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by Amanda Vogel


Chapter One

Amy blinked listlessly at the screen in front of her and barely managed to stifle a yawn. She looked at the bottom of her computer screen and felt a slight glimmer of hope. There were only fifteen minutes until the end of her shift.

Amy worked as a receptionist for an event planning company. Her days were largely occupied by answering phones, monitoring who was allowed to go into the offices of her superiors, and making copies of all manner of paperwork.

It wasn’t exactly her calling, but it paid the bills.

Amy leaned back in her chair and released a sigh. She glanced under her desk at her purse and felt a soft stirring of excitement in her stomach. Her fingers twitched a little, and she looked around the office, gauging whether anyone was going to come up to her desk to ask her for anything.

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 was momentarily disappointed to see that there were no new messages. Even so, her disappointment was fleeting. Without much delay, she typed up a message 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 felt like 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 a little.

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 instruction at a moment’s notice. Time seemed to stretch out infinitely before her screen lit up once again.

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

Amy felt a delicious chill travel over her body.

Yes sir, she didn’t hesitate to type her response. She looked once 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 in that span of time, but that menial task did nothing to take her mind off what was looming in her immediate future.

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

When there were two minutes left until the end of the work day, Amy restlessly began to gather up her personal belongings and started the process of shutting down her computer. Her mind was already racing, and she could feel her hands slightly shaking.

Finally, the wall clock read five, and Amy gave a quick, though pleasant farewell to all her coworkers before hastily 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 could feel her excitement rising within her as she made the familiar trek back into the parking lot and got into the driver’s seat of her car. She withdrew her phone from within her purse and quickly typed out her usual 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 traffic was made all the more annoying by her eagerness to be back home. Amy drummed her fingers restlessly against the steering wheel and squirmed in her seat as she felt a wetness begin to pool between her legs and damped her panties. She could feel her pulse pounding in every inch of her body.

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

Little by little, Amy inched her way down the packed street and finally 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 eagerly onto the long driveway that would end at the parking area in front of her house. The gravel crunched softly under the tires of her car as she parked in her familiar spot, and she took her key out of the ignition.

Amy hurried to retrieve her purse, and she nearly dropped her keys as she clicked the button to lock her car behind her. The same thing happened as she unlocked the front door of her home.

Once inside, Amy fairly ran to her room and immediately 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 down so her knees were resting on it. She placed her hands palms-down on her thighs and bowed her head. She took several long, deep breaths to settle herself. She knew very well that she was expected to maintain a calm, silent exterior in spite of the excitement bubbling within her.

Slowly but surely, Amy stopped shaking, and her heartrate slowed as her mind entered a state of calm readiness. As tedious as this was at times, she knew it was what she needed to make herself ready for whatever was going to unfold that evening.

Even having calmed down, though, Amy’s heart lurched into her throat as she heard the lock turn in the door, and the slight creak as it swung inward.

Amy kept her eyes locked on the doormat, and watched the light spill onto the floor as the door opened. She held her breath as a pair of black oxfords stepped into her line of sight. She could feel tension rolling off her husband in waves. She felt concern rise inside her, but she stayed perfectly still.

Amy saw the door swing shut, and heard the quick click of the lock. She fixed her eyes on his shoes. He remained still and silent. He stooped briefly to set down his briefcase, and then straightened.

Amy could feel Thomas’s eyes on her as he stood looming over her. He was usually not so silent for so long, and she suspected he was doing that on purpose to work her up. It was working. Her skin was beginning to tingle and she knew it wouldn’t be long before she started shaking again. She couldn’t help it.

Amy saw his shoes crinkle slightly as he shifted his weight to the balls of his feet. Amy looked down at the pillow her knees rested on, avoiding the temptation to look up into his eyes as he knelt at her level.

A long sigh met Amy’s ears, and a shudder ran down her entire body. She could feel his closeness, but her body longed to be closer still.

At the soft touch of his fingertips grazing her chin, Amy had to stifle a gasp. She felt a spark of excitement deep in her stomach.

“Look at me,” he said simply. His voice sounded worn.

Amy’s head snapped up in an instant, and her head spun as she locked on to his dark eyes. She frowned a little as she saw the dark circles there, but then fixed her expression. This wasn’t about her.

Amy kept her eyes glued to his, and felt his hands as they gently cupped her upper arms and began to travel down to her wrists. Amy held her breath and felt her stomach twist a little. Goosebumps rose along her arms.

Thomas chuckled lightly, and a smile teased at the corners of his mouth.

Amy blushed. Heat was gathering between her legs and it was getting harder for her not to squirm.

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

“Yes sir,” Amy breathed out as her head spun a little.

“Good girl,” Thomas praised her softly, his voice barely a whisper, but the words made her mind fuzzy.

Staying still was, as always, easier said than done. His fingertips burned paths along her skin, and her breath quickened as they grazed over her mound.

Amy saw a fire flicker to life in his eyes, and she felt a jolt of sharp arousal shock her entire body.

“Are you wet for me, princess?” he asked, his voice just above a whisper.

Amy opened her mouth to answer, but all that came out was a soft cry as she felt his fingertips slide along her entrance. She clenched her muscles tight to fight the instinct to arch her hips into his touch.

“Very wet, my little slut,” Thomas bit out through clenched teeth, and Amy whimpered.

A sharp slap landed on her cheek, and she nearly lost her balance.

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

“Hands and knees,” he corrected her motion.

Amy dropped her hands to the floor to support her upper body, and flushed as she began her crawl into their bedroom. She could feel her husband’s eyes on her as she moved, and she felt a flush spread all over her body.

Amy could hear the click of his shoes behind her until they reached the carpeting of the bedroom. When she reached the foot of the bed, she stopped and waited for further instruction.

“Kneel up,” he ordered, and she complied, moving 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.

Amy felt his hand travel down toward her neck, and she released a soft gasp as his hand tightened in a hunk of her hair. He began pulling her up, and she quickly scrambled to get her feet under her.

Thomas stood behind her, and yanked her by the hair back against his body. Amy’s head spun a little as she felt his hardness pressed against her lower back. He used his firm grip in her hair to tilt her head to the side, and Amy tensed as she felt his lips trace along the side of her exposed neck, just above her collar.

His lips gave way to his teeth, and Amy buckled a little as he bit into her flesh. His arm snaked around her waist and held her still, keeping her from falling. Amy panted softly 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 Amy shivered as she felt the vibrations in his chest.

Amy felt Thomas release his hold on her hair, and his hand moved to the center of her back. He pressed her forward, and Amy bent at the waist so that she was leaning over the end of the bed. She was supporting herself on her elbows, but Thomas was having none of it. He pressed her forward still more, and Amy turned her face to the side so that it was pressed 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.

Amy felt Thomas’s shoes nudging at the insides of her feet, and she dutifully spread her legs wider. She felt Thomas trace his fingers up along her sides to settle at her hips. He gripped her hard, and she moaned softly as he ground his cock against her through his pants. He growled, and she shook at the sound.

Thomas released her suddenly and stepped back, leaving Amy breathless and flustered. Amy heard the tinkling of his belt buckle, and then a soft hiss as Thomas whipped the leather out of the beltloops of his pants.

Amy’s heart pounded at the sound, and she felt her clit beginning to throb. She was very well acquainted with that belt.

Amy hovered in a state of raw anticipation for what felt like ages, until she felt the cool material of the belt wind between her back and her arms, and then tighten, effectively fastening her arms behind her back. She felt the metal of the buckle press against her skin in the main loop as Thomas wound the belt around a few more times.

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

Amy couldn’t see it, but she could hear 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. She knew that 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 it would be until the moment it struck her.

Silence reigned in the room, and Amy strained to hear a footstep, a breath, anything. The anticipation of what was to come was wreaking havoc on her mind and body. She could feel the cool air of the room on her exposed pussy, and she squeezed her eyes shut as she felt a drop of her wetness trickle down her thigh.

No sooner had she felt that, she felt one of Thomas’s fingertips gather up the droplet and slowly trace back up the path it left, stopping just shy of her swollen folds. She heard him chuckle, and she blushed at the sound.

“Open up princess,” Thomas purred, his voice low.

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

“Clean them off,” he instructed, and Amy began to gently suck and lick at his fingers. He inserted another, and she whimpered as he began to slowly finger fuck her face.

Thomas withdrew his fingers from her mouth and landed another hard slap on her cheek. Amy gasped and blinked from the shock of it, but her pussy gushed. Thomas laughed. Amy felt one of his hands stroking lightly over her lower back, and she felt the other trailing some implement or other up her inner thigh.

Amy’s breathing quickened, and she squeezed her eyes shut, concentrating hard on keeping still. She knew he didn’t like her to be restless.

“Relax, little slut,” Thomas said, the gentleness of his voice contrasting with her degrading moniker. “We’re just getting started.”

Chapter 2

Amy felt the hand at her lower back slide further down. She bit her lip as she felt his nails gently trace over the curve of her ass, inching closer to her sex. His thumb stroked over her folds, spreading the wetness there, but never giving her the satisfaction of actually entering her. He teased her that way for several long moments, and Amy barely managed 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,” he whispered, and Amy’s pussy clenched. “And I love how you look with your ass and pussy exposed and vulnerable.”

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

“You’re most welcome,” Thomas murmured, and Amy felt his hand affectionately stroke over her back side. “But I think there’s something missing…”

Amy’s heart nearly stopped as she felt him move whatever implement was between her thighs higher still. He dragged it slowly toward her entrance, and Amy released a choked sound as he briefly dipped it inside of her, coating it in her juices.

“Perfect,” Thomas sounded pleased as he withdrew it, and continued higher still until it rested lightly against her tighter hole.

Amy felt a cold sweat gather on her skin, and she began to shake. She knew beyond the shadow of a doubt that this was a butt plug, and one of the large ones judging on how it felt in her pussy. It would hurt going in and coming out, and it would hurt a lot.

Thomas pressed on it a little more, and Amy clenched her teeth, hissing in a sharp breath. 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 yet again seized a handful of her hair, turning her head sharply back to the side. “Your cunt is fucking soaked.”

Amy felt tears welling up in her eyes, but couldn’t deny the dark heat spreading through her body at his words.

Thomas pressed against the plug and it sank deeper inside her. Amy cringed as it began to painfully spread her, and she alternated between frantic panting and holding her breath as he slowly worked it in. Her tight ring burned at the intrusion, and she was grateful when the plug was fully seated inside of her, as her anus was less stretched by the narrower stem.

Amy gave the plug an experimental squeeze, and groaned at the feeling of it moving inside of her. Thomas laughed, and she blushed, feeling deliciously humiliated.

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

Amy’s body relaxed a little, but the sensation of his hand trailing over her skin combined with the fullness of the plug in her ass still had her on edge. She twitched every time his hand brushed over her swollen folds. The presence of the plug only made her aware of how empty her pussy was. Her inner muscles clenched in a slow rhythm, searching desperately for something to clamp down on.

“I love that I can do this to you,” Thomas spoke, and Amy stiffened as he began to tease at her wetness, sliding the tips of his fingers just along the crease of her labia, never truly entering her.

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

Amy strained against her bonds a little, 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 a little from maintaining her position.

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

Amy’s mouth went dry and her pussy clenched.

“Ninety-two, sir,” she answered. As if in reminder, 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 Amy felt his hands move to the bindings at her arms.

Amy stayed perfectly still as he unwrapped his belt from around her arms. Even when it was removed, she stayed where she was.

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

Amy did as instructed, turning so that her back was supported by the bed while her legs still hung off the edge. Thomas made a gesture with his hand for her to scoot back, and she did so, not stopping until she was situated in the middle of the bed. She reached up above her head and gripped the rails of their headboard.

Amy was finally able to 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 brown hair was tousled, and she suspected he had been raking his hand through it, as he often did when he was frustrated.

It seemed he was beginning to loosen up, though. His eyes burned fiercely with a predatory gleam, and he seemed entirely focused on the task before him. Amy happened to know this was a task he enjoyed immensely.

Amy kept her eyes locked on to Thomas as he moved to settle between her legs on the bed. She inhaled sharply as she felt him hook his fingers under the bend of her knees and draw them up so that her feet rested on the bed beneath her. She giggled softly as he nuzzled his cheek against her inner thigh.

“Be quiet,” he warned her, his voice low. She nodded, and felt her insides churn at his authoritative tone.

Thomas turned his head to place a kiss inside her knee, and then moved backwards off the bed. Amy’s eyes followed him, and she bit her lip as he moved back toward their dresser. He bent down to open the bottom drawer, and she began to shake a little. That definitely narrowed down the possibilities of what he could choose.

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

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

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

Amy dreaded them.

She looked up at Thomas pleadingly, not daring to say anything, but wanting to communicate her apprehension. Thomas frowned a little, and bent over to stroke his thumb along her cheek.

“What are you feeling?” he asked softly.

“Nervous,” Amy answered quietly, 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 gave a soft smile. “Now let’s see if we can find a place for all these pins.”

Amy stiffened at the mere words.

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

Thomas lightly 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 a sharp pain rushed to the area. Thomas repeated the action on her other breast, and Amy started to hold her breath.

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

“Breathe,” Thomas reminded her, and Amy opened her mouth to take a ragged breath.

No sooner did she take in the air though, Thomas closed a pin over each of her nipples. Amy couldn’t help but release a scream, and her back arched off the bed in response to the painful pressure. For a moment, Amy lost her composure and began to writhe, panting and sobbing softly on the bed.

Amy was brought back by the feeling of one of Thomas’s hand running down her stomach. In a moment of panic, Amy clamped her legs shut.

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

“Open them,” Thomas commanded sharply, and Amy whimpered. Arousal and fear mingled within her, and she immediately parted her legs again. Thomas roughly cupped 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 harshly. “And you will keep it on display as I see fit.”

“Yes sir,” Amy nodded frantically, though her legs shook as she watched him reach into the box again.

Thomas proceeded to line each of her labia with five clamps. Sweat gathered over Amy’s body as she struggled to stay still, though she couldn’t help flinching each time one of the pins bit into her sensitized skin. Finally, there were ten pins lining her entrance, and Thomas stopped for a moment 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 softly every now and again as the pain was heightened with each beat of her heart. She could feel Thomas’s eyes on her, and she blinked her eyes open to look up into his. She felt a sharp pang of pleasure to see the ravenous look in his eyes as he took in her obvious pain.

Amy would take anything if it would make him look at her that way.

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

Amy felt a chill. She knew exactly where that last pin would go.

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

The second the thought crossed her mind, she felt the warmth of Thomas’s thumb replaced by the coolness of the polished clamp. Amy’s whole body shook, and Thomas drew back the hood of her clit to reveal the quivering bud within. Amy tightened her stomach and clenched her teeth, bracing for the harsh bite.

She felt the halves of the pin along either side of her clit as Thomas slowly closed it, allowing the pressure to build at a torturous pace. Amy could only pant as it was finally fully closed. Her control was at a breaking point, and she barely managed to keep hold of the headboard, wanting nothing more than to reach down and take of 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, be it pain or pleasure. Her body yearned for it, and she forced her eyes open to lock onto Thomas’s. The sheer delight in his brown eyes was enough to send another burst of need through her body.

“Daddy please, please…” she begged, barely able 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 could only sob and shake her head no as her body shook uncontrollably. Thomas chuckled, and Amy watched him take up the flogger. Her eyes widened and her stomach clenched 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 Amy felt a wave of nausea roll over her body. “You first.”

Amy looked up at him tearfully, but knew that no amount of big blue eyes would sway him.

“Fifteen, sir,” she ventured to guess. 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.”

Amy felt a rush of excitement, though she knew well that her actual chances were slim. She had a feeling that this was just another monumental tease. Even so, the mere chance for an orgasm was enough to set her pussy clenching.

“Shall we begin?” Thomas smiled darkly.

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

Chapter 3

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

The next strike landed squarely between her legs, and Amy screamed as two of the clamps popped off and the leather tails lit a fire on the surface of her skin. 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 blow met its mark. She could handle the flogger on its own much better, but the harsh pinch of the clamps being forcefully knocked off her sensitive bits was intensely agonizing.

“That was fourteen, little slut,” Thomas said softly, and Amy felt a surge of hope.

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

Amy’s eyes locked onto Thomas’s as she watched him wind back to swing at her. Amy breathed raggedly and braced for what was hopefully the last blow, and felt her pussy begin to drip at the thought of being rewarded with a long-awaited orgasm.

Finally, Thomas swung, only for the tips of the flogger to land softly and painlessly over her mound, the pin still firmly 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 escaped Amy’s eyes, and her core ached with the knowledge that she was going to be denied the relief of an orgasm, just as she had been for the past ninety-two days.

Thomas roughly released her throat, and Amy sobbed aloud as he landed a final, particularly harsh strike, effectively 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 were throbbing with pain, and still she was dizzy with her need. Every nerve in her body felt raw.

Amy heard Thomas moving around, and felt him settle onto the bed beside her. Her body jerked as he ran a hand up the inside of her thigh to reach her pulsing sex. She released a sound that was halfway between a moan and a growl as he gathered up the wetness from her slit and used it to coat her clit as he circled and flicked over it.

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

“Yes Daddy!” Amy squealed, and desperately arched her hips against his hand, only for him to withdraw his fingers and place a sharp slap against her pussy instead. Then, his fingertips were teasing her clit again.

Amy twitched and whimpered and gasped under his ministrations. Her muscles ached from being constantly clenched as she fought to keep away from the edge of her forbidden orgasm. Her breath came in sputters as she came closer and closer 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 her, and lowered his mouth to suck at her engorged clitoris.

Amy let out a long wail, and her legs trembled. Thomas withdrew his lips and flicked at it with his tongue, and Amy’s entire body jerked each time.

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

Amy felt Thomas’s hands move to cup each of her breasts, and she whimpered as he began to caress them even as he settled the rest of his body between her legs. She let out a shaky breath as she felt his tip teasing along her slit, and she felt another surge of need rip through her.

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

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

“Oh please Daddy, I need you inside me…” Amy begged shamelessly, 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 took hold of hunk of her hair, jerking her neck back sharply.

“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 so suddenly filled. She could feel the butt plug move with every painful thrust, and Amy alternated between crying out in her painful pleasure or 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 answered automatically, her eyes losing focus as she was overwhelmed with sensation.

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

Amy felt Thomas’s cock jerk inside of her for a few more moments before he withdrew, and she hissed sharply at the soft sting of him pulling out of her. Her pussy still ached and throbbed with need, and she groaned softly, knowing it would not be satisfied.

Amy felt Thomas’s hands at her wrists, and he gently loosened her grip on the headboard.

“There you go princess,” he whispered gently 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 beginning to abate slightly, and she kept her breathing slow and measured so she could calm down. After a few moments, she felt Thomas’s weight on the bed again. She looked over to see that 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 little as a hot surge of pleasure sparked out at his touch. The dry towel followed the washcloth, and she shuddered at the touch of the material.

“There, almost done,” Thomas said comfortingly. “Now turn over for me.”

Amy paled. She had forgotten all about the butt plug. She whimpered a little, reluctant to deal with any more pain.

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

Amy gave a soft sniff, but nodded and turned over so her bottom, and 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 softly into the pillow at the sensation of being spread. Tears wet the pillow under her face, and she couldn’t keep her body from shaking. The widest part of the ring finally left her tight ring, and the rest of it slid out easily. Amy sighed in relief, and felt Thomas’s hand stroking gently over her lower back.

“Good girl,” Thomas praised, and Amy felt a warmth spread over her body just from the words.

Amy felt her mind drifting as she felt Thomas leave yet again. She heard running water, and knew he was cleaning up the plug. He returned, and she felt his hand between her shoulder blades.

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

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

“Here, drink,” he held up 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 said sheepishly as he set the glass back down on the nightstand.

“Thank you, my sweet girl,” Thomas murmured, his hand moving to loosen the collar around her neck. Amy felt a flicker of sadness 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 back into him still more.

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

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

Amy blushed at the last words, and Thomas chuckled.

“Good,” Thomas purred, and Amy smiled.

They lingered like that for a little while, Amy leaning back into Thomas’s solid chest. Amy felt herself drifting off, and she moved to lie down. Thomas followed suit, and wrapped his arms around her waist, pulling her tight against his chest.

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

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

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