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Monday morning arrived with the insistent buzz of Emma’s alarm, and she reached out from under the covers with a groan that turned into a sharp hiss the moment her weight shifted onto her back. The soreness was still there, a deep, throbbing reminder of Friday night that radiated from her ass up her spine. She rolled carefully onto her side, testing the limits of her body, and felt the answering pulse between her thighs—immediate, insistent, embarrassing in its eagerness.

The week that followed was a study in distraction. Emma sat at her desk with her tablet open, stylus hovering uselessly over a half-finished illustration of a cheerful woodland fox, but her mind kept drifting. She’d shift in her chair—carefully, always carefully—and feel the tender reminder of the paddle. The marks were fading now, the angry red mellowing into soft pink and faint purple shadows, but the memory was as vivid as if Marcus’s hands were still on her. She caught herself pressing her thighs together at her desk, her face flushing hot when she realized what she was doing, and forced her attention back to the fox’s bushy tail.

Her breasts were tender too, the ghost of the nipple clamps lingering in a way that made even her softest cotton bralette feel like too much. She’d gone without one on Tuesday, working from home in an oversized sweater, and spent half the day hyper-aware of the way the fabric brushed against her nipples with every movement. By Wednesday, the soreness had eased enough that she could wear a bra again, but the memory remained—the sharp bite of the clamps, the swing of the chain, the overwhelming sensation of pain and pleasure braided together until they were inseparable.

Every night at 9:45 PM, Emma would sit on her couch with her phone in hand, her pulse quickening as she typed the same three words.

Good night, Daddy.

Marcus’s responses varied, but they always came within minutes, and they always made her chest feel tight and warm.

Good girl. Sleep well, sweetheart.

Or: Sweet dreams, baby. I’m proud of you.

Or: That’s my good girl. I’ve been thinking about you today.

Each message was a thread connecting her to him, a reminder that she belonged to someone now in a way she’d never belonged to anyone before. She’d read them over and over, her fingers tracing the screen, before finally setting the phone down and trying to sleep. It never came easily. Her body was too keyed up, too aware, her mind too full of memories and anticipation.

By Friday evening, Emma was wound so tight she thought she might vibrate out of her skin. She’d spent the day in a fog, barely managing to finish a single sketch, her thoughts consumed by tomorrow. Tomorrow she’d see him again. Tomorrow she’d kneel for him, serve him, let him use her body in ways that made her face burn and her pussy clench just thinking about it.

And before that, she had a task to complete.

Saturday afternoon crept by with agonizing slowness. Emma showered, shaved carefully, dried her hair until it fell in soft waves over her shoulders. She stood in front of her closet in nothing but a towel and stared at the clothes hanging there, her heart pounding. A skirt, knee-length or shorter, with a blouse. And no panties.

She chose a black A-line skirt that hit just above her knees, the fabric soft and flowing, and a simple white button-down blouse that was professional enough to feel almost innocent. When she slipped the skirt on without panties, the absence was startling—the fabric brushing directly against her bare ass and thighs, the cool air between her legs a constant reminder of her exposure. She left the blouse unbuttoned for now, her breasts bare beneath it, and looked at herself in the mirror.

She looked... normal. Ordinary. Like someone heading to a casual dinner, not someone about to walk into a BDSM club and kneel for her Daddy.

The contrast made her stomach flip.

It was just after six when Emma sat on the edge of her bed, her hands trembling slightly as she spread her legs. The task echoed in her mind, Marcus’s words clear and commanding even in memory. Edge yourself twice before you come to the club. Bring yourself close, but don’t cum. Save that for me.

Her right hand moved between her thighs, and she sucked in a sharp breath at the first touch. She was already wet, had been wet on and off all week, but now the slickness was immediate and undeniable. Her fingers slid through her folds, circling her clit with the lightest pressure, and the sensation made her thighs tremble.

She took her time, building slowly, her breath coming faster as the pleasure coiled tight in her belly. Her left hand moved to her breast, fingers circling her nipple, and she gasped at the sharp jolt of sensation that shot straight to her clit. She was so sensitive, every nerve ending alive and screaming for more.

The orgasm built fast, faster than she’d expected. Her hips rolled forward, chasing the friction, and her fingers moved in tight, desperate circles. She was close, so close, the edge right there—

Emma pulled her hand away with a choked sob, her whole body shaking. The denial was sharp, the ache between her thighs flaring into something almost painful. She pressed her thighs together, trying to ease the throbbing, but it only made it worse.

“Oh God,” she whispered, her voice breaking.

She waited, breathing hard, until the desperation eased just slightly. Then she checked the time. 6:23 PM. She had over an hour before she needed to leave. Plenty of time for the second edge.

Except she couldn’t wait.

Her hand moved back between her thighs almost of its own accord, and this time the pleasure built even faster. She was so primed, so desperate, that within a minute she was gasping and moaning, her back arching off the bed. Her fingers moved in frantic circles, and she could feel the orgasm rushing toward her like a freight train.

Stop. She had to stop.

Emma yanked her hand away and let out a high, broken keen that echoed through her small bedroom. Her pussy throbbed, clenching around nothing, and she could feel herself dripping onto the sheets beneath her. Tears pricked at her eyes—tears of frustration and need and overwhelming arousal.

She lay there for a long moment, trembling and gasping, her whole body on fire. When she finally sat up, her legs were shaking so hard she wasn’t sure they’d support her.

This was what Marcus wanted. To send her to him desperate and needy and so wound up she could barely think. And God, it was working.

Emma stood on unsteady legs and finished getting dressed, buttoning the blouse with fumbling fingers. She checked herself in the mirror one last time—flushed cheeks, bright eyes, the skirt swishing softly around her bare thighs—and grabbed her purse and keys.

The drive to Velvet Shadows felt both endless and far too short. The whole way there, Emma was painfully aware of the slickness between her thighs, the way the skirt brushed against her bare ass, the throbbing ache in her clit that hadn’t eased even slightly. By the time she pulled into the parking lot, her hands were shaking on the steering wheel and her breath was coming in shallow gasps.

She turned off the engine and sat for a moment, staring at the elegant stone-and-timber mansion through the windshield. Warm amber light glowed from the windows, and the path leading to the entrance was lined with soft landscape lighting that cast gentle shadows through the surrounding trees.

Marcus was in there. Waiting for her.

Emma took a deep breath, grabbed her purse, and stepped out of the car. Her legs were still shaky, but she made it to the entrance and pushed through the heavy oak door into the familiar warmth of the lobby.

Claire looked up from behind the mahogany desk, and her smile was warm and knowing. “Welcome back, Emma. He’s waiting for you in the main lounge.”

Emma’s heart kicked hard against her ribs. “Thank you.”

She walked through the velvet curtains into the main floor, her pulse roaring in her ears, and scanned the dimly lit space. And there he was—tall and broad-shouldered, leaning against the bar with a glass of water in hand, dressed in a black shirt with the sleeves rolled to his elbows. His steel-gray eyes found hers immediately, and the slow, devastating smile that curved his mouth made her knees go weak.

“There’s my good girl.”

— — —
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THE SOUND OF MARCUS’S voice wrapped around Emma like a physical touch, low and approving, and her breath stuttered in her chest. She crossed the space between them on legs that felt unsteady, hyper-aware of the way the skirt swished against her bare thighs, the slickness already coating her inner legs from the drive over. When she stopped in front of him, close enough to feel the heat radiating off his body, she had to tilt her head back to meet his eyes.

“Hi, Daddy,” she whispered, the words coming out breathless and small.

Marcus set his glass down on the bar and reached out, his hand cupping her face with that same gentle firmness that made her knees weak. His thumb brushed over her flushed cheek, and his eyes—steel-gray and intense—searched hers for a long moment.

“Look at you,” he murmured, his voice dropping half an octave into something rougher. “You’re wound so tight you’re practically vibrating. Did you complete your task, baby?”

Emma’s face burned hotter. “Yes, Daddy.”

“Both times?”

“Yes, Daddy.” Her voice was barely audible over the low pulse of music filling the lounge.

“Good girl.” His thumb moved to her lower lip, tracing the soft curve, and Emma’s breath hitched. “Tell me how it felt.”

Oh God. Her thighs clenched reflexively, and she had to force herself to meet his gaze. “It was... hard. Really hard. The second time I almost couldn’t stop.”

“But you did.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

“Because you’re my good girl, and you follow my rules.” It wasn’t a question. His hand dropped
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