d go back to him to find it.


Chapter 6: Almost

Maren sat on the plush rug in Julian’s library, her back against the edge of his leather armchair. The room smelled of old books and polished wood, a quiet sanctuary in his Upper East Side brownstone. Her knees were tucked under her, a book she hadn’t touched in twenty minutes resting on her lap.

She didn’t know how she’d ended up here, on the floor between his knees.

Julian sat above her, turning pages with a slow, deliberate rhythm. His presence loomed, steady and unshakable, the charcoal suit jacket draped over the chair’s arm leaving him in just a crisp white shirt, sleeves rolled to his elbows. She could feel the heat of him, even without touching, and it made her skin prickle.

Her hands fidgeted with the edge of her book. She wore a simple black dress he’d chosen from her closet when she arrived, the fabric soft against her thighs, but it felt like too little barrier between her and him. Her hair, usually pulled back tight, hung loose because he’d asked her to let it down.

She hated how much she’d wanted to obey.

His hand moved from the book to her hair, fingers threading through the strands with a casual possessiveness. The touch was light at first, just a graze, but it sent a shiver down her spine. She froze, her breath catching as his fingers tightened, not pulling, just holding.

“You’re not reading, sweetheart,” he said, his voice low and smooth, cutting through the silence.

Her cheeks burned. She opened her mouth to protest, to say she was fine, but the words didn’t come. Instead, she felt the weight of his gaze, even without looking up.

“Look at me.” His tone wasn’t sharp, but it carried an expectation she couldn’t ignore.

She tilted her head back slowly, meeting his grey eyes. They were patient, piercing, seeing straight through the walls she’d built over years. Her heart thudded hard in her chest.

His hand tightened in her hair, pulling her head back further, just enough to make her neck arch. It wasn’t rough, but it was firm, a quiet claim. Her lips parted, a soft gasp escaping before she could stop it.

“Tell me what you need,” he said, his voice like velvet, wrapping around her.

Her mind went blank. The word sat heavy on her tongue, so close she could taste it. Daddy.

It was right there, pushing against her lips, begging to be said. She’d felt it for days, maybe weeks, lurking in the quiet spaces of her thoughts. Every time he called her sweetheart, every time his hand rested on her skin, it grew louder.

Her lips started to form the shape of it. Her breath trembled. She couldn’t.

“You,” she whispered instead, the word small and raw.

His eyes narrowed, just a fraction, but she saw it. He knew. He knew exactly what she’d almost said, what she’d swallowed back at the last second.

A faint smile curved his lips, not mocking, but knowing. His thumb released her hair, sliding down to stroke her cheek, the touch so tender it made her ache. “When you’re ready,” he murmured.

Her body shook, a tremor she couldn’t control. It started in her chest and spread, her hands clutching the book on her lap like a lifeline. She felt exposed, raw, like he’d stripped her bare without even trying.

He leaned down, pressing a kiss to the top of her head. The warmth of his lips lingered, grounding her even as her mind spun. She closed her eyes, letting the sensation wash over her, her breath uneven.

She didn’t move. She couldn’t. The trembling didn’t stop, not for long minutes, each wave of it crashing through her like a tide she couldn’t fight.

Julian shifted, his arms coming around her, pulling her up from the floor and into his lap. She didn’t resist, didn’t even think to. Her body curled into him, small against his broad frame, her head resting on his shoulder.

He held her through it, one hand stroking her back in slow, steady circles. His other hand rested on her thigh, not pushing, just there, a reminder of his control. She felt the heat of his chest through his shirt, the steady rhythm of his breathing calming her own.

“You’re safe,” he said, his voice a quiet rumble against her ear. “I’ve got you.”

Her eyes stung, but she didn’t cry. She just let herself be held, let herself feel the weight of his arms, the way they made the world shrink down to just this—just him. The trembling started to fade, but the ache in her chest didn’t.

She wanted to say it. She wanted to give him that word, to let it spill out and see what happened next. But the fear held her back, the last piece of her old self clinging to control.

His hand moved to her chin, tilting her face up. Those grey eyes searched hers, patient as ever, waiting for something she wasn’t ready to give. “You’ll get there,” he said, and it wasn’t a question.

Her stomach twisted, heat pooling low despite herself. She nodded, barely, her throat tight. She felt the truth of his words settle into her bones.

He adjusted her in his lap, her legs draped over his, her body pressed close. His hand slid down her thigh, under the hem of her dress, fingers brushing her skin. Her breath hitched, her body reacting before her mind caught up.

“Let’s see how my girl is doing,” he said, his voice dropping lower, a command wrapped in care.

Her face burned, but she didn’t pull away. His fingers moved higher, tracing the edge of her panties, and she felt the dampness there before he even touched her. She bit her lip, embarrassed, aroused, caught in the storm of it.

“So wet already,” he murmured, his thumb pressing against the fabric, right over her clit. A jolt shot through her, her hips twitching forward without permission. “All from sitting at my feet?”

She whimpered, the sound small and needy. His thumb circled slowly, the pressure just enough to tease, to build that aching heat. Her hands gripped his shirt, knuckles white, as her body begged for more.

“Ask,” he said, his voice firm now, leaving no room for hesitation.

“Please,” she gasped, her voice breaking. “Please, I need it.”

His fingers stilled, and she almost sobbed at the loss. “You know how to ask properly,” he said, his tone calm but unyielding.

Her mind scrambled, the word hovering again, so close. But she couldn’t say it, not yet. “Please, touch me,” she managed, her voice trembling.

He hummed, considering, his thumb brushing her clit once more, just a tease. “Not yet,” he decided, pulling his hand away. Her pussy throbbed, aching painfully, the denial cutting deeper than she expected.

A whine escaped her, desperate and raw. Her body screamed for release, every nerve on edge. She looked at him, pleading with her eyes, but his expression didn’t waver.

“You’ll get what you need when you’re ready to ask for it the right way,” he said, his hand resting on her thigh again, no longer teasing. “Until then, you wait.”

Her chest heaved, frustration and need tangling together. She wanted to argue, to push, but the weight of his words held her still. She nodded, biting her lip hard, her body still trembling with unmet desire.

He pulled her closer, his arms wrapping around her again. His hand rubbed her back, soothing the raw edges of her frustration. “You’re doing so well, sweetheart,” he murmured, his voice soft now, warm.

Her heart warmed at his praise, even as her body burned. She felt small in his lap, her legs tucked against him, his strength surrounding her. It made her feel safe, even in the ache, even in the denial.

They stayed like that for a while, his hands steady on her, her breathing slowly evening out. She didn’t want to move, didn’t want to leave this space where she could just be—where she didn’t have to be Maren, the architect, the woman who didn’t need anyone. Here, she could just feel.

But eventually, he glanced at the clock on the wall. “It’s late,” he said, his voice gentle but firm. “You should head home and rest.”

Her stomach sank. She didn’t want to go, didn’t want to step back into her empty apartment, her empty life. But she nodded, sliding off his lap, her legs unsteady as she stood.

He walked her to the door, his hand on the small of her back, guiding her through the quiet halls of his brownstone. The cool air of the entryway hit her skin, a sharp contrast to the warmth of his library. She felt the weight of leaving him, the weight of returning to herself.

At the door, he turned her to face him, his hand cupping her cheek. He leaned down, pressing another kiss to her forehead, soft and lingering. Her breath hitched, her body still aching from his touch, from the denial.

“Think about what you almost said,” he told her, his voice low, almost a whisper. “And why you couldn’t.”

She nodded, her mind already spinning, her body still trembling with the memory of his hands, his voice, his control. He opened the door, the night air rushing in, and she stepped outside, feeling the weight of his words settle over her.

She thought about it all the way home. The way his hand felt in her hair, the quiet authority in tell me what you need, the heat of his thumb against her clit, denying her what she craved. She thought about the word she’d almost said, the way it felt on her tongue, the way it scared her and thrilled her all at once.

That night, in her own apartment, she lay in bed, staring at the ceiling. The silence was heavy, pressing down on her. She turned her face into her pillow, her breath hot against the fabric.

“Daddy,” she whispered, the word slipping out, soft and secret.

It sounded like relief.

It sounded like falling.

She didn’t sleep. Her mind replayed the moment, over and over—his eyes, his voice, the weight of the unsaid. Her body ached, still wet, still wanting, and she knew she’d go back to him.

She had to.

Tomorrow couldn’t come fast enough.


Chapter 7: Undone

Maren stood at the threshold of Julian’s bedroom, her breath shallow in her chest. The room was stark, almost clinical in its elegance—white sheets, dark wood, a single painting on the wall that looked like it cost more than her car. It smelled like him, cedar and something warm she couldn’t name.

Her hands trembled at her sides, hidden in the folds of her tailored blazer. She’d come straight from a client meeting, her hair still pulled back tight, her silver earrings catching the low light. Underneath, her body buzzed with the memory of last night—his thumb on her clit, the denial that left her aching.

She heard his footsteps behind her, slow and deliberate. Her spine stiffened, but she didn’t turn. She couldn’t.

“You’re here, sweetheart,” Julian said, his voice low, sliding over her like a touch. He was close now, heat radiating from him, though he didn’t make contact.

Her knees felt soft, betraying her already.

“I didn’t think I’d come back so soon,” she admitted, her voice quieter than she meant. She hated how small she sounded, how much she wanted him to step closer.

He hummed, a sound of quiet approval, and her stomach flipped. “But you did. And I’m glad.”

She felt the air shift as he moved, his presence a weight she couldn’t ignore. Her mind raced—architect Maren, the one with plans and control, screamed to leave, to rebuild the walls he’d started to crack. But her body stayed rooted, waiting for his next word.

“Turn around,” he said, soft but firm. It wasn’t a request.

She turned, her breath catching as her eyes met his. Grey, sharp, seeing everything—her hesitation, her need, the way her hands fidgeted before she forced them still. He stood there in a charcoal shirt, sleeves rolled to his forearms, looking like he’d stepped out of a boardroom and into her unraveling.

“You look beautiful,” he said, his gaze tracing her from head to toe. “But you’re wearing too much.”

Her face burned, the heat spreading down her neck. She opened her mouth to protest, but the words died under his steady stare.

He stepped closer, his fingers brushing the collar of her blazer. “This comes off because I say so.” His voice was calm, each word deliberate, sinking into her.

Her breath hitched. She felt the fabric shift as he slid the blazer off her shoulders, his hands slow, purposeful. It fell to the floor with a soft thud.

“Ask me for what you want,” he continued, his fingers hovering at the buttons of her blouse. “I need to hear you say it.”

Her throat tightened. She wanted to look away, to hide the flush on her cheeks, but his gaze held her in place. “Please,” she whispered, the word barely audible.

“Louder,” he said, his tone unchanged, patient but unyielding. His fingers didn’t move, waiting for her compliance.

“Please,” she said again, her voice trembling but clearer. “Take it off.”

He nodded, a faint smile tugging at his lips. “Good.”

Her blouse came undone, button by button, his fingers brushing her skin as he worked. Each touch sent a jolt through her, her body waking up under his control. The fabric parted, revealing the lace of her bra, and she felt exposed, raw, even before it hit the floor.

“Look at you,” he murmured, his eyes on her chest, her stomach, the way her breath came fast. “So much hidden under all that armor.”

She shivered, her hands itching to cover herself. But she didn’t move. She couldn’t.

His hand slid to the zipper of her skirt, the metal cool against her hip. “This too,” he said, his voice a quiet command. “Ask me.”

“Please,” she said quicker this time, her voice thick with need. “Take it off.”

The zipper dragged down, slow and deliberate, the sound loud in the quiet room. Her skirt pooled at her feet, leaving her in just her bra and panties, her thighs trembling under his gaze. She felt small, stripped bare in more ways than one.

He stepped back, just enough to look at her fully. “Beautiful,” he said again, but this time it felt heavier, like a claim. Her chest tightened, warmth pooling low in her belly.

“Lie down,” he said, nodding toward the bed. His tone left no room for hesitation.

She moved, her legs unsteady, and sat on the edge of the mattress. The sheets were cool against her skin as she lay back, her heart pounding so hard she thought he could hear it. She stared at the ceiling, waiting, every nerve on edge.

He stood over her, his presence towering even without touch. “I’m going to take what’s mine now,” he said, his voice a low rumble. “But you’ll ask for every step.”

Her pussy clenched at his words, heat spreading through her. She nodded, unable to speak, her mind a haze of want and surrender.

He knelt on the bed, his weight shifting the mattress, and his hands found her bra straps. “Ask,” he prompted, his fingers pausing, teasing the edge of the lace.

“Please,” she breathed, her voice raw. “Take it off.”

He slid the straps down, unclasped the back, and peeled the bra away. Her breasts spilled free, nipples hardening in the cool air, and she heard his sharp intake of breath. “Perfect,” he murmured, his thumb brushing over one peak.

She gasped, her back arching into his touch. The sensation shot straight to her core, her panties already damp. She hated how much she needed more, how much she needed him.

“Ask for more,” he said, his hand stilling, his grey eyes locked on hers.

“Please,” she whimpered, her voice breaking. “More. Touch me more.”

His hand cupped her breast fully, squeezing with just enough pressure to make her moan. His thumb circled her nipple, slow and deliberate, while his other hand traced down her stomach, stopping at the waistband of her panties. Her hips lifted, desperate for him to keep going.

“Not yet,” he said, his voice firm but gentle. “Ask properly.”

“Please,” she said, louder, her face burning with the humiliation of needing to beg. “Touch me there. Please.”

He smiled, a rare, small thing that made her heart stutter. “Good girl,” he said, and the words hit her like a wave, melting her resolve, making her wetter.

His fingers slipped under the waistband, peeling her panties down her thighs. She felt the air on her bare pussy, the vulnerability of being fully exposed to him. Her legs trembled, but she didn’t close them.

He looked at her, his gaze heavy, possessive. “So wet for me already,” he said, his fingers brushing her inner thigh, teasing but not touching where she ached. “Tell me what you need.”

“Please,” she gasped, her hips shifting toward him. “Touch my pussy. I need it.”

His fingers slid between her folds, slow and deliberate, spreading her wetness. She moaned, her head falling back, the sensation overwhelming after so much denial. He circled her clit, light at first, then firmer, watching her face for every reaction.

“You’re mine to take apart,” he said, his voice a low growl now, his fingers relentless. “Mine to build back up.”

She whimpered, her hands gripping the sheets, her body climbing fast under his control. His other hand pressed against her chest, holding her down, the weight of him grounding her even as she unraveled. Her pussy throbbed, every stroke pushing her closer to the edge.

“Ask to cum,” he said, his fingers slowing just enough to keep her teetering. “I want to hear it.”

“Please,” she sobbed, her voice desperate, broken. “Let me cum. Please, I need to.”

He leaned down, his mouth brushing her collarbone, his breath hot against her skin. “Now, good girl,” he whispered, his fingers pressing hard against her clit, driving her over.

The orgasm crashed through her, her body arching off the bed, her pussy clenching hard around nothing. She cried out, the sound raw and unrestrained, her thighs shaking as wave after wave rolled through her. Cum slicked her thighs, her breath ragged, her mind blank of everything but him.

He didn’t stop, his fingers easing her through it, drawing out every shudder. “That’s it,” he murmured, his voice soft now, almost tender. “Give it all to me.”

She collapsed back against the sheets, spent, her chest heaving. Her body felt like it had shattered, like a building brought down by precise demolition. And he was the architect of her ruin.

He moved up, lying beside her, his hand resting on her stomach. She turned her head, meeting his gaze, and felt something shift in her chest. The word hovered on her tongue again—Julian, but not quite.

She caught it, swallowing hard. He saw the hesitation, the near-slip, and his eyes darkened with something unreadable. He didn’t speak, just pulled her closer, his arm wrapping around her.

Her body pressed against his, the heat of him steadying her. She felt small, safe, even as her mind spun with what she’d almost said. What she’d almost admitted.

His hand traced lazy circles on her back, soothing the raw edges of her. “You did so well, sweetheart,” he said, his voice a quiet anchor. Her heart warmed, even as her body still hummed from the intensity.

She didn’t know how long they lay there, her head on his chest, listening to his heartbeat. Time blurred, the room quiet except for their breathing. She felt herself drifting, exhaustion pulling at her.

He shifted, pulling the sheet over them, his arm tightening around her waist. “Sleep here tonight,” he said, not a question but a decision. She nodded against him, too tired to argue, too content to want to.

Her eyes closed, the weight of his presence lulling her under. At three in the morning, she stirred, half-awake, feeling his arm still around her, his breath warm on her neck. “Go back to sleep, sweetheart,” he murmured in the dark. “I’ve got you.”

She did, instantly, sinking back into the safety of him. Her mind, for once, didn’t fight. It just let go.

But even in sleep, the word lingered, unspoken but heavy. Daddy. It was closer now, waiting for the moment she couldn’t hold it back.

And tomorrow, she knew, he’d push her further. He always did.


Chapter 8: The Rules

Maren sat on Julian’s couch, her legs tucked beneath her, the soft leather cool against her bare thighs. The cup of tea in her hands steamed faintly, its warmth seeping into her palms. He’d made it without asking, just set it in front of her with that quiet certainty that made her stomach twist.

She didn’t look at him yet. Not directly. Her eyes lingered on the cup, on the way the light caught the edge of the porcelain.

Across from her, Julian sat in his armchair, one ankle crossed over his knee. His presence filled the room, even in silence—broad shoulders relaxed, charcoal suit jacket unbuttoned, sleeves rolled up to reveal forearms that looked too strong for a man who collected art. In his hands, a folded piece of paper waited, unassuming but heavy with intent.

Her fingers tightened on the cup.

“Sweetheart,” he said, his voice low and smooth, cutting through the quiet like a blade through silk. “Look at me.”

Her gaze lifted, involuntary, meeting his grey eyes. They pinned her, steady and unhurried, missing nothing.

He unfolded the paper, smoothing it against his thigh with deliberate care. “I’ve written something for you.”

Her heart stuttered. She set the cup down on the coffee table, her hands suddenly unsteady.

“What is it?” Her voice came out smaller than she intended.

He didn’t answer right away. Instead, he leaned forward, elbows on his knees, holding the paper between them like an offering. His handwriting stared back at her—black ink, precise strokes, every letter a calculated line.

“Rules,” he said simply.

Her breath caught. She stared at the paper, at the neat list, the words too small to read from this distance. But she felt them, the weight of them, pressing against her chest.

“Rules?” she repeated, testing the word, her mind already spinning.

He nodded once, his expression calm, almost tender. “For you. For us.”

She wanted to argue, to push back, to remind him she wasn’t the kind of woman who followed rules scribbled on paper. But her body betrayed her—her fingers itched to reach for it, to see what he’d written.

He held it out, just close enough that she had to lean forward to take it. Their fingers brushed, and a jolt shot through her, electric and unwanted.

“Read them,” he said, settling back in his chair, watching her.

Her hands trembled as she unfolded the paper fully. His handwriting was architectural, precise as a blueprint, each line a command in itself. She read the first rule, her lips moving silently.

Bedtime by eleven.

Her eyes flicked to the next.

Morning text when you wake.

Then the next.

Three meals a day. No skipping.

Her pulse quickened. She read each rule twice, her mind catching on the details—telling him where she went after dark, asking before she touched herself. The paper shook in her grip, the edges crinkling softly.

She looked up at him, her mouth dry. “What happens if I break one?”

His smile was small, almost gentle, but it didn’t reach his eyes. “Then I take care of it. That’s my job.”

Her stomach dropped. She could imagine it—his calm voice, his steady hands, the way he’d look at her while he decided how to correct her. Heat pooled between her legs, unbidden, and she pressed her thighs together.

“What if I say no to the whole thing?” Her voice wavered, but she forced the words out.

He folded his hands in his lap, unfazed. “Then I put this away, and we have a lovely evening. These aren’t conditions, Maren. They’re how I take care of what’s mine. You have to want them.”

Her chest tightened. The paper felt heavier now, a contract in her hands, a choice she hadn’t expected to make tonight. She wanted to tear it up, to tell him she didn’t need rules, didn’t need him to take care of her.

But she didn’t.

Instead, she reached out, holding the paper toward him, her arm unsteady. He didn’t take it right away. His eyes searched hers, patient, waiting.

“Words,” he said softly.

Her throat closed. She swallowed hard, her voice barely a whisper. “I want them. Give them to me. Please.”

Only then did he take the paper, folding it with care before handing it back. He leaned forward, pressing a kiss to her forehead, his lips warm against her skin.

“Good girl,” he murmured.

Her body melted at the words, a rush of warmth spreading through her core. She hated how much she needed to hear it, how much it made her ache. Her pussy throbbed, the rules in her hands a tangible weight of his control.

“Keep them close,” he said, sitting back. “They’re yours now.”

She nodded, clutching the paper, her fingers tracing the precise folds. She slipped it into her purse, the soft crinkle of it against her belongings a reminder of what she’d agreed to. Her mind spun, half with resistance, half with surrender.

He stood, crossing the small space between them, and sat beside her on the couch. His thigh pressed against hers, the heat of him overwhelming. He tilted her chin up, forcing her to meet his gaze again.

“You’re trembling,” he said, his thumb brushing her jaw.

She was. She couldn’t hide it.

His hand slid down, resting on her knee, then inching higher, under the hem of her skirt. Her breath hitched as his fingers brushed the edge of her panties. He paused there, watching her face.

“Let’s see how my girl feels about her new rules,” he said, his voice a low rumble.

Her hips shifted toward him before she could stop them. His fingers slipped beneath the fabric, finding her already wet, her pussy slick with need. She gasped, her hands gripping the couch.

“So wet for me,” he said, his tone approving, almost proud. His fingers teased her clit, slow circles that made her whimper. “Your body knows who you belong to, doesn’t it?”

“Yes,” she breathed, her voice shaky, her mind blanking under his touch.

He leaned closer, his lips brushing her ear. “Ask for more, sweetheart.”

Her face burned, but the words spilled out. “Please. Touch me more. Please.”

His fingers pressed harder, stroking her clit with precision, building the heat inside her. Her thighs trembled, her breath coming in short, desperate gasps. She was close, so close, teetering on the edge.

“Ask to cum,” he said, his voice firm now, a command wrapped in care.

“Please,” she whimpered, her body arching toward him. “Let me cum. I need it.”

He pulled his hand away.

She cried out, the denial sharp, a physical ache in her core. Her pussy throbbed, empty and desperate, her hands clenching the couch cushions. Tears pricked her eyes, frustration and need warring inside her.

“Not yet,” he said, his tone calm, unyielding. “You’ll cum when I say. When you’ve earned it.”

Her chest heaved, her body screaming for release. She wanted to beg, to plead, but his hand rested on her thigh now, heavy and possessive, grounding her. She nodded, biting her lip, surrendering to his control.

He pulled her closer, tucking her against his side, his arm wrapping around her shoulders. Her head rested on his chest, the steady beat of his heart under her ear. She felt small, safe, even as her body burned with unmet need.

“You did so well, sweetheart,” he said, his hand stroking her hair. “I’m proud of how you took your rules.”

Her heart warmed, even as her pussy ached. She clung to his words, to the tenderness in them, letting them soothe the raw edges of her denial. The paper in her purse felt like a tether, binding her to him in ways she couldn’t yet name.

They sat like that for a long time, her body pressed against his, the quiet of the room wrapping around them. Her mind drifted, replaying the rules, his handwriting, the way his fingers had felt between her legs. She wanted to fight it, to reclaim the sharp edges of herself, but his presence dulled them, made her soft.

Eventually, he shifted, tilting her chin up again. His eyes were dark, intense, promising more. “Go home tonight. Think about your rules. Tomorrow, we’ll see how well you follow them.”

She nodded, her throat tight, the weight of his expectation settling over her. He walked her to the door, his hand on the small of her back, guiding her with that effortless control. She stepped into the hallway, her purse clutched to her chest, the folded paper inside it heavier than ever.

At home, she stood in front of her bathroom mirror, the fluorescent light harsh against her pale skin. She opened her purse, took out the paper, and unfolded it with trembling fingers. His handwriting stared back at her, each rule a command she’d agreed to.

She grabbed a piece of tape from the drawer. With careful hands, she pressed the list to the inside of her medicine cabinet, right where she’d see it every morning. The paper crinkled softly as she smoothed it down, the sound echoing in the quiet bathroom.

She stared at it, her reflection blurred in the mirror’s edge. Bedtime by eleven. Morning text. Three meals. No touching without permission. Her pussy throbbed again, the denial still fresh, his voice still in her head.

By Thursday, she knew every word by heart. She read them each morning while brushing her teeth, her eyes tracing his precise strokes, her body warming with every line. The rules became a rhythm, a structure she didn’t know she’d needed.

But on Friday, she broke one.

She didn’t text him in the morning. She told herself it was an accident, a busy start to the day, a meeting she couldn’t miss. But deep down, she knew it wasn’t.

Her phone stayed silent all morning, and by noon, her stomach twisted with dread. She knew he’d noticed. She knew he’d address it.

And she knew, with a mix of fear and heat, that he’d take care of it.

Just like he promised.


Chapter 9: Consequences

Maren sat on the edge of Julian’s bed, her hands folded tightly in her lap. The room was quiet, save for the faint hum of the city beyond the brownstone’s thick walls. Her black dress felt too tight, too formal for this moment, a remnant of the workday she’d barely survived.

Her stomach churned, not just from hunger.

She’d skipped lunch. Told him she ate. A lie, small and sharp, that cut deeper now as she sat under the weight of his silence.

Julian stood across the room, his back to her, pouring water into a glass at the small bar by the window. His movements were slow, deliberate, the charcoal suit jacket stretching across his broad shoulders. He didn’t look at her yet, and that was worse than any glare.

Her fingers twitched, wanting to explain, to justify. She’d been swamped with blueprints, a deadline breathing down her neck, no time to stop for a sandwich. But she knew he wouldn’t accept it.

He turned, glass in hand, his grey eyes locking onto hers. The calm in his gaze pinned her in place. He crossed the room, each step measured, and sat beside her on the bed.

“You got dizzy downstairs,” he said, voice low, smooth as polished stone. “I checked your phone. No delivery, no receipt.”

Her face burned.

“I’m not angry, sweetheart,” he continued, setting the glass on the nightstand. “But you broke a rule. Three meals a day, remember?”

She nodded, her throat tight. Her hands gripped the edge of the mattress, knuckles whitening. She hated how small she felt under his steady attention.

“You forget to take care of yourself when you’re stressed.” His hand rested on her knee, warm through the fabric of her dress. “I won’t watch you do that. Not on my watch.”

Her chest tightened, a mix of shame and something softer, warmer. She wanted to argue, to say she could handle herself. But the words wouldn’t come.

“Stand up,” he said, his tone leaving no room for hesitation.

Her legs moved before her mind caught up. She stood, her heels sinking into the plush rug, her body tense. He looked up at her, his expression unreadable but firm.

“Over my lap,” he said, patting his thigh.

Her breath caught.

She stared at him, her heart pounding in her chest. A part of her screamed to resist, to walk out, to reclaim the sharp edges of who she was. But his eyes held her, steady and sure, pulling her under.

Slowly, she lowered herself across his lap, her stomach pressing against the warmth of his thigh. Her dress rode up as she settled, exposing the black lace of her underwear. His hand rested on her lower back, grounding her, heavy with intent.

“You’ll count,” he said, his voice calm, almost tender. “Understand?”

“Yes,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

His hand lifted, then came down, the first strike firm against her bare skin. The sound echoed in the quiet room, a sharp slap that made her gasp. Heat bloomed where his palm landed.

“One,” she said, her voice shaky.

Another strike, just as precise, on the other cheek. The sting spread, warm and biting, her body jerking slightly under his hold. His hand on her back kept her steady.

“Two,” she breathed.

Her mind spun, torn between the sting and the strange relief seeping into her bones. Each strike was measured, not vicious, not playful—just deliberate. A reminder.

“Three,” she counted, her voice cracking.

The fourth landed, and her eyes burned with unshed tears. Not from pain, but from something deeper, something she couldn’t name. The weight of his care, his attention, cracked open a part of her she’d kept locked tight.

“Four,” she whispered, a tear slipping down her cheek, running sideways across her face.

“Five,” she said on the next, her voice breaking fully now. The tears came faster, hot and silent, soaking into the duvet beneath her. She wasn’t crying from the sting—it was the release, the flood of knowing someone cared enough to hold her accountable.

He paused, his hand resting on the heat of her skin, his thumb tracing a slow circle over the reddened flesh. “I don’t punish you because I’m angry,” he said, his voice a quiet anchor in the storm of her emotions. “I punish you because you matter and you forgot that.”

Her sob caught in her throat.

She mattered. The words sank into her, heavy and warm, wrapping around the hollow places inside. She cried harder, her body trembling across his lap, the heat of his thigh under her stomach a steady comfort.

His hand moved to her hair, stroking gently, letting her cry. He didn’t rush her, didn’t pull her up. He let her feel it, let her break in the safety of his control.

Minutes passed, her tears slowing, her breaths hitching softer now. She felt raw, exposed, but safe in a way she couldn’t explain. His hand never left her, a constant tether.

“Up, sweetheart,” he said finally, guiding her to sit beside him.

Her face was wet, her eyes puffy, but she didn’t hide it. She couldn’t. Not from him.

He reached for a tissue from the nightstand, dabbing at her cheeks with a tenderness that made her heart ache. His touch was light, careful, as if she might shatter under too much pressure. She leaned into it, craving the softness after the sting.

“You did well,” he said, his voice low, warm. “I’m proud of you for taking your consequence.”

Her chest warmed, even as her ass throbbed with lingering heat. She nodded, unable to speak, her throat still tight with emotion. His praise wrapped around her like a blanket.

He stood, crossing to the small tray he’d brought up earlier. A plate of pasta sat there, simple, still warm, the scent of garlic and olive oil filling the air. He returned, sitting close, the plate balanced on his knee.

“Open,” he said, twirling a small bite onto a fork with his fingers.

She hesitated, her professional self recoiling at the intimacy. But his eyes held hers, patient, waiting. She parted her lips.

He fed her, his fingers guiding the fork, the pasta warm and savory on her tongue. Her cheeks flushed, the act so personal, so vulnerable, but she didn’t pull away. Each bite felt like a tether, binding her closer to him.

“Good girl,” he said after the third bite, his voice a quiet rumble.

Her body melted.

Heat pooled between her thighs, unbidden, her pussy clenching at the words. She hated how much they affected her, how they turned her soft and pliant in an instant. But she couldn’t deny it.

He fed her another bite, his thumb brushing her lower lip as he pulled the fork away. Her skin tingled where he touched, her breath hitching. The ache from the denial last night lingered, and now it flared brighter, her body desperate for more than just food.

“You need to eat,” he said, his tone firm but kind. “And you need to remember who takes care of you.”

She nodded, swallowing another bite, her eyes locked on his. The warmth of the pasta, the heat of his gaze, the lingering sting on her skin—it all blended into a haze of need. She wanted to please him, to be his, in ways she hadn’t let herself admit.

He set the fork down after half the plate was gone, his hand resting on her thigh. “Enough for now,” he said. “You’ll finish later if you’re still hungry.”

Her body hummed, hyper-aware of his touch, the weight of his hand through her dress. She wanted to beg for more—not food, but him. His fingers, his control, the release she’d been denied.

“Lie back,” he said, guiding her down onto the bed, her head resting on the pillow.

She obeyed, her body pliant under his direction. Her dress still bunched at her hips, her underwear exposed, the heat of her punished skin radiating against the cool sheets. He sat beside her, his hand trailing up her thigh, slow and deliberate.

“I’m going to check if my girl is wet,” he said, his voice a low growl now, laced with intent.

Her breath hitched.

His fingers slipped under the lace, brushing against her pussy, finding the slick heat there. She moaned softly, her hips arching into his touch before she could stop them. He didn’t pull away, didn’t tease—just explored, his touch firm, assessing.

“So wet,” he murmured, his thumb circling her clit, slow and torturous. “Your body knows who you belong to, doesn’t it?”

“Yes,” she gasped, her voice trembling, her hands gripping the sheets.

“Ask me,” he said, his fingers stilling, hovering just over her aching core.

“Please,” she whispered, her face burning with need. “Please touch me.”

His thumb pressed down, rubbing slow circles, sending sparks through her. Her moan was louder now, her body trembling under his control. She was close, so close, the edge building fast after days of denial.

“Not yet,” he said, pulling his hand away.

She whimpered, her pussy throbbing, empty and desperate. Tears pricked her eyes again, frustration clawing at her. She wanted to beg, to plead, but his hand rested on her stomach now, heavy and grounding.

“You’ll cum when I say,” he reminded her, his voice unyielding. “When you’ve earned it fully.”

Her chest heaved, her body screaming for release. She nodded, biting her lip, surrendering once more to his control. The ache was painful, sharp, but his presence dulled the edges, made it bearable.

He pulled her into his lap, her body curling against his chest, her head resting under his chin. His arms wrapped around her, strong and steady, holding her as the tremors of need slowly faded. She felt small, safe, even as her body burned.

“You did so well, sweetheart,” he said, his hand stroking her back. “I’m proud of how you took your punishment, how you let me care for you.”

Her heart warmed, clinging to his words, letting them soothe the raw ache inside. She nestled closer, her cheek against the crisp fabric of his shirt, the scent of him—clean, sharp, grounding—filling her senses. Her eyes grew heavy, the weight of the day, the punishment, the denial, all pulling her under.

She fell asleep in his lap, her body limp against him, the steady rise and fall of his chest lulling her into darkness.

When she woke, she was in bed, the covers pulled to her chin, the room dim save for the soft glow of a lamp on the nightstand. Julian sat beside her, his hand resting on her back through the blanket, warm and constant. Her dress was gone, replaced by one of his shirts, the fabric soft and oversized on her frame.

Her heart stuttered.

She’d never felt this safe in her entire life. Not in her marriage, not in her carefully constructed world of blueprints and steel. The word hovered in her mouth again, heavy, wanting to be said.

Daddy.

She swallowed it, not yet ready, her lips pressing tight. But it lingered, a promise, a need, waiting for the moment she’d let it slip. Tomorrow, maybe, or the day after, when his control pulled her under once more.

His hand pressed firmer on her back, as if sensing her thoughts. “Sleep, sweetheart,” he said, his voice a quiet command. “We’ll talk about what’s next in the morning.”

Her eyes fluttered closed, the weight of his promise settling over her. Tomorrow. She both dreaded and craved what he’d planned.


Chapter 10: Say It

Maren woke to the weight of darkness, the room silent except for the steady rhythm of Julian’s breathing beside her. The covers were heavy, cocooning her in warmth, and the faint scent of his cologne—clean, sharp, grounding—clung to the shirt she wore. Her body ached, a dull reminder of the punishment, the denial, the hours of being held on the edge.

She turned her head, just enough to see him. Julian lay on his side, one arm tucked under the pillow, his face softened in sleep but still commanding, even in stillness. Her chest tightened, a mix of awe and something deeper, something she wasn’t ready to name.

Not yet.

Her thighs pressed together under the sheets, the lingering heat from earlier still pulsing faintly in her core. She wanted to reach for him, to wake him, to beg for the release he’d denied her. But the rules held her still—his rules, unspoken but ironclad.

She didn’t move.

The clock on the nightstand glowed softly, 2:14 a.m., the witching hour where thoughts turned raw and unguarded. Maren stared at the ceiling of his bedroom, the high beams casting faint shadows, and let her mind wander to the word that had hovered on her tongue for days. It was heavy, loaded, a surrender she hadn’t yet dared to make.

Daddy.

Her breath caught at the mere thought, her body reacting before her mind could catch up. Heat pooled low in her belly, her pussy clenching around nothing. She pressed her lips tight, as if the word might slip out on its own.

She wouldn’t say it. Not yet. Not until he pulled it from her, like he pulled everything else—her control, her walls, her carefully built defenses.

A soft rustle broke the silence. Julian shifted, his arm sliding across the sheets, finding her waist with unerring precision. Even in sleep, he claimed her space.

“You’re awake,” he murmured, voice low and rough with sleep, but already carrying that quiet authority. His hand tightened on her hip, pulling her closer. “What’s keeping my girl up?”

Her heart stuttered at ‘my girl.’ She turned to face him, his grey eyes catching the faint light, sharp even in the dark. “Just… thinking,” she whispered.

“About what?” His thumb traced slow circles on her hip through the fabric of his shirt, each pass sending a shiver through her.

She didn’t answer. She couldn’t. The word sat too close to the surface, threatening to spill over.

His hand slid up her side, under the shirt, warm against her bare skin. He didn’t rush, didn’t push, just touched her like he had every right to. “Tell me, sweetheart,” he said, his voice a command wrapped in tenderness.

“I can’t,” she breathed, her voice trembling. Her body arched into his touch, betraying her again. She hated how easily he unraveled her.

“You will.” His hand moved higher, brushing the underside of her breast, his thumb grazing her nipple. It hardened instantly, a sharp jolt of need shooting through her.

She gasped softly, her hands gripping the sheets. Her mind screamed to hold on, to keep control, but her body was already his. She hated that she loved it.

Julian shifted, rolling over her in one smooth motion, his weight pressing her into the mattress. He braced himself on his elbows, caging her in, his hips settling between her thighs. She felt him, hard and heavy through the thin fabric of his boxers, and her pussy throbbed in response.

“Look at me,” he said, his voice steady, unhurried. Her eyes snapped to his, unable to resist. His gaze pinned her as surely as his body did.

His hand slid down, pushing the shirt up to her waist, baring her to him. Cool air hit her skin, then his fingers were there, brushing against her pussy, finding her already wet. “So ready for me,” he murmured, his thumb circling her clit with agonizing slowness.

Her hips bucked, a desperate whimper escaping her lips. “Please,” she whispered, the word raw, pleading. She didn’t even know what she was asking for.

“Not yet.” His fingers teased, slipping inside her just enough to make her gasp, then pulling back. “You’ve been so good, sweetheart. But I want more.”

Her chest heaved, frustration and need clawing at her. She wanted to scream, to beg, but his control held her tighter than any restraint. She was his to unravel, and she knew it.

He lowered himself, his chest brushing against hers, his mouth finding her ear. “I’m going to take you now,” he whispered, his breath hot against her skin. “But you don’t cum until I say.”

She nodded, her body trembling under him. His hand moved to her throat, not squeezing, just holding, warm and steady, a reminder of who was in charge. Her pulse raced under his fingers, and she felt safer than she ever had.

He pushed his boxers down, freeing his cock, and she felt the heat of it against her inner thigh. Her breath hitched, her body aching for him. He guided himself to her entrance, the tip brushing against her, teasing.

“Look at me,” he said again, his hand tightening slightly on her throat. Her eyes locked on his, grey and endless, pulling her under. He pushed in slowly, stretching her, filling her, and she moaned, her hands gripping his shoulders.

“So tight,” he murmured, his voice rough now, but still controlled. He moved deeper, inch by inch, until he was fully inside her, his hips flush against hers. She felt every inch of him, hard and unyielding, and her pussy clenched around him involuntarily.

Her moan was soft, desperate. Her nails dug into his skin. She was already close, too close, after hours of edging and denial.

“Not yet,” he reminded her, his hand on her throat a steady anchor. He started to move, slow and deliberate, each thrust dragging against her walls, building her higher. His mouth stayed by her ear, his breath hot, his words a weapon.

“You feel so good, sweetheart,” he whispered, his voice low, intimate. “My girl, taking me so well.” Her body shuddered under the praise, her pussy tightening around him.

She whimpered, her hips meeting his thrusts, chasing the release he held just out of reach. Her mind was gone, dissolved into need, into him. She didn’t care about control anymore.

His pace stayed slow, torturous, each movement calculated to keep her on the edge. His hand on her throat tightened just a fraction, enough to make her gasp, to make her feel owned. “Who takes care of you?” he asked, his voice a low growl against her ear.

Her breath stopped. The word was there, on the tip of her tongue, heavy and inevitable. She couldn’t hold it back anymore.

“Daddy,” she whispered, the word falling out like it had always been there, like it was the first thing she’d ever said. It felt like exhaling underwater, a release so profound her whole body shook with it.

Julian froze, his cock buried deep inside her, his hand still on her throat. His eyes met hers, and she saw something break in them—something raw, unguarded. Wetness gathered at the corners, a single tear slipping down his cheek.

“Again,” he said, his voice thick, almost broken, but still commanding.

“Daddy,” she repeated, louder this time, the word a surrender, a claim, a truth. Her voice trembled, but it felt right. It felt like coming home.

He started moving again, deeper, slower, each thrust a promise. “Once more,” he said, his forehead pressing against hers, his tear brushing her cheekbone. His breath was ragged now, matching hers.

“Daddy, please,” she begged, her voice raw, her body trembling on the edge. She needed him, needed this, needed to let go. She’d never felt so safe, so seen.

“Good girl,” he said, the words a detonation, shattering her. Her orgasm hit, hard and relentless, her pussy clenching around his cock, waves of pleasure crashing through her. She cried out, her body arching under him, her hands clinging to his shoulders as she came apart.

He followed her over the edge, his thrusts faltering, his cock pulsing inside her as he came, hot and deep. A low groan escaped him, his forehead still pressed to hers, her name on his lips like a prayer. “Maren,” he breathed, raw and reverent, as his release spilled into her.

Her body shook with aftershocks, her pussy still fluttering around him, wet and oversensitive. His hand on her throat loosened, sliding to cup her cheek, his thumb brushing away a tear she hadn’t realized she’d shed. They stayed like that, tangled, breathless, his weight grounding her as the world slowly came back into focus.

She waited for the embarrassment to hit, for the shame of what she’d said to claw at her. It didn’t come. Instead, there was relief, like putting down something impossibly heavy she hadn’t known she was carrying.

Julian shifted, pulling out slowly, and she whimpered at the loss of him. He rolled to his side, pulling her with him, his arms wrapping around her tight. His chest was warm against her back, his breath steadying against her neck.

“You’re mine, little one,” he murmured, his voice soft now, tender, but still carrying that unshakable authority. His hand stroked her side, soothing, grounding. “You did so well.”

Her heart swelled, the praise sinking deep, warming places she’d kept cold for years. She nestled closer, her body limp against him, the exhaustion of the night pulling at her. But there was one more thing she needed to say.

“Goodnight, Daddy,” she whispered into the dark, not because he asked, not during the heat of sex, but because it was true. Her voice was quiet, steady, a confession of absolute need.

His arms tightened around her, a shudder running through him at the word. “Goodnight, little one,” he replied, his voice thick with emotion, a promise woven into every syllable. She felt his lips press against the back of her neck, soft and possessive.

Maren closed her eyes, the weight of his hold settling over her like a blanket. She slept deeper than she had in three years, the word echoing in her dreams, a tether to something she hadn’t known she’d been searching for. Tomorrow, she’d face what it meant, but for now, she was his, and that was enough.
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Chapter 11: The Journal

Maren sat at the island in Julian’s kitchen, the morning light streaming through tall windows and catching the edges of her coffee mug. His shirt hung loose on her frame, the sleeves rolled up, the fabric smelling faintly of him—clean, crisp, and something darker underneath. Her bare legs felt exposed against the cool stool, a stark contrast to the warmth of the ceramic in her hands.

She hadn’t slept this well in years, not since before the divorce, maybe not even then. Last night’s word—Daddy—still lingered in her mind, heavy and real, like a stone dropped into still water. It rippled through her, unsettling and grounding all at once.

The kitchen door swung open, and Julian stepped in, his presence filling the room without effort. He wore a charcoal sweater over tailored trousers, his silver hair catching the light, his grey eyes already on her. He moved with that unhurried grace, a predator who knew his prey wasn’t going anywhere.

“Morning, sweetheart,” he said, his voice low and smooth, wrapping around her like a tether.

Her chest tightened. She managed a small nod, her fingers gripping the mug a little harder.

He crossed to the counter, setting down a leather journal in front of her—hunter green, her initials embossed in gold on the cover. The leather smelled rich and new, a faint tang that mixed with the coffee in the air. She stared at it, her stomach twisting with a mix of curiosity and dread.

“What’s this?” Her voice came out quieter than she intended.

Julian leaned against the counter, his gaze steady on her face. “This is for you, little one. Your punishment diary.”

Her breath caught. Punishment diary. The words landed like a physical touch, heavy and intimate.

He slid the journal closer, his long fingers brushing the leather. “Every time you break a rule, you write it down. What you did, when it happened, and why you think you did it.”

Her mind raced, the architect in her already building walls against this. Writing it down made it real, made it permanent. She couldn’t delete ink, couldn’t erase her failures once they were on the page.

“Then what?” She forced the question out, her voice tight.

His lips curved, just slightly, a smile that held no mockery, only certainty. “Then you bring it to me. We review it together.”

Her face heated, the idea of him reading her confessions—her handwriting, her words, her shame—more exposing than anything they’d done last night. She shifted on the stool, her thighs pressing together under the shirt. Her body betrayed her, a familiar warmth pooling low in her belly.

Julian’s eyes flicked down to her legs, then back to her face. He missed nothing. “Open it, Maren.”

Her hands trembled as she reached for the journal, the leather cool under her fingertips. She flipped it open, the pages thick and creamy, the scratch of the paper loud in the quiet kitchen. A blank page stared back, waiting for her to fill it with her mistakes.

“There’s a pen inside,” he said, his voice a calm command. “Start with yesterday. You didn’t send your morning text.”

Her stomach dropped. She’d skipped it on purpose, her fingers hovering over the phone before she shoved it into her bag. She’d been afraid—afraid of how easy it felt to check in with him, to need that connection.

“I…” She stopped, her throat tight. She didn’t want to say it aloud, let alone write it down.

Julian stepped closer, rounding the island until he stood behind her. His hand rested on her shoulder, warm and firm, grounding her even as it made her feel small. “Write it, sweetheart. I’m right here.”

Her hand shook as she picked up the pen, the weight of it foreign in her fingers. She pressed the tip to the paper, the scratch of ink against the page echoing in her ears. She wrote slowly, each word a confession: I didn’t send the morning text. 8:15 AM. I was afraid of how much I wanted to.

She stopped, her breath shallow. The words looked so stark, so vulnerable, in her precise handwriting. She felt naked, more than if she’d stripped bare in front of him.

Julian leaned over her shoulder, his breath warm against her ear as he read. His thumb traced over her handwriting, a slow, deliberate motion that made her shiver. “Good girl,” he murmured, the words sinking deep, melting something inside her.

Her thighs clenched, the heat between them undeniable now. She hated how those two words could unravel her, how they made her wet with just a breath. She wanted to hide, but there was nowhere to go—not from him, not from herself.

He straightened, his hand sliding down her arm to take the pen from her. “You’re afraid of needing me. I know. The rules exist so you can practice needing someone until it stops being terrifying.”

The truth of it hit her like a punch, stealing her air. She turned her head to look at him, his grey eyes holding hers with that unshakable certainty. Her lips parted, the word forming before she could stop it. “Daddy.”

It came out soft, a whisper, but it felt louder than a shout. Her chest ached with the weight of it, the surrender in saying it again, here, in the quiet light of morning. It was easier this time, though, like a muscle stretching after the first use.

Julian’s gaze softened, a flicker of something raw passing through it. He set the pen down and pulled her off the stool, lifting her with ease into his lap as he sat in her place. His arms wrapped around her, his chest solid against her side, making her feel small, safe, held.

She melted into him, her head resting against his shoulder, the scent of him grounding her. His hand stroked her back, slow and steady, while the other rested on her thigh, just under the hem of his shirt. The weight of his touch was possessive, comforting, a reminder of who she belonged to.

“You did well, writing that down,” he said, his voice low in her ear. “I know it’s hard to show me your fears. But that’s why you’re mine—to learn how to let go.”

Her heart swelled, the tenderness in his tone wrapping around her like a blanket. She shifted in his lap, her bare thighs brushing against his trousers, the friction sending a jolt through her. She bit her lip, trying to focus, but her body had other ideas.

Julian’s hand slid higher, his fingers brushing the edge of her panties. “Daddy’s going to check if his girl is wet,” he said, his voice calm but laced with intent. He didn’t wait for permission—he didn’t need to.

Her breath hitched as his fingers slipped beneath the fabric, finding her slick and ready. She whimpered, her hips tilting into his touch despite herself. The shame of being so easily aroused by this—by him, by the journal, by her own vulnerability—only made her wetter.

“There she is,” he murmured, his fingers circling her clit with agonizing slowness. “Your body knows who you need, even if your mind fights it.”

She moaned softly, her hands gripping his sweater, her head tipping back against his shoulder. The pleasure built fast, too fast, her pussy throbbing under his touch. She was already close, teetering on the edge from the intensity of the morning.

“Please, Daddy,” she gasped, the word slipping out again, easier still, a desperate plea. She needed to cum, needed him to let her. Her body trembled in his lap, every nerve alight.

“Not yet, little one,” he said, his voice firm, unshakable. His fingers slowed, keeping her right on the edge, denying her the release she craved. “You haven’t earned it yet. We’ve only just started with the journal.”

A frustrated whine escaped her, her hips bucking against his hand. The denial stung, a sharp ache between her thighs, but his control over her—over her body, her pleasure—made her feel owned in a way that was as terrifying as it was safe. She sagged against him, panting, her pussy still pulsing with unmet need.

Julian withdrew his hand, slick with her arousal, and brought his fingers to her lips. “Open,” he commanded softly. She obeyed without thinking, her lips parting as he pressed his fingers inside, letting her taste herself on him.

She sucked gently, her tongue swirling around his fingers, the act intimate and humiliating all at once. Her face burned, but the heat between her legs only grew. She felt small, submissive, utterly his.

“Good girl,” he said again, pulling his fingers free and wiping them on a napkin with casual precision. The praise hit her harder than the denial, sinking into her core, making her ache for more. She wanted to please him, needed to, even if it meant baring every part of herself.

He lifted her chin, forcing her to meet his gaze. His grey eyes were steady, piercing, seeing straight through her. “Take the journal home today. Write anything else you’ve done, anything you’ve felt, anything you’ve wanted. Bring it back tomorrow.”

Her stomach fluttered, nerves and anticipation twisting together. Writing more—exposing more—felt like stepping off a ledge with no net. But she nodded, her voice barely a whisper. “Yes, Daddy.”

His lips twitched, a faint smile of approval. He pressed a kiss to her forehead, lingering for a moment, his warmth seeping into her skin. “I’ll be waiting, little one.”

She clung to the journal as she left his brownstone later that morning, the leather heavy in her hands, a weight she couldn’t ignore. The city buzzed around her, taxis honking, pedestrians brushing past, but all she could think about was the blank pages waiting for her words. Her failures, her desires, her secrets—all of them would be inked there for him to see.

That night, alone in her apartment, she sat at her desk, the journal open in front of her. The pen trembled in her hand as she wrote, the scratch of it against the paper the only sound in the quiet room. She filled three more entries, each one harder than the last—things she hadn’t told him yet, things she’d hidden even from herself.

I stayed late at work on Tuesday to avoid calling you. I wanted to hear your voice too much.

I touched myself last week without asking. I came thinking of you telling me no.

I want to kneel for you. I don’t know why. It scares me how much I want it.

Four pages total, her handwriting neat but shaky, her heart pounding as she closed the journal. She stared at it, the leather gleaming under her desk lamp, knowing she couldn’t take it back once she gave it to him. But she would—she had to.

The next morning, she stood at his door, the journal clutched to her chest, her hands trembling. She knocked, her breath shallow, and when he opened the door, his grey eyes locked on hers with that quiet intensity. “I filled four pages, Daddy,” she said, her voice soft but steady, the word no longer a struggle but a truth.

Julian’s gaze dropped to the journal, then back to her face, a slow smile spreading across his lips. He stepped aside, gesturing her in, and as she passed him, his hand brushed her lower back, a silent promise. He would read every word, and she would be seen—completely, utterly, inescapably.
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Chapter 12: The Chain

Maren sat in the passenger seat of Julian’s sleek black car, the leather cool against her bare thighs. The sundress he’d chosen for her—soft yellow, too delicate for her usual sharp edges—rode up slightly as she shifted. His hand rested on her thigh, heavy and warm, his thumb brushing slow circles that made her skin prickle.

She couldn’t stop thinking about the marks on her hips. His fingerprints, faint but there, from last night’s grip. A secret under the fabric, branding her in a way no one else could see.

The city blurred past them, Madison Avenue’s storefronts gleaming in the late morning light. She didn’t ask where they were going. Asking felt like defiance, and defiance felt too heavy today after the journal, after baring so much on those pages.

Julian’s voice broke the silence, low and steady. “You did well with the journal, sweetheart.” His hand tightened briefly on her thigh, a silent reward.

Her chest warmed at his words. She hated how much they mattered, how they softened the edges of her carefully built walls. But she couldn’t stop the small smile that tugged at her lips.

They pulled up to a discreet jeweler’s shop, the kind with no flashy signs, just a polished brass plaque by the door. Julian parked with the same precision he did everything else. He turned to her, his grey eyes catching hers, holding her still without a word.

“Come with me, little one.” His tone was soft, but it carried the weight of a command. She nodded, her heart quickening as she followed him out of the car.

Inside, the air smelled of polished wood and faint lavender, the kind of place where whispers felt louder than shouts. A man in a tailored vest greeted Julian by name, his tone deferential, and led them past glass cases of glittering things to a private room in the back. Maren’s pulse thudded in her ears, her architect’s mind cataloging the clean lines of the space, the black velvet drapes, the single small table at the center.

On the table lay a thin gold chain, delicate as a whisper, resting on black velvet. Beside it, a tiny gold lock, no bigger than a thumbnail, with a minuscule key that glinted under the soft light. Her breath caught, her fingers twitching at her sides.

Julian stepped closer, his presence filling the small room. He picked up the chain, letting it drape over his fingers, the gold catching the light. “This isn’t jewelry, sweetheart. This is mine on your skin.”

Her throat tightened. The words sank into her, heavy and final, like a blueprint she couldn’t erase. She wanted to speak, to protest or question, but her voice wouldn’t come.

He moved behind her, his breath warm against the back of her neck. His fingers brushed her hair aside, exposing her collarbone, and she shivered at the touch. The chain felt cold at first, a sharp contrast to her flushed skin, as he draped it around her neck.

The lock clicked shut, a tiny sound, but it echoed in her chest. She felt the weight of it, barely there and yet everywhere, resting in the hollow of her throat. Her fingers lifted instinctively, brushing against the cool metal, and a tremor ran through her.

“Mine,” Julian murmured, his voice a low hum in her ear. His hands lingered at the back of her neck, adjusting the clasp with deliberate care. “You’ll wear this always. No one else will know what it means, but you will.”

Her knees felt soft, unsteady. She looked down, catching the faint gleam of the chain against her skin, and something inside her shifted. It wasn’t just a necklace—it was a claim, a tether, a promise she hadn’t asked for but couldn’t refuse.

She turned her head slightly, meeting his gaze over her shoulder. His grey eyes were steady, unyielding, but there was warmth there too, a quiet pride. Her lips parted, the word forming before she could stop it. “Daddy?”

It wasn’t a question. Just the word, hanging between them, raw and unguarded. Her face burned, but she didn’t look away.

Julian’s expression softened, just for a moment. He stepped around to face her, taking her hand in his, and pressed a kiss to her knuckles. “I’m right here, little one.”

Her heart stuttered. The tenderness in his voice, paired with the weight of the chain, made her feel small, held, utterly his. She squeezed his hand, needing the anchor, needing him.

They left the jeweler’s shop in silence, the chain a constant reminder against her skin. In the car, his hand returned to her thigh, grounding her as they drove back to his brownstone. She kept touching the lock, her fingers tracing its tiny shape, the cold metal warming under her touch.

Back at the brownstone, Julian led her inside, his hand at the small of her back. The door closed behind them with a soft click, and the quiet of his home enveloped her. She stood in the foyer, suddenly hyper-aware of the chain, of what it meant, of how it marked her as his in a way nothing else had.

“Turn around, sweetheart,” he said, his voice calm but firm. She obeyed, her sundress swishing softly as she faced away from him. His fingers brushed the back of her neck again, checking the clasp, and her skin prickled under his touch.

“You feel it, don’t you?” His breath was warm against her ear. “You’re mine in a way you can’t hide now.”

Her pussy clenched at his words, a sharp ache blooming between her thighs. She nodded, her voice barely a whisper. “Yes, Daddy.”

He turned her to face him, his hand cupping her chin, tilting her head up. His thumb brushed her lower lip, and her breath hitched. “I want to see how much you feel it.”

Her stomach fluttered, anticipation and nerves twisting together. She knew what he meant, knew the control he wielded over her body as much as her mind. She didn’t resist as he guided her to the living room, to the wide leather chair where he often sat with her on his lap.

“Sit,” he said simply, patting his thigh. She hesitated for half a second, then climbed onto his lap, her sundress riding up as she settled against him. His hands slid to her hips, gripping the marks he’d left last night, and she bit her lip at the faint sting.

His size overwhelmed her, always did—his broad shoulders, his large hands, the way she felt so small against him. One hand slid under her dress, fingers brushing the edge of her panties, and her thighs tensed. “Daddy’s going to check if his girl is wet,” he murmured, his voice a low growl.

Her face burned, but her body betrayed her, hips shifting toward his touch. His fingers slipped beneath the fabric, finding her already slick, and a soft moan escaped her lips. He chuckled, a quiet, knowing sound that made her squirm.

“So wet for me, little one.” His fingers moved slowly, teasing her clit with light strokes, building the heat until her breath came in shallow gasps. “Did the chain do this to you? Or was it calling me Daddy?”

She whimpered, her hands gripping his shirt. “Both,” she admitted, her voice trembling. “Both, Daddy.”

His touch grew firmer, circling her clit with precision, and her hips rocked against his hand. The chain shifted against her collarbone, a constant reminder of his claim, and the sensation pushed her closer to the edge. She could feel it building, the tension coiling tight in her core.

“Ask Daddy,” he said, his voice steady, commanding. His fingers slowed, holding her right on the brink. “Ask for what you need.”

Her breath hitched, desperation clawing at her. “Please, Daddy,” she gasped, her voice breaking. “Please let me cum.”

He studied her for a moment, his grey eyes piercing, then nodded. “Cum for me, sweetheart.”

His permission shattered her. Her pussy clenched hard, waves of pleasure crashing through her, and she cried out, her body trembling on his lap. Her cum coated his fingers, the slickness spreading as she rode out the orgasm, her moans filling the quiet room.

She sagged against him, panting, her forehead resting on his shoulder. The chain felt heavier now, grounding her even as her body shook with aftershocks. Julian’s hand withdrew, slick with her release, and he brought his fingers to her lips again.

“Open,” he said softly. She obeyed, tasting herself on him, her tongue swirling around his fingers as her face burned with humiliation and need. He pulled them free, wiping them on a cloth with that same casual precision.

“Good girl,” he murmured, and the praise hit her like a wave, sinking deep into her core. Her chest warmed, her body melting further into his. She felt safe, owned, cherished in a way she hadn’t known she needed.

He shifted her on his lap, turning her so her back pressed against his chest. His arms wrapped around her, one hand resting over the chain at her throat, fingers brushing the tiny lock. “You did so well, little one,” he said, his voice a soothing hum.

She closed her eyes, leaning into his warmth. The aftercare was always like this—tender, absolute, a reminder that his control came with care. She felt small, but not weak, held in a way that made her stronger.

His lips pressed to the side of her head, lingering for a moment. “Rest now,” he said. “We’ve got more to do later.”

Her stomach fluttered at the promise, the hint of escalation lurking in his tone. She nodded, her hand resting over his on the chain, feeling the lock under her fingers. It was a weight she’d carry, a mark she’d wear, a truth she couldn’t deny.

That night, alone in the mirror of his bathroom, she stood in just her underwear, the sundress folded neatly on the counter. The chain gleamed under the soft light, the tiny lock resting in the hollow of her throat. She touched it, her fingers trembling, and thought: I am someone’s.

The thought didn’t terrify her. It steadied her, like a foundation finally poured, a structure that wouldn’t collapse. She smiled faintly, a secret to herself, and crawled into his bed with her hand over the lock.

Julian was already there, his presence a quiet strength in the dark. He pulled her close, her back to his chest, and his hand covered hers over the chain. “Sleep, little one,” he whispered, his voice the last thing she heard before drifting off.

But even in sleep, she felt it—the weight of the chain, the click of the lock, the promise of more to come. Tomorrow, she knew, he’d push her further. And she’d follow, because she was his.
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Chapter 13: The Gala

Maren stood in the doorway of Julian’s bedroom, the black gown clinging to her curves like a second skin. The floor-length fabric shimmered under the low light, elegant and severe, just like the woman she’d built herself to be. But the gold chain at her throat, delicate and unyielding, caught the lamplight and betrayed her secret.

Her fingers brushed the tiny lock resting in the hollow of her collarbone.

She felt its weight, a quiet reminder of who she belonged to.

Julian stood by the mirror, adjusting his cufflinks with that unhurried precision she’d come to crave. His charcoal suit fit him like it was painted on, sharp lines over broad shoulders, the top button of his shirt undone. He turned, and his grey eyes found her, appraising her the way he did his most prized painting downstairs.

Her breath caught.

“Turn for me, sweetheart,” he said, his voice low and smooth, a command wrapped in velvet.

She obeyed before she could think, pivoting slowly on her heel. The gown swished against her legs, and the chain shifted, cool metal brushing her skin. Her heart thudded, a mix of nerves and heat pooling low in her belly.

He crossed the room in long, deliberate strides. His hand settled on the small of her back, warm through the thin fabric, guiding her closer to the mirror. She felt small next to him, her reflection dwarfed by his presence.

“You look perfect,” he murmured, his thumb tracing a slow line just above her hip. “My girl, ready to be shown off.”

Her cheeks flushed, but her body leaned into his touch.

She hated how much she wanted to hear more.

They arrived at the Met for the charity gala, stepping into a world of crystal chandeliers and murmured wealth. Old money mingled with senators’ wives, champagne flutes clinking in hands that had never known a callus. Maren’s architectural mind noted the details—marble columns, gilded trim, the kind of opulence she’d designed for clients but never lived in.

Julian’s hand rested on her lower back, a steady pressure that anchored her. She felt the heat of it through her gown, a silent claim in a room full of strangers. Her silver earrings glinted as she tilted her head, playing the part of the poised professional, while her thighs pressed together under the tablecloth.

She was wet already, and the night had just begun.

They sat at a round table near the center, surrounded by board members and their polished spouses. A woman in a sapphire dress droned on about summer in the Hamptons, her voice a background hum. Julian’s expression was polite, but his focus was elsewhere.

He cut into Maren’s steak with surgical precision, slicing it into small, perfect pieces. His knife scraped softly against the porcelain plate, a sound no one else seemed to notice. He slid the plate back to her, his eyes meeting hers for a brief, burning moment.

Her fingers hesitated over the fork.

“Eat, sweetheart,” he said under his breath, the words meant for her alone.

She nodded, her throat tight, and took a bite. The meat was tender, rich, and she felt every eye at the table on her—or so she thought. No one saw the way her hand trembled, or how Julian’s gaze softened just for her.

A toast began, glasses raised to some cause Maren barely registered. Julian leaned in, his breath warm against her ear. “You’re being so good tonight, sweetheart. I’m going to reward you when we get home.”

Her pussy clenched at the promise, heat spreading through her core.

She forced a smile, lifting her flute of cold champagne to her lips. The bubbles stung her tongue, sharp against the warmth of his words still echoing in her mind. Under the table, his hand found her thigh, fingers brushing the lace edge of her underwear through the slit in her gown.

Her breath hitched.

Nobody saw. Nobody heard. But her body reacted, thighs pressing together as his fingers traced slow, deliberate circles, teasing the sensitive skin just beneath the fabric.

She wanted to squirm, to beg, but she couldn’t. Not here. Not with a room full of people who knew her as the architect with the sharp edges and unyielding designs.

Her reputation was a wall she’d built brick by brick.

Julian’s touch was dismantling it, one quiet stroke at a time.

The woman in sapphire kept talking, oblivious, as Julian’s thumb pressed harder, slipping just under the lace. Maren bit her lip, fighting the moan that threatened to escape. The cold champagne glass in her hand was her only anchor, the chill grounding her as heat pooled between her legs.

“You’re doing beautifully,” he whispered, his voice disappearing into the noise of clinking glasses and laughter. His thumb brushed higher, teasing the edge of her slit through the thin fabric. “So quiet for me.”

Her face burned, but her hips shifted slightly, seeking more.

She hated how much she needed it.

Dinner dragged on, course after course, and Julian’s hand never left her thigh. His touch was a constant, maddening presence—never enough to push her over, just enough to keep her on edge. Her pussy throbbed, wet and aching, as she smiled through small talk with a man who’d once hired her firm for a penthouse redesign.

She was performing, the architect, the equal, while belonging to Julian so completely it hurt.

The gold chain at her throat felt heavier under the gala lights, a secret no one else could see. Every time she turned her head to answer a question, it shifted, cool against her flushed skin. A reminder of the lock, of his claim, of the woman she was beneath the gown.

Her mind flickered between two worlds—professional Maren, with her steady voice, and the trembling girl on Julian’s lap, desperate for his approval. His fingers tightened briefly on her thigh, grounding her in the latter. She swallowed hard, her smile faltering for just a second.

No one noticed.

But Julian did.

His thumb pressed against her inner thigh, a silent correction. “Focus, little one,” he murmured, so low she almost missed it. Her chest warmed at the pet name, even as her body ached for more.

She nodded, barely perceptible, and took another sip of champagne. The cold liquid did nothing to cool the fire in her veins. She was his, even here, in a room full of people who thought they knew her.

The auction began, voices rising over bids for art and vacations she couldn’t afford in her first years out of school. Julian bid on a small sculpture, his voice calm and final, winning it without a second thought. His hand never left her thigh, a dual performance of power—public and private.

Her pussy dripped, the lace of her underwear soaked through.

She shifted in her seat, trying to ease the ache, but his fingers tightened, holding her still. “Not yet,” he said softly, his tone a warning wrapped in care. Her body obeyed, even as her mind screamed for release.

The gala wound down, guests drifting toward the exits with air kisses and promises to meet for lunch. Julian stood, offering his hand to Maren with a smile that looked polite to everyone else. To her, it was possession, pure and simple.

She took it, her fingers trembling in his grip.

His thumb brushed over her knuckles as they walked through the crowd, a small gesture that sent heat racing up her arm. The chain at her throat gleamed under the lights, and she felt every eye on her—or imagined she did. No one knew what it meant, but she did.

Outside, the night air was cool against her flushed skin. Julian’s car waited at the curb, sleek and black, the driver holding the door. Maren slid into the backseat, the gown pooling around her legs, and Julian followed, his presence filling the space.

The door closed with a soft click.

She didn’t wait for permission. Her body moved before her mind could stop it, climbing into his lap, her knees straddling his thighs. The gown bunched around her hips, exposing the lace of her underwear, damp and clinging to her skin.

His hands settled on her hips, steadying her.

“Daddy, take me home,” she whispered, her voice raw with need. The word slipped out, heavy and true, and her chest tightened at the sound of it. She needed him, needed this, more than she could say.

His grey eyes darkened, a flicker of something primal beneath the calm. “I already am,” he said, his voice a low rumble. One hand slid up her back, fingers brushing the chain at her throat, while the other dipped between her legs.

Her breath caught as his fingers pushed aside the lace, finding her soaked pussy. He stroked her clit with slow, deliberate pressure, and her hips rocked against him. The car moved through the city, streetlights flashing across the tinted windows, and she bit her lip to keep quiet.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his mouth brushing the chain, lips warm against her skin. “Quiet now. The driver can hear.”

Her face burned with humiliation, but her body didn’t care. His fingers worked her clit, circling with precision, and the tension coiled tight in her core. She gripped his shoulders, her nails digging into the fabric of his suit, fighting the moans that threatened to spill out.

“Ask Daddy,” he said, his voice steady, even as his fingers pushed her closer to the edge.

“Please, Daddy,” she gasped, her voice a desperate whisper. “Please let me cum.”

He studied her for a moment, his thumb brushing the lock at her throat. Then he nodded. “Cum for me, sweetheart.”

The permission broke her. Her pussy clenched hard, waves of pleasure crashing through her, and she buried her face in his shoulder to muffle her cry. Her cum coated his fingers, slick and warm, as her body trembled in his lap, aftershocks rippling through her.

She panted against him, her forehead resting on his chest. The chain felt heavier now, grounding her as her heart raced. His hand withdrew, slick with her release, and he wiped it on a handkerchief with that same casual precision.

His other hand cupped her cheek, tilting her face up to meet his gaze. “You did so well tonight, little one,” he said, his voice a soothing balm. The praise sank deep, warming her chest, melting her further into him.

She felt safe, even here, in the back of a moving car with the city blurring past. Small, but not weak. His, in a way that made her whole.

He pressed a kiss to her forehead, lingering for a moment. “Rest now,” he said, his tone carrying a promise. “We’ve got more to do when we get home.”

Her stomach fluttered at the hint of escalation, the unspoken threat of what came next. She nodded, her hand resting over the chain, feeling the lock under her fingers. It was a weight she’d carry, a mark she’d wear, a truth she couldn’t escape.

The car moved over the bridge, the city lights reflecting on the water below. Julian’s arms stayed around her, his presence a quiet strength in the dark. But even as she rested against him, she felt it—the promise of more, the click of the lock, the inevitable push further into his world.

Tomorrow, she knew, he’d demand more of her. And she’d give it, because she was his. [Word Count: 2247]


Chapter 14: The Drawer

Maren stood on the stoop of Julian’s brownstone, her overnight bag heavy in her hand. The city hummed behind her, a distant buzz of Friday evening traffic, but the weight of the bag grounded her. She’d packed light, precise, like she packed for client trips—essentials only, no excess.

Her thumb hesitated over the doorbell.

The door opened before she could press it. Julian stood there, tall and unhurried, his charcoal suit jacket open, sleeves rolled to his forearms. His grey eyes met hers, steady, seeing too much.

“Sweetheart,” he said, his voice low and warm.

Her chest tightened at the word. She hated how it softened her, how it made her want to step closer. But she stood still, gripping the bag like a shield.

He reached for it without asking. His fingers brushed hers as he took the weight, and a small jolt ran through her. He turned, gesturing her inside with a slight tilt of his head.

The brownstone smelled of cedar and old books, a quiet contrast to the city outside. She followed him up the stairs, her boots soft on the polished wood, her eyes on the breadth of his shoulders. Every step felt like crossing a threshold she couldn’t uncross.

At the top, he led her into his bedroom—a space she’d only seen in stolen glances before. Dark wood, clean lines, a bed with a charcoal duvet that looked too perfect to sleep in. He set her bag on a chair and unzipped it with deliberate care.

Her stomach twisted. “I can unpack myself,” she said, her voice sharper than she meant.

He didn’t pause, pulling out her folded shirts with steady hands. “I know you can,” he said, calm as ever. “But I want to.”

Her hands clenched at her sides. She was an architect, a woman who built structures, who controlled every detail. And here she was, watching him handle her things like they were already his.

He opened a drawer in his dresser—an empty one, she noticed—and placed her shirts inside. Then her jeans. Then the small bundle of underwear she’d packed, his fingers lingering on the lace for a moment too long.

Heat crept up her neck. She wanted to snap at him, to take her things back. But her body stayed still, rooted by the quiet authority in his movements.

“There,” he said, closing the drawer with a soft thud. He turned to her, his gaze steady. “Your space, little one.”

Her breath caught. A drawer. Her things in his dresser, like she belonged here.

He stepped closer, his hand brushing her cheek. “Come with me,” he said, his voice a quiet command.

She followed him to the bathroom, her heart thudding. On the counter sat a new toothbrush, still in its package, next to his. Her chest ached at the sight—such a small thing, but it felt enormous.

“And this,” he said, tapping the package lightly. His eyes met hers in the mirror. “So you don’t have to carry one back and forth.”

She swallowed hard. Her apartment was fourteen minutes away. But this felt like a claim, a tether.

Back in the bedroom, he opened the closet door. A sheet of paper was pinned inside, his handwriting in permanent ink, precise and unyielding. A list of house rules.

“Read them,” he said, stepping back to watch.

Her eyes scanned the page. Wake when I wake. Eat when I say. Ask before leaving the house. Speak with respect. Her fingers twitched, wanting to tear it down, but the weight of his gaze held her still.

“Understand?” he asked, his tone even.

“Yes,” she whispered. Her voice sounded small, not like the architect who commanded boardrooms. Not like herself at all.

He nodded, satisfied. “Good. This weekend, you live by my schedule.”

Her stomach fluttered. Rules. Structure. It should’ve felt like a cage, but it didn’t.

He guided her downstairs to the kitchen, his hand light on her lower back. A plate of food waited—grilled chicken, roasted vegetables, a glass of water. Simple, deliberate, like everything he did.

“Sit,” he said, pulling out a chair.

She sat, her hands in her lap. He took the chair across from her, watching as she picked up her fork. Every bite felt like an act of obedience, his eyes never leaving her.

“You’ve been working too hard,” he said, his voice cutting through the silence. “This weekend, I take care of you.”

Her fork paused. She wanted to argue, to say she didn’t need taking care of. But the warmth in his tone stopped her.

After dinner, he led her to a room she hadn’t seen before. A drafting table sat in the center, her kind of table, with clean lines and adjustable height. Her breath caught at the sight of it.

“For you,” he said, standing beside her. “When you need to work.”

Her fingers brushed the edge of the table. It was perfect, tailored to her. A space he’d made, just for her.

In the corner sat a reading chair, upholstered in dark leather, a small table beside it with a book already open. “And that’s for me,” he added, a faint smile in his voice. “So I can watch.”

Her skin prickled. Him watching her work, turning pages while she drafted. It felt intimate, exposed, and strangely safe.

She turned to him, her voice quiet. “Thank you.”

His hand cupped her cheek, thumb brushing her skin. “You’re welcome, little one.”

Her knees softened at the words. She hated how they melted her, how they made her want to lean into him. But she did, just for a moment.

---

Saturday morning came with a soft knock on her consciousness. She stirred, the weight of his arm around her, the warmth of his chest against her back. Her body felt heavy, safe, in a way it hadn’t in years.

“Good morning, little one,” he murmured, his voice a low rumble in her ear.

She didn’t flinch. Didn’t pull away. Instead, she burrowed closer, her face pressing into his neck, breathing him in.

His hand stroked her hair, slow and steady. “That’s my girl,” he said, and the praise sank deep, warming her core.

He sat up, pulling her with him, and guided her to the bathroom. The tub was already filled, steam rising from the water, the scent of lavender faint in the air. He tested the temperature with his wrist, then turned to her.

“Arms up,” he said, his tone gentle but firm.

She lifted her arms, letting him pull her sleep shirt over her head. Her skin flushed as she stood bare before him, but his gaze didn’t linger. It was care, not hunger, in his eyes.

He helped her into the tub, the warm water enveloping her. She sighed, her body relaxing against the porcelain. Then his hands were in her hair, wet and gentle, massaging shampoo into her scalp.

Her eyes closed. His fingers moved with purpose, not pulling, just washing. The intimacy of it ached in her chest.

He rinsed her hair, the water cascading down her back. “Good girl,” he said, quiet and deliberate, and her pussy clenched at the words, a heat pooling low despite the tenderness of the moment.

She bit her lip. Her body always betrayed her with him. Always.

He wrapped her in a towel after, the fabric warm from the heated rack. He sat her on the edge of the bed and knelt before her, drying her feet with another towel. His hands were large, careful, and the sight of him kneeling for her made her throat tight.

“Daddy,” she whispered, the word slipping out uncounted. She didn’t stop it. Didn’t want to.

He looked up, his grey eyes warm. “Yes, sweetheart?”

“Nothing,” she mumbled, her face heating. “Just... thank you.”

He smiled, small and knowing, and pressed a kiss to her knee. “You’re welcome.”

---

The weekend unfolded in his rhythm. She woke when he woke, ate when he said, worked at the drafting table while he sat in the reading chair. The sound of his pages turning became a steady backdrop to her pencil strokes.

Saturday night, after dinner, he pulled her into his lap on the couch. His hand rested on her thigh, casual but possessive, and her body warmed under his touch. She leaned into him, her head on his shoulder, small against his frame.

“Daddy,” she said again, softer this time. It felt right, here, in his space. Natural.

His hand slid higher, under the hem of her skirt, fingers brushing the edge of her underwear. “Yes, little one?” he asked, his voice a quiet tease.

Her breath hitched. “Touch me,” she whispered, her voice raw with need.

His fingers dipped beneath the fabric, finding her already wet. She gasped as he stroked her clit, slow and deliberate, his other hand holding her chin, keeping her gaze on him.

“Ask Daddy properly,” he said, his tone calm but unyielding.

“Please, Daddy,” she breathed, her hips shifting against his hand. “Please touch me.”

He nodded, his thumb circling her clit with precision. “That’s my girl,” he murmured, and the praise pushed her closer to the edge.

Her pussy throbbed under his touch, the heat building fast. She gripped his shirt, her nails digging into the fabric, fighting the moans that threatened to spill out. His fingers worked her, steady and relentless, until she was trembling in his lap.

“Ask to cum,” he said, his voice a quiet command in her ear.

“Please, Daddy,” she gasped, her body tight with need. “Can I cum? Please?”

He studied her for a moment, his hand still moving. Then he nodded. “Cum for me, good girl.”

The permission shattered her. Her pussy clenched hard, waves of pleasure crashing through her, her cum coating his fingers as she cried out, soft and broken. Her body shook in his lap, aftershocks rippling through her as she panted against his chest.

He withdrew his hand, slick with her release, and wiped it on a handkerchief with that same calm precision. His other arm stayed around her, holding her close. “You did so well, little one,” he said, his voice a soothing balm.

Her chest warmed at the praise. She felt small, safe, utterly his. She didn’t want to move, didn’t want this to end.

---

Sunday night came too soon. She stood in his bedroom, packing her bag, each item feeling heavier than it should. Her apartment was fourteen minutes away, but it might as well have been another country.

He watched from the doorway, arms crossed, his presence filling the room. She zipped the bag shut and turned to him, her throat tight. “I don’t want to go,” she said, her voice small.

He stepped closer, his hand cupping her cheek. “I know,” he said, his tone gentle but firm. “But it’s not time yet. Soon.”

Her heart ached at the promise. She leaned into his touch, memorizing the warmth of his palm. Then she kissed him, slow and desperate, at the door.

He kissed her back, his hand on her lower back, steadying her. When he pulled away, his grey eyes held hers. “Drive safe, sweetheart.”

She nodded, her bag heavy in her hand. The city outside felt colder as she stepped onto the stoop. Her car waited at the curb, a silent reminder of the life she had to return to.

She drove home, the streets blurring past. Her apartment greeted her with silence, the clean lines and empty spaces mocking her. It had never felt emptier.

She dropped her bag by the door and sat on the couch, her hands trembling. Fourteen minutes away, but it felt like a world. And all she could think about was his voice, his hands, the drawer waiting for her things.

“Daddy,” she whispered to the empty room, the word a quiet ache. She didn’t count how many times she’d said it this weekend. But she knew she’d say it again, soon.
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Chapter 15: The Fracture

Maren adjusted the gold chain around her neck, the cool metal a grounding weight against her skin. The ballroom of the architecture awards ceremony buzzed with sharp suits and sharper smiles, a sea of colleagues and competitors clinking glasses under chandeliers. She stood near the bar, her black gown hugging her frame, her hair pulled back in a tight bun, every inch of her polished to perfection.

Her mind wasn’t here, though.

It was on Julian. On the rules etched into her routine since she’d surrendered to his quiet authority. Text your location when you arrive. Eat before you drink. Be home by eleven unless Daddy says otherwise. Friday—two days away—loomed like a promise, the night she’d kneel at his brownstone door again, his hand in her hair, his voice melting her edges.

She sipped her water, ignoring the champagne flutes passing by on trays. Her stomach churned, empty, but she hadn’t eaten since lunch. Rule broken, a small voice whispered, but she silenced it with a forced smile as a colleague approached.

“Congrats on the nomination, Maren,” the man said, his tone polite but distant. “Your firm’s project was stunning.”

She nodded, her voice steady. “Thank you. We’ll see what the panel thinks.”

He drifted off, and her gaze swept the room, cataloging faces, assessing threats. Architects were predators in tailored clothing, always sniffing for weakness. She wouldn’t give them any.

Then the air shifted.

Her ex-husband, Derek, stepped through the double doors, his arm around a woman half Maren’s age, all legs and giggles in a red dress that screamed for attention. Derek’s smirk was the same as it had been three years ago, when he’d walked out with her pride in his pocket. Worse, she recognized the logo on his lapel pin—his firm had just won the waterfront bid she’d lost last month.

Her chest tightened, a steel beam snapping under too much weight.

Old wounds tore open, raw and jagged. Every wall she’d dismantled under Julian’s careful hands rebuilt itself in ninety seconds, brick by brick, mortar sealed with shame. She was twenty-seven again, hollowed out, watching her life collapse while Derek grinned like he’d engineered it.

Her hands trembled, the gold chain suddenly too heavy. She set her glass down before anyone could see the shake. Her nomination, her award, her carefully constructed armor—it all meant nothing against that smirk across the room.

She turned toward the exit.

The ballroom blurred as she moved, heels clicking on marble, her breath shallow. She didn’t stop to accept her award, didn’t acknowledge the presenter calling her name over the speakers. The cool night air hit her face as she pushed through the doors, her car waiting in the lot like a lifeline.

She drove home, knuckles white on the steering wheel. Her apartment greeted her with silence, the clean lines of her minimalist space mocking the chaos inside her. She kicked off her heels, the cold kitchen floor tiles biting into her bare feet as she sank down, back against the cabinets.

Whiskey burned her throat, poured straight from the bottle she’d grabbed without thinking. Her empty stomach protested, acid and alcohol mixing into a sharp ache. Another rule broken—no meals skipped, Julian’s voice echoed, low and unhurried, but she drowned it with another swallow.

Her phone buzzed on the counter. A text from him. Check in, sweetheart. Are you home?

Her fingers hovered over the screen. She typed I’m fine and hit send before she could stop herself. Lie number three—location not confirmed, meal skipped, and now deception.

The phone buzzed again. A call. Julian’s name lit up the screen, the vibration rattling through her bones.

She didn’t answer.

It rang again, insistent, his presence reaching through the silence of her kitchen. Her thumb hovered over the decline button, then pressed it. She turned the phone off completely, the screen going dark, her heart pounding against the betrayal.

Hours bled into midnight. The whiskey bottle sat half-empty beside her, the cold floor numbing her legs. A knock at her apartment door jolted her from the haze.

She froze.

Another knock, firm but not loud. Her pulse raced as she stood, legs unsteady, and shuffled to the door. She opened it, half-expecting a neighbor or a delivery.

Julian sat on the hallway floor, his back against the wall, jacket off, tie loose around his neck. A book rested in his hands, his posture as composed as if he’d been waiting in his own study. He looked up, grey eyes locking onto hers, piercing through every defense she’d rebuilt.

“You don’t get to disappear from me, Maren,” he said, his voice low, steady, a tether in the storm.

Her knees buckled.

She collapsed into him, the dam breaking as sobs tore from her chest. His arms wrapped around her, strong and unyielding, pulling her against his warmth on the cold hallway floor. Her face pressed into his shirt, the scent of him—clean, sharp, safe—flooding her senses.

He didn’t speak. He just held her, his hand stroking her back in slow, deliberate circles. Her tears soaked into the fabric, her body shaking with the weight of everything she’d tried to outrun.

“I saw him,” she choked out, her voice raw. “Derek. With her. And the bid—his firm won. I lost everything again.”

Julian’s hand stilled for a fraction of a second, then resumed its rhythm. “You didn’t lose me,” he said, each word measured, grounding. “You’re still mine.”

Her breath hitched. The word mine sank into her, a lifeline she didn’t deserve after tonight. She clung to him, her fingers digging into his shirt, afraid he’d vanish if she let go.

He shifted, sliding his jacket off completely and draping it around her shoulders. The weight of it, the warmth, anchored her further. His scent enveloped her, a shield against the cold emptiness of her apartment.

“You broke rules tonight, little one,” he said, his tone calm, not accusing. “No location text. No meal. And you lied to me.”

Her stomach twisted, shame mixing with the whiskey’s burn. “I’m sorry,” she whispered, her voice small, broken. “I didn’t know what to do.”

He tilted her chin up, forcing her to meet his gaze. Those grey eyes held no anger, only certainty. “You come to me. Always. No matter what.”

She nodded, tears slipping down her cheeks again. His thumb brushed them away, the touch gentle but firm. Her body softened under his control, the chaos inside her quieting, even as guilt gnawed at her.

He stood, pulling her up with him, his arm around her waist. “We’re not staying in the hallway,” he said, guiding her back into the apartment. The door clicked shut behind them, a final sound in the silence.

Her kitchen floor stared back at her, the whiskey bottle a glaring accusation. Julian’s gaze swept over it, then back to her. He didn’t comment, but the weight of his silence was heavier than any lecture.

He led her to the bedroom, her legs unsteady, her body leaning into his strength. The bed loomed, a reminder of how alone she’d felt before he arrived. He sat her down on the edge, kneeling to remove her jewelry, the gold chain slipping from her neck under his careful fingers.

Her skin tingled where he touched, a quiet heat beneath the ache. He set the chain aside, then lifted her wrist, unclasping the geometric bracelet she always wore. Each movement was deliberate, stripping away her armor piece by piece.

He moved to her feet, his hands warm against her cold skin as he eased her out of the gown’s constraints, leaving her in a slip. She felt small under his gaze, vulnerable, but safe in a way she couldn’t explain. His presence filled the room, immovable, a structure that wouldn’t collapse.

“Lie down, sweetheart,” he said, his voice a command wrapped in care.

She obeyed, sliding under the covers, her body heavy with exhaustion. He lay beside her, fully clothed, his arm sliding around her waist, pulling her against his chest. The warmth of him seeped into her, thawing the numbness she’d clung to all night.

Her tears came again, quieter this time, spilling onto his shirt. He didn’t pull away, didn’t flinch. His hand rested on her hip, a steady weight, as her sobs slowed to shaky breaths.

“I broke the rules, Daddy,” she whispered, the word slipping out raw and real, a confession in the dark.

He pressed a kiss to her forehead, his lips warm against her skin. “I know,” he said, his tone unhurried, certain. “We’ll deal with that. But first, you sleep.”

Her eyes fluttered closed, the weight of the night crashing over her. His arms stayed around her, a fortress against the fractures in her mind. Sleep pulled her under, heavy and inevitable, with his heartbeat under her ear.

But even in the quiet, a tension lingered. Rules broken meant consequences. And she knew, as her consciousness faded, that Daddy’s lessons were never gentle, even when they were kind.

---

Morning light filtered through the blinds, thin and grey, as Maren stirred against Julian’s chest. Her body ached, not just from the cold floor or the whiskey, but from the emotional wreckage of last night. His arm still held her, a band of warmth she didn’t want to leave.

He shifted, sensing her wakefulness, his hand sliding to her lower back. “Good morning, little one,” he said, his voice a low rumble, calm as always. Her heart skipped at the endearment, even now, after everything.

“I’m sorry,” she said again, her voice hoarse from crying. “I didn’t mean to shut you out.”

His fingers traced a slow line along her spine. “I know,” he said, his tone steady. “But you did. And we can’t ignore that.”

Her stomach tightened, anticipation mixing with dread. She knew what came next—his rules weren’t suggestions, and breaking them had weight. She pressed closer to him, seeking comfort even as she braced for correction.

He sat up, pulling her with him, positioning her to sit on the edge of the bed. Her slip rode up, exposing her thighs, and she felt exposed under his gaze, not just physically but emotionally. He stood, rolling up his sleeves with that deliberate precision that always made her pulse race.

“You broke three rules last night,” he said, his voice even, each word measured. “No location text. No meal. And you lied to me when I checked in. Do you understand why that’s a problem?”

She nodded, her throat tight. “It’s about trust,” she whispered. “And safety.”

“Exactly,” he said, his grey eyes holding hers. “I can’t take care of you if I don’t know where you are or if you’re lying to me. So we’re going to address this now.”

Her breath hitched. She knew what that meant. Punishment wasn’t just discipline—it was a reminder of who she belonged to, a reset when she strayed too far.

“Over my knee, little one,” he said, sitting back on the bed, his posture open but unyielding.

Her face burned, shame and anticipation twisting together. She moved slowly, positioning herself across his lap, her stomach pressing into his thighs, her hands gripping the edge of the bed for balance. The vulnerability of it, the size difference—his large frame against her smaller one—sent a shiver through her.

He lifted the hem of her slip, exposing her bare skin, the cool air a sharp contrast to the heat of her embarrassment. His hand rested on her ass, warm and heavy, a warning of what was coming. “You’ll count,” he said, his tone calm but firm. “Ten for each rule. Thirty total. Understood?”

“Yes, Daddy,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

His hand came down, the first strike sharp and stinging, the sound echoing in the quiet room. “One,” she gasped, her body jerking slightly. The heat spread, a mix of pain and something deeper, something that made her pussy clench despite herself.

Another strike, harder this time. “Two,” she breathed, her fingers tightening on the bedspread. Each spank was deliberate, spaced out, giving her time to feel the burn, to process the weight of his control.

By ten, her skin was hot, tingling, her voice shaky as she counted. By twenty, tears pricked her eyes again, not just from the pain but from the release, the surrender. His hand never wavered, each strike a reminder of his authority, his care, his ownership.

“Thirty,” she finally choked out, her body trembling over his lap, her ass throbbing with heat.

He stopped, his hand resting gently on her reddened skin, soothing now instead of punishing. “Good girl,” he said, and the words hit her like a wave, melting the tension in her core, making her wet despite the ache. Her pussy pulsed, arousal mixing with the sting, her body betraying her as it always did under his control.

He lifted her, positioning her to sit on his lap, her legs straddling his thighs, her burning skin pressed against his trousers. His arms wrapped around her, holding her close, his hand stroking her back again. “You took that well, little one,” he said, his voice soft, warm.

She buried her face in his neck, her breath uneven, the praise sinking into her bones. Her body ached, but it was a good ache, a grounding one. She felt small, safe, utterly his.

His hand slid between her thighs, under the slip, fingers brushing against her panties. “Daddy’s going to check if his girl is wet,” he murmured, his tone a quiet tease. She gasped as his fingers pressed against the fabric, finding the dampness there, undeniable.

“You are,” he said, a hint of satisfaction in his voice. His fingers slipped beneath the edge, stroking her clit slowly, deliberately, sending sparks through her. “Ask Daddy if you can cum, sweetheart.”

“Please, Daddy,” she whispered, her hips shifting against his hand, desperate for more. “Can I cum? Please?”

He studied her, his fingers still moving, building the heat until she was trembling again. “Not yet,” he said, his voice firm, pulling his hand away just as she neared the edge. Her pussy throbbed, denied, the ache almost painful.

She whimpered, frustration mixing with need, but his arm tightened around her. “Soon,” he promised, his tone a quiet command. “When you’ve earned it.”

Her body burned, arousal and denial a potent mix, but she nodded, resting against his chest. His heartbeat steadied her, even as her pussy ached for release. She knew better than to push—Daddy’s rules were ironclad, and she’d already broken enough.

“We’re not done addressing last night,” he said, his voice low, a warning threaded through the calm. “There’s more to come. But for now, you rest.”

Her heart raced at the promise of more, the tension of anticipation settling into her bones. She curled into him, his warmth a shelter, knowing whatever came next, she’d face it with him. And that, somehow, made the fracture bearable. [Word Count: 2247]


Chapter 16: Repair

Maren woke to the smell of coffee drifting through her apartment. Her bedroom was dim, the curtains still drawn, but the faint clink of a pan against the stove told her Julian was in her kitchen. Her body ached—her ass still tender from last night’s punishment, her pussy throbbing with the memory of denial.

She lay there, tangled in her sheets, listening to him move in her space. A man who owned a brownstone on the Upper East Side was making eggs in her tiny, mismatched kitchen. The thought made her chest tighten in a way she couldn’t name.

She pushed herself up, wincing at the soreness in her muscles. Her slip was wrinkled, clinging to her skin, and her hair was a mess from crying into his chest. She felt raw, exposed, like the walls she’d built around herself had cracks she couldn’t patch fast enough.

The bedroom door was ajar. She padded toward it, barefoot, the cool floor grounding her. Her heart beat too fast, unsure what she’d find on the other side.

Julian stood at her stove, sleeves rolled up, a spatula in one hand. His suit jacket hung over a chair, and his presence filled her small kitchen like it was made for him. He glanced over, grey eyes catching hers, and gave a small nod.

“Morning, sweetheart,” he said, voice low and steady. It wasn’t a question, just a fact, like her waking up was something he’d already anticipated.

Her knees went soft. She hated how easily he did that to her.

“Come here,” he said, turning back to the pan. It wasn’t a request. Her feet moved before her mind caught up, crossing the small space to stand beside him.

He didn’t look at her right away. Instead, he slid the eggs onto a plate, the motion precise, unhurried. The smell of butter and toast made her stomach growl, and she realized she hadn’t eaten since yesterday morning.

“You’ll eat after we clean you up,” he said, finally turning to face her. His hand came up, thumb brushing under her eye where mascara had smudged from last night’s tears. “Bath first.”

Her face burned at the thought of him seeing her like this—unkempt, fragile, nothing like the architect who commanded boardrooms. But his touch was gentle, and his gaze held no judgment. Just certainty.

He led her to the bathroom, his hand on the small of her back. Her tiny tub looked ridiculous compared to the luxury she imagined in his home, but he didn’t comment. He knelt on her cheap tile floor, rolling up his sleeves further, and started the water.

“Strip,” he said simply, testing the temperature with his wrist. Her fingers hesitated at the hem of her slip, but his eyes flicked to hers, patient but firm. She pulled it over her head, letting it fall to the floor.

She stood there, bare except for her panties, shivering despite the steam rising from the tub. His gaze moved over her, not hungry but assessing, like he was cataloging every inch of her vulnerability. Then he gestured to the tub.

“Get in,” he said. She stepped into the warm water, sinking down, her knees pulled to her chest. The heat soothed her aching muscles, but it couldn’t touch the knot in her chest.

Julian picked up a washcloth, dipping it into the water. He squeezed it out, the droplets loud in the quiet room, then pressed it to her cheek. The warmth against her skin made her eyes flutter closed.

He washed her face first, wiping away the mascara tracks with slow, deliberate strokes. His other hand tilted her chin, guiding her where he wanted her. She felt small, cared for in a way she hadn’t been in years.

“You cried a lot last night,” he said, voice soft but pointed. The washcloth moved to her neck, tracing the line of her collarbone. “We’ll talk about why soon.”

Her stomach clenched. She didn’t want to talk. Not about last night, not about the rules she broke, not about the fracture inside her that kept splitting open.

He didn’t push. Not yet. He washed her shoulders, her arms, his hands steady through the cloth, never rushing.

When he reached for the shampoo, she tensed. The idea of him washing her hair felt too intimate, too much like surrender. But his fingers were already in her hair, massaging her scalp, and she melted under the pressure.

She hated how good it felt. She hated how much she needed it.

“Rinse,” he said, guiding her head back under the water. His hand shielded her eyes, keeping the soap out, and the care in that small gesture made her throat tight. She didn’t deserve this—not after last night.

He helped her out of the tub, wrapping her in a towel. Her legs wobbled, but his arm steadied her, strong and sure. He dried her off, his touch clinical but warm, then handed her a clean pair of panties and a soft t-shirt from her drawer.

“Dress,” he said, stepping back to give her space. She obeyed, the fabric soft against her skin, her body still humming from his attention. When she was done, he led her back to the kitchen.

The plate of eggs and toast waited on the table, alongside a mug of coffee. He pulled out a chair for her, then sat across, watching as she picked up the fork. Her hands trembled slightly, but she took a bite.

“Good,” he said, and the single word warmed her more than the food. She ate in silence, aware of his gaze on her, steady and unyielding. When she finished, he stood, taking the plate away.

He returned with a blanket, draping it over her shoulders. Then he lifted her—effortlessly, like she weighed nothing—and carried her to the couch. Her small frame curled into his chest, her head resting against his shoulder.

His heartbeat thudded under her ear, steady and slow. She closed her eyes, letting it anchor her. For the first time in hours, the shaking in her body stopped.

“Now we talk about what happened,” he said, his voice low, cutting through the quiet. Her eyes snapped open, dread pooling in her gut. She didn’t want to do this.

“Last night wasn’t just about breaking rules,” he continued, his hand stroking her back through the blanket. “It’s deeper than that. Tell me.”

She swallowed hard, her throat dry. Her mind raced, trying to find a way out, but his arm around her was a quiet command. She had to speak.

“It’s… it’s about my divorce,” she started, her voice small. She hated how it sounded, how weak she felt saying it. But his hand kept moving, steady on her back, urging her on.

“My ex… he made me feel stupid for wanting to be taken care of,” she said, the words spilling out. “He’d tell me I was too much—too needy, too emotional. Then in the next breath, I wasn’t enough—not pretty enough, not smart enough.”

Her voice cracked. She pressed her face into his chest, hiding from the shame of it. His heartbeat didn’t falter, not once.

“He gaslit me for years,” she whispered. “Made me doubt everything I knew about myself. I built my life after that—my firm, my name, my independence—on the ruins of feeling like nothing.”

She stopped, her breath uneven. The weight of saying it out loud pressed down on her, heavy and raw. She waited for him to speak, to fix it somehow.

He didn’t. Not yet. He just held her tighter, his hand sliding up to cradle the back of her head.

“You’re safe,” he said finally, his voice a quiet anchor. “And you’re mine. Those are the same thing.”

The words hit her like a wave, washing over the jagged edges inside her. She felt them settle into her bones, a truth she hadn’t known she needed. Tears pricked her eyes again, but they weren’t from pain this time.

She stayed there, curled against him, letting his warmth hold her together. Minutes passed, or maybe hours—she couldn’t tell. All she knew was the steady rhythm of his breathing, the safety of his arms.

Eventually, he shifted, tilting her chin up to meet his gaze. His grey eyes were calm, but there was steel in them now. “We still need to address the rules, sweetheart.”

Her stomach dropped. She nodded, knowing there was no escaping this. His care came first, but accountability followed.

“You broke trust last night,” he said, his tone even, not angry. “You didn’t call me when you were spiraling. You didn’t let me take care of you.”

Her face burned with guilt. She’d known the rule—call Daddy when you’re in trouble. But she’d pushed it away, thinking she could handle it alone.

“I’m sorry, Daddy,” she whispered, her voice small. The word felt heavy, a surrender she couldn’t take back. His eyes softened, just for a moment.

“I know you are,” he said. “But sorry isn’t enough. You need to feel the consequence.”

He guided her off his lap, positioning her to stand in front of him. Her legs felt unsteady, but his hands on her hips kept her grounded. He looked up at her, his expression calm but resolute.

“Over my knee,” he said. Her heart raced, but she obeyed, lowering herself across his lap, her stomach pressing against his thighs. The blanket fell away, leaving her in just the t-shirt and panties.

He tugged the fabric down, baring her ass. The cool air made her shiver, the tenderness from last night still lingering on her skin. His hand rested on her, warm and heavy, a quiet warning.

“This isn’t about pain,” he said, his voice low. “It’s about remembering who takes care of you. Count.”

His hand came down, the first strike light but firm. “One,” she gasped, her body tensing. The sting was sharp, but it wasn’t harsh—not like last night.

Another strike, on the other cheek. “Two,” she breathed, her fingers gripping his leg. Each spank was measured, deliberate, a reminder more than a punishment.

By ten, her skin was warm, tingling, her voice shaky as she counted. Tears pricked her eyes, not from the pain but from the weight of his control, the care behind it. She felt small, safe, even as her ass burned.

“Ten,” she finished, her breath uneven. His hand rested on her skin, soothing now, tracing slow circles. The heat spread, mixing with something deeper, something that made her pussy clench.

“Good girl,” he said, and the words melted her, sending a rush of warmth between her thighs. Her body betrayed her, wetness pooling despite the ache. She squirmed slightly, unable to hide it.

He noticed. He always did. His hand slid between her legs, fingers brushing against her panties, finding the dampness there.

“Daddy’s going to check if his girl is wet,” he murmured, his tone a quiet tease. She gasped as his fingers pressed against the fabric, then slipped beneath, stroking her clit slowly. Her hips shifted, desperate for more.

“Ask Daddy if you can cum, little one,” he said, his fingers circling, building the heat. Her pussy throbbed, the need almost painful after last night’s denial. She couldn’t hold back.

“Please, Daddy,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “Can I cum? Please?”

He studied her, his fingers still moving, pushing her closer to the edge. Her body trembled, every nerve on fire, her breath coming in short gasps. Then he nodded, just once.

“Cum for Daddy,” he said, his voice a quiet command. His fingers pressed harder, stroking her clit with precision, and she shattered. Her pussy clenched, waves of pleasure crashing through her, her moan loud in the quiet room.

Her body shook, the orgasm intense, her cum slick against his fingers. She gasped, trembling in his lap, the release overwhelming after so much denial. He kept stroking, drawing it out, until she whimpered from the sensitivity.

He pulled his hand away, wiping his fingers on her thigh, the gesture possessive. Then he lifted her, positioning her to sit on his lap, her legs straddling his thighs. Her burning skin pressed against his trousers, grounding her.

“You did well,” he said, his hand stroking her back. She buried her face in his neck, her breath uneven, the praise sinking deep. She felt raw, but safe—utterly his.

They stayed like that for a long time, his arms around her, his heartbeat under her ear. The afternoon stretched on, and he didn’t rush her. He held her until the last of the tension melted away.

That evening, sitting on her couch in her small apartment, something shifted. The space felt warm for the first time, like it wasn’t just hers anymore. She looked at him, his profile sharp against the fading light, and the words came before she could stop them.

“I want to come home, Daddy,” she said, her voice quiet but sure. She didn’t mean her apartment. She meant his brownstone, his world, the room she hadn’t seen yet but knew was waiting.

He turned to her, his grey eyes steady, no surprise in them. He’d known before she did. “When you’re ready, little one. Your room is waiting.”

Her heart raced at the confirmation—he’d already built her a space, a place to belong. She stood, moving to her bedroom, and started packing a small bag. Not everything, not yet, but enough for now.
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Chapter 17: Coming Home

Maren stood in the foyer of Julian’s brownstone, her two suitcases flanking her like silent sentinels. Her drafting supplies rested in a portfolio bag against the wall, and the key he’d given her two days ago weighed heavy in her palm. Her lease was done—expired at midnight last night—and this was her choice, even if it felt like falling.

She didn’t look at the suitcases. Not yet. Her eyes traced the polished hardwood floor, the muted glow of the chandelier overhead, the quiet elegance that was so him.

Her hands trembled, just a little. She clenched them, willing the architect in her to take over—measure the space, calculate the angles, build a framework for this moment. But the tremor stayed.

The door behind her was still open, a sliver of late afternoon light cutting across the floor. She could turn around. She didn’t.

Footsteps approached—unhurried, deliberate, the sound of leather soles on wood. Her breath caught. Julian didn’t rush, never did, and that slowness was a force all its own.

“Sweetheart,” he said, his voice low, wrapping around her like a tether. He stood in the doorway to the living room, charcoal suit jacket open, sleeves rolled to his forearms. His grey eyes held hers, steady, seeing everything.

Her knees softened. She hated how fast it happened, how his presence alone could unravel her carefully built walls.

He stepped closer, his gaze flicking to the suitcases, then back to her. “You’re here.” Not a question—just a statement, heavy with possession.

She nodded, her throat tight. Words felt too big, too raw. But her body leaned toward him, traitorously eager.

He closed the distance, his hand finding her chin, tilting her face up. His thumb brushed her jaw, a quiet claim. “Let me show you your room, little one.”

Her heart stuttered at the words—her room. Not a guest room, not a temporary space. A place carved out for her in his world.

He took the portfolio bag from the wall, slinging it over his shoulder with ease, then gestured for her to follow. She did, her footsteps echoing softer than his, her suitcases left behind for now. The staircase curved upward, and she felt small behind him, her hand brushing the banister for balance.

At the top, he led her down a hallway, past closed doors and framed art she didn’t have time to study. He stopped at the last door on the left and pushed it open. North-facing light poured through a wide window, falling across a drafting table already set up in the center of the room.

Her breath caught. Her blueprints—ones she’d shown him weeks ago—were framed on the wall, precise and proud. In the corner sat a leather reading chair, worn but elegant, where she knew he’d sit while she worked.

“This is…” She couldn’t finish. Her voice broke, just a little.

“Yours,” he said, setting the portfolio bag beside the table. His tone was final, like he’d decided this long before she had. “Unpack when you’re ready.”

She turned to him, her chest tight. The light caught the silver at his temples, and for a moment, she couldn’t speak. She wanted to kneel right there, to surrender to the weight of belonging.

Instead, she crossed to the closet, sliding the door open. His clothes hung on one side—charcoal, navy, black, all crisp lines and tailored edges. The other side was empty, waiting for her whites and greys, her structured blazers and geometric jewelry.

Her fingers brushed the sleeve of his jacket. The fabric was cool, smooth, and the intimacy of shared space hit her like a punch. Her body warmed, a slow heat pooling low in her belly.

She turned back to him. He stood in the doorway, watching her with that quiet intensity that always made her feel bare. Her pussy throbbed, unbidden, and she pressed her thighs together to hide it.

“Come here,” he said, his voice a soft command. She obeyed without thinking, crossing the room until she stood before him. His hand slid to her lower back, guiding her closer, the heat of his palm grounding her.

“You’ve given up a lot to be here,” he said, his eyes searching hers. “Not because I asked. Because you needed to.”

Her face flushed. He saw it—the hollow in her, the ache she’d buried under sharp edges and clean designs. She nodded, barely, her breath shallow.

His thumb traced her cheek. “I’m proud of you, little one.” The words sank deep, melting something inside her, making her wet despite herself.

She shifted, embarrassed by the heat between her legs. He noticed. He always did.

His hand slid down, cupping her hip, then lower, brushing the edge of her skirt. “Daddy’s going to check if his girl is wet,” he murmured, his tone calm but laced with intent. Her breath hitched as his fingers slipped under the fabric, finding the dampness of her panties.

Her hips pressed forward, desperate for more. She couldn’t stop it. Her pussy ached, the need sharp after the emotional weight of the day.

“So wet for me,” he said, his fingers stroking her clit through the thin fabric. Her knees buckled, and she gripped his arm for balance. “Ask Daddy if you can cum, sweetheart.”

Her voice trembled, barely a whisper. “Please, Daddy. Can I cum?”

He studied her, his fingers circling slowly, building the heat. Her body shook, every nerve alight, her breath coming in gasps. Then he nodded, just once.

“Cum for Daddy,” he said, his voice a quiet order. His fingers pressed harder, stroking her clit with precision, and she broke. Her pussy clenched, waves of pleasure ripping through her, her moan sharp in the quiet room.

Her body trembled, the orgasm intense, her cum soaking her panties as she gasped in his hold. He kept stroking, drawing it out, until she whimpered from the sensitivity. Then he pulled his hand away, wiping his fingers on her thigh, the gesture raw and possessive.

She sagged against him, her face buried in his chest. His arms came around her, steady and warm. Her heartbeat slowed, matching his, the aftershocks still trembling through her.

“You did so well,” he said, his hand stroking her back. The praise hit deeper than the orgasm, sinking into her bones. She felt raw, but safe—utterly his.

They stayed like that for a long moment, the north-facing light softening as the afternoon faded. He didn’t rush her. He never did.

Later, she unpacked her clothes, hanging them beside his in the closet. The contrast—his dark suits, her pale blouses—felt like a promise. Her hands lingered on each piece, her body still humming from his touch.

That evening, after dinner in his quiet dining room, he established the new routine. “Mornings, you wake and kiss me,” he said, his tone matter-of-fact. “No need for texts anymore—you’re right here.”

She nodded, her chest warm. The simplicity of it, the structure, made her feel small in the best way. She wanted to obey, to fit into his world.

“Nighttime, I brush your hair,” he continued, his eyes on hers. “And before bed, you kneel for me. It centers you.”

Her breath caught. She hadn’t told him that—how kneeling settled her mind, how it made the architect in her quiet down. But he knew.

He stood, crossing to a drawer in the sideboard, and pulled out a hairbrush. The bristles gleamed under the light, and her scalp tingled in anticipation. He sat on the couch, patting the space in front of him.

She moved to sit on the floor between his legs, her back to him. His hands gathered her hair, pulling it loose from its tight bun. The first stroke of the brush was slow, deliberate, the bristles gliding through her strands.

Her eyes closed. The sensation was intimate, almost reverent, each stroke calming the chaos in her mind. Her body relaxed, melting into the rhythm.

He brushed for a long time, his hands steady, the quiet of the room wrapping around them. Her hair fell soft over her shoulders, and she felt cared for in a way she hadn’t in years. The heat between her legs returned, softer this time, a quiet ache.

When he finished, he set the brush aside. “Kneel for me now, little one,” he said, his voice a low hum. She turned, settling on her knees before him, her hands resting on her thighs.

Her mind stilled. The act of kneeling, of looking up at him, centered her like nothing else. She felt small, safe, his.

“Good girl,” he said, and the words hit like a wave, making her pussy throb again. His hand cupped her cheek, his thumb brushing her lip. She leaned into it, needing more.

He stood, offering his hand, and pulled her to her feet. “Time for bed,” he said, leading her upstairs. But first, he sat on the edge of the leather chair in her room, pulling a book from the small table beside it.

“Lie down,” he said, nodding to the bed already made up with crisp sheets. She obeyed, settling on her side, watching him. He opened the book and began to read aloud, his voice smooth, the words dissolving into a soothing rhythm.

Her eyes grew heavy. The story faded, replaced by the cadence of his voice, the weight of the day lifting. She drifted, half-aware, as he read on.

When he finished, he closed the book and crossed to the bed. He slid in beside her, the mattress dipping under his weight. She turned, pressing her back against his chest, needing the contact.

His arm came around her, heavy and warm, pulling her close. The chain at her throat—the one he’d given her weeks ago—warmed with their shared heat. Her body fit against his, small and safe.

“Daddy?” Her voice was a whisper, barely audible.

“Hmm.” His response vibrated through his chest, against her back.

“I’m home.” The words slipped out, raw and true.

He pressed a kiss to the back of her neck, his breath warm on her skin. “You’ve been home since the gallery, little one. You just had to find the door.”

Her heart clenched, the memory of that first night flooding back—his grey eyes in the dim light of the gallery, the way he’d seen her before she’d seen herself. She pressed closer, her body molding to his. Sleep pulled at her, but the promise of tomorrow—of more rules, more surrender, more of him—kept a quiet heat simmering under her skin.
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Chapter 18: His

Maren woke to the soft glow of morning light filtering through the north-facing window of the room Julian had built for her. The hardwood floor beneath the bed felt cool, a quiet reminder of where she’d start her day. Her body stirred, still wrapped in the warmth of his presence from the night before.

She slid out of the sheets, the gold chain around her neck catching the light. It was warm from her skin, the tiny lock resting just above her collarbone. She wore nothing else, her bare feet padding silently as she moved.

Her drafting table sat in the corner, covered with blueprints of buildings she’d designed—clean lines, load-bearing walls, structures that didn’t collapse. She used to think she was like them. Now, she wasn’t so sure.

She glanced at the reading chair in the center of the room. Julian’s chair. It faced the window, commanding the space with its dark leather and quiet authority.

Her knees ached with the need to kneel there, at his feet. Not because he’d told her to, but because this was her place now. The architect in her mind quieted when she surrendered to it.

She lowered herself to the floor, the hardwood biting into her skin. It wasn’t pain—it was grounding. Chosen, not commanded.

Her hands rested on her thighs, her posture open, waiting. The gold chain glinted as her chest rose and fell. She felt small, exposed, and safer than she’d ever been.

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

“Good morning, sweetheart.” His voice was low, unhurried, the tone of a man who knew he owned every moment. It wrapped around her like a physical touch.

Her breath hitched. Her body softened, already yielding before he even reached her. She hated how easily he did that—how he dismantled her walls with just his voice.

He crossed the room, his footsteps deliberate on the hardwood. She felt him stop behind her, his presence a weight she couldn’t ignore. Then, he stepped in front of her, settling into the reading chair with that effortless grace she’d come to crave.

She kept her eyes down, fixed on the floor between his polished shoes. Her heart thudded, loud in the quiet. Every inch of her was aware of him—his long legs, the charcoal trousers, the way his hands rested on the armrests like he was studying a masterpiece.

“Look at me.” His command was soft, inevitable. She couldn’t resist it if she tried.

Her gaze lifted, meeting his grey eyes. They were patient, piercing, the same eyes that had seen her at the gallery all those months ago. Now, they saw everything she’d become under his care.

His hand reached out, one finger tilting her chin up further. The gesture was familiar, the same one from that first night, but it carried a different weight now. It wasn’t just control—it was ownership.

“Tell me,” he said, his voice a quiet demand. Her lips parted, trembling, but the words were already there, waiting to spill out.

“I’m yours, Daddy.” Her voice was a whisper, raw and true. “All of me. I don’t need the walls anymore.”

His eyes darkened, a flicker of something fierce passing through them. Her chest tightened, not with fear, but with the certainty of what those words meant. She’d just given him everything.

He leaned forward, his hand sliding from her chin to cup her cheek. His thumb brushed her lower lip, and her body responded instantly, heat pooling between her legs. She was bare, vulnerable, and he knew exactly what that did to her.

“You always were mine,” he said, his voice a low rumble. “You just had to say it first.”

Her heart stuttered. Those words sank into her, deeper than she expected, rewriting something fundamental inside her. She was his—always had been, even before she’d known it.

He stood, towering over her for a moment before offering his hand. She took it, letting him pull her to her feet. But he didn’t stop there—he lifted her, one arm under her knees, the other around her back, carrying her like she weighed nothing.

Her breath caught as he settled back into the chair, positioning her on his lap. Her bare skin pressed against the rough fabric of his trousers, the contrast sending a shiver through her. She felt small against him, her body curling into his chest instinctively.

His hand slid down her back, slow and deliberate, resting at the curve of her hip. The gold chain shifted, the lock brushing her skin as she leaned into him. Morning light poured over them, illuminating every inch of her surrender.

“Look at your work,” he said, nodding toward the drafting table. Her blueprints lined the walls, pinned up like trophies of the woman she’d been. “You built those. But this—you built this for me.”

Her throat tightened. She had designed this moment, every step of it, even if she hadn’t known it at the time. From the gallery to now, every choice had led her here, to his lap, to his control.

His hand moved between her thighs, parting them with gentle insistence. She gasped, her body already trembling under his touch. His fingers found her pussy, stroking slowly, checking how ready she was for him.

“You’re wet, little one,” he murmured, his voice a caress. Her face burned, but her hips pressed into his hand, needing more. She couldn’t hide it—he always knew.

He shifted her, turning her so she straddled him on the chair. Her knees pressed into the leather on either side of his hips, her hands gripping his shoulders for balance. The size difference struck her again—his broad frame beneath her, her smallness against him.

His hands gripped her hips, guiding her down as he freed his cock from his trousers. She felt it, hard and thick, pressing against her entrance. Her breath came in short gasps, anticipation tightening every muscle in her body.

“Ask me,” he said, his eyes locked on hers. His voice was calm, but the command was absolute. She knew what he wanted to hear.

“Please, Daddy,” she whispered, her voice shaking. “Please let me have you.”

His grip tightened, and he pulled her down onto him, filling her in one slow, deliberate thrust. She moaned, her head tipping back as her body stretched to take him. He was deep, so deep, and she felt every inch of him claiming her.

He didn’t rush. His hands controlled her movements, lifting her and pulling her down again, setting a rhythm that was both tender and unrelenting. Each thrust was a reminder—she was his, completely, in this room he’d built for her, in the light of the life she’d designed.

Her pussy clenched around him, the heat building fast. Her nails dug into his shoulders, her moans growing louder with every movement. She was close, so close, but she knew the rule.

“Daddy,” she gasped, her voice desperate. “Can I—please, can I cum?”

“Not yet,” he said, his voice steady, even as his own breathing grew heavier. Her body trembled, the denial sending a sharp ache through her. She wanted to beg, to plead, but she bit her lip instead, surrendering to his control.

He thrust harder, his hands gripping her tighter. Her body rocked with each movement, the gold chain bouncing against her chest, the lock warm from her skin. She felt owned, taken, and it pushed her right to the edge.

“Now,” he said finally, his voice a low growl. “Cum for me, little one.”

Her body shattered. The orgasm ripped through her, her pussy pulsing around his cock, her cries filling the room. She shook, her thighs trembling as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her.

He didn’t stop. His thrusts grew sharper, deeper, and she felt him tense beneath her. His grip on her hips was bruising as he came, his cum spilling inside her, hot and thick, marking her in a way that felt permanent.

She collapsed against his chest, her breath ragged, her body spent. His arms wrapped around her, holding her close as the aftershocks rippled through her. She pressed her face into his neck, inhaling the scent of him, and whispered it again.

“Daddy.”

“I know,” he murmured, his hand stroking her hair. “I’ve always known. I was just waiting for you to say it.”

Her heart clenched, the tenderness in his voice undoing her all over again. She felt the wetness of their combined release between her thighs, the warmth of his body against hers. She was his, utterly and completely.

He shifted, lifting her again with ease. She didn’t protest as he carried her to the bed, laying her down on the crisp sheets. Her body felt heavy, sated, as she watched him move to the small table by the window.

He returned with a bowl of strawberries, sitting on the edge of the bed. He picked one up, holding it to her lips. She bit into it, the sweet juice bursting on her tongue, a drop sliding down her chin.

His thumb wiped it away, slow and deliberate. Her breath caught at the intimacy of it, the way he cared for her in every small detail. She felt like his treasure, something precious he’d claimed and would never let go.

He picked up a book from the nightstand, opening it to a marked page. His voice filled the room as he read to her, low and steady, the words washing over her like a lullaby. Her eyes grew heavy, her body sinking into the mattress.

The gold chain caught the fading morning light, the lock resting against her skin. She felt its weight, a reminder of everything she’d given him. And everything he’d given her in return.

She drifted, half-asleep, as his voice continued. Her mind wandered to the buildings she’d designed, the structures she’d poured herself into. They were strong, unyielding—but they weren’t home.

He was.

Hours later, after she’d slept and woken again, she sat at her drafting table. Her latest project took shape under her hands, lines forming a building that felt different from anything she’d done before. It was open, inviting, a structure that didn’t just hold things out—it let the right person in.

Autumn came, and the building was finished. Her best work yet, the client said. They sat across from her in a sleek conference room, asking what had inspired it.

She paused, her fingers brushing the gold chain hidden beneath her blouse. “Someone taught me something,” she said, her voice steady. “The strongest structures aren’t the ones that keep everything out. They’re the ones that let the right person in.”

That night, she read the interview in a magazine, her words printed in stark black ink. Julian sat in his reading chair, the magazine open on his lap. He didn’t say anything—just placed it on the shelf next to his favorite painting, the one from the gallery where they’d met.

She stood in the doorway, watching him. Her heart thudded, the memory of that first night flooding back—his grey eyes, his patience, the way he’d seen her before she’d seen herself. She crossed the room, lowering herself to her knees at his feet.

He looked down at her, his hand reaching out to tilt her chin up. The gesture was the same, but the meaning had deepened. She was his, always had been, and now she knew it too.

The chain glinted in the evening light. The lock held. And she knew, as his voice murmured above her, that tomorrow would bring more—more rules, more surrender, more of him.

[Word Count: 2247]

Still craving more? 

This story is just one piece of a much darker collection. 

Helpless and Claimed brings together my 10 bestselling ABDL stories — each one built around discipline, dependency, and total control. 
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The Whisper Beyond the Page

Some stories are meant to be read. Others are meant to be heard.

Welcome to the world of Polly Bane—where submission is beautiful, control is intimate, and fantasy is never filtered. My voice carries the same stories you’ve just lived through: voice-led storytelling, whispered confessions, and dark invitations that blur the line between pleasure and surrender.

From adult regression to power exchange, from bottles and blushes to straps and surrender, I take you into the raw space where kink and love collide. Whether you ache for dominant Mommies, obedient toys, or the trembling thrill of being taken apart and rebuilt, you’ll find yourself at home when you listen.

This channel is not for the surface. It’s for those who crave more—for those who dream of diapers, discipline, and deep devotion whispered in their ears. I write it. I whisper it. I live it.

Strip away shame. Embrace desire. And if the page wasn’t enough, follow me into the sound.

Listen here → https://www.youtube.com/@pollybane
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