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Chapter One




Amy watched Thomas as he laid beside her, appreciating the rare moment of absolute stillness between them. A glance at the clock on the nightstand told her it was seven past six. The sun wasn’t up yet, but even if it was, its rays wouldn’t have shone through the dark curtains in Thomas’s bedroom.

Amy turned her attention to the man sound asleep beside her. She knew that all too soon, his alarm would sound and break the spell that had fallen over them. For now, though, she enjoyed the sight of him, his expression blissful and unaffected by thoughts or troubles. She wanted to run her fingertips over his parted lips but didn’t want to chance waking him.

Amy slid off the bed and sunk down onto her knees, wrapping her fingers around her forearms behind her back. Her stomach fluttered as she knelt. The task, now seamlessly ingrained into her routine, felt so much more subservient when Thomas was present- even if he was asleep.

As Amy knelt, she did a mental count-up to a minute. Setting a timer on her phone had become too much of a hassle, and the steady counting helped settle her mind, which was what Thomas wanted the task to accomplish in the first place. She reached sixty seconds and brought her arms down to rest her palms on her thighs.

Rising from her knees, Amy tiptoed into the hall, making sure not to let the door squeak on her way out. As she approached the living room, she could see the pale light of morning creeping in through the windows. She would never get over the natural wonder of his home.

Amy stopped by the bathroom to take care of her morning business, then made her way into the kitchen. She set some water to boil and took the French press from its place on the counter to put the coffee grounds in it. He’d gotten rid of his machine after becoming accustomed to her style of coffee.

The water boiled, and as Amy lifted the kettle from the stove to pour the hot liquid over the coffee grounds, she pondered just how much of their lives had become intertwined. She remembered the coldness of their first days together, compared to the midsummer heat they were enduring now. She smiled to herself as the aroma of coffee filtered through her nose.

The sound of Thomas’s alarm broke Amy out of her thoughts, and she knew that in short order, Thomas would come ambling sleepily into the kitchen to greet her. Amy pulled down a matching set of coffee mugs from one of the cabinets and poured one for each of them.

No sooner had she set the press back down, she spied Thomas’s head peeking around the corner. His hair was mussed and getting a little long. She liked it on the longer side, but she knew that he likely already had an appointment lined up to get it cut. His dark eyes blinked at her, still hazy from sleep and void of their usual glint of mischief.

“Morning,” he grumbled, and Amy smiled.

“Good morning, sir,” she crossed the room and stood on tiptoe to give him a peck on the lips. “I’ve knelt for you.”

“Good girl,” Thomas sighed, kissing the top of her head. “I need to shower- I can still smell you all over me.”

Amy’s face flushed his mention of the previous night’s activities, and he smirked as he turned to go into the bathroom. Amy smiled, returned to the kitchen, and started making them a more substantial breakfast than their weekday fare of oatmeal or cereal.

As Amy was plating their food, she saw movement in the corner of her eye. Thomas leaned against the wall, arms crossed over his chest, clad only in a dark green towel. Amy’s mouth went dry- she couldn’t help her reaction seeing him in such a state of undress.

Thomas flashed his broad, beaming smile, knowing exactly what he was doing to her. His hair was still damp, and the smell of soap wafted off his body. He must have skipped his morning shave, and she appreciated the scruff that adorned his jaw.

“What’s for breakfast?” he purred, somehow making the question sound predatory.

“Toast, fried eggs, and tomatoes,” Amy answered, setting their plates down on the table and turning back to get silverware from the drawer.

“That’s my kind of breakfast,” Thomas’s lips were suddenly at her ear, and Amy gasped as he pressed against her from behind, his chest flush against her back. “Though I’d like to eat something else…”

Amy’s lips parted as Thomas’s hands snaked around to caress her breasts, her breath catching as her nipples snapped taut. He circled them through her thin t-shirt, and she couldn’t help but moan, arching her back and grinding her ass against him.

“You’ll be late for work…” Amy offered the half-hearted deterrent, and Thomas laughed.

“Not to worry,” his breath was hot on her neck, making her hairs stand on end. “I’m only working a half-day. There will be plenty of time for more… illicit endeavors when I get home.”

“Do you really have to go?” Amy pouted, feeling Thomas’s hardening cock through the towel.

Thomas growled and dropped his hands from her breasts to her hips, holding her still.

“I really do,” his frustration was evident in his tone.

Amy sighed her disappointment. Thomas had been working through the weekend for the past month. She couldn’t imagine what was going on at his workplace that required so much attention from him.

“Well, you’d better get dressed, then,” Amy tried to excise her body from Thomas’s hands, but his hold didn’t yield.

“Yes ma’am,” he growled into her ear, and Amy shivered at the hint of a southern drawl that only came out on rare occasions.

Thomas chuckled, then released her with a swat on her ass. Amy’s pussy tingled, and she huffed as she tried to refocus on collecting the silverware. She returned to the table and put the cutlery at their plates, then followed Thomas into the bedroom.

While he got dressed, Amy collected her clothes and belongings from around the room and put them back in her overnight bag. She was careful to make sure nothing was forgotten and she zipped up the bag, setting it at the end of the bed so that she could pick it up before she headed out.

“You could leave a few things here if you like,” Amy looked up at the sound of Thomas’s voice, and her throat went dry.

He was dressed in a navy shirt and pants, accented with a tan belt and shoes. He seldom wore a tie to work on the weekends, and today was no different. His hair was neatly combed, but his stubble remained. Amy wondered how he would look with a full beard.

“You’re over here so much anyway,” Thomas continued unfazed, but his smirk told her that he noticed the effect of his appearance. “It would probably be more convenient for you.”

“Well, I don’t want to impose,” Amy shrugged, blushing at the idea.

“Impose?” Thomas pushed off from the wall and stalked toward her, making her stomach flutter.

Thomas loomed over her, pressed his hand against her chest, and gave her a quick shove backward onto the bed. Amy gasped as Thomas lowered his body on top of hers, and her hand flew to tangle in his hair as his teeth ravaged her throat. He bit down into the juncture of her neck and shoulder, and hot pleasure shot to her core.

Amy arched her back, and Thomas wound his arm around her as he rolled his hips, pressing his hardness into her abdomen. Amy’s head spun, and she whimpered as Thomas nibbled up the side of her neck toward her jaw.

Finally, his teeth met her lips, and he nibbled them for a moment before consuming them with a kiss. Amy whimpered into his mouth and wrapped her arms around his shoulders, holding him tight.

Thomas pulled back and smiled down at her with a satisfied hum. Amy was breathless, and she blushed at the gleam in his eyes. He always knew how to work her up.

“Trust me,” his voice was a low growl. “Sharing my home with you would be no imposition.”

Amy’s face burned, and she couldn’t help but smile at his assertion as his cock throbbed against her through his slacks. Amy bit her lip as he lowered her back onto the bed and moved his hand to the waistband of her shorts. He trailed a fingertip along the elastic, then dipped beneath it.

“We… um… your breakfast is getting cold,” Amy cleared her throat and looked over at the wall to break eye contact.

“Is it?” Thomas couldn’t have sounded more unconcerned.

Amy’s hips bucked as Thomas stroked her folds, then slid a finger between them to massage her clit. She rocked her body to meet his fingers, and her eyes fluttered closed as pleasure coursed through her blood. Wetness pooled in her panties, and she knew it was a matter of seconds before Thomas took advantage of it.

True to form, Thomas slid his finger down to circle her soaking entrance, and Amy’s body jerked at the spike of arousal. He slid his finger easily inside and curled it, and Amy shuddered. Thomas busied his mouth at her breasts, worrying her nipples with his teeth through her sheer tank top.

“Sir, please…” Amy whined, bracing her hands against his shoulders, making a feeble effort to push him away.

“Please what?” Thomas’s voice was laced with mischief. “More?”

Thomas slid another finger alongside the first, and Amy’s inner walls convulsed around them. Thomas set a faster, harder rhythm as he finger-fucked her. Amy panted and writhed beneath him on the bed as he pushed her close to the edge. Her muscles were already quickening, and tingles raced down her legs.

Amy felt Thomas’s rock-hard cock through his pants, and her imagination ran wild as she longed to feel it pounding into her. She ran her hands down from Thomas’s shoulders and raked her nails over his chest through his shirt, pulling a growl from his throat.

The sound sent another shiver down Amy’s body, and she cried out as he redoubled his attentions on her pussy, slamming his fingers harder still into her. Amy cupped Thomas’s balls with one hand and palmed his cock with the other.

Thomas leaned back to kneel over Amy, then snatched up her wrists and yanked them up over her head. He lowered his body over hers again, and his eyes burned down at her.

“Shame on you,” he admonished, breathless, but Amy could hear the lust in his voice.

Amy opened her mouth to speak, but Thomas covered it with a kiss, biting down hard on her lower lip. He pressed his thumb against Amy’s clit, and she moaned into his mouth.

No sooner could Amy feel her orgasm hurtling toward her, Thomas withdrew, and she groaned in frustration. He only laughed and held up his fingers to her mouth. Amy blushed as she sucked them, her body aching and throbbing.

“And what do we say?” Thomas prompted, running his fingers over her tongue, then pulling them out of her mouth.

“Thank you, sir,” Amy’s voice was ragged, her blood pounding through her veins.

“Good girl,” Thomas’s eyes beamed. “Now, what were you saying about breakfast?”

Thomas stood from the bed and offered his hand to help her up, which she gratefully accepted. She was flustered and shaken, and somehow it only brought a smile to her face as she walked hand-in-hand with Thomas back into the kitchen. He pulled out her chair at the table, and she sat, then turned her attention to her food.

“It looks delicious,” he assessed, taking his own seat.

Amy hummed with a smile, taking up her own fork. The sounds of metal clicking against glass filtered through the air as they ate. She enjoyed the quietness of the moment, savoring Thomas’s presence before he would inevitably have to leave.

When they finished their meal, Amy rose and collected their dishes to take them to the sink. Thomas was right behind her, and they settled into their routine of cleaning up, with Amy washing the dishes so that Thomas could dry and put them away. The simplicity of the shared activity filled Amy with warmth and made her smile.

All too soon, they were done with the dishes, and Amy’s heart fell, knowing Thomas would be heading to work.

“Well…” Thomas sighed, his own displeasure evident. “I suppose I should get going.”

“I suppose,” Amy’s lips tightened, and she avoided making eye contact with him.

Thomas cupped her face in his hands and lifted it so her eyes met his. His eyes twinkled darkly down at her, and excitement tingled in her core.

“I think you need something to keep you busy while I’m at work…” his tone held devious promise.

“Yeah?” Amy’s voice wavered as her body was affected.

“Mm-hmm,” Thomas confirmed, stroking his thumb along her cheekbone. “I want you to spend some time in your clover clamps today. Say… thirty minutes?”

A mix of dread and arousal coiled in Amy’s stomach. The clover clamps were diabolical, and she knew that she would be a soaking wet mess after spending so much time in them.

“Yes, sir,” she confirmed her understanding, her voice high and meek.

“Break it up into three ten-minute segments,” Thomas instructed. “That way, you can spread it out through the day. And that will take the place of your usual edging sessions.”

Amy nodded, and Thomas’s hand slid down from her face to wrap around her throat, making Amy whimper.

“And I want you to send me photographic evidence as well,” Thomas laid the condition. “And do each segment in a different part of the house, or your apartment, wherever you prefer.”

“Yes, sir,” Amy’s voice was high. “May I… touch myself while the nipple clamps are on?”

As painful as the clamps were, they drove Amy’s body to new peaks of arousal each time she wore them. They never failed to reduce her to a squirming, panting mess, and her pussy would be desperate for attention.

“That is a very good question,” Thomas mused, furrowing his brow as he contemplated his answer. “You may touch yourself for one of the three segments. But you’re not allowed to cum.”

Amy nearly groaned but delighted in the limitation of Thomas’s allowance. Over the last several weeks, they delved further into the realm of orgasm denial. Amy was reluctant at first, but the light in Thomas’s eyes each time he denied her quickly shifted her perspective. She was even starting to relish the constant, nagging need that bloomed in her body each time he told her not to cum. A part of her craved it.

“Thank you, sir,” she was demure, and Thomas smiled down at her.

“You’re very welcome,” he purred and covered her mouth in a kiss as his hand shifted to cup the back of her head.

Amy melted, pressing herself against him and wrapping her arms around his torso, forgetting for a moment that he would soon be leaving. In moments like these, it was hard to do anything but revel in the presence of her strong, brilliant dominant.

The moment was not built to last, and Thomas broke it by pulling away from their kiss. His eyes dimmed as he looked down at her, and his eyebrows furrowed as he released his hold.

“I have to go,” his voice was a whisper. “I’ll text you when I can. Be a good girl for me.”

“I will, Daddy,” Amy promised, a blush tinging her cheeks as she used the more intimate title.

“Thank you,” Thomas rewarded her with a beaming smile and a kiss to her forehead. “I’ll be back before you know it.”

“Have a good day at work,” Amy offered, walking him to the door.

“Thank you,” Thomas bent to press a last kiss to her lips and then stepped out onto the porch.

Amy thought about lingering in the doorway to watch until he drove away, but she dismissed the idea, knowing it wouldn’t help the pang of loneliness in her chest. With a sigh, Amy turned back into the house and headed for the bedroom to gather up her things and head back to her apartment.

The drive home was all too familiar to Amy, and she no longer needed the assistance of her navigation app. Instead of worrying about missing turns, she was able to enjoy the scenery that rolled out on either side of her before eventually giving way to the city. She pulled into her apartment, taking her purse and overnight bag from the passenger seat.

When she made it inside, she stripped out of her clothes and put on her running gear, settling into her usual routine of stretching and conditioning her body. It was a hot day, so she wore a pair of shorts and a sports bra. The heat made her runs harder, but at least it lightened the load of her laundry.

As she ran, Amy thought about what Thomas had suggested and tried to sort out her reluctance. It wasn’t as though he’d asked her to move in with him outright, only that she keep a few things there for when she did stay over. She would have thought such a suggestion would send her over the moon, but now that he’d made it, she felt a strange sense of nervousness.

Amy shook off the thoughts to concentrate on her pacing, as the heat made her trend slow, and before she knew it, she was back at her apartment. She stretched and showered, then put on another pair of shorts and an old t-shirt.

Amy grabbed a banana off the counter and filled a glass with water from the sink, then sat down in her place on the couch by the window. She was currently reading a book that Thomas had gifted her. She read and sipped at her water, engrossed in the pages, and grateful for the break from her racing thoughts.

More than her requisite ten minutes had elapsed by the time Amy closed the book, leaving it to rest on the arm of the couch where she could easily pick it back up. She filled up her cup with more water, then moved into the bedroom.

Amy’s stomach fluttered as she remembered Thomas’s assignment, and she took out her clamps from their place in the bottom drawer of her dresser. The silver metal glinted in the light pouring in through her window, and she preemptively shuddered. She tossed them onto her bed, then divested herself of her clothes.

Amy stretched out in the middle of her bed and ran her fingertips over her nipples to get them hard. A tingle of pleasure rolled over her body as she did, but she was careful not to pursue it. She opened the first of the clamps and lined it up with the peak of her breasts, then let out a hiss of air as they bit down on her sensitive flesh.

Amy clenched her teeth as pain shot through her breast, but she fought through the sensation to focus on applying the remaining clamp. She repeated the process, and when the metallic teeth were securely affixed to her nipple, she set a timer for ten minutes on her phone.

As always, the objectively short period seemed to stretch out for much longer. Amy could only whimper and squirm, digging her hands into the bedding beneath her as the pain from the clamps faded in its sharpness, melting into an ache that pulsed through her entire body and enflamed her sex.

Amy bit her lower lip and arched her hips up into the air, whimpering and wishing she could bury her fingers in her hot, wet pussy. She could feel her wetness trickling down between her ass-cheeks, and her face burned as she realized she would make a wet spot on her comforter. She really should have laid down a towel.

As she endured the heady sensations, Amy remembered that Thomas wanted pictures from each of her sessions. She reached over to her nightstand and took up her phone, working to keep her hand steady so the image wouldn’t be blurry. She took a couple of shots, making sure to flatter her best angles.

She sent the pictures to Thomas immediately. She knew they weren’t safe for work, but Thomas had assured her time and again that he had a measure of privacy at work most of the time and that if he didn’t, he was likely too busy to check his phone anyway.

Even after the time they’d spent together, Amy’s ears still felt hot each time she sent Thomas a lewd picture, and she knew her stomach would be in knots until he replied with his validation. She knew it was forthcoming, though, and that she would blush even deeper from his praise.

Amy suffered through the remainder of the ten minutes and then held her breath as she opened the clamps, her head swimming as the blood rushed back into her crushed buds, sending pain to lance through them even worse than the clamps themselves. Amy allowed herself a moment to catch her breath, then moved into the bathroom to apply some lotion to her abused nipples.

When she moved back into her room, she saw her phone light up with a message. It was from Thomas.

You’re so stunning, it read. I love it when you suffer for me. Good girl.

Thank you, sir, Amy texted him back, smiling down at her phone.

I hate to ruin the moment, Amy’s smile faded at his reply. But I have some bad news. I’m not going to be able to make it a half-day after all.

Amy’s stomach fell, disappointed. She had a feeling that was too good to be true. Even so, she knew it was likely not Thomas’s fault that he had to stay later than he wanted.

When do you think you’ll be done? Amy asked.

Probably not until late, Thomas answered. Somewhere around seven, I imagine.

Amy pinched the bridge of her nose and sighed. Again, she knew it wasn’t his fault, but it was the weekend. He shouldn’t even be at work in the first place.

Oh, she sent her response.

I know, Thomas answered. It’s not what I wanted either. You’re still welcome to stay at the house if you’d like.

Amy felt a moment of irritation. What good was being at his house if he wasn’t there? She took a moment to calm her frustration before crafting a response.

Well, I’m sorry they’re keeping you late, Amy typed. I hope you have a good day.

Thank you, Thomas answered. Keep me posted on your tasks for the day.

As always, Amy confirmed and put her phone down.

Amy was disappointed. She laid down on her bed to stare listlessly up at the ceiling. She was caught between wanting to pout or scold herself for reacting this way. She knew that Thomas played an important role at his workplace, and she knew that once he set his mind to solving a problem, there was little that could take his mind off it. She knew he loved his job because it was full of opportunities to come up with creative solutions.

Amy envied Thomas’s drive, but she couldn’t sympathize. At the end of a long week, all she wanted to do was relax and unwind. Still, their differences were part of what made them so compatible, and even if she didn’t relate, she admired his work ethic.

Faced with several more hours of alone-time, Amy was at a loss for what to do with herself. She knew she still had to meditate and finish the rest of her time in her nipple clamps, but beyond that, there was really nothing for her to do.

Amy sighed and sat back up on her bed, folding her legs beneath her. This was as good a time as any to do her meditation. She needed to clear her head. So, she set the timer on her phone, closed her eyes, and let her thoughts pass her by.

When her alarm went off, Amy felt better, but boredom was already creeping up on her fast. She wondered what she could do to keep herself from climbing the walls, and she wondered what she had ever done to pass the time before Thomas came into her life.

In truth, she didn’t care to remember the time before she knew Thomas. Sure, he was busy sometimes, but even in his absence, she could feel the ways he impacted her life. She felt safe and secure, cared for. She knew that he always had her best interest at heart.

That, and the sex was phenomenal. Amy shuddered just from the thought of his hands and mouth on her, never mind his cock. She had to face facts- he was like a drug, and she was addicted.

Amy was continually searching for ways to thank him for all that he gave her, which gave her an idea. She could use this time on her own to go shopping and collect some food to make him a nice meal for when he got home that evening. That would make for a pleasant surprise at the end of a long day.

Amy packed up yet another overnight bag with clean pajamas and her toiletries, giving more serious thought to Thomas’s suggestion that she keep some things at his place. It seemed silly to be packing and unpacking when they both knew well enough that she would end up there on the weekends. It wouldn’t hurt to keep an extra toothbrush and some shampoo and conditioner there, at least.

Amy made sure to slip her nipple clamps into her overnight bag so she could complete her task. Upon giving it some further thought, she put a set of lingerie into the bag as well. She also took out a plain but elegant black dress that flared down to her knees with a flowing skirt.

Thomas would know something was going on beneath her clothes if he saw her nylons paired with shorts and a t-shirt, so this made for a more cohesive ensemble. To top it off, she selected a pair of modest black heels. Now, he would think she had dressed up to surprise him for dinner and have no suspicion of her underwear.

When she was packed, she set about finding clothes she could go out in for the time being. She was grateful for the heat, which made it socially acceptable to wear no more than a pair of shorts and a tank top. She slid on a pair of sandals, gathered up her purse, her phone, and her bag, then headed out the door.

Amy usually walked to a corner store close to her apartment to do her shopping, but since she would be going to Thomas’s house anyway, she opted to drive over to the more upscale market across town. She knew she would be able to find fresher food there, and Thomas would appreciate it.

Amy weaved her shopping cart in and out of the aisles, searching for the items she was looking for. She wanted to make a meal that would be nice and refreshing for the hot summer, and she decided on some tuna steaks, which she could accompany with some wild rice and a salad.

It didn’t take too long for Amy to find all the ingredients she needed. She paid for them and headed back out to her car, grocery bags in tow. She felt a new sense of optimism as she packed them into her car and headed over to Thomas’s.

Amy pulled up in the driveway and locked her car as she walked up to the porch, fiddling with her key ring to find the one to Thomas’s house. He had given it to her about a month ago, and it had made her blush at the time. Even now, she smiled as she turned the key in the lock, gaining access to Thomas’s world.

Amy set the groceries down in the kitchen, then set about putting them in the fridge. It would be several hours yet until Thomas made it home, and there was no need for her to rush into the preparations. Besides, she had other things to take care of before she could worry about cooking.

Amy went back out to her car to collect her purse and her overnight bag, then took them inside, locking the door behind her. She left her purse on the kitchen table, then carried her bag into his bedroom. She wasted no time in withdrawing the nipple clamps and tossing them onto the quilted bed.

Amy stripped out of her clothes, laying them out along the bedroom chair, then laid down in the middle of the bed. There was something more tantalizing about toying with herself in Thomas’s bed, especially when he wasn’t there. Once her nipples were hard, Amy clamped them and held up her phone to capture a short video of her whimpers and writhing.

Even as her nipples burned and throbbed, Amy sent Thomas the video, and she wondered what he would have to say as her breasts began to pulse with heat. There was still residual soreness from her previous session with the clamps, but the heightened pain only sharpened her arousal.

Amy felt her phone buzz with a notification, and she picked up her phone, excited to see a message from Thomas.

You look delectable, he said, and Amy could practically hear the hungry growl in his voice. Is that my bed?

Yes, sir, Amy replied, blushing that he’d noticed.

You naughty little thing, Thomas playfully reprimanded.

Only for you, Daddy, Amy typed, then composed a second message. I really want to touch.

Not yet, slut, Thomas replied. You’ll have to wait until your next session for that. And remember- no cumming.

I remember, Amy confirmed, and her stomach fluttered at the reminder of his control.

Thank you for the video, Thomas typed. I can’t wait to get home so I can see you.

Me either, Amy sighed her frustration as she typed.

Well, I’d better get back to it, Amy could practically hear Thomas’s own sigh. I’ll talk to you soon.

Talk to you soon, Amy echoed and put down her phone.

Amy’s nipples still stung as the clamps bit into them, and she kept her breathing calm and steady, her hands flattened against Thomas’s quilt. Her body throbbed as the pain coiled into aching need, and she subconsciously arched her hips against the air. The timer on her phone beeped for several seconds before she could acknowledge the sound, so deeply was she entranced by the sensations coursing through her body.

Amy removed the clamps, whimpering as the blood rushed into her nipples yet again. They were red and puffy, and she knew if she so much as grazed her finger over them, it would send an electric shock straight to her pussy. Her hands itched to caress her abused breasts, but she didn’t want to skirt the line of Thomas’s edict.

Amy put the clamps on her nightstand- well, the nightstand on the side of the bed where she usually slept. She then rolled off the bed and headed down the hall to the bathroom to apply lotion to her sore nipples.

Amy returned to the bedroom and put her clothes back on, then opened up her overnight bag and smiled as she withdrew the lingerie set she had selected for the evening. It was a black lace garter set, and she had thrown in a pair of thigh-high nylons to complete the ensemble. She smiled to herself, knowing how Thomas’s eyes would catch fire the moment he saw her in them.

At the moment, though, Amy found herself suddenly sleepy. It was not uncommon for her to get drowsy after playing with herself, even if she didn’t get the release of an orgasm. As the flood of endorphins from the clamps tapered off, she felt hazy and tired, and she didn’t think there was any harm in taking a nap. After all, Thomas had kept her up a couple hours past her bedtime the night before.

Thomas had said he would be home around seven, so that left her plenty of time to catch up on some sleep before she had to start dinner. She pulled back the quilt and nestled herself under the covers, then set an alarm on her phone for five o’clock. Feeling even safer in Thomas’s home and away from the passing noise of the city, she fell into a comfortable sleep.

The afternoon crawled by, and the steady beep of Amy’s alarm drew her out of her slumber. She blinked her eyes open and was greeted by the warm light of the afternoon pouring in through the blinds. The lighting gave Amy an idea. She stretched and yawned, then smiled to herself mischievously as she got out of the bed and straightened out the sheets and the quilt.

Then, she took up her nipple clamps and headed into the living room.


Chapter Two




The living room had the best lighting in the house by far, with two walls comprised mostly of windows. Amy set her clamps down on the coffee table, then stripped. She found a spot on the hardwood floor bathed in sunlight and laid down on it.

Amy’s heart raced as she anticipated finally being able to satisfy some of the ache that had been building in her pussy throughout the day. She took the clamps and her phone off the coffee table and set them on the floor beside her, so she had easier access to them. The hard floor pressed against her back, and she knew it would only serve to tantalize her more.

Amy’s nipples were hard without even having to touch them, still sore from her prior two sessions, but her eagerness to touch herself far outweighed any apprehension she felt about applying them. Instead of attaching them one at a time, Amy lined their jaws up and allowed them to bite down on both her nipples simultaneously.

Amy’s head whirled at the pain, and she released a shuddering gasp as a jolt of need shot straight to her clit. Her hand followed suit, and she released a ragged moan. Her fingers grazed her swollen button. Her back arched off the floor as she met her hand, and she reveled in the pleasure that melted into her muscles.

Before she could sink further into her delirium, Amy reached for her phone with her non-dominant hand and opened the camera. She tried to keep the phone from shaking as she swiped to the video function and pressed record. She was gratuitous with her verbal responses as she swept the lens from her clamped nipples down to her soaked pussy, sinking her fingers between her lips and palming her clit.

Amy stopped the recording and awkwardly used one hand to send the clip to Thomas. She all but dropped the phone back onto the floor once the message sent, forsaking it to tug at the chain connecting her clamps. The spike of pain as the clamps bit harder down on her nipples made her inner walls clench around her fingers, and her eyes fluttered closed.

Amy was started at the sound of her phone buzzing against the floor, and she picked it up to read what was undoubtedly Thomas’s response.

God, it read. Your pussy is so wet for me, little girl.

Yes, Daddy, Amy tapped out with one thumb as her hand worked at her sex. I feel so achy, sir. I really really want to cum.

You don’t have permission, Thomas reminded her, and she groaned even as her stomach flipped at his control.

I know, Amy conceded, despite the rising waves of lust pushing her ever closer to a climax that she would ultimately deny herself.

But I do want you to end your time with a nice, hard edge, Thomas instructed. Can you do that for me, angel?

Yes, sir, Amy confirmed, caught between frustration and awe at Thomas’s natural dominance.

And then when I get home… Thomas teased. We’ll see about letting that greedy little pussy have an orgasm.

Amy whimpered at even the chance of being allowed to cum. It had only been a few days since her last orgasm, but with the way Thomas kept her so keyed up, it felt like much longer. She also knew that he very well might just be toying with her, only to brutally deny her when the time came. Somehow, that idea only excited her even further, and she had to slow her fingers to keep from accidentally cumming.

Yes, sir, Amy remembered to reply.

Good girl, Thomas praised, and the words sent a surge of pride and arousal through Amy’s body. I’ll be home soon.

I’ll be here, Amy sent.

You’d better be, Thomas replied, and a shiver ran down Amy’s spine.

Amy haphazardly dropped her phone and focused all her attention on her body. Her sex wept and throbbed between her legs, desperate for release, and she whimpered to know that it would not be forthcoming. Still, she urged herself deeper into her lust until her pussy was twitching, and her clit fairly burned.

Amy was close, but she knew she could push herself even closer. She flickered over her clit straight up and down, curling her fingers inside her pussy, brushing against her g-spot. Her back arched up off the floor as her muscles tightened, and she felt the telltale tingles of her impending climax spread out to tickle her inner thighs.

Amy choked on a whine as she found herself at a familiar crossroads. It was so tempting to allow herself to crash into her orgasm and let the intense pleasure shoot through her blood. Her pussy would milk her curled fingers, and she would gently massage her clit as her body accepted the natural result of all her built-up desire.

It seemed that no matter how many times she edged, the temptation to fall over never went away. Even her deep admiration for Thomas was not enough to abolish it altogether, and she often weighed the option of taking punishment in return for stealing her pleasure.

As usual, though, the thought of the disappointment in his eyes stayed her hand. Just before her orgasm had a chance to blossom, Amy tore her hands from between her legs. She groaned and bucked her hips against the empty air as if that would somehow alleviate the fire that remained unquenched.

Amy’s heart pounded as she came down from the edge, and she whimpered as her lust burned low in her stomach. Sweat beaded along her body, and she took in a series of long, slow breaths to settle herself. Her nipples stung, and she winced as she opened the clamps to release them.

Amy’s body hummed in the aftermath of her pleasure, and her mind was hazy. Her sex throbbed, yearning for the climax it was denied. She sat up, hissing as the movement sent a shot of pain into her tenderized nipples. She blushed to see the small puddle of her juices that had gathered on the floor.

Amy stood up too quickly, swaying on her feet as her blood rushed through her body. She shook off the sensation and moved into the kitchen to retrieve the hand towel that hung on the handle of the stove. She returned to her mess and used the towel to soak it up, glad the wood was well-treated so that her wetness didn’t leave a stain.

Amy gathered up the clamps and her phone and took them back into the bedroom. She tucked the clamps into the side pocket of her overnight bag and plugged her phone in to charge. Sweat had dried on Amy’s body, and she wanted to take a shower before she started dinner, but before she headed into the bathroom, she set the oven to preheat so that it would be ready for the tuna steaks by the time she was clean.

Once the oven was heating up, Amy wasted no time gathering up her toiletries from her overnight bag and getting in the shower. She was glad she had shaved after her run, and she luxuriated in the hot stream of water that poured over her body, washing the suds out of her hair and off her body.

Amy turned off the water once she was clean and took a towel off the nearby shelf. She dried herself off and rubbed lotion all over her body, delighting in shadows of pleasure it caused. She was still keyed up from her time with the clamps, and it only made her more eager for Thomas to get home.

Amy ran a comb through her hair, then braided it so that it would dry in soft curls. She felt a flicker of excitement as she returned to the bedroom and eyed her lingerie. She knew that Thomas would be both parts surprised and inflamed when he saw her in it.

Amy put on the black lace, then slipped her dress over it. She rifled around in her bag to find her perfume and deodorant and applied them. Finally, Amy picked up her heels and set them down in the kitchen so that she would be ready to slide into them whenever she heard Thomas at the door.

All she had left to do now was cook their dinner. Amy unwrapped the tuna steaks and put them in the oven, careful to set a timer so they wouldn’t end up overdone. It was easy enough to set the rice to cook, and Amy felt the comfort of familiarity as she began cutting up the various vegetables she selected for their salad. She tossed the salad in a large bowl, then made room for it in the fridge so it would stay cool.

Amy set the table with plates, forks, and knives, as well as glasses of water. After a moment of thought, she picked out a couple of white wine glasses, knowing that whites paired better with fish. She considered picking one out but decided to leave that task for Thomas. He knew more about his own wine selection than she did, and she knew he would enjoy her handing that decision to him.

The alarm on the stove announced that the Tuna was ready, and Amy donned Thomas’s oven mitts, then opened the door to retrieve their fish. The smell wafted through the air, and she placed the baking sheet on the vacant burners of the stove to let it cool.

Amy felt a mix of satisfaction and excitement as she plated the food, creating a bed of rice for the tuna. She couldn’t wait to see how Thomas would react to her surprise. For a fleeting moment, she worried that he would be too tired after work to want all this, and nerves twisted in her stomach.

No sooner had the thought crossed her mind, she heard Thomas’s key in the lock, and a surge of excitement shot through her body. Regardless of whether he was pleased with her dinner preparations, he was home, and she was eager to see him.

Amy hurried over to the table with the plates and slid into her heels just as the door swung inward. As soon as she saw Thomas’s face, her worries melted away. His eyes were wide with surprise, and his mouth gaped for a moment before breaking into his gorgeous smile.

When Thomas’s eyes met her own, she nearly dissolved.

“Welcome home, Daddy,” she greeted him, offering a demure smile as her face tingled with her blush.

“Thank you, sweetheart,” Thomas sounded taken aback as he looked between her and the spread laid out before him. “I don’t know what to say…”

“Everything is ready except for the wine,” Amy explained. “I thought you might know what would pair best with this.”

Thomas set down his briefcase at the door, moving closer to examine the meal. He bent over his plate and took a deep breath of the aroma wafting off it, and Amy shivered at the smooth motion of his body.

“I think I know just the thing,” Thomas smiled and moved across the room to his wine refrigerator.

Amy pulled their chairs out as Thomas readied the wine. She was just about to take her seat when Thomas’s arm wound around her stomach, and she squeaked as he yanked her back against his chest.

“And you…” Thomas purred, his lips brushing her ear. “Look positively delectable…”

Amy sighed and arched back against his body.

“I missed you…” she whispered, and he hummed.

“I missed you too,” he replied. “Thank you for all this. It’s just what I needed.”

Amy blushed at his praise, and Thomas released her to pour their wine. He helped her into her chair, pushing it under the table, then took up his own. Amy couldn’t stop smiling as she tucked into her food, not enjoying the flavor half as much as she enjoyed Thomas’s reaction.

Amy felt Thomas’s eyes on her, and she looked up to meet his burning gaze. She blushed and blinked over at him.

“What?” she asked, a giggle escaping her throat.

“Just… you,” Thomas answered, and Amy’s face burned.

Arousal curled in Amy’s stomach, and she suddenly found it difficult to concentrate on her meal. To her credit, she had already managed to finish her tuna and salad. Now she was pushing around the remnants of her wild rice. It was hard to eat, though, when she could feel Thomas’s desire practically wafting off him.

As usual, Thomas stood first, finished with his food.

“Would you like me to pack that up for you?” Thomas’s voice seemed to roll over her body.

“No, it’s fine,” Amy refused, moving to rise herself, but Thomas stopped her with his hand on her shoulder.

“Let me clean up,” he said silkily. “You’ve already done all the work. Besides, you ought to finish your wine and start working on dessert.”

Amy looked up at him in confusion and blushed in embarrassment.

“I…” she faltered. “I didn’t get us anything for dessert, sir. I’m sure I could make something with what you have here… maybe cake?”

Thomas hummed and picked up her wine glass, passing it to her.

“Cake…” he trailed off, his eyes blazing down at her. “Was not exactly what I had in mind.”

Amy swallowed drily, and her pussy trembled as she comprehended the true meaning of his suggestion.

“Oh…” she squeaked, taking the wine glass.

“Oh,” Thomas echoed, baring his teeth in his blinding smile. “Finish your wine, little girl.”

“Yes, sir,” Amy’s voice shook, and she took a tentative sip of the cool liquid.

Amy’s heart pounded as Thomas packed away their leftovers, eager for him to finish as she sipped her wine. Her lips tingled from the sudden onslaught of alcohol, but that was nothing compared to the throbbing of her pussy. She could already feel her juices dampening the lace of her thong.

It didn’t help that Thomas frequently shot glances over his shoulder as he worked. Amy fought the urge to assist him, but he had been clear in his instructions. So, she sat, and she drank. When she finally finished, she set the glass on the table. Thomas heard the sound, and he turned to look over at her, leaning back against the counter and folding his arms over his chest.

“Good girl,” he commended, his eyes locked on her own. “Now show me how my dessert is progressing.”

Amy knew exactly what he meant, and she bit her lip as she took the hem of her dress and slowly inched it up her thighs. Once the material was gathered around her hips, Amy slowly spread her legs, intently watching Thomas’s reaction.

Amy was not disappointed. No sooner had Thomas seen the hint of her garter belt, his throat bobbed. His eyes widened, and he couldn’t seem to tear his gaze away from her pussy, which he knew was beautifully framed by the black lace. Amy’s body burned with lust to see him look at her that way.

“You…” Thomas’s eyes flicked back up to hers, and Amy’s stomach fluttered. “Are a temptress…”

Amy couldn’t find words as Thomas stalked toward her from across the room. Her heart pounded as he stood in front of her chair, so close she could feel the heat pouring off his body. He reached across the table to take up his own wine and made a show of polishing it off. He held on to his empty glass and took up Amy’s as well.

“Go into the bedroom and kneel for me, facing away from the door, while I finish cleaning up,” Thomas’s voice was already husky. “Leave your clothes on. I want to undress you myself.”

“Yes, sir,” Amy nodded, eager to obey.

No sooner had he turned toward the sink, Amy darted down the hallway to the bedroom. Her hands shook as she smoothed out her dress, then sank to her knees, allowing the material to flow around her. She placed her arms parallel behind her back, digging into her skin with her nails as she gripped her elbows.

Amy strained her ears, listening for Thomas’s approach, closing her eyes so she could better focus. She could hear running water and the clinking of dishes, and she nearly groaned in her impatience. She hoped he was going to let them dry in the rack.

Amy felt hopeful as she heard the water turn off, but she was frustrated once more to listen to him opening and closing cabinets. She knew he was making her wait on purpose, intentionally delaying both their pleasure. He always knew just how to wind her up, and Amy had no choice but to let him.

By the time she finally heard the click of his shoes heading toward the bedroom, Amy was a ball of excitement. The sound grew close, then stopped. Even facing away from the door, she could feel Thomas’s presence and his ravenous gaze upon her.

He released a long sigh, and the sound sent a shiver up her spine. She tightened her grip around her arms and bit her lip, her blood humming with excitement. She felt more than heard Thomas advance toward her across the rug, and she let out a soft breath as he took hold of her braid and pulled her head backward.

Amy gazed up at him from her knees, his face mere inches away from her own as he leaned over her. Her neck was bare to him, and he could likely see the quick throbbing of her pulse. Thomas trailed his fingertips from her collarbones to her chin, and Amy’s breath shuddered.

“What are you wearing underneath this dress, little girl?” Thomas rumbled into her ear, and her throat tightened so that she couldn’t speak. “Move your arms.”

Amy dropped her arms, letting her palms rest on her thighs, and Thomas released his hold on her hair in favor of her zipper. He dragged it leisurely down, and Amy felt a chill as her skin was exposed inch by inch. Her breathing caught when Thomas brushed the straps off her shoulders, exposing her from the waist up.

“Oh my…” Thomas’s voice had lost its bravado in favor of awe. “Amy…”

Thomas traced over the edges of the lace with his fingers, and Amy melted.

“Stand up,” Thomas instructed, and Amy rose from her knees, her dress falling into a circle around her ankles. “Step out of the dress, arms behind your back.”

Amy was careful not to let her heels snag the material as she gingerly stepped out of it. She locked her arms behind her back so that her breasts stood out.  She watched as Thomas bent to scoop the dress off the floor, straightening it out along the chair.

Thomas circled her, and Amy had to work to keep her eyes from following him. Thomas stopped in front of her, looking her up and down. She wondered what was going through his mind as his eyes danced, drinking in the sight of her body.

“What did you hope to accomplish?” he finally spoke, and Amy’s mind raced at the question. “Making me dinner and wearing something like this under that pretty little dress of yours?”

“I…” Amy stammered, hot and flushed. “I wanted to look nice for you, sir.”

“Not for nothing, I assume,” Thomas pressed, circling her once again. “I know how little girls like you think- you want something, and not just to look nice for me.”

Amy’s ears tingled, and she dropped her eyes to the floor.

“I just want… you, sir,” she confessed.

Thomas hummed and rounded to stand in front of her again.

“That’s very sweet,” his eyes softened. “But I still think that only naughty girls wear things like this.”

Thomas turned and sat down on the edge of the bed, then patted his lap. Amy’s stomach lurched. She crossed to him and sat down, then turned and draped herself over his thighs. Her lace thing did nothing to protect her ass as Thomas caressed it. His other hand curled into her hair in a soft grip.

“No counting,” Thomas clarified. “Just feel it.”

Amy nodded and buried her face into the crook of her elbow.

The first blow landed, and Amy couldn’t contain a gasp as the impact ignited a spark of lust in her core. Thomas rubbed over her ass and then struck again on the other cheek. Amy’s head already felt fuzzy, and she bit her lip as her hips pulsed against Thomas’s thigh. He slapped down again, and Amy moaned.

Amy had a mixed relationship with spankings. When she was being punished, they made her feel ashamed and penitent. But in situations like these, where they served as a preamble to pleasure, the pain only heightened her arousal. She could already feel wetness soaking through her thong. Thomas’s hand landed again, and Amy whimpered.

“Oh, don’t fuss,” Thomas cooed, smoothing his hand over her tingling bottom. “I know how much you like this…”

As he said it, Thomas slid his hand between her legs and pulled her thong to the side, leaving her pussy on display. Amy’s face burned as his fingers trailed back up the inside of her thigh, then grazed over her folds. He lined up a finger at her entrance, then pressed it into her with almost no resistance.

Amy’s legs trembled as he entered her, and his growl sent chills running over her body.

“Fuck…” Amy gasped, rolling her hips back.

“Agreed…” Thomas’s voice was tight, and Amy cried out as he landed another stroke on her ass. “Lie down in the middle of the bed- we’re just getting started.”


Chapter Three




Amy scrambled to assume her position, her mouth watering, as Thomas undid the buttons of his shirt. Her eyes were wide as, inch by inch, his masculine torso was exposed to her, and she rubbed her thighs together to try and find some relief.

“Legs spread,” Thomas snapped his fingers to correct her. “You know better.”

Amy’s cheeks burned, and she spread her thighs, leaving her pussy once more exposed to Thomas. His eyes devoured her as he divested himself of his clothing, and Amy’s head spun at the sight of his fully hard cock as he knelt between her legs on the bed. She wanted nothing more than for him to take hold of her hips and ram into her.

Thomas, however, seemed to have other ideas. He leaned down, bracing his arms on either side of her shoulders, then dipped his head to her chest. Amy’s back arched into his mouth as he kissed and licked her skin, just above where the lingerie covered her breasts. Her nipples chafed against the lace as they hardened, throbbing with sensitivity from all her sessions with the clamps.

Thomas must have noticed. He dropped his head and placed a soft kiss on one, then the other, making Amy squirm and pant. He chucked in response, drawing back to look down at her.

“Are your nipples nice and sore?” he teased, and Amy nodded, her blood pounding with her heartbeat. “Good girl… where are your clamps?”

“In my overnight bag…” Amy offered reluctantly, her stomach twisting at the thought of what he would do with them.

Thomas only smiled, then rose onto his knees again before standing from the bed. Dread and arousal curled around each other in Amy’s stomach as Thomas sifted through her bag, finally finding the nipple clamps and returning to his place between her legs.

Thomas said nothing as he opened the clamps and lined them up with her nipples, pressing them against the lace. He locked eyes with her as he abruptly released the clamps, and Amy let out a broken cry as the jaws snapped onto her aching buds. Pain coursed through her breasts even as lust pooled in her core. Amy buried her hands in the quilt beneath her.

“Daddy, it hurts…” Amy whined.

“I know it does,” Thomas said all too sweetly. “Open your mouth.”

Amy obeyed, and her chest tightened as Thomas took hold of the chain between her clamps and pulled it up, making them bite harder into her breasts. He placed the chain in her open mouth, and Amy had a feeling she knew where this was going.

“Hold onto that for me, won’t you?” Thomas smirked, and Amy blushed at the degradation. “I’ll be needing both my hands…”

Amy took the chain between her teeth, careful not to put any additional pressure on her nipples. Thomas’s hands, meanwhile, trailed down her sides to wrap around her waist. She shuddered and groaned around the chain between her teeth as his fingernails dug into her skin. He let out a growl as her flesh gave beneath his touch, and her body reacted to the sound with a flare of pleasure.

Thomas’s grip relented, and he trailed his fingers to the waistband of her thong. She shivered as his nails brushed over her abdomen, and her heart raced as he dipped his head to her chest, kissing a line from her sternum to her navel and lower still. He pressed his lips to the lace over her mound, then dragged his tongue down the slit of her folds.

The feeling of the lace separating his tongue from her sex was unbearable. Amy arched her hips toward his mouth, gasping as her breasts jiggled from the motion, sending shocks of pain through her nipples. Thomas’s eyes shot up from between her legs, and he gave a low chuckle.

He placed a hand inside each of her thighs and spread her legs further apart, lowering himself onto his chest between them. Amy’s muscles snapped tight as Thomas nuzzled her pussy, the friction making her shake and moan as pleasure coursed through her blood. The lace felt like steel wool against her enflamed sex, and she bitterly regretted putting it on in the first place.

Thomas pulled his face back and looked up at her with his wide, predatory smile.

“They’re fucking soaked, slut,” the degradation only made her pussy gush even more. Amy could only nod, whimpering as the movement tugged at the chain connected to her clamps.

Thomas hummed his delight and lowered his head again. This time, he took the elastic of the thong between his teeth, dragging it down her thighs. He fiddled with the fastenings of her garter belt where they connected to her nylons, making short work of disconnecting them to allow the thong to slide down her legs. Amy lifted her feet and pointed her toes to help him get them off, her body tingling with the visual of the skimpy material hanging between his teeth.

Thomas’s eyes danced as he rose to his knees yet again and loomed over her. He held his weight on the one hand at the side of her head, holding the other under his mouth, dropping her thong into his palm. He held it between his thumb and forefinger, smirking down at her, and Amy’s stomach knotted deliciously as she wondered what he had planned.

Thomas rose to his knees and shifted to straddle her waist instead of kneeling between her legs. Still holding her underwear in one hand, he used the other to hook a finger into Amy’s mouth, and she ground her teeth as he pulled the chain from between them, giving it a quick tug and sending pain to lance through her nipples.

“Keep that mouth open,” Thomas’s reprimanded her, and Amy quickly corrected herself, her face burning under his scorn.

With Amy’s mouth gaping, Thomas locked eyes with her and lowered the damp lace into her mouth. Amy felt it settle on her tongue, and her head spun at the tangy, salty taste of her juices. Thomas then returned the chain to its place, and she knew to bite down on the metal to hold it in place.

“Perfect,” Thomas smiled, dragging a single fingernail down her sternum. “Now… what to do about that drippy cunt of yours?”

Amy panted through her nose as Thomas’s hand finally arrived between her legs again. His finger rested atop her swollen clit, and she whimpered as she rocked her hips against the touch. Amy wanted to beg him for more, but it was impossible to articulate anything with the panties in her mouth.

Thomas was content to tease her, and he used her wetness as lubrication as he moved his finger in feather-light strokes over her clit. Amy’s pussy throbbed, aching to feel his cock, and she gazed at it hungrily as it bobbed so close to where she needed it. Thomas added a second finger to the circles around her clit, and she moaned through her thong.

Thomas hummed and used his free hand to massage her breasts. Amy moaned and shook at the mix of pain and pleasure, and she looked pleadingly up at Thomas as he tormented her. His eyes flashed, and he only smiled.

“You’ve worn these clamps a lot today,” he said plainly, and Amy nodded her head in quick confirmation.

Thomas hooked his finger around the chain again, and Amy loosened her teeth just enough to let him take it. He tugged on the clamps, and Amy keened through her panties as her back instinctively arched to try and release some of the pressure. Thomas only chuckled, and with a flick of his wrist, the clamps snapped off her nipples.

Amy screamed through her thong as her heart raced, and she squeezed her eyes shut as tears formed in her eyes. Her nipples throbbed with pain, and her pussy clenched as it only enhanced her arousal. She blinked up at Thomas through her tears, offering a meek sniffle.

Thomas set the clamps down on the nightstand and stretched himself out over her body, his thighs nestled between hers. She arched her hips, hoping to feel the tip of his cock brush against her, but it was just out of reach. Thomas chuckled at her attempts and ran his hands up her ribs to cup her breasts.

Amy’s breath came in short gasps as Thomas massaged her tender breasts and nuzzled his face against her abused nipples through her lingerie. He parted his lips, and she tried to squirm away as his teeth sunk down into the swollen flesh. As desperate as she was, it still hurt, and tears trailed down her face into her hair.

Thomas was intent in his ministrations, biting into one nipple, then the other, moving back and forth at a slow, steady pace. Amy could only whine beneath him, her hands shooting to his back, where she dug her fingernails into his flesh. Thomas only bit her nipple harder, and her head spun.

Finally, Thomas leaned up with a growl glaring down at Amy. She was grateful for the reprieve, her nipples throbbing and stinging from the combination of the clamps and his teeth. Her pussy leaked and throbbed, and regardless of the pain. She canted her hips and whined for Thomas to take her.

Thomas growled, and his hand moved from her breast to her neck, choking her. Amy’s head spun, but Thomas loosened his grip, dragging his fingers to her mouth. He dipped a finger between her lips, and Amy opened wide as he collected the soaked lace of her thong and tossed it haphazardly over his back.

“How are your nipples?” he asked, his eyes gleaming.

“They hurt, sir,” Amy sniffled, rewarded with Thomas’s laugh.

“Good,” he flashed his teeth. “I like hurting them.”

Amy’s face burned, and again she whimpered as she rocked her hips toward him.

“You like when I hurt them, too,” he purred, and Amy nodded, biting her lower lip.

“I feel so desperate…” she whined, hooking her legs around Thomas’s powerful thighs.

“Do you?” Thomas teased, and Amy moaned as he slipped two fingers inside her pussy.

“Yes…” Amy hissed and bucked her hips into his hand as her mind melted.

Thomas pressed his palm into her clit, and shifted his hips so he could grind his erection against her thigh. The combination of sensations sent pleasure to pool in Amy’s core, and she moved her hands to his shoulders, looking up at him with wide eyes.

“Daddy, please…” she begged, trying to look as vulnerable as possible.

Thomas’s lips curled in a predatory smile, and he dropped his head, biting down into her lower lip. At the same time, he curled his fingers against her g-spot, and she squeezed her thighs around his hips, trying to draw him closer. Thomas released her lip with a last, hard bite and pulled his head back to look down at her.

“Is it your Daddy’s cock that you want?” Thomas’s voice was breathless as he dragged his length across her thigh again.

“Yes, sir, please…” Amy nodded vehemently, unable to keep her hips still as he fingered her.

“Really?” Thomas’s voice darkened. “I’m not sure that’s what you really want.”

Amy’s brow furrowed as she let out a short whine.

“It is, it is…” she insisted, wriggling under him with the force of her pleasure.

“No…” Thomas mused, slowing his hand. “I think what you really want is an orgasm.”

Just the word was enough to send chills rolling down Amy’s body, and she stilled her restless movements. She looked up at Thomas, and the mischief in his gleaming eyes told her there was some kind of catch. She closed her mouth and waited silently for him to drop his conditions.

“There it is…” he rumbled, and Amy knew he’s taken her silence as a confession. “I know what my little slut wants…”

Thomas knelt up and added his free hand to the frenzy at her sex, using his thumb to circle her clit. Amy shook from the pleasure, whimpering as pleasure rolled over her body. Her muscles trembled with tension, and she struggled for ragged breaths between spikes of her lust.

“Daddy…” she mewled, unable to think of anything else.

Thomas barely acknowledged her, working steadily at her pussy and driving her ever closer to her as yet unpermitted climax. After spending so much of the day in anticipation, her pussy was eager to find release. It didn’t help that Thomas knew just how to get her to the edge, teasing and toying her in all the right ways.

If he didn’t stop soon, Amy knew she wouldn’t be able to hold back.

“I- I’m close…” she whimpered, but Thomas didn’t stop.

“Are you?” he teased and only pressed his thumb harder and faster against her clit.

Amy nodded breathlessly, her eyes wide as she looked down between her legs. Her skin glistened with her sweat and juices, and she could hear how wet she was as he finger-fucked her. The sounds embarrassed her, but they only made her inner walls squeeze him tighter.

“Are you a good girl, Amy?” Thomas posed the question, and anxiety rose in her chest as she anticipated where he would go with it.

“Yes, Daddy…” she answered, nodding her head as she looked up at him.

“And what do we know about good girls?” he pressed, and Amy felt the weight of disappointment in her stomach.

“Good girls don’t cum,” she answered, her face burning. It was a mantra he made her learn weeks ago, and it was popping up more and more frequently when they played.

Amy would have protested, but she couldn’t deny how submissive and small it made her feel.

“That’s right,” Thomas confirmed, his voice husky. “Good girls don’t cum.”

Amy’s mind registered the words, but that didn’t make it any easier for her body to process what his hands were unleashing upon it. She twisted and panted beneath him, trying for once to escape his hold rather than succumb to it. Thomas was stronger than her, though, and her efforts were negligible.

“Please…” she begged, moving her hands from his shoulder to wrap her fingers around his wrists. “Slow down…”

“Oh, that’s no fun,” Thomas’s voice was gravelly, and one look into his eyes told Amy that he was in a devious mood. “Just control yourself. Take your hands off me- hold onto the headboard.”

Amy whimpered but obeyed, wrapping her fingers around the railing of the metallic headboard. She gripped it hard even as she tried to relax the rest of her muscles, desperately trying to keep her body away from the orgasm it craved.

Thomas had no sympathy for her plight, and she was forced to stave off her orgasm despite the intense pleasure as he twisted his fingers inside of her and worked her clit faster. Amy bit her lip and tried to think of things that would keep her from toppling over the edge. It was moderately successful, but she feared that one hard flick of his thumb would negate her efforts.

“You’re the one who got all fancied up for me,” Thomas’s voice sent a surge of pleasure to her pussy. “Made me dinner, sent me illicit photographs and videos all day… don’t act like this isn’t what you wanted.”

Amy blushed, and her thighs shook. He was right. This was precisely what she wanted.

“Daddy…” Amy’s voice broke around the word. “I- I just want you…”

“And here I am,” Thomas smiled, but Amy’s eyes were almost too hazy to see it.

An orgasm gathered in Amy’s core, and she bit her lip as she fought to hold an even keener edge. She relaxed her muscles and tried to breathe deeply, knowing that tensing up would only bring about her orgasm even faster.

“Very good, Amy,” Thomas’s voice was more gentle, and she felt a warmth in her stomach at his praise. It was just short, however, as he added a third finger inside her pussy, and began pounding her even harder.

“Please!” Amy begged, knowing that at this pace, she wouldn’t be able to keep her orgasm away for any more than a few seconds. “Please, please slow down…”

Thomas gave a dark chuckle but blessedly withdrew his hands. Amy’s eyes fluttered closed in relief, and she took a moment to try and steady her breathing. Thomas’s hands moved to her waist, and she felt him settle between her thighs. She moaned as his cock nestled outside her pussy.

“Wait, wait…” she begged, afraid that the feeling of him sliding inside her would be enough to send her over the edge.

“My, you really are close…” Thomas lowered his head, and Amy shivered as his teeth grazed her neck.

Her heart continued to slow, and eventually, her orgasm receded, and she let herself relax into the bed. Thomas’s mouth worked at her neck, and she hummed at the delicious sensations.

“Better?” he asked, and Amy offered a nod, still hazy. “Still want my cock?”

Thomas pressed forward slightly, and Amy sighed as the tip slid into her.

“Yes, Daddy…” she looked up at him. “Please, I need you inside me…”

Thomas’s eyes flickered, and he covered her lips with a hard kiss as his hips surged forward, and Amy gasped into his mouth as his cock stretched her. She was glad he waited- her pussy was already clenching and fluttering around his girth.

Thomas growled as he set up a slow rhythm, but Amy could tell from the tightness in his arms and chest that it would not be slow for long. Still, she enjoyed the buildup, and the air around them filled with the sound of her sighs and his groans.

“Fuck…” Thomas growled, and Amy shivered, but smiled to herself, proud of having such an impact on him.

Amy turned her head and nipped Thomas’s ear, prompting another growl to roll out of his chest. He shifted his grip to her hips, tilting them to get a better angle as he drove into her even deeper. Amy gave a breathy laugh as he pounded her faster.

“Something funny?” Thomas turned his head to scowl at her.

“I- I…” Amy could hardly think, much less form words. “I just needed you…”

Thomas growled again, then returned to her neck with his teeth. Amy could only groan as he bit her, working his way down to her collarbones, where she was sure he would leave bruises. If there was one thing she missed about the winter months, it was her ability to hide the evidence of their rough lovemaking with clothing rather than makeup.

At the moment, though, Amy didn’t care what she had to cover up as long as he kept using her. She bucked her hips in time with his, urging each stroke even deeper inside of her.

“You feel so good,” Thomas growled the words like an insult, and Amy nodded.

“So good…” she echoed, gasping at an even harder thrust.

Thomas growled again and suddenly withdrew from her. Amy whined in protest and blinked up at him, trying to clear her eyes. Thomas rose to his knees and panted down at her. His cock glistened with her juices, and the rest of his body shone with sweat. He unwrapped her thighs from around his waist and spread her legs, then settled onto his chest between them.

“Keep your hands on the headboard,” he demanded. “And do not cum.”

Amy whimpered, but before she could protest, Thomas’s lips were wrapped around her clit. He devoured her ravenously, and her thighs shook as he claimed her with his mouth. He lapped at her juices and swirled his tongue around her clit as his moans and growls sent vibrations through her body.

As much as she yearned for his cock, there was something intensely intimate about having his face buried between her legs. She was already on the edge again.

“Daddy, Daddy…” Amy begged and nearly let go of the headboard to bury her hands in his hair.

Thomas looked up, giving her clit a final lick before crawling back up along her body.

“I can’t help myself,” he panted down at her. “You’re so delicious…”

As if to prove his point, Thomas dipped his head and kissed her. Amy shivered at the taste of her juices mingling with his own unique flavor, and her hips undulated of their own accord, searching again for his cock. When Thomas finally broke their kiss, they were both panting.

“Thank you…” Thomas spoke between ragged breaths. “For dinner… for this… for everything…”

He kissed her again, slowly and deeply, and Amy shuddered again from the intimacy. The kiss grew in intensity, and finally, his cock slid inside of her again. Amy made to wrap her legs around him.

“No, no…” he pulled back and raised a brow. “Not this time…”

Thomas got to his knees again and took Amy by the ankles. She bit her lip and blushed as he settled her legs on his shoulders, and her pussy clenched again in anticipation. Thomas flashed his wolfish smile at her, and she knew exactly what she was in for.

Thomas wrapped his hands around her waist and held her body flush against him as his hips drove into her in deep, hard thrusts. Amy screamed at the new angle, his cock feeling like it was splitting her open each time he bottomed out. He laughed at her cries, and the sound drove her wild.

“Oh my god!” Amy cried. It felt so good, and she once again hovered on the edge of an earth-shattering climax. She knew it wouldn’t take much more than a flick of her clit for her to tumble into what would surely be one of the most intense orgasms of her life.

Thomas’s cock twitched inside of her, and she knew he was also balancing on a razor’s edge. Still, he pounded into her, wrapping his arms around her legs and holding them tight against his chest. She could feel his heart beating hard against his chest, and excitement built inside of her for his release. She put even more emphasis on her whimpers and moans, which had the desired effect of working him into even more of a fever pitch.

“Daddy, Daddy, Daddy…” Amy moaned, her breath hitching around the word as she chanted it like a prayer.

“Fuck…” was Thomas’s response, and Amy gasped as he dug his nails into her thighs. “Do you still want to cum?”

Amy’s eyes widened, and her throat closed as she nodded her response, almost afraid it was just a test.

“Beg me for it,” Thomas uttered through his teeth, still driving his hips into her.

“D-daddy, may I please, please cum?” Amy squeaked, her voice tight and strained. “Please, please, I- I need to cum, I need to cum…”

Thomas spread her legs again and left them to rest on his shoulders. He set one hand on her hip and rained pleasure on her clit with the other, using his thumb to work her into a fervor.

“Oh god!” she sobbed as her thighs trembled. “I’m too close!”

“Cum, Amy,” Thomas demanded through clenched teeth. “Now.”

Amy was powerless to stop the orgasm that crashed into her body. She screamed, and her body shook with the force of her climax. Her pussy clamped down around Thomas’s cock, and she heard him release a ragged moan as she tightened around him. He fucked her harder and faster, which extended Amy’s orgasm and even brought her to the edge of another.

“I- can I…?” Amy panted, words escaping her as another orgasm became imminent.

“Yes,” Thomas hissed, almost seeming impatient, but Amy could hardly care as a second orgasm overtook her.

“Thank you, thank you, thank you…” she keened her gratitude and fell into a pattern of soft cries as Thomas continued to seek his own release.

He finally took his hand from her clit, and tightly gripped both her hips, raising them up off the bed. He growled and hissed through his teeth, and Amy felt his cock twitching inside of her. She knew he was close.

“Please, Daddy…” she mewled, still breathless. “Please cum inside me…”

“Amy!” Thomas’s voice broke, and in the next instant, she whined and shuddered as he came, his hot wetness filling her.

Thomas seemed frozen for a moment, not even breathing as his cock spasmed inside of her. At length, he released a shuddering breath and relaxed. He shrugged Amy’s legs off his shoulders and gently settled on top of her. Amy hummed happily, content with his warm weight pressing her into the bed.

Amy enjoyed the sound of their breathing as each of them calmed, and she relished the sparks of pleasure that danced along her skin, remnants of her orgasm. She couldn’t keep a smile off her face as she alternated between staring up at the ceiling and letting her eyes drift close.

“You can let go of the headboard,” she heard Thomas’s voice just as she was sure she would fall asleep.

Amy gave a sleepy moan and loosened her grip on the metal rail, wrapping her arms around Thomas’s chest instead. She nuzzled her face into his shoulder and hummed into his skin as she rained soft pecks against his skin.

“Thank you for letting me cum…” she mewled, embarrassed that her own orgasms had become such a rare commodity.

“You deserved it,” Thomas’s voice was low. “That tuna steak was amazing.”

Amy laughed, blushing again. Thomas rolled onto his side, pulling her in against his chest, and pressed a soft kiss to her forehead.

“I mean it,” Thomas said, his voice more serious. “Thank you for all this. You’re just amazing.”

Amy blushed, hiding her face in his chest to be praised. They fell into another long moment of silence, and Amy was content to breathe in his scent. Her sweat started to cool along her body, and she knew that soon they would both have to get clean. It seemed that Thomas realized as much as well, and he still had a full day of work to wash off.

No sooner had the thought crossed her mind, Thomas sighed.

“I guess we should get cleaned up,” he suggested. Amy vaguely noted that this would be the third shower she’d taken through the course of the day, but she couldn’t resist the chance to join Thomas.

Amy was careful not to let too much of Thomas’s cum drip down her thighs as they made their way to the bathroom, and she waited patiently as he set the temperature of the shower. They took their time, and Amy relished the feeling of Thomas’s hands on her body as he washed her, and she enjoyed the feeling of his muscular body under her palms as she did the same for him.

When they were both clean and rinsed, Thomas took a towel from the rack, and wrapped it around Amy’s body, then selected one for himself. But Thomas stopped her short with a soft grunt.

She looked up at him, swallowing drily, admiring how he looked with his towel wrapped around his waist. He took her towel in his hands as he smiled down at her, and she shivered as he dried her body, then wrung out her hair. He then took the towel and tossed it into the hamper, leaving her naked as she stood before him.

Amy watched as Thomas pumped some lotion into his hands, rubbing them together before massaging it into her shoulders and then down his arms. He repeated the process, coating her skin with the moisturizer and prompting goosebumps to rise along her skin at his gentle touch. She giggled as he worked on her feet, using the sink behind her for balance.

“There we are…” Thomas stood and smiled down at her. “All nice and smooth.”

“Thank you,” Amy blushed.

“Where were we?” Thomas smirked, and Amy giggled as he wrapped his arms around her, pulling her tight to his chest. Amy slid her arms around his broad chest and relaxed into his embrace, grateful for the warmth of his body.

After a moment, Thomas withdrew, leading Amy back into the bedroom with a hand in the small of her back. She blushed immediately upon entering the room, a large wet spot occupying the center of the bed. Behind her, Thomas chuckled.

“I’ll take care of that,” he said, already untucking the quilt from the bed. “You just lie down until I get back.”

Once the quilt was entirely removed, Amy did as Thomas said and crawled into the bed, curling up on her side. Her damp hair made her chilly, and she was grateful when Thomas returned with one of the throw-blankets from the couch.

“This will do for now,” he said, draping the blanket over her.

Thomas laid down beside her, propping his head on his elbow to look at her. Amy scooted closer to him, enjoying his warmth again. He stroked her hair slowly, and she let her eyes drift closed.

“I’m sorry I was home so late,” he whispered. “Things should be settling down soon.”

Amy gave a soft hum but no other response. Thomas always said that, and so far, it hadn’t been true. He seemed to sense her disbelief and let out a long sigh.

“So, how was your day?” he asked, and Amy almost laughed. Her whole day had been spent biding time, waiting for him. In a way, she felt pathetic.

“Fine,” she answered, feeling insecure.

“Just fine?” Thomas pressed.

“I mean… I didn’t really do anything,” Amy shrugged. “I went for a run, got the stuff for dinner… meditated and did my reading, of course…”

“Seems like a fairly productive day,” Thomas offered, and Amy almost huffed in irritation. She hadn’t wanted a productive day. She wanted to spend her day with him.

“I guess so,” she offered, trying not to sound as agitated as she felt.

Thomas hummed from beside her and put his fingers underneath her chin, forcing her to look up at him.

“I know we haven’t gotten to spend much time together lately,” his lips turned down in a frown. “I’m sorry.”

Amy felt guilty for being irritated with him. She couldn’t expect his whole life to stop on her account.

“It’s okay,” she offered as he stroked her cheekbone with his fingertips. “I’m sorry I’m so needy.”

Thomas laughed, leaning in to give her a kiss.

“You know I love it,” his eyes crinkled with a smile. “I’m still getting used to you, is all.”

Amy blushed. It felt like a lifetime had passed since they met, but it had only been a few months. She couldn’t imagine a world without him in it. She leaned up and kissed him herself.

Amy settled beside him again and sighed. Her body felt more relaxed than it had in days, and she knew her recent orgasm was responsible for that. She had to admit that ever since Thomas had taken charge of them, they had been infinitely more intense than the ones she enjoyed before, however infrequent.

“You know,” Thomas mused, almost to himself. “I haven’t used my vacation days in…. well, years, really.”

“Oh?” Amy’s ears perked up.

“Yeah,” Thomas was thoughtful. “How much vacation time do you have?”

“Two weeks, I think,” Amy hadn’t used any of her vacation days since starting her new job.

Thomas was quiet for a long moment, and Amy wondered what he was cooking up.

“We should go on vacation,” he finally said, and Amy’s heart leaped.

“Really?” she asked, working to keep the excitement out of her voice.

“Really,” Thomas smiled down at her, obviously aware of the impact of his suggestion.

Amy sat up on the bed, holding the blanket to her chest and looking over at him with eager eyes.

“Where would we go?” she asked, possibilities rolling through her mind.

“Well, we could go anywhere we wanted,” Thomas shrugged. “I had something specific in mind, but it might not be your idea of a luxurious escape.”

Amy’s curiosity was piqued.

“What were you thinking?” she pressed, eager to hear.

“Well,” he sat up as well, leaning back against the headboard. “My parents actually have a cabin out in Tennessee. It sits on about forty acres, and nobody else has property in the surrounding areas. It’s very quiet and remote.”

Amy thought for a moment. Thoughts of vacation for her almost always included a beach- she would have never considered a cabin as a getaway. Considering the décor of Thomas’s house, though, and its woodland location, she shouldn’t have been surprised.

“We used to go there for Christmas and in the summers,” Thomas explained. “My parents are planning on moving there when they retire, but they’re still both a few years off. They usually rent it out to people short term throughout the year, mostly hunters.”

Amy had to admit she was intrigued. The idea of being anywhere alone with Thomas was enough to sell her on its own.

“It’s very cozy,” he went on. “And it’s so quiet at night, and you can see so many stars.”

Amy’s stomach fluttered as he waxed romantic, his fingertips toying with the ends of her hair.

“Besides…” Thomas’s tone darkened. “I’ve always wanted to take a submissive there. There’s just something about having a defenseless girl all to myself, out in the wilderness where no one can hear her scream…”

Thomas lunged forward and attacked her waist with his hands, tickling her. Amy laughed breathlessly as he pinned her down on the bed and rolled on top of her. When he finally relented, she panted up at him with an easy smile.

“I’d really like that,” she said, her face warm, and Thomas raised his brow.

“You would?” he asked, rolling once more onto his side.

“Of course!” Amy nodded. “When do we leave?”

“Whenever we want,” Thomas chuckled.

“Let’s go,” Amy smiled conspiratorially. “Right now.”

“Very eager, I see,” Thomas laughed.

“Well…” Amy thought for a moment. “I would need to put in a request, but I’m sure it would get approved. How long do you think we’d be gone?”

Thomas thought for a moment.

“I know I could get away with taking a week off,” he said. “That is if you’re willing to be out there with me for that long.”

Amy nearly laughed. Alone with Thomas for a week? Willing wasn’t even the half of it.

“I can put in a request on Monday,” Amy said. She was sure Jacob wouldn’t mind giving her a week off. It was her vacation time, after all, and she hadn’t touched it yet. “When would you want to leave?”

Thomas’s brow furrowed as he thought.

“Obviously, this coming week wouldn’t be possible,” he rubbed the stubble on his chin. “What about the week after?”

Amy’s chest tightened with her excitement. She could hardly believe this was happening, much less so soon.

“That sounds good,” she agreed, once again trying to seem less excited than she was.

As usual, Thomas saw straight through her, and he pulled her over to lean against his chest. She couldn’t keep a smile off her face.

“Do you promise to protect me from the bears?” Amy asked playfully.

“Oh, the bears are tame enough,” Thomas shrugged. “It’s the deer we have to worry about.”

Amy giggled. Bear, deer, she didn’t care. If she could be in a remote cabin locked away from the rest of the world with this man for a week, she would brave them all.


Chapter Four




Amy was nervous as she walked into work on Monday. As usual, she was early, but Jacob was earlier, and she found him in the break room fiddling with the coffee maker.

“Here, let me,” she intervened, and he gave a soft laugh.

“Thanks,” he said. “Wouldn’t want the whole office to suffer on my account.”

Amy smiled and set about making the coffee, but her stomach was in knots thinking about requesting time off. She knew it was commonplace in an office environment, but the newness of doing it herself was enough to make her nervous. She wondered if she should bring it up while they were alone so that she could get it over with.

“Amy?” Jacob’s voice sounded from behind her, ringing with concern. “Are you alright… your hands are shaking.”

Amy looked down, and sure enough, the canister of coffee in one hand and the filter in the other were shaking like leaves.

“Oh, yeah,” she laughed nervously, setting down the canister to fit the filter into the machine. “Just something on my mind…”

“I see,” Jacob still sounded worried. “Is it anything I can help with, or is it more… personal?”

Amy laughed at the reluctance in her tone, and she relaxed. This was Jacob, after all. In addition to being her boss, he was one of the closest friends she had made since accepting the job.

“I’m just being stupid,” Amy shook her head. “I… was going to put in a request for some vacation time today, and I didn’t really know if I should talk to you beforehand or just submit the paperwork…”

“Oh,” Jacob sounded relieved. “Well, sure, you’ll have to submit the paperwork for official approval, but you can just bring that by my desk later. What days were you thinking of taking?”

“All of next week,” Amy felt tension creep into her shoulders, expecting her request to be immediately denied.

“Oh,” Jacob sounded mildly surprised. “So, you’re taking a vacation vacation.”

“Yeah, I’m hoping to,” Amy laughed, still nervous.

“Well, of course, I’ll approve it. Just bring the paperwork by my desk whenever you can today,” Jacob said easily. “Where are you off to?”

“Tennessee,” Amy answered, smiling to herself just from the thought. “Thomas is taking me out to a cabin.”

“Oh, very nice,” Jacob nodded, and Amy couldn’t help but be pleased with his approval. “Nothing like getting into nature to relax and unwind.”

Amy blushed, knowing very well that relaxation wasn’t even the half of what they would be doing at that cabin.

“Well, thanks for approving my time off,” Amy was grateful. “I was really worried about asking.”

“Must be because I’m such a hard-ass,” Jacob gave her a good-natured wink, and Amy passed him a cup of the coffee which had only just finished brewing. “Seriously, enjoy your time off. We’ll keep things together around here somehow.”

Amy laughed, and Jacob smiled as he headed out of the break room. Amy made her own cup of coffee, then headed back to her own desk.

Usually, she tried to stay off her phone at work, but she could hardly contain her excitement.

I got my time off approved, her thumbs moved in a flurry across the screen of her phone as she typed the message to Thomas.

Amy couldn’t stop smiling as she logged into her computer, and she had a hard time staying focused on her objectives for work. All she could think about was her upcoming trip with Thomas. When she heard her phone buzz from her purse, she couldn’t keep herself from answering.

Perfect, me too, was Thomas’s reply. Now we can really start planning. Lunch?

Even after months of being with him, the invitation sent butterflies fluttering in her stomach.

Yes, Daddy, she typed back, already looking forward to seeing him.

Good girl, Thomas responded. I’ll see you soon.

Amy smiled down at her phone as she reread the messages, then with a sigh, she put her phone back into her purse and made a concentrated effort to get some work done. She managed to print out the paperwork for her vacation request, and she dropped it off in Jacob’s office on her way out to lunch.

Amy met Thomas outside the door of the building they shared for work, and they walked over to Carlo’s, a small café they frequented for lunch due to its closeness. Once inside, they selected a table, and Thomas ordered both their food.

“So,” he looked over at Amy as the server headed off. “We’re good to go for next week, then.”

Amy nodded, a smile plastered to her face. She could hardly sit still with the excitement bubbling inside of her, and Thomas’s shining eyes told her that he was excited, too.

“I thought we could leave either Friday night or Saturday morning,” he said. “It’s about an eight-hour drive, so I thought it would be nice to have the buffer of the weekend so we don’t lose a day to travel time.”

Amy considered the suggestion.

“Saturday is fine with me,” she offered. “It will already be late by the time we get going if we leave on Friday. I think it would probably be better if we could get a full night’s sleep before a drive so long.”

“That’s true,” Thomas agreed. “You could come over on Friday night, and then we could leave straight from there in the morning. How early would you be willing to leave?”

“As early as you like,” Amy answered.

“Perfect,” Thomas smiled. “The earlier we leave, the earlier we get there. We’ll shoot for somewhere between five or six.”

Amy nodded. She didn’t care how early they left. She was just ready to go in the first place.

“It’s a long drive, but I think we can find ways to entertain ourselves along the way,” Thomas smirked mischievously, and Amy’s stomach fluttered.

“So, what all do we need for the trip?” Amy was eager to change the course of the conversation before she started to blush.

“You just worry about your clothes,” he said. “It will be hot, but the woods are dense, so you’ll need some pants to keep your legs from getting scratched up.”

Amy nodded, making a note to check her wardrobe when she got home. She didn’t want to trek through brambles in her nice jeans or slacks, so she might have to buy something more outdoors-oriented.

“Anything else?” Amy pressed, raising an eyebrow.

“Not off the top of my head,” Thomas smiled, reaching across the table to take her hand. “I’m honestly just so excited this is happening.”

“Me too,” Amy did finally blush. “I’m excited to spend more time with you. Just you.”

“I’m very excited about that,” Thomas leaned forward and pressed a kiss to her palm. “I know I haven’t spent as much time with you lately as I should.”

Amy dropped her eyes to the table. She didn’t want to confirm the admission, but she didn’t want to deny it either.

“It’s been a long time since I had someone to take care of,” he went on, running his fingertips over her palm. “You have been so understanding, and I’ve taken advantage of that. Work has always been the focus of my life for a long time. It helped me recover after my last serious relationship ended.”

Amy didn’t know what to say, so she stayed quiet. Thomas sighed.

“I want you to know you’re a priority in my life,” his voice was sober. “Even after this trip, I am going to make it a point to prove that to you with my actions, not just an apology over our lunch break.”

Amy’s throat tightened, and she was thankfully saved from having to respond by the arrival of their food. She was touch by his admissions, but a part of her worried they were just platitudes. She hoped that wasn’t the case, but until she saw evidence of a change, she would remain skeptical.

“Thank you for saying that,” Amy finally managed, excising her hand from Thomas’s so she could attend to her sandwich. “I’m just excited for our trip.”

“Me too,” Thomas agreed. Amy could tell he wanted to say more but lacked the words.

Amy knew that time would be the ultimate determinant of whether he would follow through, but for now, she wanted to enjoy him, and she wanted to ride her enthusiasm for their vacation.

Amy didn’t know how, but she managed to get through the rest of the week. She did buy some better pants from a sporting goods store, as well as a couple of long-sleeved shirts. Amy felt confident she would be ready for whatever the wilderness threw at her. She believed Thomas when he said he had everything else under control and that she only needed to worry about her clothes, but she hoped he remembered to bring bug spray and sunscreen.

After work Friday, Thomas followed Amy back to her apartment and helped her load up her things. She was practically bubbling as they put her bags in his trunk, and she couldn’t keep a smile off her face the entire drive. Even going to Thomas’s house felt like an escape from the norm. As far as she was concerned, their vacation had already started.

Amy got her overnight bag from the trunk and followed Thomas into the house.

“Would you mind starting the pasta while I pack a few things in the car?” Thomas asked, already heading toward the bedroom.

“Sure,” Amy agreed. As she started boiling the water and eventually added in the spaghetti, Thomas moved across the house with various bags and even a cooler. She wondered what all the bags contained, and her attention was only called back to the stove when the water boiled over.

Amy knew she wasn’t going to get a wink of sleep that night.

Thomas finished loading up the car and came back into the house with a sigh.

“That’ll do it for tonight,” he dusted off his hands on his pants. “We can get the rest in the morning.”

Amy smiled at him over her shoulder and fell into a comfortable silence as Thomas fell in beside her and helped make their dinner. In no time, they had whipped up some chicken and pasta with a light lemon butter sauce.

As they ate, Amy couldn’t help but shoot Thomas intent glances over their meal. At first, he was oblivious, but finally, he caught her, and his brows rose.

“Can I help you?” he asked, seeming more confused than anything else.

“Aren’t you excited?” she asked, her voice high. Thomas laughed.

“Of course,” he answered. “I would leave right now if I didn’t think we’d end up in a roadside ditch along the way.”

Amy nodded her agreement.

“We should have taken a half-day today,” she moped, and Thomas laughed again.

“I think a week is plenty of time,” his voice was warm. “We’ll leave in the morning, and I have a few ideas on how to make the time pass on the way.”

Thomas’s voice leaked mischief, and Amy’s stomach fluttered at the implication. Somehow it didn’t make her any less impatient, but it did turn her on. As they finished dinner and cleaned up, Amy made it a point to brush against him at every opportunity.

If he noticed, Thomas didn’t show it, keeping his composure without so much as a raised brow. Amy wanted to huff her frustration, but she hadn’t played all her cards just yet.

While Thomas was busy reaching up into a high cabinet, Amy took the opportunity to unbutton her blouse. Less subtle, perhaps, but there was no way he could ignore it. True enough, when he turned around, his brows shot up.

“Well, well…” he purred. “Does someone require my attention?”

Amy nodded, biting her lip as she pulled back more of the shirt to reveal her breasts. Thomas hummed as he crossed to her, and she moaned as he encircled her waist with his hands and pulled her toward him. Her skin rose in goosebumps as the material of his shirt brushed against her skin.

“I’ll put away the rest of the dishes,” he mumbled against her hair. “And you go get ready for bed. Shower, brush your teeth, the whole nine yards.”

Amy sighed, but nodded, and stepped away from him to start the process.

“Oh, and one more thing,” she stopped as Thomas spoke. “Make sure to shave.”

Amy’s face felt hot, but her pussy fluttered. She couldn’t keep her mind from racing as she went through the familiar routine of cleaning and shaving. Somehow the ritual meant more when she was doing it for him. It certainly didn’t help that Thomas had, yet again, not allowed her to cum since the previous weekend. Her body was primed to seek pleasure, and she hoped that Thomas would help her achieve it.

When she was finally done in the bathroom, Amy returned to the bedroom. Thomas was stretched out on his side of the bed, eyes closed and arms folded behind his head as he seemed to doze, but his eyes flickered open as Amy crawled in beside him.

“My turn,” he turned and pecked Amy on the lips as he got out of the bed.

Amy groaned her frustration, but Thomas only laughed.

“While I’m away,” Thomas’s tone sharpened. “You can play with that pretty little pussy for me. But only if you kneel for me at the foot of the bed.”

Amy scrambled to obey, nearly jumping off the bed and getting to her knees.

“Good girl,” Thomas praised, and Amy’s heart fluttered. “That should keep you busy.”

Thomas left, and Amy promptly dipped her fingers between her legs, biting her lip to hold back a moan. She started fast, eager to take the edge off her arousal, but she soon had to slow herself down, not wanting to get herself too close. Still, it was hard not to get carried away when her clit was so sensitive, and the kneeling only made her feel even smaller and more desperate.

By the time Thomas returned, Amy was slowly grinding into her hand as she fingered herself, releasing a string of whimpers as she did so.

“That’s enough,” Thomas snapped, and Amy immediately put her hands behind her back. “Here.”

Amy turned, and Thomas unwrapped the towel from around his waist, tossing it at her. She caught the towel, staring at it blankly.

“Clean yourself up,” he instructed, and Amy blushed. “I know you’re soaking wet.”

“Yes, sir,” Amy squeaked, dipping the partially damp towel between her thighs to clean up the juices that had trickled down her thighs.

Thomas’s eyes burned into her the whole time, and her body was flushed red with embarrassment when she finished.

“Come here,” Thomas pointed to the ground at his feet. “On your knees.”

Amy abandoned the towel and crawled to where Thomas was standing, then knelt, keeping her eyes fixed on his feet.

“Look at me,” Thomas ordered, and Amy did.

Thomas hummed, caressing her face with his fingertips. He ran his thumb over her lower lip, then slid his index and middle finger into her mouth. Amy shuddered as he stroked the pads of his fingers along her tongue, the sensation making her head feel fuzzy.

With his other hand, Thomas gave his cock long, slow strokes, and it took a considerable amount of effort for Amy to keep from looking away from his eyes.

“Would you like to suck my cock, Amy?” he asked as he pulled his fingers from her mouth, the sweetness of his voice a stark contrast to the lewdness of his suggestion.

“Yes, Daddy,” Amy whimpered, her thighs trembling. “Please.”

Thomas hummed but said nothing, burying his fingers in her still damp hair on either side of his head.

“Open your mouth,” he commanded, and Amy eagerly dropped her jaw.

Thomas guided her face forward with his hand, and Amy moaned softly as his tip rested against her lips. He pressed his hips forward, fucking her face in slow, shallow strokes. He gradually pushed deeper, and Amy choked around him as he teased her gag reflex. His hands tightened in her hair in response.

“Your mouth feels so good…” Thomas’s voice was breathless, and Amy shivered to have such an impact on him. “You’re going to make me cum.”

Amy moaned around his cock, and her muscles twitched, wanting him to go faster. She twirled her tongue around his cock in her mouth each time he pulled back, and the added sensation made him growl, and her scalp burned as he pulled her hair even harder.

Thomas flexed his hips and set a more demanding pace, and Amy’s eyes watered with each forceful stroke. She tried to relax, but each time he slid into her throat, her lungs seized, and she was grateful when he withdrew. His grip in her hair loosened as she coughed, and she blinked up at him tearfully.

“I’m sorry…” she offered, but Thomas stroked her face.

“Hush,” his tone was comforting even as he panted. “Just breathe…”

Amy nodded and worked to steady her breathing. When her heart was no longer racing, Amy looked up at Thomas with a nod. He returned the nod, but instead of gripping her hair again, he settled his hands on his hips.

“Go on,” he raised a brow, and Amy’s stomach fluttered as she leaned forward, once again wrapping her lips around his cock.

Amy worked at her own pace, moaning and whimpering as she slowly slid her mouth up and down his cock. Every now and then, she refocused her attention and licked long lines from his base to his tip. She relished the sounds he pulled from his throat as she used her mouth to please him, even as her own pussy throbbed between her legs.

Thomas’s cock twitched with his arousal, and at length, he groaned and took her head between his hands. He dictated the speed and intensity once again, and Amy did her best to keep her throat relaxed this time.

“Is your little pussy leaking again?” Thomas asked through ground teeth, and Amy nodded as best she could with him in her mouth. “Touch yourself.”

Amy whimpered in relief as her hand dove between her legs, and she moaned in excitement as she toyed with her aching pussy for him. Her frantic fingers and his taste in her mouth was enough to push her to the edge, and she whined around him as her body shook.

“Don’t you dare cum,” Thomas seethed as he increased his pace. “You’re not allowed.”

Amy whined and had to take her hands away from her needy sex. She dug her fingernails into her thighs as she knelt for him and could only moan and whimper as Thomas became more insistent.

“I’m going to cum in your mouth…” he panted, and the words sent a flare of lust into Amy’s core. “And you are going to swallow every drop.”

Amy choked again, and her eyes burned, but she was eager for him to claim her mouth. She sucked around him as best she could, and she squeezed her eyes shut as he pounded harder. She shivered at the growls and groans that poured out of Thomas’s mouth, and her pussy throbbed.

“Fuck!” the curse tore out of Thomas’s throat, and he pressed Amy’s face flush against his pelvis as his cock jerked, and his seed shot into her throat.

Amy’s body trembled as her lungs screamed for air, and she tried to swallow his cum, despite the head of his cock being lodged in her throat. Finally, he pulled back, and she managed to swallow, then cough as she hungrily gasped for air. Tears tracked down her face, and she knew she must look like a mess.

“Good girl,” Thomas panted. “Clean yourself up again with the towel.”

Amy did, once again wiping away the trails of her wetness as Thomas took a pair of pajama bottoms out of his dresser. Thomas was steadily composing himself, but Amy still felt like a mess, and her legs shook as she steadily got to her feet, placing the towel in his outstretched hand.

“Bed,” Thomas commanded.

Amy obeyed, pulling back the quilt and settling herself into the bed. Thomas tossed the towel into the hamper, then joined her. Amy’s heart pounded at the sight of his naked form, his taste lingering in her mouth, and she sidled up to him, pressing kisses against his chest. She wrapped her leg over his and rocked her hips into his thigh, hoping to get any kind of friction against her needy sex.

“Settle down, Amy,” he admonished her. “We have an early morning.”

Amy sighed and nuzzled her face against his broad chest. She rolled her hips harder and moaned at the delicious pressure. She bit her lip and moaned. Thomas’s fingers curled into her hair, and she gasped as he tightened his grip, pulling her head back to meet his eyes.

“Please, Daddy…” Amy begged, sniffling up at him. “I need it…”

“I said enough,” his voice was soft, but his tone brooked no room for argument. “If you don’t want to spend the night on the floor, I advise you to behave.”

Amy’s throat tightened. He had never threatened her with something like that before. She was less surprised with the threat than by the lust that it inspired. Still, she didn’t want to deliberately test him, and she settled down beside him, content to rest her head against his shoulder as he released her hair.

“There will be plenty of time for us to play when we get to the cabin,” Thomas sounded amused. “For now, we need to sleep.”

Amy nodded her agreement. Despite the need nagging at her core, she was exhausted. The week had seemed to stretch out interminably. She was sure it had everything to do with her excitement for their upcoming trip and all the additional work she took on to make sure nobody in the office had to pick up her slack while she was away. It wasn’t long after Thomas flipped off the bedside lamp that she fell into a comfortable slumber.

The next thing she knew, the alarm on her phone was going off. She grumbled at its blaring voice at first but then perked up as she remembered why she was waking up so early in the first place. She looked over at Thomas, thrilled to see his eyes blinking open as well.

“Good morning,” she whispered, barely able to contain her glee.

“Good morning,” Thomas returned, his eyes sparkling with his own excitement. “Ready to get going?”

Amy nodded eagerly and hopped out of bed to get herself ready. She knelt at the bedside for her usual minute, feeling self-conscious with Thomas awake to watch her. Having finished, she scampered into the bathroom and took care of her needs, making sure to pack up her toiletries back into her overnight bag. As she left, Thomas entered, already dressed in a pair of jeans and a beige t-shirt.

It was Amy’s turn to get dressed, then, and she eagerly donned a pair of denim shorts and a spaghetti-strap tank top. It would be comfortable enough for the ride and cute enough that she felt comfortable wearing it in front of Thomas. She had just finished dressing when Thomas returned to the room.

“Oh no,” he frowned, shaking his head as he stood in the doorway. “That won’t do at all.”

Amy’s brow furrowed, confused as she looked down at her outfit. It was nothing extravagant, but it would be more than acceptable for a car trip.

“Here,” Thomas held up a finger and crossed over to his dresser. “I have just the thing.”

Amy watched, perplexed, as he pulled out a set of clothing and laid it out on the bed. Her brows rose as she saw a light blue skirt paired with a white button-up blouse. She looked at Thomas, who smiled down at her.

“I think these will be much better,” he said, and Amy knew it wasn’t a mere suggestion.

She couldn’t help smiling as she undressed again, and when she was down to her underwear, she made to put on the new clothes.

“You won’t’ be needing this,” Thomas hooked a finger under one of her bra-straps and playfully snapped it against her skin.

Amy looked down at the shirt he selected and blushed to see it was made of sheer material. She wouldn’t know for sure until she tried it on, but she was almost sure that her nipples would be visible through it. She looked up at Thomas, but he merely gave her a smirk.

“Is there a problem?” he posed, and Amy shook her head, swallowing her objections. She knew very well that Thomas knew what he was doing.

Amy slid her hand behind her back and undid the latch of her bra, then folded it and put it back in her overnight bag. Her hands shook as she took up the new blouse and fed her arms through it, then buttoned it up. She looked down at her chest to see if she could see her nipples, and sure enough, the light material was tented, but as far as she could tell, nothing more was visible.

Amy looked up at Thomas, her face red, and he only gestured to the skirt. Amy made to pick it up but paused.

“Um…” she tried to phrase the question but ended up just vaguely gesturing to her panties.

“You can keep them,” Thomas allowed. “For now.”

Amy shivered at the implication of his addendum, but she picked up the skirt, easily stepping into it and pulling it up around her waist. Overall, the outfit was cute but comfortable as well, especially given the heat of the summer.

“Thank you, Daddy,” Amy peeped.

“You’re very welcome,” he smiled, but Amy didn’t miss the way his eyes flashed as they dipped to her chest. “This outfit will be much more… convenient.”

Amy knew he was being cryptic to tease her, and it was working. She rubbed her thighs together beneath the skirt, her clit already beginning to tingle.

“Alright,” Thomas clapped his hands together. “You and I are ready. Let’s just make sure we didn’t forget anything, and we can hit the road.”

Amy, grateful for a task to distract her from her growing arousal, assisted Thomas as he ran through a mental checklist. He had gotten most of what they needed together the previous night, and it didn’t take long to satisfy him. Amy didn’t feel very helpful, but she listened as he mumbled to himself, roaming from room to room of the house and nodding every now and again. He picked up his travel bag from the bathroom about halfway through, and he held it in one hand as he rubbed his chin with the other, his brows furrowed in thought.

“Alright,” he finally sighed, and Amy perked up. “I think that’s everything. Ready?”

“Ready,” Amy confirmed, beaming up at him.

“Well, let’s hit the road, then,” Thomas smiled back, and Amy fairly ran out the door to his car. It was still dark, and the birds were only just starting to chirp in the surrounding trees.

Thomas unlocked the door with his key fob, and Amy got settled in the passenger seat as he locked up the house. By the time he joined her, she was nearly jumping up and down in the seat. Thomas laughed and pulled out his phone to type in the address for their destination. Once the route was pulled up, Thomas turned the key in the ignition, his car springing to life.

“Well,” he gave Amy a nod. “Here we go.”
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