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Chapter One

As soon as Amy made it home from work, she set down her things on the counter and breathed a sigh of relief to be done with the work day, and finally back in the comfort of her own home.  She took out her phone to report to Thomas that she had arrived home safely, 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 close of their conversation for the time being, and she took just a moment to relish the fluttery sensations of eagerness filling up her body. She knew that she would likely 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 what exactly Thomas had planned for their evening. She could feel her pussy already starting to tingle and pulse, just from her own subtle touches as she washed and shaved. Her skin felt sensitive as she rubbed lotion into it after drying herself off. Her whole body knew that it was in for an adventure.

Amy didn’t bother to blow-dry her hair. She knew it would dry eventually, and Thomas always preferred her natural hair over anything she styled it into. The wet strands were cold against her skin, and she shivered deliciously at the feeling of it.

Amy instinctively moved over to her underwear drawer, but she remembered that Thomas had asked her to remain undressed. Amy felt a surge of heat from knowing that she would be so lewdly 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 up 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. This command meant that he wanted her already wet and aching for him when he arrived. She was allowed to use her fingers, but no toys. That was fine with her. As it was, she knew it wouldn’t take long at all 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 felt the muscles in her low abdomen begin to clench and twitch a little.

Amy focused on running her nails gently over her stomach, her sides, and along the insides of her thighs. The lightness of her touch was enough to wake up her body and send tingles across her skin. It made her crave more, but Amy made herself wait. She knew that her pussy would stark to leak of its own accord soon, without even having to touch it.

That way, when she finally did, the feeling would be positively exquisite.

After tormenting herself with her nails for a good while, Amy changed tack, and ran the flats of her palms over those same areas, and still ignored the parts of her body that most ached for her touch. Her heart pounded harder in her chest. She felt the muscles in her back tighten, and her hips begin to rock up into the air.

Amy took a deep breath 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, and then she finally rewarded herself for her efforts. She hovered her hands over each of her breasts, and so very lightly grazed the tip of her fingers over her straining nipples. She gasped at the shock of sensation that ran straight to her sex and made her clit throb.

Amy’s hands shook as she maintained the soft touch, but finally she succumbed to her need, and she groaned as she took her breasts in hand and began to knead them roughly. She even went as far as to dig her nails into the tender flesh. The spike of pain only augmented her pleasure, and she released a moan.

It seemed that her pussy, though, was jealous of the attention her breasts were receiving. It ached and throbbed fiercely, and she couldn’t have kept her hips still even 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. She focused on her breasts and on the need gathering inside of her, and continued to work herself into a fervor. When she finally felt the first drops of her pleasure leaking out of her needy hole, she knew it was finally time.

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

Amy’s pussy clenched hungrily, as if it knew just how close she was to touching it. Amy bit her lip as she dipped a finger in between her inner folds and circled just around her entrance.

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

While it was nowhere near enough to make her cum, it was enough to make her head swim and her body tingle. Her hips pumped slowly and languidly into her hand, and her lips parted as she struggled to get enough air in her lungs.

As good as this felt, Amy was still acutely aware of her poor clit that she had left abandoned. It was tightly swollen, and it nearly itched from how badly it wanted to be touched. Swallowed by her lust, Amy decided it was high time she gave into it.

She gathered some of her wetness onto her fingers, and she used her free hand to pull back the hood of her throbbing nub. Very lightly, she flicked the pad of one of her fingers over the exposed organ.

Amy’s whole body jerked at the contact, and her vision blurred. She stroked over it 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 nearly succumbed to her animal urges.

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

Amy grit her teeth and forced herself to touch less insistently. She felt the edge that she had been rapidly approaching begin to subside. She took a deep breath and decided on a motion that would keep her extremely aroused without running the risk of giving herself an orgasm. She made long, slow stroked with her fingers, pressing them into her pussy and then dragging them up over her folds to make a slow circle around her clit, and then going back down.

Amy forced her muscles to relax as she fell into the pattern. Her body still hummed with energy, and her pussy still throbbed and ached and demanded more, harder, faster. But she kept herself in check.

She knew that this was exactly where Thomas would want her when he stepped through the door. At this point, it was just a waiting game.

Fortunately, she did not have to wait much longer. She heard his car door shut, 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 as he leaned against the wall. She could hear by his low hum just how pleased he was with her.

“I see you’ve followed instructions to the letter,” he said conversationally. “That’s my very good girl.”

Amy smiled and felt a glow through her body.

“Thank you, Daddy,” Amy managed, though her voice was little more than a breathless whimper.

Thomas chuckled and pushed himself off from where he’d been leaning against the wall.

“Oh,” he cooed gently, and came to stand at the end of the couch where her head was resting. “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, and he gently kissed her. Amy moaned into his mouth, and she subconsciously began to move her hand a little faster over her pussy.

Amy felt Thomas’s hands move to cup her breasts, and she arched up into his touch. Thomas hummed his approval into her mouth, and gave each of her nipples a tweak. The pain jolted through Amy’s body, and she moved her hand faster still.

Thomas released her tits with a final soft squeeze, and Amy’s eyes locked onto his. She saw him look down the length of the couch to where her legs were spread.

“Let’s look at what we have here,” Thomas spoke as he moved down the length of the couch. “Stop touching. Hands above your head.”

Amy obeyed. She took her hands away from her wetness and gripped 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. She could feel his breath ghosting over her wetness, and she felt her inner muscles clench.

“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 softly.

“That was very sweet,” Thomas said softly, and 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.”

Chapter Two

Amy complied without words. She followed Thomas to the table where they took their meals. Her body stull hummed with desire, but she was now curious as to where exactly this was going. Thomas pulled out the chair at her usual place, and turned it at a ninety-degree angle 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 his anger.

Amy mentally shrugged, and moved to take her seat. Thomas would have normally helped her to push the chair in, but he held it still as she moved to do so.

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

Amy couldn’t help but fidget in the chair as another tingle of desire traveled through her core, just 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 a little, unsure if she had accidentally done something wrong.

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

Amy did so, and felt a tinge of embarrassment. At this angle, and this far from the table, her legs weren’t hidden under the tabletop. Somehow, she felt more vulnerable this way.

“Stay right there,” Thomas said. “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 promptly dropped her hands between her legs and returned her attention to her pussy.

A part of Amy was grateful to be able to grant herself some of the pleasure she craved. Another part of her, though, found it nothing short of torturous. She was getting to the point where touching for even a short amount of time would drive her very close to the edge. It was a constant temptation to give into the dark lust burning from inside of her, and teeter over that edge into a blissful orgasm, regardless of the consequences.

Thomas was only gone a short while, but even in that time, Amy had returned to a state of near desperate arousal. She panted lightly as she drove two fingers deep into her pussy with one hand, and rubbed at 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 gently stroking his hand over her hair. The touch served to soothe her a little, and Amy sighed, releasing some of the tension that had gathered in her shoulders.

“Hands behind your back,” Thomas ordered.

Amy moved her hands and clasped them behind the back of the chair. She felt Thomas’s hands brush against her skin, and her threat clenched as she felt the slide of soft rope winding around her wrists. Thomas tied off the ends of the rope and checked their tightness, to make sure she would be securely tied, but wouldn’t lose her circulation.

Thomas remained behind her, and she started a little as her vision was robbed from her by a blindfold. Thomas shushed her as he tied the ends together behind her head.

Amy felt her heart pounding in her chest, and she gave a short, obligatory struggle against the ties at her wrists. The mystery of her situation was enhanced exponentially by the presence of the blindfold.

Thomas placed a gentle kiss on the top of her forehead, and she calmed a little. She heard him move around from his place behind her. She listened intently, 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 fell on her ears. Her body ran cold, and her jaw clenched tightly closed as real anxiety and fear replaced the sexual excitement of moments before. Her head snapped toward the door and she moved to close her legs.

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

Amy complied, but slowly enough to communicate her reluctance.

“Relax, sweet girl,” Thomas’s voice softened, and she felt him take 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 felt him press a kiss against her forehead. “I’ll be back shortly.”

Amy nodded and waited. She listened as best she could, but she could only really perceive 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. She heard the rustle of plastic bags as Thomas returned, and she was sure she heard him 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 how immodestly she was positioned, 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 heard 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 wholly diverted by the smell of garlic and tomatoes wafting into her nostrils. She couldn’t help but smile brightly and wiggle a little with excitement. She knew what this was. He had ordered in 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 gently, his voice holding no malice.

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

“Well you make a good point,” Thomas conceded. “Open your mouth.”

Amy’s happiness subsided a little at 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 was lower, and she heard a hard edge in his tone.

Still slightly puzzled, Amy parted her lips slightly.

“Wider,” Thomas pressed.

Amy dropped her jaw further, and felt tension creeping up along her back. She jumped a little as she felt something at the entrance of her lips, and it didn’t take her long to recognize the texture of spaghetti noodles. She let out a squeak, and made to move her head 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, and she felt a pool of lust gathering 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 said softly, and she waited for his next instruction.

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

Amy dutifully opened her mouth. She felt him once again place the bite of spaghetti at her lips, and then further into her mouth. She could feel the coolness of the fork resting against her lips.

“Close,” Thomas bid her, and she did. She felt the fork scrape against her teeth as he withdrew it from her mouth.

“Chew,” he said, and Amy began to chew up the delicious bite she had been given.

“Swallow,” Amy heard him say, and she did. A longer 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.”

Chapter Three

Amy cocked her head at his words, but her unasked question was answered promptly as she felt his fingertips stroking at her soaked folds. Her head spun and she released a hard gasp. She immediately tried to hump her hips up into his hand.

She felt his fingertips graze along her clit and she let out a long whimper. Her mind spun with confusion and she was once again wholly focused on the pleasure between her legs. When Thomas relented, she let out a pathetic sob.

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

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

Again, Thomas took 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 focused and on task.

Thomas talked her through several small bites. Even as focused as she was on fulfilling Thomas’s commands, she tried to take time to savor the food he was giving her. She really was enjoying the taste of the spaghetti, but she was distracted by the throbbing in her pussy and her hope that he would touch her again.

Amy felt Thomas’s hands on the insides of her thighs, gently rubbing her up and down, and her heart lurched into her throat.

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

Amy panted as they moved higher and higher, and her brain turned to mush as his thumbs began to trace along 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 said in a rush, eager to comply with his demands.

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

Amy groaned and began to hump 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 weakly and forced her body to stay still as Thomas slowly manipulated her sex.

Amy’s head fell back against the chair and she tried hard 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.

Finally, he withdrew his hand, and Amy could only release 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 had gotten for her, 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 for her to tell when his fingers would enter her, or when he would relentlessly 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 more than a little surprised by the different texture that brushed against her lips. By this point, she knew very well what spaghetti felt and tasted like against her lips. This was different. As it pressed further into her mouth though, she knew exactly 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 readily complied. She moved her head forward to take in as much as she could from her angle, and then sucked at him as she moved her head backward, her lips wrapped tightly around his shaft. Amy was only very vaguely aware of the way her pussy clenched, aching to feel his hardness inside her own sex.

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

Amy felt him withdraw his cock from her mouth, and her breath came in harsh pants. She felt his hands take hold of her wrists, and her shoulders screamed in protest as he used her arms as leverage to wrench her up and out of the chair.

Amy felt his hand move from her wrists to fist in her hair, and she let out a helpless yelp as he began to lead her 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 replied instantly. Her heart was racing and her entire body throbbed with need.

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

Amy heard a metallic clinking sound, and felt Thomas’s hand between her shoulder blades, pushing her forward. Amy gasped as her breasts came into contact with a cool surface- the glass top of their coffee table.

Amy felt Thomas’s hand teasing between her legs. He ran his fingertips up and down her dripping, swollen slit, and she let out a desperate sob.

“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, Amy felt the tip of that cock teasing 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 started to graze up and down over her clit, and Amy could only moan.

“Do you want to feel my cock inside your wet little pussy?” Thomas goaded her through clenched teeth. Amy felt his grip tighten 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 the feeling of 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 weak and shaky. “I need you…”

Thomas let out a sigh, and for a moment he stopped his teasing. Amy felt his hands relent a little from her harsh grip.

“That’s my sweet Amy…” he said, so softly she almost couldn’t hear him.

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

Amy screamed loud and dug her fingernails into her palms as Thomas fucked her hard and fast from behind. He shifted his hands, and planted one of them in the small of her back while he buried the other in the hair 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 felt like she could have melted on the spot. “And I’m going to cum inside you.”

Thomas’s words were raspy and harsh, and he thrust her head away from him 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 even if she was able, she knew she was too overcome with her own pleasure to try and resist.

Thomas gave several abrupt, hard thrusts, and Amy felt heat fill her insides as his cock jerked inside of her. She heard her lover release a contented sigh, and felt his body curl over top of hers as he came down from his orgasm.

Amy felt his hands at the ties of her 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 softly, 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 a little, and her denied pussy still throbbed with her need.

“Hm,” Thomas didn’t seem satisfied with her answer. She felt his hands working at the rope around her wrists, and soon, they were free. Thomas slid his hands under her arms and helped her to lean back against his chest where he knelt on the floor behind her.

“You were so good for me today,” Thomas whispered as he kissed at 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 tighter against his chest. Amy released a relaxed sigh. She knew he would follow through with his promise to take care of her. He always did.
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