
        
            
                
            
        

    
366 Days:

a tale of denial and desperation-

a part of the Submitting to Him Collection

by Amanda Vogel


Disclaimer: The scenes depicted in this work are fictional and meant to take place within the confines of a safe, sane, and consensual relationship with a trusted partner. This work delves into fantasies such as bondage, humiliation, degradation, wetting, plain-play, and general BDSM themes and subject matter that may be disturbing to some readers.

Reader discretion is advised.


January 1

“Are you sure you can do it?” Thomas’s lips brushed Amy’s earlobe. “I understand if you can’t. It’s a lot to ask of anybody.”

Her heart raced and she was having a hard time breathing, much less thinking. 

No masturbation or sex for a year. 365 days. As her New Year’s Resolution. The idea chilled her to the bone. It also made her pussy clench the second Thomas suggested it. 

He made it clear that it wasn’t as a punishment, which was a relief. It would purely be as an act of obedience and submission to his will. The idea of proving her devotion to him in that way warmed Amy to her core... and terrified her.

“I want you to feel desperation- true desperation,” Thomas went on, and Amy caught her breath. “I know you think you’ve been needy and achy and empty before, but I think we both know it can be so much worse. I want to make it worse.”

She was grateful to be kneeling because if she had been standing, her knees would have buckled. Her pussy was throbbing, and her clit felt painfully swollen. She couldn’t imagine how they would feel after being wholly ignored for a year.

It was enough to make her head spin and her mouth dry up.

“And don’t worry,” Thomas continued. “I know you’re worried about my pleasure if I’m not going to be fucking you for a whole year. But don’t worry about me. I promise you I’ll be having more than enough sex to keep me satisfied through the year- just not with you.” 

Amy let out a sound that was somewhere between a sob and a whine as she felt a stab of jealousy in her stomach. 

“But then again...” Thomas trailed off a little. “Sometimes even daddies suffer a moment of weakness. And there will come a time when all I will want is your body, and to feel your neglected little cunt squeezing around my cock while I fill you up with my cum...”

Amy ground her teeth and dug her fingernails into the tops of her thighs. Her pussy was on fire and she wanted to beg Thomas to fuck her there and then on the floor.

“And when that happens, you have to be strong for both of us,” he explained sweetly. “No matter what. Whatever I say, whatever I do to you at that moment, you can't let me fuck you, Amy. Or everything we’re working toward will be ruined. You understand that, right sweetheart?”

"Yes, daddy..." Amy sniffled and nodded as tears pooled in her eyes. The idea of telling him “no” filled her with fear and dread, but she got the idea that was his exact intention.

“Good girl, I know you won’t let me down,” he purred, and as usual, she melted. "And I'll be there to help you too when you're having your moments of weakness. That's what daddies are for. But there are certain things I will not tolerate. You are not allowed to beg me to let you touch yourself. I understand a little sub girl needing and missing her daddy’s cock, but there is no reason to bother me just so you can waste time trying to satisfy your greedy cunt on your own, which we both know isn’t possible anyway. Absolutely no begging to touch. Am I clear?”

“Yes sir,” Amy nodded but felt crushed by the weight of his edict.

“Very good girl,” he smiled, and stroked over her hair with his hand. "Now I had planned on giving you a good, hard fucking in all your holes before we started this, but now I'm not sure that's the best way to start this off. I don't want to get you all worked up and then leave you high and dry. That wouldn't be very nice of me, would it?"

Amy couldn’t speak, and her stomach was twisted into knots. She tilted her head up and begged silently through her tears for him to reconsider. 

“Oh, my poor baby, don’t cry,” Thomas cooed softly and wiped at her tears with his fingertips. “You have to trust your daddy- I know about these things. I know what’s best for my sub girl. Especially seeing you like this, I think we both know we can’t wait any longer. As of now, for an entire year, you will not be touching yourself or having sex of any kind. Is that understood?”

Amy opened her mouth to speak, but no sound came out. She was afraid. 

“I didn’t quite hear you, sweetie,” Thomas sighed. “I need to know we’re on the same page here. Do you understand?”

“Yes daddy,” she nodded as her voice hitched and her body was wracked with sobs. 

“That’s my good girl,” he said as he dropped down beside her and pulled her in tightly to his chest. “You’re alright, don’t cry. You make me so, so happy Amy. Thank you so much for doing this for me...”

Thomas’s voice, his words, and the warmth of his arms around her helped to calm Amy, and at the very least she could breathe again. She inhaled the smell of his clothes and relaxed against him.

“Good girl,” he whispered into her hair. “Such a good girl...”


January 27

Amy finished putting up the last of the dishes she just washed and headed back into the living room to sit with Thomas on the couch. Nothing exciting was going on- they were both occupied by their respective interests.

Amy sat down and scrolled through her socials and read a couple of inane articles. Her back was propped up on the arm of the couch and her legs were stretched out along the couch so that her feet were almost touching Thomas’s leg. 

Thomas moved his hand to rest it on her ankle, and she glanced up at him from her phone to smile at him. As she did, though, she noticed he was no longer focused on whatever was on his laptop, but her. 

“What?” she laughed a little, and his eyes twinkled. She felt a spark of arousal at his smirk.

“Take off your clothes and come sit beside me,” he said and patted the couch cushion. 

Amy’s stomach flipped, and she immediately stripped out of her clothes, tossing them over the side of the couch. She sat beside him and nuzzled her body into his side for a moment. He kissed her on her head, and she felt a little less apprehensive.

“Spread your legs nice and wide and scoot down a little so you can lean back,” he instructed.

Amy obeyed, and spread her legs as wide as she possibly could on the couch, with her butt just barely at the edge of the cushion. 

Thomas said nothing but leaned toward her. She felt a flush of excitement that maybe he would touch her, and heat pooled low in her belly. She flinched a little as he took hold of her wrists. 

Amy’s heart pounded as Thomas flattened her palms against her legs, and she gasped a little as he moved her hands to frame her pussy as they laid flat along her inner thighs.

Amy’s mind and body were already going into overdrive. Her fingers were less than an inch away from brushing against the soft, always shaven folds of her pussy, which hadn’t felt any sexual touch in nearly a month. She could feel wetness already building there and her clit was itching for even the lightest touch.

“Be sure to stay nice and still for me,” Thomas reminded her, and she nodded.

Thomas turned back to his laptop and pulled up some porn site. Amy bit her tongue as she watches him type into the search bar- “female orgasm compilation.” Several videos popped up, and he scrolled through them until he found one he liked. It was about thirty minutes long. Amy held back a pained groan.

“I want you to watch all these girls who get to cum and touch whenever they like,” Thomas explained. “While you can only drip and ache and wish you weren’t made to be denied instead.”

“Yes daddy,” Amy hastily nodded her understanding. The sooner this started the sooner it would end. Her pussy was already needy, and she knew it will only get worse. 

“Keep your hands where they are,” Thomas’s voice carried an undertone of warning. 

“I will,” she answered, but her voice was already strained.

Thomas started the video, and Amy was immediately inundated with the sights and sounds of other women pleasuring themselves. She flushed red at her situation and her mind went hazy.

Amy kept her eyes on the screen, but soon a hunger that she couldn’t ignore gnawed inside of her. Her breathing was shallow and sweat was breaking out over her body.

“Daddy...” she whimpered pathetically but didn’t dare to take her eyes off the screen.

“This is what you need,” Thomas said, and Amy groaned. “You need to see this. You need to see them. You need to suffer for me. You need to see how normal girls get to touch and orgasm. But you’re not a normal girl. You’re my special girl, and you won’t be touching or cumming for a very, very long time.”

Amy choked at his words even as her pussy melted. She let out a whimper as one of the women on the screen moaned and shuddered with her orgasm.

Thomas hummed his approval, and Amy felt his weight shift beside her. She glanced away from the screen for half a second to see him sliding his pants off to free his cock. Amy’s mouth watered and her pussy gave a painful spasm. 

“Eyes on the screen, slut,” Thomas snapped. “Don’t make me say it twice.”

“Yes sir,” Amy answered, and was surprised when her voice cracked and wavered. She felt a tear roll down her face.

Amy felt like she was fighting a two-front war as she took in the women on the screen and felt and heard Thomas pleasure himself just beside her. Her hips flexed of their own accord, and she dug her fingertips into her thighs to keep them from slipping higher into forbidden territory.

Amy watched dutifully but felt very palpable relief as the video started to end. When it was finally over, she let out a soft sigh and forced her muscles to relax. 

“Oh, was that hard?” Thomas teased her, his voice a little strained as he continued to touch himself. “Get on your fucking knees. Hands behind your back.”

Thomas pointed to the floor between his legs and Amy promptly moved to obey. She wrapped her hands around her forearms and looked up at him expectantly. 

Thomas said nothing and continued to work himself over in his hand. Amy was breathless as she alternated between looking up into his eyes and nearly drooling over his hard cock. She leaned forward slightly and her jaw dropped a little as she ached to take him into her mouth.

“Does my desperate whore want me to fuck her face?” Thomas all but growled, and Amy felt a thrill through her body. 

“Yes daddy!” she nodded fast and frantically. Even if she couldn’t feel him inside her pussy, she could at least feel him in her mouth. 

“I don’t give a fuck what you want,” he sneered at her. “But I love that you’re so hungry for my cock...”

Thomas’s breath hitched a little as he spoke. Amy cried out as Thomas suddenly seized her hair and wrenched her head back as he stood. He hissed through his teeth and sighed as he finally brought himself to orgasm, and Amy squeezed her eyes shut as he shot all over her face. 

Thomas released her hair and sat back down to catch his breath. Amy was shaking where she knelt, horrifically aroused and equally degraded from the feeling and smell of his cum on her face, not to mention the feeling of it slowly dripping down her neck.

“Go clean yourself up,” Thomas instructed her without emotion. “You’re a mess. Take a cold shower to calm down.”

“Thank you, daddy,” Amy said, and carefully stood to make her way to the bathroom. 

Amy knew he was right. In addition to his cum on her face, her pussy had leaked down the insides of her thighs. Her whole body was flushed and throbbing, and she could barely turn the faucet to start the water.

Once the stream was flowing, Amy held her breath and stepped into the shower. She gasped at the coldness of the water and shivered through the entirety of the shower.

When she was finished, Amy toweled herself off and moved back into the living room to collect her clothes. Thomas hadn’t moved, and Amy blushed as his eyes traveled over her towel-clad body.

“You’re my good girl,” he praised her gently, and a smile involuntarily spread over Amy’s face.

“Thank you, daddy,” she replied. 


February 29

Amy finished putting up the dishes and dried off her hands before hanging up the towel on the handle of the stove. Thomas was still seated at the table. Amy was confused and intrigued, as he had been casting strange, amused looks at her since she started cleaning up.

Amy caught him at it yet again, a wry smile unmistakable on his face.

“What’s so funny?” she finally asked.

“Oh nothing,” he purred, and finally stood up from his seat at the table.

Amy’s stomach twisted a little as he approached her, and she instinctively backed up until she was pressed against the counter. Thomas stood directly in front of her and placed his hands on the edge of the counter, effectively keeping her trapped in place as he loomed over her.

Amy let out a squeak as Thomas lowered his head and started to run his teeth along her neck. His soft nibbles sent sparks of pleasure shooting through her body, and she instinctively arched up into his mouth. Thomas chuckled, and she shivered at the low vibrations against her skin.

Amy pouted a little as Thomas pulled back, and he placed a soft kiss on her forehead.

“What day of the month is it?” Thomas asked her, and she was yet again confused by the twinkling in his eyes.

“February… 29th?” she answered.

It was a Saturday, so they were both home from work, and she was catching up with some of the odds and ends chores that weren’t specifically part of her day-to-day regimen. But that was surely not the reason for Thomas’s mischievous mood.

“Correct,” he confirmed and moved his hands to rest on her hips. “And how many days does February usually have?”

“Twenty-eight,” she answered, a little breathless as Thomas started to gather up her shirt in his fingers to expose the skin of her lower back.

“Precisely,” Thomas leaned forward to whisper in her ear. Amy moaned as he pressed his palms flat against her back and slid his hands lower, under the waistband of her pajama bottoms and panties to cup her ass.

“I don’t understand…” Amy whimpered, becoming increasingly less concerned with Thomas’s humor as he kneaded the flesh of her ass.

“Silly girl,” Thomas cooed in her ear. “You can’t think straight when your daddy touches you, can you?”

Amy shook her head and tried to arch her hips up.

“Be still,” Thomas admonished her and dug his nails into her ass.

“Yes sir,” Amy hissed and did her best to stop squirming in his grip.

“I’ve been so amused all day because its Leap Day,” he explained as his hands continued to wander. “Which I took into careful consideration when I selected this year to completely sexually deny you. So that you would have a whole extra day to suffer for me.”

“Daddy…” Amy whined. “That’s not fair…”

“It’s only one day,” Thomas gave her a soft swat on the ass. “But then again, that can make quite a difference…”

Thomas lowered his head yet again to plant a hot, open-mouthed kiss along the side of her neck. One of his hands moved from her ass to jerk open the collar of her shirt and expose her shoulder. He bit down hard on the muscle there, and Amy groaned as her knees buckled. Thomas’s arm wrapped around her waist to support her as he chuckled and planted a kiss over the newly bitten flesh.

“So that’s what’s been amusing me today,” Thomas explained softly. “That I have an extra day to torture and deny my sweet little sub girl.”

Amy shivered at his words and felt her face flush as Thomas’s hand continued to roam over her body beneath her clothes. She gasped and moaned as his hands inched close to her nipples, but then diverted at the last second.

“You’re already so eager for me, for any kind of touch…” his voice was husky, and his eyes were dark as he looked down at her. “And it’s only been two months. I can’t wait to see what you’re like at the end of the year.

Amy’s pussy clenched hard at his words, and she softly whimpered. If she already felt so achy and desperate, she could hardly imagine how she’d feel in another ten months.


March 4

Amy did her best not to squirm in the bed as Thomas slept. The ache between her legs was sharp and occupied all her attention. She dug her nails into the palms of her hands and crossed her arms tightly against her chest to ensure that she couldn’t slip her fingers between her thighs. 

She couldn’t sleep, and she tossed and turned to try and get comfortable. No matter how she configured herself, there was no relief from the need that coursed thickly through her blood and pooled between her legs. 

Thomas stirred and turned over to blink sleepily at Amy.

“I’m sorry...” she whispered guiltily. “I’ll be still.”

“No, you won’t,” Thomas grumbled, sat up against the headboard, and turned on the bedside lamp. “Come here, facing me.”

Thomas patted his lap, and Amy was flooded with conflicting emotions. Still, she knew better than to hesitate and straddled his hips. Just as she anticipated, the latent ache that had been keeping her from sleeping was fanned into a full-blown forest fire as her pussy hovered so close and open to his cock. She whimpered and immediately started squirming.

Thomas laughed, and Amy gasped as he placed his hands on her waist. He pressed his thumbnails into her pelvic bones, and she moaned raggedly at the intensity of the pleasurable pain. Her hips flexed toward him and she let out a series of whimpers, pathetic gasps, and desperate moans.

"I've missed watching you ride my cock," Thomas said softly as his hands moved to rub slowly up and down along Amy’s sides. She nodded at his words if only to show that she heard them, but could barely register their meaning through the sensation of his hands on her body.

“I’ll make you a deal,” Thomas’s voice was silky and devious. “I know you can’t really ride my cock, but if you put on a convincing show, I’ll keep touching you. You obviously can’t let your greedy little pussy touch anything or you’ll have to be punished.” 

Thomas’s fingertips traced over Amy’s collarbones, effectively turning her brain to static. She couldn’t even muster the words “yes sir” as she immediately moved her body in the familiar motions of fucking him. She groaned as her muscle memory took over, and she braced her hands against his shoulders as she ground and bounced against the empty air over his lap.

It was both frustrating and unfulfilling, and Amy’s need only intensified, which made her movements even more driven and frantic. Thomas’s hands worked in various places over her sensitive body, and at one point he even rubbed his thumbs in circles against the inside of her thighs, so close to her pussy that her body started to jerk out of rhythm, and she had to gasp for air. 

Thomas’s hands cupped Amy’s face, and she let out a high keen into his mouth as he kissed her. She felt one of his hands tighten around her throat and moved her hips furiously up and down as the sensations shot straight between her legs. 

Amy’s body was covered in a layer of sweat and she became breathlessly exhausted from her efforts. Still though, need burned hot through her body, and she whimpered as she desperately fucked the air, as if it would somehow satisfy her.

Thomas’s touches alternated between painful and pleasurable, and he scratched long deep red lines over Amy’s back, stomach, and thighs. The pain only spiked her arousal, and her muscles tightened and shook. 

“Enough,” Thomas barked suddenly. “Lie down.” 

Amy rolled off him and breathlessly collapsed onto the bed. Her breathing was ragged, and her frame trembled. Her cunt was soaked, and she was deliriously close to rubbing her thighs together to find some relief. Tears gathered in her eyes, and she buried her hands in the bedding to maintain control.

“That was very sexy, Amy,” Thomas whispered into her ear. “But now it’s time to sleep. And if you wake me up a second time because of your squirming, I won’t be quite so nice. Be a good girl for me and go to sleep.”

“Yes sir,” Amy whispered and felt a frustrated tear roll down the side of her face and into her hair.

Thomas pressed a kiss to her forehead and turned back over to turn off the lamp. Amy stayed stock still as he settled in and listened to his breathing as he fell back asleep

Amy burned and ached beside him, not sleeping for the rest of the night. 


April 18

Thomas had tied Amy face up on top of the coffee table, her wrists bound together over her head and then fastened halfway between the legs on one side. Her legs were spread wide, and her knees bent with her ankles tied back to her thighs. A rope ran under the table and through the crook of each of her knees to keep her from being able to close her legs. Her back arched her muscles strained from maintaining the pose.

Amy lost track of how long she’d been there. Every now and again Thomas ran his fingers across her chest or her stomach. At one point he fucked her throat with his fingers, then left her choking and drooling onto the table. 

Thomas brought out the flogger and ran it lightly over Amy’s tits and stomach before laying into her with hard, slow, heavy strokes. She alternately moaned and cried out as her brain dissolved. He ran the palm of his hand over her flushed skin and her whole body shook.

Thomas landed another heavy stroke and again Amy cried out. That was the last one, though, and he took the flogger with him as he left the room. Amy relaxed as well as she could into her bonds and closed her eyes to try and get a little rest. She felt her joints straining already and she had a feeling that she was not going to be untied any time soon. 

For the most part, after flogging her, Thomas left her alone. Every now and again he gave her bites of food, mostly fruits, and made her turn her head to drink water out of a straw. His acts of care filled her with warmth and made her feel safe and small. 

Eventually, Amy did fall asleep for at least several minutes. When she woke, Thomas was sitting on the couch, looking between her legs. She felt a flash of self- consciousness and squirmed a little in her bonds. 

“Did you have a nice nap?” Thomas asked nicely enough, but Amy could hear a familiar edge to his words. “I’ll have to try harder to keep you entertained.”

“I’m sorry daddy...” she felt a mixture of guilt and apprehension.

“No need to be sorry,” Thomas smirked. “I’m not sure what you were dreaming about, but you put on quite a show- bucking up and squirming around on the table like the starving little touch-hungry bitch that you are.” 

Amy’s face flushed red and her pussy throbbed. 

“Not to mention,” he went on. “You’ve made quite a mess of my coffee table. You’re leaking like a faucet.”

Amy had little doubt about it. Her pussy dripped constantly. It was a miracle if she didn’t need a change of panties halfway through the day. Still, to hear him point it out made her want to hide. 

“I’m sorry daddy,” Amy apologized again, feeling small and pathetic.

“You know I love it,” Thomas smiled gently before his eyes flashed again. “Besides, it’s simple enough to clean a table.”

With that, he untied her wrists and knees, then lowered her into a kneel beside the table. She was still effectively bound into her position and lost even more mobility as Thomas took a chunk of her hair in hand.

“See the mess you made?” Thomas forced her gaze to the puddle of juices on the tabletop. "Your pathetic little denied cunt just can't help it.  Even if all I did was tie you up and beat you. Isn't that right?"

“Yes sir,” Amy answered breathlessly.

“It certainly is,” Thomas confirmed. “Even if I hadn’t touched you at all, your poor little pussy would drip, and your tiny clit would get all red and swollen like it is now, and you would just be lying there needy and squirmy.”

Amy whimpered an affirmation. 

“What I love most,” Thomas’s voice grew dark. “Is knowing that all it takes to put you into this state... is completely ignoring that sloppy hole between your legs.”

A bolt of lust ignited Amy’s core. She sobbed raggedly, nodding her confirmation. Yes. He had turned her into a sub-human, sex-starved, constantly soaked mess. And the degradation of him saying as much only turned her on more.

“And now,” his voice was like silk. “You’re going to lick my table clean.”

Without warning, Thomas pressed her face into the puddle on the table, and Amy wasted no time in licking and slurping up her juices. Her face burned red and her body shook. She was grateful for Thomas’s hand on the back of her head, which kept her face concealed from him and hid the tears that added to the puddle she was so desperately trying to clean. She felt worthless and disgusting, but her pussy didn't care and continued to throb between her legs.

Thomas forced her face down onto different areas of the table, and Amy dutifully dragged her lips and tongue over each area until it was cleaned to his satisfaction. 

Finally, the table was dry enough, and Thomas jerked her head back to cover her mouth with his own. He kissed her savagely, and she whimpered as he bit at her lips and bumped her teeth. Thomas drew back and Amy could see fire dancing in his eyes as he landed several hard slaps on either side of her face. 

Amy couldn’t hide her tears anymore, and she blinked up at Thomas as she trembled and tried to anticipate his next move. She flinched and squeaked in fear as he seized her neck and latched his teeth onto her ear in a hard bite.

“You are so filthy and I fucking love it,” he hissed into her ear. “And you love that I can turn you into a shaking, terrified mess.”

Amy nodded and tried to speak, but only managed a mess of garbled syllables. Thomas huffed out a laugh, and his grip around her throat loosened. 

“Stay there and cool off for a minute,” he said gently. “I don’t want you to lose this feeling.”

Amy nodded, still bound, with her eyes locked on the coffee table.


May 15

It was the end of the day, and Amy and Thomas were getting ready to go to sleep. As she made to take up her usual place beside him in the bed, though, he stopped her.

“You won’t be sleeping in my bed tonight,” he told her. “Get in your crate.”

Amy flushed red but obeyed. A familiar mix of humiliation and arousal curled inside of her as she got down on all fours and crawled into the crate. Thomas followed behind and secured the door. He surprised her by adding padlocks to the latches. She looked up at him, concerned, and a heady sensation of helplessness filled her body. 

“I just don’t want to run the risk of you trying to get out,” he explained. “Not that you would, but it’s better to be safe than sorry. Now tell me, how many days has it been since I’ve fucked you?”

“One hundred thirty-six,” she answered, embarrassed to so readily know the exact number. 

“That seems like a long time for your dom to go without sex, wouldn’t you agree?” he asked.

“Yes sir,” she answered, and shrank into herself. 

A dark smirk lit up Thomas’s features. 

“Now per your resolution, I obviously can’t fuck you,” Thomas elaborated as Amy’s stomach churned with anxiety. “So, I’ve been looking around for some other options.”

Amy felt sick and her blood ran cold but said nothing as she crouched in the crate.

“I’ve been talking to someone for about a month now,” Thomas told her, and Amy felt a fierce stab of jealousy. “She’s aware of our situation, even turned on by it, and she’s coming over tonight. She and I will be having sex. And you will be watching silently from the crate. If you need to be gagged, I understand.”

Amy couldn’t even nod as she registered his words. Her body shook with a mixture of emotions, and she was afraid she might hyperventilate. She tried to answer, but her throat felt swollen shut.

“Breathe sweetheart,” Thomas’s voice was soft. 

Amy nodded and drew in some ragged gasps. Her mind was racing, but at least she didn’t feel like she’s going to implode. She looks up at Thomas, hoping that she could relay her feelings with her tearful eyes. 

“It’s all true,” Thomas tells her. “She is ready to come over. Tonight. Right now. I am planning on having sex with her. But she will also understand if I cancel. It all depends on you.”

Amy took a moment to process everything. It was so much to handle all at once and her emotions were making it hard to think straight. She took several deep breaths and wiped away the tears on her face as she gathered up her faculties of speech. She was grateful for Thomas’s patience.

“I’m sorry,” Amy coughed out with a sniffle. 

“Don’t apologize,” Thomas shook his head. “I know this is a lot.”

Amy let out a pained laugh. That was an understatement.

Thomas was silent and Amy did her best to formulate her thoughts. She tried to think about how she would feel about it had it not been such a surprise to her. She’d fantasized about Thomas sleeping with other women in front of her before, and the thought did arouse her. The reality of her emotional reaction was more complex than she anticipated. 

Amy felt unexpectedly guilty and ashamed for not being able to give Thomas the sexual gratification that he needed. She felt hurt that he’d been talking with someone with the intent to fuck them. She felt embarrassed that someone would see her locked naked inside a dog crate. She felt jealous that a stranger would get to have sex with Thomas when she hadn’t in so long. She was in awe and admiration that he put all this together.

And she felt aroused to no end. 

“I want you to do it,” Amy said softly, almost before she was sure of it.

Thomas leaned back and raised his brows. 

“Are you sure?” he asked carefully. “I promise it’s okay to not want this.”

“I want to watch you,” Amy’s voice was strained, but the words are true.

Thomas’s nostrils flared and several emotions flashed through his eyes. 

“Do you want to be gagged?” he asked. “Or tied up or anything?”

Amy thought for a moment. 

“May I please wear the gag?” she asked, hoping it would help her lean into her place, and feel less like a person and more like Thomas’s toy. 

Thomas nodded and moved to fetch the gag. He returned, unlocked and opened the crate, and pulled Amy’s face to his for a soft kiss. He pulled back to look her in the eyes as he stroked her hair.

“You make me so happy,” Thomas said, and Amy melted. 

Thomas fastened the gag, careful not to snag Amy’s hair in the buckle, then shut and locked the crate again. 

“I’ll let her know,” Thomas said, and Amy’s stomach flipped.

Thomas pulled out his phone, and Amy felt another flare of jealousy as he sent the message. She watched, unable to speak as he went about the room and made sure everything was in order.

Amy’s anxiety rose with each passing second. She was caught between wanting to vomit or furiously rub her clit. She sighed through her gag and resolved to curl up on the padding inside the crate. 

Time had never seemed to stretch out quite so long. Finally, Thomas approached the crate, and Amy got up off the floor to kneel for him. He looked nervous himself, and a rare moment of mutual vulnerability passed between them. 

“She’s at the door,” he told her. “Are you ready?”

She’s wasn’t, but she nodded. He returned the nod, then left to fetch their visitor.

Amy’s pulse roared in her ears and her eyes locked onto the doorframe. She heard the front door open, Thomas’s voice mingled with an unfamiliar female one. Amy dug her nails into her palms as a surge of outrage overwhelmed her, and tears once again formed in her eyes.

Amy heard footsteps, and her anger was overtaken by shame and self-consciousness. She wanted to shrink away into nothingness as she saw the strange woman take a tentative step into the bedroom.

The woman’s jaw dropped a little and her eyes flashed with a mix of emotions. Her knuckles were white from gripping the strap of her purse.

She was nervous too.

Thomas lingered behind her in the door and gave them a moment to take stock of their situation. None of them knew quite what to do. Amy shifted a little on her knees, and her eyes moved between Thomas and the woman.

“I’m Leila...” the woman finally broke the silence. Amy could only blink up at her. 

“Is this...” Leila started, and a look of hesitant concern took over her features. "Is this okay with you? I wish we could have talked but it was supposed to be a surprise..."

And what a surprise it was. 

Amy looked up at her and took stock of her appearance. She was beautiful. Her hair was dark blonde and fell in waves over her shoulders. Her eyes were brown and big, and she boasted full lips. Her skin was creamy and looked soft. Amy didn’t know what she wanted more- to comfort her or devour her. Her pussy clenched.

Amy nodded in answer, and Leila gave a soft sigh of relief. She visibly relaxed and straightened up. She slipped the strap of her purse off her shoulder and set it down at the foot of the bed Amy shared with Thomas.

“She’s very cute,” Leila tells Thomas with a small smirk, and Amy blushes to be talked about.

“Yes, she is,” Thomas confirmed. 

Leila sat down at the end of the bed and leaned over to take off her trendy ankle boots. Amy caught a glimpse of her slight cleavage, and her mouth watered. 

Thomas likewise removed his shoes and took a seat on the edge of the bed. He watched Leila, and Amy’s blood ran hot with a mix of jealousy, lust, and curiosity.

“Take your clothes off,” Thomas instructed Leila. 

“Yes sir,” she replied and immediately started to strip.

Amy felt like the air had been sucked out of the room. Tears filled her eyes and trickled down her face. Her head spun and she wanted to scream. She bit down hard on the gag. 

Leila glanced over her shoulder at Amy as she removed her bra, the last of her clothing, and Amy saw the fire of excitement burning in her eyes. The look enflamed her, and she had an urge to growl and beat at the doors of her crate.

“Good,” Thomas told Leila when she was completely bare. “Bend over the edge of the bed.”

Amy’s heart clenched again, and she did her best not to sob as she watched Thomas share his calm dominance with this stranger. She wanted to beg him to stop. She would do anything. 

Leila obeyed, and Amy felt her heartbreak again. She wanted Leila to fail. She wanted her to fall short. She wanted her to slip up. She didn’t want her to be good for Thomas. 

Thomas hummed his approval as Leila’s ass was left exposed to him. Her legs were parted slightly, and Amy could see the wetness gathering along her slit. Amy's pussy was also weeping. 

Thomas ran his hand gently over Leila’s thighs, her ass, and her back. Amy heard her release a soft moan. She watched this unfold from her place in the crate and battled between feelings of abandonment and fascination. 

Amy’s senses were on high alert as Thomas slid his fingertips up the inside of Leila’s thigh and lightly rubbed over her clit. Leila gasped, a high, beautifully feminine sound, and Amy felt like she’d been punched in the stomach. Her breathing was ragged, and she struggled to contain herself.

Thomas softly stroked Leila’s pussy for several long minutes before he slid two fingers inside of her. Her back arched and she bucked her hips back toward his hand. Amy was keenly aware of her neglected sex, and her clit twitched.

Thomas fucked Leila with his fingers for a long while, and she let out all manner of sounds that Amy longed to be making herself. Eventually, Thomas withdrew from her and wiped his hand clean along the backs of her thighs.

“Turn over,” Thomas clipped, and Leila did.

Thomas moved so that he was kneeling at the foot of the bed, and Amy’s throat tightened as he spreads Leila’s thighs and settled between them. He ran his hands up and down the insides of her thighs, nice and slow, then leaned in and pressed his tongue to her clit. 

Amy wanted to scream, to run away, to break out of this crate. She wanted to dig her nails into her skin until she bled.

Leila’s hips flexed into Thomas’s mouth as he licked at her clit and tongue-fucked her pussy. She moaned with delight, sounding free and excited. The noise grates against every one of Amy’s nerves. Thomas focused his mouth back on Leila’s clit, wrapped his lips around it, and sucked.

“Thomas!” Leila cried out and buried her hands in his hair.

Amy felt like her whole existence was crumbling. To hear Thomas’s name on another woman’s lips made her feel nauseous. Her chest ached and she just wanted to close her eyes and dissociate.

Thomas added his fingers to the mix, and Leila’s breath hitched excitedly as he massaged her g-spot and clit simultaneously. Amy could see her thighs tightening and shaking.

Thomas was going to make her cum. 

It didn’t take long, and Amy was numb as Leila’s body spasmed with the force of her orgasm. Her groans and incoherent screams grated against Amy’s ears. Thomas coaxed her through with his mouth and fingers, then withdrew.  

Thomas afforded her a moment to recover as he stood and unbuttoned his pants. Amy’s eyes locked onto his cock as it bounced free of its confines, and she ached for it.

Thomas took Leila’s legs and situated her ankles to rest on his shoulders. She whined softly as he held down her hips and lined up his cock with her entrance. 

Leila moaned as Thomas pressed into her, and Amy cried silent tears as her body yearned for the very thing Leila was receiving. Amy wanted it to be her. She needed it. She felt like she was suffocating. 

After a few slow strokes, Thomas picked up his pace and started to pound into Leila. Amy watched as the two of them cycled through various positions and speeds, and her ears were inundated with the sounds of their mutual pleasure.

Thomas was fucking Leila from behind when he finally finished inside her, his nails buried into her hips. They both breathed heavily for a long moment before they slowly disengaged from one another. Thomas stroked up and down her side to help her settle, and Leila gave him soft kisses along his neck. 

Amy watched from the crate, still burning with various emotions, and wondered vaguely when this would ever end. She was caught between wanting to rub her cunt against anything she could find and wanting to mentally collapse. 

Finally, Thomas and Leila parted, and he helped her to gather up her clothing. She excused herself to the bathroom to clean up, and he used that time to put his clothes back on. 

When Leila emerged from the bathroom, once again dressed and looking no worse for wear, she exchanged pleasantries with Thomas. He made sure that she was alright to go home and asked if she needs anything. She assured him that she was fine and thanked him for the evening.

Leila turns to Amy and offered a gentle smile. 

“It was really nice to meet you,” she said genuinely. “Maybe next time you can play too.”

Amy shuddered at her words, and she gave a soft whimper.

“I’ll walk you out,” Thomas said and placed a hand in the small of Leila’s back.

They left, and Amy was grateful for a moment of silence in which to gather her thoughts before Thomas came back. 

When he did return, Thomas wasted no time in releasing Amy from the crate. His hands shook as he unlocked the padlocks and opened the latches. His movements were hasty as he unlatched the strap of the gag and tossed it away.

Before Amy could even move, Thomas pulled her out of the crate and into his arms. He alternated between holding Amy close and pulling back to look in her eyes to make sure she was okay. Amy was sure her face was swollen and red from her tears, and she felt embarrassed.

“Come here my sweet baby,” Thomas murmured into her ear and helped her up off the ground. 

Thomas’s arm wrapped tightly around Amy’s waist as he led her into the living room to sit on the couch. She was more grateful than expected to be out of the bedroom.

Thomas wrapped her in a light blanket and hurried to get a glass of water, which she then gratefully drank. Thomas sat down and pulled Amy’s back to lean against his chest and rubbed over her hair and arms. 

Amy was still reeling, and her chest tightened. She started to cry again and buried her face in Thomas’s chest. 

“Shhhh,” he wrapped his arms around her again. “Daddy’s right here. You’re okay, you’re okay...”

Amy didn’t know how long they stayed like that before she finally fell asleep, curled into Thomas’s body.


June 27

It was late, and Amy has been out with friends for most of the evening. She was thankful they decided to take a Lyft out because, by the time she was ready to go home, she was a little more than just tipsy.

In her drunken state, she was feeling quite a bit frisky as well. As soon as she saw Thomas on the couch, casually watching something or other on the television, she was immediately compelled to straddle his lap and make out with him.

She realized, though, that such a bold move might not be well received. Instead, Amy stood beside the arm of the couch and gave him a soft kiss on the top of his head. 

“Welcome home,” Thomas smiled up at her. “Did you have fun?”

Amy nodded and smiled dopily. 

“I think I should shower,” Amy’s words were slurred. 

“Hmm,” Thomas pondered. "I'll allow it. But I'll have to watch. You seem a little more drunk than you ought to be. I'd hate for you to slip."

Amy felt heat unfurl in her belly and her face.

“Okay daddy,” she managed to whisper and headed for the bathroom.

Thomas followed and watched as Amy stripped out of her clothes. She shivered as she felt his gaze on her nude body. 

When she reached the bathroom, Thomas was content to watch as she turned on the water and adjusted it to the temperature she liked.

“Leave the curtain open,” Thomas instructed, and Amy did.

Amy went through the process of taking her shower mostly normally, albeit with a bit of a tremor as Thomas watched. Having him watch her go through such a mundane ordeal was insanely arousing.

Amy finished washing and conditioning her hair, then moved on to her body. She soaped up her washrag and methodically cleaned herself. 

“Stop,” Thomas commanded as Amy’s reached between her legs to wash her pussy. 

“I’m being good daddy, I promise,” Amy said weakly.

It was true. She never tried to bend the rules by spending too much time on her pussy in the shower. 

“I know you are sweet girl,” Thomas assured her. “I just want you to face me so that I can make sure you’re being very thorough. Go ahead, nice and slowly.” 

Amy’s hand shook as she soaped up her inner and outer folds, making sure that everything between her legs was squeaky clean. Thomas’s eyes never left her, and by the time she was done, Amy’s core was hot and aching.

“Very good girl,” Thomas said with a small smile. “Now finish up.”

Amy hastily washed the rest of her body and rinsed herself off. Thomas handed her a towel after she turned the water off, and she very briskly dried herself. 

“Into the bed,” Thomas commanded. Amy considered protesting, as she hadn’t gone through her skincare routine but thought better of it. 

Amy promptly got into bed and curled her legs up to her chest as she waited for Thomas. She felt silly and gave him a goofy grin as he crossed the room toward the bed. 

Thomas joined Amy, and she stretched her body out to lay beside him. He leaned over and kissed her, and her head spun from the combination of alcohol and arousal. 

“I expected you to be more naughty after a night out of drinking,” Thomas murmurs into her ear. “I thought I was going to have to give you a spanking...”

Thomas easily flipped her onto her stomach, and she squeaked in surprise. He gently ran the palm of his hand over her ass, and she arched back into his touch. 

“There’s my naughty girl,” Thomas growled and landed a soft smack on her ass. 

“Daddy...” Amy giggled and turned to smile at him.

“Oh no, don’t try to get out of it now,” Thomas scolded playfully. “You’ve really done it this time little girl.”

Thomas landed three more swats on Amy’s ass, and she let out a mix of giggles and whimpers at each one. The mock spanking subsided, and Thomas rubbed up and down her back. She felt like a spoiled cat as he petted her, and she hummed her satisfaction. 

"I was going to tease and humiliate you when you got home like my little slut deserves to be," Thomas whispered into Amy’s ear as he dragged one of his nails down her spine and made her shiver. “But you’re just so adorable and sweet. And you give the best, softest kisses. And I decided to be sweet instead. Just this once.” 

“Thank you, daddy,” Amy mumbled sleepily, half into the pillow, a stupid, drunk smile still on her face. 

“Mhmm,” Thomas hummed. “Now just let me pet you until you fall asleep. Just relax and feel good for me, okay?”

"Okay, daddy..." Amy was already starting to drift off she felt his hand softly caress her body. 

“Good girl,” Thomas whispered, and Amy let pleasant warmth carry her off to sleep.


October 11

Amy woke up to Thomas’s hand around her throat and his hard cock pressed into her thigh. She felt disoriented and afraid, and his grip around her throat tightened as she stiffened.

“Good morning, slut,” Thomas growled into Amy’s ear, and a cold chill rolled over her body at the ferocity in his voice. 

Thomas rolled his hips against her, and Amy gasped as his cock dragged against her skin. She felt a rush of fear-tinged arousal flood her pussy. 

“Do you know what today is?” he sneered into her ear.

“Happy birthday daddy,” Amy was breathless as Thomas dragged his teeth over her neck.

“Thank you so much,” his voice was ragged. “Do you know what I’d really like?”

“No...” Amy whimpered, but if the hard member pressing into her leg was any indication, she had a suspicion.

“I’ll tell you,” Thomas moved his hand from her throat to grip her jaw, and his nails dug into her cheeks. “I’d really like to fuck you. In every hole. In every position. In every way you could possibly imagine.”

Thomas’s teeth scraped against her ear, and he culminated his monologue with a hard bite on her earlobe. Amy whimpered and arched her back up off the bed. 

“But I can’t very well do that, can I?” Thomas’s voice is darker and sharper. “Because of your little New Year’s resolution.”

Amy felt crushed, and insanely, painfully aroused from Thomas’s rough treatment. She wanted badly to be fucked in all the ways he could imagine fucking her. 

“I know you don’t want me to make you break your promise,” he went on. “But in exchange for the pleasure I’m losing, I need you to suffer for me.”

Amy nodded as best she could with his hand clamped around her jaw. Her heart pounded furiously, and she did her best not to rub her legs together in the face of her insane lust. 

“You need to beg me to beat you with the belt,” Thomas instructed. “And you’d better make it good. You need to convince me that whipping you with the belt will satisfy me more than cumming inside your tight, wet pussy. And if I do decide to whip you instead, you’d better take enough of a beating to satisfy me, or I’ll just fuck you anyway.”

Amy’s stomach twisted with fear and she nodded frantically.

“Daddy please use the belt on me instead,” the words fell out of her mouth in a rush. “Please beat me and whip me and hurt me, please don’t fuck me...”

Tears filled her eyes as she spoke, and her pussy throbbed painfully. It felt like blasphemy to beg Thomas not to fuck her when it was exactly what she’d been craving for so long. And to know she would suffer under a belt for denying them both made her mind melt. 

“Better than that,” Thomas uttered through ground teeth and slapped Amy hard across the face. “Maybe I have to up the stakes to send the message.”

Thomas roughly parted her legs and situated himself between them, grabbing her thighs just under the knees to ensure that they stayed spread. Amy felt a surge of panic and raw lust as he lined up his cock with her starving slit. She wanted to cry knowing that she had to stop him.

“No no no!” Amy nearly screamed and tried to squirm away from him.

Thomas dug his nails hard into Amy’s thighs and dragged her back down the bed toward him. The tip of his cock brushed against her outer folds, and she sobbed aloud.

“Daddy please don’t!” Amy openly cried and struggled. "Please don't fuck me, daddy! Please please please hurt me instead! Please use the belt please use the belt!”

Thomas held still for a long moment, and Amy incoherently pleaded with him. She couldn’t believe she was going to fail.

“Please no...” Amy keened as her body collapsed in defeat, already accepting her loss. 

For another long second, Thomas didn’t move. Finally, he gave a soft grunt and released her legs. 

“Get the belt,” Thomas commanded.

Amy shakily got out of bed and went to the closet to retrieve the belt they used for purposes like these- a black, genuine leather affair. 

Amy returned with the belt and offered it to Thomas. She shook hard as he doubled it over in his hand. 

“On the bed,” he instructed. “Face up, hands behind your head, legs spread. Don’t you dare fucking move.”

Trembling, Amy obeyed. Thomas watched her hungrily, and Amy made herself a meal for him. 

Once Amy was in position, she could only watch and wait. Thomas circled to his preferred side of the bed. Amy flinches hard as he drew back his hand and she screamed in surprise as Thomas landed a few hard practice swings on the mattress.

It was only when Amy finally relaxed that the first blow landed hard and stinging across her breasts. Her eyes widened, and she choked out a scream from the pain.

Thomas rained strokes upon her, faster and harder than Amy had ever felt before. He focused around her breasts and thighs, and the pain of each stroke traveled down to her bones. 

It wasn’t long before Amy was shaking hard and begging Thomas to stop with myriad promises of being a good girl or taking another punishment instead. His ears were closed to her though, and he pressed on with his punishing blows.

Amy had maintained her position well, but she finally reached a breaking point and curled up into herself to avoid the belt. Thomas was having none of it. He seized Amy’s shoulder and shoved her so that she was face-down. 

Thomas turned his attention to her ass and the backs of her thighs. He kept her face shoved into the bed with a hand on the back of her neck as he laid into her with the belt. Amy sobbed into the mattress and struggled to breathe as she gripped the headboard. She wanted to block him with her hands, and she was losing the will to stop herself.

Amy cringed through another series of strokes before Thomas allowed her a momentary respite. Her body tremored violently, despite her attempts to relax. Her muscles were sore, and her skin felt raw. 

“Are you sure you don’t want me to fuck you?” Thomas asked deviously. “It’s not too late.”

“No…” Amy was barely audible.

Despite the pain from the belt, her pussy ached intensely. Her fear and pain left her soaked in sweat and her juices. She wanted nothing more than for Thomas to sink his cock into her. 

“I guess I’ve been taking the wrong approach then,” he said, and Amy couldn’t imagine what new approach he’d conceived. 

Amy didn’t have to wait long. She shrieked as Thomas seized her ankles and forced her legs together. She heard the buckle of the belt tinkle as he fastened it below her knees to keep her legs together. 

“Keep your hands on the headboard,” Thomas warned her. 

Amy obeyed, even as apprehension and anxiety rose inside her. It was a long time before Thomas touched her, and while she was relieved that she wasn’t being beaten, she worried about what he had in store. 

Amy’s suspicions proved valid as she felt something long and thin stroke over her ass. Her blood ran cold as she recognized the cane. Her breath caught and she struggled to breathe evenly.

“Last chance,” Thomas warned again as the cane tickled her thighs. 

“Daddy please don’t…” Amy twisted her head back to look at him. “I can’t take it, please don’t hurt me anymore!”

“Beg me to fuck you instead,” Thomas smiled darkly, and tears blurred Amy’s vision. 

Amy’s mind screamed, and her body was at its breaking point. It would be so easy to throw in the towel and end everything there and then. But deep inside, she knew Thomas was testing her, and she wanted to pass. She just didn’t know how much longer she could hold out.

Amy shook her head and buried her face in the bedding.

“If you say so,” Amy heard the shrug in Thomas’s voice as he dragged the cane further down her legs to rest it along the soles of her feet. 

Amy’s heart stopped. She looked back at Thomas in abject horror. He’d never caned her feet before. 

“Daddy please stop,” Amy pleaded in a rush. Her skin crawled, and new sweat gathered on her skin.

Thomas holds her ankles down with one hand so she can’t pull them away. Amy was starting to hyperventilate, and she tightened her grip on the headboard. She bit down on a pillow and squeezed her eyes shut. 

All her mental preparation proved pointless. The first stroke along her feet was like nothing she’s ever experienced. The raw, sharp pain overrode every ounce of discipline she possessed.

“Stop stop stop stop stop!” she shrieked. 

The headboard was long forgotten as Amy twisted back to free her ankles. She fought at Thomas like a scared cat and was shocked when he easily grabbed the back of her neck and once again forced her face into the mattress. Her body was no longer stretched out but bent in an awkward kneel. 

Thomas’s hand remained on Amy’s neck as he landed a volley of three hard strokes- one along her ass, then her thighs, then her feet again. She screamed into the bedding and desperately clawed at the hand keeping her in place. Another stroke landed along her feet and Amy finally managed to buck her knees out from under the rest of her body.

As a result, her legs fell off the bed, which still left her torso bent over it. She’d only managed to work herself into yet another accessible position for Thomas.

Three more strokes landed across Amy’s ass and upper thighs, and she finally broke. She dissolved into pathetic sobs, whimpers, and a long stream of begging. 

“That’s it,” Thomas said softly as he undid the belt at her knees. “We’re done now, you’re okay.”

Amy flinched at every touch her, regardless of his gentleness. She cried out as he rubbed over her back. 

“Stay still,” Thomas instructed, and Amy felt him leave the bed.

When he returned, Thomas fed her ibuprofen from his hand and made her drink water. Amy was finally starting to regain her senses a little bit. She felt cold and disgusting. 

“May I shower?” she asked Thomas. She wanted to wash all the sweat off her body. 

“No,” he answered. “You need to rest. And stay still.”

Amy felt his hands near her feet, and fear flickered in her mind. He rubbed some kind of lotion over them, and Amy pitifully yelped each time he touched the welts there. Thomas repeated the process with the welts on her thighs and ass. Amy had a hard time keeping still or quiet, and the words “please stop” left her mouth frequently.

Finally, Thomas finished tending to Amy’s welts, and he wrapped her in a blanket and pulled her close. Amy was quiet and tried to calm down as he simply held her, calm and still. 


November 1

Amy got ready excitedly, as Thomas had planned a day out for them. He had selected out an outfit for her, from her shoes down to her bra and underwear. She was over the moon with excitement to see what he planned. 

“Time to go,” Thomas said and gestured to the door. 

“Okay, let me just go to the bathroom really quick,” Amy replied and headed that direction.

“You can go when we get there,” Thomas shook his head. “We have to get going or we might be late.” 

“Okay daddy,” Amy grabbed her purse and followed him out the door. 

They both got in Thomas’s car, and he drove. They chatted about all manner of things, and she was feeling chipper and excited. 

When Thomas pulled up to a movie theater, Amy was once again thrilled. She looked over at him with a beaming smile. She loved going to the movies and he knew it.

Thomas handled all the ticketing business and instructed Amy to get their drinks and snacks. She got them a large popcorn and two large drinks. 

Finally, they were seated, and the commercials rolled on the screen when Amy remembered that she should probably go to the bathroom before the movie started. 

“I’m going to run to the ladies’ room,” Amy said as she began to get up out of her seat. 

“No, stay,” Thomas denied her. “You can wait until the movie’s over.”

Amy frowned a little and thought about insisting, but decided not to make a fuss. 

The movie started, and Amy did thoroughly enjoy it. It was a dog movie, of course, so she was on an emotional roller coaster complete with laughter and tears for the duration of the showing. 

The credits rolled, and Amy leaned over to kiss Thomas on the cheek.

“Did you like the movie?” he asked with an easy smile. 

“Very much,” she nodded. “Thank you.”

“You’re most welcome,” Thomas purred.

They gathered up all their empty containers, and as they left, they deposited them in the trash. After that, Amy headed toward the bathroom as she was reminded of the pressure in her bladder. 

“The exit is this way,” Thomas corrected her. 

“I just have to...” Amy pointed to the restroom, but Thomas gave a small scowl that brooked no room for argument. 

Amy blushed and followed Thomas out of the theater. They made their way back to Thomas’s car and each of them got buckled in. 

Amy pressed her legs together as he drove, looking outside the window for something to distract her. She frowned to realize they were not on the way home. 

“Where are we going?” she asked a little apprehensively.

“I was going to take you out for lunch,” Thomas answered easily. “Is that alright with you?”

“Yes,” Amy said tightly. “Is it close?”

“It’s close enough,” Thomas laughed. 

Amy said nothing and looked out the window. She bounced her leg up and down, hoping that they’d get there soon.

Finally, Thomas pulled up to a small sandwich-style shop. Amy nearly flew out of the car as soon as it stopped.

“Amy,” Thomas snapped at her, and she heard an edge to his voice.

“Daddy please...” Amy whined, soft enough for only Thomas to hear, and his eyes flashed. 

“Don’t make me embarrass you in this parking lot,” he warned her, and her pussy clenched.

Amy nodded demurely and followed Thomas into the restaurant. He spoke with the host and Amy did her best to look normal. She made a mental note of where the restroom was and prepared to beeline as soon as she was allowed.

They followed the host to a booth, and Thomas gestured for Amy to get in. She perched on the edge of the seat, ready to jump up at a moment’s notice. Thomas kept standing though and gestured for her to scoot all the way in. Amy did, and her stomach clenched as she realized he’d effectively trapped her in the booth. 

Amy’s mind reeled and the fullness in her bladder became painful. She barely noticed when their server arrived, and she was silent as Thomas ordered them waters. 

Amy looked at him with a pained expression when the waters arrived. Thomas gave her a smirk and tapped the rim of her water.

“Drink it,” he said, very softly.

Amy didn’t dare to tell him no. She reached for the glass with shaking hands and brought it to her mouth. She took a decent gulp and set it back down on the table.

“All of it, Amy,” he corrected her sternly. “Now.”

Amy blushed bright red at being almost scolded in public. She closed her eyes as she made quick work of guzzling it down, going so far as to let the ice gather around her lips and nose before she put the glass down.

“Good girl,” Thomas leaned close to whisper into her ear. 

Amy clenched her jaw as the pain in her bladder sent warning signals to her brain. Her leg bounced in the booth beside Thomas, and he voiced a satisfied hum. 

“I know you’ve been so good for me all year, and your poor little cunt has been so hungry for me,” Thomas whispered darkly into her ear. “So, I wanted to give you a distraction.”

Just as he finished talking, the server appeared at their table. Amy had to hold back a groan as she poured more water into her glass.

“Someone was thirsty,” she quipped pleasantly, and Amy gave her an empty smile. 

Amy was grateful when Thomas ordered for them both, as there was no way she was going to be able to read a menu, though she was too distracted to tell what he ordered.

The server left, and Thomas wordlessly tapped the rim of Amy’s glass again. She wanted to cry, but she obeyed. When she finished the glass, Amy hid her face in Thomas’s shoulder to express her frustration. He chuckled softly.

Amy did her best not to squirm in her seat. She shifted constantly to try and find a more comfortable position, but there was no relief to be found. 

“Sit still,” Thomas reprimanded her, and Amy almost whined at him, but remembered she was in public. She blushed and squeezed her legs together under the table. 

The server returned with their food and set down a sandwich of some sort in front of Thomas, and Amy’s bladder spasmed to see Thomas selected tomato basil soup for her. And of course, the server poured her another glass of water. 

Amy looked up at him pleadingly, and he smiled deviously, clearly amused. 

“Make sure you finish everything,” he directed her. “I don’t want any of it to go to waste. You can go ahead and get started-I have to run to the men’s room.”

Amy’s bladder clenched again as she watched him leave. She looked into the bowl of soup and tears gathered in her eyes. She shakily picked up her spoon and brought several scoops into her mouth. She worked steadily until Thomas returned.

“Very good girl,” Thomas took note of her progress. 

“Thank you for my lunch,” Amy said, despite the stabbing pain in her pelvis. 

“Mhmm,” Thomas acknowledged her as he started in on his sandwich.

They were mostly silent as they worked on their food. Amy took regular drinks from her water. She desperately hoped that Thomas would let her go to the ladies’ room before they left the restaurant. Even if they headed straight home from there, she doubted she would be able to make it. She wasn’t even sure if she’d able to stand up from their table.

They each finished their meal, and Amy eagerly watched Thomas settle the ticket. They stood from the booth and Thomas offered Amy his hand to help her stand. She took it, using him for more support than usual as she kept her legs pressed tightly together. 

Thomas moved toward the exit, and Amy’s heart dropped. She lingered behind, and Thomas looked back at her with a raised brow. 

Amy glanced pointedly over to the sign for the restroom and then back at Thomas, working hard to keep from bouncing up and down. 

“Let’s go,” he snapped softly. “You can hold it.”

Thomas’s voice was gentle enough, but his eyes glinted with fire. Amy wanted to dissolve. 

Amy struggled to walk normally as she followed Thomas back to the car. She got in and very gingerly buckled her seatbelt to keep it from adding any unwarranted pressure to her swollen pelvis. 

Thomas turned on the car, and Amy could no longer contain herself. 

“Daddy please!” she whined at him. “Are we going home now? I really really have to go...”

Amy shoved her hands between her legs to help hold back the liquid demanding to exit her body.

“No,” Thomas answered darkly. “I thought we could take a stroll.”

“Daddy daddy please, I don’t think I’m going to make it...” tears prickled at Amy’s eyes as she looked over at Thomas, but he was checking behind the car as he backed out of the parking spot. 

“Open your legs,” Thomas commanded. “And put your hands on your knees.”

“I can’t I can’t!” Amy protested in a high-pitched voice, afraid that she might wet herself in Thomas’s car.

“Don’t tell me what you can and can’t do!” Thomas scorned. “Do as I say.”

Amy whimpered but spread her legs. She gasped and moaned as her urethra clenched and trembled from the effort of keeping closed. 

Amy groaned as Thomas reached over and rubbed up and down the insides of her thighs. The light sensation sent bolts of pleasure through Amy’s body, and she gasped for air as her nails dug into her knees through her light jeans. She felt a spurt of urine wet her panties and she bit her lip.

“We’re almost there, sweetie,” Thomas said comfortingly, and Amy could only moan as another hard spasm wracked her body. 

Thomas pulled into the parking lot of what appeared to be a trailhead, and Amy looked around frantically for some kind of restroom area. 

Thomas gestured for Amy to get out of the car and follow him. She struggled to remain upright as they started down the trail.

Amy could barely think or function, and she had no idea how long they walked before ending up in a dense part of the trail. There was a large, flat rock off to the side of the trail, and Thomas took a seat on the edge of it and gestured for Amy to sit beside him. 

Amy obeyed, but couldn’t keep from squirming and whimpering. Her breathing was frantic, and she shook with tremors. 

“Do you really need to go my baby?” Thomas cooed into her ear. 

“Yes daddy,” Amy whined, tears filled her eyes. 

“My poor sweet girl,” Thomas’s voice was sickly sweet. “Lie back against the rock for me and spread your legs as wide as you can.”

“Daddy?” Amy looked up at him confused and shook her head.

“Now,” Thomas snapped his fingers at her.

Amy reluctantly obeyed, and her bladder lurched as she spread her legs and stretched out her body. Thomas stroked his fingertips over her stomach and up and down her thighs. His hand lingered over her pelvis, and he lightly pressed his hand down against it.

“Daddy!” Amy screamed and slammed her legs shut as a powerful urge shot through her bladder.

Thomas chuckled, and stood in front of her. 

“Open,” he pointed to Amy’s legs, and she whined as she spread them again.

Thomas regarded her for a moment as she trembled and continued to hold for him. A dark smile passed over his features.

“Go now,” Thomas said simply, and Amy felt the color leave her face. 

“Just like this,” he went on. “I want you to piss yourself for me in the middle of a hiking trail.”

Amy’s pussy throbbed and in turn, her bladder squeezed. They were not exactly in a secluded wilderness- anyone could round the corner and see her spread out on a rock, with piss soaked into her jeans. 

“You have to the count of five to do as I say,” Thomas informed her. “Or I will take care of the issue myself.”

Thomas leaned forward and once again pressed against her pelvis. Amy gave a sharp cry as another spurt of piss-soaked her panties.

“One,” Thomas counted, and Amy focused on unclenching her pained muscles.

“Two.”

Amy tried to calm her breathing and relax so that she could actually pee.

“Three.”

Amy’s anxiety returned in full force and she wanted to beg Thomas to let her go in a toilet somewhere like a normal person.

“Four.”

Amy felt another painful surge, and she knew that she wouldn’t be able to make it to a toilet even if she could find one out here. 

“Five.”

Almost involuntarily, Amy lost control. She gasped with relief and even pleasure as her piss squirted out in a hard stream. Her muscles spasmed rhythmically as she released the liquid from her bladder, and her head spun from the intensity of the sensation. She couldn’t think about where she was or the fact that she was soaking her jeans. All she could do was throw her head back and moan.

When the last of it finally trickled into her pants, Amy came back to reality. She blushed furiously to realize that her jeans and even some of her shirt were entirely soaked with piss. She looked up at Thomas to see familiar darkness in his eyes. 

Wordlessly, Thomas started back the way they came. Amy had no choice but to follow, and she frantically looked around to make sure there was nobody that would pass them on their way back to the car. 

When they made it back to the dirt parking lot, Amy hastily tried to open the door of the car, but Thomas hadn’t unlocked it. She looked over at him, confused.

“You’re not getting in my car soaked in piss,” he said curtly.

Thomas popped the trunk of the car and withdrew a pair of white panties and a thin white t-shirt. 

“Strip,” he instructed. “You can wear these on the ride home.”

Embarrassment and humiliation flooded through Amy as she shakily obeyed. She moved quickly, keenly aware that she was in a parking lot. When she was wholly naked and shivering from the cold, Thomas tossed her the panties and the shirt.

“There’s a garbage bag in the trunk for your wet clothes,” he said and left Amy to take care of them as he started the car. 

Amy hastily gathered up her wet things and crammed them into the bag. She shut the trunk and quickly got into the passenger seat. The car hadn’t warmed up, and she was already shivering without the protection of heavier clothes. Her nipples pressed hard and against the thin material of the shirt. 

Even as Thomas drove, Amy noticed the car didn’t seem to be warming up at all. She glanced down at the air conditioning settings and saw why- Thomas hadn’t turned the heat on. Of course.

By the time they made it home, Amy’s teeth were chattering. She flushed red as she realized that she would have to walk through the building like this. 

“I’ll get your clothes,” Thomas said. “Go ahead inside.”

Thomas popped the trunk and handed Amy the keys. She took a quick breath and dashed into the building and up the stairs to their door. Her hand shook as she tried to get the key in the slot.

Amy finally made it inside, and she is was grateful for the warmth of the room. Thomas was not far behind her, and he shut and locks the door behind him. He dropped the bag of wet clothing by the door, and Amy’s eyes latched onto it as she recalled the events of this long day. 

She couldn’t bring herself to look at Thomas as he came to stand in front of her. He cupped her face in his hands and forced her to look him in the eye.

“How are you feeling?” he asked in a tender whisper. 

“Cold,” Amy’s voice was weak. “Embarrassed, scared, humiliated, sore, dirty, achy, horny...”

Tears welled in her eyes as she compiled the list, and Thomas pulled her in for a strong hug. 

“I know sweetie, it’s okay,” he mumbled against the top of her head. “You were so good today, I’m so proud of you.”

Amy nodded into his chest and relaxed at his words. 

“Now let’s go ahead and get you into the shower so you can warm up,” Thomas said.

Amy nodded, and let him lead her into the bathroom.


December 9

“Do you know how long you have left?” Thomas whispered into Amy’s ear.

“Three weeks,” she answered excitedly.

They had just gotten wound down for bed and were lying facing each other beneath the blankets. 

“That’s right,” Thomas smiled over at her. “You’ve been such a good girl for me.”

“Thank you, daddy,” Amy blushed and felt a fierce ache in her pussy.

“Do you want to know what I’m going to do to you when this is finally over?” Thomas’s voice was husky, and Amy nodded her answer a little too eagerly.

“Right when the clock strikes midnight,” he started. "I am going to drag you into bed, and I hope you're nice and wet for me because I'm going to shove my cock into you whether you are or not."

Amy let out a shuddering sigh as her clit throbbed.

"And I'm going to take my time fucking you raw until I'm finished, and I cum into your mouth, or maybe your tight little ass,” Thomas nuzzled his face close to whisper in her ear, and Amy flexed her hips toward him as his words enflamed her. 

“And then I’m going to tie you up, spread eagle, nice and tight, and I’m going to lick and kiss all over your nipples and then work my way down your stomach,” Amy shivered as he traced a fingernail from her sternum to her bellybutton. “Until I finally make it down to your pussy. And I’m going absolutely fucking devour you. And you can whine and beg and scream and moan, but there will be nothing you can do to stop me.”

"Oh, daddy..." Amy whined across from him as need shot through her.

“Would you like all that, sweet girl?” Thomas purred as he sank his head to nibble on her neck. 

“Yes daddy, please...” Amy begged him, wanting it very much and very immediately.

“Only three more weeks my love...” Thomas’s voice was dark and sultry, and Amy moaned long and low.

She dearly hoped the next three weeks passed quickly.


January 1

Amy’s eyes widened and excitement surged through her as the time on her phone flipped from 11:59 pm to 12:00 am.

She did it. A whole year without sex or masturbation. She felt a mix of emotions, but lust was the foremost of them. 

After a long year of denial, the only thing she wanted was Thomas’s cock inside of her.

“Happy New Year,” Thomas growled into her ear as he pressed against her from behind, his nails already digging into her hips.

“Happy New Year Daddy...” she sighed and arched into his touch. 

“Bed. On your back. Now.” he ordered, and she rushed to obey. 

Amy didn’t have to worry about stripping out of her clothes. She spent the day in nothing but cuffs and a collar to build up her anticipation for this very moment. 

Thomas was not far behind her, and Amy trembled with excitement as he clipped the cuffs to the rings mounted at the four corners of the bed. When she was secure, he gave her a dark smile. 

“It’s been quite a year,” he said wryly. 

“Yes daddy,” Amy replied and moaned as Thomas ran his fingertips along her stomach. 

“Are you ready for my cock?” he asked raggedly.

“Yes daddy,” Amy breathlessly nodded. “Please fuck me...”

“I’m going to, believe me,” his voice was wicked. “There’s just one thing I have to do first...”

Amy frowned, confused, as Thomas reached into the drawer of his nightstand and pulled out an unlabeled, nondescript white tube and a pair of latex gloves. He put on the gloves then picked up the tube. 

“I ordered this especially for tonight,” Thomas explained as he twisted open the cap. “It’s going to make your pussy feel like it’s never felt before. Don’t worry, I tried some on myself. The effect is... unbelievable...”

Amy’s pussy clenched and her clit throbbed as he moved between her legs. She held her breath as he squeezed some sort of white cream onto his fingertips. He lowered his hand to her drooling cunt, and she drew in a ragged gasp as her pussy finally felt its first sexual contact in a year. 

Amy bucked her hips up into Thomas’s hand as he rubbed several layers of the cream into her pussy and clit, and even into her asshole. It tingled, burned, and cooled fiercely and overload of sensation made her worry that she would cum. 

“Now it has to sit for five minutes so that it completely absorbs,” Thomas explained as he removed the gloves, and Amy nodded. “And I’ll have a chat with you while we wait.” 

Amy nodded again. The tingling was still taking up the bulk of her attention, and she sincerely hoped Thomas would be doing most of the chatting.

“I can’t tell you how proud I am that you were able to make it through a whole year of complete sexual denial,” Thomas whispered as he stroked her hair. “I think it’s so amazing that you would do something like that for me. You are so incredible.”

Amy hummed sweetly but her pussy was still too overstimulated for her to speak. 

“I love how needy and obedient you are when you’re completely denied,” Thomas went on. “And as much as I missed fucking you and using you, I was feeling a little sad about losing that when we started having sex again.”

The cream on her pussy finally relented into a barely present warmth, and Amy registered more of his words.

“So, I did a little research,” Thomas explained. "And I decided to invest in this cream for you. I ordered a sample first of course and used it on myself, just to see if it would work as advertised. And let me tell you very confidently that it certainly does, and the effects last for a full 24 hours. So of course, I was convinced, and had to buy a full tube for my little sub girl."

Apprehension rose inside of Amy and she squirmed in her bonds. Thomas’s eyes lit up as he saw her growing anxiety. 

“What does it do daddy?” Amy asked in a tiny voice, and a wide, wolfish smile spread across his face. 

“It’s numbing cream,” Thomas purred.

Amy’s heart stopped.

The whole world seemed to have stopped in fact, and the air in the room must have vanished. Amy was filled with dread and panic. She struggled in her bonds, wanting to touch her starving, denied, desperate sex to see if what said was true. Thomas laughed at her struggle. 

“I’ll prove it to you,” he promised darkly. “It just needs another minute to fully set in.”

Amy looked up at him in disbelief, hoping that this was all a ruse to scare her and make her wetter for him before he finally fucked her.

“Are you ready?” Thomas asked, slowly lowering his hand to hover over Amy’s pussy. 

She wasn’t but she had to know. She gave him a hasty nod. 

Thomas smiled wickedly, and Amy watched as he slid two fingers over her swollen clit and then into her starving cunt.

And felt nothing.

Amy immediately broke, and her head fell back as she burst into tears. None of her burning need had diminished, and this cream ensured that she had no chance of alleviating it. 

It was sadistic.

“Daddy why??” she implored through tears. “I’ve been so good, I’ve been so good, please please let me feel you fuck me!”

“Oh, but this is why,” Thomas explained as he withdrew his hand from her numbed sex. “I can’t get enough of you when you’re like this. So pathetic and helpless and totally mind- fucked by your own need. It makes me so hard. I don’t think I ever want it to stop.”

Thomas’s words crushed Amy, and her throat tightened as more tears poured down her face. 

“The only problem with permanent denial was that I would miss fucking you too much,” he explains. “But now, that’s not a problem.” 

Thomas made a show of rubbing Amy’s clit, but she felt nothing. She sobbed at the loss of her pleasure. 

“The problem is,” Thomas proceeded. “The cream is effective, but it’s a little too expensive to use on you every day. So...”

Thomas leaned down and pulled out a box from under the bed.

“I also got you this,” he opened the box, and Amy’s eyes widened in disbelief. “For when I don’t have any interest in fucking you.”

In the box rested a well-crafted chastity belt made of leather and steel. Amy was stunned speechless as she looked at it, and her mind was hazy with fear and lust and defeat. 

“Your New Year’s resolution for next year...” Thomas said slowly. “Is to spend it in this.”

"Oh god daddy, please! I can't, I can’t!” Amy shook her head and furiously tried to escape her cuffs. 

Thomas landed a hard slap across Amy’s face and covered her mouth with his hand.

“Shut the fuck up,” he said calmly. “You can do this, and you will do this because this is what I want and what you need. You and I both know that you're a disgusting, pitiful little denial slut that deserves to never cum again. And I am your loving daddy dom who is going to make that happen for you. The least you could do is show a little fucking gratitude. Now say ‘thank you, daddy.’”

“Thank you, daddy,” Amy sniffled as Thomas removed his hand from her mouth. 

“Selfish brat,” he hissed at her, and she flinched at the words. “Now daddy’s going to fuck you. Feel free to cry if you like- it only makes me harder.”

With that, Thomas situated himself between Amy’s legs. She was jealous of his moans, growls, and hisses as he pounded into her. He unclipped and reclipped the cuffs and manipulated her body into all manner of positions. She did cry, longing to feel anything besides the painful need in her core. When Thomas finally finished, he did so deep inside her ass, with a loud, husky moan.

Thomas breathlessly moved away from Amy when he was finished using her. He remembered to clip her arms and legs back into place before excusing himself to the bathroom to clean up.

When Thomas returned, he looked sated and pleased. Amy burned with jealousy and grief. 

“Now,” Thomas picked up the box from the floor. “The cream won’t wear off for 24 hours, but I really can’t wait to see this on you.” 

Amy blinked soundlessly and watched in silence as Thomas withdrew the belt from the box. His eyes lit up as he looked at it, even as hers filled with tears.

It took a little while for Thomas to fit it onto Amy in her position. It felt strange, but not uncomfortable. He must have taken careful measurements- if fit perfectly.  

Thomas stepped back to look at his handiwork, and Amy blushed as he gazed down at her with awe.

“God...” his voice was tight. “You are so stunning.”

Amy’s throat tightened. She couldn’t speak.

Thomas slowly lied down beside Amy and wrapped his arms around her waist. He covered her mouth in a slow, sensual kiss, and her stomach flipped.

“Will you do this for me?” he asked, and Amy can see vulnerability in his eyes. “Is this something you want?”

Amy thought for a long moment. She remembered when he first asked what would make her give up sex and masturbation altogether for a year. 

It had been Thomas. And it still was.

“Yes,” Amy answered. “For you, daddy.”

Emotion flickered through Thomas’s eyes, and he pulled her closer. 

“Thank you, Amy,” Thomas whispered. “Happy New Year.”

“Happy New Year, daddy,” she whispered back, and nuzzled into him, overwhelmed with love as she lay wrapped in his arms. 
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