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Emma couldn’t sit comfortably. That was the first thing she noticed Tuesday morning when she lowered herself into the chair at her small kitchen table, coffee mug in hand. The dull, deep ache in her ass flared sharp and immediate the moment her weight settled, and she sucked in a breath through her teeth. The wooden chair was unforgiving. She shifted, trying to find an angle that didn’t press directly on the bruises, and felt the heat bloom across her cheeks—not from pain, but from the vivid, visceral memory of how those bruises had gotten there.

Marcus’s hands. The paddle. The cross.

Her thighs clenched reflexively, and the answering throb between her legs was immediate and embarrassing. She was alone in her apartment, and she was getting wet just from the memory of being spanked.

God.

She forced herself to focus on her coffee, on the mundane reality of her morning routine. Shower. Dress. Get to work. Pretend everything was normal. Except nothing felt normal. Her body was a constant, insistent reminder. Her shoulders were stiff, a dull ache settling into the muscles from being held in the restraints for so long. Her wrists bore faint red lines that had faded to pink but were still visible if she looked closely. And her ass—Jesus, her ass was a landscape of sensation. Every movement, every shift of fabric against her skin, sent little sparks of awareness through her.

She’d looked at the marks again that morning in the mirror, twisting to see the mottled pink and red still blooming across her cheeks, the faint darker spots where bruises were forming. They were beautiful. Proof.

By the time she got to her desk and opened her tablet to work on the latest illustration—a whimsical forest scene for a children’s book—her focus was already shot. She stared at the sketch, stylus hovering uselessly over the screen, but all she could see was Marcus’s face. His steel-gray eyes locked on hers. His mouth curving into that dangerous almost-smile. The way his voice had dropped into that low, commanding register when he’d called her “good girl.”

Her pulse kicked up. She set the stylus down and pressed her palms flat on the desk, trying to ground herself. But her mind was already replaying the scene in vivid, filthy detail. The way he’d bent her over his lap, the sharp crack of his palm against her bare skin, the burn that had built and built until she was gasping and squirming and begging. The cross. God, the cross. Being restrained, spread wide, completely helpless while he touched her, teased her, forced her to cum over and over until she couldn’t think anymore.

Her breath came faster. The ache between her thighs sharpened into something urgent, insistent. She glanced around her empty apartment—just her, the houseplants, the quiet hum of the refrigerator—and her hand drifted down to press against the seam of her jeans.

No. Not now. She had work to do.

She forced herself back to the illustration, but it was useless. Every line she drew felt wrong, disconnected. Her brain was somewhere else entirely.

That evening, after giving up on productivity, Emma stood in front of her bedroom mirror again. She’d stripped down to nothing, the cool air raising goosebumps on her skin, and turned to examine the marks. They were fading—softer now, the angry red mellowing into gentler shades of pink and lavender. She reached back, her fingers tracing over the tender skin, and a shiver ran through her.

She remembered the way Marcus had touched her afterward, his hands gentle and soothing as he’d rubbed salve into the abused flesh. The contrast between his dominance during the scene and his tenderness after had been overwhelming. She’d felt cherished. Claimed.

Her hand moved lower, slipping between her thighs. She was already wet, had been wet on and off all day. She circled her clit slowly, eyes fluttering closed, and tried to summon the memory of his touch. But it wasn’t enough. Her own fingers were clumsy, inadequate. They didn’t command her body the way his had. Didn’t push her past the edge into that overwhelming, terrifying, perfect surrender.

She pulled her hand away with a frustrated sound and grabbed her oversized sleep shirt, yanking it over her head.

Wednesday was more of the same. The soreness was fading, but the memory was as sharp as ever. She caught herself drifting off mid-conversation with a client, her mind replaying the sound of Marcus’s voice—”Cum for Daddy”—and had to ask the client to repeat the question. She felt like she was walking around with a secret written on her skin, visible only to her but impossible to ignore.

By Thursday afternoon, she was a mess of anticipation and nerves. She’d been checking her phone obsessively, waiting for something—a text, a message, anything—but there’d been nothing since Marcus’s check-in on Sunday. Maybe he’d changed his mind. Maybe he’d decided she wasn’t interesting enough, wasn’t—

Her phone buzzed on the coffee table, and Emma lunged for it so fast she nearly knocked over her water glass.

Marcus.

Her heart slammed against her ribs. She unlocked the phone with shaking hands and read the message.

Good girl. I expect you at Velvet Shadows Friday at 8pm. Wear the black dress again—nothing underneath. Daddy.

Oh God.

The words hit her like a physical touch. Heat flooded her face, her chest, her whole body. She read the message again, her pulse roaring in her ears. The command was absolute. No question, no negotiation. Just an expectation that she would obey.

And she wanted to. God, she wanted to so badly her hands were shaking.

But underneath the arousal was fear. The same fear that had nearly kept her from going the first time. What if it was too much? What if she couldn’t handle it? What if she said yes and then froze, failed, disappointed him?

What if she said no and spent the rest of her life wondering what she’d missed?

Emma stared at the message for a long time, her thumb hovering over the keyboard. Then, before she could talk herself out of it, she typed a single word.

Yes, Daddy.

His response came almost immediately.

Good girl. I’m looking forward to seeing you again, sweetheart.

She set the phone down, her whole body trembling, and pressed her palms to her flushed cheeks. She was really doing this. Again.

Friday evening arrived in a haze of nervous energy. Emma showered, shaved, dried her hair until it fell in soft waves over her shoulders. She pulled the black dress from her closet—freshly washed, the fabric soft and familiar in her hands—and slipped it over her head. No bra. No panties. Just the dress clinging to her curves and the knowledge that Marcus would know, would see, would approve.

The drive to Velvet Shadows felt shorter this time, the winding road through the dark woods almost familiar. When she pulled into the parking lot, her beat-up sedan looked just as out of place as before, but she felt different. Less like an imposter. More like someone who belonged.

She pushed through the heavy oak door into the lobby, and Claire looked up from behind the desk with a warm, knowing smile.

“Welcome back, Emma. It’s good to see you again.”

Emma’s face flushed, but she managed a shy smile in return. “Thank you.”

“Marcus is waiting for you in the main lounge. Go on through.”

Emma nodded, her pulse spiking, and walked toward the velvet curtains at the back of the lobby. She paused for just a heartbeat, her fingers brushing the soft fabric, and then pulled it aside and stepped through.

The main floor was just as she remembered—dim lighting, leather furniture, the low pulse of music, and the unmistakable charge of sex and power in the air. But this time, she didn’t freeze. This time, she scanned the room with purpose, looking for him.

And there he was.

Marcus stood near the bar at the far end of the lounge, tall and broad-shouldered in a black shirt with the sleeves rolled to his elbows. His steel-gray eyes found hers immediately, and the corner of his mouth curved into that slow, dangerous smile.

“There’s my good girl.”

— — —
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THE SOUND OF HIS VOICE cut through the ambient noise of the club and wrapped around Emma like a physical touch. Her breath caught, her whole body responding before her mind could catch up—pulse spiking, thighs clenching, heat flooding her face and chest. Marcus was looking at her with that steady, intense gaze that made her feel simultaneously exposed and protected, and the words “good girl” echoed in her head like a benediction.

She crossed the space between them on unsteady legs, hyper-aware of the way the dress swished against her bare thighs, the absence of panties making her feel deliciously exposed. 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,” she whispered, the word coming out breathless and small.

“Hi, sweetheart.” His hand came up, fingers brushing under her chin to tilt her face up a fraction higher. The touch was gentle but absolute, and Emma’s knees went weak. “You followed my instructions. Good girl.”

The praise hit her like a drug. Her breath stuttered, and she felt the answering throb between her legs, immediate and undeniable. “Thank you, Daddy.”

His eyes darkened, pupils dilating, and his jaw tightened. “I like hearing you say that.”

“I like saying it,” Emma admitted, her voice barely audible over the low music.

Marcus’s smile was slow, approving. “Come with me. We need to talk before we play.”

He dropped his hand from her chin but immediately replaced it with a touch at the small of her back—warm, possessive, guiding. Emma walked beside him through the main floor, acutely aware of the people around them, the scenes happening in dimly lit corners, the charged atmosphere. But Marcus’s presence grounded her. She focused on the solid weight of his hand, the steady cadence of his steps, the way people seemed to give him space as he passed.
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