

Whispers of the Little Secret (ddlg story)

A Taboo DDLG Erotic Thriller of Forbidden Daddy Dom

Shy librarian Clara connects anonymously with 'DaddyJax' on a discreet app, leading to virtual sessions of soft DDLG play that evolve into real-life meetings filled with pacifiers, stories, and tender dominance. As she navigates her awakening little space, their relationship blossoms amid secrecy and stolen moments. Ultimately, vulnerability turns their fantasy into a profound, loving dynamic.


Before You Begin…

Thank you for picking up one of my stories.
You being here means more than you know.

Every book I write is meant to pull you deeper into a world of desire, control, and delicious surrender — and I’m thrilled you decided to step inside.

As a thank-you, I’ve put together something special for you:
a free bonus book


If you’d like it, you can download it here:


https://offer.pollybane.com/e9xl9fcjcb 

It’s my way of saying thank you for reading, and welcome to the darker, softer, sexier side of my imagination.

Enjoy the story. You’re in good hands now.
– Polly Bane


Chapter 1: The Hidden App on My Phone

God, where do I even start?

My hands are trembling just thinking about it, fingers hovering over the keys like they're afraid to spill the truth.

I'm Clara. Clara Thompson, twenty-eight, the mousy librarian who stacks books in the quiet corners of Elmwood Public Library, the one who blushes crimson when a patron asks for something in the romance section.

My life is a series of soft routines: cardigans buttoned to the throat, sensible flats clicking faintly on linoleum floors, herbal tea steaming in a chipped mug as I catalog returns under fluorescent lights that buzz like judgmental bees.

It's safe. Predictable. And so fucking lonely it aches like a bruise I can't see.


A Life of Quiet Loneliness

Every day blends into the next.

Wake at 6:45 a.m., black coffee in a thermos, bus ride with my nose in a novel—usually something historical, nothing too steamy.

Work from nine to five, recommending classics to blue-haired retirees and helping wide-eyed kids find picture books about adventurous rabbits.

Lunch is a yogurt in the break room, eaten alone while scrolling job listings I never apply for.

Home to my one-bedroom apartment on the edge of town, microwave dinners, and Netflix reruns until my eyelids droop.

No dates, no wild weekends.

My last boyfriend was in college—Mark, who called me "frigid" when I wouldn't jump into bed on the third date.

That word stuck, burrowed into my chest like a splinter. Frigid.

Maybe he was right.

I fantasize, oh God do I fantasize, but in the dark, under covers pulled to my chin, my hands wander tentatively, chasing whispers of something I can't name.

Something soft and forbidden, where I'm small and cared for, tucked in and cherished.

Pathetic, right? The shy girl with a secret itch she scratches alone.

Loneliness isn't just empty evenings; it's a hollow throb in my core, a yearning for arms that know how to hold without demanding.

I've tried dating apps—the vanilla ones. Swiped right on nice guys with gym selfies and bios promising "adventure."

But the chats fizzle: "Hey, what do you do?" "Librarian." Crickets.

Or worse, the ones who push too fast, sending dick pics that make me delete the app in a panic.

I crave escape, something hidden, something that lets me be... me. Not the buttoned-up Clara, but the girl who dreams of bedtime stories and gentle commands.

DDLG.

The letters flickered in my browser history months ago, stumbled upon during a late-night spiral. Daddy Dom/Little Girl.

It sounded dirty at first, twisted, but the more I read—forums, anonymous confessions—the more it sang to that empty space inside.

Being little. Safe. Owned in the sweetest way.

I bookmarked sites, bookmarked toys on discreet websites—pacifiers shaped like stars, stuffies with velvety fur—but never bought. Never dared.  


The Night I Took the Leap

Tonight, though? Tonight is different.

It's Friday, 11:47 p.m., and the apartment feels like a cage.

Rain patters against the window, blurring the streetlights into hazy halos.

I've paced the living room in my oversized sleep shirt—the one with faded kittens on it—wine glass empty on the coffee table.

My phone sits there, mocking me.

"Fuck it," I whisper to the empty room, heart pounding like a drum in my ribs.

I download the app. LittleWhispers. Discreet, anonymous, for "ageplay connections only." No real names, no faces unless you choose. Profiles vanish if you ghost. Perfect for a coward like me.

My thumbs fly, nerves electric.

Username: ClaraBear.

Profile pic: a blurry photo of a teddy bear on a pillow, my hand just visible clutching its paw.

Bio: "Shy 20-something little seeking gentle Daddy for chats, stories, and cuddles. New to this, be kind. No pics yet."

Age slider to 28, kinks: soft DDLG, pacis, bedtime routines, praise.

I hit submit, and it's done. No going back.

The app loads, a soft pastel interface with cartoon hearts and whispers icons. Matches nearby? Scanning...

My breath catches. Notifications ping: three likes already.

But one stands out—DaddyJax.

His profile: "Experienced Daddy, 35, patient and firm. Love nurturing my little with stories, rules, and endless cuddles. East Coast. Let's whisper secrets."

No face, just a strong hand holding a storybook, thumb stroking the page tenderly. Verified. 98% match.

My stomach flips. Do I message? Block? God, Clara, you're ridiculous.

But my finger taps his profile. "Say hi?" it prompts.

Hi, DaddyJax? No, too forward. Hey there. Lame.

I type: "H-hi. ClaraBear here. Your profile made me smile."

Send. Now wait.


Whispers in the Dark

Seconds stretch like hours.

I flop onto the couch, hugging a pillow, staring at the screen. What if he ignores me? What if he's a creep?

The phone buzzes. Him.

DaddyJax: "Hello, little one. ClaraBear—such a sweet name. I love the teddy in your pic. Does he have a name? I'm Jax, your potential Daddy if you'd like. How are you feeling tonight?"

Oh God. His words wrap around me like a warm blanket. Gentle, not pushy.

My cheeks burn; I can feel the flush creeping down my neck.

I type back, fingers clumsy:

"His name is Mr. Whiskers. I'm feeling... restless. First time on here. Nervous but excited? "

DaddyJax: "Mr. Whiskers is a fine guardian for my brave girl. First time is always special. Tell Daddy why you're restless, princess. No judgments here."

Princess. The word hits like a spark, igniting something low in my belly.

I bite my lip, glancing at the rain-streaked window. Honesty or play it safe? This is anonymous.

"Work was long. I'm a librarian IRL. Always surrounded by books but feel so alone at home. Dream of someone to... tuck me in? Read me stories?"

DaddyJax: "A librarian little! Perfect. All those stories waiting for you. I'd love to tuck you in, ClaraBear. Imagine: lights dim, you in your jammies, paci between those pretty lips, Daddy's voice soothing you to sleep. What kind of stories do you crave, babygirl?"

Heat floods me. Jammies. Paci.

My thighs press together instinctively, a soft ache building.

I've never said this aloud, not even to myself fully.

"Fairy tales? With happy endings. Where the little girl gets rescued and cared for. And... praise. Being told I'm good."

DaddyJax: "Mmm, good girl for sharing. You're already pleasing Daddy. Fairy tales it is. Once upon a time, there was a shy little bear named Clara, lost in a big library of worries. One night, a kind Daddy found her, scooped her up, and whispered, 'You're safe now, princess. Daddy's got you.' She'd suckle her paci, listen to his stories, and drift off with a full heart. Sound nice?"

Tears prick my eyes. It's everything. Simple, tender, wrapping my loneliness in silk.

"Yes, Daddy. So nice. Makes me feel... warm."

DaddyJax: "That's my good little bear. Tell Daddy more about you. What's your safe word if we play? And do you have a paci yet?"

Safe word. Real. This is real.

"Yellow for slow, red for stop. No paci yet... but thinking about it. Blushing hard now"

DaddyJax: "Perfect choices, princess. We'll get you a pretty one soon. Imagine it—soft silicone, clipping to your collar, Daddy popping it in when you're fussy. You're doing so well opening up. Proud of you."

Collar. The word sends a shiver down my spine, straight to my core.

I'm wet. Undeniably, shamefully wet, just from words on a screen.

My hand slips under my shirt, brushing cotton panties, but I pull back. Not yet. Not without permission, even if it's fantasy.

We chat for what feels like minutes but the clock says an hour.

He asks about my day—gently draws out the monotony, praises my patience with "those noisy library monsters" (kids, he guesses right).

I confess my stuffie collection: Mr. Whiskers, a floppy bunny named Hopper, a unicorn called Sparkle.

He names rules lightly: "Good girls message Daddy goodnight. No screens after bedtime."

I giggle, actually giggle, alone in my dim apartment.

DaddyJax: "What's your favorite bedtime snack, little one?"

"Me? Warm milk? Or cookies if I'm extra good."

Childish, vulnerable. Me.

DaddyJax: "Daddy will make you both. Now, be a good girl and tell me one secret fantasy. Whisper it to Daddy."

My heart hammers. Secret. The deepest one.

"I... want to be held on your lap, dressed in a diaper—no, wait, just pull-ups maybe? Sucking my thumb while you stroke my hair and say I'm your perfect little."

Send. Exposed. Raw.

Silence for thirty agonizing seconds.

DaddyJax: "Oh, princess. That's beautiful. Daddy's lap is waiting for that exact moment. You'd feel so safe, so little, so loved. You're mine to cherish. Goodnight kiss for my brave bear?

"Yes, Daddy. Kiss goodnight?"

But it's late, past midnight. Work tomorrow. Yet I don't want it to end.


Rules and Revelations

Our chat flows deeper.

He shares a bit—not much, keeps the mystery: "I've cared for littles before, always soft, always consensual. Love the trust-building."

I reveal more: how I color in secret journals, crave structure amid chaos. "Library life's organized, but my head's a mess. Need rules."

DaddyJax: "Daddy gives rules: Bed by 11 p.m. on weeknights. Morning check-ins. And tonight? Send Daddy a goodnight message. Prove you're hooked."

Hooked. He knows. I am.  


Hooked and Hungering

The rain slows to a drizzle.

My body's humming, nipples tight against my shirt, pussy throbbing with neglected need.

This is more intimate than any touch.

I type, hesitating only a second:

> "Goodnight, Daddy. Thank you for making me feel little. Dream of your stories? ClaraBear"

> DaddyJax: "Goodnight, my perfect little bear. Sweet dreams. Daddy's waiting for more whispers tomorrow. Sleep tight. "

I set the phone down, but pick it up again.

Screenshot the chat—no, delete that thought.

Instead, I hug Mr. Whiskers tight, burying my face in his fur.

The ache between my legs pulses, demanding.

My hand drifts down, finally, slipping into damp panties.

Slow circles on my clit, imagining Jax's voice: "Good girl, touch for Daddy."

I come whispering "Daddy," body arching, tears on my cheeks.

Release, but not relief. Hunger.

Sleep comes fitful, dreams of storybooks and strong arms.

Morning light filters in; alarm blares. Work.

But first, the app. One new message.

> DaddyJax: "Morning, princess. Did my little sleep well? Tell Daddy everything."

I'm hooked. Utterly, dangerously.

And as I type back, shelving fantasies away for cardigans and Dewey decimals, I know—this is just the first whisper.

The little secret's alive, waiting in the dark.


Chapter 2: First Whispers in the Dark

God, it's happening. My heart's pounding like a drum in my chest as I stare at my phone screen in the dim glow of my bedside lamp.

It's been three days since I first messaged DaddyJax on that hidden app—the one tucked away in a folder labeled "Recipes" because, let's face it, no one questions a girl's spice cabinet.

That shy "Hi" from Chapter 1 felt like jumping off a cliff. Now? Now we're whispering in the dark, and it's unraveling me from the inside out.

I'm curled up in bed, the sheets tangled around my legs like they're trying to hold me back from this madness. The library shift today was endless—sorting returns, smiling politely at patrons who think my flushed cheeks are from the heat. If only they knew.

My phone buzzes, and there it is: a notification from him. Not text. A voice note. My breath catches. I hit play before I can talk myself out of it.

His voice. Deep, gravelly, like warm honey poured over gravel.

"Good evening, little one. Daddy's thinking about you. Have you been a good girl today?"

Oh fuck. The words slither into my earbuds, wrapping around my spine. Little one. It's so simple, so soft, but it sends shivers racing down to my toes.

I press my thighs together, feeling that familiar ache bloom low in my belly. I'm Clara, the girl who blushes at romance novels, but this? This is me cracking open.

I fumble for the record button, my voice coming out breathy and small.

"Hi, DaddyJax. I... I was good. Stacked books all day. Missed hearing from you."

I send it, then bury my face in my pillow, mortified. What if he thinks I'm pathetic?

But seconds later, another voice note pings back.

"That's my good girl. Daddy's proud. Tell me, little one—what makes your heart go all soft and fuzzy? A favorite story, maybe? Something to tuck you in with?"

I bite my lip, hard enough to taste copper. Bedtime stories. God, I've fantasized about this forever—being read to like a child, safe and small, while someone big and strong takes care of everything.

My fingers fly over the keys first, then I record:

"Stories. I love bedtime stories. The kind with happy endings and magic. Please, Daddy?"

His reply is instant, another voice note that I play on loop.

"Mmm, perfect. Daddy's going to make you one special just for you. Close your eyes, little one. Listen close."


Bedtime Bliss and Awakening Desires

The audio that follows is five minutes of pure bliss. His voice paints a world where a lost little bunny finds her way home to a cozy burrow, with a Daddy rabbit who tucks her in with kisses and cuddles.

"And the little bunny sighed, safe in her Daddy's arms, sucking on her paci as the stars twinkled goodnight."

Paci. The word hits me like a spark. I've never owned one—never dared—but now? My core clenches.

By the end, I'm panting, one hand slipped under my panties, circling slow. I come whispering "Daddy," and it's the dirtiest, sweetest secret I've ever kept.

That night sets the rhythm. Daily chats turn into rituals.

Mornings start with his voice note:

"Rise and shine, little one. Daddy wants you hydrated—drink your water like a big girl."

I do, snapping a pic of my glass with a shy smiley.

Evenings?

"Time for coloring, princess. Grab those crayons and show Daddy your masterpiece."

I don't have crayons—yet—but I download a kids' app, doodle unicorns and hearts, send them with captions like "For you, Daddy. Did I do good?"

He praises me every time.

"Such pretty colors, babygirl. Daddy loves it. Here's your rule for today: No grown-up worries after 8 PM. That's little time only."

Rules. Playful at first, but they sink into me like roots.

By day four, I'm counting down library closing time, my mind drifting to him while shelving fantasy novels. What would it be like if he were here, pulling me onto his lap amid the stacks?

That afternoon, alone in the back room, I do something reckless. The paci fantasy from his story won't leave me alone, so I'd ordered a cheap one overnight—soft pink silicone, arriving in discreet packaging that very morning.

I stashed it in my purse like contraband. Now, with the door locked, I pop it into my mouth.

Silicone nipple against my tongue, I suckle gently, eyes fluttering shut. It's embarrassing, infantilizing, perfect.

My free hand wanders down, rubbing through my skirt as I imagine his voice:

> "That's it, little one. Suck for Daddy."

Heat floods me, and I rock against my palm, paci muffling my whimpers. Little space—I've read about it online, lurking in forums late at night. This is it. Emerging, raw, like a hidden room in my soul unlocking.

I come hard, tears pricking my eyes, then spit it out and stuff it back in my purse, cheeks burning. What am I becoming?


Rules, Rewards, and the Pull Toward Video

I confess to him that night, voice note trembling.

"Daddy... I got a paci. Tried it today. Felt so little. Is that bad?"

His response makes my knees weak. Another audio, longer this time.

"Oh, babygirl. That's not bad—that's beautiful. Daddy's so proud you trusted your feelings. Next time, tell Daddy while you're using it. Let me hear those sweet suckles."

Proud. The word wraps around me tighter than any embrace. Our chats escalate—playful rules multiply.

"Bedtime by 10, little one. No screens after."

"Coloring time every evening—Daddy checks your work."

I obey, sending pics of my digital scribbles, my real-life sketches on napkins. He sends rewards: custom stories about a little librarian who finds her Daddy in the pages of a forbidden book.

By the end of the week, the texts aren't enough. Voice notes feel too safe, too distant.

Friday night, after a particularly filthy story where the little bunny gets spanked for sneaking cookies ("Over Daddy's knee, bottom up, paci in mouth so you don't fuss"), I type:

"Daddy, I want more. Can we... video? But masks. I need to see you. Please?"

Silence. Agonizing minutes tick by. Then:

"Tomorrow night, 9 PM sharp. Wear something soft and little, princess. Daddy's mask will be leather—yours can be whatever makes you feel safe. Say your safeword now."

"Safeword?" My pulse races.

"Red for stop, yellow for slow. Got it, little one?"

"Red. Yellow. Yes, Daddy."


The Masked Video Call

Saturday drags eternally. Library's quiet—thank God—my mind a whirlwind.

I rush home, shower, slip into my softest pajamas: cotton shorts with stars, an oversized tee that swallows me. The paci sits on my nightstand like a dare.

I order a mask online, but it won't arrive, so I improvise—a silky sleep mask with lace edges, pulled up just enough to show my eyes and mouth. Hair in pigtails. God, I look ridiculous. Vulnerable. Ready.

9 PM. The app video call rings. I answer, heart slamming.

There he is—DaddyJax. Broad shoulders filling the frame, face obscured by a black leather mask that covers from nose to forehead, leaving only piercing blue eyes and a strong jaw shadowed with stubble.

His voice, live now, rumbles through my speakers.

> "Hello, little one. Look at you. So pretty for Daddy."

I whimper, the sound escaping before I can stop it.

"Daddy... hi."

My voice is tiny, the mask making me feel exposed and hidden all at once.

He leans closer, eyes darkening.

"Show Daddy your room. Spin for me, slow."

I do, camera sweeping my cozy space—bookshelves crammed with fairy tales, stuffed bear on the bed, the paci glinting accusingly.

"Good girl. Now, what's that on your nightstand?"

I freeze.

"Paci. For... little time."

"Pick it up. Suckle for Daddy. Nice and slow."

Oh God. Hands shaking, I grab it, pop it in. The suction starts tentative, then deeper, my cheeks hollowing.

His groan vibrates through me.

"Fuck, that's perfect. Listen to those sounds, babygirl. You're dripping for me already, aren't you?"

I nod, eyes locked on his. The mask hides so much, but those eyes—they own me.

"Yes, Daddy. Achy."

"Touch yourself over your shorts. Circles, like I taught you in the rules. Tell Daddy your colors."

"Green."

I mumble around the paci, hand slipping between my legs. Fabric's damp already, my hips bucking as I rub. His masked face fills my screen, commanding, tender.

> "That's my little librarian. Soaking her stars. Imagine Daddy there, reading you that bunny story while you grind on his thigh."

The image hits like lightning. I suck harder, fingers pressing firm, moans muffled.

"Daddy... please."

"Pull the shorts aside. Show me."

I hesitate, then obey, angling the camera. Pink, swollen, glistening. His breath hitches audibly.

"Christ, little one. Finger that pretty pussy. One finger, in and out, while you suck."

I slide in, gasping at the stretch. It's slick, easy, my walls fluttering. His voice drops lower.

"Good girl. Add the paci rhythm—suck in when you push deep."

I sync them, the dual sensations building fast. His masked eyes bore into me, praising:

"Look at you, blooming for Daddy. Such a good little slut in your little space."

The words tip me. I shatter, crying out around the paci, thighs quaking.

He watches every twitch, murmuring,

"Come for Daddy. Let it all out."

As I float down, panting, he smiles—crooked, wicked.

"Now, clean that finger. Tastes like mine."

I do, shyly licking, tasting myself. His growl approves.

"Perfect. Bedtime story next? Or do you want Daddy to tuck you in another way?"

We talk after—soft, no masks in words. He shares glimpses:

"I'm Jax. Travel a lot for work. But you're my secret now."

No face, no full names, but real enough to blur the lines. Fantasy bleeding into something tangible, his voice echoing in my bones.

I end the call tucked under covers, paci back in, his goodnight voice note playing:

"Sleep tight, little one. Dream of Daddy."

But as sleep pulls me, doubt whispers. What if he wants more? What if I do?  

Panic spikes Sunday morning. A text from my library colleague:

"Clara, saw you smiling at your phone all week. Secret boyfriend?"

How long can I hide this?

And then, my phone pings with a delivery alert—a plain brown box on my doorstep, no return address. My fingers tremble as I tear it open in the car, revealing a pacifier far finer than my cheap one, with a note: "For my good girl."


Chapter 3: Pacifier Promises

God, I can't stop touching it. My fingers trace the smooth, glossy edge of the pacifier, the one that arrived in that plain brown box this morning—no return address, just my name scrawled in neat, commanding script on the label. "For my good girl," it said inside, tucked between layers of tissue paper that smelled faintly of lavender and something darker, like secrets wrapped in silk.

My heart slammed against my ribs when I tore it open in the back of my car, parked in the library lot during lunch. What if someone saw? What if the nosy circulation desk volunteer, Mrs. Hargrove, had peeked?

But no one did. It was mine. All mine.

And now, as the evening shadows stretch across my tiny apartment, I'm staring at my laptop screen, masked up like some forbidden Cinderella, waiting for him.

DaddyJax. The name alone makes my thighs clench. It's been three days since our first whispers in the dark, those voice notes that left me soaked and whimpering into my pillow, blurring the lines between fantasy and craving more.

We've graduated to video—masked, of course. Black lace over my eyes, just enough to hide the shy librarian from the world, but not from him. He sees everything else: the flush on my chest, the way my nipples pebble under my thin tank top, the tremble in my knees as I kneel on my bed.

Tonight, he promised something more. "Be ready, little one," his last message read. "Daddy's care package is your new world."


The Care Package

The package. Oh fuck, the package. Besides the pacifier—a soft pink one with a teddy bear emblem, sized just right for my lips—there was a stuffie.

A plush bunny, ears flopped over, named "Hopkin" according to the tag in his deep, velvety handwriting.

And the notebook. Plain black, leather-bound, with "Daddy's Rules for Clara" embossed on the front. Inside, the first page: Rule 1: Good girls journal every night. Tell Daddy how wet you got thinking of him. Rule 2: Paci goes in when you're alone and needy. No touching without permission.

My core throbs just remembering it. I've already broken Rule 2 twice today—fingering the edge of my panties under the returns desk, imagining his voice—but tonight, I'll be good. I have to be.

The app chimes. He's here.

My breath hitches as I click accept, the screen filling with his masked face—strong jaw shadowed by stubble, eyes dark and piercing through slits of black silk. He's shirtless, broad shoulders gleaming under low light, a tattoo snaking down one arm that I ache to trace.

"There's my princess," he rumbles, voice like warm honey over gravel.

"Show Daddy your gifts."

I whimper, heat flooding my cheeks.

"H-hi, Daddy."

My voice is small, breathy, nothing like the Clara who shushes rowdy teens at work.

I hold up the pacifier first, then Hopkin, clutching the bunny to my chest like a shield. His chuckle vibrates through the speakers, low and possessive.

"Good girl. You've been waiting all day, haven't you? Aching for this."

His eyes drop to my lap, where my free hand twists the hem of my skirt.

"Lift up, baby. Let Daddy see if you're wet for me already."

God, yes. I shift, propping the laptop on my pillow so he has a full view. No panties—his rule from last night.

The cool air kisses my bare pussy, slick and swollen. I spread my knees wide, skirt hiked to my hips, exposing everything. His sharp inhale makes me drip onto the sheets.

"Fuck, look at that pretty little cunny. So pink and ready. But not yet, little one. First, we play proper."

He leans back, picking up a book from off-screen—thick, illustrated, like a grown-up bedtime story.

"Daddy's going to read to you. And you're going to suck your paci like the needy babygirl you are. Can you do that for me?"

I nod frantically, popping the pacifier between my lips. It's bigger than I expected, the silicone nipple filling my mouth, pressing my tongue down. I suck tentatively, eyes locked on his through the screen.

The taste is sweet, innocent, but the way he's watching—hungry, dominant—turns it filthy. Suck, baby. Hollow those cheeks.

He starts reading, voice dropping to a soothing cadence.

"'Once upon a time, in a castle of clouds, there lived a little princess named Clara. She was shy and sweet, with big eyes that hid her secrets. But every night, her Daddy came to tuck her in...'"

The words wash over me, erotic in their tenderness. His free hand drifts down his chest, palming the thick bulge in his pants. I moan around the paci, sucking harder, hips rocking instinctively.

"'Princess Clara had a special paci,'" he continues, eyes gleaming, "'that made her feel safe and small. She'd kneel for Daddy, just like this...'"

I'm doing it now, on all fours, ass up toward the camera, Hopkin hugged tight. My pussy clenches on nothing, juices trailing down my thigh.

His voice weaves the lullaby: tales of cuddles turning to commands, her Daddy's fingers teasing her "special flower" until she begged.

"Suck deeper, babygirl. Pretend it's Daddy's cock warming that greedy mouth."

I do. God, I do. The rhythm builds—suck, release, suck—as his story darkens.

"'And when she was very good, Daddy let her touch herself. Slow circles on her clitty, while he watched.'"

His zipper rasps. He frees his cock—thick, veined, precum beading at the tip. My eyes widen behind the mask. It's huge, curving up like it was made to ruin me.

"Touch, Clara. For Daddy."

His command hits like lightning. I spit out the paci—wet string connecting it to my lips—and slide two fingers over my clit. Electric. I gasp, circling slow, just like the story.

"That's it, little one. Rub that soaked pussy. Tell Daddy how it feels."

"Nnngh—Daddy, it's... so good. Slippery, hot. I-I'm your good girl."

Words tumble out, raw and desperate. The paci dangles from my fingers; I pop it back in, muffling my whines as I grind against my hand.

His strokes match my pace—lazy pumps, thumb smearing precum. The story resumes: "'Princess came so hard for Daddy, squirting on his commands, promising to be his forever.'"

Faster now. His voice growls the words, hand blurring on his shaft.

"Edge for me, baby. Three times. Count them out around your paci."

One. I pinch my clit, thighs quaking, stopping just as the coil tightens. Suck, suck, drool slipping down my chin onto my tits.

Two. Fingers dipping inside, curling against that spot, but no—only clit, greedy girl. His laugh is wicked.

Three. I'm sobbing around the silicone, body arched, pussy fluttering wildly.

"Now, Clara. Come for Daddy. Soak those sheets like my dirty little princess."

It shatters me. The orgasm rips through, first one from his voice alone—no, with his commands, his eyes devouring me.

I scream into the paci, hips bucking, cum gushing in hot spurts. Waves crash, endless, my walls pulsing as stars burst behind my mask.

He groans, ropes of cum painting his abs, claiming his pleasure from mine.

We pant in sync, the screen our only bridge.

"Such a perfect girl," he murmurs, wiping himself lazily. "Daddy's so proud. Now, journal it all. Every filthy detail."

The call ends. I collapse, Hopkin crushed against me, paci still in. My body's humming, aftershocks rippling. But my mind—oh god, my mind is spinning.


Journal Confessions

Later, after a shower that does nothing to wash away the ache, I pull out the notebook. Rule 1 burns in my brain.

Pen in hand, legs still shaky, I start confessing. Dear Daddy, tonight you broke me open. The paci... it's humiliating and perfect. I sucked it like a baby while you read that story, your cock so big and hard because of me. I came without you even touching—first time ever. My pussy's still twitching, marked by your words. Work tomorrow will be torture. How do I stack romance novels when all I see is you owning me?

I flip back to his rules. Rule 3: No panties at work. Skirt only. Text Daddy a pic from the bathroom every hour.

Fuck. My shy facade—it's cracking.

Today at the library, I blushed when a patron asked for erotica recommendations.

"Something... gentle dominance?" I stammered, thinking of pacifiers and stuffies.

Mrs. Hargrove side-eyed me.

"You alright, dear? You look flushed."

Yeah, because under my sensible cardigan, my nipples were hard as rocks, panties soaked from rereading his messages.

Journaling it now, post-orgasm glow fading into something deeper—submission. Real, terrifying.

Who is this Clara? The one who hid the package in her tote bag like contraband, heart racing as she clocked in? The one who almost locked the staff bathroom door at noon to snap a pic of her dripping slit for him—but didn't, not yet?

Good girl, he'd replied to my earlier tease. One drop for every rule you'll memorize tonight.

I'm addicted. His care package isn't just toys; it's chains, velvet-wrapped.

The stuffie sits on my bed, watching as I write. Hopkin knows my secrets now.

And work? God, tomorrow's shift looms. I've always been the quiet one, reshelving in shadows, avoiding eye contact.

But today, shelving in the parenting section—ironic, right?—I lingered on books about bedtime routines. Imagined him reading to me in person, his breath on my neck, paci in my mouth as he fingers me slow.

What if someone notices? The way I fidget, crossing my legs to grind discreetly? Or worse—what if I want them to?

No, that's the little in me talking, the one he's awakening. Shy Clara's dying, and needy Clara's rising, paci-ready and rule-bound.

I add to the journal: Daddy, I'm scared. This feels too good, too real. What if I can't go back? What if I don't want to?


A Day of Rules

Morning comes too fast, sunlight mocking my bleary eyes. I dress per rules: knee-length skirt, blouse buttoned prim, no panties.

The draft up my skirt is constant torment, pussy lips rubbing with every step. Hopkin gets tucked into my bag—for luck, I tell myself.

At the library, it's business as usual: scanning returns, directing lost souls to self-help. But inside, I'm a live wire.

By 10 AM, first bathroom pic. Mirror selfie, skirt flipped up, fingers parting slick folds.

His reply: Dripping already? Recite Rule 4 while you rub once. No cumming.

Rule 4: Daddy's girl thanks him for every gift.

"Th-thank you, Daddy," I whisper to my reflection, circling my clit once—electric zap—then stopping, whining.

Noon break: another pic, this one with Hopkin's ear peeking from my bag.

Naughty bunny. Spank your thigh ten times for hiding him.

I do it in the stall, sharp stings blooming, turning pain to pulse between my legs.

Afternoon drags. A teen group chatters nearby; I shush them half-heartedly, mind on his voice from last night. Suck deeper.

By 3 PM pic, I'm feral, clit throbbing visibly.

Good girls earn real rewards. Tonight, video again. Prepare the paci.

Shift ends. I race home, collapsing with the notebook.

More confessions spill: Daddy, no panties made me crazy. Every breeze was you teasing. I almost came shelving books—thought of your cum on your abs, wished it was on me. Work friends noticed I'm "glowy." What am I becoming?

His ping: Mine. Video in 10. Naked except mask and paci.


Humping the Bunny

Second call. Same setup, but now I'm primed.

He inspects the marks on my thighs—faint reds from the spanking.

"Beautiful," he growls. "Story time again, babygirl. But tonight, you hump Hopkin while I read."

I straddle the stuffie, paci in, grinding my bare pussy on his soft fur. His lullaby unfolds: princesses pleasing Daddies with slow, desperate rides.

"Faster, Clara. Soak him for me."

I do, tits bouncing, moans garbled. His cock's out again, stroking in time.

"Edge twice. Journal after."

The build is agony-ecstasy. First edge: hips stuttering, bunny fur matted.

Second: tears behind the mask, begging around the paci.

Release: another gush, grinding through the orgasm as he erupts.

Panting post-call, journal open: Two tonight. Can't stop. Your voice owns my orgasms now. Scared of work tomorrow—can't hide this need. But I crave more. Rules? I'll learn them all.


Surrender Deepens

Days blur into this rhythm: package gifts anchoring my surrender.

The notebook fills—pages of Daddy, I sucked paci in bed, humped pillow thinking of you and Work was hell; fingered edge in stacks, almost caught.

My facade frays. Mrs. Hargrove comments:

"Clara, you're... different. Dating?"

I blush crimson.

"Just... reading new genres."

But the addiction solidifies. That first virtual orgasm? It rewired me. No toy, no fantasy matches his commands.

Tonight, as I prep for another masked meet—paci cleaned, Hopkin fluffed, notebook ready—I trace the next rule he added via message: Rule 5: Plan our first real touch. Suggest a public spot, masks on. Beg for it.

My pulse races. Real life? The thought terrifies and thrills.

Journal entry brewing: Daddy, I'm ready to whisper your rules in person. Meet me?

His reply chimes as I kneel: Soon, little one. But first, prove you're mine tonight. Neutral ground next—crowded café, disguises. No faces, just hands.

God, my phone buzzes like a guilty secret even now, behind the circulation desk where every glance feels like it's peeling back my layers—his words burning through me as I pretend to sort returns, lips still tingling from where I nursed the paci in the dark, whispering "Daddy" like a prayer.


Chapter 4: Shadows at the Library

God, my cheeks are burning just sitting here behind the circulation desk, pretending to sort returns while my phone buzzes like a guilty secret in my lap.

It's lunchtime at Elmwood Public Library, but who can eat when every glance over my shoulder feels like someone's about to peel back the layers of my carefully stacked facade?

I'm Clara Thompson, the reliable one, the girl who whispers book recommendations and never raises her voice above a murmur.

But today? Today, I'm a live wire, humming with the afterglow of last night's pacifier promises, my lips still tingling from where I nursed it in the dark, whispering "Daddy" to my empty room like a prayer—right before kneeling with Hopkin fluffed in my lap, tracing his new Rule 5 in my notebook: Plan our first real touch. Suggest a public spot, masks on. Beg for it.


The Forbidden Package

The package arrived this morning, tucked into my mailbox like a forbidden gift from the shadows—hours after his chime about neutral ground, crowded café, disguises, no faces, just hands.

Plain brown paper, no markings except my name in that bold, looping handwriting—DaddyJax's mark.

Inside: a pair of soft pink panties, cotton with a delicate lace trim, and pinned to them, a note.

"Wear these today at work, princess. Write 'Daddy's good girl' on the tag in your best little handwriting. Send proof by noon, or it's corner time tonight. Be brave for me."

My stomach flipped reading it, heat pooling low as I imagined slipping them on under my sensible skirt, the fabric whispering against my skin all day like his voice in my ear—his hands, soon, in real life.

I did it before my shift, locked in my apartment bathroom, marker trembling in my hand as I scrawled the words.

Snapped the photo—close-up, no face, just the pink proof with my thighs framing it like innocent bookends—and hit send on my drive over, phone mounted on the dash.

His reply came instantly: "Perfect, babygirl. Such a good little listener. How does it feel, knowing Daddy owns that secret spot while you shelve those dusty tomes?"

It feels electric. Dangerous.

Every time I shift in my chair, the lace brushes my most sensitive places, a constant, teasing reminder.

I'm wet already, have been since breakfast, and it's only 11:45.

I sneak a peek at the screen under the desk—his latest message glowing like a beacon: "Tell me what's making your cheeks pink right now, little one. Is it the panties? Or the fear of getting caught?"

I bite my lip, thumbs flying before I can overthink: "Both, Daddy. So scary but so good. Feels like you're here, touching me."

His response dots bounce, then: "That's my girl. Hold that feeling till your break. Then, edge for me in the bathroom. No cumming without permission. Prove you're mine."


Bathroom Edge and Marjorie's Suspicion

Edge. The word sends a shiver down my spine, straight to my core.

I've done it before in our chats—fingers circling, building that ache until I'm whimpering his name—but never at work.

Never with Marjorie from acquisitions eyeing me like I've grown a second head.

Speak of the devil. Here she comes now, heels clicking on the polished wood floor like judgment day approaching.

Marjorie Wilkins, fifty-something with a perm that defies gravity and eyes that miss nothing.

She's been side-eyeing me all morning, ever since I dropped a stack of romance novels—yes, the steamy ones with the ripped torsos on the covers—and fumbled my apologies.

"Clara, dear, you seem... distracted," she says, leaning over the desk, her floral perfume invading my space.

Her gaze flicks to my phone, screen mercifully dark now, but I swear she saw the glow earlier.

"Everything alright? You've been glowing like a schoolgirl with a crush. And that phone—buzzing non-stop. New boyfriend?"

My heart slams against my ribs.

I force a laugh, high and brittle, tucking a stray hair behind my ear.

"Oh, no, just... family stuff. Mom's been texting about dinner plans."

Lie. Smooth as silk, but inside I'm crumbling.

What if she saw? What if she guesses?

The librarian with her secret little side, panties marked like property under her knee-length skirt.

The thought makes my thighs clench, the damp fabric sticking to me.

Punishment panties. Daddy's claim.

Marjorie doesn't buy it.

Her lips purse, eyes narrowing behind her bifocals.

"Family, hmm? Well, snap out of it. We've got that donor event tonight—bigwigs from the city, expecting pristine. No daydreams, Clara."

She straightens, adjusts her cardigan, and marches off toward the biography section.

But not before tossing over her shoulder, "And put that phone away. It's unprofessional."

Unprofessional. The word stings, but it also ignites something defiant in me.

Who is she to police my glow?

This glow that's been building since DaddyJax first typed "good girl" into that app?

I wait till her back's turned, then thumb the screen alive under the desk.

His message: "Time's up, princess. Bathroom. Now. Touch for Daddy."

Noon on the dot.

My pulse races as I grab my tote bag—cover for the phone—and murmur to Tina at the reference desk, "Quick break."

She nods absently, buried in her crossword.

The staff bathroom is a single-stall sanctuary at the end of the hall, lock clicking like a promise.

I lean against the sink, skirt hiked up, panties tugged aside just enough.

Mirror fogs with my breath as my fingers find that slick heat, circling slow like he taught me.

"Think of Daddy's voice," I whisper to my reflection, eyes half-lidded.

The girl staring back isn't mousy Clara anymore—she's flushed, lips parted, nipples peaking against her blouse.

I rub faster, thumb on my clit, imagining his big hands pinning me, his growl in my ear: "Edge it, baby. Ache for me."

The build is merciless, thighs quivering, breath hitching in little gasps.

So close—too close—then I stop, whimpering, hand shaking as I snap another photo.

Soaked panties, fingers glistening.

Send.

His reply vibrates through the door: "Fuck, look at that pretty mess. Good girl held back. Reward later—story time with your paci. But first, task two: tuck this into your panties."

Attached: a photo of a small, silky something.

A plug? No—a tiny note, rolled up.

"Print it. Slip it inside. Let it nestle against your little button all afternoon. Daddy's words keeping you company."

I'm panting, forehead against the cool tile.

This is madness. Thrilling, terrifying madness.

I dash back to the desk, printer in the back office my ally.

The note prints tiny: "Daddy's little secret. Cum only when I say."

Rolled tight, I slip into the stall again—panties down, note tucked right where it presses with every shift.

Back at my post, the pressure is exquisite torture, a constant rub against my clit.

Every step to reshelve books is a tease, the library's hush amplifying my secret symphony.


Shadows Deepen

But Marjorie's shadow looms larger now.

During the afternoon lull, she corners me in the stacks, her voice a conspiratorial hiss.

"Clara, level with me. That glow isn't family texts. I've seen that look before—twenty years ago, when I was sneaking smokes with my high school beau."

She glances around, ensuring no patrons hear.

"Who's the mystery man? Spill, or I'll start thinking it's something... unseemly."

Unseemly. The word claws at me, dredging up every buried fear.

What if she knew?

The pacifier in my purse right now—just in case—the app with its endless thread of "yes, Daddy"s.

The librarian who's not just quiet, but little—craving stories, spankings, that soft dominance that makes me feel safe and owned.

Judgment. Exposure. My job, my reputation, poof.

But beneath the panic, a spark flares.

This is mine. My awakening.

Screw the shadows.

I meet her eyes, chin lifting a fraction.

"It's nothing bad, Marjorie. Just... someone special. Makes me happy."

My voice wavers, but it's honest.

She studies me, then softens—barely.

"Well, keep it discreet. This is a library, not a confessional."

She pats my arm and leaves, but the encounter lingers like a bruise.

Fear of judgment crashes over me as I sink into my chair, but it's laced with resolve.

Embracing this privately—yes.

My little space is a garden I tend in secret, blooming despite the weeds of doubt.

Phone buzzes.

DaddyJax: "How's my brave girl holding up? Note doing its job?"

I type furiously, hidden under the desk: "Yes, Daddy. Pressing so good. Marjorie almost caught me blushing. Scared but... excited. Like you're protecting me from the shadows."

Dots dance.

"That's my princess. Facing fears for Daddy. You've earned a hint: soon, I want to see that glow in person. Meet me. Let me hold my little girl for real."

Meet him. Real life.

The words explode in my chest, forbidden excitement igniting like dry tinder.

Heart hammering, I stare at the screen, thighs squeezing around the note's insistent pressure.

Not online anymore—his hands, his voice, paci between my lips while he reads me bedtime stories in the flesh.

The library fades; it's just us, shadows turning to light.


The Donor Event and Aftermath

But as the donor event setup begins—tables draped, name tags printed—Marjorie's back, sharper now.

"Clara, your phone again? During shift change?"

She's peering over my shoulder this time, close enough to see the app's innocuous icon.

Panic surges.

I flip it face-down, but too late—her eyebrow arches.

"That glow's trouble. Be careful, dear. Secrets have a way of spilling."

Spilling. The word haunts me through nametag folding, my mind reeling with Jax's hint.

Meet. Tonight? Soon?

My core throbs, panties a sopping promise.

As patrons file in—suits and smiles—I slip to the back, fingers delving quick under my skirt for one last edge, stifling a moan.

No release, just the build, the ache, his control wrapping me tighter.

Event hums, laughter echoing off high ceilings.

Jax texts: "Imagine me there, princess. Hand on your thigh under the table, whispering punishments."

I'm lost in it, phone hidden in my palm, when Marjorie materializes.

"Clara! A word."

Her office—now.

Dread pools as I follow, door clicking shut.

"I've had complaints. Distracted service. And that phone—it's addictive, isn't it? Like a drug."

Her eyes bore in.

"Whatever it is, end it. Or I'll have to report to Harold."

Report. Exposure.

But in that moment, staring at her stern face, something unbreakable stirs.

This is my little secret, thriving in the shadows.

"It's personal, Marjorie," I say, voice steady for the first time. "Harmless. I promise."

She sighs, waves me out.

Victory, small but sweet.

The event drags on till closing, every minute a test of my composure.

Finally, lights dim, doors lock.

I rush home, body thrumming, but collapse into bed exhausted—phone clutched in my hand, Hopkin pulled close.

Jax's message waits: "Daddy's planning our first real hug. Park by the library, midnight? Wear the panties. Bring the paci."

Too wiped out to reply, I drift off, missing the 11:30 check-in. His voice note plays softly as I fade: Every night at 11:30 sharp, princess. You tell Daddy you're tucked in with your stuffie, paci in your mouth, and feeling safe. Miss it, and there will be consequences.

My stomach twists even in sleep.

Too late already.


Chapter 5: The First Rule Break

God, my stomach's twisting into knots as I stare at the clock on my nightstand—11:47 PM.

Thirteen minutes late for my good girl check-in.

The rule DaddyJax set last night after our pacifier play, his voice in that text-to-speech message all gravelly and firm: Every night at 11:30 sharp, princess. You tell Daddy you're tucked in with your stuffie, paci in your mouth, and feeling safe. Miss it, and there will be consequences.

I meant to set an alarm.

I really did.

But the library shift dragged on forever today—endless stacks of returns, Mrs. Hargrove nagging about overdue fines, Marjorie giving me that stern look after catching me glued to my phone behind the desk.

And then that spill in the children's section that had me on my knees scrubbing sticky juice off the carpet until closing.

By the time I got home, showered, and slipped into my soft cotton panties and the oversized tee that smells like vanilla lotion, it was already pushing 11:20.

I collapsed onto my bed, Mr. Fluffernutter—the plush bunny he told me to name—clutched to my chest, and... I must've dozed off.

Just for a minute.

Okay, maybe twenty.

Now the app's glowing on my phone screen, notifications piling up like accusations.

Five unread messages from DaddyJax.

My thighs clench involuntarily, a warm flush creeping up my neck.

I'm scared, yeah—scared of disappointing him—but there's this other feeling, slick and insistent between my legs, making my breath hitch.

I've been his good girl for a week now, ever since the pacifier arrived, popping it between my lips during our virtual scenes like it's the most natural thing in the world.

But rules are rules, and I broke one.

Accidentally.

Does that make it worse?

God, Clara, get it together.

Fingers trembling, I tap the app open, the little heart icon pulsing like my guilty heartbeat.

DaddyJax: Princess? Check-in time was 11:30. Where's my good girl report?

DaddyJax: Clara. Don't make Daddy wait.

DaddyJax: That's ten minutes late. You know what happens to little girls who forget their rules.

DaddyJax: Fifteen. I'm disappointed, baby. But Daddy's here to fix it. Call the audio line now.

DaddyJax: Last chance before punishment, little one.

Oh fuck.

Audio line.

He's never switched to voice before—always texts or those robotic voice messages that make my skin prickle.

My pussy throbs at the thought, nipples hardening against the thin fabric of my shirt.

I shouldn't be this turned on by getting in trouble.

Should I?

But I am, dripping already, the cotton panel of my panties sticking to my folds.

Heart slamming, I hit the call button on the app's private audio chat.

It rings once, twice—then connects.

Silence stretches, heavy and expectant, my breath the only sound, ragged and needy.


The Audio Call Begins

"Clara."

His voice.

Real voice.

Deep, rough around the edges like aged whiskey, with that commanding timbre that vibrates straight to my core.

Not the app's fake tone—this is him, DaddyJax, flesh and blood behind the screen.

I whimper before I can stop myself, clutching Mr. Fluffernutter tighter, his floppy ears brushing my chin.

"D-Daddy?"

My voice comes out small, a little girl's plea wrapped in my adult shyness.

God, I sound pathetic, but it feels right.

Vulnerable.

Exposed.

There—a low chuckle, warm but edged with steel.

"There's my princess. Finally remembering her place. But you're late, aren't you? Tell Daddy what time good girls check in."

"11:30," I whisper, cheeks flaming even though he can't see me.

I'm curling up now, knees to chest, the pacifier dangling from its clip on my bedside table.

I grab it, pop it into my mouth experimentally, sucking softly.

The silicone nub fills me, muffling my words, but I don't care.

It grounds me.

"And what time is it now, little one?"

His tone dips lower, patient but unyielding, like he's savoring my squirm.

I pull the paci out with a wet pop, glancing at the clock.

"12:03."

"Mmm. Thirty-three minutes late. That's a big slip for my perfect girl."

A pause, and I can hear him shifting, maybe settling into a chair, the faint creak of leather.

Imagining him—tall, broad-shouldered, maybe in a dark button-down with sleeves rolled up—makes my clit pulse.

"Why'd you forget, baby? Too busy touching that needy little pussy without permission?"

"No!"

The denial bursts out, indignant, but my free hand's already trailing down my stomach, fingers brushing the waistband of my panties.

Guilty as charged, but not like that.

"Library was crazy, Daddy. Juice spill in kids' section, Marjorie on my case, and I... I fell asleep with Mr. Fluffernutter. I'm sorry. Please don't be mad."

"Oh, Daddy's not mad, princess. Disappointed, yes. But that's why we have rules—to keep my little girl safe and obedient."

His voice softens, wrapping around me like a blanket, but there's that firmness underneath, making my thighs slick.

"You're going to make it up to me now. Grab your paci, tuck it in nice and deep, and hug that stuffie tight. Daddy's going to guide you through a special check-in. Understood?"

"Y-yes, Daddy."

I obey instantly, sliding the pacifier back between my lips, sucking rhythmically as I nuzzle Mr. Fluffernutter's soft fur against my neck.

My body's on fire, every nerve lit up from just his voice.

It's better than I imagined—intimate, real, like he's right here in my dimly lit bedroom with its bookshelves and fairy lights.

"Good girl. Now, listen close. I want you on your back, legs spread wide for Daddy. Panties stay on for now—no touching until I say. Tell me when you're ready."

I scramble into position, sheets whispering against my skin as I prop pillows under my head and part my thighs.

The air hits my damp panties, cool and teasing.

"R-ready, Daddy," I mumble around the paci, voice garbled but desperate.


Guided Punishment Play

"That's my brave little one. Feel that ache between your legs? That's what happens when you break rules. It builds up, makes you needy for Daddy's control."

His breath hitches slightly—is he touching himself?

The thought sends a gush of wetness soaking through my cotton.

"Start with your stuffie. Rub Mr. Fluffernutter slow over your nipples. Up and down, nice and gentle. No rushing."

I press the plush bunny to my chest, his soft body dragging over my hard peaks through the tee.

A moan escapes around the paci, muffled and whiny.

It feels silly at first—humping a stuffed animal like some deviant—but the friction sparks pleasure, my hips bucking up instinctively.

"Mmmph... Daddy, feels so good..."

"Slower, princess. Daddy hears that eagerness. You're not in charge here. Pinch those nipples through the stuffie—twist just a little. Imagine it's my fingers, deciding how much my good girl gets."

Twisting, pinching—god, the sting blooms into heat, arrowing down to my clit.

I'm panting now, paci bobbing as I suck harder, drool slicking my chin.

My free hand wants to dive between my legs, but I don't.

Not yet.

His voice holds me captive.

"Daddy... please... it's throbbing."

"I know, baby. Daddy can hear how wet you are, even over the phone. Slip those panties aside now—just the edge. No fingers inside. Circle that pretty little clit with one fingertip, so light it's torture. Count to ten out loud for me, nice and clear around your paci."

The command sends shivers racing over my skin.

I hook my panties to the side, exposing my slick folds to the cool air—god, I'm drenched, lips puffy and begging.

One finger ghosts over my clit, feather-light, and I gasp.

"One... two... ohhh... three..."

Each number is a whimper, my hips circling up for more pressure, but I keep it light, teasing myself for him.

By seven, tears prick my eyes, the need unbearable.

"Eight... nine... ten, Daddy! Please, more!"

"Not yet, little breaker. You forgot your check-in—that means edging first. Stop touching. Hands on Mr. Fluffernutter. Hug him while you tell Daddy what you want more than anything."

I yank my hand away, frustrated tears spilling as I clutch the bunny to my chest, rocking side to side.

The pacifier's my lifeline, sucking frantically.

"I want you, Daddy. Want more than texts and pacis. Want to see you, hear you every night like this. Want..."

My voice cracks, confession bubbling up from that secret little space inside me.

Confidence surges, raw and unfiltered.

"Want to be your real little girl. Meet you. Kneel for you. Let you hold me while I suck my paci and you read me stories. Please, DaddyJax. I need it so bad."

Silence on the line, thick and charged.

My heart stutters—did I go too far?

But then his groan, low and primal.

"Fuck, princess. Hearing you beg like that... you're making Daddy so hard. You've been such a tease all week, whispering about your wet dreams in the library stacks. Confidence looks good on my shy little librarian."

Heat floods me, knowing he remembers—our chats about my day, the risks.

"You like it when I'm bold for you?"

"Love it. Makes me want to bend you over my knee even more."

A rustle, like fabric shifting.

"Alright, baby. Reward time for that pretty confession. Back to your pussy—two fingers now. Slide them up and down your slit, nice and slow. Get them soaked for Daddy. Describe it."

Finally.

I plunge back in, fingers gliding through my arousal, coating them in my own slick.

"So wet, Daddy... slippery, hot. Clit's swollen, begging. Feels like... like it's pulsing for you."

I spread my legs wider, knees bent, giving him every filthy detail in my mind's eye.

"Deeper now. Push one inside—curl it like Daddy taught you. Feel that spot? Rub it while you hump Mr. Fluffernutter against your thigh."

One finger slips in easily, then two, stretching my tight walls.

I grind against the plush bunny's body, the dual sensation making stars burst behind my eyelids.

"Yes! Daddy, right there... oh god, it's building, please let me come!"

"Not without permission, little one. Faster. Fuck yourself harder. Pinch your clit with your thumb. Daddy's stroking his cock to your whines—thick and leaking for his naughty girl."

His words shatter me.

Imagining his fist wrapped around a hard, veined length, pre-cum beading at the tip—I'm done for.

My fingers piston in and out, squelching obscenely, thumb flicking my clit in frantic circles.

The paci's working overtime, drool pooling on my pillow as I hump the stuffie like a desperate animal.

"Daddy! Gonna... please, can I? Need to come for you!"

"Come, princess. Soak those sheets. Scream Daddy's name around that paci."


Afterglow and Tease

I shatter.

Orgasm crashes over me like a wave, walls clenching around my fingers, clit throbbing under my thumb.

"Mmmph! DaddyJax!"

Muffled cries fill the room, body arching, toes curling as pleasure rips through every nerve.

It goes on forever, aftershocks making me twitch, panties ruined, thighs glistening.

Panting, I float in the haze, paci still in, Mr. Fluffernutter damp against my skin.

His voice pulls me back, tender now.

"Beautiful, baby. Such a good girl after her scolding. How do you feel?"

"Loved," I murmur, pulling the paci free, voice hoarse.

"Safe. But Daddy... that voice. I need it again. Live, like this. Every night?"

A soft laugh.

"Greedy little thing. You've earned a special treat—check the mail tomorrow morning before your shift. Sign for it at the desk if it arrives late. Now, tuck in properly. Goodnight kiss from Daddy."

The sound of a blown kiss, then the line goes quiet.

I curl up, glowing, spent.

God, that was everything.

But as sleep tugs at me, a thrill of fear mixes in—what's in that parcel tomorrow?

And how long can I keep this secret before it spills into my real life?

The next night, after another draining library shift, my phone buzzes as I collapse into bed: Package delivered to your building. Check your door now, princess—and wear what's inside under your skirt tomorrow. No panties. Daddy's watching.


Chapter 6: Midnight Parcel

God, my heart slammed against my ribs like it was trying to escape when the doorbell rang at 11:58 PM.

I wasn't expecting anyone—Elmwood's streets are dead quiet this late, and my apartment's on the third floor of this creaky old building where neighbors mind their own business.

But there it was, insistent, buzzing through the silence like a promise I wasn't sure I wanted to keep.

I peeked through the peephole, saw nothing but the dim hallway light and a small brown parcel leaning against my door.

No one in sight.

My bare feet padded across the cold hardwood as I snatched it up, the label staring back at me: Clara's Special Delivery. Fragile. For Daddy's girl only.

Oh fuck.

My knees went weak.

DaddyJax.

It had to be.

But this morning's text burned in my mind—Package tracked. Sign for it at the desk—and wear what's inside under your skirt all day. No panties, princess. Daddy's watching.

I'd signed for it at the library desk during morning rush, heart in my throat as Mrs. Hargrove chattered about due dates.

That was the morning parcel—the black lace panties with a snap crotch, sheer bralette hugging my small breasts, the fabric already damp from anticipation.

No paci this time—too risky at work—but the command had me throbbing all day, shelving books with a secret clench between my thighs.

Now, home safe after another draining shift, curtains drawn tight against the streetlamp glow, I carried this midnight parcel to my bed like it was laced with dynamite.

My librarian mask—the cardigans buttoned high, sensible flats, the soft "shh" to story hour kids—was fraying at the edges.

Clara Thompson by daylight, stacking forbidden romances I devoured in secret.

But tonight?

His.

The box was heavier than expected, taped with precise care.

My bitten nails tore it open.

Pink tissue rustled, revealing a custom pacifier—bigger than the first, silicone nipple thick and ribbed, glossy blue shield engraved Clara's Paci in swirling silver.

Beside it, fresh lingerie: crotchless panties to match what I wore, a delicate bralette upgrade, sheer and teasing.

The note, crisp-folded: Wear these tonight, little one. Snap them open for Daddy. Time to deepen our play.

My breath hitched.

Deeper.

After last night's rule break confession, his voice promising consequences.

Thrill spiked hot between my legs, fear nipping at its heels—he knew my address now, from the tracking tease.

We'd stayed anonymous: no photos, distorted voices.

But this delivery?

Ballsy.

I grabbed my phone, app open.

ClaraBaby: Daddy? Midnight package here. How?? Still wearing your morning gift—still wet.

DaddyJax: Good girl for signing the first one. Open this. Put it on over the lace. Video call now. Show me.  


Video Call Exposure

Video.

We'd done audio—me nursing the first paci, whimpering rules into the mic under his gravelly praise.

Video meant exposure.

Hands shaking, I stripped the babydoll nightie, kept the morning lingerie.

New bralette layered on, nipples peaking through double lace.

Panties snapped over the first pair, double layers framing my slickness.

Paci slipped in, filling my mouth, safe and owned.

Phone propped on the nightstand, video call hit.

His feed loaded: shadowed figure, digital blur on face, broad shoulders, strong hands leaning in.

"Show Daddy, princess. Slowly."

Kneeling, camera low—no face, just body in lamp glow.

"Like this?"

Mumbled around paci, tugging bralettes to bare a breast, pinching until I gasped.

"Perfect," he rumbled, modulated low.

"Spin. Let Daddy see that ass."

I turned, arching, snaps dangling, wetness visible.

"Tracked you easy, babygirl. App hints, delivery logs. Elmwood librarian—fits my shy little so well. Not at your door. Yet."

Yet.

My clit pulsed.

Vulnerable, but safe—safer than since Mom left me hiding in books.

"Scares me," I confessed, paci popping out with a slurp, drool trailing.

"But I like you seeing me."

His chuckle vibrated.

"Brave girl. Touch yourself. Deepest secret while you do."

Fingers circled through snaps, hips bucking, paci muffling moans.

"Mmmph... want real life. Stories read aloud. Tucking in. Spankings. Full-time little—diapers? Printed ones? So embarrassing..."

"Nothing embarrassing," he soothed, hand stroking off-screen—his cock, I pictured.

"Deeper, Clara."

Two fingers plunged, wet sounds for the camera.

"Broke another rule today. Touched in the stacks. No panties under your gift, fingering behind romances."

"Naughty," he growled.

"Pinch hard."

Pain-pleasure bloomed, I cried out.

"Track closer, Daddy?"

"Soon."

Blur shifted.

"Eyes now."

Panic fluttered; I tilted, face half-frame—flushed, messy, paci-swollen lips.

"Beautiful. Cum saying it."

"I'm Daddy's good girl."

Orgasm crashed, squirting messy, paci muffling screams.

"Good girl," he praised.

"Clean up. Check-in tomorrow. We meet soon."

Meet.

Craved, dreaded.

"How?"

"Neutral ground. Coffee shop in Elmwood outskirts—Bean Haven Café. Public, safe. Tomorrow, 2 PM. Disguise if shy. Pack your paci necklace."

Heart soared, terror twisting.

"Yes, Daddy."

Call ended.

Curled up, sticky lace clinging, paci in.

What if too real?

Next morning, sunlight accused.

Thighs crusted, body humming.

Library loomed—forced smiles amid pulsing secret.

Panties stayed, rubs constant.

Shadows heavier at work.

Phone buzzes flinching me.

Lunch in biography aisle:

DaddyJax: Wet still? Proof.

Bathroom mirror pic: layered lace, arousal gleaming. Mine.

Afternoon blurred—reshelving, Goodnight Moon to kids, voice cracking.

Mask cracking?

Closing, raced home.

Shower sluiced marks.

Dressed deliberate: fresh layers under babydoll, paci clipped.

10 PM call.

"Show," he commanded.

Twirl.

Slow play—bedtime story of lost girl meeting Daddy at café, spankings for rules.

Hands roamed guided, edging.

"Fantasies," he urged.

"Cuddles post-spank. Bottles. Carried. Public plug at library?"

Groan.

"Dangerous. Tomorrow, Bean Haven. Describe."

"Petite, curly ponytail, glasses, pink cardigan, white dress. Paci necklace hidden."

"Tall, dark hair, beard, black jacket. Trust?"

"Everything."

Mutual peak—me on all fours, paci bobbing, three fingers deep; him stroking, cock on screen, grunting "Clara."

Climax left boneless.

"Box again," he whispered.

Velvet pouch: silver anklet, Daddy's heart.

"Wear tomorrow."

Clasped on.

Owned.

Day crawled.

Shifts fidgety, dodging prying eyes—"Flushed, dear?" Ha.

Nights escalated: diaper confessions, his promises.

Tracking thrill built trust.

Friday night, prep torture.

Purse: paci necklace, stuffie Bunny impulse-buy.

App pinged: Bean Haven, 2 PM. Safe drive, princess. Daddy waits.

Sleep evaded: fantasies of real hands, café glances turning hotel heat.

Creepy?

No—voice my anchor.

Saturday half-day library—"errand."

Drive: nerves screaming out windows.

Elmwood café loomed.

Parking lot, palms slick.

God, my palms are slick with sweat, slipping on the steering wheel...


Chapter 7: The Coffee Shop Glance

God, my palms are slick with sweat, slipping on the steering wheel as I pull into the parking lot behind Bean Haven Café. It's one of those bustling spots in downtown Elmwood, the kind where college kids hunch over laptops and professionals sip lattes like it's therapy. Neutral ground, he said. Crowded enough to blend in, but not so packed we'd bump elbows.

My disguise feels ridiculous—an oversized sunhat pulled low, cat-eye sunglasses that make me look like a paranoid celebrity, and a loose sundress that hides the lacy pacifier necklace tucked between my breasts. The one from Chapter 3, still my dirty little talisman. And now, the silver anklet from last night's midnight parcel, its Daddy's heart charm jingling softly against my ankle with every nervous shift.

Heart hammering, I check my phone: 2:02 PM. Two minutes early. Good girl.


Arrival and Nerves

I haven't slept. Not really. Since the midnight parcel—the soft cotton onesie folded inside, pale pink with little stars embroidered on the collar, and that note: "Wear this under your dress tomorrow, princess. No panties. Daddy's orders."

God, the way my thighs clenched reading it, heat flooding me right there on the apartment floor.

The day had crawled after that, my library shift a fidgety blur of dodging prying eyes—"You look flushed, dear?" Mrs. Hargrove had asked with her usual pinched smile. Ha, if only she knew.

Nights had escalated since: my babbled diaper confessions during voice play, his gravelly promises of care, the tracking thrill of parcels and rules building trust brick by naughty brick.

We've done virtual play, voice notes that make me whimper into my pillow, but this? A real-life meet. Jax. DaddyJax unmasked. Or half-masked, anyway.

He's promised his own disguise: baseball cap, fake beard, the works.

"Safety first, babygirl,"

his last message purred through the app.

"But when I touch you, you'll know it's me."

Stepping out, the summer air sticks to my skin, humid and thick. My sundress swishes against bare thighs—no panties, just the onesie clinging soft and secret, its snaps teasing between my legs. The anklet catches the light, a secret claim.

Every step sends an illicit thrill up my spine, nipples hardening against the fabric.

What if someone notices? What if I do? I'm Clara Thompson, the librarian who recommends Jane Austen to blushing teens, not this... this needy little thing craving a stranger's command.

But he's not a stranger. Not anymore.

Those late-night sessions, his voice coaxing me to suck my paci while he growled praises—fuck, I can still hear it echoing. The spanks from two nights ago, the storytime that left me shattered and spilling confessions around my paci. "Want your diaper stories, Daddy," I'd babbled. His promises of more, that tease of "one more secret tomorrow" as I drifted off on video, boneless from the intensity.


The First Touch

Pushing through the café door, the bell jingles like a warning. Aroma of fresh espresso hits me, mingling with chatter and the hiss of steam wands.

I scan the room, pulse thundering in my ears. Corner booths, window seats, a long communal table—there, by the back, a man in a navy cap pulled low, bushy fake beard framing a strong jaw, aviators hiding his eyes. Broad shoulders in a plain gray tee, jeans that hug thick thighs.

He looks up, and even through the shades, I feel it—that electric pull, like he's been inside my head for weeks. My knees wobble. It's him.

I weave through the crowd, tray in hand after grabbing a chamomile tea to steady my shakes. No caffeine; I'd vibrate off the chair.

He watches me approach, lips curving under that ridiculous beard. I slide into the booth opposite, hat brim casting shadows on my flushed cheeks.

Up close, his scent hits me—clean soap, faint leather, something primal that makes my core clench.

"Lost tourist?"

> he murmurs, voice low and rough, matching the app recordings perfectly. Jax. Real, solid, here.

I swallow hard, fingers twisting my cup.

"Looking for... directions."

God, my voice is breathy, already surrendering.

He chuckles, deep and warm, reaching across the table. His hand—big, callused fingers—brushes mine. Electric. Sparks shoot straight to my clit, the onesie suddenly too tight, too damp.

I gasp, soft but audible, and he squeezes gently, thumb stroking my knuckle.

"Good girl,"

he whispers.

"You came. No panties?"

Heat floods my face, thighs pressing together under the table.

"N-no, Daddy."

The word slips out hushed, but it's the first time aloud, not typed or texted. Real air, real breath. My chest tightens, vulnerability cracking me open like a book spine.

His eyes darken behind the lenses, grip tightening.

"Say it again, princess. Louder."

I glance around—barista wiping counters, a couple arguing over pastries two booths over. No one's listening.

"Daddy,"

I breathe, bolder, the syllable melting into something sweet and sinful on my tongue. God, it feels right. Like coming home.

"That's my girl."

He slides a small paper bag across the table, innocuous as a muffin wrapper.

"For you."

My fingers tremble opening it. Inside, a slim children's storybook—The Little Princess Who Forgot Her Crown. Vintage, pages yellowed, cover illustrated with a girl in a frilly dress holding a golden circlet.

Tucked in the front: a handwritten note. Read with me, little one. Let Daddy tell you a bedtime story... awake.

Tears prick my eyes, stupid and sudden. No one's ever... this. Gifts that see me, the real me, the little space I've hidden since childhood whispers.

"Thank you,"

I whisper, clutching it to my chest like a shield.

"Not here."

He stands, towering, and nods to a quieter corner nook by the bookshelves—Bean Haven's gimmick, free paperbacks for browsers.

"C'mon, babygirl. Let's get cozy."


Storytime Seduction

I follow, book and tea in hand, his hand at the small of my back guiding me. That touch—firm, possessive—makes me sway.

The nook's semi-private, high-backed bench shielding us from most eyes, potted ferns adding camouflage. We settle close, thighs brushing.

He drapes an arm around my shoulders, pulling me into his side. Broad, warm. Safe.

"Open it,"

he commands softly, beard itching as he leans close.

I do, pages whispering. He takes over, voice dropping to that intimate rumble, fingers tracing illustrations as he reads:

"Once upon a time, there was a little princess named Clara who lived in a tower of books. She was shy and sweet, but oh, so lonely, until one day a brave knight named DaddyJax found her secret window..."

God, it's us. Tailored, filthy-innocent. His free hand slips to my knee under the tablecloth skirt, inching up.

I bite my lip, breath hitching as he continues:

"'Come out and play, little one,' he called. And she did, because even princesses need their Daddy to tuck them in tight."

Fingers higher, brushing the hem of my sundress, then the onesie snaps. One pops free—click—cool air kissing my slick folds.

I whimper, real and raw, book trembling in my lap.

"Shh,"

he soothes, not stopping the story.

"He gave her a special crown, one that made her feel small and safe, and every night, he'd read to her until she floated to dreamland."

Two fingers now, parting me, circling my clit with maddening slowness. I'm soaked, the onesie framing my exposure like a pervert's gift wrap.

"Daddy,"

I gasp, head falling to his shoulder. Around us, café hums oblivious—laughter, clinking cups—but here, it's our world. My hips rock subtly, chasing his touch.

"You're dripping, princess,"

he murmurs against my ear, beard tickling.

"Such a needy little slut for Daddy's storytime. Want me to stop?"

"No,"

I plead, voice cracking.

"Please... more."

He obliges, thumb pressing my clit while a finger dips inside, curling. The story falters, his breath ragged.

"And the princess learned to call him Daddy aloud, because secrets are for towers, not for hearts."

Page turn. My walls flutter around him, so close already.

Then—his lips on mine. Stolen, hungry. Beard scratches deliciously as his tongue claims me, tasting coffee and surrender.

I melt, kissing back fierce, little moans swallowed. His hand pumps faster, free fingers tangling in my hair under the hat, tilting my head for deeper plunder.

Passion ignites—real, scorching. No screens, no distance. Just Jax, filling me, owning me.

I shatter silently, orgasm ripping through like lightning, thighs clamping his wrist as I soak his fingers. He groans into my mouth, kissing through it, drawing every pulse.

Pulling back, he licks his fingers clean—shameless, eyes locked on mine.

"Good girl. First of many."

Dazed, boneless, I nuzzle his neck, inhaling him.

"I... I want more. All of it."

"You'll have it."

His arm tightens around me.

"Soon. That one more secret? Tonight. Hotel. Full surrender."


The Close Call

But then—freezing dread. Across the café, by the pastry case, a familiar profile. Mrs. Hargrove, my boss from the library. Gray bun, cat-eye glasses, the works.

She's chatting with the barista, oblivious for now, but one glance our way...

Panic spikes, ice in my veins.

"Daddy,"

I hiss, rigid.

"My boss. She's here."

He follows my stare, casual but alert.

"Stay calm, babygirl. Disguises holding?"

I nod, heart slamming anew—but different, terrified. She turns slightly, scanning the room.

If she sees me like this—flushed, hat crooked, book in lap like a kid—it's over. Library gossip would crucify me.

"We have to go."

"Easy."

He squeezes my thigh, voice steady.

"Finish your tea. Act normal."

Impossible. Every second stretches, her laughter carrying as she grabs a scone.

Our nook feels exposed, his hand still dangerously close to my skirt. God, what if she recognizes the book voice? No, stupid.

But paranoia claws: the app trace, the parcels, now this. One wrong look, and my little world shatters.

She pays, turns—and pauses. Eyes sweeping. Toward us.

"Move,"

I whisper, bolting up.

He follows smooth, blocking me as we slip toward the side exit. Past her, heart in throat. Does she squint? No. She grabs cream, distracted.

Outside, alley air hits cool. I sag against the brick, gasping.

> "Too close."

Jax pulls me into his chest, cap low.

"Hey. You were perfect."

His lips brush my forehead.

"But yeah. Time to plan smarter. See you tonight?"

I nod, clinging, aftershocks mixing with fear. The kiss lingers, passion's promise. But that glance... it woke something sharper. Secrets cracking.

As he walks me to my car, phone buzzes in my purse—not the app. Library number. Hargrove? No voicemail yet, but dread coils.

What if she saw? What if she's piecing it together?

God, back home now, onesie snaps undone, paci between my lips as I stare at the unanswered call. DaddyJax's text just lit up: Tonight, princess. Hotel address incoming. Video en route—show me how wet that scare made you. Bean Haven feels like a lifetime ago, that charged glance across the café exploding into the promise of us, alone. But if Hargrove knows... our stolen moments might not stay stolen much longer.


Chapter 8: Stolen Bedroom Moments

God, my legs are jelly as I step into his hotel room, the door clicking shut behind us like the final seal on a forbidden pact.

The air smells like crisp linens and that faint, masculine cologne he wears—Jax, my DaddyJax, no longer just pixels and whispers on a screen.

It's real now, this towering man with salt-and-pepper hair and eyes that pin me in place, his hand firm on the small of my back guiding me deeper inside.

Bean Haven feels like a lifetime ago, that charged glance across the café exploding into this: us, alone, the world locked out.

My heart's hammering so loud I swear he can hear it, my cheeks flushed hotter than the steam from our untouched coffees we'd abandoned in a rush.

That nagging buzz from the library number still echoes in my purse, but here, with him, I shove it down deep.

"Good girl," he murmurs, voice low and gravelly, sending shivers straight to my core.

"You've been so brave coming here."


Entering Little Space

I nod, words stuck in my throat, my fingers twisting the hem of my sundress—the innocent one with the Peter Pan collar he picked out in our chats, perfect for my little space.

The room's lavish, all plush king bed and city lights twinkling through floor-to-ceiling windows.

But it's the little touches he's already set up that make my breath hitch: a soft pink paci on the nightstand, a fluffy blanket folded just so, and that storybook he mentioned, spine cracked open like a promise.

He's prepared for me, for us.

My knees wobble as he turns me to face him, his thumb brushing my lower lip.

"Clara," he says softly, testing the name I whispered in the car ride over, the first real piece of me I've given.

Not the full last name yet—God, no, too scary—but enough to make this intimate, raw.

"My sweet Clara. Are you ready to let Daddy take care of you?"

"Y-yes, Daddy," I stammer, the word tumbling out like a confession, my voice small and needy.

It's the first time I've said it aloud, not typed or texted, and it hangs in the air between us, electric.

His smile is tender, dominant, pulling me into his chest where I melt against the solid warmth of him.

He smells like safety and sin, his arms wrapping around me as he sways us gently, like a lullaby in motion.

"That's my girl," he rumbles, lips grazing my forehead.

"No more hiding tonight. Just you, me, and all the good feelings we've been building to."

He leads me to the bed, sitting on the edge and patting his lap.

I climb on without thinking, straddling his thighs like I've fantasized a thousand times, my dress riding up to expose the lacy panties he approved via photo last night—white cotton with a tiny bow, innocent yet teasing.

His hands settle on my hips, steadying me, thumbs circling in slow, soothing patterns.

"First things first," he says, reaching for the pacifier.

It's the one from the parcel, silicone shield gleaming, nipple plump and inviting.

My mouth waters instinctively, remembering how it felt between my teeth during our calls, muffling my whimpers as he guided me.

"Open up, babygirl."

I part my lips, eyes locked on his, and he slides it in gently, the nipple settling perfectly against my tongue.

I suckle immediately, the rhythm automatic, calming the frantic butterflies in my belly.

"Mmm, look at you," he praises, voice husky with approval.

"Sucking your paci like a perfect little one. Daddy's so proud."

His hand cups my cheek, thumb stroking the corner of my mouth where the shield rests, and I lean into it, humming around the silicone.

The world narrows to this: his touch, the gentle suction, the heat building between my legs as I rock subtly against him.

God, I'm already soaked, the cotton clinging embarrassingly.


Storytime Awakening

He pulls me closer, shifting so I'm cradled against his chest, my head tucked under his chin.

One arm bands around my waist, the other threading through my hair, petting in long, rhythmic strokes.

"Time for cuddles and a story, princess," he whispers.

"You've earned it."

I nod, paci bobbing, content to let him arrange me like a doll—his doll.

The blanket comes next, draping over us in a soft cocoon, his body heat enveloping me.

I feel tiny, protected, every worry from the library's prying eyes dissolving in his embrace.

His heartbeat thuds steadily under my ear, a lullaby of its own.

He clears his throat, picking up the storybook—a custom one he wrote, pages filled with whimsical sketches of a little girl and her Daddy in a magical forest.

"Once upon a time," he begins, voice dropping to that storyteller timbre that makes my insides clench, "there was a shy little princess named... Clara."

My eyes widen, a muffled squeak escaping around the paci.

He chuckles, low and warm.

"Yes, you, baby. Our story."

His free hand slips under the blanket, tracing lazy circles on my thigh, inching higher with each page turn.

"She lived in a quiet castle, stacking books all day, but at night, she dreamed of a Daddy who would find her hidden spark."

I squirm, the words painting me, his fingers teasing the edge of my panties.

The story unfolds—Princess Clara sneaking peeks at a secret mirror (the app), whispering to a shadowy prince (him), receiving magical treasures (pacis, stuffies).

His voice weaves magic, pausing to suckle my earlobe or nip my neck, each touch syncing with the tale.

"And when Daddy finally held her," he continues, hand now cupping me through the damp fabric, "he showed her how good girls feel special pleasures."

Oh God, the pressure of his palm is exquisite, grinding slow against my aching clit.

I whine around the paci, hips bucking instinctively.

"That's it, little one," he coos, not rushing, drawing it out.

"Let Daddy tell you the rest while you feel good."

The story turns erotic, Daddy in the tale guiding his princess's hand between her legs, teaching her to touch under his watchful eye.

His fingers mirror it, slipping under the lace to stroke my slick folds.

I'm drenched, embarrassingly so, his touch feather-light, circling my entrance without entering.

"Such a wet little pussy for Daddy," he murmurs against my hair.

"You've waited so long for this."

I nod frantically, paci muffling my pleas, body arching as he parts my lips, thumb finding my swollen nub.

The story builds—princess gasping, trembling, chasing her first big feeling—and so do I.

His fingers work me masterfully, one dipping shallowly inside while two others rub tight, slow circles.

It's torture and bliss, my thighs quivering, breaths coming in sharp pants around the paci.

"Don't you dare come yet, Clara," he commands softly, the dominance threading through like velvet steel.

"Not until Daddy says. Listen to the story."

He reads on, voice steady even as I grind against his hand, chasing friction.

Princess Clara crests higher, Daddy's whispers pushing her over, and finally—finally—he growls,

"Come for me now, babygirl. Give Daddy your first real orgasm."

It shatters me.

Waves of pleasure crash through, my walls clenching around his invading finger, juices soaking his palm as I cry out around the paci, body convulsing in his arms.

It's endless, intense, nothing like my solo touches—this is his, guided and claimed.

Stars burst behind my eyelids, every nerve singing, and when it fades, I'm boneless, limp against him, paci slipping as I gasp,

"Daddy... oh God, Daddy."

He removes the paci gently, kissing away drool-slick tears from my cheeks.

"My perfect girl," he breathes, cradling me through the aftershocks.

"You did so good. First real one under Daddy's care. How does it feel?"

I bury my face in his neck, shy post-orgasm glow making me whisper,

"Like... flying. Like home."

He hums approval, rocking us, his erection hard against my thigh—a promise for later, but not now.

This is about me, my awakening.


Secrets Revealed

We stay tangled like that, breaths syncing, until my trembling eases.

Vulnerability surges, the high making me bold.

"Jax," I murmur, lifting my head to meet his eyes.

"My real name... it's Clara Anne. Just... don't stop being you."

His gaze softens, a flicker of something deeper—gratitude? Relief?

"Clara Anne," he repeats, like savoring fine wine.

"Beautiful. And mine."

He kisses me then, slow and deep, tongue claiming my mouth with the same tender dominance as his fingers claimed my body.

Trust blooms, real and terrifying, binding us tighter.

But as we pull apart, foreheads touching, his expression shifts—shadowed, hesitant.

He glances toward the window, city lights casting stark lines on his face.

"Clara Anne," he says quietly, voice laced with gravity, "there's something I need to share. A secret that could change everything."

My pulse spikes, orgasmic haze shattering.

"What is it?" I whisper, fingers clutching his shirt.

He exhales, steeling himself.

"I'm not just Jax. In the light of day, I'm Dr. Jackson Hale—chief surgeon at Elmwood General, the face of the hospital's expansion campaign.

Prominent doesn't cover it; I'm in the papers, on billboards.

If anyone connects me to this—to us—it wouldn't just be scandal.

My career, reputation... ruined.

And you, sweet girl, caught in the crossfire.

Photos, rumors, your library job dragged through the mud.

I've hidden it all for this life, but with you... it's worth the risk.

But we have to be careful.

Incredibly careful."

My stomach drops, thriller stakes slamming into our bubble.

Dr. Jackson Hale—the man whose face I’ve seen smiling from hospital ads, authoritative and untouchable.

My Daddy.

Exposure could destroy us both—whispers at work, judgmental stares, lives upended.

Yet staring into his eyes, fear twists with fierce want.

"I won't let that happen," I vow, voice fierce despite the tremor.

"We're smarter than that."

He nods, but tension lingers, his hand tightening on mine.

"Promise me you'll delete the app after tonight. No traces."

I hesitate—it's our origin, our safe space—but nod, sealing it with a kiss.

As we settle back into cuddles, his storybook forgotten on the floor, a new edge sharpens our bliss.

Secrets upon secrets, now with real danger lurking.

But then, as I'm drifting in his arms, my phone buzzes on the nightstand—insistent, unfamiliar number.

He frowns, handing it over.

Unknown caller, voicemail pending.

Heart racing, I hit play.

A distorted voice hisses, "Clara Anne Thompson, we know about DaddyJax. Meet at the library tomorrow, or everyone finds out."

God, how?

Who?

How did they get my full name already?

The room spins, Jax's arms tightening protectively.

Our stolen moments just turned into a nightmare chase—bliss cracking under the weight of eyes already watching.


Chapter 9: Cracks in the Secret

God, my body's still humming from last night, every muscle aching in that delicious, secret way that makes me squirm just crossing my legs.

I woke up tangled in my own sheets, the taste of Jax's kisses lingering on my lips like a bruise I don't want to heal.

His hotel room—our stolen bedroom moments—it's all crashing back now as I stare at my reflection in the bathroom mirror, toothbrush paused mid-stroke.

My lips are swollen, my neck marked with faint purple blooms under the collar of my oversized sweater.

Bliss, pure fucking bliss, but it's laced with this gnawing guilt that's twisting my insides like a knife.

What am I doing? Clara Thompson, the girl who lives for Dewey Decimal order, sneaking around with a man who calls me his little girl, sucking on pacifiers and begging for his rules.

And the secrecy—God, it's suffocating.

Back home in my tiny apartment, the walls feel like they're closing in, whispering reminders that no one knows. No one can know.

That voicemail at the end of the night—distorted voice demanding a library meet-up or everyone finds out—still echoes in my skull, but Jax swore he'd handle it.

"No one touches my princess," he'd growled, pulling me close before we parted ways at the hotel.

I want to believe him. I have to.


Morning Obedience

I rinse my mouth, splash cold water on my face, and pad into the kitchenette, phone already in hand because of course it is.

The app's icon glows like a siren call in my notifications—"One new message from DaddyJax."

My thighs clench involuntarily.

I sink onto the edge of my bed, heart tripping over itself as I open it.

DaddyJax: Good morning, little one. Did my princess sleep well after Daddy took such good care of her? Tell me everything. And remember—no panties today. That's your first rule of the day. Keep that pretty pussy bare and thinking of me.

Oh fuck.

Heat floods my cheeks, then lower, a slick warmth blooming between my legs as I obey without question, shimmying out of my cotton briefs and tossing them into the laundry basket like evidence of a crime.

I snap a quick, blurry proof pic—just my bare thighs parted slightly on the rumpled sheets, no face, never my face—and hit send before I can overthink it.

Me: Yes, Daddy. Slept like a baby. Dreamed of you holding me. Panties gone. Feels so naughty already. That voicemail... it's freaking me out.

His reply pings back instantly, like he's been waiting.

DaddyJax: Good girl. That's Daddy's perfect little secret. Voicemail's nothing—some prank. Daddy's got you. Now, get to work. But first—your task. At the library today, during your lunch break, I want you in the stacks. Pick the quietest aisle, the one with the old fairy tales. Slip that paci in your mouth, kneel behind the lowest shelf, and touch yourself for exactly five minutes. Think of Daddy's cock stretching you open last night. Record it for me. No cumming without permission. Send proof.

My breath hitches, a whimper escaping before I can stifle it.

Public play? At work?

The library's my sanctuary, all hushed whispers and musty pages, and now he's turning it into our playground—especially with that creepy voicemail hanging over us.

Guilt spikes hard—what if someone sees?

But God, the thrill... it's like gasoline on the fire already licking at my core.

I type back, fingers flying.

Me: Daddy, please... it's so risky. What if I get caught? After last night...

DaddyJax: Risk makes it real, babygirl. You want to be mine? Obey. Or face the consequences. Clock's ticking.

I shove the phone away, dressing in a hurry—a knee-length skirt that's modest enough for circulation desk duty, blouse buttoned to the collar to hide the marks.

No bra either? No, he didn't say that. Small mercies.

But as I grab my bag, slipping the pacifier inside next to my keys, my mind races.

Bliss and guilt, tangled like my sheets.

Jax is everything—tender, commanding, the Daddy who sees the little girl I've hidden forever.

But his life? It's still a black box.

He dodges questions about his days, his home, with that easy charm.

"All you need to know is I'm yours, princess."

It should be enough, but jealousy creeps in like fog—does he have a wife? Kids? A real life where I'm just the dirty secret?

I shake it off, locking my door and heading to the library, the paci a heavy promise in my bag.


Library Lunch Task

Elmwood Public Library greets me like always—cool air scented with paper and polished wood, the familiar hum of fluorescent lights.

I clock in at the circulation desk, smiling at Mrs. Hargrove, my supervisor, who eyes me a little too knowingly over her half-moons.

"Morning, Clara. You look... flushed. Late night?"

"Just a coffee run that ran long," I mumble, busying myself with the returns cart.

Flushed. God, if she only knew.

The morning drags—helping patrons find self-help books on anxiety (ironic), reshelving romances that make my own cheeks heat with memories of Jax's hands pinning me down.

By noon, my phone buzzes under the desk. Him, checking in.

DaddyJax: Lunchtime soon, little one. Don't disappoint Daddy.

Noon hits like a guillotine.

I sign out, heart hammering, and slip into the depths of the stacks.

Fairy tale aisle—section 398.2, the one tucked in the back where dust motes dance in the slanted light from a high window.

It's empty, thank God, the nearest patron two aisles over whispering about folklore.

My knees buckle as I kneel behind the lowest shelf, the rough carpet biting into my skin.

Skirt hiked up, no panties to slow me down.

I pop the paci between my lips—silicone nub filling my mouth, muffling my gasps as I hit record on my phone propped against a spine of Grimm's Fairy Tales.

Five minutes. Touch myself.

My fingers slide down, finding slick heat already waiting.

God, I'm soaked, circling my clit with shaky breaths through my nose.

The paci bobs as I suck, eyes fluttering shut, replaying last night—Jax's thick cock splitting me open on that hotel bed, his growls in my ear: "That's it, babygirl, take Daddy all the way."

I dip two fingers inside, thrusting slow, then faster, hips rocking against my hand.

The thrill of exposure—footsteps echoing faintly nearby—makes it electric.

A whimper builds, but the paci swallows it.

Four minutes... three... my free hand pinches a nipple through my blouse, chasing that edge.

No cumming.

I grind my palm against my clit, body trembling, so close it hurts.

Timer beeps.

I stop, panting, pulling fingers free glistening with my arousal.

Proof sent.

Me: [video attached] Done, Daddy. So close... please?

DaddyJax: Such a brave little girl. Daddy's proud. No cum yet. Edge again tonight. Now, back to work like nothing happened.

I straighten my skirt, paci tucked away, cheeks burning as I emerge.

Bliss crashes against the guilt again—I'm his, marked inside and out, but this secrecy... it's cracking me open.

Jealousy flares hotter now—what if he's giving tasks like this to someone else? Some other little girl in her own stacks?


Afternoon Doubts

Afternoon shift, and that's when Sarah corners me.

Sarah Kline, my coworker, the bubbly one with the perfect bob and nosy streak a mile wide.

She's restocking periodicals when she sidles up, eyes gleaming like she's cracked a code.

"Clara! Spill. You've been glowing like a neon sign all week. Mystery man? Come on, I've seen you sneaking peeks at your phone. Is he hot? Local? Details!"

I freeze, stamping a due date harder than necessary.

"What? No, Sarah. Just... online friends. Nothing real."

She laughs, leaning in, voice dropping to a conspiratorial hush.

"Online friends? Please. That blush says otherwise. Last week you were moping over takeout alone, now you're all dreamy-eyed. Coffee shop yesterday? I was there—saw you bolt out like you'd seen a ghost. Or a lover. Who's the guy? Does he know about your whole... librarian vibe? Bet he loves the cardigans."

My stomach drops.

She saw me at Bean Haven? God, how much?

I force a laugh, stacking magazines to hide my shaking hands.

"Sarah, seriously. No mystery man. Just reading more romance novels. You know, escapism."

She pouts, but her eyes narrow playfully.

"Uh-huh. Well, if he shows up to check out books, I'm interrogating. You've got that freshly fucked radiance, girl. Own it!"

Freshly fucked radiance. She has no idea.

I mutter something about inventory and escape to the back office, pulse racing.

Guilt swells—Sarah's right, this is changing me, cracking the shy shell I've worn like armor.

But Jax... his hidden life gnaws deeper.

During our late-night call last night, he mentioned "work trips"—vague, always vague.

Does he have a family? A wife who kisses him good morning while I'm fingering myself in fairy tale aisles?

Jealousy twists like a vine, thorny and possessive.

I want to ask, demand, but the rules... his rules keep me small, his little girl, not prying adult Clara.


The Watcher Emerges

Phone buzzes. App notification—not Jax.

A new alert, anonymous, popping up in the chat feed.

App Alert: Warning: New profile detected mimicking user dynamics. "DaddyJaxCopy" active in your area. Reports of 'watcher' behavior—tracking sessions, public tasks. Report if unsafe?

Ice floods my veins.

Mimicking us? A watcher?

My thumb hovers over the screen, breath shallow.

Who the fuck is this? Some creep scraping our chats?

I screenshot it, fire off to Jax.

Me: Daddy, look at this. Someone's copying you? Watching us? After the voicemail...

His reply takes agonizing minutes.

DaddyJax: Ignore it, princess. App glitches happen. Focus on being good for Daddy. New rule: Delete the app from your home screen. Access only through Daddy's private link from now on. Keeps you safer. Mine.

Delete it? Hide it deeper?

My gut churns—is he dismissing it to control me, or protecting us?

The thrill sours into something darker, a thriller edge sharpening the air.

Paranoia prickles; was that shadow in the stacks earlier real?

Sarah's prying feels loaded now.

And Jax's secrecy—jealousy morphs to suspicion.

What if he's the one being watched? Or worse...

Shift ends.

I rush home, locking doors, drawing blinds.

The apartment feels exposed, every creak a threat.

I obey—delete the app icon, wait for his link.

It pings.

DaddyJax: Good girl. Now, edge for Daddy. Video call. Show me how wet the library made you.

I strip, kneel on my bed, phone propped.

His face fills the screen—those piercing blue eyes, stubble-shadowed jaw, the smile that owns me.

"Hi, babygirl."

"D-Daddy," I whisper, paci in, fingers circling again.

He watches, directing—faster, slower, pinch harder. No release.

Jealousy bubbles up; I blurt it during a gasp.

"Daddy... do you have someone else? A-a real life? It hurts not knowing."

His eyes darken, voice firm.

"Princess, Daddy's life is you. The rest doesn't matter. Trust me. Now, fingers deeper—earn your goodnight story."

I obey, chasing the edge, but the seed's planted.

Trust him? With a copycat watcher out there?

Bliss fractures further.  

Later, curled under covers with his voice reading Goodnight Moon through the phone, paci soothing my whimpers, guilt and fear mingle with the ache between my thighs.

Sarah's words echo—freshly fucked radiance.

But this secret's cracking, leaks springing everywhere.

And that alert... what if the watcher's closer than I think?

As sleep finally tugs at me around 2 AM, my phone lights up one last time—not Jax.

An anonymous app whisper, untraceable, slipping through the private link somehow.

Unknown: I saw you in the stacks today, little one. Sucking so pretty on that paci. DaddyJax isn't the only one watching.

My blood runs cold.

Heart slamming, I delete it, but the hook sinks deep—who the fuck are you?

The pacifier—our pacifier—is tucked under my pillow now, but it feels tainted, exposed.

Sleep shatters, the screen's glow pulling me into the dark.


Chapter 10: Watcher in the Wings

God, my fingers are ice-cold as they clutch my phone.

The screen's glow casts harsh shadows across my rumpled bedsheets.

It's 2:17 AM, and sleep is a distant memory, chased away by the notification that just popped up on the app—the one that's supposed to be our secret sanctuary.

Not from DaddyJax, though. From some anonymous creep with a blank profile pic, username "Watcher87."

The message stares back at me like a knife in the dark: I know what you do with your paci at night, little library girl. Sucking away like a desperate baby while Daddy watches. Careful... secrets don't stay hidden forever.

My breath hitches, a sharp gasp that echoes too loud in my quiet apartment.

Who the hell is this? How do they know?

It hooks right back to that anonymous whisper from last night—the one about seeing me in the stacks, sucking so pretty on my paci.

Deleting didn't stop them. They're digging deeper.

The pacifier—our pacifier—is tucked under my pillow right now, still warm from where I slipped it between my lips an hour ago, whispering Jax's rules to myself like a lullaby.

But this... this feels real. Invasive.

My skin prickles with goosebumps, and I glance at the window, half-expecting eyes peering through the blinds.

Elmwood's night is still, but suddenly it feels alive with threats.

I delete the message, heart hammering, but another pings immediately: Deleting won't make me go away. I saw you at Bean Haven, blushing for him. Next time, I'll say hi in person.

Bean Haven. That was our spot, the coffee shop glance from last week that turned into stolen kisses in his hotel room. God, no.

And now this—tying it all together, from the library to our private moments.

Panic claws up my throat, hot and bitter.

I fumble for Jax's contact—DaddyJax in the app, but now I have his real number, his real name echoing in my mind: Jax Harlan, the man who held me last night like I was his whole world.

Me: Jax... something's wrong. Creepy messages on the app. They know things. About the paci, the cafe. I'm scared.

His reply is instant, even at this hour: Princess, video call. Now. Link coming. Stay put, lock your door if it's not already.


Morning Obedience

The video link buzzes through, and I tap it with shaking hands, my face pale and wide-eyed in the preview window.

Jax's face fills the screen seconds later—strong jaw shadowed with stubble, those dark eyes fierce and focused, like a guardian angel who's traded wings for a protective growl.

He's in what looks like his home office, shirt sleeves rolled up, a half-empty coffee mug beside him. No smile, just intensity.

"Clara," he says, voice low and commanding, cutting through my spiraling thoughts.

"Breathe for Daddy. In... out. Good girl. Tell me everything. Read me the messages."

I nod, sucking in air like he's pulling it into me himself.

My voice comes out small, wobbly—my little voice slipping free without warning, the one that craves his safety.

"Th-they said they know about the pacifier, Daddy. That I suck it like a desperate baby. And Bean Haven... they saw us. It feels like they're watching me. Here."

I pan the camera shakily around my bedroom—the messy bed, the stack of library books on my nightstand, the fairy lights Jax strung up last time he was here twinkling innocently.

His jaw tightens, a muscle ticking.

"Fuck. Okay, listen close, babygirl. First protocol: Screenshot everything. Don't delete. Block if you can, but send them to me first."

I do it, fingers flying, forwarding the poison to him while he watches.

"Good. Second: Change your app password. Right now. Use this one—Daddy'sLittleSecret2024. Got it?"

"Yes, Daddy," I whisper, typing it in, the simple act of obedience grounding me like an anchor in a storm.

My little space blooms unbidden, warm and fuzzy around the edges of the fear—a soft refuge where Jax's rules make the world small and safe.

I curl my knees to my chest, the hem of my oversized sleep shirt riding up, exposing the lacy edge of my panties—the ones he picked out, pale pink with a tiny bow.

He nods approval, but his eyes don't soften yet.

"Third: Safety check. Doors locked? Windows? Tell Daddy your location protocols."

"Door's double-bolted, chain on. Windows latched. I'm on the third floor—no fire escape."

My voice gains a tiny bit of strength reciting it, like his training from our sessions is armor.

We've played this before in whispers—virtual safety drills wrapped in DDLG tenderness—but now it's real, and his Daddy mode is dialed to eleven, protective and unyielding.

"Good girl. Proud of you."

Finally, a flicker of warmth in his gaze, and god, it melts me.

"Now, listen. This Watcher asshole? Probably some loser scraping profiles, guessing from public posts. But we're not taking chances. No more app chats until I say. We'll use encrypted texts only—Signal app, download it now if you haven't."

I scramble for my laptop on the bed, installing it while he guides me, his voice a steady rumble.

"Princess, you're safe with me. No one's touching my little girl. But we end this game tonight."

"End it how?"

I ask, hugging my pillow close, the pacifier peeking out temptingly.

My thumb finds my lip without thinking, a little habit he's praised a hundred times.

He leans closer to the camera, filling my screen with that commanding presence.

"We meet. Full reveal. No more half-shadows or stolen hours. My place, tomorrow night. You come to me, I'll pick you up if you want. We solidify this—us—face the creep together if we have to. Boyfriend-girlfriend public, Daddy-little private. No more cracks for anyone to exploit."

My heart stutters. Full reveal.

After all the secrecy—the app, the hotel, the library blushes—stepping into the light with Jax. Real life, real risks.

But god, the thought of it ignites something fierce in my chest, chasing the paranoia.

"What if they follow me? What if—"

"Shh."

His voice drops to that soothing Daddy timbre, the one that pulls me under like warm honey.

"No what-ifs. Daddy's got you. Pack a bag for the weekend. Paci, stuffies, your favorite jammies. You'll stay with me. Safe. Mine."

The word mine sends a shiver down my spine, pooling hot between my thighs.

Even scared, my body responds to him—traitorous, needy little thing.

"Okay, Daddy. I... I want that. Need you."

His eyes darken, scanning me like he can see every tremble.

"I see that lip, princess. Go on—get your paci. Suck for Daddy while we talk logistics."

Heat floods my cheeks, but it's a welcome burn, pulling me deeper into little space.

The fear recedes like a tide as I fish the pacifier from under the pillow, its familiar weight settling between my lips.

I pop it in, sucking softly, eyes locked on his through the screen.

The rhythm calms me instantly—nursing motions slow and deliberate, my free hand drifting unconsciously to my breast, circling the hardening nipple under my shirt.

"That's my good girl,"

he murmurs, voice husky now.

"Look at you, so pretty and safe. Keep sucking while Daddy tells you the plan. I'll send a car service—anonymous, paid in cash app. You'll text me when you're en route. My address: 142 Oakridge Lane, the gray house with the black truck. Code for the gate: 6969—think you can remember that, naughty girl?"

I nod around the paci, a muffled giggle bubbling up, my little side peeking through the cracks.

The number's playful nod to our dirtier chats makes my core clench.

Suck... suck... the silicone nub hits that perfect spot on my tongue, mimicking something thicker, something his.

"Tomorrow, 7 PM sharp. If anything feels off—anything—you abort and call me. Understand?"

His tone sharpens again, protective Daddy overlaying the tease.

"Mm-hmm,"

I hum, pulling the paci free with a wet pop, strings of saliva glistening.

"Promise, Daddy. But... what if the Watcher messages again before then?"

"Forward it. I'll trace the IP if I can—got a guy who owes me favors. Tech whiz from my firm."

Jax runs a hand through his dark hair, exhaling.

He's not just some app Daddy; he's a project manager at a cybersecurity company downtown, the kind of man who builds firewalls for a living.

It makes sense now, his safety protocols feeling less like play and more like second nature.

We talk for another hour—him coaching me through blocking features, me regressing sweeter with every suckle, my body relaxing into the pillows.

He tells stories to soothe me, soft ones about a little girl and her Daddy bear who chase away monsters with tickles and cuddles.

My eyes grow heavy, the paranoia a dull hum now, replaced by the throb of anticipation.

Full reveal. His house. Weekend as his little.

"Time for bed, princess,"

he finally says, voice gentle.

"Pacifier in, lights out. Dream of Daddy's arms."

"Yes, Daddy,"

I whisper, already slipping it back in, waving sleepily at the camera.

The call ends, screen going black, but his presence lingers like a blanket.


Library Lunch Task

I wake to sunlight slicing through the blinds, head fuzzy but determined.

Work at the library looms—sorting returns, recommending romances to blushing teens—but every buzz of my phone sends my pulse racing.

No new Watcher messages yet, thank god.

Jax texts on Signal: Morning, babygirl. Check-in: color?

Me: Green, Daddy.

I reply, snapping a discreet selfie from behind the circulation desk—me in my cardigan, smiling shyly, paci hidden in my purse like contraband.

Perfect. Bag packed?

Me: Mostly. Stuffie, jammies, the pink plug you like...

Heat creeps up my neck typing it.

Our play has escalated—gentle anal training with that jeweled plug, him guiding me virtually while I whimper his rules.

Naughty little slut for Daddy. Good. See you tonight. Love you, princess.

Love you. The words hit like a spark, uncharted territory after last night's intensity.

I love him too—the man, the Daddy, the secret we've built.

But Watcher... that shadow lingers.

Lunch break, I'm restocking the romance section when my phone vibrates—not Jax.

The app, unblocked somehow? No—a new anonymous ping on Signal, forwarded from the app by auto-rules we set.

Saw you eyeing those dirty books, Clara. Daddy teach you to read them with your paci? I'll be watching tonight. Enjoy your ride.

Tonight. My ride. They know.

Panic surges, black spots dancing in my vision.

I duck into the back office, dialing Jax—no, video, per protocol.

His face appears, mid-meeting from the looks of his background—muted colleagues blurring behind him.

"Clara? Talk to me."

"Th-they know about tonight! The car, Daddy. They're watching the library maybe? God, I feel sick."

His expression hardens to steel.

"Abort car. I'm coming now. Meet me out back in ten. Library alley—gray truck. Bag?"

"In my locker. Grabbing it."

"Don't panic. Daddy's here."

He ends the call, and I move like lightning—snatching my overnight bag, slipping out the employee door without a word to Mindy at the desk.

The alley smells like damp brick and garbage, but Jax's truck screeches up exactly ten minutes later, door flying open.

"Get in, princess."

He hauls me inside, bag tossed in the back, tires squealing as we peel out.

His hand finds my thigh immediately, squeezing possessively.

Up close, no screen between us, he smells like coffee and cedar—safety incarnate.

"Daddy,"

I breathe, little space crashing over me fully now, tears pricking my eyes.

I curl into his side at the first red light, head on his shoulder.

"Shh, I've got you. Locked the doors. We're going straight home—scenic route, eyes peeled."

His free hand strokes my hair, thumb brushing my temple.

"You're safe. Tell Daddy how you're feeling."

"Scared... but little. Want my paci. Want you to make it better."

The words tumble out raw, confessional, my hand sneaking into my bag for the familiar shape.

He glances down, smirking despite the tension.

"Go ahead, babygirl. Suck for me while I drive."


Afternoon Doubts

Traffic's light, Elmwood's suburbs blurring past.

I pop the paci in, sucking rhythmically, my other hand drifting to his lap—feeling the hard ridge of him through his slacks.

God, even now, I need this—need him to anchor me.

His hand covers mine, guiding it firmer.

"Easy, princess. Daddy's cock is all yours later. Focus on breathing."

We weave through back roads, no tail that I can see.

His house looms finally—modern two-story on Oakridge, gray siding, manicured lawn that screams "adult success."

Garage door rumbles up, swallowing the truck.

Inside, it's warm wood floors, leather couch, a kitchen island gleaming under pendants.

But my eyes lock on the corner: a plush armchair piled with blankets, a low shelf stocked with... coloring books? A stuffie bear?

"For you,"

he says softly, locking us in.

"Made space for my little."

Tears spill now, relief crashing.

He pulls me into his arms, crushing me against his chest.

"No more secrets. You're home, Clara. My good girl, my girlfriend, my everything."

We collapse onto the couch, me in his lap, paci bobbing as I grind subtly against him—fear morphing to desperate need.

"Daddy, please... make me forget. Play with me."

His hands roam, one cupping my breast, pinching through fabric, the other sliding under my skirt.

"Such a needy little slut. Color?"

"Green, so green."

I arch, paci muffling moans as fingers find my soaked panties.

He tugs them aside, circling my clit with expert pressure.

"This pussy's dripping for Daddy. Tell me who owns it."

"You, Daddy!"

The paci pops free as I cry out, little space fracturing into raw submission.

Two fingers plunge in, curling, his thumb relentless.

"Cum for me, princess. Wash away the fear."

I shatter, sobbing his name, body convulsing in waves.

He holds me through it, whispering praises, until I'm limp jelly.

But as aftershocks fade, reality creeps back.

Doubts swirl—how did Watcher know the car? Are we really safe here?


The Watcher Emerges

"The Watcher... what if they know this address too?"

Jax's eyes steel.

"Then we face them. Together. But first—dinner, bath, bedtime story. Full little mode. Tomorrow, we dig deeper. Get some rest tonight, princess. I've got plans to keep you safe."

We eat—him cooking pasta carbonara, me perched on a stool in just his button-down, paci clipped to the collar like a badge.

He feeds me bites, wiping sauce from my chin with a napkin, calling me his messy princess.

Bath time is heaven: bubbles piled high, him washing my hair, fingers massaging my scalp while I float in bliss, little fully.

Bed is a king-size haven, sheets crisp, my stuffies lined up.

He reads Goodnight Moon, voice rumbling deep, lulling me into peace without crossing into more tonight—saving my body for security first.

Exhausted, tangled in his arms, I drift off feeling truly held.

But at 3 AM, my phone buzzes on the nightstand.

Jax bolts up, grabbing it first.

It's Watcher: Safe at Daddy's now? Oakridge is nice. Sleep tight—I'm closer than you think.

Jax's arm bands around me like iron.

"It's time to end this. We're getting out of here—somewhere they can't follow. Cabin in the woods, masks off. Pack light, princess. We leave at dawn."

God, as Jax's grip tightens and his eyes burn with fury, the shadows feel closer than ever—who the hell is Watcher, and how do we escape to somewhere they can't follow?


Chapter 11: Unmasked Surrender

God, my heart's a wild thing in my chest, thumping so hard I swear Jax can feel it through the thin fabric of my sundress as we pull up the gravel drive to this secluded cabin.

The woods swallow us whole—towering pines whispering secrets in the wind, the kind of place where the world fades to nothing but us.

No library shelves, no prying eyes from Elmwood, just the rumble of his sleek black SUV fading into silence as he kills the engine.

It's our first real getaway after that chilling Watcher message at 3 AM—his iron arm banding around me like a shield as he snarled,

It's time to end this. We're getting out of here—somewhere they can't follow. Cabin in the woods, masks off. Pack light, princess. We leave at dawn.

We threw clothes in bags and bolted from Oakridge before the sun cracked the horizon, masks off in every sense, a desperate bid to reclaim our secret from the shadows.

My stomach flips with a cocktail of terror and thrill.

Who knew surrender could taste this sweet?

He turns to me, that signature smirk playing on his lips—Jax Harlan, the bestselling author whose books I've devoured in secret for years, the man behind DaddyJax.

I recognized him that first real-life meeting at the coffee shop, his face half-hidden under a cap, but those piercing blue eyes? Unmistakable from the author photo on his thrillers.

Wealthy, reclusive, and now mine.

"Ready to be my good little girl out here, Clara? Away from all the noise?"

His voice is low, velvet-wrapped gravel, sending shivers straight to my core.

I nod, cheeks flaming, my fingers twisting the hem of my dress.

"Y-yes, Daddy."

The word slips out easy now, like it's always belonged there.

No app, no anonymity—just us, raw and real.

He leans over, cups my chin, and kisses me slow, his tongue teasing mine until I'm whimpering, my thighs pressing together against the ache building low.

"Inside, princess. Daddy's got surprises."

He grabs our bags, slings one over his shoulder—the pink one with the paci clips and storybooks he packed himself—and leads me up the porch steps.

The cabin's a dream: log walls glowing warm in the late afternoon sun, a stone fireplace waiting to crackle, and floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking a glassy lake.

No neighbors, no signal bars flickering unreliable on my phone.

Perfect secrecy.

Or so we hope, after that ghost haunting our screens.


Stripping Bare

We barely make it through the door before he's on me, backing me against the kitchen island, his big hands roaming my hips.

"Strip for Daddy,"

he murmurs, eyes dark with hunger.

God, the way he looks at me—like I'm his whole world, fragile and filthy all at once—makes my knees buckle.

I obey, fingers fumbling with buttons, dress pooling at my feet to reveal the lacy white panties he picked out, the ones with the little bow.

No bra today; my nipples pebble in the cool air, begging.

"Good girl."

He kneels—Jax Harlan kneeling—and presses a pacifier to my lips, the silicone nub cool and familiar.

I suckle instinctively, eyes locking on his as he hooks the clip to my panties, tugging it gently.

The pull sends sparks through me, my little space blooming open like a flower in sunlight.

"That's my baby. All mine."

He stands, scoops me up effortlessly—I'm light as a feather to him—and carries me to the oversized bed in the loft bedroom.

Plush quilts, pillows scattered like clouds, and on the nightstand: his latest manuscript, unbound pages next to a stack of my favorite childhood storybooks.

My breath hitches.

He knows me, sees every hidden corner.


Storytime Surrender

"Daddy's gonna read to you tonight,"

he says, settling me in his lap, my back to his chest, his hardness pressing insistent against my ass.

I grind back a little, playful, earning a swat on my thigh.

"Nuh-uh, little one. Stories first. Then playtime."

He picks up Goodnight Moon, his voice dropping to that rhythmic cadence authors master—deep, soothing, laced with dominance.

"In the great green room, there was a telephone..."

I melt into him, paci bobbing as I suck, my hand slipping between my legs because God, the innocence of it all twists so deliciously dirty with him.

His free hand cups my breast, thumb circling my nipple until I'm moaning around the paci, hips rocking.

"Such a needy baby,"

he chuckles, setting the book aside.

"Daddy knows what you need."

He eases me onto my back, spreads my thighs wide, and oh fuck—his mouth descends.

Hot, wet, relentless.

Tongue lapping at my folds, circling my clit with expert flicks while I arch, paci muffling my cries.

"That's it, princess. Let go for Daddy."

I do, shattering fast, thighs clamping his head as waves crash over me.

But he's not done.

Never done with me.

He rises, shedding clothes—shirt revealing the sculpted chest I've traced in hotel rooms, pants dropping to unleash that thick cock I crave.

"Open wide, babygirl."

I do, paci out, mouth eager.

He feeds it to me slow, groaning as I swirl my tongue, hollowing cheeks.

"Fuck, Clara. Perfect little mouth."

His hands tangle in my hair, guiding, not forcing—tender dominance that makes me drip.

I gag a little, eyes watering, but push deeper, wanting his praise.

He pulls out, glistening, and flips me to my tummy.

"Ass up, princess. Time for Daddy's cock."

I comply, knees spreading, face buried in pillows scented like pine and him.

He teases my entrance, slick with my arousal, then thrusts in—deep, filling, stretching me to that exquisite burn.

"Mine,"

he growls, pounding steady, one hand fisting my hair, the other rubbing my clit.

"Yes, Daddy! Yours!"

I cry, paci forgotten on the sheets, every slap of skin echoing off log walls.

It's raw, animal—his hips snapping, my walls clenching, chasing that edge.

He reaches for the paci, pops it back in.

"Suck, baby. Be good."

I do, the rhythm syncing—suck, thrust, suck, thrust—until I'm spiraling again, orgasm ripping through me like fire.

He follows, burying deep, flooding me with heat, his roar muffled against my shoulder.

We collapse, sweaty, tangled, his arms my cage.

God, in this afterglow, with his heartbeat thundering against mine, the words bubble up unbidden.

"Jax... Daddy... I love you."

It's out, hanging vulnerable in the air.

My cheeks burn hotter than the sex, but I mean it—every shy, secret piece of me.

He stills, then rolls me to face him, eyes soft, searching.

"Say it again, little one."

"I love you,"

I whisper, tears pricking.

"Not just the play, not just the Daddy. All of you. The author, the man who sees me."

His smile breaks wide, genuine, chasing away the reclusive mask.

"Fuck, babygirl. I love you too. Been falling since that first app ping."

He kisses me deep, possessive.

"You're my everything. My little secret keeper."

We clean up slow, him running a bath in the clawfoot tub downstairs—bubbles, my favorite strawberry shampoo.

He washes me like I'm porcelain, fingers gentle between my legs, rekindling sparks.

"Daddy's gonna protect this,"

he murmurs, soaping my breasts.

"Our secret. No one touches what's mine."

I nod, floating in bliss, paci back between my lips as he towels me dry, dresses me in footie pajamas—pink, snap-crotch, his gift.

"Storytime round two?"

I mumble around it, regressing fully, curling into his lap by the fire he starts.

He grabs his manuscript—Shadows Unseen, his upcoming thriller.

"This one's got a heroine like you, Clara. Hidden desires, watchers in the dark."

His voice weaves the tale: a shy woman ensnared by a dominant lover, secrets unraveling amid passion.

But midway, his phone buzzes on the coffee table—mine's off in the bedroom, signal spotty.

He ignores it, but it buzzes again.

Annoyed, he checks.

"Spam,"

he mutters, but his jaw tightens.

I peek—unknown number, message: Enjoying the cabin, Clara? Cute pajamas. Woods are lovely this time of year.

My blood ices.

How?

The app's private, encrypted.

But that watcher from Oakridge—the library shadow, the 3 AM taunt...

"Jax?"

My voice wobbles, little space cracking.

He pulls me close, firelight dancing on his fierce face.

"It's nothing, baby. Daddy's got you."

But his eyes scan the windows, the dark woods beyond.

He vows then, voice steel:

"I swear, princess, I'll burn the world to keep our secret safe. No one takes you from me."

We make love again by the fire—slower this time, missionary with my legs wrapped tight, paci shared between kisses.

He whispers promises as he moves inside me,

"Forever mine,"

and I confess more,

"Love you, Daddy, always your little."

Climax builds tender, shared, sealing us deeper.

Later, tucked in bed, his arms my fortress, I almost forget.

Until my phone—fetched from the bedroom—lights up on the charger.

One bar of signal, glitching in.

Notification: app alert.

WatcherWings: Found you. Sweet dreams at Pine Lake Cabin. Secrets don't stay hidden.

Oh God.

They know.

We're exposed.

How the hell did they track us here?  


Chapter 12: Pursued by Shadows

God, my hands are slick with sweat, fumbling the stack of returned paperbacks as I shelve them in the quiet hush of Elmwood Public Library.

It's a Thursday afternoon, the kind where golden light slants through the tall windows, painting dusty halos on the worn carpet, but today it feels like bars on a cage.

Three days since that cabin surrender with Jax—three days of stolen texts, my body still echoing with the memory of his hands, his voice calling me his good girl as he tucked me in with that soft blanket and my paci between my lips.

We've been careful, so careful, meeting only in shadows, but the watcher's messages haunt me like ghosts.

"Found you. Sweet dreams at Pine Lake Cabin. Secrets don't stay hidden."

The last one hit at 2 AM, glitching through that one bar of signal, a blurry shot of Jax's truck vanishing into the trees.

My little space, that fragile bubble of safety, feels like it's cracking wide open.


Eyes in the Stacks

I'm restocking the romance section—ironic, right?—when I feel it: eyes on me.

Not the usual shy glances from patrons, but something heavier, predatory.

I spin slowly, my cardigan slipping off one shoulder, and there he is.

Tall, disheveled, late thirties maybe, with a hoodie pulled low and a manila envelope clutched in his fist.

His face is familiar in that vague, app-blurred way—one of those profiles I'd swiped past months ago before Jax claimed me.

Jealous ex-app user? God, the thought makes my stomach lurch.

"Clara Thompson," he says, voice low and oily, stepping closer to the shelves like he's browsing.

No one else around; the library's dead this hour.

"Librarian by day, Daddy's little slut by night. Cute."

My breath catches, knees locking as I backpedal into the cart of unsorted books.

"I—I don't know what you're talking about. Do you need help finding something?"

Play it cool, Clara. Stall.

He chuckles, a wet, ugly sound, and pulls photos from the envelope, fanning them like a poker hand.

My world tilts.

There I am, slipping into Bean Haven Café with Jax, his hand on my lower back.

Another from the hotel parking lot, my sundress hiked just enough to show the lace of my panties as I climbed into his truck.

The cabin—oh God, the cabin porch, me in that frilly dress he'd picked, paci dangling from its clip around my neck, his arm possessive around my waist.

How? When?

"Smile for the camera, little girl," he sneers, shoving one under my nose—the one where Jax is kissing my neck, my eyes half-lidded in bliss.

"Thought you were discreet. That app? It's got eyes everywhere. Shared profiles, baby. I know all about your 'sessions.' Pacifiers and storytime? Pathetic."

Heat floods my face, shame twisting with terror in my gut.

My phone's in my locker—thirteen minutes to my shift break, but who cares?

"Please, just—leave. This is my workplace."

My voice is a whisper, small as my little space feels right now, crumbling under his gaze.

He leans in, breath sour with coffee and spite, trapping me against the shelves.

"Not until you ditch the Daddy wannabe and give me a real session. Or these go to your boss. Your neighbors. Hell, your app profile—public."

His hand shoots out, grabbing my wrist, fingers like iron.

Pain flares, and I whimper, the sound too much like my playtime pleas.

"Come on, princess. Open wide for Daddy Number Two."


The Chase

Panic explodes in my chest.

I yank free, books tumbling as I bolt for the circulation desk, heart slamming like a war drum.

"Help! Security!"

But the desk is empty—Margaret's on lunch—and his footsteps pound behind me, heavy and relentless.

I grab the phone there, dialing Jax's number with shaking fingers—our emergency code, the one he drilled into me after the first watcher ping: three rings, hang up, call back.

It connects on the first try.

"Clara? Baby girl?"

"He's here," I gasp, ducking behind the desk as the man rounds the corner, eyes wild.

"Library. Photos. Jax—Daddy—help."

"Stay put. I'm five minutes out. Hide, princess. Be my brave girl."

Click.

The line goes dead, but his voice echoes in my skull, steel wrapped in love.

The watcher vaults the desk—athletic for a creep—and hauls me up by my collar, envelope scattering photos like confetti from hell.

One flutters down: me on my knees in the hotel room, Jax's fingers in my hair, my mouth open around nothing but promise.

"Time's up," he growls, dragging me toward the back exit, staff door banging open to the alley.

Elmwood's main street hums obliviously beyond the dumpster shadows, but no one's looking.

My ballet flats skid on gravel, tears blurring everything.

"No—no, please—"

"Shut it, or I post 'em now."

His free hand clamps my mouth, the other twisting my arm behind my back.

Pain shoots up my shoulder, but worse is the helplessness, my little side screaming inside: Daddy, where are you?

I bite his palm—hard—and he howls, loosening just enough for me to knee his groin.

He doubles, and I run, alley walls closing in, lungs burning.

But he's faster, tackling me to the pavement.

Gravel bites my knees through my skirt, skirt hiking up to expose my thighs—and the little pink panties Jax picked, with "Daddy's Girl" embroidered on the bum.

Humiliation burns hotter than the scrapes.

"Feisty little bitch—"

He pins me, fist raised, and that's when tires screech.

Jax's truck explodes into the alley, door flying open before it's even stopped.

He's a blur of fury—six-foot-two of coiled muscle in jeans and that fitted black tee, eyes like thunder.

"Get your fucking hands off her!"


Daddy's Rescue

The watcher startles, scrambling up, but Jax is on him like a wolf.

One punch cracks jawbone—sickening pop—and the man crumples, blood spraying.

Jax doesn't stop; he grabs the guy's hoodie, slamming him against the brick wall.

"You touch my girl? You stalk her? Who the fuck are you?"

Panting, I crawl to my feet, knees bloody, clutching my torn cardigan.

Jax glances my way—tender fury in his eyes—and nods.

"Go to the truck, baby. Lock the doors. Good girl."

I obey on instinct, little space surging as safety floods back.

His voice, that command—it's my anchor.

Inside the cab, I huddle against the passenger door, sobbing quietly, phone clutched like a lifeline.

Peering out, I see Jax pinning the watcher down now, knee in his chest.

"Talk. Now."

The man spits blood, laughing maniacally.

"App user. 'ShadowLurker69.' You stole her from the pool, DaddyJax. Saw her profile first—prime little meat. Tracked her meets. Photos for leverage. She's mine now."

Jax's fist rears back again.

"Jealous fuck. She's mine. Always was."

But sirens wail distant—someone must've heard the commotion.

Jax hauls the guy up by his collar, marching him to the truck's bed like discarded trash.

"You're done."

He zip-ties the man's wrists with something from his glovebox—prepared Daddy—and tosses him in, slamming the tonneau cover.

Then he's at my door, scooping me into his arms before I can blink.

"My brave girl. You okay?"

I bury my face in his neck, inhaling his scent—leather, sweat, safety.

"Hurts... scared, Daddy."

The word slips out raw, needy, my vulnerability peaking like a wave crashing.

No more hiding; I'm his little completely now.

"Shh, princess. Daddy's got you."

He buckles me in, kissing my scraped forehead, then guns the engine, peeling out as cop lights flicker blocks away.

We weave through Elmwood's backstreets—past the library's stately facade, now tainted—and hit the highway outskirts.

"Safehouse. Ten minutes. Then we deal with this prick."


Safehouse Sanctuary

The drive blurs in tears and adrenaline, my body one big tremble.

Jax's hand stays on my thigh, thumb circling soothing patterns, grounding me.

"Tell me everything, baby. From the start."

I spill it all—his approach, the photos, the grab.

By the time we pull into the overgrown drive of the safehouse—a dingy cabin off some forgotten logging road, boarded windows and chain-link gate—I'm wrung out, little space in full bloom.

He carries me inside like I'm porcelain, the watcher groaning in the truck bed, ignored for now.

God, the safehouse smells like pine dampness and dust, a single room with a sagging couch, kitchenette, and loft bed.

Jax barricades the door with a heavy cabinet, then turns to me, eyes scanning my scrapes.

"Strip, little one. Let Daddy see."

My fingers shake undoing buttons, skirt pooling at my feet.

Bruises bloom on my wrist, knees raw and gravel-embedded.

Panties askew, the embarrassing "Daddy's Girl" peeking.

I stand there exposed, vulnerable as a newborn, tears tracking down my cheeks.

"He saw... everything."

Jax growls low, stripping off his shirt to reveal that tattooed chest I worship, then gently lifts me to the sink counter.

"Mine to see. No one else's."

He cleans my wounds with warm water and antiseptic from a stocked first-aid kit—always prepared, my Daddy—his touch feather-light on my thighs, avoiding the intimate ache building despite the fear.

"Such a good girl, fighting back. Daddy's so proud."

Whimpers escape as he dabs my knees, his breath hot on my skin.

"Need you, Daddy. Make it go away."

My little voice, high and pleading, hands reaching for him.

He pauses, eyes darkening with hunger and love.

"Soon, princess. First, strength."

He lifts me down, wraps me in a soft throw blanket from the couch—fuzzy, smelling faintly of mothballs but safe—and settles us there.

His arms envelop me, rocking gently.

"Tell Daddy your colors."

"Green, Daddy. Greenest green."

I nuzzle his chest, paci clipped to the blanket's edge—he must've grabbed it from the truck, thoughtful man.

It slips between my lips, silicone comfort muffling my sucks as vulnerability peaks.

No walls left; I'm leaning on him utterly, my rock in this storm.

We stay like that twenty minutes, my body melting into his, little space a balm.

Sirens fade to memory; it's just us.

Then Jax stirs.

"Time to end this."


Handling the Threat

He tucks me in the loft with my paci and a bottle of water—

"Stay put, good girl. Watch Daddy handle it."—

and drags the watcher inside, tying him to a rickety chair with more zips and rope from a shed.

The man glares, split lip oozing, but fear flickers when Jax looms.

"ShadowLurker," Jax says, voice ice.

"Real name?"

"Fuck you."

Spit flies.

Jax pulls his phone, taps recording.

"Wrong answer."

He dials—some contact, voice low: "Got a lurker. App breach. Send cleanup."

Then to the man:

"Photos. Phone. Now."

A struggle, but Jax wrenches the burner phone free, smashing it under his boot after scrolling evidence—timestamps matching our dates, geotags, even app chat logs where this creep bragged to others.

"Jealous ex-user, huh? Blocked you months ago. Should've doxxed your ass then."

The watcher sneers.

"She'll thank me. Dumping a fake Daddy like you."

Jax's laugh is dark.

"Fake? Watch."

He glances up at me in the loft, winking—our signal.

I crawl to the railing, blanket clutched, paci bobbing.

"Who's your Daddy, princess?"

"You, Daddy Jax," I call down, voice small but sure.

"Only you."

The man's face crumples—defeat.

Jax grabs the envelope remnants, photos too, and feeds them into a firepit outside, flames devouring our secrets.

But as cleanup arrives—two burly guys in unmarked van, no questions—he hesitates.

"One pic got out. App forum. Viral now."

My heart stops.

Exposure.

Jax's jaw tightens.

"Neutralized?"

"Not fully. Traced back here. Feds might sniff if we don't vanish."

Jax nods, hauling the watcher to the van.

"Handle it."

Door slams, tires crunch away.

Threat neutralized—but risk lingers, exposure's shadow creeping.

Back inside, Jax climbs to me, gathering my trembling form.

"It's over, baby. He's gone. But we move. Tonight."

I cling, sucking my paci harder, little space my refuge.

"Don't leave me, Daddy."

"Never."

His kiss claims my mouth, paci discarded, tongue dominant and tender.

Clothes shed in a frenzy—his jeans kicked off, my blanket tossed.

He lays me back on the lumpy mattress, body covering mine, cock hard and insistent against my thigh.

"My good girl needs Daddy's strength."

"Yes—please—"

Vulnerability turns to fire as he slides in, slow and deep, filling me utterly.

Each thrust grounds me, his hands pinning wrists above my head, mouth on my neck.

"You're safe. Mine. Forever."

I arch, crying out, orgasms ripping through like catharsis—fear purged in ecstasy.

He follows, growling my name, collapsing in a tangle of limbs.

We lie spent, his fingers tracing my bruises.

"Pack light. New life starts now."

But as moonlight filters through cracks, my phone—spared in the glovebox—buzzes.

Unknown number.

Photo attachment: us, here, now.

Naked, entwined.

Caption: "Found you again. Game on."

God, the shadows aren't done.


Chapter 13: Healing in His Arms

God, my whole body feels like it's been wrung out and hung to dry, every nerve ending raw from the chase, the fear, that shadowy bastard who thought he could shatter what we've built.

It's been two days since Jax bundled me into his car outside the library, tires screeching as we peeled away from Elmwood's quiet streets, leaving that creep's leering face in the rearview—hot breath on my neck, fingers grazing my arm before Jax clocked him square in the jaw and we bolted.

My skin still crawls remembering it, but Jax... God, Jax was there, my rock, my Daddy, scooping me up like I was made of glass.

Now we're holed up in this little lakeside cottage he rented on the edge of town—far enough from prying eyes, close enough to breathe.

The crisis hit like a storm, but here in the aftermath, it's all softness, all healing.

And fuck, I need it.


Awakening to Safety

I wake up slow, tangled in sheets that smell like him—woodsy soap and that hint of leather from his jacket.

Sunlight filters through gauzy curtains, dappling the wooden floorboards.

Jax is already up, his broad back to me as he stands by the window, phone in hand, murmuring low into it.

"...yeah, handle it discreetly. I want eyes on him 24/7 until the cops sort it."

He hangs up, turns, and his eyes soften when they land on me.

Those dark eyes, the ones that command without a word.

"Morning, little one," he says, voice gravelly from sleep. "How's my good girl feeling?"

I stretch, the hem of my oversized sleep shirt—his, really—riding up my thighs, exposing the lacy edge of my panties.

No bra, because why bother here? It's just us.

"Sore," I whisper, my voice small, honest. "Everywhere. But... safe. Because of you."

My cheeks heat, that familiar blush creeping in, but it's different now.

Less shame, more ownership.

After everything—the app whispers turning real, the hotel romps, the cabin surrender, and now this pursuit—I'm done hiding.

Not completely, not yet, but the shyness is cracking, peeling away like old wallpaper.

He crosses the room in two strides, the mattress dipping under his weight as he sits beside me.

His hand finds my cheek, thumb brushing my lower lip.

"That's my girl. No more shadows, Clara. Not while I'm here."

He leans in, kisses me soft, lingering, his beard scratching just right.

I melt into it, my fingers curling into his shirt, pulling him closer.

When he pulls back, there's a paci clipped to his collar—my pink one, the first he sent.

He unclips it, holds it to my lips.

"Open up, baby. Let Daddy make it better."

God, the way that word—Daddy—hits me now.

It's not just play anymore; it's us.

I part my lips, suckle gently, the silicone nub familiar, soothing the knot in my chest.

He gathers me into his lap, my head against his shoulder, one big hand rubbing slow circles on my back.

"There we go," he murmurs, rocking us gently. "Just breathe. In... out. Daddy's got you."

The world narrows to this: his heartbeat under my ear, the rhythmic suck-suck of the paci, the warmth of his body enveloping mine.

Tears prick my eyes—not from fear, but release.

The chase was too close, too real.

That man—Watcher87 from the app—sniffing around my library life like a dog after scraps.

Jax says he's handled—private security, maybe a restraining order—but the what-ifs linger.

We stay like that for what feels like hours, though the clock says only twenty minutes.

My body relaxes, boneless, and a soft heat builds low in my belly, the kind that comes from his touch, his care.

It's sensual, this healing—not frantic fucking, but something deeper, tender dominance weaving through every stroke.

His hand slips under my shirt, palm flat against my bare stomach, tracing lazy patterns up to cup my breast.

I whimper around the paci, arching into him.

"Shh, little one," he soothes, pinching my nipple lightly, just enough to spark pleasure-pain. "Daddy's gonna take such good care of his princess today."

He lays me back on the pillows, eyes locked on mine as he peels off my shirt, then my panties, slow like unwrapping a gift.

Naked now, vulnerable, but not shy—not with him.

I spread my legs a little, inviting, owning it.

"Please, Daddy," I mumble around the paci, words garbled but needy.

He chuckles low, strips off his own clothes, his cock hard and heavy against his thigh.

But he doesn't rush.

Instead, he grabs a bottle from the nightstand—baby lotion, warmed in his hands—and massages it into my skin, starting at my feet, working up my calves, thighs.

His thumbs press into the tense muscles, easing the ache from running, from fear.

When he reaches my core, he parts me gently, one finger circling my clit with featherlight touches.

"So wet for Daddy already," he growls, approval thick in his voice. "Such a good little girl, letting me heal you."

I nod, paci bobbing, hips bucking as he slides two fingers inside, curling them just right.

It's slow, deliberate, building that sweet pressure without tipping over.

His mouth follows, kissing up my inner thigh, then latching onto my folds, tongue flicking lazy patterns.

I cry out, muffled, my hands fisting the sheets.

Orgasm crashes soft, like waves on the lakeshore outside, leaving me trembling, spent.

He kisses his way up, paci still in my mouth, and tucks me against him again.

"Rest now, baby. Storytime later."


Storytime Seduction

God, storytime.

Our ritual, evolved from app fantasies to this.

After my post-crisis haze, it's become recovery—his voice weaving tales that pull me deeper into little space, blending comfort with that erotic undercurrent.

We nap like that, skin to skin, until hunger pulls us up.

Lunch is simple—grilled cheese and tomato soup, because comfort food heals too.

He feeds me bites between my suckling the paci, his free hand never leaving my thigh, possessive.

Afternoon drifts into softness.

We move to the living room, a cozy nook with a plush rug and a stack of books he brought—fairy tales, twisted just for us.

I'm in nothing but one of his button-ups, sleeves rolled up, the hem barely covering my ass.

He settles into the armchair, pulling me onto his lap facing him, legs draped over his.

"Ready for your story, princess?"

His cock twitches under me, half-hard already.

I nod, paci secure, eyes wide and trusting.

"Once upon a time," he starts, voice deep and rhythmic, "there was a brave little girl named Clara, hidden away in her library tower, dreaming of a Daddy who could see her secrets."

His hands roam as he speaks, unbuttoning the shirt to expose my breasts, thumbs circling nipples.

I squirm, heat pooling again.

"One day, Daddy found her on a magic app, and he knew she was his. He sent her pretty pacis and soft stuffies, and she sucked them so sweetly, just like this."

He taps the paci, making me hollow my cheeks around it.

The story builds—our story, mythologized: the first meeting at the coffee shop, the hotel surrender, the cabin intensity.

But it twists erotic—

"Daddy pinned his little girl to the bed, her tiny panties soaked, and whispered, 'Mine.' He filled her up slow, making her beg with her muffled cries."

I'm rocking in his lap now, grinding against his hardness, the friction perfect.

"Daddy," I whine around the paci, spit trailing down my chin.

He pops it out, replaces it with his fingers, letting me suck those instead.

"Keep listening, baby. In the story, Daddy heals her after the big bad wolf chases her. He cuddles her close, fucks her gentle until she forgets everything but pleasure."

His free hand guides my hips, cock nudging my entrance.

I sink down, inch by inch, both of us groaning.

It's sensual, unhurried—me riding him slow while he narrates, voice steady despite the clench of my walls around him.

"And they lived happily," he pants, thrusting up gently, "deciding to let the world see just a little—holding hands in public, whispering secrets where others might hear."

The words ignite something.

Climax builds again, his thumb on my clit, story fading into grunts and moans.

We come together, me collapsing onto his chest, paci forgotten on the floor.

Panting, sticky, perfect.


Facing the Future

That's when the deep talk starts.

Evening falls, fire crackling in the hearth.

We're wrapped in a blanket on the couch, me little-spaced still, sipping warm milk from a sippy cup he packed—God, he thinks of everything.

His arm around me, fingers playing with my hair.

"Clara," he says, serious now, "we can't keep hiding forever. That creep? He's a sign. The shadows are closing in because our secret's cracking anyway."

I sip, nod, the milk sweet and comforting.

"I know. Library gossip's already starting—'Clara's mystery man.' And I... I don't want to hide you anymore. Not all the way."

My voice is small, but steady.

The shyness sheds here, in his arms.

Yesterday, I would've blushed and stammered.

Today? I own it.

"What if we go semi-public? Like, meet at the coffee shop openly. Hold hands walking in Elmwood. Let people whisper."

His eyes light up, pride swelling his chest.

"Fuck, babygirl, that's my brave little one."

He kisses my forehead, then my nose, lips.

"Yeah. We blend our worlds. You keep your librarian life, I keep mine—construction gigs, the security side hustle—but we carve out space. Dates in daylight. Introduce me as Jax, your boyfriend. The DDLG stays ours, private. But no more sneaking like thieves."

The idea thrills and terrifies.

Owning my desires publicly, in small ways—wearing a subtle paci necklace under my blouse at work, texting him "Daddy" from the circulation desk without panic.

"What about the app? The watcher?" I ask, burrowing closer.

"App's done—deleted. And him? My guy's got dirt that'll bury him. Police report filed, restraining order incoming. You're safe."

His hand slips between my thighs again, cupping possessively.

"But if anyone threatens my girl..."

The growl says it all.

We talk futures—lazy Sundays with storytime, maybe a collar disguised as jewelry, trips where I can be fully little.

"Marry me someday?" he murmurs, half-joking, half-not.

My heart flips.

"Yes, Daddy," I breathe, and it's real.


Night's Healing and Shadow

Night deepens into more healing—pacifier cuddles turning sensual again.

He bathes me in the clawfoot tub, bubbles everywhere, washing my hair with gentle fingers, then bending me over the edge for slow, deep thrusts from behind.

Water sloshes, my moans echo, paci muffling the cries as he claims me.

"Mine," he grunts with each snap of hips. "Forever."

I come undone, sobbing pleasure, and he follows, filling me hot.

Dried and tucked into bed, paci in, his arms my cage.

"Tomorrow," he whispers, "we go back. Semi-public. Hand in hand. First shift Monday—you'll clock in strong."

Sleep claims me easy, healed.

But at 3 AM, my phone buzzes on the nightstand—notifications off, but this cuts through.

Unknown number.

A photo loads slow: me, Jax, outside the library that frantic day.

Caption: Secrets don't stay hidden, little girl. I'm closer than you think.

God, my blood runs cold.

Jax bolts up, already reaching for his phone.

The shadows aren't done.

(Word count: 3012)


Chapter 14: Whispers Become Roars

God, my reflection in the library's break room mirror looks like a stranger—cheeks flushed, eyes bright with a fire I didn't know I had.

It's Monday morning, first shift back after everything, and the whispers hit me like a wave the second I clock in.

"Did you hear about Clara and that guy?" Sarah from circulation murmurs to Tina behind the coffee machine, her voice low but not low enough.

I pretend to fuss with my name tag, but my heart's pounding, that raw edge of exposure making my skin prickle.

Two days ago, Jax clocked that creep square in the jaw outside the library—hot breath on my neck, fingers grazing my arm before we bolted, tires screeching as he bundled me into his car and we peeled away from Elmwood's quiet streets.

Now? Rumors are swirling faster than overdue notices.

"She was seen with some older guy, all intense and stuff. Think she's okay?"


Armor in the Stacks

I smooth my cardigan—prim, buttoned-up Clara Thompson, the shy one who blushes at romance novels—but inside, I'm roaring.

Jax's voice echoes in my head from last night, his arms wrapped around me in bed after that shower fuck, paci still buzzing in my memory: You're my good girl, princess. Strong for Daddy.

It steadies me.

I step out, head high, and flash a smile at Sarah.

"Morning, everyone. Anything urgent on the desk?"

They exchange glances, but I don't crumble. Not anymore.

For the first time, little space isn't just a secret escape; it's armor.

I feel it humming under my skin, playful and fierce, like Jax slipped a paci into my pocket this morning—wait, he did.

Tucked in my bra, a soft reminder, nipple-hardening weight against my chest. Suck if you need me, his note said.

God, just thinking it makes me wet.

The morning drags in that hushed library rhythm—scanning barcodes, recommending cozy mysteries to blue-haired retirees—but every sidelong stare fuels me.

At noon, my phone buzzes in my apron pocket. Not the app; it's him, texting from his work line.

How's my brave girl holding up? Pics or it didn't happen.

I duck into the stacks, heart racing, and snap a quick selfie: me with a stack of books, mouthing "Daddy's strong," the paci bulge just visible if you know to look.

His reply: Fuck, princess. Come home tonight and show me how strong.

Heat floods me, thighs clenching.

Light play in daily life—he's weaving it in, turning whispers into something real, constant.

By closing time, I've shelved returns without dropping a single one, chatted up a patron about fairy tales like they're gospel.

Empowered. That's what this is.

My little side isn't hiding; it's blooming, making big-Clara bold.

I lock up at six sharp, the autumn chill nipping my legs under my skirt as I hurry to my car.

Jax's waiting—no, Daddy's waiting—in the lot across the street, leaning against his SUV like he owns the dusk.

Tall, broad-shouldered, that salt-and-pepper scruff framing a smile that's all predator and protector.

God, my knees weaken just seeing him.

"Hey, library girl," he calls, voice gravelly, pulling me into his chest before I can speak.

His hands slide down, possessive, cupping my ass through wool.

"Heard the whispers. You good?"

"Better than good," I breathe, nuzzling his neck, inhaling that woodsy cologne mixed with clean sweat.

"Told them nothing. Stood tall. For you."

His chuckle rumbles through me, fingers tangling in my hair.

"That's my little roar. Let's get you home, princess. Daddy's got plans."


Roaring Surrender

The drive to his place—our place now, unspoken—is torture.

His hand on my thigh, inching up, brushing my damp panties.

"No touching till we park," he growls when I whimper, but his thumb circles, teasing.

By the time we tumble through his front door, I'm a mess—cardigan discarded, blouse half-unbuttoned, paci in my mouth because he ordered it the second the lock clicked.

"Suck, babygirl. Show Daddy how you held it together all day."

God, the relief of it—the silicone nipple filling my mouth, muffling my moans as he backs me against the wall.

His mouth crashes into mine around it, tongue battling the plug, tasting my obedience.

"Fuck, you taste like secrets," he murmurs, popping it free, replacing it with his fingers.

Thick, callused, pumping slow.

I suck greedily, eyes locked on his, little-Clara purring while big-Clara drowns in need.

He strips me right there in the foyer—skirt pooling at my ankles, bra yanked down, paci swinging from its clip on my nipple like a lewd pendant.

"On your knees, princess. Worship Daddy's cock for being so brave."

I drop, knees hitting hardwood, hands fumbling his belt.

He's hard already, thick length springing free, pre-cum beading at the tip.

God, I crave it—the weight on my tongue, the stretch.

I lean in, lips parting, but he stops me with a hand in my hair.

"Eyes up. Tell Daddy what you want."

My voice is small, breathy-little:

"Please, Daddy... wanna make it better. Suck your big cock, be your good girl."

He groans, guiding me forward, and I take him deep, throat relaxing from all our practice.

Slurping, messy, tears pricking as he fucks my face slow—boundaries pushed, but safe.

His praises rain down:

"That's it, baby. Such a pretty cocksucker. Daddy's little library slut."

He pulls out before I taste him, hauling me up, carrying me to the bedroom like I weigh nothing.

The sheets are fresh, scattered with new toys—a soft rattle, a frilly onesie laid out like a promise.

"Strip the rest, princess. Crawl to Daddy."

Naked now, skin goosebumped, I obey—ass up, paci back between my lips, crawling across cool cotton.

Vulnerable, exposed, but empowered in surrender.

He watches, stroking himself, eyes dark.

"God, look at you. My empowered little. Used to hide; now you roar for me."  


Empowered Forever

On the bed, he pulls me into his lap, facing him, my slick folds grinding his shaft.

No rush—tender dominance, his hands everywhere.

Pinching nipples, then soothing with sucks.

"Feel that, baby? That's us. Real."

I nod, paci bobbing, hips rocking desperate.

He slips it out, replaces with his mouth—kissing me deep, then trailing bites down my neck, collarbone.

"Want Daddy inside?"

A whine escapes:

"Yes, Daddy, please... fill your little pussy."

He flips us, me on my back, legs spread wide.

Boundaries push further—he grabs lube from the nightstand, slicking fingers.

"Gonna play with your tight little ass tonight, princess. Relax for me."

God, my heart stutters— we've talked anal, edged it in sessions, but real?

His finger circles my puckered hole, pressing in slow, while his cock nudges my dripping entrance.

Double stretch—full, overwhelming.

I gasp, clutching sheets:

"Daddy... it's so much."

He pauses, thumb on my clit.

"Breathe, babygirl. You're safe. Say yellow if too much."

Green—my code for more—and he sinks in, inch by inch.

Pussy clenching around his girth, ass fluttering on his finger.

"Fuck, so tight. Good girl, taking both."

He thrusts shallow, building—me writhing, nails in his back, little cries spilling.

Paci back in my mouth, muffling screams as pleasure coils tight.

"Cum for Daddy," he commands, curling that finger, hitting spots that shatter me.

I do—roaring silently around the nipple, walls pulsing, gushing wet.

He follows, pulling out to paint my belly, hot ropes marking me.

Collapsing together, sweat-slick, his weight grounding.

We lay tangled, breaths syncing, his fingers tracing lazy patterns on my skin.

Light play seeps in—he grabs the rattle, shaking it playful.

"Who's Daddy's noisy baby?"

I giggle, batting it, little space bubbling free even post-orgasm.

Empowered, yes—I've evolved, confidence blooming from vulnerability.

But then his voice shifts, serious, hand cupping my face.

"Clara... my little Clara. This isn't just play anymore. Marry me. Make it official—Daddy and princess, forever. Rings, vows, the works. No more hiding."

God, my world tilts.

Tears prick—joy, fear, everything raw.

"Jax... Daddy... yes. God, yes."

We kiss, sealing it, vulnerability fully shared.

But at 3 AM, my phone buzzes on the nightstand—notifications off, but this cuts through.

Unknown number.

A photo loads slow: me in the stacks at noon, paci bulge peeking under my blouse, snapped from hiding.

Caption: Saw you roar today, little one. Secrets don't stay hidden. Watch your back.

Heart drops.

The shadows roar back.


Chapter 15: Our Little Forever

God, my fingers are trembling so badly I can barely tie the satin ribbon around my wrist—the one Jax slipped into my palm this morning with that knowing smile, his voice a low rumble: "For tonight, princess. Wear it like my promise."

It's pink, soft as a whisper, matching the paci clipped to the collar of my simple white dress, the one he picked out for me last week.

No panties underneath, just like he commanded, the cool air kissing my bare skin every time I shift on the edge of this four-poster bed in the cabin we claimed as ours.

The same cabin where shadows chased us once, but now? Now it's our sanctuary, candlelight flickering off the wooden beams, casting golden pools on the quilt strewn with stuffed animals, storybooks, and that little velvet box waiting on the nightstand.

Our commitment ceremony. Our forever.

God, my heart's a frantic bird trapped in my ribs, wings beating against the truth: I'm not just Clara anymore, the shy librarian hiding behind stacks of dusty tomes. I'm his little. Fully. Finally.


Sanctuary Awaits

It's been a week since that 3 AM photo—the one of me in the library stacks at noon, paci bulge peeking under my blouse, snapped from hiding and captioned Saw you roar today, little one. Secrets don't stay hidden. Watch your back.

Jax didn't waste a breath: he called his security guy that night, cross-referenced the number with the Watcher87 profile, filed a police report by morning.

The creep's vanished like smoke, phone traced to a burner ditched in some Elmwood alley. No more pings on the app, no shadows lurking.

Jax whisked me away after my shift yesterday, blindfolding me in the passenger seat of his sleek black SUV.

His big hand on my thigh the whole drive, thumb circling slow, possessive patterns that made me whimper and soak the seat.

"Patience, babygirl," he'd murmured, breath hot against my ear.

"Daddy's got something special to wash away the fear."

Now here I am, knees tucked under me, the dress riding up my thighs.

Every inch of me humming with need.

This is real. Us. Eternal.  


Vows in Candlelight

The door creaks open, and there he is—Jax, my DaddyJax, filling the frame like he owns the world.

He's shed his jacket, shirt sleeves rolled up to show those corded forearms I love tracing with my tongue, tie loosened just enough to hint at the control he wields so effortlessly.

In his hand, a tray: two champagne flutes bubbling softly, a plate of heart-shaped strawberries dipped in chocolate, and our pacis—mine with the bunny print, his a grown-up black one he indulges in sometimes, just for me.

His eyes lock on mine, dark and devouring, raking down to where the ribbon dangles like an invitation.

"Look at you," he growls, setting the tray down and crossing to me in three strides.

His fingers catch my chin, tilting it up, thumb brushing my lower lip until it parts on a gasp.

"My perfect little girl, all dressed up for Daddy. Ready to make promises?"

I nod, words tangling in my throat, but he shakes his head, tsking softly.

"Words, princess. Always words for Daddy."

"Y-yes, Daddy," I whisper, voice small and breathy, heat flooding my cheeks—and lower, that insistent ache between my legs where I'm already slick for him.

God, how does he do this? Turn me into this needy, dripping mess with just a look?

He smiles, that tender-dominant curve that makes my knees weak, and sinks onto the bed beside me, pulling me into his lap like I weigh nothing.

His arms band around my waist, one hand splaying possessively over my bare belly, dipping lower to tease the hem of my dress.

"Good girl. Tonight, we make it official. No more hiding, no more whispers. You're mine forever—my little, my love, my everything."

He reaches for the velvet box, popping it open to reveal two silver rings, simple bands etched with tiny stars and a single word inside each: Forever.

Mine sized for my finger, his thicker, stronger. But etched deeper are the vows we'll speak, the ones he wrote last night while I slept curled against him.

My breath hitches as he slips mine onto my finger first, cool metal warming instantly against my skin.

"Repeat after me, babygirl," he murmurs, eyes never leaving mine.

"I, Clara, your little one, promise to be Daddy's good girl always—sipping my paci when I'm fussy, coloring my worlds with crayons and cuddles, letting Daddy tuck me in with stories and spanks when I need them."

Tears prick my eyes, hot and happy, as I echo him, voice quivering:

"I, Clara, your little one, promise to be Daddy's good girl always—sipping my paci when I'm fussy, coloring my worlds with crayons and cuddles, letting Daddy tuck me in with stories and spanks when I need them."

God, it feels like shedding skin, the shy girl who blushed at "fuck" in romance novels dissolving into this bold, cherished space where I can beg for his thumb in my mouth and mean it.

He nods, pride swelling his chest, and slides his own ring on, voice rough with emotion.

"I, Jax, your Daddy, promise to protect my little forever—wiping her tears with kisses, filling her sippy with milk and her heart with love, guiding her with a firm hand and endless tenderness, no matter what the world throws at us."

His words wrap around me like his arms, and I melt against him, nuzzling into his neck, inhaling that scent of pine and power.

"I love you, Daddy. So much."

"Love you more, princess."

He kisses my forehead, then my nose, then claims my mouth in a slow, searing kiss that steals my breath.

His tongue sweeps in, dominant and sweet, tasting of champagne he must've sipped before coming up.

I moan into it, hips rocking instinctively against his growing hardness pressing through his slacks.

He groans, hand sliding under my dress to cup my bare ass, fingers dipping into the wetness pooling there.

"Fuck, babygirl. So wet already. This ceremony's got you dripping for Daddy, hasn't it?"

"Y-yes," I gasp as he breaks the kiss, nipping my earlobe.

"Please, Daddy... need you."


Sealed with Passion

He chuckles, low and dark, shifting us so I'm straddling him fully, dress hiked up to my waist, exposing everything.

"Oh, you'll have me. But first, your paci. Open wide."

He unclips it from my collar, the nipple glistening as he brings it to my lips.

I suck eagerly, eyes locked on his, the rhythmic pull sending sparks straight to my clit.

He watches, mesmerized, free hand circling my nipple through the thin fabric until it's peaked and aching.

"That's my girl. Suck while Daddy plays."

God, the fullness in my mouth, the way he controls even this—it's everything.

His fingers trail down, parting my folds, thumb finding my clit with expert pressure.

I buck against him, paci muffling my whimpers, drool slipping down my chin as he works me higher.

"Look at you," he praises, voice husky.

"My little slut, all slippery and desperate. Come for Daddy—show me how much you want this forever."

I shatter, stars bursting behind my eyelids, body convulsing as waves crash through me, soaking his hand.

He doesn't stop, drawing it out until I'm a trembling mess, paci falling from my lips as I sob his name.

"Daddy!"

"Good girl," he soothes, licking his fingers clean while I watch, mesmerized.

Then he's flipping us, laying me back on the quilt amid the stuffies, Mr. Bunny tumbling to the side.

He strips efficiently—shirt gone, slacks kicked away—revealing that body I worship: broad chest dusted with hair, abs flexing, cock thick and curving up, pre-cum beading at the tip.

"Now, the real vow. Spread for Daddy."

I do, legs falling open like petals, heart pounding as he kneels between them, rubbing his length along my slit.

"Beg for it, princess. Tell Daddy what you need."

"Please, Daddy," I whine, hands clutching the quilt.

"Fill your little girl. Make me yours forever. Fuck me, spank me, own me—please!"

He thrusts in on a groan, stretching me perfectly, bottoming out in one smooth stroke.

I cry out, nails digging into his shoulders, the fullness overwhelming, perfect.

He stills, buried deep, forehead to mine.

"Mine," he breathes.

"Forever."

Then he moves—slow at first, grinding against that spot that makes me see white, building to a punishing rhythm that has the bed creaking, candles flickering wildly.

His hand comes down on my ass—sharp, stinging slaps that make me clench around him.

"Take it," he growls, pace relentless.

"Every inch, every spank. You're Daddy's little forever now."

"Yes! Daddy, harder!"

I'm lost, babbling, another orgasm building fast as he pinches my nipples, sucks marks into my neck.

The room fills with our sounds—wet slaps, my moans, his grunts.

He reaches for his paci, popping it into his mouth briefly, eyes blazing over it as he fucks me harder, the sight pushing me over.

I come again, screaming around nothing, walls fluttering wildly.

He follows seconds later, roaring my name, flooding me with heat that marks me inside out.

We collapse, tangled and sweaty, his weight a comforting cage as aftershocks ripple through us.

He pulls out gently, gathering me close, kissing away tears I didn't know I shed.

"My perfect little. Vows sealed."

We sip champagne from the same flute, feeding each other strawberries, laughing softly as juice drips on my chin and he licks it clean.

He tucks my paci back in, reads me a story from the worn picture book—about a bunny finding her forever home—his voice lulling me into that floaty headspace where everything's soft and safe.

But as the night deepens, words bubble up, raw and real.

"Daddy... the world. The library whispers turned to stares today. What if they find out? What if—"

His finger to my lips, silencing me.

"We face it together, princess. No more secrecy. I'm taking you to meet my sister tomorrow—she's known about you for months, calls you 'the one who thawed her brother's ice.' And the library? We'll tell them when you're ready. Or not. This is ours."

He traces my ring, then his.

"Whispers became roars. Now? We're the storm."

I snuggle closer, bliss settling like a warm blanket.

From hidden app to this—my transformation complete, no more shy girl fighting the pull.

I'm cherished, collared by love in every sense.

"Our little forever," I murmur, drifting off to his heartbeat.


Epilogue Confession

God, it's been six months since that night, and typing this feels like closing a diary only to open a new one.

The ceremony bonded us deeper than any ring—blissful secrecy bloomed into open love.

I quit hiding the paci in my purse; it's on my keychain now, bunny print winking at patrons who smile knowingly.

Jax proposed for real last week, on one knee in the library stacks, whispering, "Marry your Daddy?" amid gasps and cheers from coworkers who'd pieced it together.

The whispers? Now a roaring bond, celebrated.

But tonight, as he tucks me in, a new ping lights my phone.

Not the app. A message from an unknown number: I know what you did, little girl. Secrets never die.

Heart slamming, I show Jax. His jaw tightens. Who the hell is this?


Still craving more? 


This story is just one piece of a much darker collection. 

Helpless and Claimed brings together my 10 bestselling ABDL stories — each one built around discipline, dependency, and total control. 

If this book made you feel exposed, needy, or undone…
this bundle was made for you. 

Continue here on Amazon Buy it here 
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The Whisper Beyond the Page

Some stories are meant to be read. Others are meant to be heard.

Welcome to the world of Polly Bane—where submission is beautiful, control is intimate, and fantasy is never filtered. My voice carries the same stories you’ve just lived through: voice-led storytelling, whispered confessions, and dark invitations that blur the line between pleasure and surrender.

From adult regression to power exchange, from bottles and blushes to straps and surrender, I take you into the raw space where kink and love collide. Whether you ache for dominant Mommies, obedient toys, or the trembling thrill of being taken apart and rebuilt, you’ll find yourself at home when you listen.

This channel is not for the surface. It’s for those who crave more—for those who dream of diapers, discipline, and deep devotion whispered in their ears. I write it. I whisper it. I live it.

Strip away shame. Embrace desire. And if the page wasn’t enough, follow me into the sound.

Listen here → https://www.youtube.com/@pollybane
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