
        
            
                
            
        

    
Submitting to Him

Vol. I-V


by Amanda Vogel


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

Reader discretion is advised.


Volume I

Amy blinked at the screen in front of her and stifled a yawn. She looked at the bottom of her computer screen and hope glimmered within her- there were fifteen minutes until the end of her shift.

Amy leaned back in her chair and released a sigh. She glanced under her desk at her purse and excitement stirred in her stomach. Her fingers twitched, and she looked around, gauging whether anyone was near her desk. As far as she could tell, the answer was no.

A small smile lifted the corner of her lips as she bent down to retrieve her phone from her purse. She unlocked the device and disappointed to see that there were no new messages. Even so, her disappointment was fleeting. Without much delay, she typed a text of her own to her husband, Thomas.

Hi Daddy, it read. I hope your day is going well.

Amy pressed the send button and set her phone down beside her keyboard. She looked back at her computer, reorganizing the icons on her desktop for what must have been the hundredth time. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw the screen of her phone light up, and her heart lurched in excitement. Without hesitation, she picked it up, delighted to see she had gotten a reply.

Unfortunately not, the message was curt, and her heart sank.

Is there anything I can do to make it better? Amy replied, eager to be of service.

Amy sent the message and cradled her phone in her hands, anxious to get a reply and ready to follow any instruction at a moment's notice. Her screen lit up again with a new message.

Just be ready for me when I get home, he instructed.

A delicious chill rolled over Amy’s body.

Yes sir, she didn’t hesitate to type her response. She looked again at the clock at the bottom of her computer screen, more eager than ever for it to read five o’clock.

Amy couldn't keep from fidgeting as the minutes passed. She answered a couple of phone calls, but that menial task did nothing to take her mind off what was looming in her near future.

And it did nothing to prevent the warmth that was spreading low in her stomach.

At four fifty-eight, Amy began to gather up her personal belongings and started the process of shutting down her computer. Her mind raced, and her hands shook.

Finally, the wall clock read five, and Amy gave a quick, though pleasant farewell to all her coworkers before heading out the door. The last thing she wanted was for them to try and rope her into a happy-hour gathering at the nearby bar.

Amy’s excitement built within her as she made the familiar trek back into the parking lot and got into the driver’s seat of her car. She took her phone out of her purse and typed out a message to indicate that she was on her way home. Her task completed, she turned on her car and started her drive home.

The customary annoyance of traffic was made intolerable by her eagerness to be back home. Amy drummed her fingers against the steering wheel and squirmed in her seat as wetness pooled between her legs and dampened her panties. Her pulse pounded in every inch of her body.

Amy knew, though, that this sort of anticipation had just the impact he wanted.

Little by little, Amy inched her way down the packed street and turned onto the road that would lead her away from the city and toward the home she shared with her husband. The closer she got, the more excited she became, and her body started to shake.

Amy pulled into the long driveway that ended at the parking spot in front of her house. The gravel crunched under the tires of her car as she parked outside the garage, and she took her key out of the ignition.

Amy hurried to retrieve her purse, and she fumbled with her keys as she clicked the button to lock her car. Her hands were just as unsteady as she unlocked the front door of her home.

Once inside, Amy hurried to her room and divested herself of her clothing. She did a quick scan of the house to make sure everything was in its place. When she was satisfied, she took a pillow from the couch and returned to the front door.

Amy placed the pillow on the floor and knelt so her knees were cushioned by it. She put her hands palms-down on her thighs and bowed her head, then took several long, deep breaths to settle herself. She was expected to maintain a calm, silent exterior despite the excitement bubbling within her. 

Amy stopped shaking, and her heartrate slowed as her mind entered a state of calm readiness. Though a tedious process, she needed to make herself ready for whatever was going to unfold that evening.

Even having calmed, though, Amy’s heart lurched into her throat at the sound of the lock turning in the door, and the slight creak as it swung inward.

Amy’s eyes flicked to the doormat and light spilled onto the floor as the door opened. She held her breath as a pair of black oxfords stepped into her line of sight. Tension rolled off her husband in waves. Amy was concerned, but remained still.

The door swung shut and Amy heard the quick click of the lock. She fixed her eyes on Thomas’s shoes. He remained still and silent. He stooped to set down his briefcase, then straightened. 

Thomas’s eyes bore down on her. It wasn’t customary for him to be silent for so long, and she suspected he was doing it to excite her. If so, it was working. Her skin was tingled, and she knew it wouldn't be long before she was shaking again. She couldn't help it. 

Thomas’s shoes crinkled as he shifted his weight to the balls of his feet. Amy dropped her eyes to the pillow under her knees, avoiding the temptation to meet Thomas’s gaze as he knelt at her level.

Thomas’s long sigh met Amy’s ears, and a shudder ran down her body. He was close, but her body longed to be closer still.

Amy stifled a gasp as Thomas ghosted his fingertips over her chin. A spark of desire ignited in her stomach.

“Look at me,” he said, his voice worn.

Amy’s head shot up, and her head spun as she met his dark gaze. She frowned to see the dark circles under his eyes, but then righted her expression- he didn’t want her concern.

Amy glued her eyes to Thomas’s as he traced his palms from her shoulders to her wrists. Her stomach twisted and she held her breath- goosebumps rose along her arms.

Thomas chuckled, and a smile teased at the corners of his mouth. Amy blushed as heat gathered between her legs- it was hard for her not to squirm.

“Stay still for me?” he asked, raising an eyebrow.

“Yes sir,” Amy breathed.

“Good girl,” Thomas praised her- the words made her mind fuzzy.

Staying still was easier said than done. Thomas's fingertips burned paths along Amy's skin, and her breath quickened as they grazed over her mound.

A fire flickered to life in Thomas’s eyes, and a jolt of sharp arousal shocked Amy’s body.

“Are you wet for me, princess?” he asked, his lips tickling her ear.

Amy opened her mouth to answer, but only managed a soft cry as Thomas’s fingertips slid along her entrance. She tightened her muscles to fight the instinct to arch her hips into his touch.

“Very wet, my little slut,” Thomas bit out through his teeth.

A sharp slap landed on Amy’s cheek, and she swayed to recover her balance.

“Bedroom,” the command was quick, and Amy moved to stand.

“Hands and knees,” he corrected her motion.

Amy dropped her hands to the floor and flushed as she began her crawl to their bedroom. Thomas's eyes followed her as she moved, and heat spread through her body.

Amy heard his shoes clicking behind her until they reached the carpeted bedroom. When she reached the foot of the bed, she stopped.

“Kneel up,” Thomas ordered, and she complied, so that she was on her knees with her forearms parallel to one another behind her back.

“Good girl,” Thomas cooed, and Amy sighed as he ran a hand through her hair.

Thomas’s hand traveled to her neck, and she gasped as it tightened in a hunk of her hair. He pulled her up, and she scrambled to get her feet under her.

Thomas yanked her back into his body by her hair, and Amy's head spun as his hardness pressed against her lower back. He tilted her head to the side, and Amy tensed as his lips traced along her exposed neck, just above her collar.

Thomas’s lips parted to reveal his teeth, and Amy buckled as he bit into her flesh. His arm snaked around her waist, keeping her from falling. Amy panted and flexed her hands at her sides.

Thomas withdrew his teeth and traced over the bite marks with his tongue. He hummed low with satisfaction, and the sound reverberated through his chest.

Thomas released his hold on Amy’s hair, and pressed her forward so that she was leaning over the end of the bed. She tried support herself on her elbows, but Thomas was having none of it. He pushed her forward still more, and Amy turned her face to the side so that her cheek rubbed against the comforter.

Thomas took hold of her forearms and set them parallel to one another behind her back, just as they had been when she was kneeling. Amy was used to this positioning and wrapped her hands around her elbows.

Thomas’s shoes nudged at the insides of Amy’s feet, and she spread her legs wider. He traced his fingers along her sides to her hips. He gripped her hard, and she moaned as he ground his cock against her through his pants. He growled, and she shook at the sound.

Thomas released Amy and stepped back, leaving her breathless and flustered. Amy heard the tinkling of his belt-buckle, then a soft hiss as Thomas whipped the leather out of his belt-loops. Amy’s heart pounded at the sound, and her clit throbbed- she was very well acquainted with that belt.

Amy hovered in a state of raw anticipation until the cool material of the belt slid between her back and her arms, then tightened, binding her arms. The metal of the buckle pressed into her back as Thomas wound the belt around a few more times.

Amy wanted to combust. Bound and bent over the bed, she was helpless and exposed, which only served to enhance her arousal. Her stomach twisted into knots, and her sex pulsed with a desperate need to be touched and filled.

Amy heard Thomas open a drawer on the other side of the room. Her stomach dropped. She knew what sorts of things they kept in those drawers. Thomas had mastered each implement with years of practice. With each one, he could make her scream in pain or squirm with pleasure, according to his whim.

Amy never knew which one it would be until it struck her.

Silence reigned in the room. Amy strained to hear a footstep, a breath, anything. The anticipation of what was to come wreaked havoc on her mind and body. The cool air of the room teased her exposed pussy, and she squeezed her eyes shut as a drop of wetness trickled down her thigh, only to be apprehended by Thomas’s fingertips

Amy’s hips jerked as he gathered up the droplet and traced back up the path it left, stopping just shy of her swollen folds. He chuckled, and she blushed at the sound.

"Open your mouth, princess," Thomas purred, his voice low.

Amy obeyed, dropping her jaw. Thomas slid two of his fingers along her tongue, and the sensation sent tingles along Amy’s back. She tasted herself on his skin, and she was lightheaded.

“Clean them off,” he instructed.

Amy wrapped her lips around his fingers and sucked. He inserted another, and she whimpered as he languorously finger-fucked her face.

At length, Thomas withdrew his fingers from her mouth and slapped across the cheek. Amy gasped and blinked from the shock, but her pussy gushed. Thomas laughed. One of his hands trailed over her lower back, and the other dragged some implement up her inner thigh.

Amy’s breathing quickened, and she squeezed her eyes shut, concentrating hard on keeping still- he didn’t like when she was restless.

“Relax, little slut,” Thomas’s gentle tone contrasted with the degrading moniker. “We’re just getting started.”

Thomas’s hand slid further down, and his nails teased over the curve of her ass, inching closer to her sex. His thumb stroked her folds, spreading the wetness there, but never giving her the satisfaction of entering her. He toyed with her that way for several moments, and Amy struggled to maintain her composure. Tremors racked her body at every stroke, and her fingernails dug hard into her elbows.

“I love how wet you are for me,” Thomas whispered, and Amy’s pussy spasmed. “And I love how you look with your ass and pussy so exposed and vulnerable.”

“Thank you, Daddy,” Amy mewled, arching her back to improve the visual she offered.

“You’re most welcome,” Thomas murmured, his hand stroking her backside. "But I think something is missing…"

Amy’s chest tightened as Thomas inched the toy higher between her legs. He dragged it to her entrance, and Amy released a choked sound as he dipped it into her pulsing sex, coating it in her juices.

"Perfect," Thomas sounded pleased as he withdrew it from her pussy to brush it against her tighter hole.

A cold sweat gathered on Amy’s skin, and she began to shake. She knew beyond the shadow of a doubt this was a butt plug- one of the large ones judging by how it filled her pussy. It would hurt both going in and coming out.

Thomas pushed the plug against her ass, and Amy hissed through her teeth. She turned her head to bury her face in the softness of the comforter.

“Don’t act like you don’t like this,” Thomas growled and yanked her head back by her hair. “Your cunt is fucking soaked.”

Tears welled up in Amy’s eyes, but she couldn’t ignore the dark that heat that surged through her body.

Thomas pressed the plug, and it sank deeper. Amy cringed as it stretched her, and she alternated between frantic panting and holding her breath as he worked it in. Her tight ring burned at the intrusion, and she was grateful when the plug was seated inside of her.

Amy gave the plug an experimental squeeze and groaned at its subtle motion inside her. Thomas laughed, and she blushed, deliciously humiliated.

“There we are,” Thomas approved, and Amy sighed as his hand stroked over her backside and upper thighs.

Amy relaxed, but the sensation of his hand trailing over her skin, combined with the fullness of the plug, still had her on edge. She twitched each time his hand brushed over her swollen folds. The plug in her ass only made her more aware of her vacant pussy- her inner muscles constricted in a slow rhythm, desperate for something to clamp down on.

“I love that I can do this to you…” Thomas hissed, and Amy stiffened as he teased at her wetness, sliding the tips of his fingers just along the crease of her labia.

“You’re just a squirmy, achy mess,” he went on, and Amy whimpered as he dipped a finger deeper. “And there’s nothing you can do about it.”

Amy strained against her bonds, but all it got her was Thomas’s low chuckle and a sharp swat on her ass. She moaned as the blow jostled the butt plug, and she stilled. Her thighs shook from maintaining her position.

“Remind me again…” Thomas mused. “How many days since your last orgasm?”

Amy's mouth went dry, and her pussy contracted. 

“Ninety-two, sir,” she answered. As if in agreement, her clit throbbed.

“Ninety-two,” Thomas repeated, his fingertips always teasing at her sex. “I wonder how much longer you’ll be able to keep that up.”

“As long as you like, sir,” Amy chirped.

Thomas hummed his approval of her answer, and Amy smiled.

“That was a very good answer,” he said, and his hands moved to the bindings at her arms.

Amy was motionless as he unwrapped his belt from around her arms. Even when it was removed, she stayed put.

“Turn over and put your hands above your head,” Thomas instructed.

Amy did, turning so that her back was supported by the bed while her legs hung off the edge. Thomas gestured for her to scoot back, and she didn't stop until she was situated in the middle of the bed. She reached up above her head and gripped the rails of their headboard.

Amy could see her husband, and her throat tightened as she took in his appearance. He was still dressed in his shirt and pants, though his sleeves were rolled up and his tie removed to unbutton his collar.

His gray-tinged hair was tousled, and she suspected he’d been raking his hand through it, as he often did when he was frustrated.

Thomas was beginning to loosen up, though. His eyes burned with a predatory gleam, and he was focused on the task before him. Amy happened to know this was a task he enjoyed a great deal.

Amy locked her eyes on Thomas as he settled between her legs. She took a sharp breath as he hooked his fingers under the bend of her knees and drew them up so that her feet rested on the bed beneath her. He nuzzled his cheek against her inner thigh, and she giggled.

"Be quiet," he warned her, his voice low. She nodded and her insides churned at his authoritative tone.

Thomas turned his head to place a kiss inside her knee, then moved back off the bed. Amy's eyes followed him, and she bit her lip as he walked back toward their dresser. He bent down to open the bottom drawer, and she shook- that narrowed down the possibilities of what he could choose.

Thomas turned back toward her with a faint smile on his face. In one hand, he held a small wooden box, and in the other, he held a heavy leather flogger. Amy gulped. She knew what game he wanted to play.

Thomas returned to the bed and set the flogger down beside Amy’s body. Her eyes lingered on the impressive implement for a moment, then shifted to the box. She already knew what was inside, but she still shivered as he opened it.

It was a set of twenty-one clamps that resembled clothespins, stained deep mahogany, and polished until they shone. The metal coils were bright silver, and they were much tighter than average clothespins- and more painful.

Amy dreaded them.

She pleaded up at Thomas with her eyes, not daring to say anything, but wanting to communicate her apprehension. Thomas frowned and bent over to stroke his thumb along her cheek.

“What are you feeling?” he searched her face.

“Nervous,” Amy breathed, dropping her eyes in embarrassment. “I know it’s going to hurt.”

"Yes, it is," Thomas nodded. "It's going to push you very hard. And I want you to take as much as you can, but no more. And if it gets to that point, I need you to safeword for me. Is that clear?"

"Yes, sir," Amy conceded.

"Good girl," Thomas offered a soft smile. "Now, let's see if we can find a place for all these pins."

Amy stiffened at the mere words.

Thomas’s ran his palm over the tips of her breasts, and Amy’s nipples hardened. She panted as her emotions raced between anxiety at the thought of the pain, and the arousal she knew was bound to follow. Thomas withdrew two of the pins, and she gripped the headboard to keep herself from wriggling away from his touch.

Thomas pinched a small section of skin just to the left of her nipple and placed the two clamps there. Amy hissed as they bit down on the tender skin, and sharp pain rushed to the area. Thomas repeated the action on her other breast, and Amy held her breath.

Thomas repeated the process with the skin on the inside of her nipples so that both were bordered by two clothespins on either side. She was lightheaded already, and she knew just where the next two pins were going.

"Breath," Thomas reminded her, and Amy opened her mouth to take a ragged breath.

As soon as she took in the air, Thomas closed a pin over each of her nipples. Amy couldn't help but release a scream, and her back arched off the bed. For a moment, she lost her composure and writhed, panting and sobbing on the bed. 

Amy was brought back by Thomas's hands running down her stomach. In a moment of panic, Amy clamped her legs shut.

The action was met with a hard slap across her face.

“Open them,” Thomas commanded, and Amy whimpered. Arousal and fear mingled within her, and she parted her legs again. Thomas clutched her sex.

“Who does this cunt belong to?” Thomas bid, his tone clipped and his voice rough.

“You, Daddy!” Amy cried out, quailing at his inquisition.

“That’s right, little slut,” he bit out the last word. “And you will display it as I see fit.”

“Yes sir,” Amy nodded frantically, though her legs shook as he reached into the box again.

Thomas proceeded to attach five clamps to each of her folds. Sweat gathered over Amy’s body as she struggled to stay still, and she flinched each time one of the pins bit into her tender skin. When ten pins lined her entrance, Thomas stopped to run his hands up her thighs, sending a delicious shudder up Amy's body.

Amy’s breasts and pussy throbbed with pain as the clamps dug into her skin. She moaned as the pain was heightened with each beat of her heart. Thomas started down at her, and she blinked her eyes open to look up into his. A sharp pang of pleasure ignited her at the ravenous hunger in his eyes.

Amy would endure anything if it made him look at her that way. 

“You suffer for me so beautifully, princess,” he praised her, and Amy hummed in response. “And to think, we still have one more pin to go…”

Amy blanched- she knew where that last pin would go.

A heady mix of dread and excitement overcame her as Thomas traced his hand to hover over her mound. Her hips jerked into his hand at the first touch of his thumb to her clit, and she let out a strangled sound as he circled it. It was already swollen, and tears pricked at her eyes at the thought of the clamp latching onto it.

Just as the thought crossed her mind, the warmth of Thomas’s thumb was replaced by the coolness of the polished clamp. Amy shook, and Thomas drew back the hood of her clit to reveal the quivering bud within. Amy tightened her stomach and grit her teeth, bracing for the harsh bite.

The halves of the pin bit into each side of her clit as Thomas allowed the pressure to build at a torturous pace. Amy could only pant as it closed. She was at a breaking point, and her hands trembled as she gripped the headboard, wanting nothing more than to reach between her legs and take off the hellish clamps.

Accompanying the pain, though, was intense, sharp arousal. It lanced through her blood like ice and made her desperate for any touch, whether pain or pleasure. Her body yearned for it, and she forced her eyes open to lock onto Thomas's. The sheer delight in his eyes was enough to send another burst of need through her body.

"Daddy, please, please…" she begged, struggling to form coherent words. "I- I want more, please…"

Thomas chuckled, and Amy moaned.

“I know you do, sweetie,” Thomas mocked her, his voice leaking sweetness. “But this isn’t about what you want, is it?”

Amy shook her head no as her body trembled. Thomas huffed a laugh, and took up the flogger. Her eyes widened and her stomach tightened as he gave it a few experimental twirls. He looked up at her, a devious smirk spread across his lips.

“Let’s take a guess at how many blows it will take for me to knock off all those pretty little pins,” Thomas proposed, and a wave of nausea rolled over Amy’s body. “You first.”

Amy looked up at him with tears in her eyes, but knew that nothing would sway him.

"Fifteen, sir," she ventured. She knew he was in a diabolical mood, and his blows would be hard, but the clamps were also strong and would be difficult to knock off.

"Alright," Thomas nodded and rubbed his chin for a moment. "I think it will take sixteen. And just to make things interesting, if you guessed right, I’ll let you have an orgasm.”

Excitement coursed through Amy’s body, though she knew her chances were slim- she suspected this was just another monumental tease. Even so, the mere opportunity for an orgasm was enough to make her pussy weep.

“Shall we begin?” Thomas’s smile was dark.

“Yes sir,” Amy nodded and braced herself for the impact of the flogger.

Thomas twirled the flogger again, and Amy couldn't take her eyes off it. She jumped as he landed a practice blow on the bed between her legs. He laughed at her reaction and landed another. Amy was breathless with her anticipation, but she didn't have long to wait.

At the next stroke, the leather tails lit a fire between her legs, and Amy screamed as two of the clamps popped off. She arched her back off the bed and gasped for air.

Thomas landed blow after blow on her pussy and tits, and all she could do was scream and writhe in pain as each stroke met its mark. She could handle the flogger on its own, but the sharp pinch of the clamps being knocked off was agonizing.

“That was fourteen, little slut,” Thomas informed her, and Amy surged with hope.

There was only one pin left- the one biting into her clit.

Amy’s eyes locked onto Thomas’s as he wound back to swing. Amy breathed raggedly and braced for the last blow as her pussy dripped at the thought of being rewarded with a long-awaited orgasm.

At last Thomas swung, only for the tips of the flogger to flutter painlessly over her mound, the pin still attached to her aching button.

Amy was stunned and overcome with numbness for a moment before the reality hit her.

“You cheated!” Amy cried out, and in an instant, Thomas's hand was curled around her throat.

“Now, now,” he scolded her. “You can’t very well cheat if you’re the one who made the rules, now can you?”

Tears poured from Amy’s eyes, and her core ached with the knowledge that she was going to be yet again denied the relief of an orgasm.

Thomas released her throat, and Amy sobbed aloud as he landed a final, harsh stroke, sending the last clamp flying off her clit.

“Sixteen,” Thomas smirked. “Just as I thought.”

Amy said nothing and allowed tears to roll down her face as she squeezed her eyes shut. Her pussy and breasts throbbed with pain, and still, she was dizzy with her need. Every nerve in her body was raw.

Thomas settled on the bed beside Amy, and her body jerked as he grazed his hand up the inside of her thigh to cup her pulsing sex. A groan hitched in her throat as he gathered the wetness from her slit and used it to coat her clit.

“Does that feel good, my precious denied little cunt?” he whispered, shoving two fingers inside her as he uttered the last word.

"Yes, Daddy!" Amy squealed, and arched her hips against his hand, only for him to withdraw his fingers and slap her pussy instead. Then, his fingertips teased her clit again.

Amy twitched and gasped under his ministrations. Her muscles ached as she fought to keep away from the edge of her forbidden orgasm. Her breath sputtered as she drew nearer to her climax, and though she knew he wouldn’t allow her to go over, her body craved it like nothing else.

"Daddy, Daddy, I ca- it's too much!" Amy begged, her voice tight as she strained. "Please, Daddy, please stop!"

“Oh, but I'm having so much fun teasing you," Thomas taunted, and lowered his mouth to suck at her engorged clitoris. 

Amy wailed, and her legs trembled. Thomas withdrew his lips and flicked at her sex with his tongue, and she jerked.

Thomas lifted his head up, and another hard slap sent pain coursing through Amy’s pussy. She sucked in a breath through her teeth as she absorbed the pain and waited for whatever torture was sure to come next.

Thomas’s hands moved to cup her breasts, and she whimpered as he caressed them, and settled the rest of his body between her legs. She let out a shaky breath as his tip teased along her slit, and another surge of need ripped through her.

Thomas moved his hands away from her tormented mounds and braced them on either side of her torso. Amy looked up into his eyes, and her lips parted as he rocked his hips forward, setting the tip of his length just inside of her. It drove Amy wild.

“How bad do you want me, little whore?” he ground out in a strained tone.

“Oh please Daddy, I need you inside me…” Amy begged without shame, her eyes wide as she searched his face for his reaction. “I want you to take what’s yours and make me hurt, make me scream. Please, I want to feel you own me.”

Thomas growled and grabbed a hunk of her hair, jerking her neck back.

“Do you want me to fuck you like I hate you?” his voice was a hiss, and Amy’s insides melted as she nodded. “Then you’d better ask me very nicely.”

“Please, Daddy,” Amy begged in a quivering voice. “Will you please f-fuck me like you hate me?”

A sinister satisfaction spread over Thomas’s face, and he smiled down at her.

“Well…” he licked his lips. “Since you said please…”

Thomas thrust into her hard, and Amy sobbed at the overwhelming sensation of being filled. The butt plug moved with every painful thrust, and Amy alternated between crying out in her and gasping to replace the oxygen she was losing.

Thomas seized her jaw and forced her to look up at him as he ravaged her.

“Who do you belong to?” he bit out.

“You, Daddy…” Amy’s answer was automatic, her eyes losing focus as she was overwhelmed with sensation.

Thomas growled and lowered his head to bite her nipple. Amy screamed, and her body convulsed. Thomas's hips jerked outside of his rhythm, and his hot seed spurted inside of her. She squeaked at his final thrusts as he came, and she shivered at the groans that tore out of his throat.

Thomas’s cock jerked inside of her for a few more moments before he withdrew, and she hissed at the sting as he pulled out of her. Her pussy still ached and throbbed with need, and she groaned, knowing it would not be satisfied.

Thomas’s hands covered hers, and he loosened her grip on the headboard.

"There you go, princess," he whispered as she lowered her arms. "You're such a good girl. Stay still, I'll be right back."

Amy nodded and closed her eyes. Her desperation was abating, and she kept her breathing slow and measured so she could calm down. After a few moments, Thomas's weight made the bed sag. He had set down a cup of water on the nightstand and brought a damp washcloth and a towel.

Amy didn't protest as Thomas reached between her legs with the washcloth to clean up their combined fluids. Her sex was still sensitive, and she gasped, a hot surge of pleasure sparking at his touch. The dry towel followed the washcloth, and she shuddered at the touch of the material.

“There, almost done,” Thomas comforted her. “Now turn over for me.”

Amy paled- she had forgotten about the butt plug. She whimpered, reluctant to deal with any more pain.

“It has to come out, sweetheart,” Thomas gave her an apologetic smile as he stroked her hair.

Amy sniffled, but nodded and turned over so the end of the butt plug was exposed. She reached up and grabbed a pillow, burying her face and fisting her hands into its softness.

Thomas began to withdraw the plug, and Amy keened. Tears wet the pillow under her face, and she couldn't keep her body from shaking. The widest part of the toy passed her tight ring, and the rest of it eased out. Amy sighed in relief as Thomas's rubbed her lower back.

“Good girl,” Thomas praised, and warmth spread over her body.

Amy’s mind drifted as Thomas left again. She heard running water and knew he was cleaning up the plug. He returned, and placed his hand between her shoulder blades.

“Come on- let me help you sit up,” Thomas urged her.

Amy turned onto her back and winced as Thomas helped her to sit up. He leaned her back against his chest, and she hummed as he wrapped a strong arm about her waist.

“Here, drink,” he held the glass of water to her lips, and Amy sipped at it. Thomas allowed her to go at her own pace, but he didn’t lower the glass until it was empty.

“Thank you, Daddy,” Amy was grateful for the drink.

“Thank you, my sweet girl,” Thomas murmured as he loosened the collar around her neck. Sadness flickered inside her as he took it off, but she knew it was necessary.

“Are you feeling better now, sir?” Amy asked, not forgetting that he had a stressful day at work.

“I am feeling much, much better now,” he answered, pressing a kiss to her temple.

Amy smiled and relaxed against him.

“And how are you doing?” he asked, concern evident in his tone. “I know tonight was very intense.”

“I’m a little sore,” Amy was honest. “It hurt a lot, but… it also turned me on.”

Amy blushed at the last words, and Thomas chuckled.

“Good,” Thomas purred, and Amy smiled.

They lingered that way for a while, Amy leaning back into Thomas’s solid chest. Amy’s eyelids drooped, and she moved to lie down. Thomas followed suit, and wrapped his arms around her waist, pulling her close.

“I love you very much, precious,” Thomas whispered into her hair.

“I love you too, Daddy,” Amy murmured, tipping her head forward to kiss his collarbone.

Thomas hummed and pulled her even closer. Surrounded in his warmth and assured of his love, Amy closed her eyes and drifted off to sleep.


Volume II

Amy’s breathing was shallow, and anticipation unfurled in her stomach.

It was a Saturday, which meant that she had the day off from work. On this particular Saturday, Thomas also had the day off from work. He started the day tying her wrists to the headboard and her ankles to the footboard in a spread-eagle position on the bed.

As well as, being restrained, a blindfold was fastened over her eyes, robbing her of sight.

Amy squirmed and tested her bonds. They were tight and left very little slack. Amy wondered how on earth she hadn't woken up while this process was unfolding- then again, she was a heavy sleeper.

“Good morning, princess,” Amy shuddered at the sound of Thomas’s voice.

“Good morning, Daddy,” Amy blushed. Her body recognized his presence, and her muscles hummed to life.

“I hope you weren’t scared when you woke up,” Thomas said, and Amy twitched as his fingertips grazed her naked thigh.

"No, sir," Amy shook her head. Thomas's hand inched closer to her sex, and her warm desire flared to a blaze.

“Good girl,” Thomas praised her, and Amy gasped as he ran his fingertips over her folds.

Amy panted as he lingered there a while, playing with her and teasing her into a frenzy. His fingertips slid inside her, just enough to gather up some of her wetness, then grazed her clit in tiny circles.

The sensation was electric, and Amy’s body tightened as she strained against her bonds. She had no real desire to escape them, but she couldn’t help her body’s response to such tormenting stimulus. She ground her teeth and flexed her hips up against his fingers.

Much to her shock, he didn’t pull away, but increased the pressure he was putting against her clit. Amy let out a strangled sound, and her body jerked. Thomas let out a low hum.

"That's right, sweetheart," he encouraged. "I want you to get nice and close for me- as close as you can."

Amy shuddered. She was already hurtling toward orgasm, and he had just started touching her. She knew, though, that Thomas wouldn't be satisfied until she was burning for release. So, she let him continue and her body hastened to the edge.

Thomas rested his other hand on her mound, and she sucked a breath through her teeth as he pulled back the hood of her clit. Her back arched off the bed as he wet his finger with her juices again, and then returned it to her exposed nub. He moved it in tight, fast circles, and her body twitched.

Amy tried to hold her breath against the sharp pleasure, gasping for air only when her lungs screamed at her. Her pussy convulsed, and her core tingled.

"Daddy, please stop!" Amy begged, hovering on the precipice of an unpermitted orgasm.

“Why?” he asked, his voice radiating innocence. “Don’t you like it when I touch your pretty little clit?”

“Yes sir, yes, I do,” Amy sputtered, shaking with the effort of holding back her orgasm.

“Then tell me why it is you want me to stop,” he instructed, and Amy let out a scream as he pressed harder against her.

"Please, Daddy!" Amy was frantic. "I don't have permission to cum!"

“Ah, that’s right,” Thomas’s voice darkened in a chuckle and moved his finger faster and harder.

Panic rose inside of her.

“Please, please, please stop!” her voice hitched and rose in pitch. “Don’t make me, please don’t make me…”

Tears formed in her eyes behind the blindfold, and her breath caught each time she tried to breathe.

Thomas laughed and withdrew. Amy moaned her relief and frustration.

“Well…” Thomas sighed. “If you don’t want me to play with your pussy, we’ll just have to find something else to do with you.”

Amy whimpered but allowed her body to settle. Thomas opened the drawer of the nightstand and listened as he rummaged around. He set something down with a soft thud, and Amy wondered what it was.

The click of a lighter and the faint smell of gas removed all doubt- Thomas had lit a candle.

“I’ll be right back,” Thomas said, and smoothed his hand over her head.

Amy heard the opening and closing of the bedroom door, and her heart raced. There was a wide variety of things in the house he could be going to get. Still, there was little she could do about it in her current state, so she tried to relax.

Amy couldn’t have guessed how much time passed before he returned, but she breathed a small sigh of relief as she heard the door open and close once again.

“It’s me,” she heard Thomas say, and she giggled at his silliness.

“Don’t you laugh at me,” Thomas’s tone was playful, and Amy bit her lip. She heard him hum- a deep, satisfied sound.

The bed dipped as Thomas sat down beside her on the bed and his hands were warm as he cradled her face. His thumbs stroked along her cheekbones, and Amy smiled.

"You're so beautiful," Thomas whispered, and tender warmth raced through Amy's body. "And you're all mine."

“All yours,” Amy whispered in confirmation.

Thomas leaned down and brushed her forehead with a kiss. The mattress shifted as Thomas moved, and Amy shivered to hear something clinking around in a glass. She suspected it was ice.

Amy let out a quick yelp as Thomas pressed the cold glass to her exposed side and confirmed her suspicions. She made a weak attempt to squirm away from it, but the struggle was obligatory. Amy's heart was already pounding from excitement and anticipation.

The clinking sound met her ears again as Thomas pulled the glass away from her. She stayed still as she waited, her mind and body on high alert.

A frigid droplet fell onto her stomach, and Amy's body jerked. Another followed, and she moaned. Her head spun, and her pussy quivered.

The drops fell all over her exposed front- a few on her breasts, a few on her hips, a few on her stomach. They rolled off down her sides, and she trembled as they tickled over her skin.

“We’re going to get the bed wet, sir,” Amy spoke in a shuddering breath.

“You were already doing that, princess," Thomas purred and pressed a dripping ice cube to her clit.

Amy’s back arched up off the bed, and she let out a high-pitched whine. Thomas moved the ice around her button, massaging it, and the harshness of the cold receded into numbness. Amy tried to relax and focus her energy on breathing.

The ice melted, of course, but Thomas didn’t miss a beat. He reached into the glass for another cube, and slid it up and down her slit. She ground her teeth and groaned as he found the bits of her that were not numbed by the cold and tormented her.

Amy could never quite relax, and her body was tight with tension, shivering, or some combination of the two. Her mind was hazy with pleasure from being at his mercy, and from the distress of having her sex iced down.

Thomas withdrew his hand, and Amy exhaled in a huff as she allowed herself to relax. Her pussy stung from exposure to the ice, and she knew that soon it would start to tingle and sting as the feeling came back. She focused on keeping her breathing even, and on staying present through this ordeal.

"How's my girl doing?" Thomas's voice was concerned as he cupped one of her breasts. The touch was gentle, despite his icy fingers, intended to comfort rather than enflame her.

“I’m okay, Daddy,” Amy assured, offering him a small smile as her body continued to calm.

“Good girl,” Thomas praised her. He took his hand away, and she heard a solid thud as he set down the glass on the nightstand.

"My hands are cold," Thomas said, and Amy could hear the cunning smirk on his lips. She let out a snort of mock annoyance and rolled her eyes behind the blindfold.

“I know just what to do about that,” Thomas’s voice was low, and before Amy even had time to brace herself, he pressed his hands against her ribcage.

Amy let laughed with a shriek, and wriggled between his hands. Thomas chuckled at her struggle as he held her, and Amy was thankful when his hands absorbed some of her body’s warmth.

Amy settled, and sighed as Thomas’s hands began to trail over her skin. He brushed his palms down her sides and over her hips. He ran them along her stomach, and her nipples peaked as his fingertips tickled over them.

One of Thomas's hands dipped between the crests of her pelvic bones, and Amy caught her breath as his thumb pressed against her clit. He moved it up and down, using the combination of her wetness and the melted ice as a lubricant to smooth his motions. Amy couldn't help but roll her hips up into his touch.

“Feel good?” Thomas inquired. His voice wasn’t demanding, just curious.

“Mhm,” Amy moaned and nodded, curling her toes as warm pleasure spread from her loins.

Thomas shifted his hand, and Amy’s jaw dropped as one of his fingers slide in and out of her. It was soon joined by a second, and Amy’s pulse quickened in contrast to his slow, steady pace.

Before she could get too excited, though, Thomas withdrew his hand. Amy huffed at the loss of contact.

“Now, now,” Thomas chided. “Don’t get greedy.”

“I’m not,” Amy protested, her pouting lips told a different story.

"No?" Thomas seemed doubtful. "Then, you don’t want me to keep going?”

Amy bit her lip as she tried to think of how best to respond.

“I want you to do what most pleases you,” Amy answered, and her face reddened as she sought to make herself low before him.

“Even if it pleases me to leave you tied up here and ignore you for the rest of the day?” darkness crept into Thomas’s voice as he spoke, and it made Amy’s stomach turn.

“Yes sir,” Amy answered, and heard the change in her own voice as her entire being bent to him.

“Even if it pleases me to hurt you?” Thomas’s whispered, and Amy shuddered as he traced along her collarbones.

“Yes, Daddy,” Amy mewled. Thomas hummed his approval.

“That, my darling,” his lips brushed against her ear. “Is very good to know.”

The bed shifted again as Thomas stood, and the change in the atmosphere of the room was palpable. Amy was motionless aside from an occasional shiver. Thomas’s deviant nature was making an appearance, and she knew the tone of this encounter had shifted.

Amy knew this would happen as soon as she had woken up tied to the bed. Even so, she was never fully prepared for the machinations of Thomas’s imagination. She knew he would put her through her paces and push her to the very edge of her limits, then leave her aching and desperate for more.

Thomas was silent, and several moments passed. Amy’s anticipation ratcheted up, and her breathing became shallower and more ragged as she waited- and waited.

One second, everything was calm and quiet, and the next, Amy's world was rent by a searing heat. She screamed, every muscle tightening as Thomas poured a line of wax from her sternum to her navel.

Amy gulped for air and howled as he poured more wax onto her breasts with no time to recover. He proceeded in that manner, giving her scant seconds of rest between bouts of coating her with the hot wax.

It didn't take long at all for Amy to lose her nerve. She had always been sensitive to the wax. In the past, he hadn't been so immersive- he would allow several drops at a time to fall on her stomach or into the dip of her pelvis, and she would flinch and cry out. It hurt, of course, but in such small quantities, the pain of the wax was fleeting.

This was something else altogether.

Now, he let the wax pour onto her in long lines that spread and hardened against her skin in patterns that would leave dark red marks. He must have been holding the candle closer to her body- the wax was unbearably hot.

A sweat broke out over Amy’s skin, and she ground her teeth. Her body quaked as she strained against her bonds. It was more for the security of having something to hold onto than out of a desire to escape them, but she didn’t know how long that would be the case if he kept this up.

A line of fire sliced just above her pelvis as Thomas coated her with still more wax, and Amy broke.

“God, please!” her voice cracked. “It hurts, it hurts!”

Thomas said nothing, but dripped another line of wax over both her breasts, across her nipples.

“Daddy!” the word was garbled as she shook and panted and squirmed.

A stream of incoherent pleas poured out of her mouth as she tried to anticipate where Thomas would strike next, twisting one way, only to end up exposing some part of her naked skin that had yet to be covered by the sinister wax.

Amy’s mental faculties abandoned her, and a mix of pain and fear throbbed through her veins. She couldn’t stop shaking, and even her begging faded to noises like a wounded animal as Thomas tormented her.

When the searing pain of the wax ceased to consume her, Amy was lost in the headspace Thomas put her in. Cold sweat coated her body, and her muscles ached from being so strained. She could hear her own quick breathing in her ears but was powerless to control it.

Thomas seized her blindfold, and Amy cringed with fear as he jerked it over her head. Amy squinted, and her eyelids fluttered as she looked up at him. A ravenous gleam shone from his eyes, and Amy shrunk into herself, hunching her shoulders and pressing into the bed beneath her in a futile attempt to hide from him. 

Thomas was in no mood for it. In an instant, he had a chunk of her hair gathered in his fist, and he jerked her head forward. A fresh wave of tears burned in her eyes, and she squeezed them shut.

“Open your eyes,” Thomas growled, and his hand tightened in her hair. “Open them right fucking now.”

Amy obeyed, not daring to so much as blink.

“Look at yourself,” Thomas sneered, and Amy took in the interwoven patterns and lines of white wax that seemed pink because of the redness of her skin beneath. “Look at what a mess you are.”

A tear trickled down Amy’s cheek, and she tried to look up into Thomas’s eyes, but they were otherwise occupied, locked on her naked, wax-covered torso, flickering with lust.

Amy’s breath hitched Thomas’s hand moved to her breast, and she bit her lip to keep from crying out as his nails scraped against a section of wax near her nipple. Amy held her breath as he managed to pull off a patch of the wax, and she closed her eyes to try and collect herself.

“Eyes open!” Thomas rebuked her, his voice a loud roar in her ear. “You will watch me do this.”

Amy let out a fearful sob as her body shook, a cold dread spreading inside of her as she realized that her suffering was not yet over, and that she would have to witness it. She kept her eyes open wide as Thomas moved his hand to her other nipple and repeated the process of picking off the wax.

Thomas maintained his fierce grip in her hair as he stripped off the wax. Amy was somewhat grateful for her sweating, as the wetness made it easier for him to remove it. Still, her skin was raw, and each scrape of his fingernail over her reddened skin pulled a pained groan from her throat.

This process was somehow more maddening than the pain of the waxing itself- maybe it was the fact that he was forcing her to watch. Whatever it was, Amy was unraveling, and she twisted away from his touch every time he moved to a new area of wax.

“Ohh,” Thomas mocked her. “Is your precious skin tender and sensitive?”

As he spoke, Thomas dragged his nails over a newly cleared section of her skin, and the sharp pain resonated through every molecule of her body. She was overwhelmed with a panicked need to escape.

“Stop stop stop,” Amy pleaded, the words coming out in a single strand. "Too much too much it hurts Daddy, I can't, I can't."

“Don’t be ridiculous,” Thomas scolded her. “We have to get all this wax off you.”

Again, Thomas dragged his nails over her skin, digging beneath the clinging wax, and Amy screamed as Thomas pulled the wax off. She bucked and writhed as he scratched in deep, sweeping motions until every trace of wax was unstuck from her skin, and the remnants piled around her body on the bed. 

“There we are,” Thomas mused, his eyes roaming her body. “All clean.”

Amy’s breath rattled- even the air moving across her skin was too much for her to take. Still, she breathed a sigh of relief that he had finished.

“Now that all that pesky wax is gone,” Thomas’s voice was low in her ear. “I can enjoy you properly.”

Amy’s insides twisted, and her eyes locked onto Thomas as he released her hair and straddled her hips. He lowered his head down over her breast, and hot panic shot through her chest.

“Please don’t!” she beseeched him, just before his teeth clamped down on her nipple.

Amy shrieked and bucked as he further tortured her, running his teeth and nails over her sensitive breasts and body. Not an inch of her was safe from his ruthless biting and scratching, and Amy wept, sharp squeaks breaking out from her throat. She arched her body away from him as she begged him to stop.

Amy’s resistance irritated Thomas. His hand wrapped around her throat and squeezed as he pressed his torso into hers, trapping her beneath him and stilling her attempts to escape him.

“You really think you can get away from me, little slut?” Thomas’s eyes burned into her. “You’re literally tied down to my bed, for God’s sake. But even if you weren’t, do you really, truly think there is any way you could ever get away from me?”

Amy’s heart pounded, and she was silent as she looked wide-eyed into Thomas’s face hovering inches from her own.

“I am more powerful than you could ever be,” he elaborated, flexing his hand on her throat for emphasis. “It would be so easy for me to pin you down, just like this, at any given moment. There’s not a single second that you’re safe from me.”

Thomas’s tone was dark and low, and Amy whimpered, knowing full well that what he said was true. Her body throbbed with pain under him, but there was nothing she could do about it. 

“And do you know what’s more, whore?” Thomas bit down on the juncture of her neck and shoulder as he finished the question, and Amy’s body tightened in protest. “You like that. You like that I can throw you around like a rag doll, that I can make you my little bitch and fuck you as I please. You don’t just like it. You need it. All the fucking time, you needy, greedy little fuck.”

Amy's eyes burned at the degradation of his words, even as her pussy leaked. His naked body pressed into her, and the hardness of his cock burned against her thigh. Her head swam with the sensations and emotions she was experiencing, and she blinked through tears.

“Aw,” Thomas cooed with contrived comfort and released her throat. "Are you crying for me now?"

A hard slap met the side of Amy’s face, and the flash of pain seemed to follow a second behind. Thomas clutched her jaw and straightened her head, and then struck her again- and again. Amy’s face burned, and she flinched as he drew back for a fourth blow.

A wild smile flashed over Thomas’s face, and instead of slapping her, he refastened his hand around her throat.

“Cry then,” he uttered. “It just makes me harder.”

As if to drive home his point, Thomas flexed his hips and rubbed his thickness against her thigh. Amy’s eyes rolled back into her head, and her cunt ached to have him inside of her. Thomas saw, and released a derisive snort.

“Filthy girl,” he spat. “I can see how much you want this. You can’t even try to hide it from me. And all from me rubbing up against you, just like this…”

Thomas ground himself harder against her, and moved up her thigh, closer to her desperate pussy. Amy whined as she flexed against her bonds, arching her body up into his.

As soon as Amy allowed her body to respond, Thomas landed yet another hard smack across her face, more powerful than before. Lights flickered in front of her eyes, and she blinked to refocus her vision.

“As I said,” Thomas’s voice was a mix between a sigh and a growl. “Just a filthy whore, hungry for my cock.”

Thomas’s trapped Amy’s face between his hands.

“And that’s exactly what you’re going to get.” his dark eyes flashed, and Amy shrunk.

Thomas shifted his weight, so he was situated between her thighs, and there was no preamble as he plowed into her with one hard, painful stroke.

Amy shook from Thomas’s roughness, and from the growl that tore out of his throat. Her vision was blurred, but she could see the veins popping out along the pillar of his throat as he strained. Just the image of his masculinity sent another surge of sharp pleasure through her body.

“Fuck!” Thomas bit out through his teeth, and he growled as he gave her a few hard, slow strokes, rolling his hips against her pelvis.

Amy's mouth hung open, and her head lolled back onto the bed. Thomas's hands moved from her face, and he dug his nails into her breasts, then slapped them around. That paled in comparison, though, to the fullness of his length buried within her. 

Even when he was gentle, his thickness stretched her out and caused a twinge of pain. Now, though, there was not a trace of care in his motions, and even less as he gathered momentum. His tip pounded the sensitive spot deep inside of her, and she clamped her teeth shut.

Thomas’s hands abandoned her breasts to seize her hips, and he jerked her up so that her ass rested on the tops of his thighs as he got to his knees. Amy's throat tightened- he could get much more leverage at this angle, and that meant harder even deeper fucking. 

Thomas bared his teeth, and Amy couldn't decide if it was in a devious smile or an animalistic snarl. Less than a second later, though, deciphering his expression was the last thing on her mind- Amy cried out and turned her head to the side as Thomas pounded her.

"Look at me!" Thomas roared at her, and Amy's head snapped forward again. "You don't get to hide from this. This is exactly what you wanted, and you will damn well participate!”

Amy sobbed and nodded, searching for Thomas's eyes as he ravaged her. Her body throbbed and burned from simultaneous torture and ecstasy, but the image of him taking his pleasure from her had a sobering, almost surreal effect. His muscles coiled and sweat dripped off his body onto hers from the force of his exertion.

Amy could tell the exact moment that he was about to lose control- his eyes widened, and his grip on her thighs escalated from bruising to crushing, at which Amy couldn’t help but release a throaty moan.

Thomas gave her a last, hard thrust, and his cock twitched and quivered inside of her. Chills rolled down her body as the heat of his seed filled her, and she trembled with him as he found his release.

Thomas drew in ragged breaths as he softened inside her. For her part, she was still wound up, her vision hazy, and her pulse pounded hard in her ears as. Still, she got at least some measure of satisfaction from knowing that she had been able to secure her Daddy’s release, even if she was not afforded the same.

Amy worked to keep her breathing even as she watched Thomas come down. His eyes drooped, the fire inside of them dimming to a smolder. He tilted his hips back, and Amy whimpered at the sting as he removed himself from her.

“Hey, hey,” Thomas murmured as he settled her body back down onto the bed. “Hush now, that’s all done.”

Thomas crawled up the bed to hover over her, and his eyes shone with concern as he cradled her face in his hand, stroking over her tear tracks with the pad of his thumb. His eyes flicked over her face, making sure there wasn’t any lasting damage, and then he looked into her tear-brimmed eyes.

"Hold on just a minute for me, sweetheart," Thomas whispered and pressed a soft kiss to her forehead. “I’m going to get you untied, okay?”

Amy nodded, and fixed her eyes on him as he stood and started at her legs, undoing the soft rope that spread her. When both her legs were freed, he bent them at the knee to work out some of the soreness.

He moved to her arms and did likewise. Amy rolled her wrists, and her eyes lingered on the dull red marks there. She traced over one of them with her fingertips, taking in the markings.

“Let me see,” Thomas took her hand and examined the marks, his brow furrowed in a slight frown.

“Does it hurt?” Thomas asked, and Amy shook her head no as her hand trembled in his.

Thomas was not appeased. He released her wrist got back in the bed. Amy scooted over to offer him more room, but Thomas followed, keeping close to her. He reached out to place a gentle hand on her waist, but she flinched-  her body was primed for pain. 

"I'm sorry, Daddy," Amy was filled with guilt at her body’s reaction. “I didn’t mean to.”

"I know, baby girl, don't be sorry," Thomas shushed her. "But you need to let me hold you and make you feel better."

Amy's stomach twisted, and her chest tightened. The rational part of her mind knew he meant her no harm. That part of her mind, though, was hidden beneath layers of overstimulation, arousal, pain, and fear- logic evaded her.

“Amy,” Thomas was gentle. “Come here and let me hold you.”

There was a subtle note of command in his voice, and even fearful and anxious, Amy was compelled to obey. She uncurled from herself and inched closer to him, shivering as her naked breasts brushed against the coarse hair of his chest.

“That’s it, good girl,” he whispered and wrapped an arm around her waist and hold her close. With his free hand, he brushed his fingers through her hair, working out a few tangles.

Amy's body was still tense, but she calmed as she pressed her face into the crook of Thomas's neck. She breathed in his familiar scent and her head cleared.

“Tell me what you’re thinking, sweetheart,” Thomas urged her, his breath tickling against the shell of her ear.

Amy’s throat tightened as the words he had said to her rattled around in her mind. Little slut. Bitch. Whore. Filthy. Needy. Greedy. She pressed her face harder into his shoulder.

"Hey, hey," Thomas nuzzled his face against her head, and cupped the back of her neck. “It’s okay, you’re okay.”

Thomas hummed, and the vibrations rolled through his chest as he rocked her back and forth. Amy took several long breaths.

“Hey,” Thomas pulled back. “Let me take a quick look at you and make sure you’re not hurt.”

Amy let out a sound of protest, not wanting to lose the security of his warmth.

“I won’t be long, angel, I promise,” Thomas said and guided her backward so that she was lying on her back again, exposing her naked front to him. 

Amy's skin crawled as Thomas examined her. She looked down at her body in revulsion- her skin bore red patterns from where the wax had fallen, and there were long lines of enflamed scratch marks on top of those. Faint bruises had already formed on her breasts and at her hips- anyone who saw her would think she’d been attacked by a wild animal. A knot formed in her throat as she wondered what Thomas must think.

“It doesn’t look too serious,” Thomas breathed, and Amy heard a touch of relief. “I know it’s all sore, but are you hurt?”

Amy shook her head, and blinked to keep tears at bay.

“I promise I’ll get you cleaned up very soon, princess,” Thomas laid back again and drew her in. “But right now, I just need you to let me hold you close like this- just for a little bit.”

Thomas's steady hand slid into her hair, and he cradled the back of her head, massaging her scalp with his fingertips. Amy tried to relax and enjoy the pleasant sensation, but she was ill at ease.

“Daddy?” she found the nerve to speak.

"Yes, baby girl?" he was attentive.

Amy hesitated for a moment, her throat tight again.

"You don't really think…" Amy's voice shook. "I'm… all those things you said.”

“No, no, no,” Thomas held her closer, and shook his head. “You’re my perfect, sweet girl. I love you so, so much.”

A wave of relief coursed through Amy’s body. She knew that he degraded her because of how wet it made her. Just now, though, she was vulnerable, and she yearned for affirmation.

“And I’m not…” Amy sniffled. “Too needy… or greedy?”

“No, sweetheart, not at all,” Thomas murmured into the top of her head between gentle kisses. “If anything, I’m the greedy one. You give me so much, and then I demand even more. You are so, so very good to me.”

Amy blushed as tenderness took the place of her anxiety.

"Daddy," she whispered and pressed her lips to his collarbone.

“That’s right- good girl,” Thomas encouraged. “I’m your Daddy. And I will always take extra special care of my extra special girl. Do you know that?”

“Yes sir,” Amy nodded, smiling against his skin.

“Good,” Thomas relaxed.

They lingered that way for a while, and all of Amy’s doubts and apprehension melted away in the face of Thomas’s devotion. She could have drifted off to sleep but for one thing.

“Daddy?” Amy peeped.

“Princess?” Thomas answered, opening one of his eyes to look down at her.

“I think we need to clean the wax off the bed.”


Volume III

Amy heard Thomas grousing and fussing from the bedroom as she worked to apply her makeup in front of the bathroom mirror. The sound of him opening and closing drawers accompanied his grumbling.

Amy sighed. She knew he hated going to the dinners his company held. Even so, he was expected to go, and he would have a hard time explaining his absence if he decided against attending without a legitimate reason.

As a result of his frustration, he cursed under his breath and knocked things around. Amy knew that soon she would have to give him a pep talk, and she looked over her face in the mirror to make sure all her makeup was in order. Satisfied with her appearance, she put her accouterments back in the bag where they belonged, and emerged from the bathroom to appease her moody husband.

Amy leaned against the doorframe and gave herself a moment to take in his appearance. Thomas had always looked good in a suit. This one seemed simple enough to the untrained or uninterested eye, but Amy saw how it fit over his broad shoulders and narrowed to the exact slope of his chest and abdomen.

For now, it was unbuttoned, and Amy enjoyed the view of his crisp, white shirt, and the black-tie that hung untied around his neck beneath his upturned collar. Even without being put together, she admired his appearance.

Amy’s eyes traveled down his long legs, and her heart fluttered to see that he had yet to tie his shoes. A flicker of heat bloomed in her stomach, and without hesitation, she crossed the room toward him.

“I’ll be damned if I can’t find my…” Thomas huffed, but stopped short as his eyes met hers. His expression changed from one of annoyance to curiosity.

Amy’s eyes locked on his as she lowered herself to her knees in front of him. She watched his dark eyes begin to fill with heat as she trailed the palms of her hands over the front of his thighs.

Amy broke eye contact with him and dipped her head, admiring the shine of his dress shoes. She was careful not to smudge them as she gathered up the laces of his left shoe. She tied them, making sure they were tight enough to be secure, but not uncomfortable. She repeated the process with the right one.

When she was finished, she dipped her head toward the floor and placed a soft kiss on one shoe, then the other. The shiny leather was cool against her lips. She looked up at him as she rose on her knees, still kneeling before him. Her insides fluttered as he smiled down at her.

Amy watched in silence as Thomas got on one knee so that they were at eye level. He reached out a hand and smoothed the backs of his fingers along her cheekbones. She could tell he was careful not to smudge any of her painstakingly applied makeup. Amy sighed softly at his touch and nuzzled his hand.

“Thank you, sweetheart,” Thomas whispered, his voice no longer carrying the agitation of moments before.

“You’re welcome, Daddy,” Amy gave a small smile, and turned her head to kiss his hand.

Thomas’s eyes moved over her face, and Amy saw his expression shift yet again. The corner of his lip turned up in a smirk, and Amy’s stomach tightened- she knew that look all too well.

“I have to tell you,” Thomas spoke, the crisp bite of mischief evident in his tone. “You look ravishing tonight.”

Amy blushed.

“Thank you, sir,” she demurred. As of yet, she wasn’t wearing anything remarkable at all- just a soft, simple bathrobe. 

“You’re most welcome,” he flashed a wolfish smile.

Amy's throat tightened to see the brightness in Thomas’s eyes. She didn’t dare move as he stood back up.

“Stand up,” he offered his hand to assist her.

Amy was ready to dissolve. She heard the change in his tone, and it thrilled her. She took hold of his hand and allowed him to help her to her feet.

Thomas maintained a soft grip on her hand and raised it to his mouth. Amy's eyes widened, and her lips parted in breathless pants as he kissed each of her knuckles. She was sure he noticed, as he let out a low chuckle.

Amy tried to pull her hand back, but his hold tightened. She tilted her head in confusion. In answer, Thomas grinned and guided her hand to rest on his chest. The warmth of his body radiated through the layers of his clothing, and she let out her own satisfied hum.

Thomas was not content to let her hand remain there. He dragged it down the front of his shirt, and the buttons tickled along her palm. Her body started to hum with electricity as her hand neared the waistband of his pants. Thomas didn’t stop, and Amy fought the urge to bite her lip as he pressed her hand flush against the bulge in his pants.

She flexed her fingers against him, and he let out a sigh. The sound made her more aware of her own arousal, and she moved closer to him. Thomas pressed her hand against his cock, and Amy moaned as he rolled his hips.

“You know just how to make me want you, you sweet girl,” Thomas purred, and Amy a blush reddened Amy’s face. “You make me want you very, very badly.”

“Thank you, Daddy,” she squeaked, unable to come up with anything more intelligent with her husband’s cock pulsing against her palm.

Thomas hummed, and Amy whimpered with disappointment as he moved her hand away from his pants. He raised an eyebrow in silent warning, and Amy quieted herself.

“Turn around,” Thomas ordered.

Amy’s stomach tightened and fluttered as she followed the instruction. 

Thomas circled her like a cat. His eyes flicked over her face, and then up and down her body. Amy blushed, feeling underdressed in her bathrobe- it covered all her important bits, but under his scrutiny, she was vulnerable and embarrassed.

Thomas stopped pacing circles around her and stood in front of her. His eyes locked onto hers before they moved down to the sash of the robe tied at her waist. Amy watched as he untied the sash. As soon as it was undone, he let the tails fall, and the robe parted of its own accord.

Thomas's eyes ran down the sliver of exposed skin from her sternum to her sex, then even further down her legs. He lifted his hand and ran the pad of his index finger down that same path. He circled his finger around her navel, and Amy huffed a breathless laugh.

Thomas smiled up at her and gave a chuckle before his attention returned to her body.

“Clasp your hands behind your back,” Thomas said.

Amy did, and as she moved her arms back, her chest stuck out. Her breasts pressed against her robe, and her nipples hardened against the soft material. Thomas must have noticed, as hunger flashed through his eyes- Amy’s pussy squeezed at the sight.

Thomas admired her for a moment before his hands descended upon her. He rested his hands on her shoulders, close to her neck, and ran his thumbs over her collarbone. His fingertips worked at her shoulders as he gave her a brief massage. Amy allowed her eyes to close for a moment, and her head fell back.

Thomas’s hands marched lower, and Amy let out a cross between a sigh and a moan as Thomas kneaded her breasts through the material of the robe. He tweaked at her nipples, and a jolt of electricity shot straight to her clit- her pussy ached more with each passing second.

Amy groaned in protest when Thomas abandoned her breasts to pay some attention to her ribs. She ground her teeth as he dug his fingertips between the bones- it was a painful sensation, but also erotic. He lingered there, pressing harder and harder, and turned Amy into a panting and shaking mess.

Thomas moved his hands lower and repeated this procedure at her hipbones. Amy groaned and growled at his secure grip. Her eyes fluttered open and saw Thomas's eyes flicking between her face and her hips. He pressed his thumbs hard into the front of her pelvic bones, and Amy's knees buckled from the mixture of pain and pleasure, but Thomas held her steady. 

“Easy,” he soothed her. “I’m not done with you yet.”

Amy shuddered. Thomas’s hands released her hips when she was stable, and he took hold of the front of the robe to push it off her shoulders.

“Release your hands,” Thomas bid her.

Amy did, and the robe fell to the ground at her feet, leaving her naked.

"Better," Thomas gave a nod, and Amy smiled. "Clasp them again."

Amy joined her hands behind her back again, her shoulders back and her chest out, on perfect display for her husband’s gaze.

“Now, where were we…” Thomas’s hands moved to trail over her pelvic bones, and goosebumps rose up along Amy’s flesh at the gentle caress of her bare skin.

Thomas stroked her there a while, then got down on his knees in front of her. Amy's pussy ached at the proximity of his face, and she gasped as the heat of his breath brushed against her mound. That was not his destination, though, and he laved his tongue over the edge of her pelvic bone. 

Amy struggled to remain upright as her head spun- Thomas was more than proficient with his mouth and tongue, and he was kissing, licking, and sucking all along the prominent bone. She knew, though, that this was just a warmup.

When Thomas bit down, Amy saw stars in her eyes, and she opened her mouth in a ragged gasp. Her body tensed, and Thomas growled against her, sending vibrations through her body- he wound an arm around her thighs to hold her still and steady.

Thomas continued the assault with his teeth, and Amy released a steady stream of sobs and sniffles. The pain was exquisite, and intensified the longer he lingered there. She shook, and it took all her discipline to keep herself from begging him to stop.

Just as she was about to reach her breaking point, Thomas withdrew, and kissed her abdomen- just under her navel. Amy’s eyes were full of tears, and she looked up at the ceiling to try and blink them away.

“How’s my sweet girl?” Thomas asked from his knees.

“I’m okay,” Amy sniffled, her breathing still frantic- it hurt, but she could handle it. And from the way her juices were starting to drip down her legs, she could tell that this treatment was not at all unwanted by her body.  

“Good,” Thomas’s voice was crisp. “Because we’re not done by half.”

Thomas's tongue dragged over her other hipbone, and she let out a harsh sob. Her breathing quickened as he licked and kissed- she knew what would follow. At the first touch of his teeth to her flesh, she let out an anguished growl and dug her nails into the palms of her hands.

Thomas was more earnest with his teeth, and Amy shook and gasped as he took from her. Her brain was blending the lines between pain and pleasure, and her thoughts were becoming foggy. It was hard to distinguish between the abuse of her hips and the needy ache of her pussy.

By the time Thomas relented, Amy couldn’t even see straight- she was using all her focus to maintain her balance. She couldn’t stop shaking if she wanted to- she was electrified.

Thomas stood from his knees and took a step back from her.

“Unclasp your hands,” he instructed.

Even in a daze, Amy obeyed.

“Bend over,” he said.

Amy complied, and bent to wrap her hands around her ankles. She heard Thomas hum again, and she smiled to at the sound. This position helped settle her, and her mind began to calm.

For a moment, Thomas was content to regard her in silence. It wasn’t long, though, before his hands were upon her. Her lips parted with a sigh as he rubbed her back and the base of her hips. When he massaged her ass and the tops of her thighs, she was reminded of her throbbing pussy.

"Well, I'd say someone’s been enjoying themselves,” Thomas teased and ran his fingertips through the trail of wetness dripping down her thigh. Amy didn’t respond- she moaned and shuddered at his touch.

Thomas lingered there, rubbing her juices into her skin. Amy's heart pounded in her throat, and she squeezed her eyes shut. Her stomach worked itself into knots, and her need was almost painful as he touched her so close to where she needed him.

Thomas’s hands returned to her ass, and he ran his thumbs just along the outside of her folds. Amy gasped at the touch, and her muscles tightened. Her pussy fluttered, desperate to have something inside of it. Thomas must have seen it, as he released a low laugh.

Even after all the time they had spent together, that laugh made her blush in delicious humiliation.

“You like it when I hurt you,” Thomas said.

"Yes, sir," Amy breathed. She knew it wasn't a question, but she couldn't help but affirm his statement.

“Say it,” Thomas insisted. Amy could hear his breath catching as he, too, became intoxicated off his lust.

“I like it when you hurt me, sir,” Amy uttered.

“You like it when who hurts you?" Thomas pressed and landed a sharp smack on her ass. 

“I like it when my Daddy hurts me, sir,” Amy whimpered, her stomach tight and her nerves on fire.

Thomas growled and dug his nails hard into her ass. Amy moaned and sighed. He kneaded the flesh there, landing hard smacks every now and then. Amy panted, moaned, and arched back into his hands. Thomas seized her abused hips, and Amy screamed at his roughness.

“Did I say you were allowed to move?” Thomas snarled from behind her and sunk his nails into her hips.

"No, sir!" Amy sobbed. She dug her nails into her ankles, desperate for any measure of stability.

“No indeed,” Thomas released her hips and gave her a rough shove.

Amy threw out her hands to catch herself just in the nick of time.

“Hands and knees,” Thomas barked. “Eyes on the floor.”

Amy adopted the position- she arched her back to put her pussy on display, keeping her head cast down and her eyes fixed on the carpet.

Amy stayed that way, motionless. Thomas tapped at the insides of her knees, an indication that she was to spread them further, which she did. He caressed the insides of her thighs with the tip of his shoe. She blushed and knew that if he kept this up, the shoe would be covered in her juices.

Amy jumped as the cool leather nudged her sex. She quaked as he pressed harder against her folds and then slid his foot forward to rub up and down over her clit.

Amy choked on a mix of humiliation and ecstasy. Part of her was embarrassed to be soaking his shoe with her wetness- the other part of her, though, just wanted him to move faster.

Amy moaned and shook from the effort of staying still as he toyed with her. Thomas’s shoelaces created delicious friction against her folds, while the smooth tip teased her swollen clitoris. As he toyed with her, Amy’s embarrassment subsided to make room for the powerful need swelling within her- she dug her fingernails into the carpet beneath her.

“You’re making quite a racket, little whore,” Thomas tutted. “Maybe I ought to stop.”

“No, sir! Please!” Amy cried out in embarrassed protest- she hadn’t realized she was making noise at all.

"No?" Thomas mocked, and stopped moving his foot against her. Amy’s chest seized in panic, horrified that he would stop altogether.

“Do you like it when I rub my shoe against your drippy fuck-hole?” Thomas goaded.

"Yes, sir," Amy confirmed.

"Yes, what?" he pushed.

"I like it when you rub your shoe against my drippy fuck-hole," Amy sputtered, going red in the face at using such words to describe any part of her anatomy.

“Prove it to me,” Thomas demanded.

“Sir?” Amy asked in confusion.

“Rub your slutty pussy against my shoe,” Thomas clarified. “Slowly. I wouldn’t want you to get carried away and cum without my permission.”

"I won't, Daddy, I promise," Amy whimpered as she ground against his shoe.

“You can trust you won’t like the consequences if you do,” Thomas warned, but Amy was already lost in sensation.

Amy panted and moaned as she rubbed her pussy against Thomas’s shoe. Her head spun with pleasure, and she had to work hard to keep her pace slow and steady when every impulse urged her to move faster.

Amy fell into a moderate rhythm, and her body jolted when Thomas pressed his foot harder against her.

“I didn’t tell you to stop,” Thomas reprimanded her.

"I'm sorry, Daddy," Amy simpered, and she settled back into her pace.

“I’m getting tired of hearing you apologize,” Thomas warned. Amy’s stomach flipped, but she kept her pace.

This went on for several moments, and Amy maintained her steady pace as a stream of pleasure coursed through her body. Her pussy slid up and down the leather of his shoe, and she focused on not speeding up. She was already worked up, and she knew it wouldn’t take long for her to risk going over the edge.

Thomas withdrew his foot, and Amy humped the empty air for a moment longer, her body carrying on of its own accord. She whimpered as her pleasure was replaced once again by an aching need.

“My leg is tired,” Thomas dismissed her. Amy whimpered again, and her hips flexed.

"Alright," Thomas sighed. "If you want to get off on my shoe, you'll just have to do all the work. Turn around. Kneel. Eyes on me."

Amy spun around and assumed her new position. She looked up into Thomas’s dark eyes to see them blazing with heat, and her eyes fell to his lap to take in the sight of his cock swelling inside his slacks.

“Eyes up, desperate slut,” Thomas spat at her. “And save your apologies.”

Amy said nothing and locked her eyes on his- she didn’t dare move lest she incur another infraction. Thomas leaned down and gripped her chin.

“You’ve ruined your makeup,” he disdained.

Amy had little doubt about it. Between the pain of his teeth, the frustration of her need, and the pleasure of riding his shoe, she’d shed her fair share of tears.

Thomas released her chin to land a hard slap on one cheek, and then a quick backhand on the other. The double impact made Amy's head spin and her pussy burn.

"Did Daddy make you cry, little slut?" he cooed and smeared her lipstick with his thumb.

Amy nodded, even more tears sliding down her face.

“Good,” he snarled, and again smacked her across both cheeks. “I love ruining you this way. It makes my cock so fucking hard.”

Desire swirled low in Amy’s stomach at his words. Even as desperate and pathetic as she felt, the depth of his gaze assured her of the intense connection they shared.

Thomas must have shared her sentiments. He crushed her face between his hands and devoured her with a kiss. His teeth clamped down on her lower lip, and her whimper didn’t stop him. Amy's head swirled as he savaged her mouth, and her abandoned sex throbbed between her thighs. 

Thomas withdrew from her, and Amy blinked up at him, panting. Thomas blinked as well, and his eyes hardened as he snapped back into the moment. He seized her chin and turned her head to the side so he could whisper in her ear.

"Does my little girl still want to cum on my shoe?" his breath tickled her ear, and she nodded, her whole body moving with the motion.

“Tell me what you want, whore,” he instructed.

"I want to cum on your shoe, Daddy," something about saying the words out loud had a strong effect, and her face reddened.

“You don’t sound very convincing,” he raised an eyebrow and smirked at her. “Maybe we should just stop.”

"No! Please, Daddy!" Amy protested as panic and desperation burned in her chest. "Please let your slut cum on your shoe! I want to cum so badly, please, Daddy, please!"

The words came out in a rush, and Amy's chest rose and fell as she panted and awaited his answer.

“Hm,” Thomas mused and stroked at his chin. “You’ve already soaked the damn thing anyway. Proceed.”

Amy's stomach lurched with excitement. Thomas extended his leg to offer her a better angle, and she mounted it. Her thighs were stretched from how low she had to be for her pussy to reach his shoe, but it was well worth it as pumped her hips, dragging her clit along the friction of his shoelaces.

Amy groaned with pleasure. The position made her joints and muscles ache, and she was sure her sex would be rubbed raw by the time she was done. For now, though, her head swam with pleasure, and her body climbed toward its peak.

Amy panted, and her inner muscled to quivered and twitched. She was getting very close, but she knew Thomas would want her even closer to the edge before she begged him to let her cum. She picked up her pace and grit her teeth against the strain in her muscles.

Amy heard the tinkling of metal, and her eyes darted to Thomas's lap. He had undone his belt and was working on unzipping his fly. Amy watched with hungry eyes as he revealed his cock and stroked it- she was salivating.

“See what you’ve done?” Thomas accused, and a growl tore from his lips as he gripped his shaft. “What are we ever going to do about this?”

Amy knew exactly what she’d like to do.

"Daddy, may I please suck your cock?" she begged, the question coming out in a breathless rush.

"I'd like that very much, sweet girl," Thomas's voice was rough. "But, I wonder if you can even reach it from where you are…"

Amy realized the quandary she was in. She hadn't stopped humping his shoe even as she watched him toy with his cock, and he was right. With her body so low to the ground, and his leg as extended as it was, she was too far away to even hope that her mouth could reach him. Her stomach dropped, but a flicker of hope still lingered.

"If you drew your leg in, I know I could reach your cock, sir," Amy offered and moved her hips faster.

“I’m quite comfortable as I am,” Thomas said, irritation clear in his voice. He ran a long stroke from his base to his tip and let out a low moan. Amy whimpered at the sight of precum gathering at his tip.

“Daddy please…” Amy panted, aching for her own orgasm.

“My poor baby…” Thomas’s voice dripped with manufactured sympathy. “I know how much you want to cum…”

Amy let out a sob and nodded as she ground her pussy harder against his shoe.

"Don't worry, sweetheart," he assured her. "I'll just take care of myself. I see whose pleasure is most important."

The words were laced with acid, and they stung Amy to her core. She squeezed her eyes shut and bid a regretful farewell to the orgasm she’d been so close to. Then, she lifted herself off Thomas's shoe and knelt between his outstretched legs. Her eyes burned with tears, and she affixed them to the floor, ashamed of her selfishness.

"What's the matter, little one?" Thomas prodded. "I thought you were going to cum all over my shoe, just like you begged to do. You don't want that anymore?"

Amy’s pussy screamed an affirmative, but she shook her head from side to side.

"No, sir," her voice was shaky. "I want to suck your cock, please."

“I’m not sure,” Thomas seemed reluctant. “You seemed so desperate to cum earlier… whatever changed your mind?”

“I’m too small to reach your cock and still hump your shoe, sir,” Amy’s ears burned red hot as she spoke through the lump in her throat- she was near tears.

“I suppose you are,” Thomas growled, and Amy whimpered as he pumped his cock faster. “And you thought you could have it both ways by inconveniencing me, didn’t you?”

"Yes sir," guilt settled in her stomach, but she knew Thomas didn't want to hear her apologies.

“You’re a selfish little thing, aren’t you?” Thomas hissed. “Go on, tell me just how selfish you are.”

“I’m a selfish whore, sir,” Amy’s voice broke.

“I know you are,” Thomas’s hand moved faster still, and the muscles of his thighs flexed against the material of his slacks. “I should just get myself off to spite you.”

“Please use my mouth instead, Daddy,” Amy begged, devastated at the thought of losing her orgasm and being denied the taste of his cock.

“Why should I?” Thomas challenged.

“Because I know it will make you feel good, Daddy, and that’s what’s most important,” Amy sputtered.

“More important than your own orgasm?” Thomas pressed.

"Yes, sir," Amy affirmed. "Always."

“Good girl,” Thomas praised her. “Suck.”

Amy sobbed aloud as she all but attacked his cock, taking it into her mouth too fast, and making herself choke. She recovered, though, and took Thomas’s full length into her throat.

“God!” Thomas choked and fisted a hand in her hair.

Amy licked at his balls, and her head swirled as she breathed in his musky scent through her nose. Amy moved her head back up his cock, sucking as she went.

Amy used her own sexual frustration to fuel her as she worked Thomas toward his climax. Her head bobbed fast up and down his cock, and her throat was raw.

“Oh fuck,” Thomas moaned, and his cock flexed.

Amy redoubled her efforts and slid a hand between his legs to fondle his balls.

“Amy!” Thomas’s voice was ragged as he cried out her name, then shot his load deep into her throat. Amy relished each jerk of his cock as he emptied himself into her mouth, and sucked at him until he finished.

Amy sagged against the chair and Thomas’s leg. His cock softened in her mouth, but she still sucked it for her own comfort.

Thomas tilted her head back and allowed his cock to fall free. Then, he hooked his hands under her arms and lifted her off the floor and onto his lap.

Thomas held her close, and Amy curled into him, nuzzling her face into his chest. Her head was still hazy, and she would soon crash from the high she had just experienced.

“Are you okay?” Thomas murmured against her head as he peppered her with gentle kisses. His arms wrapped around her, and she was safe in his embrace.

"I'm okay, Daddy," she nodded and kissed his neck.

“You were such a good girl for me,” Thomas worshipped. “You’re always such a good girl for me.”

Amy hummed and smiled at his praise.

"Thank you, Daddy," Amy purred and nuzzled even closer to him.

They were silent a long while, and Amy relished Thomas’s firm strokes over her aching body. A thought flickered through Amy’s head, and she let out a breathy laugh.

“What’s so funny, little girl?” Thomas asked, his tone amused and curious.

“I’ll have to fix my hair and makeup all over again if we want to look presentable at your dinner,” Amy quipped.

Thomas snorted.

“Nonsense,” he dismissed. “We go as we are or not at all.”

Amy wondered for a moment who would look more of a sight. Her, with her disheveled hair and smeared makeup. Or him, with wrinkled shirt and pants and one shoe drenched in pussy juice- not to mention the smell of sex wafting off them both. She giggled into Thomas's neck, and his arms tightened around her.

“I didn’t want to go to that pretentious dinner anyway,” Thomas whispered into her ear.

“You did this on purpose,” Amy accused.

“Beg pardon?” Thomas countered. “I believe you started this.”

“And I finished it too,” Amy stuck her tongue out.

"Did you really?" Thomas laughed and tickled her sides. "I don't think we're quite finished after all…"

Amy giggled and tried to fend him off, but she was no match for him. It was only when he lowered his face to kiss her that he relented. The kiss was deep but soft, and Amy’s stomach fluttered. 

When Thomas drew back, he looked down at her and stroked his hand over her hair.

“Come on, sweet girl,” he urged her. “Let’s get cleaned up.”

Amy nodded and hopped off his lap. She winced at the residual pain from their play.

“Amy?” Thomas’s eyes shone with worry, and he looked her up and down as if checking for injury.

“Just a little sore,” she offered him a smile. “Be gentle with me in the shower?”

Thomas’s expression relaxed, and he gave her a nod and a smile. He held her hand as they both made the short trip into the bathroom. Amy smiled. She knew that he needed her assurance now just as much as she needed his, and that they would both offer whatever the other needed, every day, for as long as they belonged to one another.


Volume IV

Amy set down her things on the counter and breathed a sigh of relief to be done with the workday and back in the comfort of her own home.  She took out her phone to report to Thomas that she had arrived, but she saw that there was already a message to her from him.

Don’t worry about dinner tonight, it read. As soon as you get home, take a shower and shave your whole routine. Then go into the living room and wait for me on the couch. Don't bother getting dressed. And while you're there, get your pussy ready for me.

The message alone was enough to make her stomach flip with anticipation.

Yes, sir, she replied. I just now walked through the door.

Very good, Thomas’s reply was quick. I suppose you’d better get started then.

Yes, sir, Amy bounced on her toes and smiled to herself as she typed the response.

Good girl, he texted. I’ll see you very, very soon.

Amy surmised that this was the end of their conversation for the time being, and she took a moment to relish the fluttery sensations of eagerness filling up her body. She would have about an hour, give or take, to fulfill what he specified. So, she made her way into the bedroom to strip off her clothes and go to their bathroom.

As Amy went through her routine of showering, shaving, and moisturizing, her thoughts raced with curiosity and excitement for whatever Thomas had planned for their evening. Her pussy twitched from her own subtle touches as she washed and shaved. She shivered as she rubbed lotion into her sensitized skin after drying off- her body knew that it was in for an adventure.

Amy didn’t bother to blow-dry her hair. She knew it would dry over time, and Thomas preferred her natural hair over anything she styled it into. The wet strands were cold against her skin, and a chill rolled down her spine.

Amy started toward her underwear drawer, but remembered that Thomas had asked her to remain undressed. Amy blushed to know she would be displayed for him as soon as he walked through the door. She often knelt for him before he came home, but this seemed different- the casual nature of it made it even more exciting.

Amy hung her towel on the hook inside the bathroom door and made her way back out into the living room. She laid down on the couch, with her head leaned up against one of the armrests and her body stretched out along its length. She allowed one of her legs to remain on the couch, and the other to hang off the side. She was situated so that the first thing Thomas would see upon entering the living room was her hot sex on display for him.

The thought sent an electric thrill through her body.

Now, Amy set about making her pussy ready for her husband- he wanted her already wet and aching for him when he arrived. She could use her fingers, but no toys. That was fine with her. As it was, she knew it wouldn’t take long to get the results he wanted.

Amy sighed and ran her fingers up her sides. The sensation inspired goosebumps to rise along her skin, and she bit her lip. She traced her fingernails over her stomach and the muscles in her low abdomen twitched.

Amy ran her nails over her stomach, her sides, and along the insides of her thighs. The lightness of her touch woke up her body and sent tingles across her skin. She craved more, but Amy made herself wait- her pussy would stark to leak of its own accord soon, without even having to touch it.

After tormenting herself with her nails, Amy changed tack, and ran the flats of her palms over those same areas, still ignoring the parts of her body that most ached for her touch. Her heart pounded harder in her chest. The muscles in her back tightened, and her hips rocked up into the air.

Amy breathed deep and urged herself to stay the course- it would be worth it when the time was right.

Amy waited until she was panting and squirming, then rewarded herself for her efforts. Her hands hovered over her breasts, and she grazed the tip of her fingers over her straining nipples. She gasped at the shock of sensation that shot straight to her sex and made her clit throb. 

Amy’s hands shook as she maintained the soft touch, then finally succumbed to her need. She groaned as she took her breasts in hand and kneaded them, even going as far as to dig her nails into the tender flesh. The spike of pain augmented her pleasure, and she moaned.

It seemed that her pussy was jealous of the attention her breasts were receiving- it ached and throbbed, and she couldn’t have kept her hips still if she wanted to. She resisted the urge to draw her thighs together and rub them against one another- it would offer at least a modicum of relief from the mounting frustration.

Still, she forced her legs to remain open, focusing on her breasts and teasing herself into a fervor. When the first drops of her pleasure leaked out of her needy hole, she knew it was time.

Amy ran the flats of her palms down over her stomach and grazed her nails over her pelvic bones. She bypassed her swollen clit for the time being, and massaged her outer folds. Her fingers lingered there and further encouraged blood to pump up her already swelling pussy lips.

Amy's pussy convulsed as if it knew just how close she was to touching it. She bit her lip as she dipped a finger in between her inner folds and circled her entrance.

She gasped. Just as she knew it would be, the sensation of touching her pussy after teasing herself for so long was incredible. Her pussy was hot and soft and soaked against her fingers- he slid the very tip of her finger inside of it and began to fuck herself.

While it was nowhere near enough to make her cum, it was enough to make her head swim and her body tingle. She rolled her hips against her hand, and her lips parted as she struggled to get enough air in her lungs.

Amy couldn’t ignore her neglected clit any longer- it was swollen and throbbing. Swallowed by her lust, she knew it was high time she gave in to it. She gathered some of her wetness onto her fingers, used her free hand to pull back the hood of her desperate nub, then flicked the pad of her finger over the exposed tissue.

Amy’s body jerked at the contact, and her vision blurred. She stroked again, slower and firmer this time. She let out a long, growling moan, and her hips flexed up. Her sex was almost in complete control of her movements now. All her thoughts were focused between her legs, and she was compelled to follow her animalistic urges.

A tickle in the back of her mind forced her to slow down. She knew she wasn’t allowed to cum, and Thomas would throw his plans for her out the window if she reported that she came without his permission.

Amy gritted her teeth and forced herself to slow down. She took a deep breath and settled on a motion that would keep her aroused without running the risk of giving herself an orgasm. She pressed her fingers into her pussy and then dragged them up over her folds to circle her clit, then went back down.

Amy forced her muscles to relax as she fell into the pattern. Her body still hummed with energy, and her pussy throbbed and ached and demanded more- harder- faster. But she kept herself in check- this was how Thomas wanted her when he stepped through the door. At this point, it was a waiting game.

Amy didn’t have to wait much longer. She heard Thomas's car pull up in the driveway, and her heart jumped into her throat at the sound of the lock turning in the door. Amy's eyes locked onto the entryway of the living room, eager to lay eyes on her husband.

Amy couldn’t help but sigh with relief as Thomas’s tall form came into view. A satisfied smile bloomed over his face, and he crossed his arms to lean against the wall. She could hear from his low hum just how pleased he was with her.

“I see you’ve followed instructions to the letter,” his tone was conversational. “That’s my very good girl.”

Amy smiled and her body glowed.

“Thank you, Daddy,” Amy managed, her voice a breathless whimper.

Thomas chuckled and pushed himself off the wall.

"Oh," he cooed, and stood at the end of the couch where her head rested. "Is my little girl all worked up and horny for me?"

"Yes, sir," Amy nodded.

Thomas hummed, and he bent down over her. His lips met hers in a gentle kiss. Amy moaned into his mouth, and she moved her hand faster over her pussy.

Thomas’s hands caressed her breasts, and Amy arched up into his touch. He hummed his approval into her mouth and tweaked her nipples. Pain jolted through Amy's body, and she pumped her hand faster still.

Thomas released her tits with a last soft squeeze, and his gaze trailed down the length of the couch to where her legs were spread.

“Let’s look at what we have here,” Thomas mused. “Stop touching. Hands above your head.”

Amy obeyed, taking her hands away from her wetness to grip the armrest over her head.

Amy watched Thomas with mounting anticipation. He placed a hand on each of her thighs and leaned his face in close to her pussy. His breath ghosted over her wetness, and her inner muscles contracted.

"Well, you certainly are ready for me, aren't you?" Thomas raised an eyebrow at her, and she blushed.

“I’m always ready for you, Daddy,” Amy offered.

"That was very sweet," Thomas smiled.

Thomas moved to stand, and Amy held back a whine of disappointment that he hadn’t touched her pussy.

“Stand up,” Thomas instructed her. “Follow me.”

Amy complied without words. She followed Thomas to the table where they took their meals. Her body still hummed with desire, but she was curious as to where this was going. Thomas pulled out the chair at her usual place and turned it to the side.

“Sit,” he said.

Amy hesitated. The chair was wooden, and she knew that she would soon be sitting in a puddle of her own juices. She looked up at Thomas, her confusion evident on her face.

“Don’t make me repeat myself,” Thomas said. His voice was stern, but it didn’t hold the bite of anger.

Amy was suspicious, but took her seat. She made to push the chair in, but Thomas held it still.

“I’d like it here for now,” he offered by way of explanation, and Amy nodded her understanding.

Amy fidgeted in the chair as another tingle of desire shot through her core from being nude in such an unorthodox area of their home.

Thomas looked her over, a small frown on his face. Amy’s stomach tightened, unsure if she did something wrong.

“Almost,” he said. “Spread your legs for me.”

Amy did so, embarrassed. At this angle, and this far from the table, her legs weren’t hidden under the tabletop- she was vulnerable.

“Stay right there,” Thomas instructed. “And you can go ahead and touch yourself for me. I think you’ve had enough of a break. I wouldn’t want you to get bored while I’m away.”

“Thank you, Daddy,” Amy’s hands darted between her legs to return attention to her pussy.

A part of Amy was grateful to be able to pleasure herself- another part of her, though, found it nothing short of torturous. She was at the point where touching for even a short amount of time drove her very close to the edge. She was tempted to give in, and teeter over the edge into a blissful orgasm, regardless of the consequences.  

Thomas wasn't gone long, but even in that time, Amy had returned to a state of desperate arousal. She panted as she drove two fingers deep into her pussy with one hand and rubbed her clit with the other.

“Stop touching,” Thomas bade as he reentered, and Amy released a huff that was a mixture of exasperation and relief as she put her hands on the tops of her thighs.

Thomas seemed amused, and he chuckled before stroking his hand over her hair. The touch soothed her, and Amy sighed, releasing some of the tension in her shoulders.

“Hands behind your back,” Thomas ordered.

Amy moved clasped her hands behind the back of the chair. Thomas’s hands brushed her skin, and her throat closed as rope wound around her wrists. Thomas tied off the ends of the rope and checked their tightness, making sure she would be immobile, but wouldn’t lose circulation.

Thomas stayed behind her, and her desire flared as he robbed her vision with a blindfold. Thomas shushed her as he tied the ends together behind her head. Amy’s heart pounded in her chest, and she put up a short, obligatory struggle against the ties at her wrists.

Thomas kissed the top of her forehead, and she calmed. She heard him move around from his place behind her. Amy strained her ears, and from the sounds she heard, she surmised that Thomas had pulled out one of the other chairs from the table to place it in front of hers.

As she was trying to piece all this together, the sound of the doorbell made her jump. Her blood ran cold, and her jaw flexed as real anxiety and fear replaced the sexual excitement of moments before. Her head snapped toward the door, and she snapped her legs shut.

“Be still,” Thomas scolded her. “Open your legs right now.”

Amy complied, but whimpered her reluctance.

“Relax, sweet girl,” Thomas’s voice softened, and he took her face between his hands. “I have everything under control. You don’t have to be scared. Trust me.”

Amy nodded and took a deep breath to steady herself. Her pang of fear subsided, and she nuzzled her face into Thomas's hands- she knew Thomas would never do anything to betray her trust.

“That’s my girl,” Thomas murmured, and Amy pressed a kiss against her forehead. “I’ll be back shortly.”

Amy nodded and waited. She listened as best she could, and perceived Thomas's tone and the unfamiliar voice of a stranger. Now that she had Thomas's assurances, she allowed her curiosity and excitement to resurface.

The transaction was brief, and Amy heard the front door shut. The rustle of plastic bags accompanied Thomas’s, and he set whatever it was down on the table.

Amy heard the metallic clatter of utensils as Thomas opened a drawer in the kitchen, and her imagination ran wild. She was ever aware of her immodest position, but she was having trouble connecting the dots between their play and the kitchenware.

Amy heard Thomas set down what must have been a couple of forks or spoons on the table, and she listened to the shifting of his clothes as he settled into the chair he had pulled out.

The bags rustled again, and she heard what sounded like a Styrofoam box being opened. Amy’s attention was diverted by the smell of garlic and tomatoes wafting into her nostrils. She couldn’t help but smile and wiggle with excitement. She knew this was spaghetti- her favorite food.

“Thank you, Daddy, thank you,” Amy gushed, taken over with happiness at his surprise.

Thomas laughed at her.

“How do you know it’s for you?” Thomas teased her, his voice holding no malice.

“Because it’s my favorite,” Amy reasoned. She was sure she sounded like a child, but she didn’t care.

"You make a good point," Thomas conceded. “Open your mouth.”

Amy was confused by the unexpected request. She cocked her head at him, and her brows furrowed in confusion over the blindfold.

“I know you heard me,” Thomas’s voice lowered.

Still puzzled, Amy parted her lips.

“Wider,” Thomas insisted.

Amy dropped her jaw, and tension crept up her spine. She jumped as something brushed her lips, but it didn't take her long to recognize the texture of spaghetti noodles. She let out a squeak and reached forward to take the bite.  

“No,” Thomas scolded, and he must have taken the food away from her mouth. “We’re taking this slowly, and on my terms. You wait on my command to open, you wait on my command to close, you wait on my command to chew, and you wait on my command to swallow. Is that clear?”

Amy nodded as a pool of lust gathered low in her stomach- the sound of him giving her instructions this way never failed to turn her on.

“Answer me,” Thomas ordered. “Is that clear?”

"Yes, sir," Amy breathed, and waited for his next instruction.

“Very good,” he said, his tone relaxed. “Let’s try this again. Open.”

Amy opened her mouth. Thomas once again place the bite of spaghetti at her lips, and then further into her mouth- the coolness of the fork rested against her lower lip.

“Close,” Thomas bid her, and she did. The fork scraped against her teeth as he withdrew it.

“Chew,” he said, and Amy chewed the delicious bite she had been given.

"Swallow," Thomas bid, and she did. A prolonged moment of tension passed between them.

“Aren’t you forgetting something?” Thomas prodded her.

“Thank you, Daddy,” Amy uttered, and Thomas hummed.

“That’s better,” Thomas approved. “I think you’ve earned a bit of a reward.”

Amy cocked her head at his words, but her unasked question was answered as his fingertips stroked her soaked folds. Her head spun, and she released a hard gasp- her hips flexed into his hand.

Thomas’s fingertips grazed her clit, and she whimpered. Her mind spun with confusion, and she was intoxicated by the pleasure between her legs. When he relented, she sobbed her disappointment. 

“Open,” was Thomas’s response to her desperate noises.

Amy let out a soft sniffle, but she followed his direction.

Again, Thomas guided her through the process of taking the bite of spaghetti he offered her, closing her mouth, then chewing and swallowing it. Amy's body pulsed with energy, and she worked hard to keep herself on task.

Thomas talked her through several small bites. As focused as she was on fulfilling Thomas's commands, she tried to take time to savor the food he was giving her. She enjoyed the spaghetti, but her pussy throbbed, and she yearned for him to touch her again.

Thomas massaged the insides of her thighs, and her heart lurched into her throat.

“You’re being such a good girl for me,” he praised her in a whisper as he smoothed his hands along her legs.

Amy panted as they moved higher and higher, and her brain turned to mush as his thumbs traced her outer folds.

“Tell me you’re my good girl,” Thomas whispered, and Amy could hear the darkness beginning to overtake his tone.

“I’m your good girl, Daddy,” Amy rushed, eager to comply.

"Yes, you certainly are," Thomas affirmed and sunk one of his fingers into her.

Amy groaned and rolled her hips against his hand.

“Not so fast, sweet girl,” Thomas admonished her. “We’re taking this at my pace, remember?”

“Yes sir,” Amy nodded and forced her body to stay still as Thomas manipulated her sex.

Amy's head fell back against the chair, and she tried to regulate her breathing, but she could never quite get used to his touch. He knew just how to play with her to keep her shaking and desperate.

He withdrew his hand, and Amy released a shuddering breath.

“Open,” he said.

Amy steeled herself, lifted her head, and opened her mouth.

This pattern continued for what seemed like hours to Amy. She would take several bites of the spaghetti that Thomas, and then he would torment her aching pussy. Sometimes she took several bites before he teased her, and sometimes he played with her between each bite. It was impossible to tell when his fingers would enter her, or when he would circle her clit.

“Last bite,” Thomas said. “Open.”

Amy released a sigh as she opened her mouth to take the food. She was relieved that the torment would be over, but she knew that this may be the end of their play session as well. Either way, she knew she had to obey him or face unknown consequences. Without protest, she opened her mouth and dropped her jaw.

Amy was surprised as warm skin brushed against her lips. At this point, she was accustomed to the taste and texture of spaghetti against her lips, but this was something else.

As it inched further into her mouth, though, she had no doubt of what it was.

“Close,” Thomas spoke, and Amy heard the huskiness in his voice.

Amy closed her mouth and wrapped her lips around what she now knew to be Thomas’s cock. At the taste of her Daddy’s cock, she couldn’t help but moan.

“Suck it,” Thomas hissed.

Amy complied. She moved her head forward to take in as much as she could from her angle, wrapped her lips tight around his shaft. Amy’s pussy wept, aching for his hardness.

“Stop,” Thomas barked after a few moments of her ministrations.

Thomas withdrew his cock from her mouth, and Amy’s breath came in harsh pants. Thomas seized her wrists, and her shoulders screamed in protest as he used her arms as leverage to wrench her up and out of the chair.

Thomas released her wrists to fist a hand in her hair, and she let out a yelp as he dragged her off to who-knew-where. When they arrived, Thomas shoved her down onto her knees, and Amy winced at the hard impact.

“Thank me for feeding you, slut,” Thomas commanded, and Amy’s stomach twisted.

"Thank you for feeding me, Daddy," Amy’s reply was instantaneous. Her heart raced, and her body throbbed with need.

“You’re very welcome,” Thomas purred, the heat of his body radiating close to hers.

Amy heard a metallic clinking sound, and Thomas pushed her forward. Amy gasped as her breasts touched a cold surface- the glass top of their coffee table. 

Thomas’s hand teased between her legs. He ran his fingertips up and down her dripping, swollen slit, and she sobbed her desperation.

“You’ve been wet for me since I got home, little one,” he said. Amy couldn’t tell if it was a reproach or praise.

"Yes, sir," she managed.

“That makes my cock…” Thomas started and trailed off. “Very, very hard…”

As he spoke, his cock teased at her tight entrance. She whimpered and made to arch her hips back and take him inside of her, but he held her hips between his hands and kept her still. His tip grazed up and down over her clit, and Amy moaned.

“Do you want to feel my cock inside your wet little pussy?” Thomas goaded her through his teeth. His grip tightened on her hips, and she knew he was working hard to keep himself from plowing into her.

"Yes, Daddy, please!" Amy begged him. "I want you to fuck your little slut, please, sir."

Amy wasn’t sure how many of her words were intelligible- all she could think about was his cock rubbing against her wetness. Thomas let out a low growl, but otherwise made no change in his slow, torturous movements.

"Daddy, please…" Amy simpered, her voice wavering. "I need you…"

Thomas let out a sigh. For a moment, he stopped his teasing, and his hands relented from their harsh grip.

“That’s my sweet Amy…” his voice was almost too soft to hear.

Then, he dug his fingers into her hips and plunged his cock inside of her.

Amy screamed and dug her fingernails into her palms as Thomas fucked her hard and fast from behind. He planted one hand at the small of her back and the other at the nape of her neck. He jerked her head back by her hair, and she let out a cry of shock and pain as he bit down on her ear.

“You’re mine,” Thomas growled, and Amy could have melted on the spot. “And I’m going to cum inside you.”

Thomas’s words were raspy and harsh, and he released her hair to regain his grip on her hips. She heard him growl and hiss through his teeth as he pumped harder into her. Amy was powerless even to move, and she was too overcome with her own pleasure to try and resist.

Thomas gave several abrupt thrusts, and liquid heat filled Amy as his cock jerked inside her. Her lover released a contented sigh as his body curled around her. 

Thomas’s hands fiddled with the ties of the blindfold, and soon it was removed from her. The first thing she saw upon blinking her eyes open was Thomas’s face.

"Hey there," he soothed, and cupped her cheek in his palm.

“Hey,” she gave him a small smile.

“How’s my girl?” he asked, and his eyes darted up and down over her body.

“I’m okay,” Amy said, and it was the most honest answer she could offer. Her muscles ached, and her denied pussy still throbbed with need.

"Hm," Thomas didn't seem satisfied with her answer. His hands worked at the rope around her wrists, and soon, they were free. Thomas slid his hands under her arms and leaned her back against his chest.

“You were so good for me today,” Thomas kissed the back of her neck and ran his hands up and down her arms. “You just let Daddy take care of you now, okay?”

Amy nodded, and Thomas pulled her tight against his chest. Amy released a relaxed sigh- he knew he would follow through with his promise to take care of her.

He always did.

Volume V

Amy came through the door of the house and put her bag down on the counter with a huff. She withdrew her phone from within it and typed out her message to Thomas.

I’ve made it home, sir, she typed and sent the message.

She didn't receive a reply, and she figured Thomas was busy at work. He had been delayed in his responses all day, which she understood. She couldn't very well expect him to drop what he was doing at work just to text her, and she had her own work to do as well.

On days like this one, though, she would have been grateful for the distraction. People in the office had been short with her all day. It was through no fault of her own- she had more paperwork to get through than usual, as did everyone else, and when she couldn't take care of her coworkers' specific need at the drop of a hat, they became irritable. By the end of the day, everyone was at their wit's end, and nobody seemed to be on good terms with anyone else.

Amy tried to pass all this off as just one of those days. She reminded herself that this happened on occasion, and everything would level out tomorrow.

Still, though, Amy’s feelings were frayed, and her nerves were on edge. She wanted little more than to collapse onto the couch and watch television or bury herself under the covers in bed and browse through her phone.

She knew, though, that their dinner wouldn’t cook itself, and she didn’t want to go hungry. Moreover, she didn’t want Thomas to go hungry.

Amy set the oven to preheat while she changed out of her work clothes and into a pair of yoga pants and a tank top. Then, she returned to the kitchen and settled into the routine activity of making their dinner.

Amy was pulling the chicken out of the oven when Thomas got home. She heard him set down his things, and she gave him a smile as he came into the kitchen.

"Hi there, sweetheart," he said and leaned down to give her a kiss on the head. "Thank you for letting me know you got home. I'm sorry I've been unresponsive today."

“That’s okay, Daddy," Amy assured, and went about the business of plating their dinner.

Amy made them baked chicken breasts and rice with steamed green beans. She said nothing as she arranged the food- it was simple, but they both liked it well enough. When each plate was made up, Amy took up them in hand and took them to the table.

Amy waited for Thomas to pull out her chair, but he was not beside her.  She frowned and looked over to see him still leaning against the counter, his arms crossed over his chest.

“Is everything alright, sir?” Amy asked. She looked down at the plates of food. Everything there seemed to be in order- they each had a glass of water set at their plates as well. As far as preparation was concerned, she was sure she hadn’t missed anything.

“No,” he answered her, his tone clipped. “It isn’t.”

Amy’s stomach fell.

“Did I do something wrong?” Amy asked. She couldn’t think of anything she had forgotten, but it was always more than possible. “I can fix it, Daddy, I promise.”

“I want you to go into the bedroom and take off your clothes,” Thomas instructed, without answering her question. “And I want you to put your large plug in. You may use lubrication.”

Amy's throat tightened. She knew his tone brooked no room for argument, but she looked to the table and at the food that was already beginning to get cold.

“I’ll take care of the food,” Thomas said. “Now go. I want the plug inside of you by the time I get in there. And once it's inside, you will bow down on the floor at the foot of the bed and wait for further instruction. Is that understood?”

“Yes sir,” Amy answered, but tears formed in her eyes.

“Good girl,” Thomas gave her a nod. “Go.”

Amy left for the bedroom, sick to her stomach. She had no idea if she was somehow in the wrong, as Thomas had offered no explanation to her. It wasn’t her place to ask- it would add to whatever punishment she had earned.

Amy stripped as soon as she set foot in the bedroom and put the clothes back where they belonged. She turned with dull dread toward the drawer where they kept their toys.

Amy took out the set of plugs she knew Thomas was referring to, a set of three stainless steel plugs- small, medium, and large. Amy shook just looking at the large one. She always had trouble putting it inside of her, even more so on her own. 

Amy gulped as she removed the plug from its case. The metal was cold in her hand, and it would be cold inside her until the heat of her body warmed it.

Amy turned her attention to their collection of lubricants, and opted to use coconut oil- it would be less messy than liquid oil. She unscrewed the lid of the container and scooped out some of the oil, then coated the plug with it.

Amy took a deep breath and bent over the edge of the bed to expose her tiny hole- this position was somewhat more accessible than others she had tried. It was still challenging, but she would take any advantage she could get.

She steeled her resolve and screwed her eyes shut as she moved her hand behind her to place the tip of the plug at her ass. She pressed the tip in until it stretched her, and then relented. She took another breath and then pressed in again, further this time.

Amy hissed and her ass throbbed. Her pussy was twitched to life in response to the pain of this intrusion. She relented and gave herself a short break before pressing in again. Her muscles were stretching out through this process, but that did nothing to assuage the pain of the widening plug. She would have allowed herself more time to warm her ass up for the large plug, but she knew Thomas could come in any moment, and she didn’t want to anger him by not being ready.

Amy whimpered as she pressed harder, and her anus burned. Her legs shook, and she leaned harder into the bed. Her thoughts raced, and her brain fired off alarms in response to the pain, urging her to stop. Her hand was unsteady at the base of the plug.

All her logic started to melt away, and she became little more than a ball of sensation. She was intent on coping with the pain, even as her mind resisted. She couldn’t form a rational thought. She clung to one thing- she had to obey Thomas.

Amy let the plug slip out, with the knowledge that her next plunge would have to finish the job. She forced herself to relax her muscles and breathe, though her heart beat hard and fast in her chest, and her mind screamed at her.

Amy took a deep breath in, and as she breathed out, she pressed the plug inside of her. She kept a moderate pace but didn't let up. Amy gasped and hissed as the plug widened inside her. Her chest heaved with ragged breaths, and tears burned in her eyes.

Amy's hand shook, and she pleaded with herself to let the plug back out, but she was firm in her resolve. She pushed forward and bit down on her lip. Amy gasped in surprise and relief as her muscles sucked in the rest of the plug as it narrowed out before it reached the base.

The base of this plug, though, was still wider than the others, and it stretched her, not offering the relief of a narrower stem. She knew that this one would fill and stretch her the whole time it was inside- she didn’t even want to think about how it would feel coming out.

Amy sank to her knees by the side of the bed. Her body still shook, and she was very well aware of how much her pussy had started to swell and drip. Her thighs were already coated in a sheen of her wetness.

It was all Amy could do to crawl to the foot of the bed. She knelt and then curled her body down over her the tops of her thighs. She stretched out her arms over her head and pressed her forehead to the floor.

Amy breathed a sigh of relief and closed her eyes- she was ready for Thomas.

Amy’s timing couldn’t have been better. No sooner had she settled into her position, the door opened. Amy stayed motionless, doing her best to ignore the way her stomach twisted as she waited for him to address her.

“Very good,” Thomas said, and Amy relaxed. “Stand.”

Amy obeyed, wincing at how her motions jostled the plug inside of her. When she was on her feet, she straightened up and kept her eyes fixed on the floor.

“Turn around,” Thomas ordered. “Bend over the bed.”

Amy complied, and dread pooled in her stomach. She knew Thomas would tell her what her infraction was before he punished her. He always did, and at least then, her mind had something to latch on to. Now, all she could think about was her apprehension and the pain of the plug inside her. She knew better than to speak, though, and she waited as her emotions roiled inside of her.

“Hands behind your back,” Thomas spoke. “Arms parallel.”

Amy supported her weight with her torso, and her breasts pressed into the mattress. She lined up her forearms and wrapped her hands around her elbows. Amy saw Thomas move over to where he kept his bondage equipment and watched him withdraw a coil of red rope- it was one of his favorites.

Thomas moved out of her line of sight to stand behind her. Fear burned inside her chest as his hands wound the rope around her arms- if he had to secure her for whatever he had planned, she was in for a hard time.

Thomas's hands left her. Amy made no move to test her bonds- she didn't want to give him the idea that she was resisting him, determined to take this well.

Thomas moved from behind her to remove his clothes. He went through the motions, and soon he was clad only in his black boxer-briefs. Amy regarded him, and the sight of his muscular form reminded her of how much damage he could do to her. Fear dried her throat.

Amy’s anxiety mounted as he moved to where he kept his collection of striking implements- time dragged on as he perused them, then selected a thick, leather paddle.

Amy almost broke at the mere sight of it. Under normal circumstances, that paddle wasn’t too much to take. It had a nice, stingy bite and a hard thud. Depending on how Thomas struck her, it could reduce her to tears, or leave her moaning in deep, trance-like arousal.

With the plug inside her, though, things were different. She knew that each time the paddle landed, it would force the plug deeper inside her. The plug was already a lot to handle on its own- even the slightest movement tugged at her sensitive ring of muscle and sent pain coursing through her. Her body trembled and tears rolled down her face.

Amy longed for Thomas to tell her what she had done wrong. She thought through her whole day and tried to pinpoint every interaction they’d had. She was positive that she’d used proper protocol each time she texted him. She had reported her lunch and her arrival at home. What could she have missed? And did it warrant a punishment of this severity?

Amy was broken out of her thoughts as the cool leather of the paddle rubbed over her ass. Her muscles tightened, and her mind screamed at her to try and escape, adrenaline pumping fast through her blood.

“Are you ready, little one?” Thomas asked, and drew the paddle back.

"Daddy, may I ask you a question?" Amy rushed, her voice breaking.

“You may,” he allowed.

“Will you please tell me my infraction, sir?” she sniffled, trying to keep her voice even.

Thomas didn’t answer her for a moment, and Amy held her breath.

“There was no infraction…” confusion laced his voice. “This isn’t a punishment.”

Amy’s whirling thoughts came to a sudden halt, and relief flooded her body. Her pent-up tension fled from her, and her weight sagged against the bed. She buried her face in the covers and tried to stifle her noises as all her emotions overcame her, and sobs wracked her body.

“Amy!” Thomas’s voice rung with alarm.

Thomas’s weight dipped the bed, and Amy tried to turn her face from him, but he exhibited no tolerance for it, and lifted her head in his hands and turned her face back toward him. Amy blinked up at him and managed a sniffle and a mewling sound from the back of her throat.

“God, my poor sweet girl…” Thomas’s brow furrowed as he chased at her tears with his thumbs. “Is that what you thought?”

Amy nodded and nuzzled Thomas’s hands- his gentle touches and the sound of his voice calmed her.

“I’m so sorry,” Thomas placed soft kisses all over her face as he whispered his apology. “You haven’t done a single thing wrong. Hush now, please don’t cry. I’m sorry, Daddy’s sorry…”

Amy blinked out a few more tears, but she was done crying. Her breathing went back to normal, and she sighed as Thomas placed a kiss on her lips. His eyes showed his concern as he looked her face over. Amy offered him a tiny smile, and he returned it.

“I wouldn’t have left you alone for so long if I’d known you thought this was a punishment,” Amy could hear the guilt in Thomas’s voice. If Amy’s arms weren’t tied up, she would have reached up to stroke his face.

"I'm okay, Daddy," she assured him. "I promise. I was just confused."

“I should have been more clear,” Thomas insisted, but his expression relaxed. “I’m glad you’re alright now.”

Amy smiled at him and hummed as he massaged her neck, getting rid of the remnants of her tension. 

"Well, if I'm not being punished," Amy spoke, her voice still rough from her crying. "What was so urgent that we had to forgo dinner?"

Thomas laughed and pressed a kiss to her forehead before he answered.

“You seemed distant,” he explained, and Amy’s heart broke to hear a hint of vulnerability in his voice. “And I knew I wasn’t going to be able to eat in peace with so much space between us. We needed to reconnect. I couldn’t wait.”

Amy’s stomach dropped with guilt. She wished she had talked with him more when he came home. Had she even asked him how his day was? Her mood once again darkened.

“I’m sorry I made you feel that way,” Amy apologized.

“No, no,” Thomas shook his head. “You have nothing to be sorry for. I didn’t get to talk to you as much as I liked through the day- just overloaded at work. And you seemed so quiet when I got home…”

Amy’s eyes once again filled with tears, and Thomas shushed her. He moved closer to her on the bed and drew her to his chest. Amy was reminded of the plug buried deep in her ass, and she winced as it was disturbed.

"You didn't have a good day at work," Thomas said. It wasn't a question. Amy nodded into his chest, and Thomas sighed and kissed the top of her head.

“I’m so fucking stupid,” Thomas shook his head. “My poor baby, you’ve just been all the way through it today, haven’t you?”

Amy laughed- he was right.

"Why don't we get you untied and take the plug out?" Thomas stroked her hair.

Amy made to nod but hesitated. Now that she knew she wasn’t being punished, arousal coursed through her body. The pain from the plug augmented the throbbing ache in her pussy. And the helplessness of being tied up made the scenario even more exciting. And Thomas was right- she needed to reconnect as much as he did.

Amy turned her head to look up at Thomas and hoped her eyes would convey her meaning. Thomas frowned for a moment in confusion, but it wasn’t long before realization dawned in his eyes.

“You want to keep going, don’t you?” Thomas prodded.

"Yes, sir," Amy’s voice was meek. “I want you to keep going.”

Thomas hummed low in approval.

"Very good," he said and pulled away from her. He situated her so that she was once again on her stomach with her head turned to the side.

Amy straightened her legs to stand, then bent at the waist with her ass and pussy exposed.

"Now…" Thomas spoke, and Amy shuddered as the leather of the paddle smoothed over her ass. "Where were we?"

Amy’s heart beat fast with excitement. She knew it would hurt, but she craved it, and Thomas knew that.

“We’ll start with ten,” he explained. “Count them.”

“Yes sir,” Amy breathed. She dug her fingernails into her elbows as she anticipated the first blow.

Amy heard the swish of the air just before the paddle crashed into her ass. She cried out as the impact made her body lurch forward and forced the plug deeper into her. Thomas kept the leather pressed against her for a second before he withdrew.

“One, sir,” Amy counted.

“Good girl,” Thomas growled the praise, and Amy’s body shuddered at the rawness of his voice.

A second stroke landed, hard- even harder than the first one.

“Two, sir,” Amy gasped and panted. Her ass ached, and her swollen clit and pussy were not spared from the impact.

They continued in that manner. Thomas varied the intensity of each stroke, and in the time between each one. Amy kept count out loud, sometimes moaning the number and sometimes grinding it out through her teeth. The tenth stroke landed on her ass, and as usual, her body crashed forward into the bed in front of her.

“Ten, sir,” she said with a sigh.

“Very good, little slut,” Thomas praised her, a sadistic edge in his voice. “You didn’t fuck up.”

Amy's stomach flipped at his rough words, and her face flushed- a tingle coursed through her body from the chemical mix of her pleasure and pain.

Thomas set the paddle down on the bed where Amy could see it, and she blushed to see wetness coating the leather.

Amy’s attention was diverted from the paddle as Thomas rubbed his palms over her ass. She winced and hissed- her skin was tender, and she knew it must be a bright shade of red. Thomas dug his nails into the flesh, and Amy whimpered. She tried to move away, but her efforts were met with a hard slap on her engorged pussy lips.

“Don’t fuss, whore,” Thomas reprimanded her. “We both know this is getting you off. Well, not literally, but you get the point. How long has it even been since you’ve cum?”

“Sixty-seven days, sir,” Amy answered. She always knew. She had a suspicion that Thomas knew too, but he liked to hear her say it.

Thomas hummed his approval. His finger brushed her slit, and she moaned as he pressed it into her. He fucked her with his finger, and Amy’s body flooded with a mix of sensations.

The motion of Thomas’s finger inside of her moved the plug and sent shocks of pain through her sensitive ass, and the walls of her pussy clamped around his digit. Thomas slid a second finger inside of her, and her inner walls convulsed around them. She moaned at the sensation and rocked her hips back and forth. Her mind was slipping away, and she could only focus on the need swelling inside of her. 

While Amy was experiencing intense pleasure from his fingers inside her, she couldn’t forget her aching clit. She yearned for Thomas to brush the pad of his thumb over the swollen button. She ached for him to rub little circles over it- she was dripping wet, so it would be slippery smooth and blissful.

Amy groaned just from the thought, but Thomas did not touch her there, and her clit throbbed with a dull ache.

Thomas pumped his fingers inside her, and his other hand tapped the base of the metallic plug. Amy's throat tightened, and her stomach twisted. 

“I’m very proud of you for getting this inside so quickly,” Thomas praised her. “Especially all by yourself.”

Amy blushed and squirmed as a wave of pleasure overcame her.

“Thank you, Daddy,” Amy breathed out. Her entire existence was centered around him and what he was doing to her body.

“I know this plug is very intense for you,” Thomas’s voice regained its acidic tone. “I love what I can do to you with it…”

As Thomas spoke, he tugged on the plug, and Amy let out a desperate, high pitched cry as the plug pressed against her anus from the inside. The sensation was intense and painful, and Amy’s muscles tensed hard as she began to shake. Thomas relented, allowing the plug to settle back the way it was. Amy’s body collapsed, and she drew in ragged, fast breaths.

Again, Thomas tugged at the plug, and Amy released an unintelligible string of pleas for him to stop. She knew that it was futile, but she could no longer fight against it- the pain was too much.

Thomas let the plug go, and Amy sobbed into the mattress. He withdrew his fingers from inside of her, and she whimpered. Thomas did continue, though, to tease along the line of her slit, and excitement rose inside her as he neared her clit. His finger grazed over the tiny nub, but only once, before his hand left her.

Amy let out a frustrated sob, and for the first time, began to pull at her bonds. She stilled as Thomas’s hand returned to the plug.

“I think it’s in your best interest to behave,” Thomas warned her and gave the plug a gentle pull. “Though I’m not sure how much of a difference it will really make…”

Thomas pulled hard against the plug, and Amy screamed as her ass was stretched.

“Daddy!” Amy cried out in a sob, unable to keep silent.

"Shut up," Thomas spat at her. Amy saw him take up the paddle, and she tried to shrink away from him.

"Don't bother counting," Thomas said and began to whale into her ass.

Amy sobbed, gasped, and pleaded as blow after blow rained down on her sore ass. His strokes were fast and hard, and she doubted whether she could have kept up or kept count of them even if she tried.

As he went on, Amy faded from frantic crying and begging into silence. Her mind was somewhere else. Her body acknowledged each blow, but the impact was no longer just painful- each stroke enhanced her pleasure and sent a hot wave of desire through her whole body. Her nerve endings were electric- even the softness of the blankets on the bed drove her deeper into her trance-like state.

Even when the paddling stopped, Amy was lost in her headspace. Thomas took her by the hips and flipped her over so that her arms were pinned between her back and the bed.

Thomas spread her legs wide, and she moaned as he ran his hands up and down the insides of her thighs. They were soaked from her pussy juices, and his palms slid over the skin.

“You’re a mess,” Thomas scolded her. “You’re such a hopeless slut for me.”

Amy somehow managed to nod and moan. Thomas’s hands moved from her thighs to grip her hips, and she flexed them upward.

“Be still,” Thomas admonished.

“Yes sir,” Amy breathed, floating on air.

When Thomas’s lips closed around her clit, the sensation blended with the constant flow of pleasure already streaming through her body. As he went on, her pleasure spiked- her blood pumped through her body as her muscles twitched and quickened. 

Amy neared her climax, and her body radiated energy. Each moment that Thomas spent sucking and licking her clit brought her nearer to her climax, and in her state of arousal, a ray of hope shone through her lust.

"Daddy, may I please cum?" Amy asked, and her stomach fluttered with optimism.

Thomas withdrew to look up at her. Even without direct stimulation, Amy floated on the edge. He seemed to consider her question, and she waited on a razor’s edge for his response.

“You may, sweet girl,” he responded. “Whenever you can.”

“Thank you, Daddy, thank you!” Amy gushed out. It had been so long since she had been allowed to cum, and she was eager to find her release.

“Of course, my angel,” Thomas soothed.

Amy expected his mouth to return to her clit, but his fingers pressed into her pussy instead. She gasped as he curled his fingers up against her g-spot. Amy let out a high moan and flexed the muscles in her thighs in preparation for her climax.

Amy was sure it was about to break over her at any moment. Thomas, however, seemed intent to keep her on the edge. He stopped brushing her g-spot and moved his fingers in and out of her in a slow fuck.

The urgency of Amy's orgasm receded, and only then did Thomas return to stimulating her sensitive gland. Her muscles tightened as she reached the edge even faster, and Thomas slowed again. This process repeated several times, and Amy gasped as she thought she was falling over the edge, but Thomas removed his fingers from her altogether. Her breathing was ragged as her orgasm slipped away again.

Thomas’s fingers teased along her outer folds, and even that sensation was proving to be enough to set Amy on the edge. Still, every time she got close, he backed off. Amy's body shook hard, and a layer of sweat shone along her skin.

“Daddy, I thought you were going to let me cum…” Amy despaired, and her head fell back against the bed.

“You certainly may cum,” he affirmed. “Whenever you can.”

Amy was confused but hopeful. Thomas's fingers tugged at the base of her plug and she moaned. He set up a rhythm, pulling it out and then pressing it back in, fucking her with it.

Amy alternated between gasping for air and holding her breath. The pain and pleasure combined into an exquisite sensation. Every muscle in her body was primed for an orgasm. She had never been so close, and Thomas was only playing with her ass.

Thomas pulled more and more of the plug out with each thrust, and soon even the widest parts were passing through her sensitive hole. The pleasure and pain were both intense, and Amy was shocked that she reached the edge more than once, only for Thomas to slow down and back her off it.

"Daddy, please…" Amy begged as tears of longing trickled down her face. "I need to cum will you please make me cum?"

“You may cum, sweetheart,” Thomas said again. “Whenever you can.”

Thomas toyed with the plug again, and Amy hissed. Her muscles quickened, and her pussy twitched. This was it. She was going to cum just from Thomas playing with the plug in her ass.

The widest point of the plug stretched her, and the pain put her at the precipice of climax. Amy knew that the next time Thomas pressed the plug into her, she would fall into a shattering orgasm.

Only there was no next time. Thomas pulled the plug all the way out, and Amy opened her mouth in a silent scream as she came so close to her first orgasm in sixty-seven days… only to fall back off the edge.

Amy’s mind swirled, and she was crushed by the weight of persistent denial. With this disappointment came the realization of the hidden implication in Thomas’s words.

He had said she may cum. Whenever she could.

If she could.

And she couldn’t.

Amy cried at her failure. Thomas laughed, and laid down beside her on the bed.

“I know you tried very hard,” Thomas soothed. “I guess you just don’t want it badly enough yet.”

Amy cried harder. They both knew just how she craved her release after being so long denied. The proof of it was running down her legs.

“Oh well,” he sighed. “You’ll just have to try harder next time… whenever that is.”

Amy sobbed. She did not miss the implication of those words at all.
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