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Chapter One

Amy’s breathing was shallow, and anticipation was beginning to unfurl 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. And apparently, he had decided to start their day by tying her ankles and wrists to the headboard and footboard, forcing her into a spread- eagle position on the bed and unable to move.

In addition to being restrained, a blindfold was securely fastened over her eyes, effectively robbing her of sight.

Amy squirmed around a little and tested her bonds. They were quite 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 bit of a heavy sleeper.

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

“Good morning, Daddy,” Amy responded politely. Her body seemed to recognize his presence, and she felt like every one of her muscles was humming to life.

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

“No sir,” Amy shook her head. She could feel Thomas’s hand inching closer to her sex, and the warmth that had been slowly building since she discovered she was tied suddenly 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 very softly, but effectively working her into a frenzy. His fingertips slid just inside of her, only enough to gather up some of her wetness, then traced up to her clit and lightly circled over it.

The sensation was electric, and Amy’s whole 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 intensely teasing stimulus. She ground her teeth together 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. She heard Thomas let out a low hum.

“That’s right sweetheart,” he gently encouraged. “I want you to get nice and close for me. As close as you can.”

Amy shuddered. She was already rapidly approaching an orgasm, and he had barely started touching her. She knew, though, that Thomas wouldn’t be satisfied until she was absolutely burning for release. So, she let him continue, and felt her body building closer and closer to the edge.

Amy felt Thomas place his other hand on her mound, and she sucked in a breath of air 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 now exposed nub. He moved it in tight, fast circles, and her whole body twitched helplessly.

Amy tried to hold her breath against the unbelievably sharp pleasure, gasping for air only when her lungs were screaming at her. Her pussy began to clench, and she felt a tingle deep inside her core.

“Daddy please stop!” Amy begged, knowing that she was hovering on the edge, and that it wouldn’t take much more of his touch to send her over.

“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, her body beginning to shake 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 cried out senselessly. “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 yet.

Amy felt panic rise 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.

Finally, Thomas laughed and withdrew from her. Amy let out a moan that was a mixture of 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 after being so thoroughly worked up. She heard Thomas open 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 gently stroked his hand over her head.

Amy didn’t hear him cross the room, but heard the opening and closing of the bedroom door. Amy felt her heart race a little bit. There was all manner of things in the house proper that 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 a little at his silliness.

“Don’t you laugh at me,” Thomas scolded playfully, and Amy bit her lip. She heard him hum a little- a deep, satisfied sound.

Amy felt him sit down beside her on the bed, and then felt his hands gently cradling her face. His thumbs stroked along her cheekbones, and Amy smiled.

“You’re so beautiful,” Thomas whispered, and sent a tender warmth racing through Amy’s body. “And you’re all mine.”

“All yours,” Amy confirmed in a whisper.

Thomas leaned down and placed a soft kiss on her forehead. 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 effectively confirmed her suspicions. She made a weak attempt to squirm away from it, but the struggle was largely for show. Amy’s heart was already pounding from excitement and anticipation of the sensations she was about to feel.

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

An ice-cold droplet fell onto her stomach, and Amy’s body jerked. Another followed, and Amy let out a soft moan. Her head spun a little and she felt her pussy clench.

The cold drops fell all over her exposed front. A few on her breasts, a few on her hips, a few on her stomach. They began to roll off 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 as much as it could, and she let out a high-pitched whine. Thomas moved the ice around her button, massaging it, and Amy could feel harshness of the cold gradually recede into numbness. Amy allowed her body to relax a little and she focused her energy on breathing.

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

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

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

“How’s my girl doing?” Amy heard the concern in Thomas’s voice, and felt him gently cup one of her breasts. The touch was gentle, in spite of his icy fingers, and she knew it was intended to comfort her rather than enflame her.

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

“Good girl,” Thomas replied softly. Amy felt him take 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 clever smirk on his lips. She let out a soft 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 out a sound that was a mixture between a laugh and a shriek, and she helplessly wriggled between his hands. Thomas chuckled at her struggle as he held her, and Amy was thankful when his hands finally started to absorb some of her body’s warmth.

Amy settled, and she sighed as Thomas’s hands began to gently 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 lubricant to smooth his motions. Amy couldn’t help but slowly grind her hips up into his touch.

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

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

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

Before she could get too excited, though, Thomas withdrew his hand. Amy let out a soft huff of frustration at the loss of contact.

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

“I’m not,” Amy protested, but she knew the pout on her lip told her master 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 completely ignore you for the rest of the day?” a familiar heat crept into Thomas’s voice as he spoke, and it made Amy’s stomach turn deliciously.

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

“Even if it pleases me to hurt you?” Thomas’s voice was a whisper, and Amy shuddered as she felt him trace his fingertips along her collarbones.

“Yes, Daddy,” Amy mewled. She heard Thomas give a low hum of approval.

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

Chapter Two

Amy felt the bed shift again as Thomas stood, and the change in the atmosphere of the room was palpable. Amy stayed perfectly still aside from an occasional shiver. Thomas’s deviant nature was finally making an appearance, and she knew the tone of this encounter was going to change significantly.

Amy knew this would happen as soon as she had woken up tied to the bed. Even so, she couldn’t ever truly prepare herself 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, and at the same time leave her aching and desperate for more.

Thomas was silent, and the moments continued to pass. This served to ratchet up Amy’s anticipation, and her breathing became more shallow and ragged as she waited. And waited.

One second, everything was completely still and quiet, and the next, Amy’s world was rent with a searing heat. She screamed, and every muscle in her body tightened at the sensation of a line of wax being poured from her sternum all the way down to her navel.

Amy gulped for air, but released another ragged scream as he poured yet more wax onto her breasts, hardly giving her any time to recover. He proceeded in that manner, giving her meager seconds of rest between bouts of coating her with the hot wax.

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

This was something else entirely.

This time, he let the wax pour onto her in long lines that spread and hardened against her skin in patterns that would most certainly leave dark red marks. He must have been holding the candle closer to her body, for the heat seemed magnified to an intensity that was nearly unbearable for her.

Amy felt a sweat break out over her skin, and she ground her teeth. Her body shook hard as she strained against her bonds, 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 felt herself break a little.

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

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

“Daddy!” the word was nearly unintelligible coming from Amy’s mouth as she shook and panted and squirmed.

Amy whimpered and a stream of barely coherent pleas poured out of her mouth as she tried her best 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 pain-fear ran thickly through her veins. She couldn’t have stopped herself from shaking if she tried, and even her frantic begging faded out to noises like that of a wounded animal as Thomas continued to torment her.

Even after the hot pain of the wax ceased to consume her, Amy was lost in the headspace Thomas had put her in. She could feel cold sweat coating her body, and her muscles ached from being so tightly strained. She could hear her own quick breathing in her ears, but was powerless to gain control over it.

Amy felt Thomas take a rough hold of her blindfold, and she felt another sharp flash of fear as he jerked it off over her head. Amy squinted and her eyelids fluttered as she looked up at him fearfully. 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, however, was in no mood for it. In an instant, he had a chunk of her hair gathered in his fist, and he roughly jerked her head forward. Amy felt a fresh wave of tears start to burn in her eyes, and she squeezed them shut.

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

Amy obeyed immediately, not daring to so much as blink.

“Look at yourself,” Thomas sneered, and Amy took in the sight of her body, covered in interwoven patterns and lines of white wax that seemed slightly 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 breathing hitched as she watched Thomas’s hand move to her breast, and she bit her lip to keep from crying out at the painful sensation of him peeling some of the wax off her nipple. Amy held her breath as he finally managed to pull off a patch of the wax, and she briefly closed her eyes to try and collect herself.

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

Amy let out a fearful sob as her body continued to shake, a cold dread spreading inside of her as she realized that her suffering was not yet over, and moreover that she would have to be witness to 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 coating it.

Amy’s hair stayed locked in Thomas’s fierce grip as he slowly and painfully stripped off the streaks of wax. Amy was somewhat grateful that she had sweat so much when he was initially coating her with the wax, as the wetness made it somewhat easier for him to remove it. Still, her skin was extremely sensitive, and each touch of his fingernails over her reddened skin pulled a pained whimper or moan from her throat.

This was somehow much more maddening than the outright searing pain of the waxing. Maybe it was just the fact that he was forcing her to watch every move he made. Whatever it was, Amy was quickly unraveling, and she started to twist away from his touch every time he moved to a new area of wax.

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

As he spoke, Thomas dragged his nails over a section of her skin that he had recently cleared, and Amy felt the sharp pain in every molecule of her body. She felt a surge of panic, and was overwhelmed with that acute need to escape.

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

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

Again, Thomas dragged his nails over her skin, digging beneath the wax that clung to her skin. Amy screamed as the bits of wax were pulled off her, and she bucked and writhed as he continued to scratch at her in deep, sweeping motions until every bit of wax was unstuck from her skin, and the remnants piled around her body on the bed.

“There we are,” Thomas mused, seemingly to himself, and Amy could feel his eyes roaming over her body. “All clean.”

Amy’s breath rattled as she breathed. Even the air moving across her skin was almost 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 felt her insides twist, and her eyes locked onto Thomas as he released her hair and moved to straddle her hips. He began to lower his head down over her breast, and hot panic shot through her chest.

“Please don’t!” she managed to get out just before his teeth clamped down on her nipple.

Amy couldn’t keep from struggling 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 frantically, sharp squeaks breaking out from her throat. She arched and bucked her body away from him as she ceaselessly begged him to stop.

Inevitably, Thomas tired of it. Amy felt his hand wrap around her throat and squeeze as he pressed his torso into hers, effectively 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 actually get away from me?”

Amy’s heart pounded, and she was silent as she looked wide-eyed into Thomas’s face hanging mere 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 roughly 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 grew wet. She could feel his naked body pressing heavily into her, and the hardness of his cock burning against her thigh. Her head swam with the sensations and emotions she was experiencing, and she blinked as tears began to trickle down her face.

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

Amy felt a hard slap meet the side of her face, and the flash of pain seemed to follow just a second behind. Thomas took her jaw in hand and straightened her head, and then forcefully slapped her again. And again. Amy’s face burned, and she flinched to see him raise his hand for a fourth blow.

Thomas only chuckled, and instead of slapping her, he refastened his hand around her throat.

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

As if to drive home his point, Thomas flexed his hips and rubbed his thick hardness against her thigh. Amy’s eyes rolled back into her head at the feel of it, and her cunt ached to have it inside of her. Thomas doubtlessly saw, and he released a derisive snort.

“Filthy girl,” he spat. “I can see how badly 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 just a little further up her thigh, closer to her desperate pussy. A small, longing sound left her throat as she flexed against her bonds, arching her body up into his.

As soon as she allowed her body to respond, Thomas landed yet another hard smack across her face, this one more powerful than before. Amy’s head spun a little, and she blinked a few times 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.”

Amy felt Thomas’s hands pressing against either side of her face. His dark eyes flashed, and Amy felt a rush of fear at his exposed hunger.

“And that’s exactly what you’re going to get.”

Thomas shifted his weigh so he was situated between her thighs, and there was no preamble as Amy felt him line up his hardness with her entrance and plow into her with one hard, nearly painful stroke.

Chapter Three

Amy shook at the feeling of being so roughly taken, and from the sound of the growl that tore out of Thomas’s throat. Her vision was blurred, but she could still 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 unintelligibly as he gave her a few hard, slow strokes. He rolled his hips against her pelvis each time he was fully buried within her.

Amy’s mouth hung open stupidly, and her head lolled back onto the bed beneath her. She felt Thomas’s hands move from her face, felt his nails digging into her breasts, felt the sting of his palm against them as he slapped them around. But all of that fell into the background compared to the fullness that came from having his length pressed so deep within her.

Even when he was being gentle, his thickness stretched her out and caused her a twinge of pain, especially at first. Now, though, there was not a single trace of gentleness in his motions, and even less as he began to gather momentum. His tip started to hit the sensitive spot deep inside of her, over and over again, absolutely relentlessly, and she clamped her teeth shut, grinding them tightly.

Thomas’s hands moved from her breasts to seize her hips, and he jerked her up so that her back end rested on the tops of his thighs as he got to his knees. Amy’s throat tightened up. 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 as he resumed his punishing pace. Amy cried out, and turned her head to the side as tears poured down her face.

“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, looking up into Thomas’s eyes as he ravaged her. Even as her body throbbed and burned from her unified torture and ecstasy, the sight of her master taking his pleasure from her had a sobering, almost surreal effect. She watched the way his muscles coiled, and how 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 absolutely crushing, at which Amy couldn’t help but release a throaty moan.

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

Amy heard Thomas draw in ragged breaths as he started to settle, and felt him soften inside her. For her part, she was still wound up, her vision hazy, and her pulse pounding hard in her ears as tears leaked out of her eyes. 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 a little, 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 gently cupped 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 eyes that still brimmed with tears.

“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 weakly, and she kept her eyes fixed on him as he stood and started first at her legs, undoing the soft rope that held her spread. When both her legs were freed, she winced a little as he slowly bent them at the knee, working out some of the soreness.

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

“Let me see,” Thomas gently took her hand, and Amy watched warily as he examined the marks, his brow furrowed in a slight frown.

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

Thomas did not seem appeased. He softly released her wrist and moved to get back in the bed. Amy scooted over to offer him more room, but Thomas followed, keeping very close to her. He reached out to place a gentle hand on her waist, but Amy instantly drew up her knees to curl into a protective position. Her body still fully expected pain.

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

“I know, babygirl, don’t be sorry,” Thomas shushed her gently. “But you need to let me hold you and make you feel better.”

Amy’s stomach twisted and her chest tightened. In her rational mind, she knew he meant her no harm. That part of her mind, though, was hidden beneath layers of overstimulation, arousal, pain, and fear. Logic was not so readily available to her.

“Amy,” the sound of her name on Thomas’s lips made her blink and gave her pause. “Come here and let me hold you.”

There was a subtle note of command in his voice, and even as fearful and anxious as she was, Amy’s body couldn’t help but 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 slid one arm beneath her to wrap around her waist and hold her close. With his free hand, he smoothly ran his fingers through her hair, working out a few tangles he found on the way.

Amy’s body was still tense, but she began to calm as she pressed her face into the crook of Thomas’s neck. She breathed in his familiar scent, and felt her head begin to clear a little more.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Amy’s skin crawled as she felt Thomas’s eyes on her. She, too, looked down at her body, and felt a moment of 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 had 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 could hear a touch of relief. “I know it’s all sore, but do you feel anything especially hurt?”

Amy shook her head from side to side, 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 strong hand slid into her hair and he held the back of her head, gently massaging her scalp with his fingertips. Amy tried to relax and enjoy the pleasant sensation, but she was ill at ease.

“Daddy?” she finally found the nerve to speak.

“Yes, babygirl?” he answered attentively.

Amy hesitated for a moment, feeling her throat tighten again.

“You don’t really think…” Amy’s voice shook. “That I’m… all those things you said.”

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

Amy felt a wave of relief course through her. In her sound mind, she knew that he only degraded her because he knew how wet it made her. Just now, though, she felt 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 kissed. “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 a tender warmth started to take the place of her anxiety.

“Daddy,” she whispered softly, 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 sighed, and Amy felt him relax.

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, even so shortly after waking, if it hadn’t been 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.”
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