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Chapter One

Amy could hear 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 let out a soft sigh. She knew he hated going to the dinners his company held every year. 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 a little too roughly. Amy knew that soon she would have to give him a pep talk, and she looked over her face in the mirror and made sure all her makeup was in order. Satisfied with her appearance, she put all her accoutrements 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 simply to take in his appearance. Thomas really had always looked good in a suit. This one seemed simple enough to the untrained, or uninterested eye, but Amy saw how it fit just so perfectly over his broad shoulders, and narrowed to the exact slope of his chest and abdomen.

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

Amy’s eyes traveled down his long legs, and her heart fluttered a little to see that he had yet to tie his shoes. A flicker of heat bloomed in her stomach, and without hesitation she began to cross 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 kept her eyes locked on his as she slowly lowered herself to her knees in front of him. She watched his dark eyes begin to fill with heat as she softly 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 tight enough to be uncomfortable. She repeated the process with the right one.

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

Amy watched silently as Thomas lowered himself to one knee so that they were at eye level. He reached out a hand and gently stroked the backs of his fingers along her cheekbones. She could tell he was being careful not to smudge any of her painstakingly applied makeup. Amy sighed softly at his touch, and slightly 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 at 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 felt her stomach tighten. 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 absolutely ravishing tonight.”

Amy blushed.

“Thank you, sir,” she said shyly. As of yet, she was hardly wearing anything remarkable at all- just a soft, simple bathrobe.

“You’re most welcome,” he smiled wolfishly.

Amy’s throat tightened a little to see Thomas’s eyes brighten. She stayed still as he stood back up, and kept her eyes fixed on his.

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

Amy felt 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 onto her feet.

Thomas maintained a soft grip on her hand and raised it slowly to his mouth. Amy’s eyes widened and her lips parted as he kissed each of her knuckles. She could hear and feel her breath coming more quickly. She was sure he noticed, as he let out a low chuckle.

Amy expected him to allow her to pull her hand away, so she was surprised to feel his hold tighten a little when she tried. She tilted her head a little to silently express her confusion. In answer, Thomas grinned, and guided her hand to rest on his chest. She could feel the warmth of his body even 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 slowly dragged it down the front of his shirt. Amy felt the buttons tickle 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 even more acutely aware of her own arousal, and she moved just a little closer to him. Thomas pressed her hand more firmly against his cock, and Amy moaned softly as he rolled his hips.

“You know just how to make me want you, you sweet girl,” Thomas purred, and Amy felt a blush spread across her face. “You make me want you very, very badly.”

“Thank you, Daddy,” she managed to squeak, unable to come up with anything much more intelligible with her husband’s hardness pulsing against her palm.

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

“Turn around,” Thomas ordered softly.

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

Thomas began to circle her predatorily. His eyes flicked over her face, and then up and down her body. Amy blushed a little, feeling horrifically underdressed in just a bathrobe. She knew it covered all her important bits, but under his scrutiny, she felt a little vulnerable and embarrassed.

Thomas finally stopped pacing circles around her and stood directly in front of her. His eyes locked onto hers for a moment before they moved down to the sash of the robe tied at her waist. Amy watched excitedly as he began to slowly untie the sash. As soon as it was undone, he let the tails fall freely, and the robe parted a little of its own accord.

Thomas’s eyes ran up and down the sliver of skin that was exposed, from her sternum, all the way down to her sex, and then even further past her legs. He raised his hand, and ran the pad of his index finger down that path. He circled his finger around her navel, and Amy laughed breathlessly at the way it tickled.

Thomas looked up at her with a smile and a chuckle of his own before his attention was once more locked on her body.

Chapter Two

“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 she could feel her nipples hardening against the soft material. Thomas must have noticed, as a hungry flash passed through his eyes. Amy’s pussy clenched at the sight.

Thomas admired her for only a moment before his hands were on 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 a little.

Thomas’s hands moved steadily lower, and Amy let out a cross between a sigh and a moan as Thomas began to knead at her breasts through the material of the robe. He tweaked at her nipples, and it sent a jolt of electricity through her whole body and straight to her clit. She could feel her pussy start to throb harder with each passing second.

Amy let out a groan of protest when Thomas abandoned her breasts to pay some attention to her ribs. She clenched her teeth as he dug his fingertips between the bones. It was a painful sensation, but one that was highly erotic to her. He lingered there, pressing harder and harder, and effectively turned Amy into a panting and shaking mess.

Finally, he moved his hands even lower, and repeated this procedure at her hipbones. Amy groaned and growled a little at his strong grip. Her eyes fluttered open, and she 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 nearly gave out 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 a little. “Clasp them again.”

Amy joined her hands behind her back again, her shoulders back and her chest out, put 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 his gentle caress of her bare skin.

Thomas stroked her there a little while before he got down on his knees in front of her. Amy’s pussy ached at the proximity of his face to her sex, and she gasped a little as the heat of his breath brushed against her mound. That was not his destination though, and Amy soon felt his tongue trace 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 finally bit down on the bone, Amy nearly broke position. She saw stars in front of 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 on her sensitive pelvis with his teeth, until Amy couldn’t help but release occasional sobs and sniffles. The pain was exquisite, and it only 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 gently 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 a little frantic. This did 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 only half done.”

Amy’s head spun as she felt Thomas’s tongue on her other hipbone, and she let out a harsh sob. Her breathing quickened as he went through the gentle licks and kisses, as she knew full well what was about to come. At the first touch of his teeth to her flesh, she let out an anguished growl, and dug her nails into the knuckles of her hands.

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

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

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

“Unclasp your hands,” he instructed.

Even in a daze, Amy obeyed immediately.

“Bend over,” he said.

Amy complied. She gracefully bent at the waist and wrapped her hands around her ankles, just as she had done so many times before. She heard Thomas hum again, and she smiled to herself at the sound. This position served to help settle her, and she felt her mind begin to calm.

For a long moment, Amy could only feel Thomas’s eyes on her. It wasn’t long, though, before his hands were upon her as well. Her lips parted with a sigh as she felt his hands rub softly along her back and the base of her hips. When she felt his hands massaging her ass and the tops of her thighs, she was reminded of the hard throbbing of her sex.

“Well I’d say someone’s been enjoying themselves,” Thomas teased her as he ran his fingertips through the trail of wetness that had dripped between her legs. Amy didn’t respond. She could only moan and shudder at the feeling of his touch along her thigh.

Thomas lingered there awhile, 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 all her muscles tightened. She felt her pussy clench, desperate to have something inside of it. Thomas must have seen it, as she heard him release 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 throat catching a little as he, too, became intoxicated off his lust.

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

“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 and moaned. She began to subconsciously arch 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 tender pelvis.

“No sir!” Amy sobbed out and drew in ragged gasps of air. 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 fell forward and threw out her hands to catch herself just in the nick of time.

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

Amy was already close to the position, and she readily adopted it. She kept her back arched and her pussy on display, while keeping her head cast down and her eyes fixed on the carpet.

Amy stayed that way, perfectly still. She felt Thomas tap at the inside of her knees, an indication that she was to spread them further, which she did. She then felt him caressing 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 absolutely covered in her juices.

Amy jumped a little as she felt the cool of the leather nudge against her sex. She quivered and panted as he slowly pressed harder against her folds, and then slid his foot forward to rub up and down over her clit.

Amy let out a choked sob as she felt a mix of humiliation and ecstasy. Part of her was deeply embarrassed that she was 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 ever so slowly. Thomas’s shoelaces created an erotic sensation against her folds, while the smooth tip slid over her swollen clitoris. As he teased her, Amy’s embarrassment subsided to make room for the powerful need swelling within her.

Amy made pathetic, desperate noises, and 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 protest.

“No?” Thomas teased her, and stopped moving his foot against her. Amy felt her chest seize 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 answered frantically.

“Yes what?” he pushed.

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

“Prove it to me,” Thomas said simply.

“Sir?” Amy asked in confusion, unclear as to the instruction.

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

“I won’t Daddy, I promise,” Amy whimpered out a little pathetically as she began to hump against his shoe.

“You can trust you won’t like the consequences if you do,” Thomas said lowly, but Amy barely heard him- she 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 a little 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 clenched, but she kept her pace.

This went on for several moments more, and Amy maintained her steady pace as a stream of pleasure coursed through her body. Her pussy slid easily up and down the leather of his shoe, and she kept her mind 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.

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

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

“Alright,” Thomas sighed. “If you really 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.

Chapter Three

“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 accidentally incur another infraction. Thomas leaned down and firmly took hold of her chin.

“You’ve ruined your makeup,” he said disdainfully.

Amy had little doubt of it. Between the pain of his teeth, the frustration of her need, and the pleasure from slowly humping his shoe, she was sure she had shed her fair share of tears.

Thomas released her chin, only to land a hard slap on one cheek, and then an immediate backhand on the other. The double impact made Amy’s head spin and her pussy clench.

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

Amy nodded, and was vaguely aware of even more tears sliding down her face.

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

Amy felt the dark swirl of desire low in her stomach at his words. Even as desperate and pathetic as she felt, the depth of his gaze made her feel the strong connection they had to one another.

Thomas must have felt it too. He took her face between his hands and kissed her harshly. His teeth clamped down on her lower lip and she whimpered at the pain, but he didn’t stop. Amy’s head swirled as he savaged her mouth, and she felt her abandoned sex throbbing between her thighs.

Finally, 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 took her chin roughly in hand 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 frantically, 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 deep effect, and she felt her face redden.

“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 her 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 rapidly as she panted and anxiously 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 a little to offer her a slightly better angle and she hastily placed a leg on either side of his foot. Her thighs were stretched painfully with how low she had to be for her pussy to reach his shoe, but it was well worth it as she began to pump her hips, dragging her clit along the friction of his shoe laces.

Amy’s 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 was climbing toward its peak.

Amy began to pant, and she felt her inner muscles begin to quiver and twitch. She was getting very close, but she knew Thomas would want her truly on 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 metallic tinkling, and her eyes darted to Thomas’s lap. He had undone his belt and was working on unzipping his fly. Amy watched hungrily as he revealed his cock and began to stroke it. She could feel herself salivating.

“See what you’ve done?” Thomas said accusingly, and a growl escaped his lips as he firmly 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. From where she was situated, 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 just a little more I know I could reach your cock, sir,” Amy offered, and moved her hips a little 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 breathlessly, still wanting so badly to have her own orgasm.

“My poor baby…” Thomas’s voice dripped with manufactured sympathy. “I know how badly 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 softly. “I’ll just take care of myself. I see whose pleasure is most important.”

The words were gently spoken, but laced with acid, and Amy felt their sting to her core. She squeezed her eyes shut and bid a regretful farewell to the orgasm she had been so close to. Then, she lifted herself off Thomas’s shoe and knelt penitently between his outstretched legs. Her eyes burned with tears and she kept them firmly affixed to the floor, feeling a surge of shame for 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 am too small to reach your cock and still hump your shoe, sir,” Amy’s ears burned red hot and she felt a lump in her throat as she spoke- she was near to breaking down into tears.

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

“Yes sir,” Amy choked out the words, and felt guilt settle in her stomach. She remembered, though, that Thomas didn’t want to hear her apologize any more, and she refrained.

“You’re a selfish little thing, aren’t you?” Thomas hissed at her. “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 Amy saw the muscles of his thighs flex 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 her.

“Yes sir,” Amy answered immediately. “Always.”

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

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

“God!” Thomas choked out, 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 felt raw from taking him in so deeply.

“Oh fuck,” Thomas moaned, and Amy felt his cock beginning to twitch and pulse.

She 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 she gently sucked at him until he finished.

Amy felt a surge of exhaustion, and she sagged a little against the chair and Thomas’s leg. His cock was softening in her mouth, and she sucked at it very gently, not sure if it was more for his pleasure or her own comfort.

Thomas took her head gently between his hands and moved it back to allow his cock to fall free. Then, he hooked his hands under her arms and lifted her bodily up 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 could feel herself crashing from the high she had just experienced.

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

“I’m okay Daddy,” she nodded, and kissed at his neck.

“You were such a good girl for me,” Thomas whispered worshipfully. “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 both 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 breath 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 said dismissively. “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 completely drenched. 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 him teasingly.

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

“And I finished it too,” Amy smirked, feeling bold and giddy.

“Did you really?” Thomas laughed, and tickled at her sides. “I don’t think we’re quite finished after all…”

Amy laughed helplessly 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 felt her stomach gently flutter.

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

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

Amy nodded, and gingerly got up from his lap. She winced a little, feeling 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 she knew they would each offer as much as the other needed, every day, as long as they belonged to one another.
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