
        
            
                
            
        

    


Teasing Daddy: A Sweetly Sinful DDLG Age Gap Romance







Introduction










The bell over the café door jingled sharply as she slipped inside, the summer heat clinging to her bare legs and the hem of her dangerously short skirt. She barely noticed it — or the few heads that turned as she passed — because she'd long since stopped pretending she didn’t enjoy the attention.










Tiny pink tank top, denim mini so short it should’ve come with a warning label, sneakers laced loose around her ankles. Her hair was messy on purpose, lips glossed up and glossy as she sucked on her iced coffee straw, scrolling through her phone with one perfectly manicured finger.










She didn’t

 

mean


 
to be trouble.










Most days.










Today… maybe a little.










She didn’t notice him at first — the man sitting near the window, dark jeans, a black T-shirt stretched tight across broad shoulders. He wasn’t looking at her the way the others were. No, his gaze was steady. Calm. Almost… assessing.










She smirked and flipped her hair over her shoulder, tossing a wink at the poor college boys behind the counter, making them stammer over her order. Then, swinging her hips just a little more than necessary, she strutted toward the seating area.










That’s when he spoke.










Low. Quiet. Smooth like whiskey and thunder.










"Does your father know you’re walking around looking like that?"










She froze mid-step.










Heat shot to her cheeks as she whipped her head toward him, pulse jumping. It wasn’t just the words — it was the way he said them. Not like he was teasing. Not even like he was joking. No — it sounded more like a

 

warning


 
.










She opened her mouth, ready with a sharp retort — but the second their eyes locked, the words tangled up somewhere between her brain and her tongue.










God, he was

 

dangerous


 
.










Not in the usual way — not like the frat boys who barked and flexed. No. This man sat still, one hand cradling a black coffee, eyes lazy and patient like a wolf that had already decided whether to eat you.










He wasn’t young — thirty-five, maybe older — with a square jaw peppered with dark stubble and a mouth that looked like it could be cruel or kind depending entirely on his mood.










His gaze dropped, slow and deliberate, over the line of her bare thighs, the dip of her waist, the pink fabric stretched tight across her chest — then back up to her face. His eyebrow lifted.










Waiting.










Daring her to answer.










Her heart thudded so loud she almost missed her own smirk as it slid across her lips.










"Maybe he bought the outfit for me," she said, voice syrupy sweet.










For a split second, something flickered across his face — something hot and dangerous — before he masked it with a small, amused snort. He took a sip of his coffee without breaking eye contact.










"Then he deserves a stern talking-to," he murmured, voice low and amused.




A beat.




"Or maybe..."




His eyes darkened just slightly, voice softening into something far more dangerous.




"Maybe you need someone else to keep an eye on you."










Something low and needy curled in her belly, twisting tight.










She didn’t

 

do


 
authority. Didn’t

 

like


 
being told what to do. Had built her whole life on being free, wild, untamable.










And yet, standing there under his steady gaze, pink cheeks burning and fingers clenching around her coffee cup, she found herself wondering — just for a moment — what it would be like if she wasn’t so free after all.










If someone like

 

him


 
took control.










Her mouth worked around another sassy comeback, but all she managed was a small huff and an exaggerated roll of her eyes. She turned on her heel — maybe swaying her hips a little more than necessary — and stalked toward a table at the opposite end of the café.










Not that she was running away.










Not at all.










She definitely didn’t spend the next ten minutes sneaking glances at him over the rim of her coffee cup.




Or biting her lip when she caught him watching right back — one corner of his mouth curved in the tiniest smirk, like he already knew she was no match for him.










Nope.










Definitely not.









Chapter One: The Tease and the Stranger










The bell over the café door jingled sharply as she slipped inside, the summer heat clinging to her bare legs and the hem of her dangerously short skirt. She barely noticed it — or the few heads that turned as she passed — because she'd long since stopped pretending she didn’t enjoy the attention.










Tiny pink tank top, denim mini so short it should’ve come with a warning label, sneakers laced loose around her ankles. Her hair was messy on purpose, lips glossed up and shiny as she sucked on her iced coffee straw, scrolling through her phone with one perfectly manicured finger.










She didn’t

 

mean


 
to be trouble.










Most days.










Today... maybe a little.










She didn’t notice him at first — the man sitting near the window, dark jeans, a black T-shirt stretched tight across broad shoulders. He wasn’t looking at her the way the others were. No, his gaze was steady. Calm. Almost… assessing.










She smirked and flipped her hair over her shoulder, tossing a wink at the poor college boys behind the counter, making them stammer over her order. Then, swinging her hips just a little more than necessary, she strutted toward the seating area, already picturing the flurry of jealous glances following her.










That’s when he spoke.










Low. Quiet. Smooth like whiskey and thunder.










"Does your father know you’re walking around looking like that?"










She froze mid-step.










Heat shot to her cheeks as she whipped her head toward him, pulse jumping. It wasn’t just the words — it was the way he said them. Not like he was teasing. Not even like he was joking. No — it sounded more like a

 

warning


 
.










She opened her mouth, ready with a sharp retort — but the second their eyes locked, the words tangled up somewhere between her brain and her tongue.










God, he was

 

dangerous


 
.










Not in the usual way — not like the frat boys who barked and flexed. No. This man sat still, one hand cradling a black coffee, eyes lazy and patient like a wolf that had already decided whether to eat you.










He wasn’t young — thirty-five, maybe older — with a square jaw peppered with dark stubble and a mouth that looked like it could be cruel or kind depending entirely on his mood.










His gaze dropped, slow and deliberate, over the line of her bare thighs, the dip of her waist, the pink fabric stretched tight across her chest — then back up to her face. His eyebrow lifted.










Waiting.










Daring her to answer.










Her heart thudded so loud she almost missed her own smirk as it slid across her lips.










"Maybe he bought the outfit for me," she said, voice syrupy sweet.










For a split second, something flickered across his face — something hot and dangerous — before he masked it with a small, amused snort. He took a sip of his coffee without breaking eye contact.










"Then he deserves a stern talking-to," he murmured, voice low and amused.




A beat.




"Or maybe..."




His eyes darkened just slightly, voice softening into something far more dangerous.




"Maybe you need someone else to keep an eye on you."










Something low and needy curled in her belly, twisting tight.










She didn’t

 

do


 
authority. Didn’t

 

like


 
being told what to do. Had built her whole life on being free, wild, untamable.










And yet, standing there under his steady gaze, pink cheeks burning and fingers clenching around her coffee cup, she found herself wondering — just for a moment — what it would be like if she wasn’t so free after all.










If someone like

 

him


 
took control.










Her mouth worked around another sassy comeback, but all she managed was a small huff and an exaggerated roll of her eyes. She turned on her heel — maybe swaying her hips a little more than necessary — and stalked toward a table at the opposite end of the café.










Not that she was running away.










Not at all.










She definitely didn’t spend the next ten minutes sneaking glances at him over the rim of her coffee cup.




Or biting her lip when she caught him watching right back — one corner of his mouth curved in the tiniest smirk, like he already knew she was no match for him.










Nope.










Definitely not.










Still, her skin tingled under his gaze, her thighs squeezing together beneath the table. She hated how easily he unsettled her — and how much she loved it.










She toyed with her straw, pretending not to notice when he stood, tossing a few bills onto his table before picking up his coffee and strolling casually toward her.










Her stomach flipped.










And then he was there, standing beside her table, looking down at her with a lazy sort of authority that made her want to squirm in her seat.










"You planning on behaving yourself today, little girl?" he asked, voice so soft it barely carried over the low hum of conversation around them.










She blinked up at him, mouth dry.




"No promises," she chirped, flashing a teasing grin.










He chuckled — a deep, rumbling sound that sent shivers down her spine.










"Didn’t think so," he said, setting his coffee down on the empty chair across from her without asking.




He sank into the seat like he owned it — like he owned

 

her


 
— and the ridiculous part was... she didn’t even mind.










"What’s your name, troublemaker?" he asked, one brow cocked.










She hesitated. Part of her wanted to keep playing, keep dancing around him, stay in control of the game.










But deep down, another part — the part squirming in her chair and biting her lip —

 

wanted


 
to be caught.










"Delilah," she said finally, voice a little breathier than she meant it to be.










His lips quirked.










"Delilah," he repeated slowly, savoring the taste of it. "Fits you."










She raised an eyebrow, feigning innocence.




"And you are?"










He smiled — not a soft smile.




A

 

dangerous


 
one.










"You can call me Jack," he said simply.




Another beat. His eyes glittered with mischief.




"Or Daddy. Your choice."










Her whole body went still, heat flooding her face, her neck, her chest.










He was teasing. He

 

had


 
to be teasing.










Right?










Delilah opened her mouth to fire back some snarky retort — something clever and cutting — but all that came out was a soft, breathless laugh.










Jack leaned in a little, forearms braced casually on the table, close enough for her to smell the clean spice of his cologne.










"You keep walking around looking like that," he said lowly, "and sooner or later, little girl, someone’s gonna teach you a lesson."










He smiled, slow and wolfish.










"Maybe it'll be me."










And then — just like that — he stood, picked up his coffee, and tipped an imaginary hat toward her.










"See you around, Delilah."










She watched, helpless, as he walked away — slow, sure, powerful — until he disappeared through the door with a jingle of the bell.










Delilah sat frozen for a long moment, heart hammering against her ribs, thighs pressed tight together under the table.










When she finally found the courage to look down, she realized her hands were shaking just a little.










She didn’t know if she wanted to run the other way or chase him down the street.










One thing she

 

did


 
know?










Delilah had just found trouble.










And this time, she wasn’t sure she wanted to get away.









Chapter Two: Temptation Wears Pink










The next time she saw him, it wasn’t an accident.










Not really.










Delilah could lie to herself all she wanted, but she knew exactly what she was doing when she slid into that tiny little sundress — the pink one with the spaghetti straps that barely clung to her shoulders — and wandered down to the bookstore on Main Street where she’d overheard Jack mentioning he liked to spend his Sunday mornings.










She told herself she was just browsing. Killing time.




Not

 

looking


 
for anyone.










But when she stepped inside and immediately caught a flash of broad shoulders and dark jeans in the philosophy section, her stomach flipped traitorously.










Jack.










He hadn’t seen her yet.










Good.










She leaned casually against a shelf, pretending to study the covers while sneaking glances at him over the edge of a hardback. He was thumbing through a book, one brow furrowed slightly in concentration, his fingers — long, strong — flipping pages with slow, deliberate care.










God.










Why was it suddenly hot in here?










She shifted on her feet, heart hammering, the soft cotton of her dress brushing her thighs in ways that felt way more scandalous than they should have.










She should leave.




She should turn around and go.










But instead, she took a step closer.










And another.










Until she was close enough to smell him again — that same clean, masculine scent that had haunted her all week, turning up in her dreams, her fantasies, the heat pooling low in her belly every time she thought about his voice calling her

 

little girl


 
.










Without thinking — or maybe thinking too much — she reached up to the highest shelf and pretended to strain for a book just out of reach.










Her dress rode up high on her thighs, just enough to flash the curve of her ass. She knew it. Felt it.










And if she knew anything about men — especially a man like Jack — he wouldn’t be able to resist looking.










She didn’t have to wait long.










A soft, deep chuckle rumbled behind her.










"Fishing for attention, little girl?"










Heat flooded her cheeks, but she plastered on her sweetest, most innocent smile and turned slowly, letting her dress swish around her bare legs.










"I was just trying to reach this one," she said, blinking up at him like butter wouldn’t melt in her mouth.










Jack’s gaze didn’t waver. Didn’t even pretend to be fooled.










He stepped closer — too close — until Delilah had to tilt her head back to meet his eyes.










"You could’ve just asked for help," he murmured, voice low and lazy.




His fingers — warm and rough — brushed against hers as he plucked the book easily from the shelf and handed it to her.










Delilah wrapped her hands around it automatically, heart stuttering.










"I’m a big girl," she said, tossing her hair. "I can take care of myself."










Jack’s mouth curved into a slow, dangerous smile.










"Maybe," he said. "But from where I’m standing, you look like a little girl who needs someone to keep her in line."










Her throat dried up.










"Someone like you?" she challenged, voice a little shakier than she intended.










Jack just shrugged, casual as anything.




"But only if you keep misbehaving."










Their eyes locked — a slow, simmering connection that made her knees wobble.










And then, as if he hadn’t just set her entire body on fire, he stepped back, plucked a second book off the shelf, and tucked it under his arm.










"You might want to be careful, sweetheart," he said over his shoulder as he walked away, not bothering to wait for her response.










"Keep tempting me like that," he added, voice a dark purr, "and you’re gonna find yourself bent over my knee before you can blink."










Delilah stood frozen, clutching the book to her chest, blood roaring in her ears.










Was it possible to combust from sexual frustration?




Because if it was, she was about ten seconds away.










She watched helplessly as Jack sauntered toward the front counter, paid for his books, and disappeared out the door without a backward glance.










Leaving her panting, flustered, and absolutely soaked between her thighs.










She should’ve been furious.




She should’ve been offended.










Instead, all she could think about was how it would feel to have those big, strong hands pinning her down, holding her in place, spanking the sass right out of her until she melted into a pliant little puddle at his feet.










Delilah squeezed her thighs together, cursing under her breath.










Trouble.










Jack was trouble.










And she couldn’t wait to find more of it.









Chapter Three: The First Warning










Delilah told herself she was going to behave.










She meant it, too.










At least for about… five minutes.










But when she spotted Jack again — this time at the outdoor farmers’ market on Saturday morning — all her good intentions flew right out the window.










He was leaning against a produce stand, chatting casually with one of the vendors, a basket of fresh apples tucked under one arm. Same dark jeans. Same black T-shirt. Same quiet, commanding presence that made everyone else around him seem just a little smaller.










Delilah’s pulse quickened the second she saw him.










She knew she should be subtle. Blend in. Play it cool.










Instead, she hiked up the hem of her sundress a little higher, adjusted the straps so the neckline dipped scandalously low, and sauntered straight toward him with a sway in her hips that should’ve been illegal.










She could feel his eyes on her before she even reached him — a heavy, burning weight that made her skin prickle and her cheeks flush.










Good.










She wanted him looking.










She

 

needed


 
him looking.










Delilah stopped just a few feet away, pretending to admire a pile of peaches, bending at the waist a little too far, letting her skirt ride dangerously high up the backs of her thighs.










She heard him move behind her — a subtle shifting of weight — and bit back a triumphant smile.










Caught you, Daddy.










"Little girl," Jack said, voice low and rumbling near her ear, "you’re playing a dangerous game."










Goosebumps exploded across her arms.










She straightened slowly, turning to face him with an innocent smile that she knew wasn’t fooling anyone.










"I don’t know what you’re talking about," she said sweetly, batting her lashes.










Jack’s eyes dropped — slowly, deliberately — to the deep scoop of her neckline, then dragged even slower down her body to the barely-there hem of her dress.










When his gaze finally met hers again, there was no mistaking the heat simmering there.




It wasn’t amusement anymore.










It was warning.










Real warning.










"You think it’s cute," he murmured, taking a lazy step closer, "to prance around like this. To tease."










Delilah’s heart stuttered, but she refused to back down.










"Maybe I just like the way you look at me," she whispered, daring him.










Jack smiled — not sweetly.










"You like my attention, huh?" he said, voice dangerously soft.










She swallowed hard.










Nodded.










His hand — big and warm — came up, and for a moment she thought he was going to touch her.










Instead, he plucked a peach from the stand beside her, rolling it slowly between his fingers.










"You keep asking for it like this, little girl," he said, voice a low growl, "and sooner or later, you’re gonna get more than you can handle."










He shifted the peach from one hand to the other, his gaze never leaving hers.










"One warning," Jack said, his tone dropping to something that made her stomach clench painfully tight.










"You keep teasing me, Delilah…"




A beat. His smile deepened, dangerous and delicious.




"And I’ll take you over my knee right here in front of God and everybody."










Delilah's breath hitched.










Her thighs squeezed together instinctively.










A tiny, traitorous part of her almost wanted to

 

test him


 
— just to see if he meant it.




Just to feel what it would be like.










But she wasn't

 

completely


 
reckless.










Not yet.










So she gave him her most exaggerated, syrupy-sweet smile and shrugged one bare shoulder.










"I guess I better behave then," she said, voice dripping with fake innocence.










Jack’s eyes glinted with pure, dark amusement.










"You won’t," he said, certain.










Delilah’s stomach flipped.










She hated — and loved — how he saw straight through her.










Jack bit into the peach with a sharp snap of his teeth, juice dripping down his fingers, his gaze burning into her as he chewed slowly.










He was absolutely, one hundred percent

 

sure


 
she would keep pushing him.










And the worst part?










He was right.










Delilah turned on her heel, hips swaying, heart pounding, grinning to herself as she sauntered away.










She could feel his eyes on her the whole time.










And God, she hoped she kept making him mad enough to do something about it.









Chapter Four: Daddy’s Rules (Unofficially)










The next time Delilah saw him, she was ready.










Or at least, she thought she was.










It wasn’t planned — not really — but somehow she found herself wandering into the cozy little diner on Main Street just as Jack was settling into a booth near the window, a steaming mug of black coffee in front of him and a newspaper spread open.










Her heart skipped.










It wasn’t even fair, the way he looked sitting there — broad shoulders relaxed against the cracked leather, dark stubble shadowing his jaw, one hand absently tapping against his coffee cup like he owned the entire damn town.










And maybe he did.










He certainly owned her thoughts.










Delilah hesitated just a second too long at the door, and when Jack looked up, their eyes locked.










That slow, wolfish smile slid across his face.










And she was lost.










Without thinking — without even pretending she wasn’t doing exactly what she wanted — she crossed the diner, her tiny sundress swishing around her bare thighs, the worn sneakers on her feet making her look younger, smaller.










More innocent.










It was a lie and they both knew it.










Jack watched her approach with the kind of lazy patience that made her cheeks burn. He didn’t move, didn’t call her over — just waited, perfectly still, perfectly in control, until she slid into the seat across from him without being asked.










"Morning," she said brightly, pretending she didn’t feel the heat licking up her spine under his gaze.










"Morning, little girl," Jack replied, voice low and rich like molasses.










Delilah bit her lip, a shiver dancing down her spine at the way he said it — like it was

 

already


 
her name, like it

 

already


 
belonged to her.










She busied herself with the menu, pretending to study the laminated pages.










"You eat breakfast yet?" Jack asked casually.










She shook her head.










"Get something," he said. "And nothing full of sugar."










Delilah blinked.










Excuse me?










He must've seen the flare of rebellion in her eyes because Jack’s mouth twitched.










"You heard me," he said easily. "Real food first. Pancakes after. Maybe."










Delilah opened her mouth to argue — to point out that he wasn’t her father, wasn’t her boyfriend, wasn’t anything at all — but something about the quiet authority in his voice made the words die on her tongue.










She shut her mouth and glared at the menu instead.










Eggs. Toast. Boring adult food.










Fine.










She flagged down the waitress and ordered scrambled eggs and wheat toast, ignoring Jack’s satisfied smirk.










When the waitress walked away, Delilah slumped back in her seat and crossed her arms.










"You’re very bossy," she muttered.










Jack didn’t miss a beat.










"You’re very bratty," he said calmly. "Seems like we’re a good match."










Her stomach flipped traitorously.










"Maybe I don’t like being told what to do," she huffed, tossing her hair.










Jack leaned forward, his elbows resting on the table, his gaze pinning her in place.










"You like it," he said softly, with the kind of certainty that left no room for argument.










"You like having someone look out for you.




You like having someone who notices when you’re not taking care of yourself.




You like pushing boundaries just to see if someone will catch you."










He smiled — not kindly.










"Don’t you, little girl?"










Delilah’s cheeks flamed.










She hated — and loved — how he saw straight through her.










Instead of answering, she kicked him lightly under the table.










Jack chuckled, rich and deep.










"Careful," he murmured. "You keep acting out, and I’ll have to start handing out consequences."










The way he said it — low and lazy, like he wasn’t even joking — sent a delicious shiver down her spine.










Her eggs arrived then, blessedly interrupting the charged moment. She picked at them, feeling Jack’s gaze lingering on her every move.










"You gonna eat," he said after a minute, "or am I gonna have to feed you like a toddler?"










Delilah gasped, scandalized.










"You wouldn’t."










Jack just raised an eyebrow, his face the picture of calm amusement.










"Try me."










Grumbling under her breath, she shoveled a bite of eggs into her mouth.










Jack’s lips twitched.










"Good girl," he said softly.










The fork froze halfway to her mouth.










Her heart

 

stopped


 
.










Good girl.










Two little words — innocent enough on the surface — but they made her entire body go molten.










She took another bite, faster this time, desperate to cover the sudden heat flooding her face, the way her thighs pressed together under the table.










Jack just sipped his coffee, watching her.










When she finished, he slid his empty mug to the side and stood, towering over her.










"Come on," he said, holding out a hand.










Delilah stared at it suspiciously.










"Where are we going?"










"Walk," he said simply. "You need fresh air."










"I’m fine."










"You’re grumpy," Jack said, smirking. "You need exercise. Move."










Delilah glared at him.










He just waited, hand out, patient and immovable.










With a dramatic sigh, she slapped her palm against his and let him haul her out of the booth.










Jack’s hand closed around hers — big and warm and firm — and didn’t let go as he led her out of the diner and onto the sun-washed street.










She should’ve pulled away.










She should’ve fought him.










Instead, she let herself be tugged along, her small fingers curled trustingly in his.










They walked in silence for a few minutes, the air thick with heat and unspoken tension.










Finally, Jack stopped at the edge of the park, under the shade of a sprawling oak tree.










He turned to face her, dropping her hand but not stepping back.










"New rules," he said casually, as if they were discussing the weather.










Delilah raised an eyebrow.










"Oh, I get rules now?"










Jack’s mouth curved.










"You want my attention, little girl," he said. "You want my care.




You wanna dress like that, flirt like that, tease like that?"




He leaned in slightly, voice dropping to a near-growl.




"Then you get rules. Non-negotiable."










Delilah’s heart hammered against her ribs.










She should’ve said no.










Should’ve told him to shove his rules somewhere painful.










Instead, she swallowed hard and lifted her chin.










"Like what?" she challenged.










Jack’s eyes glinted.










"Bedtime," he said. "Midnight. Not a second later. Text me goodnight."










She opened her mouth to protest, but he held up a finger, silencing her.










"You will eat real meals — not just coffee and candy. You will wear shorts under those tiny skirts if you’re out alone."










Her face burned.










"And," Jack added, smiling wolfishly, "if you break any rule, you get punished."










Her stomach flipped.










"What kind of punishment?" she whispered.










Jack’s gaze dragged slowly down her body, making her shiver.










"Depends on the crime," he said. "But if you keep flashing me those little panties every time you bend over…"




He stepped closer, voice a dark purr.




"You’ll find yourself face-down over my lap before you can blink."










Delilah's whole body went still.










Hot.










Tight.











Wanting.











Jack tilted his head, studying her.










"Problem, little girl?"










She shook her head, throat too dry to answer.










He smiled — slow and satisfied — and reached out to brush a stray lock of hair from her cheek.










"Good," he murmured. "Lesson one: you follow Daddy’s rules… or Daddy makes sure you do."










She sucked in a breath at the word — Daddy — falling from his lips so naturally, so easily, like it had always belonged there.










And maybe it had.










Maybe it always would.










Jack dropped his hand and stepped back, giving her space — giving her a chance to run, if she wanted to.










But Delilah didn’t move.










Didn’t

 

want


 
to move.










All she could do was stand there, heart racing, thighs pressed tight together, skin prickling with the delicious, terrifying certainty that she was in way over her head.










And loving every second of it.









Chapter Five: First Spanking










Delilah knew she had gone too far.










The second the words left her mouth — sassy, teasing, deliberate — she saw the shift in Jack’s eyes.










Gone was the easy smile.










Gone was the indulgent patience.










In its place was something much darker.










Something that made her shiver.










Something that made her thighs press together in helpless anticipation.










Jack set his coffee cup down slowly, deliberately, and leaned back in his chair, his gaze never leaving hers.










"Come here, little girl," he said quietly.










Delilah’s breath caught.










She hesitated — just a second — testing, teasing.










Jack arched an eyebrow, his mouth curving into a slow, dangerous smile.










"You can walk over here like a good girl," he said, voice silky, "or Daddy can come get you."










Delilah whimpered softly, her knees going weak.










She pushed back from the table and walked toward him on trembling legs, her heart hammering against her ribs.










When she reached him, Jack caught her wrist and pulled her gently across his lap, her body draped over his thick, muscular thighs.










Delilah gasped, the sudden position sending a flood of heat between her legs.










Jack smoothed a hand down her back, over the curve of her ass, slow and soothing.










"You want to brat," he said, almost conversationally.










"You want Daddy’s attention so badly you’re willing to act out for it."










Delilah flushed, but she didn’t deny it.










Couldn’t.










Jack’s hand slipped under the hem of her sundress, pushing it up to her waist, baring her plain cotton panties to the cool air.










She whimpered, squirming.










Jack’s hand came down hard against her left cheek.










The sound echoed in the quiet kitchen.










Delilah cried out, more from shock than pain, her body jolting across his lap.










Jack rubbed her sore cheek with his big hand, soothing the sting.










"Color, little girl," he murmured, his voice low and steady.










"G-green," she gasped.










"Good girl."










Another sharp smack landed on her right cheek, making her squeal.










Jack settled into a slow, steady rhythm — firm, punishing swats followed by soft, soothing strokes.










Delilah writhed and whimpered, but she didn’t try to get away.










She didn’t want to.










She wanted this.










She needed this.










Needed him.










Needed Daddy.










When her bottom was a hot, throbbing mess and her cotton panties were clinging damply between her thighs, Jack finally slowed.










He tugged her panties down to her knees, baring her bright red skin.










Delilah whimpered at the sudden exposure, her face burning with shame and need.










Jack stroked her bare cheeks gently, his touch tender.










"You’re Daddy’s good girl," he murmured.










"You just forget sometimes."










Delilah sobbed softly, her whole body trembling.










Jack lifted her carefully into his arms and cradled her against his chest, rocking her gently.










"Shh, baby," he soothed.










"I’ve got you. Daddy’s got you."










Delilah buried her face against his neck, clinging to him, the last of her fight draining away.










She felt... weightless.










Safe.










Owned.










Jack kissed her temple, his hands never stopping their slow, soothing caresses.










"You’re mine, little girl," he whispered.










"Only mine."










Delilah nodded frantically, her heart bursting.










"Yours, Daddy," she whispered hoarsely.










"Always."










Jack smiled against her hair, holding her tighter.










"My perfect, precious girl," he murmured.










"And Daddy’s gonna take such good care of you."










Delilah sighed, melting completely into him.










And for the first time in her life, she truly believed it.









Chapter Six: Little Girl Games










Delilah was floating.










There was no better word for it.










For the rest of the afternoon, she moved through the world wrapped in a warm, fuzzy haze of comfort and belonging, like she was carrying Jack’s strong hands still cradling her body even when they weren’t touching.










It was terrifying how much she loved it.










Even more terrifying how much she craved

 

more


 
.










So naturally, being Delilah, she decided to push.










Just a little.










Just to see if he’d catch her again.














It started small.










At the diner the next morning, she showed up five minutes late — a deliberate little rebellion — and slid into the booth across from Jack with an exaggerated innocent smile.










"Morning, Daddy," she chirped sweetly, kicking her legs under the table like a child.










Jack’s hand paused on his coffee cup.










His dark eyes lifted to hers, steady and unimpressed.










She held his gaze, biting back a grin.










Jack’s mouth twitched — not quite a smile — but he said nothing, just went back to his coffee like he had all the time in the world to wait for her to dig her own grave.










It made her squirm deliciously.










Later, when their food arrived, she deliberately loaded up on whipped cream and syrup, drowning her pancakes in a sugary sea that would have made any nutritionist weep.










Jack watched silently.










Sipped his coffee.










Waited.










It wasn’t until she tipped the syrup bottle extra slow, letting it drip lewdly over the edge of her plate, that he finally moved.










Without a word, he reached across the table, grabbed her wrist, and gently plucked the bottle from her hand.










"That’s enough," he said calmly, like he was scolding a naughty toddler.










Delilah flushed hot — cheeks, chest, thighs — but she couldn't help the wicked grin that spread across her face.










"Aw," she pouted, "but I was hungry."










Jack’s eyebrow arched.










"You’re about to be a lot sorrier than hungry, little girl."










Her stomach flipped.










God, she loved him when he sounded like that — all stern patience and quiet promises.














The next time she bratted, it was worse.










They were walking down Main Street together, the late afternoon sun slanting warm across the sidewalk, when Delilah spotted a cute little boutique with a rack of lacy panties on display out front.










Without thinking, she darted ahead, snatching a hot pink thong off the rack and twirling it around her finger.










Jack caught up to her a moment later, his shadow falling long over her body.










She looked up at him from under her lashes, grinning wickedly.










"Think Daddy would like these on me?" she teased, letting the scrap of fabric dangle suggestively between them.










Jack didn’t answer.










Didn’t blink.










He just reached out, plucked the thong from her hand, and stuffed it into his back pocket like it belonged to him.










Then he bent low, his mouth brushing the shell of her ear.










"You’re gonna earn every stripe on your backside tonight, little girl," he murmured, so low she could barely hear him over the blood roaring in her ears.










Delilah shivered.










Every inch of her skin lit up under his words, anticipation making her dizzy.










She was in

 

so much


 
trouble.










And she had never been so excited in her life.














Back at his apartment, Jack wasted no time.










The second the door closed behind them, he hooked a finger under the strap of her dress and tugged gently.










"Strip," he ordered, voice low and commanding.










Delilah’s mouth went dry.










Heart hammering, she peeled the sundress off over her head, standing there in nothing but her tiny panties — white cotton, embarrassingly innocent — and her sneakers.










Jack’s eyes raked over her body, slow and thorough, until she was blushing to the roots of her hair.










"Bed," he said simply, nodding toward the bedroom.










She went without argument, scurrying across the apartment, hyperaware of his gaze on her every step.










When she reached the bed, she hesitated, glancing back at him over her shoulder.










Jack was right behind her.










He caught her chin between his thumb and forefinger, tilting her face up to his.










"You want to brat," he said softly. "You want my attention so badly you’re practically begging for it."










Delilah’s cheeks flamed, but she didn’t deny it.










Couldn’t.










Jack smiled — a slow, dangerous curve of his mouth.










"You’re gonna get it, little girl," he promised.




"All of it."














The spanking was slower this time.










More deliberate.










Jack sat on the edge of the bed, pulling her across his lap with practiced ease.










He ran his hand gently over her cotton-clad backside, murmuring soft praises.










"My good little girl."










"So desperate for Daddy’s touch."










"So ready to be corrected."










The first smack landed firm and hot against her left cheek.










Delilah gasped, her hands fisting in the blankets.










Jack kept a slow, steady rhythm, alternating cheeks, building the sting until she was writhing helplessly across his lap.










But every few smacks, he would pause — smoothing his hand over her heated skin, whispering praise into her hair.










"You’re doing so good for Daddy."










"You’re so beautiful when you squirm."










"You take your punishments so sweetly, little girl."










By the time he finished, she was panting, her panties damp with need, her thighs trembling with the effort to stay still.










Jack tugged her panties down carefully, exposing her bare, reddened skin to the cool air.










He kissed each cheek gently, soft and lingering, until Delilah was sobbing softly from the sheer tenderness of it.










"You’re mine," he whispered against her flushed skin.










"All mine."










She nodded frantically, desperate to be whatever he wanted, desperate to be good, to be better, to be his.










Jack lifted her gently into his arms and laid her on the bed, pulling the blankets up around her naked body.










He climbed in beside her, wrapping her in his strong arms, cradling her close against his chest.










Delilah snuggled into him, heart bursting.










Jack kissed her forehead, his hand stroking slow circles down her back.










"No more games tonight," he murmured.




"Just my good little girl."










She nodded sleepily, the ache between her thighs a sweet, throbbing reminder of who she belonged to.










And for the first time in a long, long time, Delilah felt completely and utterly at peace.










Safe.










Wanted.










Loved.









Chapter Seven: Vibrating Panties Deal










It started with a box.










A simple, square box, neatly wrapped in brown paper, sitting on the passenger seat of Jack’s truck when he picked her up for dinner.










Delilah slid into the seat with a grin, smoothing the hem of her pale pink sundress over her thighs.










"What's this?" she asked, reaching for it.










Jack’s hand caught her wrist mid-grab, firm but gentle.










"That," he said, "is something you'll only open if you agree to Daddy’s little game tonight."










Her heart skipped.










She licked her lips, suddenly hyperaware of how close they were in the cab, the way his dark eyes pinned her in place without even touching her.










"What kind of game?" she asked, trying to sound brave.










Jack smiled — slow and wolfish.










"The kind that’ll have you squirming in your seat all night."










Delilah flushed hard, thighs pressing together involuntarily.










She should say no. She should demand to know the rules. She should at least

 

pretend


 
to think about it.










Instead, she nodded, breathless.










Jack released her wrist and leaned back, watching calmly as she tore into the package.










Inside, nestled on a bed of white tissue paper, was a pair of lace panties — delicate, pale pink — and a small, sleek, remote-controlled bullet vibrator.










Delilah's mouth dropped open.










"You want me to—?"










Jack’s mouth twitched in amusement.










"I want you to go into that restroom" — he jerked his thumb toward the nearby gas station — "put these on, and come back ready to be my good little girl."










Her whole body went hot.










"This is blackmail," she muttered weakly.










Jack just shrugged, utterly unapologetic.










"You can say no," he said. "Or you can say yes and spend dinner earning Daddy’s rewards."










Delilah's heart hammered.










She stared at the pretty lace in her lap, at the tiny, innocent-looking bullet tucked neatly into the built-in pocket between the legs.










She imagined sitting across from him at dinner, squirming under his dark, knowing gaze, utterly at his mercy with just one flick of his thumb on the remote.










God help her, she

 

wanted


 
it.










More than she’d ever wanted anything.










Delilah snatched the box and scrambled out of the truck, ignoring Jack’s low chuckle behind her.














Five minutes later, she slid back into the passenger seat, her face flaming, her new panties snug and humiliatingly empty without his touch.










Jack took one look at her flushed cheeks and grinned.










"Good girl," he murmured, tucking the tiny remote casually into his palm.










Delilah buckled her seatbelt with shaking hands as he pulled onto the road, her heart slamming against her ribs.










She couldn’t believe she was doing this.










Couldn’t believe how

 

wet


 
she already was.










And they hadn’t even started yet.














Dinner was torture.










Delilah perched on the edge of her seat at the cozy little Italian restaurant, fidgeting with her napkin, trying to pretend like everything was normal.










Jack was maddeningly calm across the table, sipping his wine, chatting about mundane things like weather and books, as if he

 

wasn't holding her pleasure in the palm of his hand


 
.










She was just starting to relax — or at least stop panicking — when she felt it.










A soft, sudden

 

buzz


 
between her thighs.










Delilah gasped, clapping a hand over her mouth.










The vibration was gentle at first, teasing, just enough to make her squirm in her seat.










Jack didn’t even look up from his menu.










"Something wrong, little girl?" he asked casually.










Delilah shook her head frantically, cheeks burning.










The vibration pulsed again — a little stronger this time — and she whimpered softly into her napkin.










Jack finally glanced up, dark eyes glittering.










"You look flushed," he said smoothly. "Maybe you’re coming down with something."










She kicked him under the table.










Jack chuckled, not the least bit bothered, and cranked the setting up a notch.










Delilah nearly

 

jumped


 
out of her chair.










Her thighs clamped together instinctively, but it didn’t help — the vibrator was nestled perfectly against her, sending delicious shivers through her whole body.










She gritted her teeth, desperate not to moan aloud in the middle of the restaurant.










Jack just smirked, taking a leisurely sip of his wine.










"You asked for this, little girl," he murmured.










"I didn’t!" she hissed across the table.










"You agreed to play," he said simply.




"And Daddy always plays to win."










He thumbed the remote again — a quick, teasing pulse — and Delilah gasped so sharply the elderly couple at the next table looked over.










She buried her face in her menu, mortified.










Jack laughed quietly and finally, mercifully, turned the vibrator off.










Delilah sagged in her seat, breathing hard.










Her panties were

 

soaked


 
.










Her thighs ached with the effort to stay still.










Jack leaned forward, resting his elbows on the table, his voice low and full of dark promises.










"If you’re a good girl through dinner," he said, "Daddy might let you come tonight."










Her whole body shivered.










"And if you’re not..."




He smiled sweetly.




"You’ll go home aching and empty."










Delilah whimpered, pressing her thighs tighter together under the table.










This man was going to kill her.










And she was going to die smiling.














The rest of dinner was a blur of torture and teasing.










Every time she started to relax, Jack would give a casual flick of the remote — a low pulse, a sharp buzz — just enough to remind her who was in charge.










By the time dessert arrived, Delilah was a desperate, trembling mess, barely able to sit still, her panties soaked through, her cheeks permanently flushed.










Jack paid the bill without hurry, taking his time, chatting politely with the waitress while Delilah practically vibrated out of her chair from anticipation and need.










When they finally made it outside, she practically collapsed against the truck, panting.










Jack caught her by the waist, steadying her effortlessly.










"Poor baby," he murmured, mock sympathy in his voice.




"All needy and desperate."










"Y-your fault," she stammered.










Jack chuckled, low and wicked.










"Mine to fix, too."










He bundled her into the truck, climbed in after her, and turned the key — but didn’t start driving.










Instead, he tossed the remote into her lap.










Delilah blinked at it, confused.










Jack leaned over, his mouth brushing the shell of her ear.










"You want to come, little girl?"










She nodded frantically.










"Then you’re gonna ask Daddy nicely," he whispered.




"And you’re gonna beg."










Delilah shivered, clutching the remote in shaking hands.










She opened her mouth — and realized she had no idea what to say.










Jack smiled — slow, patient, waiting.










And somewhere deep inside her, something clicked.










She

 

wanted


 
to beg.










She

 

wanted


 
to be good.










She

 

wanted


 
Daddy to be proud of her.










Delilah swallowed hard, blinking up at him through her lashes.










"Please, Daddy," she whispered.




"Please let your little girl come. I need it so bad. I’ve been good. I tried so hard."










Jack’s eyes darkened with pure heat.










"Good girl," he growled.










And then he reached over, slid his hand between her thighs, and pressed the vibrator harder against her soaked panties.










Delilah came in seconds — sobbing, gasping, shuddering apart in his hand — her whole body trembling from the force of it.










Jack held her through it, murmuring soft praises against her hair, stroking her back as she fell apart for him.










"My good girl."










"My beautiful little one."










When she finally collapsed against his chest, boneless and wrecked, Jack wrapped his arms around her, kissing her forehead tenderly.










"That’s my girl," he whispered.










"And Daddy’s never letting you go."









Chapter Eight: Lessons in Obedience










Delilah didn’t remember falling asleep.










One moment, she was curled in Jack’s lap in the truck, trembling from the intensity of her orgasm, wrapped safe and tight in his arms.




The next, she was waking up tucked into his bed — his bed — soft cotton sheets cocooning her, his scent thick and warm around her.










She stretched languidly, every inch of her body sore and humming, deliciously used and cared for all at once.










A sleepy smile pulled at her lips.










Last night hadn’t been a dream.










She was Daddy’s.










For real.














The creak of the bedroom door opening pulled her from her thoughts.










Jack stepped inside, carrying a mug of coffee in one hand and a small plate of toast in the other.




His dark hair was rumpled, his T-shirt stretched tight across his broad chest, and he looked so heart-meltingly good Delilah almost whimpered.










He smiled when he saw her awake.










"Morning, little girl," he rumbled, setting the tray on the nightstand.










Delilah flushed, tucking herself deeper under the covers.










"Morning, Daddy," she whispered.










The word slipped out natural and easy, and the way Jack’s eyes darkened made her stomach flip.










He sat on the edge of the bed, reaching out to brush her hair back from her face.










"You slept like a rock," he murmured.










Delilah blushed harder.










"I was tired," she mumbled.










Jack chuckled, low and warm.










"I bet you were."










He kissed her forehead, then pulled back slightly, his hand lingering on her cheek.










"But now you’re awake," he said, his voice shifting — low, serious, commanding.










"And it’s time for Daddy to teach you a few lessons."










Delilah shivered under his gaze.










"L-lessons?" she stammered.










Jack nodded slowly.










"Obedience," he said simply.










"Submission."










"Trust."










Each word dropped heavy into the space between them, sending delicious shivers down her spine.










Delilah nodded, her throat dry.










"I’ll be good," she whispered.










"I want to be good for you."











Jack smiled — slow, proud.










"I know you do, Princess," he murmured.










"And Daddy’s going to show you exactly how good it feels to give up every last bit of control."














He started slow.










Gently.










Jack pulled her into his lap, straddling his thighs, his big hands steadying her trembling body.










He kissed her forehead first.










Then her cheeks.










Then the tip of her nose.










Soft, sweet touches that made her melt even as her nerves stretched taut.










"You don’t have to think anymore," he murmured against her skin.










"You don’t have to decide."










"You just listen to Daddy."










"You just obey."










Delilah whimpered, nodding frantically.










Jack’s hands slid down her sides, lifting the oversized T-shirt she wore over her head, baring her naked body to his hungry gaze.










"So beautiful," he murmured.










"So perfect."










He shifted her slightly, guiding her arms behind her back, wrapping a soft leather belt loosely around her wrists — not tight, just enough to restrict, to remind her she was helpless and his.










Delilah gasped, her thighs pressing together.










Jack caught her chin, tilting her face up to his.










"Color, baby," he murmured.










"Green," she whispered immediately, desperate.










Jack smiled.










"Good girl."










He laid her back against the bed, arranging her just how he wanted — wrists bound behind her, legs spread wide, heart pounding out of her chest.










Delilah writhed under his gaze, feeling utterly exposed, utterly owned.










And utterly safe.










Jack stood at the foot of the bed, just watching her for a long moment, his eyes dark and greedy.










"My sweet little toy," he murmured.










"My perfect little Princess."










Delilah whimpered, her body already trembling with need.










Jack moved to the nightstand and picked up something small and sleek.










Delilah’s breath hitched when she saw it — a tiny silver bullet vibrator, identical to the one she wore during dinner.










Jack knelt between her thighs, pressing a soft kiss to the inside of her knee.










"You’re going to stay perfectly still," he said softly, teasing the tip of the bullet against her dripping folds.










"And you’re not going to come until Daddy says so."










Delilah sobbed, already trembling.










"Yes, Daddy," she whispered.










Jack smiled wickedly.










"Good girl."














The first touch was almost cruel.










The bullet buzzed to life, low and steady, vibrating directly against her most sensitive spot.










Delilah cried out, her back arching, her wrists straining helplessly against the loose tie.










Jack pinned her hips down with one big hand, holding her still.










"Obedience," he reminded her gently.










"You don’t move unless Daddy says."










Delilah whimpered, fighting the instinct to thrash.










She clenched her muscles desperately, trying to hold still as the vibrator worked her higher and higher, pleasure building in tight, unbearable waves.










"Please, Daddy," she sobbed.










Jack stroked her thigh lazily.










"Not yet, little one," he murmured.










"You’re doing so well. Daddy’s so proud of you."










Tears slipped down her cheeks — from frustration, from need, from overwhelming pride at his praise.










She wanted to be good.










She wanted to be

 

his


 
good girl more than she wanted to breathe.














Finally, when she was a trembling, sobbing mess, Jack set the vibrator aside and climbed up onto the bed, covering her small, shaking body with his larger one.










He kissed her forehead, her cheeks, her trembling lips.










"You’re mine," he whispered fiercely.










"My good, obedient little girl."










Delilah sobbed into his mouth.










"Yours, Daddy," she gasped.










Jack smiled, a slow, wicked curve of his mouth.










"And Daddy takes care of what’s his."










He slid into her with one long, slow thrust, filling her so completely it stole the breath from her lungs.










Delilah sobbed in relief and pleasure, her body clinging to him instinctively.










Jack moved slowly, deliberately, each thrust a deep, claiming stroke that left her more wrecked, more his, more

 

owned


 
.










"You’re so good," he murmured against her ear.










"So perfect for Daddy."










Delilah writhed helplessly under him, desperate, frantic, shattered by how much she needed him.










"Please, Daddy," she sobbed.










"Please let me come."










Jack kissed her fiercely.










"Now, baby," he growled.










"Come for Daddy."










Delilah shattered, her whole body convulsing under him, pleasure crashing over her in violent, endless waves.










Jack followed moments later, groaning her name against her neck, holding her tight as he emptied himself inside her.














Afterward, he untied her wrists, gathering her boneless body into his arms, stroking her hair as she sobbed quietly against his chest.










"You’re so good for me, Princess," he murmured.










"So brave."










"So beautiful."










Delilah clung to him, heart bursting with love and pride and belonging.










She wasn’t just Jack’s little girl.










She was his everything.










And he was hers.










Forever.









Chapter Nine: A Brat’s Breakdown










Delilah knew she was spiraling.










She could feel it — that tight, panicky knot in her chest growing bigger with every passing hour.










It had been three days since she spent the night wrapped in Jack’s arms, three days since she called him Daddy without hesitation, since he coaxed her through one of the most intense orgasms of her life with nothing but his mouth and his praise.










And it had terrified her.










How easy it was.










How natural it felt.










How much she

 

needed


 
him.










So instead of leaning into it — into him — she did what Delilah always did when she got scared.










She ran.










Or at least, she tried.














It started small.










Ignoring his texts for a few hours.










Snapping at him when he called to check on her.










Making up flimsy excuses why she couldn’t meet for coffee or dinner.










Each time she saw his name flash across her screen, her heart twisted with guilt and longing.




But she couldn’t stop herself.










Because if she let him in all the way…




If she let herself fall…










She didn’t know if she’d ever get back up again.










And Delilah wasn’t sure she could survive another heartbreak.














By Saturday night, she was full-blown reckless.










A few of her old friends dragged her to a loud, smoky bar downtown — the kind of place she hadn’t stepped foot in since before Jack started pulling her into his world of structure and safety.










Delilah knew she didn’t belong here anymore.










She knew she was acting out.










But she ordered a drink anyway — something strong and sweet — and another after that.










When a group of guys started hovering near their table, she didn’t push them away.










She smiled.










She flirted.










She laughed too loudly, drank too much, let herself pretend — for a few fleeting, desperate hours — that she wasn’t missing Jack so badly it hurt.














It was nearly midnight when her phone buzzed in her tiny purse.











Daddy: Where are you.











Three words.










Simple.










Terrifying.










Delilah’s heart seized.










Another buzz immediately after:











Daddy: You have two minutes to answer me or I’m coming to find you.











Her hands shook as she fumbled for her phone.










Too late.










When she looked up, Jack was already there — filling the entrance to the bar like a thundercloud, dark and furious and terrifyingly calm.










Delilah’s stomach dropped.










One of the guys at her table — a blond idiot with too much cologne — stood up like he was about to say something.










Jack didn’t even look at him.










One look — one dark, blistering look — and the guy backed down without a word.










Jack’s eyes found hers across the crowded bar, pinning her in place.










Delilah froze, heart hammering.










She didn’t even think to argue when he stalked across the room, grabbed her gently but firmly by the wrist, and pulled her out into the cool night air.














The second they were outside, Delilah tried to jerk free.










"I’m not a child!" she snapped, the alcohol making her reckless and stupid.










Jack didn’t flinch.










He backed her up against the brick wall of the bar with nothing but the force of his presence, towering over her without touching her.










His voice was low, lethal.










"No," he said.




"You’re my little girl."










Delilah’s eyes stung.










"You don’t own me," she hissed.










Jack’s jaw ticked, but he stayed maddeningly calm.










"Don’t I?" he murmured.




"You didn’t seem to mind being mine when you were crying Daddy into my mouth three nights ago."










Her whole body flinched.










Tears welled in her eyes.










"I didn’t ask for this," she whispered brokenly.










Jack’s expression softened — just a fraction.










"I know," he said.










He lifted a hand — slowly, giving her every chance to push him away — and cupped her cheek, his thumb brushing the hot tear slipping down her skin.










"But you

 

needed


 
it," he murmured.










"You needed someone to see you. To take care of you. To love you even when you’re being a little hellcat."










Delilah shook her head frantically.










"No one ever stays," she choked out.










Jack’s hand tightened on her face, not enough to hurt — just enough to ground her.










"I’m not leaving," he said fiercely.










"I’m not scared of your brattiness. I’m not scared of your walls. I’m

 

sure as hell


 
not scared of how much you need me."










Delilah let out a strangled sob.










Jack pulled her into his chest, wrapping his arms around her so tight she could barely breathe — and she didn’t want to.










She clung to him, fists twisting in his shirt, sobbing against his chest as all the fear and anger and heartbreak she’d been bottling up poured out.










Jack just held her.










Rocked her.










Stroked her hair.










"I’ve got you, baby," he whispered into her hair.










"Let it out. Daddy’s got you."










She cried until there was nothing left.










Until she was a shaking, exhausted mess in his arms.










Only then did Jack tilt her chin up, forcing her to meet his steady, unbreakable gaze.










"You don’t have to run anymore," he said softly.










"You’re mine now."










Delilah nodded, too spent to fight it anymore.










"Yours," she whispered.










Jack smiled — small and soft and

 

so proud


 
.










"Good girl," he murmured.










"And you’re never gonna be alone again."










He scooped her up into his arms — effortlessly, like she weighed nothing — and carried her to his truck, cradling her against his chest like something precious.










Delilah tucked her head under his chin, breathing in the scent of him, the safety of him, and finally — finally — let herself believe it.










She was Daddy’s little girl.










And she wasn’t going anywhere.









Chapter Ten: Daddy’s Little Girl










The world outside Jack’s truck disappeared.










Delilah curled against his chest as he drove, the low rumble of the engine and his steady heartbeat calming the last of her frantic, broken sobs.










She didn’t know how he always knew what she needed — even when she didn’t know herself.










She only knew she couldn’t imagine facing the world without him.










Not anymore.










Jack carried her into his house without a word, kicking the door closed behind him.










He set her down gently in the living room, his big hands cradling her waist like she might break if he squeezed too hard.










Delilah stood there, shaking, lost.










Jack cupped her face between his palms, tilting her chin up so she had to meet his eyes.










"You’re mine, little girl," he said quietly, fiercely.










"No running. No hiding. You hear me?"










Delilah nodded, blinking fast to keep fresh tears from spilling down her cheeks.










"I hear you, Daddy," she whispered.










Jack’s eyes softened.










He kissed her forehead — a slow, lingering kiss full of promises — and then stepped back, his voice dropping into something low and commanding.










"Strip," he said simply.










Delilah obeyed without hesitation, pulling her dress over her head and letting it puddle on the floor.










She stood there in nothing but plain cotton panties and the thin silver choker he’d given her, trembling under the weight of his gaze.










Jack’s mouth curled into a slow, satisfied smile.










"Good girl," he murmured.










"My perfect little one."










He pulled a soft, oversized T-shirt from a nearby drawer — one of his — and slipped it over her head, the hem brushing the tops of her thighs.










Then he scooped her back into his arms and carried her upstairs, cradling her against his chest like the most precious thing he’d ever held.










Delilah tucked her face against his throat, breathing him in, letting herself be carried, protected,

 

owned


 
.










She didn’t need to fight anymore.










Daddy had her.














In the bedroom, Jack set her gently on the bed and moved around the room with easy confidence, dimming the lights, turning down the sheets, making the space soft and safe.










Delilah watched him through heavy-lidded eyes, her heart swelling with a fierce, aching love.










When he returned to her side, Jack sat on the edge of the bed and tugged her into his lap, cradling her against his chest.










"You belong to Daddy now," he said softly.










"Every inch of you. Every thought. Every fear."










Delilah nodded, whimpering.










Jack kissed the top of her head.










"And Daddy’s going to take care of you, little girl," he murmured.










"Starting right now."














He helped her into the bed, tucking the blankets around her, making sure she was warm and comfortable.










Then he pulled out a little notebook from the nightstand — something he must have prepared earlier — and handed it to her.










Delilah blinked at it, confused.










Jack smiled gently.










"These are your new rules," he said.










"To help you feel safe. Grounded. Loved."










Delilah’s hands shook as she opened the notebook.










Inside, in neat, blocky handwriting, were simple rules:













Daddy’s Princess Rules















●

 
       

 
Bedtime at 10:00 PM on school nights.



 









●

 
       

 
Always ask permission before leaving Daddy’s side.



 









●

 
       

 
Three proper meals a day — no skipping!



 









●

 
       

 
Honest feelings, even when scared.



 









●

 
       

 
Good girls use their words.



 









●

 
       

 
Little girls don't carry big worries alone — Daddy will always listen.



 









Tears blurred her vision.










Jack stroked her hair, soothing her.










"You don’t have to be strong all the time, baby," he said softly.










"You don’t have to pretend you’re okay when you’re not."










"You just have to be my little girl."










Delilah sniffled, clutching the notebook to her chest like it was a lifeline.










"I want to," she whispered.










"I want to be yours."










Jack kissed her forehead again.










"You already are, Princess."














Later, after she drifted into a light, hazy doze, Jack came back to her side.










He tucked something cool and delicate around her neck — a new necklace, even finer than the leather choker.










This one was a silver chain, simple but strong, with a tiny heart-shaped locket resting right over her pulse.










Inside the locket was a picture — Jack’s strong arms around her waist, his mouth pressed to her hair, her face lit up with happiness.










Delilah blinked down at it, tears slipping silently down her cheeks.










Jack smiled, brushing them away with his thumbs.










"Now you’ll always remember," he whispered.




"Even when Daddy’s not right beside you."










"You’re mine, little girl."










"And Daddy’s never letting you go."










Delilah curled into his chest, clutching the locket tightly.










And for the first time in her life, she didn’t feel lost.










She didn’t feel broken.










She felt exactly where she was meant to be.










Daddy’s little girl.










Forever.









Chapter Eleven: Naughty Games and Sweet Rewards










The next morning, Delilah woke to the delicious feeling of Jack's fingers stroking lazily through her hair.










She blinked up at him, still tangled in the sheets, her body aching in all the best ways from the night before.










Jack smiled down at her, lazy and satisfied, the pad of his thumb brushing across the heart-shaped charm resting at the base of her throat.










"Good morning, my pretty little one," he murmured.










Delilah blushed and tucked her face against his chest, her heart swelling.










She belonged here.










She belonged with him.










Jack chuckled low in his throat.










"You’re not getting shy on me now, are you?"










She shook her head, but her cheeks burned.










He kissed the top of her head and shifted, rolling onto his side to look at her fully.










"I think it’s time for a new game," he said casually.










Delilah's stomach flipped.










"A game?" she whispered.










Jack nodded, his eyes glinting with wicked amusement.










"You’ve proven you can behave when Daddy asks," he said, his fingers dancing lightly down her bare arm.










"But now it’s time to see if you can obey… under pressure."










Her heart pounded faster.










"What kind of pressure?" she asked, breathless.










Jack smiled — slow and dangerous.










"You’ll see."














The box appeared while she was brushing her teeth.










A small, velvet-lined box sitting innocently on the bathroom counter.










Delilah's hands trembled slightly as she opened it.










Inside was a sleek, black silicone butt plug — small but menacing, with a matching remote tucked neatly beside it.










A tiny pink bow was tied around the base.










Her knees went weak.










Jack appeared behind her in the mirror, his broad frame dwarfing hers, his hands settling lightly on her hips.










"Today’s task," he said, his voice a deep rumble against her ear,




"is to wear your new plug for Daddy. All morning."










Delilah swallowed hard, her entire body prickling with heat.










"In the house?" she whispered.










Jack smiled.










"In the house," he agreed.




"For now."










He turned her gently to face him, cupping her cheek in his big hand.










"You can say no," he reminded her, voice soft.




"But if you play, you earn rewards."










"What kind of rewards?" she asked, dazed.










Jack's smile turned wicked.










"You’ll see."














She said yes.










Of course she said yes.










Because Delilah was discovering that she

 

loved


 
these games.










Loved the way Jack challenged her, praised her, made her prove herself — only to reward her so sweetly when she pleased him.










Loved how he could make her body his playground without ever taking away her safety.










Loved how she could surrender everything and still be loved fiercely.














In the bedroom, Jack took his time preparing her.










He laid her down on the bed, her legs spread wide, and worked her open slowly — one lubed finger, then two, coaxing her body to relax, praising her with every whimper and moan.










"My good girl."










"So sweet for Daddy."










"So ready to be filled."










When he finally pressed the plug into place, Delilah sobbed, overwhelmed by the strange, full feeling.










Jack kissed her trembling thighs, rubbing soothing circles over her hips.










"Such a brave little girl," he murmured.




"Such a good toy."










He helped her sit up, smoothing her nightgown back down over her body, and handed her the tiny remote.










"For emergencies," he said, eyes dark with meaning.




"But only Daddy gets to play."










Delilah nodded frantically, her cheeks flaming.










Jack chuckled and tapped her nose lightly with his finger.










"Now go make breakfast, little one."














It was torture.










Sweet, agonizing torture.










Delilah shuffled around the kitchen in her nightgown, the plug a constant, delicious weight inside her, making her hyperaware of every step, every bend, every movement.










And Jack — the devil — just sat at the kitchen table, sipping his coffee and pretending to read the paper like he wasn’t watching her squirm.










Every few minutes, he would thumb the remote in his pocket, sending a low, teasing vibration through the plug.










Delilah gasped each time, her legs wobbling, her thighs clenching uselessly.










By the time she set his plate of pancakes in front of him, she was a flushed, panting mess.










Jack caught her wrist before she could retreat.










"Uh-uh," he said calmly.




"Come here, baby."










She shuffled closer, trembling.










Jack pulled her into his lap, settling her across his thighs.










"You’re doing so well," he murmured, stroking her hair.










"You’re Daddy’s good little girl."










Delilah whimpered, snuggling closer, her entire body begging for more praise, more touch, more

 

everything


 
.










Jack’s hand slipped under her nightgown, stroking her bare thigh.










"But you’re needy, aren’t you?" he murmured.




"Squirming so much, I bet you’re soaked."










Delilah buried her face against his neck, mortified and desperate.










Jack chuckled and cranked the plug’s vibration up a notch.










Delilah sobbed softly, her hips grinding helplessly against his thigh.










"Tell Daddy what you need," he whispered into her ear.










"Please," she gasped.




"Please touch me. Please make me come, Daddy."










Jack smiled — slow and wicked.










"Not yet."










He turned off the vibrator and lifted her off his lap, setting her back on her shaky feet.










"You’re going to eat your breakfast like a good girl," he said, utterly serious,




"and if you finish every bite without whining…"










He leaned in, his mouth brushing her ear.










"Daddy will bend you over the table and fuck you so hard you forget your own name."










Delilah whimpered, her knees wobbling dangerously.










Jack just smiled and tucked the remote back into his pocket, casual as anything.










"Eat up, little one."














It took everything she had.










Every ounce of willpower.










But she sat down at the table, legs pressed tightly together, the plug still buzzing faintly inside her, and forced herself to eat every last bite of her pancakes.










Jack watched her the whole time, his dark eyes glinting with pride and heat.










When she set her fork down with trembling fingers, he reached across the table and hooked two fingers under her choker, tugging her gently toward him.










"Good girl," he murmured.










"So good for Daddy."










Delilah's heart swelled with pride.










Before she could say anything, Jack stood, scooping her up into his arms with effortless strength.










She barely had time to squeal before he bent her over the kitchen table, flipping her nightgown up over her hips, baring her completely.










Jack stroked her plug gently, making her shiver.










"My perfect little toy," he growled.










And then he was pushing into her — thick, hot, overwhelming — filling her alongside the plug, stretching her in ways that made her mind go blank.










Delilah sobbed, clinging to the edge of the table as Jack fucked her slow and deep, praising her the whole time.










"So good."










"So beautiful."










"My perfect little girl."










When she came, she screamed his name, her whole body convulsing around him, tears of pleasure streaming down her cheeks.










Jack followed a moment later, groaning against her shoulder as he filled her up, marking her inside and out.










When it was over, he scooped her into his arms again, carrying her back to bed, murmuring soft praises against her hair.










"My sweet girl."










"My beautiful, obedient little one."










Delilah snuggled into his chest, blissed out and boneless, smiling so hard her cheeks hurt.










She had never felt so wanted.










So loved.










So completely, deliciously owned.










And she never wanted it to end.









Chapter Twelve: Trouble in Paradise










Delilah couldn’t stop smiling.










It had been a week since Jack made her his, since she accepted her new life as Daddy’s little girl — full of rules, games, rewards, and the kind of unconditional love she had never dared believe she deserved.










Every day, she woke up wearing her choker, feeling it hug her throat like a constant reminder that she was

 

his


 
.










Every night, she fell asleep wrapped in his arms, safe and owned and adored.










For once, she didn’t feel like she had to fight to be seen.










She

 

was


 
seen.










And Jack loved every bratty, messy, needy part of her.














Saturday afternoon, Jack decided to take her shopping.










"You need more little things," he said with a teasing smile.




"Pretty dresses. Soft sweaters. Things that make you feel like Daddy’s girl even when you're being a terror."










Delilah giggled and agreed eagerly, practically bouncing into the passenger seat of his truck, wearing a floaty pink sundress, white sneakers, and her choker proudly around her throat.










She didn’t even notice the way people looked at them when they walked through the mall — Jack in his rugged jeans and black T-shirt, towering over her, one hand possessively at the small of her back, guiding her through the crowds.










All she noticed was him.










The steady weight of his hand.










The heat in his gaze when she twirled for him in the dressing room.










The low growl of approval when she picked out a white, lacy bra that looked more innocent than it felt.










It was perfect.










Until it wasn’t.














They were waiting in line at the register when Delilah felt it — that prickling, heavy stare.










She glanced up and saw a woman a few spots behind them, whispering to her friend, not even trying to hide the judgment dripping from her expression.










Her eyes flicked from Delilah’s short dress to the little choker around her neck — and then to Jack, standing behind her with his hand casually hooked in the waistband of her skirt.










The woman sneered.










"Disgusting," she hissed, just loud enough for Delilah to hear.




"He could be her father."










Her friend snorted in agreement.










"Probably some pervert. Look at that collar. She’s basically advertising."










Delilah froze.










Shame slammed into her like a freight train.










Her cheeks burned, her stomach twisting painfully.










She wanted to run.




Hide.




Disappear.










Jack must have felt the way she stiffened, because his hand tightened on her waist instantly.










He bent low, his mouth brushing her ear.










"Eyes on me, little girl," he murmured, calm and steady.










Delilah swallowed hard, blinking up at him with wide, glassy eyes.










Jack cupped her cheek gently, tilting her face toward him, forcing her to meet his gaze.










"You are perfect," he said, voice low and fierce.










"You are mine."










"You have

 

nothing


 
to be ashamed of."










Tears welled in her eyes, but she nodded, clutching his shirt like a lifeline.










Jack kissed her forehead — slow and deliberate — then turned to face the two women still whispering and sneering behind them.










Without raising his voice, without a trace of anger, he said:










"I take care of her.




I protect her.




I love her."










His voice was calm, lethal, undeniable.










"And unless you want to find out how Daddy protects what’s his," he added with a slow, dangerous smile,




"I suggest you mind your own business."










The woman paled, grabbing her friend’s arm, and they both turned away hastily, pretending to be very interested in a nearby display of scarves.










Jack turned back to Delilah like nothing had happened.










Like she hadn’t almost crumbled right there on the spot.










He tucked her under his arm, shielding her with his body as they paid for their things and left the store.














It wasn’t until they were in the truck, the engine rumbling beneath them, that Delilah finally broke.










Tears slipped down her cheeks in hot, silent streams.










Jack caught her hand instantly, lacing their fingers together.










"Talk to me, little one," he said softly.










Delilah sniffled, hating how small she felt.










"I just…" she whispered, voice cracking.




"I don’t want people to think I’m… wrong. Dirty."










Jack’s whole body tensed.










He pulled the truck over into an empty parking lot, threw it in park, and turned to face her fully.










"You listen to me," he said, his voice low but burning with intensity.










"There is nothing wrong about you. Nothing dirty. Nothing shameful."










He reached out and cupped her face in both hands, thumbs brushing away her tears.










"You are a beautiful, strong, precious little girl," he said fiercely.




"And anyone who can’t see that can go straight to hell."










Delilah sobbed, clinging to his wrists.










Jack kissed her forehead, her cheeks, the tip of her nose, showering her in soft, soothing touches until she melted into him.










He pulled her into his lap, wrapping his arms tight around her, rocking her gently.










"You are mine," he murmured against her hair.




"And you’re perfect exactly the way you are."










Delilah buried her face in his neck, breathing him in, letting his steady presence chase away the ugly shame coiled in her chest.










"I’m sorry," she whispered.










Jack kissed her hair.










"You have nothing to be sorry for," he said.




"You’ve been brave, little one. So brave."










He pulled back just enough to look into her eyes.










"You trust me, don’t you?"










Delilah nodded, tears still glistening on her cheeks.










"Then trust me when I say," Jack murmured,




"I wouldn’t want you any other way."










"You’re my little girl," he said fiercely.




"My sweet, bratty, beautiful little girl."










"And you always will be."










Delilah sobbed again — but this time, it wasn’t from shame.










It was from love.










From safety.










From finally, finally believing that she was exactly where she was meant to be.










In Daddy’s arms.










Forever.









Chapter Thirteen: Daddy’s Princess










The next morning, Delilah woke to sunlight pouring through the windows and the soft, steady sound of Jack's heartbeat under her ear.










He was still holding her.










Strong arms wrapped tight around her, cradling her against his chest like something precious he couldn’t bear to let go.










Delilah smiled sleepily, nuzzling closer, her body aching deliciously from the night before.










From Jack.










From Daddy.










Her whole chest felt too full — stretched tight with so much love it almost hurt.










She didn’t want to move.










She didn’t want this to ever end.










Jack stirred beneath her, his hand sliding up her back to stroke her hair lazily.










"Morning, little girl," he murmured, voice rough with sleep.










Delilah beamed against his chest.










"Morning, Daddy."










Jack kissed the top of her head and shifted slightly, propping himself up on one elbow to look down at her.










His dark eyes were soft and warm, filled with something deep and consuming.










Pride.










Possession.










Love.










"You’ve been so good for me, Princess," he said softly, brushing a stray curl from her face.










"So brave. So perfect."










Delilah flushed, ducking her head shyly.










"I just... I just want to make you happy," she whispered.










Jack’s hand tilted her chin up until she had no choice but to meet his gaze.










"You already do," he said simply.










"Every damn day."










Delilah blinked back tears, her throat tight.










Jack smiled — a small, private thing — and reached over to the nightstand.










When he turned back, he was holding a small velvet box.










Delilah’s breath caught.










"Daddy?" she whispered.










Jack sat up fully, pulling her into his lap, cradling her easily against his chest.










"This isn’t a ring," he said, chuckling at her wide, panicked eyes.




"Not yet."










Her heart flipped at the quiet promise tucked into those two little words.










Not yet.










"But it’s something just as important," Jack continued, his voice low and serious.










He opened the box.










Inside was a delicate silver necklace — a little heavier than the choker she wore now — with a heart-shaped locket in the center.










The locket gleamed under the morning sunlight, engraved with two simple words:











Daddy’s Princess.











Delilah gasped, her hands flying to her mouth.










Jack smiled and lifted the necklace from the box, undoing the tiny clasp.










"May I?" he asked softly.










Delilah nodded frantically, tears spilling down her cheeks.










Jack removed the leather choker gently, setting it aside with reverence, and fastened the new necklace around her throat.










It was lighter, finer, but no less powerful.










A symbol.










A promise.










A claim.










Delilah touched the heart locket with trembling fingers, feeling it pulse against her skin.










Jack cupped her face in his hands.










"You’re not just my little girl anymore," he said, his voice rough with emotion.










"You’re my Princess."










"My forever."










Delilah sobbed, flinging her arms around his neck and clinging to him like she never wanted to let go.










Jack rocked her gently, kissing her hair, her cheeks, her trembling lips.










"I love you, little one," he whispered against her skin.










"So damn much it scares me."










Delilah sobbed harder, overwhelmed with love and safety and belonging.










"I love you too, Daddy," she whispered brokenly.










"So much."














Later, when the tears were dry and the world had slowed again, Jack pulled her back into bed, tucking her against his chest.










They lay there for a long time, just breathing each other in, wrapped in warmth and love.










Jack’s fingers traced lazy patterns over her back, his voice low and steady.










"You’re Daddy’s now," he murmured.










"Completely. Forever."










Delilah nodded against his chest, her heart bursting.










"And Daddy takes care of his Princess," he said, a teasing edge creeping into his voice.










Delilah giggled softly, peeking up at him.










"Even when she’s a little brat?" she teased.










Jack chuckled, a low rumble that made her toes curl.










"Especially then," he said, tapping her nose lightly.










"Brats need the most attention."










Delilah grinned, snuggling closer.










"Good," she murmured sleepily.










"Cause I plan on being a handful."










Jack laughed, wrapping his arms tighter around her.










"You’re my handful," he said, voice fierce and loving.










"And Daddy wouldn’t have it any other way."














That night, after a long lazy day of cuddling and soft kisses and whispered promises, Jack tucked her into bed like always.










But when he kissed her forehead, he lingered a little longer.










When he pulled the blankets up around her, he smoothed them like he was tucking in something fragile and precious.










And when he whispered "Goodnight, Princess," against her hair, Delilah heard everything he wasn’t saying out loud.










I’m proud of you.




I’m yours.




You’re safe.




You’re home.










And Delilah drifted off to sleep with a smile on her lips, the locket pulsing gently against her heart.










Daddy’s Princess.










Forever.









Chapter Fourteen: Home in Daddy’s Arms










The next few days slipped by in a golden haze of belonging.










Delilah found herself falling into a new rhythm — a new life — one structured around Jack’s firm hands, his quiet strength, and the soft, unshakable rules he wrapped around her like armor.










It wasn't just the games anymore.




It was everything.










The way he checked her texts if she was gone too long.




The way he picked out her clothes sometimes, laying them out neatly on the bed: soft dresses, fuzzy socks, pastel sweaters.




The way he fed her when she got distracted and forgot to eat, cutting her food into bite-sized pieces without a second thought.




The way he tucked her into bed each night with a kiss on her forehead, whispering "Daddy loves you, little girl," against her skin.










Each small act chipped away at the brittle, broken pieces inside her.










Each small act rebuilt her from the ground up.










She wasn’t just Delilah anymore.










She was Daddy’s princess.










And she had never felt more safe, more wanted, more whole.














Saturday evening found them curled up on the couch together, a movie playing quietly in the background, though Delilah couldn’t have said what it was about if her life depended on it.










She was too busy snuggling against Jack’s side, wrapped up in one of his giant flannels, bare legs tucked beneath her.










Jack's arm draped around her shoulders, his fingers stroking lazy circles into her thigh.










Delilah sighed happily, nuzzling closer, her heart swelling until it felt too big for her chest.










Jack kissed the top of her head.










"You look sleepy, princess," he murmured.










She nodded against him.










"Mm-hmm."










"Think it’s time for a bath and bed," he said, voice low and fond.










Delilah pouted up at him.










"Not tired," she lied — terribly.










Jack chuckled, brushing his knuckles lightly across her cheek.










"That’s Daddy’s decision, baby girl."










Delilah whimpered, loving the way he took control so easily, so naturally, without ever making her feel small in the wrong ways.










Only safe.










Only precious.










She nodded, surrendering without a fight.










"Yes, Daddy."










Jack scooped her into his arms with a low grunt of effort — more show than anything — and carried her toward the bathroom.










Delilah giggled, clinging to his neck, letting herself be carted around like she weighed nothing.










She loved this.










Loved being little for him.










Loved letting go.














Jack ran a warm bath, adding a few drops of lavender oil that made the room fill with soft, soothing scent.










He helped her out of the flannel, leaving her naked and shivering on the cool tile.










But before she could feel exposed or shy, Jack tugged her against him, cradling her head against his chest.










"So pretty," he murmured against her hair.










"My perfect little princess."










Delilah melted under his praise, her heart pounding in her chest.










Jack checked the water temperature carefully, then guided her into the tub, helping her settle back against the smooth porcelain.










The heat soaked into her muscles instantly, drawing a sigh from her lips.










Jack knelt beside the tub, rolling up his sleeves, his big hands moving with slow, steady care.










He picked up a cup and gently poured water over her hair, soaking the long strands, murmuring soft praises as he worked.










"My good girl."










"My sweet baby."










"My precious one."










Delilah closed her eyes, tears stinging behind her lids.










It was overwhelming — this care, this tenderness.










No one had ever touched her like this before.










No one had ever made her feel this safe.










Jack lathered shampoo into her hair, massaging her scalp with strong, gentle fingers, washing her with the same attention he gave everything else — slow, thorough, utterly focused on her.










Delilah whimpered softly, her body sinking deeper into the water, her heart cracking wide open.










Jack rinsed her hair, then picked up a soft cloth, running it carefully over her body — her arms, her legs, her belly — washing her like she was the most precious thing he’d ever been trusted to hold.










"You’re Daddy’s treasure," he whispered as he bathed her.










"My sweet little girl."










Delilah's chest ached with how much she loved him.










Loved

 

this


 
.










Loved

 

being


 
his.










When he was done, Jack pulled her carefully from the tub, wrapping her in a giant, fluffy towel and scooping her back into his arms.










He carried her to the bedroom, laying her gently on the bed, drying her off with slow, careful strokes.










Every touch, every word, every look said the same thing:





You are loved.






You are wanted.






You are safe.











When she was dry and warm, Jack tugged one of his soft T-shirts over her head — it hung down past her thighs, smelling like him — and tucked her beneath the covers.










He climbed into bed beside her, pulling her tight against his chest.










Delilah snuggled closer, sighing in contentment.










Jack kissed the crown of her head.










"Say it, princess," he murmured.










"Say who you belong to."










Delilah smiled sleepily against his chest.










"I belong to you, Daddy," she whispered.










"Good girl," Jack rumbled, pressing another kiss to her hair.










"You’re Daddy’s little princess forever."










Delilah nodded, already half-asleep, her heart bursting with quiet joy.










And as she drifted off in his arms, wrapped in his love, his rules, his protection, she knew she was finally, truly home.










Home in Daddy’s arms.










Where she belonged.










Chapter Fifteen: Happily Owned Ever After










It started with a note.










When Delilah woke up that Sunday morning, Jack wasn’t in bed beside her.




Instead, there was a small, folded piece of paper resting on his pillow, written in his neat, bold handwriting.













"Get dressed in something pretty, my Princess. Daddy’s waiting for you outside."















Her stomach flipped with excitement.










Heart racing, she pulled on a soft, white sundress and the pink cardigan Jack loved, the one that made her look even more delicate, even more his.




She smoothed her hair, her fingers trembling with anticipation, and slipped her feet into little white flats.










The whole time, the little silver heart at her throat pulsed against her skin — a constant, gentle reminder that she belonged.










She belonged to him.










And she always would.














When she stepped outside, she found Jack leaning against his truck, wearing a crisp button-up shirt and dark jeans, looking so handsome her knees nearly buckled.










He smiled when he saw her — that slow, devastating smile that made her feel like the most beautiful thing in the world.










"You ready, Princess?" he asked, holding out his hand.










Delilah nodded, placing her small palm in his without hesitation.










Jack led her down a small trail behind his property, the trees thick and green overhead, dappled sunlight filtering through the leaves.










He didn’t say much, just held her hand tightly, his thumb stroking slow, steady circles over her skin.










Finally, they emerged into a clearing.










And Delilah gasped.










It was beautiful.










A blanket spread out under a giant oak tree.




A little picnic basket sitting to the side.




Candles flickering even in the soft daylight, casting a golden glow over everything.










In the center of the blanket sat a small, black velvet box.










Delilah’s heart stopped.










She turned to Jack, wide-eyed, her breath caught in her chest.










He smiled down at her, cupping her face in his hands.










"You’re everything I ever wanted, little girl," he said softly.




"And I want the world to know you’re mine."










Tears welled in her eyes.










Jack kissed her forehead, then dropped to one knee, picking up the box.










He opened it carefully, revealing a new collar — finer, more beautiful than the leather choker she wore now.










This one was delicate silver, intricate and shining, with a tiny heart-shaped lock at the center.










Her breath hitched.










Jack’s voice was steady as he spoke:










"This is your forever collar, Princess.




It means you’re mine. Always.




Not just my little girl.




Not just my Princess."










"My everything."










Delilah sobbed, unable to hold it back.










Jack smiled, his own eyes suspiciously bright.










"Will you wear it for me, baby girl?" he whispered.




"Will you be mine forever?"










She nodded frantically, choking on a half-laugh, half-sob.










"Yes, Daddy," she whispered.










"Forever."










Jack’s hands were steady as he unclasped the new collar and fastened it around her throat, the silver cool against her flushed skin.










When it clicked into place, Delilah let out a shaky breath, her whole body trembling with the force of her emotions.










Jack rose to his feet and pulled her into his arms, lifting her off the ground, spinning her around while she laughed and cried into his neck.










"You’re mine," he growled into her hair.




"My good girl. My sweet little Princess. My whole damn heart."










Delilah clung to him, feeling like she might fly apart from happiness.










"I love you, Daddy," she sobbed.










"I love you so much."










Jack kissed her hard, sealing the promise between them.














Later, back at the house, he showed her exactly what forever meant.










He stripped her slowly, reverently, undressing her like he was unwrapping something sacred.










Delilah knelt before him without being asked, offering herself up with wide, adoring eyes.










Jack stroked her hair, his thumb brushing over the new collar shining at her throat.










"So beautiful," he murmured.




"So perfect."










He undressed too, letting her see all of him, trusting her with everything he was.










Then he lifted her into his arms and carried her to bed, laying her out across the sheets like something precious.










"You’re Daddy’s," he said fiercely, settling between her thighs.










"Only Daddy’s."










Delilah whimpered, nodding frantically.










"Yours," she gasped.




"Forever."










Jack slid into her slowly, filling her completely, his hands framing her face, forcing her to look into his eyes as he moved inside her.










Slow.










Deep.










Claiming her all over again.










Every thrust was a vow.




Every kiss was a promise.




Every whispered "good girl" was a brand burned into her soul.










Delilah clutched at him, sobbing his name as he pushed her higher and higher, pleasure crashing over her in dizzying, overwhelming waves.










When she came, it wasn’t just her body that shattered — it was everything.










Every wall.










Every fear.










Every broken piece she thought she’d never be able to fix.










Jack caught her as she fell apart, wrapping her in his arms, kissing the tears from her cheeks, rocking her through the aftershocks.










When he came, it was with a deep, guttural growl, burying himself as deep inside her as he could, filling her with his heat, his love, his claim.










They clung to each other afterward, panting, trembling, wrapped in a cocoon of sweat and love and devotion.










Jack kissed her forehead, her cheeks, the tip of her nose.










"My Princess," he whispered against her skin.










"My forever girl."










Delilah smiled through her tears, her heart so full it hurt.










She had never known happiness could feel like this.










She had never known love could be so fierce. So tender.










So consuming.










And she knew — without a doubt — that she would spend the rest of her life in Daddy’s arms.










Exactly where she belonged.









Epilogue: Forever His










Six months later...










The sun dipped low over the horizon, painting the sky in soft pinks and golds, as Delilah wandered barefoot through the backyard, chasing fireflies with bare arms and a giggling laugh.










Jack watched her from the porch swing, one arm slung over the backrest, a cold beer sweating in his other hand.










God, she was beautiful.










Still in that little sundress — white and floaty, fluttering around her thighs like a soft promise — her silver collar gleaming proudly at her throat.










His girl.










His little one.










His Princess.










Forever.














Delilah squealed when she caught a firefly in her cupped hands, then gasped and let it go, watching it blink back into the twilight.










She turned toward the house and caught Jack’s eye, her smile wide and easy.










"Did you see, Daddy?" she called, jogging back toward him.










Jack set his beer down just in time to catch her as she launched herself into his lap, giggling breathlessly.










"I saw, baby girl," he rumbled, wrapping her up in his arms.










"Fast little thing, just like you."










Delilah giggled again, nuzzling her face against his neck.










Jack stroked her back slowly, breathing in the sweet, warm scent of her skin.










They stayed like that for a long moment, swinging gently on the creaky old porch swing, wrapped in each other.










Safe.










Home.










Finally, Jack tipped her chin up, making her look at him.










"Time for little girls to get ready for bed," he said gently.










Delilah pouted immediately.










"But I'm not tired," she whined, her bottom lip jutting out.










Jack chuckled, completely unfazed.










"Doesn’t matter, Princess. Daddy’s rules."










Delilah sighed dramatically but didn’t argue further.










She knew better by now.










Jack pressed a kiss to her forehead, then set her on her feet, giving her a little swat on the backside that made her squeal and scurry toward the house.










He followed at a lazy pace, watching her flit inside like a mischievous little fairy.










His heart felt too big for his chest.










God, he loved her.














Upstairs, Delilah was already in the bathroom, brushing her teeth and humming under her breath when Jack found her.










She wore one of her favorite nightgowns — soft cotton, pink, with tiny white hearts scattered across it — and her hair was still wild from running outside.










Jack leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed, just watching her.










She caught his reflection in the mirror and blushed, smiling shyly around her toothbrush.










"Ready for inspection?" she asked when she finished, spitting and rinsing.










Jack nodded.










She held out her hands, letting him check her fingernails for cleanliness.




Turned around so he could tug up her nightgown and check that she was properly diapered — even though she didn’t really need them, not yet, but Jack liked her feeling little and safe at night.










Delilah squirmed under the attention, but Jack just kissed the top of her head.










"Good girl," he murmured.










"My good little Princess."














Later, tucked into bed, Delilah cuddled against Jack’s chest, her head resting over his heart.










He ran his fingers slowly through her hair, feeling her body soften and melt against him.










"You were such a good girl today," he said softly.










Delilah smiled sleepily against his chest.










"I tried really hard," she whispered.










Jack kissed her temple.










"I know, baby. Daddy’s so proud of you."










She whimpered happily, burrowing closer.










Jack smiled into the darkness.










"I love you, little one," he whispered.










"Always. Forever."










Delilah lifted her head, blinking up at him with wide, shining eyes.










"I love you too, Daddy," she whispered.










"Forever and ever."










Jack caught her mouth in a soft, slow kiss — not rushed, not hungry — just pure, sweet devotion.










When they finally pulled apart, Delilah settled back down with a happy sigh, one hand clutching the heart-shaped lock at her throat.










Her forever collar.










Her forever home.










Safe.










Wanted.










Loved.










Exactly where she was always meant to be.
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