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

Reader discretion is advised.


Chapter I

Amy was just getting to work when her boss, Jacob Ryan, came out of his office. She offered him a passing smile, and he nodded a greeting. It was the first time she'd seen him that day, but she knew he had likely been there for hours already.

As usual, he looked tired and stressed. Amy worried about him at times, but she couldn't blame him for putting in extra hours when most of the employees he managed were over ten years his senior. He wanted to earn their respect, and he worked hard to do so. 

Amy admired his work ethic, and despite his quiet nature, she enjoyed his company. She expected it was because they seemed to be about the same age. They were also at the same stage of learning the ropes in their respective positions, which fostered mutual respect.

As Jacob moved toward some other area of the office, the rest of Amy's coworkers trickled in as the hour approached nine o'clock. She greeted each of them with a smile, and they all responded in kind. Everyone was pleasant, but nobody was overly enthused. It was just another day at work. 

Amy settled into her desk and unpacked her things. She powered on her desktop and waited for it to boot up. Jacob often worked through the weekend, so there was usually a laundry list of duties for her to accomplish on Monday mornings. True to form, the email was ready for her to open as soon as she logged into her account.

Amy sighed softly to herself and delved into her work. 

The day wore on, and Amy kept herself busy so the time would pass more quickly. She took lunch in the break room and chatted about various mundane topics with her coworkers. Amy nodded and smiled as some of the men talked about basketball. She sympathized with one of the saleswomen who was going through a rough divorce. Eventually, they all finished up their lunches and headed back to their desks.  

Amy's day fell into a lull after lunch, as it generally did. She did some maintenance clerical work on a few documents and looked over some of their accounts, but she was finished with the heavy lifting for the day. She frequently looked up at the analog clock over Jacob's office door, willing the time to move faster. 

Finally, it read five pm, and Amy moved in concert with her coworkers to gather her things and get out the door. She looked through Jacob's office window and saw he was in the middle of a conversation on his landline. Amy gave him a small wave as she left, but he was too preoccupied to notice. 

Amy exchanged farewells with her coworkers as they clocked out and felt a second wind as she left the confines of her office. She headed back to her apartment, hunching her shoulders against the air. The winter was slowly creeping into spring, so she endured the bitter cold and looked forward to the coming warmth. 

It took her about fifteen minutes to reach her apartment building and climb the stairs to reach her door. Once inside, she fell into her routine and stripped out of her work clothes to dress for her run. She did a few compulsory stretches, grabbed her phone and keys, and was out the door again. 

Amy ran several miles after work each day, consisting mostly of a few blocks near her apartment and long strings of houses within a subdivision. She saw the same sets of children playing in their yards, and the same few adults walking their dogs or running themselves. It was familiar, and it helped Amy to feel safe. 

By the time she finished her run and jogged back up the steps to her apartment, she glistened with sweat. She hopped directly into the shower, then changed into a pair of cotton shorts and a t-shirt. 

Amy rummaged around the kitchen for something to eat, settling on a can of ravioli she found in the cabinet. She heated it in the microwave, then took her quick dinner into the living room. She set the bowl down on the coffee table so she could open her laptop, and felt a flutter of excitement as she did so.

During the day, Amy was a perfectly average person who lived an unquestionably mundane lifestyle. In the evenings, however, the tables turned. 

Throughout high school and college, Amy had enjoyed no shortage of male attention. There always seemed to be someone flirting with her, and despite her slight shyness, she liked the attention. Now and then, she ran across an asshole, but mostly her experiences with men were positive.

The only problem with the equation, it seemed, was her general lack of fulfillment in her relationships. Dating was fun, and she liked having someone to share her life with, but at a certain point, sex would inevitably come up, and that was where Amy tended to lose interest. 

Amy was not a virgin by any stretch. She lost her virginity at the age of sixteen to her then-boyfriend, Michael, and even before then, she had checked off all the typical hasty teenage sexual escapades. The issue was not that she hadn't had sex- it was that she'd never had good sex. Not by her standards anyway. 

Amy was exposed to sex from a young age through erotic literature. She’d loved reading for as long as she could remember, and with access to the internet, it didn't take her long to discover the realm of fanfiction. Within that realm, however, she accidentally found another.

The first time she stumbled upon a sex scene, she was embarrassed and promptly closed out of the site. She was only thirteen, and she knew that her parents would be outraged if they saw what she was reading. She resolved to be more careful and to navigate far away from anything even remotely sexual on the internet.

Her resolution faltered as her curiosity got the better of her, and she realized how saturated the internet was with sex. She would secretly read about her favorite book characters having steamy sexual encounters, her eyes darting to the door between every word, worried mother would barge in and demand to know what she was doing. 

The risk only excited her, and Amy would dip her fingers beneath her pajama bottoms as she read, tracing over her pussy through her panties. The more she looked, the more she found. She discovered a world of sexuality that she never imagined and developed a set of desires that matched the sexual fantasies she was reading.

Amy didn't realize that her desires were anything out of the norm until the second or third time she had sex with Michael. They made out for a while, as usual, with Michael eager to get to the sex. Soon enough, they stripped out of their clothes, and he set up a steady rhythm, pumping in and out of her. 

Amy enjoyed it well enough, but she wanted more. After building up her courage for a moment, she asked him outright to slap her. Michael ignored her at first, but Amy asked again, and Michael stopped to look down at her. 

"You're not really into that kinky stuff, are you?" he asked, a hint of annoyance in his voice. 

Amy blushed, embarrassed, and shook her head. Michael kept fucking her, and Amy let him finish, but it would be the last time they had sex- and the last time Amy had sex until college. 

Still, she found no shortage of sexual pleasure, as she regularly masturbated to the material she found online. It didn't take her long to discover erotic websites that catered to the kinks she was most drawn to- specifically bondage, masochism, and domination. Whenever she touched herself, she imagined she was tied up at the mercy of a man who knew just how to drive her crazy. 

Amy longed to find a man who could fill those needs. She was optimistic when she met her first college boyfriend, Caleb. He was charming, had a great sense of humor, and oozed masculinity. They talked for several weeks before they started dating, and it was several more weeks until they finally ended up in Amy's dorm room.

Amy was practically shaking with anticipation when they finally undressed. It had been a long time for her. When he first pressed into her, it was like losing her virginity again. He fucked her well, and Amy enjoyed every moment of it. He was a generous lover.

They were together for a year before Amy brought up the idea of spicing things up in the bedroom. At first, Caleb was concerned that he didn't please her, and Amy was quick to assure him that wasn't the case. There were just things she was curious to try with him.

Caleb was open to it, and Amy showed him some examples of the things she wanted. To his credit, Caleb did try. They started small, with an over-the-knee spanking. Amy was immensely turned on by the scenario, but his swats weren't nearly hard enough to give her what she was craving. Still, she was glad that he was willing to try, and she contented herself with the effort on his part. 

They eventually broke up when Caleb decided to transfer to another school. Amy was saddened but secretly relieved, and excited to have a chance to indulge her darker pleasures. 

Amy tried several times to find a kinky partner through daily interactions with people, and even through Tinder. It seemed, though, that nobody was ever on par with the things she needed, and some people were even disturbed by it.  

Amy grew disheartened, and she reconciled that she would likely never have a dynamic like the ones she saw on the internet. It was that very thought, though, that gave her an idea. She could try to find a dominant on the internet.

Amy knew that online chatrooms existed, but she always hoped she could meet her needs with someone she met in person. Since that was a taller order than she imagined, she took the plunge and created an online presence for herself in several chat rooms geared toward pairing up dominants with submissives. 

Amy was careful with the information she disclosed, and with that safety net, she flourished in her online sexual identity. She was cautious, and picky, but it was worth it when she finally found her first long-distance play-partner. 

Her first D/s relationship unfolded exclusively online with a man named Will. He was a couple of years older, and he seemed every bit as intent as Amy was. They sent each other a host of nudes, and he inundated her with thrilling sexual tasks and breathtaking phone sex. 

It seemed like Amy’s dreams had come true, except for one factor- they lived over a thousand miles apart, and it was practically impossible for either of them to travel. They ultimately parted ways because they both wanted an in-person dynamic, but it wasn't within their realm of possibility. Amy was heartbroken, but she knew finding another dominant online wouldn’t be difficult.

Amy went through a cycle of seeking out and vetting dominants from different chatrooms. Some of them were better than others, but nothing ever materialized into anything sustainable. The short flings were fun and sexually exciting for Amy, but they only did so much to satisfy her craving for a deeper connection.

When Amy graduated and got her job, she went on hiatus from online relationships. She wanted to concentrate on getting settled into this new phase of her life without any distractions, or fear of disappointing someone because she was too busy.

As she got accustomed to her new lifestyle and routine, Amy felt a familiar itch. She tried to satisfy it with regular masturbation, and even some self-teasing from challenges she found on various blogs. Maybe she didn't need someone to dominate her, and she could simply fulfill her desires independently.

This did the trick for a while, but Amy soon realized it wasn't just the kinkiness she was longing for, but someone to hold her accountable. It was fun to play with herself, but it was something else entirely to play with someone who knew the game. 

Amy knew it was time to put herself back out there. She returned to her usual chatrooms and took up her role in the game. The first part was always the most annoying, as it entailed filtering through the poseurs and misogynists masquerading as dominants.

Amy went through this part of the process as she nibbled at her ravioli. She flipped her status to 'online' and opened her inbox. Amy sorted through private messages, unsurprised by their nature. Most were customary greetings, or compliments, and she looked through their bios before deciding if she was interested.

She investigated each of the senders and responded to the ones she was interested in. For the most part, Amy wasn't overly impressed by what she saw.

Amy heard a notification, and a green bubble appeared over her inbox as she received a private message. She opened it, and rather than some generic greeting or question, this message started with a little more startling announcement.

Hi there. I saw your icon, and it seemed familiar to me, it read. I think I must have seen you somewhere before.

Amy blinked as she read it, and an unsettled feeling crept into her stomach. That was not something she liked to hear in a chatroom. She briefly considered blocking the user with no response, but she was also concerned about how he could have recognized her. Her user icon didn't display much more than the lower half of her face and a few wisps of her hair. And, of course, a modest bit of cleavage. 

Before she could reply, another message came in. 

Your smile seems familiar, that is, he clarified. It's very striking. I'm sure I've seen you before, at least in passing.

Amy's brow furrowed. She was flattered by his compliment, but still uneasy that he thought they had seen one another, or possibly even met before. Yet again, before she had time to formulate a response, he was already typing.

Sorry, I know that can be a little unnerving to hear, it read. Especially on a site like this. I'm Thomas.

Amy took a moment to think before committing to a reply. She was still highly suspicious, but then again, he had admitted to the potential for his message to catch her off guard. She read back over the messages several times before she finally started to type her response. 

Thank you for the compliment, she typed. I admit I was a little concerned about your first message.

I can't blame you, the reply was instantaneous. Again, I apologize for being so blatant.

It's alright, Amy sent back.

This whole conversation was unfamiliar territory. By this point in other chats, she would be breaching the topic of kinks or limits. She wondered if this was all just an elaborate attempt to throw her out of rhythm and make him stand out against other users. If so, it was working.

So, what are you doing here? Amy asked. It was a standard question that fit the prescribed routine of internet chats.

What do you think? He answered. Amy detected a hint of sarcasm in the reply, and her lip twitched a little in response.  

Fishing? She asked, just to confirm that they were both talking about the same thing. 

Naturally. And you? She read his reply and smirked as she typed her response.  

Catching, she sent. 

Oh, very good, was his good-natured response. Anything worth keeping?

Amy's fingers paused on the keyboard for a moment. 

No, she finally sent. It was a moment before his reply came in. 

It can be hard to make a connection this way, he sympathized. 

Amy took her hands off the keyboard. She read over the conversation a few times- it was more interesting than most, even if the beginning caught her off guard. He- Thomas apparently- had a quick wit and seemed empathetic. Amy didn't know where she wanted to take the conversation from there, but she didn't want to jump straight into dirty talk. She decided instead to go back to the root of their conversation. 

So, do you still think you've seen me somewhere before? She asked. Or was that just a ploy to catch my attention?

It wasn't a ploy, he answered. Your smile looks familiar. I'm sure I've seen it before. Possibly multiple times.

Amy thought for a moment. 

Where do you think you've seen it? She pressed. It was a bold move, perhaps, but she wanted to know if he was bluffing, and the only she could think to do that was to see if he could name a place that she frequented, or at the very least had been before.

Are you ever around the George Freeman business park? He asked. I work at one of the offices there, and I'm pretty sure I've seen you in passing, though I doubt we've ever spoken to one another.

Amy froze, and the unsettled feeling returned to her stomach. That was where her office was, and where she spent every weekday from eight-thirty to five. 

Mixed emotions whirled inside of her, led by a flash of fear that this stranger had seen her before. It felt oddly like a breach of the anonymity that online interactions were supposed to provide. There was security in knowing these online flings would never transfer into her real life. It was almost a guarantee of no consequences for behavior that society would undoubtedly label as taboo.

On the other hand, her excitement surged that someone from this site worked and likely lived in such proximity. Amy scolded herself for it, but leaped at the hope that she could have a real-life encounter with someone. She had tried to plan meetups with her long-distance partners before, but it was a tedious and challenging process that most often ended with cold feet or transportation issues.

If he truly worked so close to her, it would be easy for them to meet up for lunch at the very least, then maybe a date, and then perhaps even set up a scene.

Amy stopped her train of thought before she got carried away. She was torn between whether she wanted to reveal the truth or not. She never wanted to prioritize her sexual desires over her safety. It was easy enough for a tech-savvy person to somehow view her account details, get hold of her email, and figure out where she worked in an attempt to lull her into a false sense of security.

Which office do you work for? Amy asked, rather than revealing anything offhand.

Getting a little specific there, aren't we? He replied, and Amy felt embarrassed, but relieved that he was not inclined to reveal too much to an internet stranger.

I'm sorry, she apologized. I’m honestly just a little leery of confirming or denying my day-to-day whereabouts to someone in a chatroom.

Understandable, he conceded.

For a moment, neither of them typed or sent anything. Amy wondered briefly if this would be the end of the conversation. She admitted to herself that the idea was disappointing, and she nervously typed her next message.

I work in an office there too, she sent, and waited for his response, knots forming in her stomach. 

I guess it makes sense that I would have seen you there before then, he said. You must smile a lot if I could spot it from your user icon. Though it is exceptional, so I'm sure that helped it to stick in my memory.

The corners of Amy's lips turned up at the compliment.

Thank you, she responded. I'd say I smile a fair amount. Probably as much as everyone else.

Well, I guess that shows that quality goes further than quantity, he said.

Amy blushed and decided to venture into flirtation on her next reply.

Are you always so charming? She asked. A little up-front, but nothing too far-fetched for a conversation of this nature.

Always, he answered.

And modest too, she quipped. 

Of course, his answer read. Only on the internet, though.

Oh, I see, Amy couldn't help but smile as she typed. 

It's easy to seem charming here, he said. I think we're all united by a similar goal and adhere to the same set of expectations. 

That's true, Amy agreed. It's a lot easier to admit what I want when there's a chance that someone else wants it too.

There was a pause before his next message, and Amy was nervous that her conversational input had been deemed too boring, and he had excused himself. She was relieved when his next message appeared and felt a flicker of excitement as she read its contents.

And what might that be? it read. 

It was Amy's turn to pause. She had never shared her desires with someone so near to her. It brought an element of possibility to her confession, which made everything much more palpable and real. Knowing she likely crossed his path on her way to work, or heading home, or even out to lunch made her shiver. She tried to catalog the faces she saw on the sidewalk on a day to day basis.

Her deliberation had taken a while, and she knew he was expecting a reply. She took a deep breath and held it as she typed her response. Her finger hovered over the 'enter' key for several seconds before she could gather the nerve to send it.

I'm a submissive, so what I want is a dominant to help me explore my kinks, it read. I'm still relatively new to the scene, and I'm looking for a real connection. Ideally, I am looking for something long-term, but I know that's not everyone's goal. So far, I've mostly just been involved with people for a month or so. Then I wind up here again, looking for someone new.

Amy wasn't quite sure why she’d revealed that she was looking for something long-term. Usually, she would just say she was seeking a dominant. For whatever reason, though, she was incline to offer him this insight.

It can be hard to maintain a connection with someone when you meet this way, he said. I've had my share of short-term deals. Sometimes it's the distance that kills it. Sometimes the connection just isn't there. Either way, it gets tough.

Yeah, exactly, Amy replied. It's fun while it lasts, though, and every experience helps me to grow.

That's an excellent way of looking at it, he typed. 

Thanks, Amy sent. I just feel like something is missing when I don't have a dominant. It's not like I can't live without one, I'm a perfectly capable and independent person. It just… helps me feel more like myself? I don't know that probably sounds weird.

Not at all, he replied. There’s nothing wrong with wanting to enhance this part of your life, and you have a right to seek out a partner to help you fulfill your desires.

Amy took comfort from his response. It was nice to receive validation and assurance that it was okay to want things beyond what she could provide for herself. The longer this conversation went on, the more Thomas intrigued her.

What about you? She asked, letting her curiosity get the better of her. What is it that you want?

Amy was ready for the pause that followed her question. Eventually, though, the typing bubble appeared, and it wasn't long before she received his response. 

Well, to make a long story short, he began. I'm here looking for a submissive. But to be honest, I'm a little rusty. I released my submissive of almost four years about a year ago. It's been a long year just learning how to be on my own again, remembering who I am without someone else depending on me. But I've put in the work, and I think I'm finally ready to get back on the scene. At least, I thought I was. A lot has changed in the way people go about the whole wooing process.

Oh wow, Amy typed. I'm sorry.

Don't be, he replied. I just wanted to be up-front about it.

Amy thought for a moment before replying. 

So are you looking to sort of dip your toe in the water with someone new before you dive in too deep? She asked. Sort of like a test run, I mean.

If you're asking me if I'm looking for a short fling, he responded. The answer is no. I'm a little too old-school for dine and dash culture in BDSM relationships. I like to start slow and get to know someone before I bend them over my knee.

Amy smiled and knew he was joking, but she had to admit that the idea of being put over anyone's knee made her pussy twitch.

That's understandable, Amy sent him. She didn't want to admit it to him so quickly, but the idea of something like that was incredibly appealing to her.

That's part of the reason I reached out to you specifically, he admitted. I'm sure I've seen you close by before. There's nothing wrong with a long-distance, long-term thing, but I think if we're honest with ourselves, we can both agree that in-person dynamics meet a lot more needs than online ones. 

I wouldn't know, Amy confessed. I've never had an in-person dynamic before.

That's not so strange these days, he assured her. But is it something you'd be interested in?

Amy read the question several times. Her heart raced as she pressed herself for an answer. Her head had been screaming, "Yes!" since she first read the question. Still, knowing something is true and admitting it are two different things.

I think so, Amy decided to go with a non-committal response. Again, I really have no experience in that arena.

It is very different, he typed. You're wise not to jump to the conclusion that it's something you want just because you enjoy playing with online partners. I think the online thing is a great, low-risk way to get your feet wet in this community.

Exactly, Amy was relieved he seemed to understand. It leaves enough of a buffer between my real life and my fantasies for me to be comfortable.

Safety has to be a priority for all of us, he agreed. I'm glad to see it is for you, at least.

And you? Amy pressed.

Extremely important, he confirmed. That's why I like to take things very slow. Too slow for most people here, I think. But I see that as a positive. It helps me sort out people who wouldn't be very compatible with me in the long run anyway.

That's a nice way of looking at it, Amy said. 

I like to try and keep an optimistic outlook, he said. 

Me too, Amy typed. 

Again, there was a pause in the conversation. Amy couldn't deny that she found him intriguing. He seemed to want the same thing she wanted- a long term, in-person experience. Still, she couldn't quite decide if she was ready to take that leap.

Then again, he also stated that he wanted to take it slow. Amy wondered exactly how slow he meant, and if his version of slow would be enough to satisfy her. They hadn't even discussed their limits or kinks yet. She may very well be incompatible with him right off the bat. Then again, he hadn't precisely expressed that he wanted to pursue any kind of relationship at all.

Fortunately, the typing bubble appeared and saved her from having to come up with a response. 

So when did you first realize you were submissive? It read. 

Amy thought for a moment. She knew the answer to the question, but she wasn't accustomed to being asked. 

I think I was always submissive, she typed. I just never really connected it to sex until I was about 16. And even then, I was mainly exploring on my own, and as I read more literature and accounts from other people, I started to relate to the idea of being submissive. It was nice to realize that there were other people out there like me and that I wasn't the only one getting turned on by seeing people tied up and helpless in movies.

No, he responded. You are not the only one. But it is nice to see the community in action and partake of it in your daily routine. I'm guessing that's how you found this site in the first place.

Exactly, Amy agreed. I wanted to see if I could maintain a dynamic of my own and experience some of the things I saw online for myself. 

And have you liked it so far? He inquired.

Amy thought for a moment, then typed her reply.

For the most part, yes, she said. The only thing I have a significant issue with is the rapid-fire nature of it all. By the time I get used to somebody, they're losing interest or just moving on to other things. It gets tedious trying to find a new partner every other month. 

I can imagine, he typed. Many people are interested in the initial blaze of fire, but not so much in tending the embers.

I'm starting to see that, Amy conceded.

Do you think it's enough for you? He asked. I mean the rotating door of dominants.

Amy was quiet again for a moment, but she knew her honest answer quicker than she liked to admit. 

No, she answered, and left it at that.

There was another long wait where neither of them typed anything at all. Amy’s stomach twisted, and her heart quickened as she waited for Thomas's response. Finally, the typing bubble appeared again, and her chest tightened with excitement.

As I already said, his message began. I'm not interested in a fast and furious drive-by. I want to find someone I can build a connection with, and if that happens, I would like to see where things go from there. I can't and won't promise anything more. But I think you have a gorgeous smile, and I am very interested in getting to know you better. I won't lie, the fact that we work in the same area is intriguing, because it means we're more likely to be able to meet sometime in person. I'm not pressing you for that any time soon, but I like that it's a possibility.

The message stood alone, and Amy read it over and over for several moments.

Have I scared you off already? he asked, and Amy scrambled to type out a reply.

No, not at all, she said. Honestly, that all sounds incredible. I would love to give it a try.

Amy sent the message, and her hands shook a little. Her eyes were wide as she watched her computer screen for his response.

I'm happy to hear that, he typed. Again, my name's Thomas. If you don't want to share your real name with me, that's okay. I know not all names are as commonplace as mine.

My name is fairly common too, she typed. My name's Amy.

Amy, he replied, and she felt a shiver as he used her name. It's been delightful to meet you.

You too, she said. I have to confess, this conversation has been a lot different from the ones I usually have. 

I'm sure it is, Thomas replied. I hope that's a good thing.

It is, Amy typed without even thinking. 

Good, he replied. I'm about to head to sleep. We'll chat more tomorrow?

Amy glanced over at the clock and saw that it was nearing eleven pm. It wasn't late compared to some of the nights she'd spent doing this, but considering she had work in the morning, it would be best for her to go to sleep as well. She was disappointed that their conversation was coming to a close, even if only for the present. 

I should be getting to bed as well, and I'd love to talk more tomorrow, Amy sent, and immediately typed out a follow-up message. I'm glad you messaged me.

I am too, he said, and Amy's stomach fluttered. Goodnight.

Goodnight, she sent, and closed her laptop before she could try to reread the whole conversation.

Amy’s head spun, and she couldn't keep a stupid smile off her face. She was excited. Granted, she was always excited at the beginning of these conversations, except when it was a particularly dull person on the other end. And yet, this was a different sort of excitement, likely because they hadn't done anything even remotely sexual.

Perhaps it was the anticipation that was putting it in a different light for her. She wondered if they would have the connection that Thomas was looking for. She wondered if they would prove incompatible due to kinks or limits or any other inhibitors. She wondered if she would unknowingly pass him by on her way to work in the morning.

She wondered a lot of things, and they all made her stomach do backflips. She was glad that she had already showered and gotten into her nightclothes. Now, there was nothing to distract her from the thoughts running through her mind. She laid down in her bed and let them roll.

Amy knew she should go to sleep, but it was no easy task with adrenaline pumping through her blood. She wished it was more sexual, that way she could touch herself, get off, and fall asleep. This feeling, though, was tinged with more curiosity and childlike wonder. Trying to turn it into sexual arousal almost seemed insulting. 

Amy sighed and stared up at the ceiling in the blue light flitering through her blinds from outside. She studied the paint's popcorn texture, and felt herself begin to drift off into sleep.

Amy's dreams were calm, and though she'd been up late, she woke up feeling refreshed. She remembered her conversation from the previous night, and excitedly picked up her phone to check the chatroom’s app to see if she had any messages from Thomas.  

She was more than a little disappointed to see that her inbox was empty. It was a fifty-fifty chance that he would reach out to her in the morning, she supposed, and it was her fault for getting her hopes up. She wondered if she should send him a message herself, but her nerves got the better of her. The last thing she wanted to do was come off as clingy or needy.

Amy sighed and shook it off so she could proceed with her morning routine. She did her hair and washed her face, then slipped into a skirt-suit for work. This one was one of her favorites- charcoal gray with a plain white shirt underneath the jacket. 

Instead of her usual flats, she opted for a pair of heels. They were sensible, of course- she did have a commute ahead of her- but they lengthened her legs and gave an edge to her overall appearance. She also spent more time than usual on her makeup, sharpening and softening her facial features into what she thought was most appealing.

Amy knew she was doing all this on the off chance that she might pass Thomas on her way to work. She knew the odds of their paths crossing were slim. Still, the thought that it might even be possible at all put butterflies in her stomach. She would likely never even know if it had happened or not, and that only fueled her excitement. 

When she was finally satisfied with her appearance, Amy took up her work bag and collected her keys and phone off her nightstand, then headed for the door. She opened the app again to check for any last-minute messages before she began her trek to work.

Throughout her commute, Amy's hands felt twitchy. She wanted to check her phone, again and again, to see if she had received any messages from Thomas. Her eyes constantly flashed all around her. She looked several men up and down, wondering if they could be him.  

The whole thing made her skin tingle and her stomach tight with excitement. She already knew it was going to be hard to concentrate at work. Fortunately, her job didn't exactly call for strenuous brain activity, so she could afford to daydream as she forwarded calls to the important people in her office. 

As she neared her office building, Amy felt another surge of nerves and excitement. Her eyes flickered across the sidewalk at the people milling about, going through their routine. Some looked sleepy, and others looked perky and ready to seize the day.

Amy wondered which category Thomas fell into. She wondered if he drank coffee. She wondered if he worked out before he went to work every day. She wondered if he enjoyed his job, or if he just put up with it to pay the bills. She realized in her rushing thoughts that her curiosity surrounded his mundane aspects, not his sexual desires. She briefly noted that it was a nice change.

Amy made it inside her office, clocked in, and got settled at her desk. She checked the phone for messages as usual. Slowly but surely, the rest of her coworkers arrived, and each went through their morning routine. Soon, the office filled with the soft murmur of telephones ringing, paper shuffling, and the tapping of keyboards. 

Amy was in the middle of checking for errors on a spreadsheet when Jacob came over to her desk.

"Hey, I'm having trouble finding the Harrison account…" he spoke distractedly, his brows furrowed as he shuffled through papers in his hand. 

"Oh, I have it right here," Amy replied quickly, reaching into one of the multiple sorting trays spread across her workstation. "Kenneth was just doing some finalizations."

"Great," he looked up, reached for the papers, and blinked as though surprised.  

Amy cocked an eyebrow at him. 

"Is everything okay?" she asked as she offered him the papers.

Jacob blinked again.

"Of course," he replied as he took the papers. "I just noticed your makeup was a little different today."

Amy smiled, flattered that he noticed. 

"I changed it up a little bit," she confirmed. "Good eye."

"Well," Jacob cleared his throat and looked down at the papers in his hands. "It looks nice. Thanks for the account."

"Of course," Amy spoke, but he was already headed across the floor toward his office. 

Amy smiled to herself. If she didn't happen to pass Thomas at any point through the day, at least she had made an impression on Jacob. The thought amused her and brightened her mood for the rest of her day. 

The day passed about as quickly as it usually did. Amy made it a point to go out for lunch rather than staying in the office, once again taking the chance that Thomas might see her. She may never know whether she accomplished that goal, but the possibility alone was enough to keep her on a high throughout her workday.  

After work, she walked home, glancing around at the people surrounding her, wondering if any of the men could be Thomas. When she arrived at her apartment, she went through her usual routine of making dinner, watching Netflix, and doing a couple of chores throughout her home. She felt a pull toward her computer the whole time, but schooled herself to be patient.

When she was fully decompressed from her workday, she fetched her laptop from her bedroom, opting to use it in the living room. Her excitement rose as she opened up the screen and logged in to the chatroom. Again, she was disappointed with the lack of notifications, and her brows furrowed a little in confusion.  

She didn't know what to do. Their conversation had been so different. She was unaccustomed to waiting for a reply, unless, of course, he was ghosting her. The possibility was always there, but the thought was more disappointing than usual. 

Amy frowned at her screen as she thought through her situation. She wondered if it would seem too eager for her to send him a message first. She knew it was absurd to agonize over, but online interactions were a fine line to tread. She didn't want to make the wrong impression when she was still within the first twenty-four hours of knowing him.

Before she could do anything rash, Amy closed the screen of her computer. It wouldn't hurt to wait a while longer. Plenty of people didn't even get on their computers or apps until the evening anyway. 

Instead, she opted to go ahead and get her run in for the day. It was getting warmer in the afternoons, and she relished the increasing temperature. She dressed in her usual ensemble of yoga pants, a sweater, a sports bra, and some supportive running shoes. As it got warmer, she would drop the sweater, but for now, she took advantage of the additional warmth it provided.  

When she got home, she did a static stretching routine and made sure that her body, especially her hips and hamstrings, was nice and loose. She took her stretching just as seriously as she took the runs themselves, knowing how important they were for her to recover. 

When she was satisfied with her stretching, she stripped out of her sweaty workout clothes and tossed them in the hamper. She took a shower, keeping the water at a lukewarm temperature so it wouldn't dry out her skin, and took care to rinse and wash all the sweat out of her hair and off her body.

When she finished her shower, she towel-dried her hair and put lotion all over her body to keep her skin soft and supple. She dressed in an old t-shirt and a pair of shorts and returned to her living room to settle down for the evening. She turned on the TV to create some background noise as she opened her computer.

Amy opened the tabs for all the socials she regularly scrolled through, each of them having one or two notifications up. None of them excited or intrigued her. 

She looked at the tab for the chatroom and was disappointed to see that there were still no notifications. Feeling bold, she opened the tab. She looked over on the left side of the screen at her list of contacts. The green bubble beside Thomas's username told her that he was online.

Amy’s nerves fluttered to know he was likely doing the same thing she was, just sitting down at his computer to unwind. Or maybe he was doing something valuable with his time. She had no way of knowing, and it gave her pause in her intentions to send him a message. She didn't want to be a nuisance or come off as desperate. 

Then again, she did want to pick up where they had left off, and she didn't want him to feel like she was blowing him off. 

Amy felt like she was in high school all over again, flustered and confused. She frowned at herself and nearly closed her computer screen again in consternation. She was a grown woman. The worst thing that could happen is that, if he was busy, he would message her back later, and if he didn't want to speak to her, he wouldn't respond at all. Beyond that, there were no consequences.

Amy took a deep breath to steady herself and typed a message in the text box.

Hi there, it read. How are you doing tonight?

Amy pressed send. It was done. She exhaled the breath she had been holding and hastily navigated to another page as if that would help to ease her eagerness. She was scrolling through Facebook, not paying attention to the posts when she heard the chatroom's familiar alert sound.

Amy's heart leaped, and she immediately switched tabs to open the chat. She was thrilled yet again when she saw a reply from Thomas, and not somebody else using the platform.

I'm doing very well, thanks for asking, it read. And yourself?

I'm also doing well, she said. I just got in from my run.

Oh, the reply was short, but quickly followed by another. So you run in the evening?

Yes, Amy answered. Or the afternoon, just whenever the time allows.

Even when it's dark out? He asked.

Yes, Amy confirmed. There are plenty of street-lamps along my route, though.

Still a little dangerous, he commented. 

Well, I'm very careful, Amy said, though she did note his apparent concern. 

Well, other than your run, Thomas changed topics. How was your day as a whole?

It was good, Amy replied and thought a moment before typing out the next sentence. I was actually a little bit nervous and excited all day.

Oh really? Thomas typed. Why might that be?

Amy bit her lip as she typed back. 

Because I kept thinking that I might run into you, she confessed. Or that you might see me. I don't know.

That's very flattering, Thomas said. Let me guess- you dressed up a little? Have you changed your hair? Your makeup?

Amy's skin flushed at his questions. 

Yes, she admitted. 

And you were just wondering all day, he went on. Whether one of the people around you, maybe on the sidewalk or just around your building… was me?

Guilty as charged, Amy typed, trying to lighten the mood with a more offhand response. 

I really like that, Thomas replied. I must admit that making that kind of impression on you before we've even met or spoken… well, I'll just say it makes me feel incredible.

I'm glad it makes you feel good, Amy replied sheepishly. I felt like an idiot.

No, Thomas corrected her. You felt little and excited.

Amy read the message, and her hands fell to her lap. A moment passed as she considered his words. She had never heard the term "little" used to describe a feeling before, but it was accurate. She felt like when she was six, and her parents had taken her to a carnival. Everything felt new and vivid again but in a darkly delicious way. 

Yes, she finally admitted. That's very true.

I like that I can already make you feel that way, Thomas replied, and Amy shivered. 

Amy hesitated with her next response. She already felt flustered, eager, and undeniably aroused just from the way Thomas was messaging her. He was making it very difficult for her to act normally. 

You're making me very flustered right now, she opted for transparency.

I can tell, Thomas typed. It's adorable. I bet you're blushing just now.

I am, Amy confirmed as her cheeks burned. 

You're too easy, he teased. We haven't even gotten started properly.

Amy's heart skipped a beat. 

And when might we get started properly? She asked, feeling bold.

There was a delay, and Amy held her breath as she worried that she might have overstepped some sort of boundary. She relaxed as the typing bubble reappeared. 

Well, I think we have a couple of options, he started. We could proceed online and get to know each other here, which is perfectly viable.

Amy waited, but Thomas was not forthcoming with the second of their options. 

Or? She finally prompted him.

Or, since we live so close to one another, Thomas continued. We could go ahead and try to meet up in person. Somewhere public, of course. 

Amy's eyes widened as she read the words. It seemed so soon to think about meeting up with him. They hadn't even known each other for a day. And yet, the very idea of seeing him in person, and knowing the potential direction of their relationship filled her with glee. Before she could respond, she saw that Thomas was typing again.

I know it seems soon, Thomas said. But it would be a low-pressure situation, and I should hope it would eventually happen even if we chatted for weeks beforehand. Then again, there's nothing wrong with poking around here for a while if that makes you comfortable. I'm in no rush.

Amy considered all this. On one hand, there were about a million reasons not to go out with a virtual stranger. What if he was a predator trying to lure her into a helpless situation? What if he tried to drug and rape her?

There were another million reasons based purely on her insecurities. What if she wasn't up to Thomas's standards of attractiveness? What if she was too shy to act like herself? What if she couldn't think of anything intelligent to say to him?

Even as excuses flew through her mind, though, Amy felt the unmistakable rush of intrigue coursing through her veins. She'd never even dared to dream a situation like this could be real. Now, this man had appeared in all the shimmering vestiges of opportunity, and she didn't know what she should do. 

Amy knew Thomas was waiting on her response, and she didn't want to leave him hanging. She paused for another second and took a quick breath before typing up her reply. 

Where did you have in mind, and when? She sent before her courage deserted her. 

There were several seconds of delay, and Amy thought she might die of anticipation. 

Have you ever been to Carlo's? He asked.

I have, Amy answered. It was a small café a couple of blocks away from their business park. 

How would you feel about having lunch there with me tomorrow? He asked. 

I would really like that, Amy blushed as she replied. I usually take my lunch at 12:30, so I could be over there at about 12:40 or so.

Perfect, Thomas replied. It's settled then.

Great, Amy answered as her heart raced. 

I'm looking forward to meeting you, Thomas said. And I hope that I can get you to show me your beautiful smile.

I don't think I'll be able to help myself, Amy admitted. 

I surely hope not, he typed. 

Amy couldn't think of anything to say, and her mind raced with frantic thoughts driven by her frazzled nerves. 

I'm very nervous, she finally typed, feeling the need to confide in him.

You have no reason to be, Thomas assured her. I'm just another normal man with a penchant for making women cry in the bedroom.

Amy laughed out loud and felt a little better. 

I'm not sure if that's very reassuring, she typed, smiling. 

Well, Thomas answered. I would hate to set false precedence.

Very thoughtful of you, Amy quipped. 

I do my best, Thomas replied. In all sincerity, though, I hope you don't feel pressured. I have all the time in the world. I do want to meet you, but I have no problem waiting.

No, Amy typed and sent before she could think better of it. I want to meet you too. And I don't want to wait.

Very interesting that you should say that, Thomas said, and Amy detected amusement in his written tone. 

Why might that be? She prompted.

I'm sure it will come up naturally in a future conversation, Thomas evaded her. Maybe even tomorrow at lunch. Who knows?

Amy felt the spark of arousal at his elusive, teasing tone. 

At least we'll have something to talk about, Amy tried to use humor to diffuse her mounting excitement.  

I'm confident we'll have many things to talk about, Thomas typed. And I'm confident it will make for stimulating conversation in the middle of a café at lunchtime.

Don't try to scare me away, Amy protested lightly. I'm set in my course.

We'll see about that tomorrow, Thomas wrote, and Amy shivered again. I can hardly wait. 

Amy perceived a predatory edge to his words, and she felt every ounce like prey. 

For now, though, Thomas typed again before she could respond. I had better get to bed if I want to be at my best for you tomorrow. 12:40 at Carlo's?

Yes, Amy confirmed. I'll see you there. 

I sincerely look forward to it, Thomas typed. Goodnight. Sleep well.

You, too, Amy sent the message and watched the green bubble next to Thomas's user icon switch from green to gray as he logged off. 

Amy shook, and her eyes flitted back and forth across the computer screen as she read again through the messages from tonight. She couldn't believe she accepted his invitation.

She was going to meet Thomas tomorrow. 

Amy knew she was in for a long and restless night. 


Chapter II

Even before her alarm rang in the morning, Amy’s hand was ready to silence it. She hardly slept at all, and she felt a mix of anxiety and exhilaration as she began her morning routine. Her movements were infused with frantic energy, and she made a concentrated effort to calm herself down. 

She labored over the decision of what outfit she should wear. She wanted to look nice, but not like she was trying too hard, which was a delicate balance to maintain. She eventually picked out a cream-colored cable-knit sweater that accentuated her curves without being too revealing, and paired it with a plaid wool skirt.  

Amy agonized over her appearance in the mirror and struggled with what to do with her hair. She didn’t want to just leave it down like she always did. She opted for a loose fishtail braid, which took her longer than usual to accomplish due to her shaking hands. She looked herself over in the mirror, more than a little anxious. 

Amy shook off her nervous energy and decided to focus on putting on her makeup. She was careful not to overdo it, but the occasion did warrant something extra. She went for a subtle smoky-eye look, which accented the natural colors of her eyes. 

Amy forced herself not to be too meticulous. It was just a lunch date, after all. Even so, it was the first date she’d been on since she moved here, and she had high hopes. Thomas was charming and interesting, and she wanted to make a good impression the first time they met in real life. 

She felt a surge of nerves and wondered if this was all happening too quickly. Was she putting herself in danger by agreeing to meet so soon? With anyone else she’d met on the internet her default answer would be yes. She wouldn’t have even considered meeting up with some of the people she chatted with. 

But then again, she never had the opportunity- some of them lived more than a thousand miles away from her. Thomas, however, worked in the very same business park. There was even a remote chance they could have met organically at some point.

Amy figured that was the primary reason she agreed to this. She didn’t feel desperate necessarily, but she did think it would be foolish to overlook such an easy opportunity to connect with someone. She knew these opportunities were rare, and to miss out on one due to nerves would be a shame. 

Amy took a deep breath and tried to settle herself. She was just overthinking, as usual. People met up all the time within a day of meeting each other on the internet. In fact, it was becoming a very normalized part of society, with hookup-culture at an all-time high.

Amy rationalized this in her head, but there was something else that made her think twice. This was not like the regular dates off Tinder or other online dating services. Thomas was from a chatroom that revolved around a fetish that boasted more than a few poseurs who used dominance as a mask for abusiveness or even misogyny.

From her experience with Thomas so far, and from his own stated views about the scene, she didn’t think he was a pseudo-dom, or abusive. He said he’d been in a relationship with his previous submissive for years, which seemed nearly impossible to Amy, who had only managed to carry one out for a month or so. 

To carry out any kind of romantic relationship for years seemed impossible to her, come to think of it.

Amy, of course, had no way to verify if he was telling the truth. Such was the glory of the internet that a person could essentially create a new version of themselves for every person they spoke to. Thomas could be luring her in, using what he could glean from her profile information, to make himself seem the kind of person she would want to entertain while being wholly different in reality. 

Amy’s mind ran wild with all the negative possibilities, but she was also full of hope. For as many things that could go wrong, there was an equal number that could go right. He could be the kind of person that he seemed- smart, engaging, with a witty sense of humor. And that was just from the way he chatted online. 

Amy wondered how much of that personality would come out when they met today. Would he be as nervous and shy as she felt? She highly doubted he was agonizing over his outfit like she did, but maybe his nerves were manifesting in other ways. 

Amy still had a few minutes to kill before she needed to head to the office. She glanced down at her phone and studied it for a while, then decided to send a quick message to Thomas. She knew they were meeting for lunch, but she didn’t think it would be too forward to send him a message in the morning. People did it all the time. 

She opened the app for the chatroom and tapped on her inbox. The red bubble beside Thomas’s icon told her he was currently offline, but she knew he’d receive the message whenever he logged in.  

Good morning, she greeted him. I’m very excited to meet you today. 

Amy sent the message and felt more settled. She needed to stop worrying about tiny decisions like whether to send a text when there were few consequences and much to gain. She gathered up her things and started on her walk to work. 

She arrived at the office, and as usual, Jacob was already there, immersed in paperwork at his desk. Amy sent a smile in his direction, but he was too busy to notice. So, Amy went to her desk and settled in for the day. 

Amy powered on her computer and waited for it to warm up. She left her desk for the break room to start a pot of coffee for the day, and as the machine sounded with clicks and hums, she vacantly looked over at the fridge. Her lunch for the day would usually be inside it, waiting, but today she had none. 

Amy worried her lower lip with her teeth as she thought about what her lunch date might hold for her. She didn’t have long to dwell on it, though. As the coffee began to trickle from the machine into the carafe, Jacob came into the break room. 

“Good morning,” he offered Amy, his voice reserved.

“Good morning,” she gave him a warm smile. “Looking for some coffee?”

Jacob nodded smiling almost warily. 

“I know I’m perfectly capable of making it myself,” he said. “It just turns out better when you do it.”

“What can I say?” Amy replied with a shrug. “I have the magic touch.”

Jacob chuckled but said nothing more for as they waited for the coffee. Jacob looked over at her, and his head tilted. 

“I really like that outfit,” he remarked. “And your hair.”

“Thank you,” Amy appreciated the compliments. “I actually have a date at lunch.”

“Oh,” Jacob blinked. “That’ll be nice, I’m sure.”

“I hope so,” Amy’s stomach fluttered. “I’m a little nervous.”

“First date?” Jacob asked, and Amy nodded. 

“I understand,” he related. “It’s hard enough for me to get out of my shell to ask someone out in the first place. Then I have to try to act sociable.”

Amy laughed lightly and was glad for his conversation. 

“Thanks,” she said genuinely. “I can relate to that. I’m just hoping for the best.”

Jacob nodded and cleared his throat. They lapsed into silence again. The coffee was ready, and Amy took a mug from the cabinet above the sink.

“Here you go,” she said as she poured some for Jacob.

“Oh, thank you,” he took the mug. “Have a good day.”

“You too,” Amy replied, then turned to pour her own cup.

Amy was grateful for the interaction.

With her coffee in tow, Amy returned to her desk. Her workload kept her mind occupied for the most part, but every now and then she couldn’t help but think about her upcoming date with Thomas. 

As she came upon a lull in her work, her hand twitched. She glanced around to see if anyone was looking her way, and when she was sure she wouldn’t be observed, she pulled out her phone. It wasn’t rare for people to check their cell phones at work, but the nature of what she was looking for made her paranoid.

Amy navigated to the chatroom icon and was delighted to see a badge notification. She hoped dearly it was from Thomas and not some random user.

She opened the app, and warmth suffused her body as she saw the message was, indeed, from Thomas. 

Good morning to you, too, it read. I am very excited to meet you, too. I hope you have a good day until then. 

Amy’s cheeks grew hot, and she tried not to smile. She didn’t want to be too hopeful that he would reply to her, but he had, and she was taken aback at how something so simple pleased her so much. 

Amy debated sending a response but decided against it. He was at work. She was at work. They should both be doing work. Still, she wondered if he was checking the clock as often as she was, eager for the lunch hour to be upon them.

Amy did her best to concentrate on her work, and she buried herself in more complex and intricate accounts and clients to keep her mind occupied. This kind of work was tedious, but at least it required all her focus and attention. 

Amy was buried in her work when she finally noticed people milling about around her. She looked at the clock at the bottom of her computer screen, and her heart lurched. 

It was 12:30 pm- her lunch.

Amy tried to look calm and collected as she gathered up her purse and phone, but she couldn’t keep her hands from shaking as her thoughts ran wild. 

Amy stepped out of the office and shivered at the biting cold, but she was grateful she didn’t have to worry about working up a sweat on the way to Carlo’s. She knew the way, and before she knew it she was at the front of the café.

Amy hesitated as she reached for the door. Her heart pounded, and she felt a moment of panic in which she wanted to flee back to her office. She scolded herself, and took hold of the door handle, feeling a small sense of accomplishment as she stepped inside.

Only to realize that she had a small problem- she didn’t know what Thomas looked like.

Amy looked around for anyone that seemed to be looking for her, but promptly gave up. She stepped aside to get out of other people’s way as she took her phone from her purse. Thankfully, there was a message waiting for her.

I got us a table already, it read. I’m at the corner of the front window and the wall.

The shop’s front wall consisted of a glass pane, where it eventually intersected with a dark, wood-paneled wall. Amy looked over at the corner, and sure enough, there sat a man, looking out the window at people passing on the sidewalk.

Amy wanted to be sure, so she sent him a return message. 

I just got in, she sent. 

She watched as the man looked down from the window and reached into his pocket to pull out his phone. His thumb tapped the screen, and a smile passed over his features as he looked up to do a quick scan of the restaurant.  

His eyes locked on her, and his smile widened to reveal a set of bright teeth. Amy felt like a deer caught in headlights.

It was Thomas. 

Amy mustered the strength to move toward him, and he stood up as she got closer. His eyes were dark, but they twinkled brightly as if to display his emotion. He was tall and broad, and his features were rugged but handsome. He seemed to be older than her, but she wasn’t sure quite how much.

“Hi,” Amy offered sheepishly as she reached the table. 

“Hi,” Thomas answered in a smooth voice, his expressive eyes flashing with amusement. “I’m Thomas.”

“Amy,” she squeaked. 

Thomas extended his hand to shake, and Amy took it. Thomas reduced the professional nature of the gesture by stroking over the back of her hand with his thumb.

The sensation made her heart flutter. 

“Shall we sit?” he gestured to the chairs on either side of the small, circular table. 

Amy nodded and took her seat, then watched as Thomas followed suit. She was unsure of how to proceed, but she was saved from having to reply by the appearance of their server.

“Good afternoon!” they said cheerily. “Can I get you started off with something to drink?”

“I’d like a water, please,” Thomas smiled, then looked over at Amy expectantly. 

“A water as well, thank you,” Amy ordered. 

“And do we know what we’d like to eat today, or do you need a few minutes to look at the menu?” the server asked.

Amy blinked. She hadn’t even noticed the menus on the table in front of them. She hadn’t even begun to contemplate the idea of food. Amy looked up apologetically between Thomas and their server.

“We still need a few minutes,” Thomas spoke up, his voice polite but confident, and Amy was relieved.

“Not a problem,” the server smiled. “I’ll be right back with those drinks.”

The server left, and Amy wanted to bury her face in her hands. Thomas seemed to notice, as he released a soft chuckle. 

“I almost forgot about the food, too,” Thomas assured her. 

“Sorry…” Amy laughed lightly as she began to peruse the menu. 

There was quiet between them as they looked over the lunch selections. Amy felt a wave of anxiety as she wondered what Thomas would think of her order. She was getting more overwhelmed with each option she saw. 

“I think I’m going to have the chicken pesto panini,” Thomas spoke, almost as if to himself. “What are you thinking?”

Amy felt frozen again. 

“I’m not sure,” she finally stammered out. “I can’t decide.”

“Well, take your time, there’s no pressure,” Thomas offered a gentle smile, his voice calm and soothing.

Amy relaxed, grateful for his patience. 

“I’m usually more decisive than this,” Amy said meekly.

“Is that so?” Thomas raised a brow.

“Not at all actually,” Amy laughed and saw a strange emotion flicker through Thomas’s eyes. It made her chest tighten.  

Amy looked down at her menu to hide the blush she felt creeping over her cheeks. She had no idea why he was having such a strong effect on her. She was once again thankful when the waiter reappeared with their waters.

“And are we any closer to a decision?” they asked. 

Amy looked at Thomas, who merely looked back at her with a warm smile. Somehow, she knew he was willing to wait if she needed the time. Amy nearly blushed again.

“I’d like a bowl of vegetable soup and a side salad with ranch dressing, please,” she ordered in a rush.

“And for you?” the server looked to Thomas as they jotted down her order. 

“The chicken pesto panini, thanks,” Thomas ordered pleasantly. 

“Perfect,” the server gave them each a smile. “I’ll get that right out for you.”

Thomas collected both their menus and handed them to the server, who thanked him before turning back toward the kitchen. Amy was once again left with the daunting task of making conversation.

“How do you feel about playing a game?” Thomas spoke, saving her the struggle of initiating the next round of conversation and intriguing her with the suggestion.

“What’s the game?” Amy asked.

“I just call it ‘questions,’” Thomas explained. “We basically just take turns answering questions from each other. You can pass on as many questions as you like, but if you pass, the asker gets to pose another question. And the same question can’t be asked twice in the same game.”

“Seems simple enough,” Amy shrugged. “I’ll play.” 

“Wonderful,” Thomas smiled broadly. “You can ask the first question.”

“Okay…” Amy thought for a moment. “What’s your favorite color?”

“Cobalt blue,” Thomas answered. “Do you have any pets?”

“No,” Amy answered. “What’s your favorite animal?”

“Deer,” Thomas answered. “Where is someplace you’d like to travel?”

“I would really like to go to Scotland one day,” Amy answered. “Where is your favorite place you’ve traveled to?”

“The Czech Republic,” Thomas answered. “Are you feeling a little more relaxed now?”

Amy flushed at the question but was surprised to find that she really was feeling more relaxed, and very intrigued by their game. It was an excellent icebreaker. 

“Yes,” she answered with a small smile. “Do you play this game with everyone you take out to lunch.”

“Not always,” Thomas answered, his eyes intense. “Some people were never born with a shell to have to come out of. But it’s a nice trick for those of us who need some coaxing. I know I do, anyway.”

Amy could listen to Thomas speak all day. His voice was soft and mellow, and it filled her with a sense of security, even in a situation that made her incredibly anxious. It seemed like everything he presented in his chatting was translating seamlessly into his real-life personality. It comforted and excited her at the same time. 

“Your turn,” Amy prompted Thomas playfully, and her heart leaped at the smirk that crossed his features.

“What are the qualities you value most in a partner?” Thomas asked, and his expression sobered. 

Amy thought for a moment. There was a host of qualities that she valued in her partners, but he wasn’t asking for the whole laundry list. 

“I think that transparency, compassion, and trustworthiness are three of my top desired qualities,” Amy answered. 

“Not a bad selection,” Thomas nodded. 

“What are some deal-breakers for you in a potential partner?” Amy countered, getting bolder with each question.

“Hm,” Thomas thought for a long moment, and Amy noted the way his strong brows furrowed as he came up with his answer. 

“Blatant disrespect,” Thomas started and counted off with his fingers as he went. “Ungratefulness, and assuming the worst about me.”

Amy took in his words and pondered them. She had expected something more along the lines of “texting him too much” or “being clingy,” but his answers were more insightful, and made her wonder what had happened in his past relationships to make those things stand out to him as deal-breakers. 

Thomas opened his mouth to ask his next question but stopped as the server arrived with their food.  

“Your soup and salad,” they set down Amy’s food in front of her. “And your panini. Just let me know if you need anything else!”

“Thank you,” Amy and Thomas said in unison.

Amy unwrapped her silverware and got to work on her salad. She tried not to look over at Thomas too much as he ate, unsure of whether he would feel self-conscious. They were quiet as they ate, and Amy was starting to feel anxious. 

“Oh!” Thomas said suddenly as if surprised. “I guess it’s my turn. Do you prefer coffee or tea?”

Amy swallowed the bite of food she was chewing.

“Coffee at present,” she answered. “Though I tend to go back and forth. Do you watch sports?”

“Oh, the usual,” Thomas said, gesturing vaguely with his sandwich in hand. “I watch football when it’s in season, and basketball and so on, but I wouldn’t call myself a die-hard fan. What’s your go-to comfort food?”

“Anything made out of a potato,” Amy laughed. “How do you like your sandwich?”

Thomas glanced down briefly at the food in his hand. 

“I like it well enough,” he shrugged. “I’m enjoying my company more than my food.”

Amy tried to hide her blush by looking down into her soup. 

“I’m enjoying your company, too,” she said softly.

“I’m thrilled to hear it,” Thomas’s voice was gentle. 

They were quiet for several moments more, and each of them worked on their food. Amy was putting a spoonful of soup into her mouth when she caught Thomas watching her pensively. She looked back at him, wordlessly, and blinked her concern.

“Sorry,” he laughed. “I don’t mean to stare. You’re just beautiful.”

Amy’s face grew hot, and she couldn’t help the smile that bloomed over her face.

“And there’s the smile,” he said. “God, that’s just… stunning.”

Amy wondered if she could blush any deeper at this point. She shifted in her seat and wondered what she could even say to that. 

“Thank you,” she finally managed to get out.

“You’re most welcome,” Thomas’s voice was a purr, and Amy’s stomach flipped. 

“Oh!” Thomas softly clapped his hands together. “I nearly forgot. I wanted to ask if I could have your phone number. The app is convenient for chatting, but it doesn’t provide any way for me to call you, which I would very much like to do.”

Amy was caught off guard for a moment.

“Oh!” she said in a rush. “Right, um…”

“It’s okay if you’d like to stay on the app for now,” Thomas seemed amused. 

“No, I mean, I just…” Amy stammered. “I would like it if you called me.”

Thomas chuckled, then reached into his pocket to pull out his phone. He set it face-up on the table and slid it toward her, with the number pad already on display.

Amy typed her number in and programmed her contact information. She slid the phone back over to Thomas, who gave her a smile. He looked down and tapped at the phone for a moment before putting it pack in his pocket. 

“Just shot you a message,” he said. “That way, you can add me to your address book. Or leave me as some nameless number in your texts. Whichever you prefer.”

Amy laughed lightly and took out her phone from her purse. Sure enough, she had received a message from a local number. 

This is Thomas, it read. Amy smiled again. 

She typed his contact information, then turned her phone around so that it was facing Thomas. 

“There,” she showed him. “Not just some nameless number.”

“I see,” Thomas smiled wryly. “Erikson.”

Amy frowned in confusion. 

“My last name,” he clarified. “It’s Erikson. I would hate to get confused for any of the other Thomases you know.”

“Yeah, right,” Amy rolled her eyes. 

“You never know,” Thomas shrugged, and his eyes sparkled. 

“Meadows,” Amy offered, clearing her throat. “My last name is meadows.”

“Amy Meadows,” Thomas invoked her name, and Amy’s nerves quivered.

The server made an appearance again and left the check booklet between them on the table. 

“Whenever you’re ready,” they said with a smile, then turned away. 

Thomas quickly picked up the booklet with a smirk and reached for his wallet. 

“You don’t need to pay for me,” Amy said quickly.

“I’d like to,” Thomas countered. “If that’s something you’re comfortable with. I promise it’s no trouble.”

Amy hesitated for a moment but finally nodded.

“Hey,” Thomas said softly, and Amy looked up at him. “It’s my pleasure. Please.”

His eyes were full of sincerity, and Amy felt comforted by them. Despite her general nervousness, she found his presence altogether very calming. She didn’t know quite what to think about it, except that she liked it. 

Thomas put his card in the booklet, and the server soon returned to run it. Amy felt regretful that her lunch date was coming to an end.

“Penny for your thoughts?” Thomas asked from across the table. 

“Oh, nothing,” she shook her head. “I just had a really nice time.”

Thomas smiled, and his eyes shimmered.

“I had a really nice time, too,” his voice was soft and low. “Better than nice, even.”

“You’re just trying to make me blush again,” Amy accused, and Thomas’s smile flashed. 

“Guilty as charged,” he laughed. “But I’m not trying- I’m succeeding.”

The warmth in her face told Amy that he was correct. 

The server returned with Thomas’s card, and she watched as he scribbled out his signature and a tip. He put his card back in his wallet, and a frown crossed his face for a moment. 

“I guess it’s about that time,” he said, and Amy could hear a hint of disappointment in his voice. 

“I guess so,” Amy said, the same disappointment in her own. 

Thomas rose from his chair and offered his hand. Amy took it. She her stomach fluttered again at the feeling of his hands- rough and slightly calloused. She found herself curious about what he did to earn that roughness, and she wondered how his hands would feel roaming over her body.

The thought sent a flash of heat into her core and another furious blush across her cheeks. She let go of his hand as soon as she was on her feet.

“May I walk you back to the office park?” Thomas asked, his brows dancing in mock flirtation. 

“By all means,” Amy laughed and pushed a stray hair back behind her ear. 

Thomas offered her his arm, and Amy only hesitated for a second before she took it. She glanced up to see a smile teasing at the corners of his lips. 

Amy shivered as they left the sanctuary of the café and were once again confronted with the icy air. Amy shook, and she felt Thomas brace himself as well.

“Cold out,” he commented brusquely. 

Amy nodded her agreement. 

“Warmer with you here,” Amy said, surprised that the words had passed her lips. 

Thomas looked down at her and raised a brow teasingly. 

“True enough,” he said and placed his hand over hers.

Amy smiled like an idiot and looked at the sidewalk to keep her face out of sight.

All too soon they arrived at the business park. Amy released Thomas’s arm and looked up at him, unsure of what to say. 

“Here we are,” Thomas sighed.

“Here we are,” Amy repeated. 

They were quiet for a long moment, and Thomas smiled down at her, looking, for the first time since she’d seen him, vulnerable. 

“I guess…” he shook his head a little. “I’ll call you?”

“Please,” Amy said, and then worried that she sounded desperate. “I mean… yes, I’d like that.”

Thomas’s eyes danced darkly. 

“I’ll call,” he said more softly, but resolute. Amy suddenly felt small but in the best way.

Another long silence stretched between them as they stood, shivering in the parking lot. 

“I should go,” Amy said, her voice barely more than a whisper. 

“Then go,” Thomas challenged, smirking. 

Amy ducked her head again, but felt Thomas’s finger under her chin. He stepped closer. 

“Stop hiding from me,” he whispered into her ear, and dark heat rushed between Amy’s legs. 

Before Amy could even register if that had really just happened, Thomas stepped away and looked down at her with his beaming smile and his fiery eyes. 

“Don’t be late getting back,” he said and moved away from her to enter his office.

Amy was rooted to the sidewalk. Her head was in a whirl, and she struggled to keep her jaw from dropping. The cold finally drove her inside, but even as she walked, she couldn’t keep an idiotic smile off her face.

Amy returned to her desk and tried to focus on her work, but it was borderline impossible. She couldn’t stop thinking about Thomas. From his smile and his eyes to the way he carried himself casually and yet with easy certainty, there was a lot to ponder.

And ponder she did. 

Amy was shocked by how quickly the day went by, and she was slightly embarrassed by the amount of work she had to show for it. She tried to cut herself some slack- it wasn’t every day that she met someone new. And it wasn’t every day that she was so completely taken by them. 

As Amy collected her things to begin her commute home, she was caught with the fact that she had Thomas’s phone number. She wondered if she should be the first to reach out to him, or if she should wait. Again, Amy scolded herself for agonizing over such a simple decision. Anything she might do could certainly wait until she got home. 

Amy shivered from the cold as she walked home, and saw storm-clouds gathering in the sky ahead of her. She knew the forecast called for rain, but she hoped it would be one of those times they were off-base. From the sky's look, though, they were right on the money, and she would have to wrap herself in rain gear for her morning commute. 

Paranoid about the rain, Amy rushed home and hurried through her routine to get ready for her run. She certainly didn’t want to lose a workout due to the weather. Eager to beat the rain, Amy managed to shave about ninety seconds off her run time. No sooner had she made it back to the door of her apartment, the first droplets began to fall.

Amy was breathless as she stretched. She noticed a tightness in her left hip, but she knew it was likely due to rushing through her dynamic stretches. Amy rebuked herself, knowing how important it was for her to properly warm up. She spent extra time stretching out her hips, and when they were finally loose, she went to shower. 

By the time she was clean and dressed in comfortable clothes, the rain was pelting the window with a vengeance, and Amy wondered if the storm would knock out her electricity. She gathered up some candles just in case. 

Having wrapped up her requisite activities for the day, Amy looked between her laptop on the and her phone. She knew she wanted to talk with Thomas, but she wasn’t sure through which medium. 

It wouldn’t hurt to send him a text. Amy reminded herself that there were virtually no consequences to doing so. So she picked up her phone and composed a text. 

Just got in from my run, she typed. I was just thinking of you.

Amy’s stomach fluttered as she sent the second part, but she figured there was no harm in transparency. She waited several minutes to see if he would reply to her, but it seemed that her text would go unanswered at present. 

Amy was a little disappointed, but she tried not to take it personally. She knew that real life often kept people away from their phones. People had other things to do than scroll aimlessly through their socials or wait for responses in a text conversation. 

Amy decided to unwind, and she opened up a bottle of red wine that had been sitting on her counter since her last grocery trip. She looked through her cabinet again and opted for another can of ravioli as her dinner. 

Amy settled into her couch and put a movie on as she ate. She wasn’t overly interested, but it provided a modicum of stimulation. She was about an hour into the movie when she heard her phone vibrate.

Amy turned and scooped it up, feeling a rush of warmth to see that Thomas had replied to her. 

Sorry I’m just now getting back to you, it read. I stayed late at work. How was your run?

It was fine, Amy answered. It went by fast because I was worried about getting in before the rain.

It does look awful out there, Thomas concurred. I’m glad you’re inside now, I assume.

Yes, she confirmed. Just having some wine and watching a movie.

How picturesque, Thomas commented, and Amy could practically hear the amusement in his tone. In a bathrobe too?

Hardly, Amy countered. Just some pajama bottoms and an old t-shirt.

Even better, Thomas sent, and Amy blushed. 

Before she could reply, Thomas followed his first message.

I hate to leave you so soon, it started. But I just made it home from work, and I have a few things I need to take care of before I settle in for the night. And as much as I love texting, I would much rather hear your voice. May I call you later? In a couple hours, maybe?

Amy’s mild disappointment was far outweighed by her excitement for their upcoming phone call. 

Of course, Amy texted back. I’ll talk to you soon.

Talk to you soon, Thomas repeated. 

Amy felt silly as she grinned down at her phone. She didn’t know why she was reacting so strongly to him. Still, Amy couldn’t deny that she was. Now that she could imagine his expressions, his posture, and his eyes that clearly projected whatever he felt at any given moment, she was hung on his every word. 

Amy tried to relax as she continued watching the movie, but nervous anticipation was already curling tight in her stomach. She was eager to hear Thomas’s voice again, and she willed time to move faster so that Thomas could be done with whatever he needed to do.

Amy busied herself with various chores around her apartment and took care of some more arduous tasks she’d been putting off for a while. She felt accomplished when she was done, but still impatient to receive a certain phone call. 

With a sigh, Amy sat back down on the couch, looking longingly at her phone. As if by magic, the display revealed that she was receiving a call, and Amy lurched to grab it as the name ‘Thomas Erikson’ scrolled across the screen.

“Hello?” she answered, her hand shaking as she held the device to her ear. 

“Hi,” Thomas’s familiar voice made Amy smile. 

“It’s nice to hear from you again,” Amy said, feeling shy. 

“Likewise,” he replied, and again his voice rolled out like the purr of some big cat. 

“Are you all finished with your business for the evening?” Amy asked. “Not to be nosy.”

“Almost,” Thomas let out a sigh. “I still have one very pressing matter to attend to, but I’m sure I’ll be able to handle it shortly.”

“Oh,” Amy was a little concerned. “I don’t mean to keep you from anything.”

“Certainly not,” Thomas’s voice lilted with humor. “In fact, talking with you is vital to the process.”

“Is it?” it was Amy’s turn to sound amused. 

“Naturally,” Thomas confirmed. “My very pressing task is actually to convince you to go on another date with me. So yes, conversing with you is quite essential.”

Amy was at a loss for words, and her mouth hung slightly open. 

“I guess I’m not being very efficient,” Thomas chuckled. 

“Oh, sorry!” Amy scrambled for a response. “I just don’t know what to say…”

“Take your time,” Amy could hear Thomas’s smile. “Though I’ll admit, I’m eager to hear your answer.”

Amy’s thoughts raced, and her stomach twisted yet again. 

“I would love to,” she said, her mouth moving faster than her brain. 

“Wonderful,” Amy heard a slight sigh of relief on the word. “I actually have Thursday night free. Would that work for you?”

“Yes,” Amy answered. She never made plans on weeknights.

“Perfect,” Thomas said. “How about… seven-thirty? I know you’ll probably want to get your run in.”

“That would be great, actually,” Amy said, surprised he had taken her workout routine into consideration. 

“Good,” Thomas’s sounded pleased. “Is there a restaurant you had in mind or is it alright if I surprise you?”

Again, Amy had to stop and take stock of what was happening. She hated picking restaurants, and he had given her a perfect out. 

“A surprise would be nice,” Amy answered, once again feeling small.

“I thought it might be,” Thomas’s said in a knowing voice that made heat pool in Amy’s core. 

Amy cleared her throat, and Thomas laughed. 

“So what have you been doing all afternoon?” he asked. “After your run, of course.”

“Not very much, really,” Amy grasped onto the lifeline of semi-normal conversation. “I finished up dinner and poured another glass of wine, so I’ve just been unwinding.”

“Very nice,” Thomas approved. “Red or white?”

“Red,” Amy answered.  

“A sophisticate, I see,” Thomas teased.

“Hardly,” Amy snorted. “I think it cost me a whole six dollars.”

“There’s nothing wrong with financial prowess,” Thomas said. “Six dollars gets you every bit as drunk as sixty.”

“That’s very true,” Amy agreed. She was feeling the buzz from her one-and-a-half glasses. 

Thomas laughed.

“You’re a lot of fun,” he said, his voice tender.

“I’m glad you think so,” Amy felt shy again.

“Hm,” Thomas let out a soft breath. Amy heard him yawn.

“Tired?” Amy asked.

“Oh, not necessarily,” he let out in a sigh. “Just reveling in my victory, having secured another date with you.”

Amy blushed, stunned into silence, and Thomas laughed after a moment.

“I don’t mean to brag, of course,” his voice was humble. “I would hate for you to rescind your acceptance.”

“No,” Amy said hastily. “I mean… I would like to see you again.”

“And you will,” Thomas assured her gently. “On Thursday at seven-thirty.”

“Yes,” Amy’s voice was weak, and she heard Thomas chuckle. 

“Well,” he sighed. “I actually have to go into work a little early tomorrow, so I’d better be getting to bed.”

Amy felt a twinge of disappointment. 

“But I’m very much looking forward to talking to you again soon,” he softened his goodbye.

“Me too,” Amy said, trying not to sound too dejected. “Goodnight.”

“Goodnight,” Thomas said in return, and Amy thought she heard a little regret in his voice. “I’ll talk to you soon.”

With that, Thomas hung up, and Amy released a pent-up breath. A happy smile spread across her face as she thought through the conversation that had just taken place.

It was going to be a long couple of days.

---

Amy looked herself over in the mirror for what felt like the hundredth time. She meticulously selected her outfit- a dark green dress made of soft, warm material that would keep her warm for the evening, a gray wool overcoat, and a pair of black heels. Her makeup was artfully applied to accent the natural contour of her face, and her hair hung in carefully crafted curls around her shoulders.

Amy checked the time, her stomach twisting yet again. She had sent Thomas her address via text and was waiting for him to pick her up. The wait was proving difficult. 

Amy had been thinking of Thomas constantly since their phone conversation on Tuesday night. They hadn’t been able to talk on Wednesday, much to Amy’s disappointment, but they had texted briefly. Thomas was very apologetic for his unexpected lack of availability, and he assured her that she would have all his attention on their date. 

Which was now only minutes away. 

Amy paced the floor of her living room like a caged animal. Her heart pounded, and her blood felt thick as it pumped through her veins. She started to examine herself in the mirror again, but she stopped. She looked fine, and besides, there wasn’t much she could do about it at this point. 

Amy looked expectantly at her phone for the text that would herald Thomas’s arrival. They agreed to pick her up at seven-fifteen, which would give them plenty of time, he said, to get to their destination. 

The clockface on Amy’s phone read 7:13pm. She wasn’t irritated, but she did hope that Thomas wouldn’t be late. She knew that most people weren’t as punctual as she was, but she did think it was a little inconsiderate to leave someone waiting. 

No sooner had that thought crossed her mind, Amy heard the doorbell ring. 

Amy looked between the door and her phone in slight confusion. She scurried over to the door and got on tiptoe to look through the peephole. 

Sure enough, there stood Thomas. 

Amy was assaulted by a rush of nerves, and she took a second to settle herself before she opened the door. She peeked out through the crack of the door, and Thomas greeted her with his stunning smile. 

“Evening,” he said softly and glanced down at his hand, holding a flowering plant in a tiny white pot. 

“Oh my god,” Amy beamed, and carefully took it from him. “Thank you… what is it?”

Thomas gave a chuckle, and his eyes danced in their mischievous way.

“It’s jasmine,” he said. “I hope you’re not allergic.”

Amy laughed and set the tiny white flowers down on her kitchen counter. 

“I don’t think so,” Amy smiled up at him. “They’re beautiful.”

“You’re beautiful,” Thomas said in a dark voice as his eyes swept up and down her body. 

Amy’s throat went dry. A tiny frown creased his brow, and Amy felt suddenly insecure.

“What is it?” Amy asked, looking down at her outfit to see if anything was amiss.

“Oh, it’s nothing,” Thomas shook his head. “It’s just gotten a little cooler since it got dark. I was just wondering if you’ll be warm enough.”

“Oh,” Amy blinked and blushed at his concern. “I’m sure I’ll be fine.”

“I’m sure,” Thomas gave her a half-smile. “Shall we?”

Thomas offered his arm, and Amy took it. She turned back for a moment to lock her door, then they were on their way. She allowed Thomas to lead her down the steps and into the parking lot of her apartment, where her beige '93 Corolla resided. 

Thomas had a much more modern, steel-colored Honda Accord, and he led her to the passenger side to open the door for her. Amy was flattered by the gesture, and she blushed as he assisted her. Once she was safely in the seat, he shut the door and made his way over to the driver’s side. 

Thomas turned the key in the ignition, and Amy’s eyes locked momentarily onto his strong hands as they rested on the steering wheel. She remembered the feel of them from their date at Carlo’s, and she imagined how they might feel on more sensitive parts of her body. She felt a flare of arousal between her legs, and she scolded herself- it was only their second date. 

Amy snuck glances at Thomas as he drove. He looked relaxed as ever, and his eyes stayed focused on the road. He steered the wheel with his right hand, and his left elbow remained on the door's armrest. 

They were both quiet on the drive, and Amy waited eagerly or them to arrive at their destination. Finally, Thomas pulled into the parking lot of an Italian restaurant. It was well-populated for a Thursday night, and Amy couldn’t even imagine what the Friday night crowd looked like. 

Thomas parked the car and took the keys out of the ignition, and Amy helped herself out of the vehicle. Thomas was at her side in a moment, and she took his arm automatically. She didn’t fail to notice the smile it brought to his face.

Thomas escorted her into the restaurant, and they both took a moment to remove their coats. The hostess looked up at them with a pleasant smile. 

“Party of two?” she asked.

“We’re under a reservation,” Thomas said. “Erikson.”

The hostess looked down at a tablet on her podium, then back up at Thomas with another smile.

“Right this way,” she said and proceeded to lead them through the restaurant. 

Thomas thoughtfully pulled out Amy’s chair, and she settled in at the table, which was already laid out with wine and water glasses, as well as salad plates and an array of silverware. Amy couldn’t help but feel a little overwhelmed.

Thomas sat down in front of her, and Amy looked up at him. She must have looked as overwhelmed as she felt because he offered her a warm smile.

A server appeared in front of them with a wine list and menus. 

“Can I start you off with anything to drink?” the server asked.

Thomas looked over at Amy with his twinkling eyes.

“Red or white?” he asked her, and Amy felt suddenly anxious at the decision.

“Red,” she answered, sticking to her more frequent preference.

Thomas gave her a wink and perused the wine list for a moment. 

“We’d like a bottle of the Vega Sicilia Alion,” Thomas ordered.

“I’ll have that right out for you,” the server smiled, then left. 

Amy wondered if she should feel offended that Thomas had taken the liberty of selecting their wine, but all she really felt was relief. More than once, now, he had saved her from the pressure of having to make a decision. 

“You don’t really need a reservation, you know,” Thomas said in a stage whisper. “I just wanted to impress you.”

Amy ducked her head as she laughed and felt more relaxed. Thomas gave a soft chuckle, then released a sigh. The waiter returned with their wine and offered them each a small pour to taste. Amy was entirely satisfied, and so was Thomas, so the server poured them each a glass, and left the bottle at the table. 

Several seconds of silence stretched between them, and Amy sipped at her wine as she tried to think of something to say. She hoped the alcohol would relieve some of her nerves. 

“I’m sorry I haven’t been able to talk with you very much lately,” he said, and the apology sounded sincere. “I’ve just been swamped at work, and it was hard for me to get out of the office.”

“Oh no, I understand,” Amy nodded. “Work gets that way sometimes.”

“It does,” Thomas nodded. “It’s actually a pretty funny story if you’d like to hear it.”

“Sure,” Amy nodded and leaned back to listen.

“So, I work in Information Technology,” Thomas explained. “Which makes me a one-man clean-up crew. Well, we recently hired a new temp. And we use Dropbox, which syncs back to the cloud so that everyone can work cohesively. Which is great. Until a temp accidentally downloads all the company’s files onto their laptop and deletes them. Which also syncs back to the cloud.”

Amy’s jaw dropped.

“You’re making this up,” Amy accused. 

“I wish I was,” Thomas shook his head wearily. “I have been working extra hours and skipping meals to recover the files he deleted. It has been a nightmare.”

“I’m so sorry,” Amy shook her head. “Did the temp get fired?”

“No,” Thomas laughed. “But one of our managers scheduled him for training on how to use Dropbox.”

Amy laughed, and so did Thomas.

“Well I’m glad you’re done cleaning up that mess,” Amy offered.

“Me too, believe me,” Thomas huffed. “I’m sure there’ll be another mess soon enough. In the meantime, though, I think I’ll be guarding my free time a little more jealously.”

“I can’t blame you,” Amy nodded.

“And hopefully…” Thomas trailed off. “Spending more of it with you.”

Amy’s face felt hot again. Before she could respond, though, the waiter arrived back at their table.

“Have we made any decisions yet?” he asked pleasantly enough, but the question sent Amy frantically searching for her menu. She hadn’t even glanced at it.

“I’ll have the steak Bistecca alla Fiorentina,” Thomas ordered and passed his menu to the waiter. 

Amy’s eyes flitted across the menu, but she knew she didn’t have time to read over it. So, she went for her default.

“I’d like Chicken Parmigiana,” she gave the waiter a small smile as she handed him her menu. 

“We’ll have that out directly,” the server gave them each a nod. “Can I interest you in any appetizers?”

“We’d like to start with an order of the bruschetta,” Thomas said easily, circumventing the fresh wave of pressure that Amy was feeling. 

“I’ll have that right out for you,” the server gave a quick smile, then left.

Amy looked across the table at Thomas, only to find him watching her contemplatively as he nursed his wine. Amy felt vulnerable, and she took a sip of her own wine.

“You’re a nervous little thing, aren’t you?” Thomas’s voice was a dark whisper. 

Heat spread between Amy’s legs. 

“Sometimes,” she answered with a squeak, and Thomas’s smile was borderline predatory.

“You know,” Thomas’s voice was low, and he leaned in so that only Amy could hear him. “I don’t want to get ahead of myself. But I can’t help thinking, from what I’ve observed… that you have all the qualities of a natural submissive.”

Amy’s throat went dry, and she knew her face must be flaming red. Thomas’s eyes burned brightly, and Amy couldn’t decide if she wanted to run away or let him catch her. She was enraptured and ensnared. 

“Thank you,” Amy whispered, and Thomas’s eyes flashed.

Amy watched with wide eyes as he leaned back in his seat to regard her. His customary smile was replaced by a look of intent. No, it was more than intent. It was hunger. And Amy highly doubted it was for his steak.

The remainder of the dinner date ran smoothly enough, though the ravenous look in Thomas’s eyes never abated, and Amy was never able to calm the frantic pace of her heart. 

When they each finished their meal, Thomas insisted on paying the ticket again and escorted Amy out to his car. The car seemed suddenly too small for them, and Amy tried to keep her gaze focused outside the vehicle. Still, she didn't fail to notice that Thomas’s grip on the steering wheel was considerably tighter than it was when he drove them to the restaurant. 

Amy imagined how it would feel if he slid his hand between her thighs, and she shuddered at what he might think when he discovered how soaked she was. She bit her lip and looked out the window to hide her blushing face,

They arrived at Amy’s apartment building, and Thomas turned off the car. Amy moved to take Thomas’s arm again, but he twisted slightly out of her grip to intertwine his fingers with hers instead. Her heart skipped.

Thomas walked her up the stairs and stopped outside her door. Amy turned to look up at him. She nearly melted at the look in his eye.

“I guess this is goodnight,” he said. His eyes blazed, and his voice was husky. 

Amy couldn’t speak, so she nodded. She vaguely wondered how her own eyes must look to him. Thomas opened his mouth to speak but stopped. His eyes showed a spark of rare vulnerability. Amy’s heart pounded. 

Thomas raised his hand to cup her cheek, and Amy gasped. Thomas’s eyes resumed their flame. 

“May I kiss you?” Thomas rasped. Amy had no power to deny him, and she nodded frantically. 

Thomas gave a low hum, then lowered his lips to hers. 

The kiss was gentle, but it seared Amy to her core. Amy savored his taste, the sensation of his tongue brushing over her lips. She could taste the wine on his breath, as well as his unique taste. She moaned soft and high into his mouth, and he pulled away suddenly. 

Thomas looked down at her, his eyes positively wild. Amy thought of a deranged dog pulling at the end of its tether, and she wondered vaguely what would happen if that tether were to snap. 

The thought made her shake as she gazed up at him in wonder. 

“I have to go,” Thomas all but growled. 

“Me too,” Amy nodded, feeling hot despite the cold air. 

“Let’s get you inside,” Thomas whispered, and Amy hastily turned to unlock her door with unsteady hands. 

Amy stepped past the threshold of her apartment, then turned back to face Thomas.

“Goodnight,” she said, reluctance in her voice.

“Goodnight,” Thomas’s own voice sounded bitter, and Amy suspected that he, too, resented that they had to part. 

“I’ll see you soon?” Amy posed a hopeful question. 

“Most certainly,” Thomas was resolute, and Amy’s knees felt weak.

“Drive safe,” Amy’s words were rushed. “Let me know when you get home.”

“I will,” Thomas assured her, his voice gentler. “Goodnight, Amy.”

“Goodnight, Thomas,” Amy said, and slowly closed the door behind her. 

Amy was in a daze as she methodically undressed and hung her clothes back in the closet. She made sure to brush her teeth, but she was eager to get into her bed. Her body was flushed with heat, partially from the wine at dinner, but also from the powerful arousal surging through her veins. 

Amy didn’t bother to put on pajamas. Her need was pressing, and she knew they would only end up in a heap at the foot of her bed. 

Amy laid down, and a shuddering breath escaped her lips as she ran her nails over her hips and up her stomach. She cupped her breasts and rolled her nipples between her thumb and forefinger. Her pussy throbbed, demanding her attention, but she knew if she succumbed to its call, this would be over far too quickly. 

Amy bit her lip as she toyed with her breasts and her hips arched up rhythmically as she ramped up her own arousal. Images of Thomas flashed behind her closed eyes, and she sighed as she imagined his hands in place of her own. 

Amy ran her tongue over her lips, remembering the heat of Thomas’s mouth and his strong command of their kiss. Amy imagined what that mouth would feel like on her neck, or even her breasts, and she tweaked her nipple harder. 

Amy’s pussy clenched hard, and she couldn’t resist anymore. She ran her palms down her stomach and traced her fingertips along her outer folds. Her hips bucked at the contact, and she bit her lip to keep from moaning out loud. 

Amy dipped the tip of her middle finger into her entrance, and her head spun as she traced along the very edges of it. She rolled her hips against her hand, forcing herself to keep an achingly slow pace. 

With her finger wet, Amy dragged it up to circle her clit. The sharp pleasure made Amy gasp, and she dug the nails of her other hand into the flesh of her thigh. It was all she could do to keep from furiously rubbing herself to orgasm right then. 

Amy kept her finger moving in light circles over her clit and moved her other hand between her legs to plunge first one, then two fingers into her starving, soaked pussy. Usually, she would focus exclusively on her clit, but tonight she needed to be filled. Her mind was inundated with images of Thomas’s strong, callused hands, and she imagined them in place of her own.

Amy’s thighs clenched rhythmically as her hips bounced up and down. Her orgasm was building, fueled by the night of sexual tension she shared with Thomas. It was more than she bargained for by far, and now she had to sort her frustrations alone. 

Amy’s breath came in quick pants, and she pressed her fingers harder into her clit. Her head fell back against the pillow, and her body shook. The muscles of her pussy twitched and shuddered around her fingers.

Amy imagined Thomas’s dark, burning eyes looking up at her from between her legs.

It was enough to send her over the edge, and Amy gasped raggedly as a powerful climax rocked her body. She coaxed herself through the spasms with steady, firm circles against her clit, and gradually slowed her motions as the pleasure abated from a tidal wave of ecstasy to a dull satisfaction.

Amy leaned her head back and let out a sigh as she finished. She knew she should get up and clean herself off, but she couldn’t muster the energy. Amy pulled her covers up around her chin and turned onto her side. She drifted into a state of post-orgasmic sleepiness, but before she could fall completely asleep, she heard her phone buzz from her nightstand. 

She knew it was Thomas.

Just got home, it read. Thank you for a wonderful evening.

Amy felt a spark of embarrassment that she had gotten herself off before Thomas had even gotten home. What would he think if he knew? She had a fleeting notion that it would arouse him more than anything else, and it made her shudder. 

Thank you for letting me know, Amy replied. And thank you for dinner. And for taking me home. And for kissing me. I haven’t been able to stop thinking of you since you left.

I haven’t stopped thinking of you either, Thomas informed her. You’re incredible. 

So are you, Amy sent. 

There was no reply for a long moment. Finally, Amy’s phone buzzed again. 

I think we’re on the way to something very special, Thomas said. I’m sorry that’s not more eloquent. I’m having a hard time thinking straight just now. 

I completely understand, Amy replied. And I feel the same.

I’m glad to hear it, Thomas sent. As always, I hate to leave you, but we’d better get to sleep if we want to be any good at work tomorrow.

That’s true, Amy agreed, though she felt a familiar disappointment. Have a good night.

You too, Thomas sent. I’ll talk to you very soon.

Amy forced herself to put down her phone and resist the temptation to send him yet another message, but she couldn’t stop her thoughts from revolving around Thomas. She smiled to herself as she lowered her head onto her pillow, and gradually fell asleep as memories of her night replayed behind her eyes. 


Chapter III

Amy was thankful for a busy Friday. Payroll was going out at the end of the day, and it fell to her to double-check commissions and triangulate between the accounting department and management. It had been an exceptional month for the sales department, so there was even more for her to review.

As the day drew to a close, and Amy headed back to her apartment for the evening, she could no longer distract herself from thinking of Thomas. Particularly, his eyes at the end of their night, and his mouth as he kissed her. Even the thought of it sent tingles through her body.

Amy relived the memories from her dates with Thomas. She couldn’t remember the last time she had felt this way about anyone, and she never expected to feel this way about someone she met on the Internet.

Just got home Amy texted Thomas as she made it home and got ready to run.

Very good, Thomas replied quickly. Off to run?

You know it, Amy answered. She was working on tightening her shoelaces.

Be safe, please, Thomas said. Let me know when you make it home again.

I will, Amy assured him, smiling to herself at his concern.

As Amy’s shoes thudded against the pavement, she relished the crisp air against her face, and allowed it to clear her head. She focused on her breathing and on keeping a steady pace, thankful she had a physical outlet for her frustrations.

Amy got home, and her hand went straight to her phone.

Just got back, Amy notified Thomas.

She waited several minutes, but he didn’t reply, and Amy shifted her focus to getting stretched out before her shower. When she felt limber enough, she undressed, took her shower, and put on some pajama pants and a tank top.

Amy rechecked her phone, and sure enough, a message from Thomas awaited her.

I’m embarrassed, it read. You’re logging miles, and I accidentally fell asleep on the couch.

Amy smiled as she typed her reply.

I hope you had a nice nap, she sent.

Would have probably been more comfortable in my bed, but alas, was Thomas’s reply, and Amy blushed at the mention of his bed.

Probably, she replied. Better luck next time.

Thank you, Thomas texted.

Amy didn’t really have anything to say in response, so she opted to say nothing at all. Her thoughts wandered to what she wanted Thomas to do to her, and heat blossomed between her legs.

Amy knew she needed a distraction, and she went into the kitchen to examine the contents of her freezer. She reached in and took out a bottle of tequila. It was Friday, so she had no qualms about cutting loose.

Amy poured the liquor into a glass, then topped it off with sparkling water. Her stomach gave a short rumble, and She made herself a sandwich to go with the drink.

Amy ambled back into the living room and sat down on the couch to start in on her sandwich. She flipped through various channels as she ate and drank. She finally settled on Forensic Files, and felt her mind start to go fuzzy from the liquor.

As she became intoxicated, she also became aware of the insistent throbbing between her legs. She distractedly rubbed her thighs together to try and relieve some of the ache.

Amy resisted the temptation to touch herself. She was more than a little embarrassed she felt compelled to masturbate at the very thought of Thomas. Then again, it had been a while since she’d enjoyed male attention, so she cut herself some slack.

Amy let the television play in the background as she pulled her laptop onto the couch. She leaned her back against the armrest and stretched her legs out along the seats, allowing them to part. She navigated to Pornhub and made her way to the BDSM category.

Amy selected a video she’d watched several times before that never failed to arouse her. It was an amateur video, and both people kept their faces blurred or out of frame. The woman was tied with her hands over her head, left vulnerable to the man.

The video began with the woman releasing soft whimpers as a response to her partner’s teasing touches. But the timbre of her cries changed when he introduced a flogger to their play, and her body strained against her bonds as he landed stroke after stroke on her supple body.

Amy’s fingers worked at her clit as she watched, and her breath caught with each sound from the woman. Amy’s toes curled as the man relented with the flogger and sank his fingers into the woman’s pussy instead. Amy followed suit with her own fingers and matched her pace to the man’s hand.

Amy held her breath and staved off her orgasm so that she could cum at the same time as the woman. They were both waiting on the man to give her permission, and Amy hovered on a razor's edge.

“May I please cum??” The woman begged for what must have been the dozenth time.

There was a long delay, where Amy shook with anticipation, and the woman keened and gasped her desperation.

“Yes, cum for me now,” the man on the screen softly commanded.

Finally, Amy pushed herself over the edge into her climax, accompanied by the woman's moans and screams on her laptop. Amy’s muscles shuddered with relief, and she let out the breath that was trapped in her lungs. She looked up at the ceiling as her heart slowed to a regular rate, and she was able to breathe again. 

When she fully recovered, Amy took her hand out of her pants, careful not to knock her laptop off the couch as she stood to wash her hands. Amy splashed some water on her face for good measure and tried to collect her thoughts. She moved back into the living room, shut the lid of her laptop, and released a heavy sigh. 

Amy took up her phone from the side table and scrolled through the messages she had exchanged with Thomas. The texts were cast in a new light now that she had his expressions and unique mannerisms to pair them with. She knew she was obsessing over him- he was one of the most intelligent and sharp individuals she had ever met. 

Amy was hazy from her recent orgasm and the tequila, and she reached for her phone. She was feeling bold in her altered mental state.

So how are you feeling about the progression of your interest in me? Amy sent. It wasn’t the most eloquent message, but it would work.

Thomas replied within seconds.

The progression of my interest in you? The message read. I’d say I’m very interested in you.

Interested enough to pursue more? Amy asked.

There was a pause, and Amy wondered if she was pushing her luck.

More? Thomas asked. What exactly do you mean?

Amy wished she could hear his voice.

As in, she started her reply. Interested enough to want to dominate me.

There was another pause.

I won’t lie, Thomas said. You are extremely attractive to me, and I have enjoyed myself immensely when we’ve been together, and even just from talking or texting.

Amy saw that Thomas was still typing, so she waited.

I would be lying if I said I didn’t want to dominate you, he went on, and Amy’s heart leaped. I feel the potential for a very strong connection between us.

Amy smiled, but she felt that Thomas’s answer was incomplete. Sure enough, the typing bubble appeared again, and again Amy waited.

The last thing I want to do is rush into something just because we’re both excited, Thomas sent.

Amy considered his words. She agreed that she didn’t want to move into anything too intense. Still, she knew she wanted to at least take a step in that direction.

I agree with you, for the most part, Amy typed. And I don’t want to rush into anything either. I don’t want to just have another internet fling.

Me either, Thomas replied.

I don’t think it would hurt, though, she went on. If we tried to take some baby steps.

Amy’s stomach worked itself into knots as she waited for Thomas to respond. Finally, he started typing.

I’m not necessarily opposed to that, Thomas replied, and Amy felt a rush of excitement. Maybe we should open a conversation, for starters. Or we could play another round of questions, so we can get to know a little more about each other in this context.

I like that idea, Amy eagerly agreed. She was shocked that this was going so smoothly, and that Thomas was amenable to discussion.

May I call you? Thomas asked. As much I like texting you, I really want to hear your voice.

Amy was flattered by the statement, and once again, found herself smiling like an idiot. 

Sure, Amy tried to seem unaffected in response. Whenever you’re ready.

Thomas didn’t text back, but his name flashed across the screen of Amy’s phone as he called her. She didn’t hesitate to answer.

“Hi,” she said, and she blushed at the sound of her own voice. 

“Hello,” Thomas’s voice was laced with slight amusement. “It’s nice to hear you.”

“It’s nice to hear you too,” Amy agreed, feeling slightly like a parrot.

“Has someone been drinking?” Thomas teased, and Amy laughed. Her words must be slurring.

“A little,” she admitted. “But, it’s Friday.”

“Very true,” Thomas conceded. “I might pour a glass for myself.”

“Not a bad idea,” Amy encouraged.

Thomas sighed on the other end of the phone, and Amy’s stomach twisted at the sound.

“Would you like to go first, or shall I?” Thomas asked, and Amy felt suddenly nervous.

“You can go,” Amy volunteered him, and he laughed.

“Alright then,” Thomas cleared his throat. “How and when did you first discover the kink community?”

Amy thought for a moment.

“I was pretty young, in my early teens,” Amy explained. “But I wasn’t involved in anything physical, it was just through accidentally stumbling onto sites online. And it just bloomed from there, I guess.”

Thomas hummed softly to acknowledge her answer.

“Have you had vanilla relationships before?” Amy asked.

“Several,” Thomas answered. “Maybe… four to be exact. Have you ever explored masochism on your own?”

“Yes,” Amy answered. “I’ve used nipple clamps during masturbation, and when I was younger, I used things from around the house like clothespins. I’ve also done some wax-play in a solo setting, and several other things. What’s your biggest kink?”

Thomas was quiet at first, but then laughed, and Amy was relieved that he wasn’t offended.

“Straight to the point, I see,” he chuckled. “I think… my biggest kink would be total power exchange.”

A chill rolled down Amy’s spine, and heat curled between her legs. She had investigated the TPE community before, and it overwhelmed her. It walked the fine line between fantasy and kink, and Amy could never decide if it was something she would want to try or something that only turned her on as an idea. 

Amy imagined what it would be like to be involved in such a power exchange with Thomas, and she couldn’t deny it turned her on, even if it did scare her. She was confronted with the possibility that maybe it was the fear propelling her arousal. 

“Amy?” Thomas’s voice brought Amy back to reality, and she realized she had been quiet for just slightly too long. 

“Sorry,” she said softly. “I was just thinking.”

Thomas hummed, and the sound made Amy’s skin tingle.

“My turn,” he said darkly. “What is the most satisfying sexual experience you’ve ever had?”

Amy blushed with embarrassment. She had been bold with her question, and now Thomas wasn’t pulling his punches either. 

“May I ask a follow-up question before I answer?” Amy asked softly.

“You may,” Thomas granted, and goosebumps rose along her skin at the words. 

“Does it have to be an in-person sexual experience?” she asked, and Thomas seemed to think for a moment.

“No,” he finally answered, and Amy knew just the experience to share.

“Well, it was last summer, before I got my job,” Amy started. “I was just chatting with some dom I met in a chatroom like the one we use. And we’d been talking for several weeks and progressively getting more intense.”

Amy paused for a moment in her rendition of the story, becoming increasingly aroused and agitated by the memory.

“One morning,” she continued. “He told me that I was only allowed to use the restroom three times throughout the day. We’d chatted about bladder control before, but we’d never incorporated it into our play, so it came as a surprise. So I, of course, told him ‘yes sir’ and I went about my day. Bear in mind, I tend to drink a lot of water throughout my day, just to be hydrated.

“As the day went on, though, I realized how difficult the task was to accomplish. I told him that I didn’t think I was going to be able to make it, and he told me that if I went over the count, there would be consequences. So, I did my best to hold it, but I ended up using my three breaks before seven pm, and at the time, I was used to going to bed between eleven and midnight.

“I confessed, of course, and he informed me that I’d earned a consequence for failing to complete the task, and instructed me to try and minimize my bathroom usage to one more trip for the evening and text him before I used it. So, I did my best to hold it, and I managed to save my last trip until about 10:30 or so. 

“Per his instructions, I texted him when I was in the bathroom. He told me to hold it, strip out of my clothes, and lie down in the bathtub. I was desperate already, but I obeyed and snapped some pictures so that he knew I was ready for further instruction. 

“Then, he told me to run the water in the bath. I did, and the sound drove me absolutely insane, and I told him as much. Then he told me to play with my clit, which I did, and that helped to take my mind off my bladder for a little while, but not for long. Once he was sure I was worked up, he told me that I had to touch for five minutes, and then I had a choice.

“I could either stop touching and use the toilet, or that I could cum, and piss myself in the bathtub. I was humiliated at the thought of pissing myself, but I was also insanely aroused. So, when the time came… I just let go. The orgasm with the combination of… going was incredible. And that’s the most satisfying sexual experience I’ve ever had.”

Thomas was silent, and Amy’s chest tightened as she wondered if all of that had been a turn-off for him, and he was about to cut all this off before it could even begin. She bit her lip as she waited, her chest tight. 

“Amy…” Thomas’s voice was ragged when he finally responded. “That… is so fucking hot.”

Amy felt a heady mix of relief and lust.

“I don’t know what I expected,” Thomas dragged out in a husky voice. “But that was so much more. Thank you so much for sharing that with me.”

“Thank you,” Amy said weakly, at a loss for anything else. 

“Just… fuck…” Thomas sounded frazzled. Amy wondered if his cock was as hard as her pussy was wet. 

“So,” Amy cleared her throat and tried to get a grip on the conversation before she was swept away by her hunger for him. “What’s the most devious thing you’ve ever done to a submissive?”

“Devious…” Thomas repeated the word, and Amy shivered at the way it rolled off his tongue. “That’s a pretty specific adjective.”

Amy thought she heard a hint of warning in his tone. 

“I want to know,” she insisted, excited at the possibilities for his answer.

“Well,” Thomas seemed to think for a moment. “Once during a play session, my submissive was supposed to keep a strawberry between her teeth without biting down on it or dropping it- just a fun little predicament. She ended up biting into it, of course, while I was fingering her. As punishment, I made her go without food for a twenty-four-hour period, for not appreciating the food I gave her.”

Amy’s blood ran cold. That was certainly nowhere in the realm of what she expected.

“Bear in mind,” Thomas added. “This was well within her limits, and she had previously expressed an interest in incorporating food denial into our play. It had nothing to do with wanting to alter her appearance or her health. But still, I think it was one of the most controlling and dark things I’ve ever made someone do. And on that note, what are some of your hard limits?”

Amy paused. She was trying to process that he’d virtually starved someone as a punishment. Amy suddenly felt ill-equipped to answer the question, and guilty that he responded positively to her story, while she was unable to reciprocate. 

“I’m… not sure…” Amy admitted, and it was Thomas’s turn to pause. 

“You’re not sure?” he seemed concerned. 

“I mean, I have a few,” Amy stammered. “My hard limits are unprotected sex, pregnancy fetishism, scat play, drug abuse, fisting, and permanent markings. My soft limits are electrostimulation and breath play.”

“Oh,” Thomas sounded relieved. “That’s a reasonable list. Why were you unsure?”

“I feel like they might not be…” Amy searched for the right word to describe her sentiments. “Comprehensive enough.”

“I see,” Thomas understood. “Well limits, just like everything else, can be amended over time. You can add or subtract as you see fit, based on what you become comfortable with, and vice versa. Nothing is ever set in stone.”

Amy was comforted by this, but still felt suddenly very inexperienced in this arena. She had never submitted to anyone in real life before. Amy had heard people on Tumblr, and other websites extol the differences between online and in-person dynamics. Still, she always waved them away- plenty of people had very fulfilling long-distance relationships.

Now, she worried that they were right, and she was not prepared to engage in an in-person D/s relationship- certainly not with someone with such extreme tastes. She felt stupid and childish for prodding about his darkest experiences, and then being so woefully unprepared to process his answer. 

“Amy?” Thomas said softly. 

“Sorry,” Amy snapped out of her private musings. “I was just thinking.”

“It’s alright,” Thomas assured her. “We can take a break from the game if you like. We can just talk.”

“Okay,” Amy’s voice was tight.

A long silence passed between them. Amy’s thoughts whirled through her head like a violent storm, and her stomach twisted with anxiety. 

“Can I ask what you’re thinking?” Thomas pressed gently.

“I don’t know,” Amy sighed, feeling flustered. “Your story… it just made me feel like maybe I’m in over my head.”

“Hm,” Thomas hummed over the phone. “I’m sorry. I know that was intense.”

“Well, I asked,” Amy shrugged. “I appreciate the honesty.”

“Just so you know,” Thomas sounded insecure. “The dynamic I share with one person has no bearing on the dynamic that I share with someone else. Every relationship is different because every person is different.”

Amy relaxed more. That was true enough for vanilla relationships, so it made sense that it would translate into the kink community as well.  

“Sorry,” Amy laughed lightly. “I was feeling overwhelmed, I guess.”

“You don’t have anything to be sorry for,” Thomas’s voice was gentle and firm. “This lifestyle is extreme, and it can be overwhelming. You’re smart to listen to your gut reaction about certain things- it tells you more than you realize.”

Amy was relieved to hear him say that. Still, she couldn’t shake the feeling that she wouldn’t be able to provide the level of submission he required, and she didn’t know if she could handle the kind of dominance he needed to exert. 

“It’s just a lot to process,” she said softly. 

Thomas was silent on the other end of the phone. 

“Well, why don’t you just take some time to think about it, then?” Thomas suggested gently.

“I think I should,” Amy nodded, though she knew Thomas couldn’t see. 

“By all means,” Thomas said, and Amy was sure she heard insecurity in his voice. “Take as much time as you need.”

“Okay,” Amy whispered. 

“I’ll talk to you soon,” Thomas said sincerely. “Goodbye.”

“Bye,” Amy said, and waited for Thomas to hang up. 

When she was sure that Thomas was off the line, Amy leaned back on her couch and sighed. She felt guilty that she had been so shaken by Thomas’s answer. As much as the idea of total power exchange scared her, it also excited her. She wondered what it would feel like to go without food for a whole day at the behest of her dominant.

Amy was restless, and she went into the kitchen to make herself another tequila-soda. She drank a few sips then leaned back against the counter, frowning. She couldn’t put her finger on what was upsetting her. 

Amy huffed and went back into the living room, drink in tow. She leaned back, crossed her legs, and took several more sips of her drink. She needed to think more categorically about what made her so uneasy. 

It wasn’t Thomas himself. So far, she been nothing short of impressed by his interactions with her. He was calm, kind, and steady. It was hard for her to picture him in the light of being a sadistic dominant. 

Amy wasn’t shocked by the idea of someone having a food denial kink. Orgasm denial was undoubtedly widespread, and she imagined that food denial was along a similar vein. She wondered if she would ever be interested in having anyone have that much control over her. 

Then again, Amy had allowed her bathroom privileges to be controlled, so what was really so different? She was sure there were plenty of people who would never even consider it, but it turned her on. 

Amy’s mind wandered, and she tried to imagine how she would feel if Thomas told her she wasn’t allowed to eat. It would depend on the circumstances, of course, but she still felt leery of being disallowed food. She questioned the safety of doing that- humans needed food to survive, after all.  

She wondered how much of her hesitation came from her association of food-related topics with body image issues. Amy was fortunate enough to have good self-esteem, and she attributed that to her attention to her physical health over the years. She also knew many deeply self-conscious women who struggled with eating disorders. 

Ultimately if it made her uncomfortable, she could make it a hard limit, and therefore a non-issue. But now that she knew this was something Thomas had done in previous relationships, Amy worried she would be inadequate if she didn’t want to partake. 

Amy decided that to make an informed decision, she needed to do more homework on the subject. She gathered up her laptop, and scrolled through her Tumblr feed, bouncing through different accounts looking for instances of food-denial. She was disheartened by the occasional condemnation of food-play in general, claiming that it only served to exacerbate body-image issues in submissives.

Still, though, Amy was able to collect some useful factoids, mostly about executing food denial in a more moderate capacity than altogether withholding it. For instance, some submissives only ate from a prescribed list of approved foods, or had to ask permission before indulging in desserts, or some other such adaptation. The bottom line, as Amy suspected, was about handing over control to the dominant,

Amy cross-referenced the information she gathered on the topic with what she knew about Thomas. From what she could tell, Thomas was kind, good-humored, and respectful. Moreover, he wanted to get to know her as a person before rushing into a kink dynamic, which was evidence that he was patient, and cared more about a long-term connection than a quick fuck. 

Amy hadn’t known him long, but if his respect for her at this level was any indication of his admiration for his partners in long term relationships, she knew that he wouldn’t want to do anything that would breach her trust. 

Amy took another drink and thought about the total power exchange element he mentioned. Amy wondered to what extent he was referring. Consensual-non-consent was prevalent in the kink community, and would likely have a role in a TPE dynamic. 

Amy tried to imagine what life would be like under someone else’s control- more specifically, under Thomas’s control. Would he want to dictate her bedtime and when she woke up in the morning? Would he make her a prescribed list of foods? What would his punishments be for rule violations?

Amy thought through all this, and her stomach fluttered. Maybe it was the tequila, but she felt more intrigued the longer she thought. Amy admitted that the idea of TPE aroused her and made her wonder how her life would change if she was involved in such a relationship.

What made her most reluctant to engage in one was the need of a partner she could trust absolutely and implicitly. There was no way she would hand over control to someone who would be haphazard with her wellbeing. Without that assurance, a total power exchange would be impossible for her. 

Amy had also been reluctant to explore power exchange with people online. It seemed cumbersome to execute over the phone or in chatrooms, so it had never been a viable option. Now, though, she had someone close enough to go on lunch dates with, and it was more than possible for their relationship to develop into something serious.

That notion sent a chill down Amy’s spine. Thomas had shared the darker parts of his nature with her upon request. Wasn’t that what she found lacking in her partners before- that they couldn’t relate to her masochistic desires? Now, here was a man who seemed even more depraved than she was, and she was balking. 

Frustrated, Amy drained the rest of her drink. Her apprehension was reasonable, but she had wanted this for so long. 

Emboldened by the alcohol in her bloodstream, Amy picked up her phone and opened Thomas’s contact information. She hesitated before pressing the call button- it had been less than an hour since they’d spoken, after all. But she rallied her courage and tapped the phone icon to make the call. 

Amy’s heart pounded as the phone rang, and she was relieved when Thomas picked up.

“Hello?” he sounded slightly confused but not upset.

“Hi…” Amy laughed a little. “I’m sorry, I don’t mean to call you out of the blue.”

“Oh, that’s okay,” Thomas waved off her concern. “What’s up? Is everything okay?”       

“I didn’t like where we left our last conversation,” Amy explained. “I overreacted, and I’ve been doing some thinking, and I am feeling a lot better now. It was just a lot to take in at first. And I did ask you, so I appreciate you telling me.”

“I’m glad you’re feeling better now,” Thomas seemed relieved. “I’ve been thinking too. And I want you to know that you never, ever have to do anything with me, or with anyone for that matter, that makes you feel uncomfortable. I don’t want you to think that you have to change anything about who you are. I know a lot of this is new for you, at least the in-person element. You need time to explore the things you want to explore safely… and I would love to be there to guide you through that.”

Amy’s stomach fluttered to hear him admit as much. 

“I would really like that too,” Amy whispered, a smile spreading across her face. 

“Hm,” Thomas hummed his satisfaction in a soft grunt, and for a while, they lingered on the phone in silence.

The atmosphere between them had shifted from something mischievously flirtatious to something more serious. It was the first time Thomas had voiced his desire to lead her through this new part of her life, and she felt a mixture of tenderness and excitement. 

“And I was also thinking,” Thomas went on. “That it wouldn’t hurt for us to… take some baby steps, as you suggested before.”

Amy’s heart leaped.

“I would really like that,” Amy said, feeling stupid for repeating what she’d said only moments before.”

“I took the liberty of coming up with a few tasks for you, just to get us started,” Thomas said, and Amy heard the hint of nerves in his voice. “It’s not an exhaustive list, but I think it’s very constructive, and it will help you get the basics down, at the very least.”

“Okay,” Amy breathed into the phone, her throat tight. 

“Would you like to hear them?” Thomas asked.

“Yes,” Amy found her voice and tried to quell the nerves rising in her chest. 

“There are only four for now,” Thomas started. “The first- you have to text me when you wake up, first thing in the morning. A simple ‘good morning’ is more than sufficient, but it should be the first thing you do.

“The second goes along with the first- I want to be the last person you text before bed. Again, a simple ‘goodnight’ will do the trick.

“Third- I want you to read at least ten pages of a book of your choice every day. It can be educational or fictional, but I do want you to read for your own edification.

“Fourth, I want you to start spending ten minutes of your day in meditation. I can provide some online resources that will help you get started. You need to learn how to clear your mind and settle yourself, and mediation is a great start. You’re a runner, so I know you have the mental discipline for it.

“I think those four rules are a good place to start,” Thomas closed. “Do you have any objections or questions?”

Amy took stock of the ruleset, and she was a little disappointed. She had expected there to be tasks of a sexual nature- one at least. She could see the value of these tasks, but she was hoping for something more.

“Is that all?” Amy asked.

“For now,” Thomas said. “If you agree to them.”

“They just seem…” Amy trailed off as she tried to come up with the most accurate word. “Mundane.”

Thomas chuckled.

“Baby steps, remember?” Amy could practically see him raising his brow. “We have to walk before we can run. I need you to prove to me that you can do simple things before we move on to complicated things.”

Amy shivered at the word “prove.”

“I understand,” Amy’s throat was tight again. 

“Very good,” Thomas praised her. “We can start tonight if you like, just with the goodnight message, and then in full force tomorrow.”

“Sounds good to me,” Amy’s voice was small. 

“I know it’s a small start,” Thomas lowered his voice. “You can think of these as gateway tasks. Of course, if you have any questions, you can call me or text me at any time.”

“Okay,” Amy answered, feeling more optimistic. 

“Good,” Thomas sounded pleased. “Are you feeling any better?”

“I am,” Amy nodded. “I’m very excited.”

Thomas hummed, and Amy’s stomach fluttered. 

“I’m very excited too,” Thomas echoed, and Amy thought she heard a predatory edge to his voice. “Is there anything else you wanted to talk about?”

Amy hesitated, and her face blushed. Again, the alcohol in her system fueled her response. 

“I really like talking with you,” she said, her words slurred in her haste to get them out before she lost her nerve. “And I just really like… you.”

Thomas laughed.

“Still been drinking?” he was amused.

“Guilty,” Amy admitted.

“Well, even so, I’m flattered,” Thomas’s tone was genuine. “And I just really like you, too, Amy.”

Amy shuddered at his name on her tongue, and felt the flicker of lust between her legs. 

“Well…” Thomas sighed. “I suppose I’d better be getting to sleep.”

Amy blinked and looked at the clock over her sink, alarmed to realize it was getting close to eleven. 

“I’m sorry,” Amy apologized. “I didn’t mean to keep you up so late.”

“Not at all,” Thomas assured her. “I would usually be up later on a Friday night, I just have to go in tomorrow for a half-day. I assure you, I would rather stay up talking with you.”

Amy couldn’t help but smile.

“Well, goodnight…” Amy trailed off. 

“Goodnight,” Thomas’s voice was a whisper. “I’ll talk to you soon.”

“Talk to you soon,” Amy echoed. “Bye.”

“Buh- bye,” Thomas said, and Amy hung up.

Amy looked down at the phone a long while. She was a little surprised to see a text from Thomas.

Just so you don’t forget, I wanted to put your daily tasks down in writing.

	               Good morning text when you wake up 

	               Read at least ten pages of a book of your choice 

	               Ten minutes of meditation 

	               Goodnight text before you go to sleep 



Again, I really enjoyed talking with you, and I hope you have a good night.

Amy hastened to type back a response.

Thank you, it read. I hope you have a good night too.

Amy read through her new tasks, and arousal unfurled her stomach. Even though they weren’t sexual in nature, she knew these tasks were the first step into exploring the possibility of submitting to Thomas. Now that she knew more about the depth of his BDSM experience, she was grateful for a slow transition.

Amy looked at the clock again and felt the fatigue of the day set into her bones. Combined with the sedating effect of her drinks, Amy knew it wasn’t such a bad idea for her to go to bed as well.

Amy rinsed out her empty glass and left it in the sink to deal with in the morning. She made sure all the lights and electronics in the living room were turned off before she retired to her bedroom. She turned off the main light in favor of the small lamp at her bedside. 

Amy went into the bathroom, and methodically completed her routine of brushing her teeth and washing her face. She was already dressed comfortably enough from lounging around her apartment all evening, so she pulled back the covers of her bed and settled in for the night.

Amy scrolled through her socials, her nightly ritual, and looked at what her friends were up to. Some were still in college, getting their nights started at various frat parties, and some of her older friends were making their way through bars and clubs. A few, like her, were enjoying a quiet night in.

Amy wondered if any of them would ever guess that she spent her evening being assigned a set of probationary tasks in hopes of impressing a man she wanted to dominate her. She wondered which of her friends would be shocked, and which would be mischievously curious. 

Amy smiled to herself as she pondered it, and her eyes started to droop- she figured she had better text Thomas that she was going to bed. The tips of her thumbs tingled as she tapped out the message for him.

I’m going to bed, it read. Goodnight.

Amy knew Thomas had already retired, so she didn’t expect a reply, and put down the phone on her nightstand. To her surprise, the phone buzzed. She tilted it up to look at the screen and smiled to see that he’d responded after all.

Thank you, Amy, it was simple. Goodnight.

Amy couldn’t stop smiling. She was surprised at the impact such a simple task had on her, and Thomas’s acknowledgment made it even sweeter. Amy was starting to fall asleep, but she was already excited to wake up and send Thomas her first message of the day and complete her first task.

Thinking of him, she drifted off into a peaceful sleep.

---

The next morning, Amy woke up on her own rather than the sound of an alarm. The pale light of morning filtered through her blinds, and she stretched out in bed, enjoying the way her comforter and sheets soothed over her skin. 

Amy rubbed the sleep out of her eyes and turned over on her side. She felt a flicker of excitement as she looked at her phone and she picked it up, ready to start her first full day of performing her tasks for Thomas.

Good morning, she tapped out the words. I just woke up. I hope you’re having a good day at work.

Satisfied with her greeting, Amy relaxed back into the bed, ready to enjoy some laziness on her day off. The slight pressure in her bladder nagged, and she rolled out of bed to amble into her bathroom. 

Amy combed the tangles out of her hair, brushed her teeth, then replaced her pajamas with some yoga pants and a sports bra in preparation for her run. On Saturdays, she tended to run earlier and longer, then took Sunday off. But before she did that, she needed to find some breakfast.

Amy made the short trek into her kitchen and flicked on the light. She took a banana from the top of the fridge and peeled it, tossing the peel into the garbage as she pondered what else she could eat. She scooped up some coffee grounds and deposited them them into her French press, setting some water to boil. 

As she waited, she perused her fridge and cabinetry for options- as usual, cereal seemed the most accessible. She poured the sugary flakes into a bowl and topped them off with 2% milk, vaguely noting that she was almost out. By then, the water was boiling in her electric kettle, and she poured it over the coffee grounds in the press.

Amy’s mind was calm and clear as she nibbled at her cereal and waited for her coffee to brew. Her Saturday morning routine was cultivated in the time she’d been living alone. It was comforting and peaceful, and every now and then, she made herself a bigger breakfast just to shake things up. For now, though, she was content with her cereal and comfortable on the small stool at the breakfast bar. 

As Amy sipped at her coffee, she pondered the remainder of her tasks for the day. She would, of course, send Thomas a text when she was going to bed, but before that, she had to meditate and read at least ten pages of a book. Amy had fallen out of the habit of reading recreationally after having so much required reading in college, but she was looking forward to picking it back up. 

Amy cupped her coffee in both hands and made her way into the living room to look over the small bookshelf upon which her TV rested. She was thankful for the small collection of books she’d amassed over the years, as gifts or impulse purchases, even several that she had yet to read. She would have to expand if she was required to read every day.

Amy shifted her coffee to one hand and slid out one of the books- Alcott’s Little Women- from where it was sandwiched between the others. She had read it before, and thought it would be an excellent book to start with.

Amy took the book and settled down into the seat of her couch that was closest to the window. The natural light was more than enough for her to read by, and she fondly absorbed the familiar words. By the time she finished her coffee, she had managed much more than ten pages. 

Amy returned to the kitchen to wash the few dishes she had amassed from her breakfast, leaving them to dry in the dish rack. Then, with the caffeine pumping through her blood, she went through her warm-up stretches, picked out a sweater, and gathered her headphones and her phone. 

Before she headed out the door, she decided to tell Thomas she had completed her second task. She typed out a simple message to let him know. Then, she opened Spotify to listen to one of her running playlists and headed out the door. 

It was a beautiful if chilly day, and Amy took up a moderate pace. She enjoyed the fresh air filling her lungs and clearing her mind as her blood pumped through her body. About ten minutes in, she felt her phone buzz, and glanced down to check it. Her stomach fluttered as she saw it was from Thomas. 

Amy couldn’t read it at the moment, lest she accidentally plow into an unsuspecting commuter or trip over some crack in the sidewalk, but she looked forward to reading it when she got home. She ran at a faster clip as she anticipated the interaction.

By the time Amy had looped back around to her apartment, she was breathless, her sweat soaking through her sweater at the neck. She locked the door behind her as she stepped inside, then deposited the sweater in the laundry bin. She stretched out her legs and back, then opened her new message from Thomas. 

Very good, thank you, he praised her. You’re getting it in early, I see.

Sorry for the delay, I was out running, Amy apologized. And I figured it would be nice to read while I drank my morning coffee.

Amy tossed her phone onto her bed from where she was sprawled on the floor and refocused on her stretching. When she was finished, she stripped out of her sweaty clothing, then showered off. She returned to the bedroom with her towel still wrapped around her head to absorb the excess moisture. She picked up her phone and was pleased to see Thomas had replied.

That does sound nice, it read. How many pages did you read, by chance?

Thirty-two, Amy answered.

Oh, very nice, Thomas approved. I’d like you to include the number of pages you read in your future reports for this task.

Yes, sir, Amy typed and debated sending it for a moment. Was it too soon to be using that title?

Amy bit her lip but sent the message. It wasn’t necessarily a title, anyway, and she could always chalk it up to politeness. 

Hm, ‘sir,’ Thomas replied, and Amy could practically hear the purr in his voice. Very good.

Is it okay if I call you that? Amy asked, worried that she might be crossing a line. The last thing she wanted was to offend him or make him uncomfortable. 

If you’d like to, Thomas answered. 

I think I would, Amy blushed. 

Then by all means, Thomas replied. I’ve certainly been called worse.

Amy smiled, but before she started to reply, she saw that Thomas was typing again. 

I am just finishing at work here, he said. I have to drive home, but I’ll talk to you again soon.

Okay, Amy replied. Drive safely.

I will, Thomas replied, and Amy let that stand as the end of their conversation. 

A smile lingered on Amy’s face as she let her hair down and went about finding clothes for the rest of the day. She figured she would stay in, so she opted for a pair of sweats and an old college tee.

Amy combed through the lingering tangles in her hair, then moved into the living room. She was already thinking about her meditation task, and she pulled up her laptop to do some research before she dove in. It seemed simple enough- all she had to was relax and keep her mind clear.

Amy put her laptop down and crossed her legs on the couch, setting the timer on her phone for ten minutes. She focused on her breathing, keeping it slow and even, and dismissed her thoughts as they popped into her head. She shouldn’t have been surprised at how many of them revolved around Thomas, as he was the reason she was meditating in the first place. 

Amy felt ill-equipped to be doing this, and she was grateful when the alarm on her phone signaled the end of her requisite ten minutes. Still, she was proud that she had accomplished the task, and she couldn’t wait to report it to Thomas.

--- 

Several weeks passed, and Thomas’s tasks became a fixture in her day-to-day routine. She never forgot their purpose, and she hoped that the consistency of her execution was not going unnoticed.

More than her tasks, Amy enjoyed getting to know Thomas on a deeper level. Each time they talked, Amy felt their connection grow. She especially liked learning the details about him- for instance, he didn’t like cilantro, and he tried to only eat meat three or four times a week. 

Amy also learned that Thomas was twelve years older than her. It didn’t surprise her- from what he’d shared of his life experience, she knew he’d been around longer than she had. Amy never imagined she would be in a relationship with any significant age gap, but it wasn’t a deal-breaker. She knew complications might arise from their age difference, but she didn’t want that to dictate the course of their relationship.

Thomas never ceased to impress Amy with the simple things he did to make her feel safe and loved. He seemed to anticipate her anxieties and would either take care of them himself or make the process easier for her. The most common problem they faced was deciding what to eat or drink. On that front, Thomas was more than willing to share what sounded better to him, or outright select for her. 

Amy knew that some women would find it offensive to have a man decide things for her, but she had long reconciled that she wanted her partner to adopt the role of the leader. She was happy to relinquish minor decisions, like what to eat or drink, in favor of the relief from her anxiety. 

They met again for several lunch dates at Carlo’s, which went just as well as the first time, as well as several dinner dates at restaurants around the city. Thomas visited her apartment after work on several occasions, where they watched movies, ate popcorn, and chatted.

Of course, those movie dates often ended with them sprawled out on the couch, making out. Amy was amazed by their physical chemistry. Every time Thomas touched her, there was no doubt of who was in charge. He wasn’t rough with her, but his touches were confident, and Amy knew that he wouldn’t be deterred in his course. 

When they became too flustered, they would pull back, breathless, and Thomas would straighten his clothes and head for the door. Amy wanted more, but at the same time, she relished the wait. The longer they built up their sexual energy, the better it would be when they finally slept together. 

If anything, Amy was most impatient with the progress of their D/s dynamic. She performed her tasks faithfully and was happy to have them, but she wanted more. She was enjoying getting to know Thomas, but she was eager to feel him truly dominate her.

At the very least, she wanted more tasks. She had a handle on the ones already assigned, and she wanted the opportunity to show him that she could do more. It had been nearly a month since he appointed them, and she felt she was due for a promotion.

They were set to go out for dinner after work, and Amy planned to bring it up there. She had selected the place this time- a small Chinese restaurant that was not usually too crowded, even on Friday nights. Thomas offered to drive, and he was due to pull up any moment. Amy waited outside her door, and when she saw his car, she started down the stairs. 

Thomas got out of the driver’s seat and flashed his bright smile as she approached. Amy smiled back and let Thomas pull her into his warm embrace. He lowered his face to kiss her, and Amy shivered as he sucked at her lower lip.

“Hi there,” Thomas purred as he pulled back. “Shall we?”

Amy nodded and let Thomas open the passenger door. 

It was a short drive to the restaurant, and as Amy suspected, it was unaffected by the usual Friday night rush. They made short work of selecting their orders, their food was in front of them in record time. They chatted about their week and shared what interesting things had happened to them. One topic still nagged at Amy’s mind, but she didn’t want to seem overzealous. 

“This place is great,” Thomas commented as he finished a bite. “I can’t believe I’ve never noticed it.”

“It’s pretty low-key,” Amy gathered up a piece of orange chicken. “But I’m glad you like it.”

Thomas smiled at her from across the table, and Amy thrilled at the sparkle in his eye. She swallowed drily, gathering her nerve. 

“So…” Amy cleared her throat. “Have I been doing well with all my tasks?”

Thomas’s expression sobered. 

“You’ve been doing very well,” the timbre of his voice was more sumptuous, husky. “I couldn’t be more pleased.”

Amy ducked her face to smile down at her plate. Still, she was nervous about how he would receive her next request. She lifted her head, and opened her mouth as if to speak, but abandoned the idea.

“What is it?” Thomas’s eyes searched her as he spoke. “Though I think I could probably take a guess.”

“Would you?” Amy peeped, overwhelmed in the face of articulating her desire.

Thomas sighed and leaned back in his chair to look at her. Amy felt exposed, and it took some effort not to avoid his gaze by looking down at her food again. 

“You want more tasks,” Thomas guessed flatly, and Amy couldn’t tell from his voice how he felt about the issue. 

“Yes,” Amy half-whispered, lest anyone else in the restaurant hear- she didn’t miss the way Thomas’s eyes flashed at her shyness. “I think I’ve been doing a good job with the ones I have- you said so yourself.”

Thomas’s lip curled into an amused smile, and he huffed a short laugh. 

“I did,” he conceded but said nothing else. 

“I- I think I can do it…” Amy stammered as nerves rose in her stomach. “I mean, I promise to do my best.”

Thomas regarded her, and Amy held his dark gaze despite her insides churning. Finally, he chuckled and leaned forward across the table, so his face was inches from hers.

“I love how easy it is to make you squirm,” Thomas’s voice was somewhere between a whisper and a growl, and liquid heat pooled between Amy’s legs. 

She took in a sharp breath at his statement, and Thomas leaned back, his smile gleaming with mischief. 

“And, I think…” Thomas drew out. “I can do you one better.”

Amy’s mind was hazy from her body’s reaction, and she blinked several times to try and remember what they had been talking about. 

“Oh?” Amy decided on an ambiguous response and let Thomas fill in the blanks. 

“Rather than give you a few more tasks to manage,” Thomas’s voice grew serious. “I thought that we could go ahead and draft a contract. We would set several general, and yes, sexual rules for you to follow. I said you’ve been doing well, and I meant it. And if you feel ready, I want to take this next step with you, Amy.”

Amy’s jaw hung open, and she struggled to process her mingling emotions of ecstatic joy and pounding lust. This was what she had been waiting for. 

“Yes!” her head bobbed up and down in an excited nod, though she was embarrassed when several people turned to look at her. 

“I mean…” Amy lowered her volume and tried to sit still. “Yes, please.”

“Very good manners,” Thomas smirked, and Amy wanted to melt. “I think we should set a time that we can get together in person to go through all the logistics- somewhere private… my place, perhaps?”

Amy blanched, and her throat went dry. She had never seen Thomas’s home before. They had always favored her apartment, perhaps because it was closer to their office park. Amy imagined his home as a fortress of solitude and solace, rather than just a house, and she was nervous at the thought of being inside it. 

“Okay,” Amy peeped. 

A moment of silence stretched out between them, and Thomas’s eyes searched her face, trying to decipher her emotions. 

“When would be a good time, do you think?” Amy pressed, unable to bear his quiet scrutiny.

“Tomorrow,” Thomas was decisive. “Early afternoon.”

Amy’s heart pounded, and lust coursed through her blood. Her eyes were wide, and she struggled to breathe, much less respond.

“Would that work for you?” Thomas leaned his head forward, and Amy bit her lip at the dark gleam in his eyes.

“Yes,” she confirmed, breathless. 

“Perfect,” Thomas’s voice was husky.

A long, tense moment passed where their eyes were locked. Amy felt like Thomas was devouring her with his eyes alone.

“We should probably get the check,” Amy choked.

“Definitely,” Thomas agreed and looked around for their server.

Once the bill was paid, Thomas ushered Amy back to his car, opening the passenger door. 

Amy’s hand shook as she buckled her seatbelt, and she jumped as Thomas opened the driver door. She looked sidelong at him and noted the tightness in his shoulders and jaw. The air between them was electric. Amy was reminded of the first time drove her home. 

They were silent, and Amy wrung her hands in her lap. Her mind whirled at the thought of what would unfold the next day. 

Thomas pulled up to her apartment, and Amy reached for the door, only to be apprehended by his touch at her wrist. Amy looked over at Thomas in confusion, but before she could speak, his lips crashed into hers.

Amy couldn’t contain a moan as one of Thomas’s hands circled her neck, and the other squeezed her waist. Amy gripped the lapels of Thomas’s coat, needing to hold on to something to keep her head. She kissed him back, and he growled into her mouth, his hands tightening.

Amy felt lightheaded, and her body melted into Thomas’s hands. His mouth was hot and demanding, and his grip unyielding. She panted through their kiss, and Thomas closed his lips to hum against hers.

“You…” he pulled back to lock eyes with her. “Taste so sweet… and feel so good…”

Thomas traced his thumb over Amy’s jaw, and she sighed, letting her eyes flutter closed. 

“Eyes open, Amy,” Thomas instructed. “I want to see them.”

Amy obeyed, and her stomach twisted at the dark intensity in Thomas’s gaze. He kissed her again, biting her lip- hard. Amy whined, and Thomas moved his hand to tangle in her hair. He tightened his grip into a fist and pulled, tilting her head back. 

“Thomas…?” Amy’s voice wavered as she was overwhelmed with a keen sense of helplessness and a flicker of fear.

“Hmm,” he purred and lowered his head. 

Amy flinched as Thomas’s teeth brushed the side of her neck, and her back arched as he nibbled there. To feel his teeth and lips against her skin was exquisite, and sent jolts of pleasure to her nipples and clit. 

Thomas’s tongue traced over the lump in her throat, and Amy cried out. Overstimulated, she tried to wriggle away, but he tightened his grip enough to cause a twinge of pain in her scalp and her lower ribs.

“You won’t get away from me that easily…” Thomas growled into her ear and licked along its shell.

Belying his words, Thomas relented in his hold and drew his hands back, giving her a sidelong smirk as he got out of the car. Amy did her best to collect herself before he made it to her door, but she couldn’t keep from shaking.

Amy doubted she would find any restful sleep that night.


Chapter IV

Amy’s Saturday morning routine seemed to drag out interminably. As she predicted, her night was restless, and even when she did manage to sleep, her mind was infiltrated with images of Thomas, and memories of his rough hands on her body and at her neck. By the time morning came, she was flustered, and filled with frantic energy. 

Good morning, Amy sent her customary message to Thomas. 

Good morning, Thomas replied. Did you sleep well?

Not at all, Amy admitted.

Me either, Thomas revealed. Needless to say, I was too excited.

Amy made to reply, but saw that Thomas was typing.

What time would be best for me to come to get you? Thomas asked, and Amy thought for a moment.

Would 1:00 work for you? she asked. I still need to run and get ready and everything.

That sounds perfect, Thomas approved. Are you going to get your tasks taken care of for me?

Amy’s stomach fluttered at the last two words.

Yes, sir, Amy admitted. 

Very good, Thomas praised, and Amy smiled. I’ll leave you to it, then. I have some things I should take care of as well. I’ll see you soon.

See you soon, Amy typed and plugged in her phone to let it charge. 

Then, she set about trying to get through her morning routine.

Amy's hands shook persistently- she almost spilled her coffee, even. It was practically impossible for her to concentrate on her daily reading, and her mediation felt close to pointless, Still, she wanted to take care of all her tasks before Thomas got there.

Amy had plenty of time to go on her run and clean herself up afterward. She had a hard time keeping her breathing even as she ran, and by the time Amy made it back to her apartment, she felt more winded than she ought to have. 

Amy forced herself to slow down. The time wouldn’t pass any faster because she was eager for it to, and there was nothing to be gained from rushing through her morning.

Amy took great care in the shower to shave her legs and under her arms so that they were entirely void of hair. She was in the habit of keeping her sex clean-shaven, and she made sure that it was perfectly smooth and soft. She didn’t know whether they would have sex, but she couldn’t be too careful. 

When she was finished with her shower, she moisturized her body with a floral-scented lotion, then agonized over what to wear. She didn’t want to overtly sexualize herself, but she did want to look attractive. 

Amy opened her underwear drawer and looked through her options. Her eyes landed on a set of bra and panties in a soft lavender. They were made of cotton, and they fit her well- they would be a good, safe choice.

As Amy was about to put them on, her eyes wandered to another set- one of black lace. She usually saved these for when she had to dress in evening attire had always admired how they clung to her body. Her heart skipped to imagine how Thomas’s eyes would flare if he saw her in these.

Amy bit her lip and picked up the lace underwear. She drew the panties up her newly shaven legs and shivered as the bra chafed against her hard nipples. She regarded herself in the mirror over her dresser, feeling a strange sense of dissociation from the woman looking back at her. 

Amy shook herself out of her contemplation and went to her closet. She selected a pair of worn, light-wash jeans and a maroon sweater with a wide neckline that showed off her collarbones. She finished the ensemble with her black, low-rise converse. 

Amy once again examined herself in the mirror. Her outfit was simple, but it looked nice enough. Amy knew that she and Thomas had a lot to discuss as far as the contract was concerned, and she didn’t want him to think she wasn’t taking it seriously. 

On the contrary, Amy took the time to make a list on her phone of what she wanted to be included in the contract, and what she wanted to be considered as far as tasks and limits were concerned. She was ready to take this step, and she wanted to show Thomas that she was invested in this process- even if it did arouse her to no end. 

Amy dusted on a light layer of makeup, just to look presentable, and made sure that none had gotten on her clothes. She let her hair hang naturally over her shoulders instead of styling it. She sighed- that was about all she could do as far as her appearance was concerned.

Amy looked down at her phone to check the time, and her stomach flipped to see it was two minutes to one. A fresh surge of nerves shot through her body, and she double-checked that she had her phone, purse, and coat ready to go. 

No sooner had she gathered her things she heard a knock on the door. She swallowed to wet her dry throat and open it. 

Sure enough, Thomas was there, and he flashed a smile as soon as he saw her. Amy wanted to dissolve.

“Hello, Amy,” her name sounded like chocolate on his voice.

“Hi,” Amy looked up at him with a timid smile.

“You look lovely as ever,” he took a step back from the door to allow her to step out. 

“Thank you,” Amy appreciated the compliment.

Amy locked the door of her apartment and jiggled the handle to make sure it was secure. 

“Shall we?” Thomas held out his hand, and Amy took it.

Thomas, as usual, escorted her to his car as they made smooth small talk. Amy chatted about her run, and Thomas told her he’d been doing some cleaning up around his house in preparation for her visit. Amy was flattered that he was concerned about what she would think of his home. 

Thomas drove outside the city, where the roads were lined with verdant trees. Amy could hardly believe such lushness existed so close to a metropolitan area. Every now and then, Amy saw a driveway peeking out from between the trees. She was quiet as she looked out the window, taking in the scenery of the drive. 

“I take it you’ve never been out here,” Thomas spoke.

“No,” she answered. “You wouldn’t think there would be anything so natural this close to a city. It’s so beautiful.”

“It is,” Thomas agreed. “And so are you.”

Amy blushed and smiled as she looked back out the window. 

“I didn’t grow up in the city,” Thomas explained. “I’m from a pretty rural area in the south, actually, so I’ve never relished apartment life. As soon as I could come up with a down-payment, I found a house and settled in.”

Amy’s interest piqued to hear Thomas refer to his background, and she was curious to find out more. 

“How long have you lived out here?” Amy asked.

“About five years,” Thomas replied. “It’s plenty isolated and still accessible from the city for work, so it’s a win-win for me. And a loan-officer friend of mine helped me get a good rate on my mortgage, so it was too good of a deal for me to pass up.”

“I’m excited to see it.” Amy smiled over at him, and he returned one of his own before focusing on the road. 

She didn’t have to wait long. Thomas slowed and turned into one of the narrow driveways, and soon his house was visible. It was a modest single-story cottage with a porch alongside a single-car garage. The driveway was lined with flat stones and ferns, adding to the lush feel of the place. Either side of the house was bordered by the forest, isolating it from his neighbors. 

Thomas parked in the driveway and turned off the car.

“Home sweet home,” Thomas smiled.

Amy opened the door and stepped out of the car. She was mystified by the picturesque setting. Thomas gestured for her to step up onto the porch, and she did. A line of potted flowers ran along the railing perpendicular to the house. 

Thomas unlocked the door, and Amy gasped as he opened it to reveal the inside of his home. The interior of his house was just as beautiful as the outside. It was an open concept- the only distinction between the living room and the kitchen being the shift from hardwood to tile flooring.

A small table and chairs were situated in the spacious kitchen in front of the sink and cabinetry. Two places were set at the table, complete with glasses and silverware. Butter, salt, and pepper took their places on a Lazy Susan in the center. The smell of savory meat wafted through the air.

The furnishings of the living room were modest and elegant- tasteful area rugs protected the floor from being scuffed by the furniture, which consisted of a leather couch, loveseat, and chair around a well-polished coffee table, all facing a TV that was hung on the front wall. The far two perpendicular walls caught Amy’s attention, as they were predominantly made of windows, and natural, green-hued light flooded into the room through the trees outside. A simple work-desk with a laptop was situated against one of the windows, with a low-backed chair that would enable Thomas to look out at the surrounding wilderness. 

Amy pictured him at the desk, taking a break to look out into the trees. Upon further inspection, she saw a bird feeder, as well as a deer-feeder in the back yard of the house, and she imagined Thomas was frequented by animal visitors. 

There were minimal other decorations, and a few framed pictures on the desk. The whole place was minimalistic and unmistakably masculine. Amy eyed a hallway that branched off from the living room, and her stomach tightened to think that it likely led to Thomas’s bedroom. 

“This is so nice,” Amy marveled at her surroundings.

“Thank you,” Thomas smiled down at her. “You can come inside if you like.”

Amy flushed with embarrassment to realize that she was standing awestruck in the doorway. She took care to wipe her feet on the outside rug before stepping into the house- the last thing she wanted was to track dirt into his immaculate home. 

Thomas followed her inside and locked the door behind him. Amy watched as he removed his wallet from his back pocket and set it alongside his keys on a small table by the door. She couldn’t be sure, but she thought she detected some tension in his shoulders.

“I don’t know about you,” Thomas turned to face her. “But I usually eat lunch about now, so I whipped something up for us if you’d care to join me.”

“I’d love to,” Amy nodded.

Thomas moved into the kitchen and pulled out one of the chairs at the pre-set table. Amy smiled as she sat down and allowed him to assist her in scooting in under the table.

“Now, I’m no chef,” Thomas warned and opened one of the drawers near the stove to withdraw some oven mitts. “But, I think this will be edible, at the very least.”

Amy watched, amused, as Thomas donned the oven mitts and opened the oven. A rich, meaty smell suffused the air around her, and Amy’s mouth watered. He withdrew a tray from the oven, upon which was situated two steaks and two potatoes. He placed one of each on their respective plates and then deposited the tray on the stove for it to cool.

“And,” Thomas held up a finger. “Wine.”

Thomas crossed the room to a freestanding wine refrigerator next to the cabinets and withdrew a bottle. 

“It’s a Chilean Cabernet,” Thomas told her as he twisted the corkscrew. “It should pair nicely with the steak. I think.”

Amy laughed. Thomas was every bit his charming self. He poured the wine and left the bottle on the table as he sat down at his own place. 

Amy took up her fork and the steak knife Thomas had provided for her and cut into the meat. She took the first bite and was overwhelmed by the steak’s rich flavor and tenderness.

“Oh my god…” Amy all but groaned as she finished her bite. “That’s incredible. What cut is it?”

“Ribeye,” Thomas seemed pleased. “I’m thrilled you like it, and I sincerely hope you’re not lying just to get on my good side.”

Amy laughed and shook her head. She helped herself to some of the butter to dress her potato, and then took a fluffy bite- it was as good as the steak. 

Amy and Thomas ate in silence for a while, and she made it a point to take sips of her wine, which did compliment the steak. With every bite, she found herself getting more nervous and excited. Once they were done with their meal, they would move on to contract negotiations. The thought made wetness pool between her legs. 

Amy was grateful for the wine taking the edge off.

“You’re quiet,” Thomas pointed out between mouthfuls of his food. “Is everything alright?”

“Oh, I’m fine,” Amy assured him. 

“Nervous?” Thomas offered her a reassuring smile. 

“A little,” Amy half-smiled, and took a drink of her wine. 

“But a little excited too, I hope,” Thomas pressed, and his voice dropped to a husky purr.

“Yes,” Amy whispered the confirmation.

“Me too,” Thomas’s eyes twinkled. 

Amy’s throat was dry, and she looked at the remnants of food on her plate, and then over at Thomas’s empty one, wondering how she would be able to eat it all given the way her stomach was twisting.

“I do have a refrigerator, you know,” Thomas seemed to read her mind. “You don’t have to eat all that.”

“I’m sorry,” Amy was embarrassed. 

“Don’t be,” Thomas waved a hand. “Would you like me to pack it up for you to take home later?”

“Yes, please,” Amy accepted with a blush.

“You got it,” Thomas winked and stood to take her plate, as well as the butter from the center of the table. 

Amy’s eyes followed Thomas as he crossed to the counter by the sink. He took a set of Tupperware from one of the upper cabinets, and she noticed the containers and lids were in perfect order.

Thomas took care to keep the potato and steak separated into different compartments of the container, and Amy smiled to herself at his consideration. She didn’t mind if her foods touched, but she was flattered that he made the extra effort. When he was done, he tucked the container into the fridge, returned to the table, and took the empty plates to the sink to rinse them off. 

When Thomas was done cleaning up, he washed his hands and dried them with the red dish towel that hung over the handle of the stove. He leaned against the counter, and Amy blushed as he regarded her with his characteristic smirk.

“Well,” he sighed. “Shall we get down to brass tacks?”

The words rolled off his tongue like melted chocolate, and Amy felt a rush of nerves. Even so, she nodded. 

“First things first,” Thomas approached the table, picked up the bottle of wine, and topped off Amy’s glass, then his own. “And we can take the bottle, too- just in case. Living room?”

Thomas helped Amy to scoot her chair back and offered his hand, which she gratefully took. He intertwined his fingers with hers and escorted her to the leather couch in the living room. Amy sat down on one end and expected Thomas to join her. 

Instead, he crossed to the desk and opened a drawer to withdraw a legal pad and a pencil. Amy’s heart pounded- this was really happening. 

Thomas gave a soft grunt and sat down on the edge of the couch so that he could still lean over and write. 

“Now, before we start drafting this,” Thomas began. “You should know this is a living document. This is subject to change as we grow together in this relationship, and as we grow as individuals. Either one of us can request amendments at any time, and we will also set regular renewals. Since this is our first contract, I recommend a one-month renewal date. How does that sound?”

“Good,” Amy nodded and took a sip of her wine.

“Good,” Thomas was all-business. “Let’s get started, then.”

Amy and Thomas launched into the process of hammering out their contract, and Amy’s mind whirled at the intricacies and verbiage. She was grateful that Thomas had experience- she couldn’t imagine hashing through all this by herself. 

“Now, as for titles…” Thomas frowned down at the legal pad, where he had scribbled all the preliminary ‘legalese,’ as it were. “Is there a title or nickname that you’d like?”

“Oh,” Amy blinked. “I thought titles were more for the dominant…”

“That’s fine,” Thomas nodded, unbothered. “We can refer to you as ‘the submissive’ within the context of the contract, and leave it open to pet-names within play without a specifically given moniker. Yes?”

“Perfect,” Amy was relieved. 

“As for me,” Thomas’s eyes stayed locked on the legal pad. “I am most comfortable with ‘Sir’ and ‘Daddy.’ Are either of those agreeable to you?”

Amy’s heart pounded hard at the idea of calling Thomas ‘Daddy.’ She had seen it used online, and she secretly loved the idea of exploring a daddy-dom/little girl dynamic, but she never imagined it would be possible. Now, to think that it was not only possible but potentially unfolding made her lightheaded.

“Are you a daddy-dom?” Amy asked, her voice tight.

Thomas looked up from the legal pad to regard her with a reassuring smile. 

“I’ve always had a nurturing side,” Thomas mused. “Granted, it’s offset by a sadistic side, but yes- I would call myself a daddy-dom, in the right circumstances. That said, I don’t necessarily need to play that role with you if that’s something you're uncomfortable with.”

“No,” Amy said, a little too quickly. “I… would like to explore that.”

Thomas’s eyes darkened, and Amy’s stomach twisted with excitement. 

“So,” Thomas cleared his throat and looked back down at the legal pad. “Either of those, then.”

The energy in the room was electric, and Amy took another drink of her wine. Thomas proceeded to guide her through the details of their duties, general behavior, training tasks, punishments, and limits. Amy found herself becoming stressed by the idea of having to outline everything at once. 

“Remember, we can make amendments at any time,” Thomas’s voice was gentle, and he rested a hand on top of hers. 

Amy nodded and gave him a smile, and they were back to business. As they fleshed out each of these sections, Amy became more aroused. She thought of the amount of control she was handing over to Thomas, and the new role she was adopting.

Amy felt like she was in a job interview with all the questions Thomas asked her, and she was careful to give honest responses. The last thing she needed was to end up in a difficult situation because she had avoided a question. Telling him the truth, though, made her head spin, and she felt exposed, vulnerable, and extremely horny.

By the time Thomas had written everything down and was reading over his notes, Amy was having a hard time not squirming on the couch. The tension between them built with each topic of discussion- particularly the area of punishment. Though she had no desire to buck at Thomas’s control, the idea of him having the power to physically correct her made desire pool in her stomach. 

“Well,” Thomas sighed and rubbed his eyes as he finished looking over what he’d written. “I think we have enough for me to go type up a draft. It won’t take long- I have a template that I can fill in with our specifics.”

“Okay,” Amy nodded, trying to sound more composed than she felt.

“Okay,” Thomas repeated. “Is there anything I can get for you in the meantime? I think we’ve exhausted this bottle of wine, but I can open another.”

“No, that’s okay,” Amy shook her head- the wine in her system had put her in a pleasant headspace, but any more would make her drunk. “But would you mind if I used your bathroom?”

“Oh, of course,” Thomas stood and gestured to the hallway. “It’s the first door on the left. I’ll just be out here typing this up.”

“Thank you,” Amy stood and moved to the hallway.

Amy looked curiously at the other doors down the hall as she opened the door to the bathroom. She wondered which was his bedroom. Her mind wandered to what his bedding looked like, and if the décor matched the rest of the house. 

Amy shook her head and remembered the pressure in her bladder. Amy relieved herself, and as she was washing her hands, she looked around the room. The floors were hardwood, but the most impressive element of the room was the stacked stone wall and earthy tile floor of the shower, which she viewed through the sliding glass panels of the rectangular enclosure. 

Amy imagined watching Thomas bathe through the glass, and the imagery made her knees weak. She looked back at her reflection in the mirror and took several deep breaths to settle herself. Her pussy throbbed between her legs, and she had the fleeting urge to touch herself in the bathroom. Thomas was typing up the contract, after all.

Amy shook her head again. Even if she could manage it in a reasonable amount of time, she knew it was hardly appropriate for a house guest. She sighed and steeled herself, resolving to keep her head as she rejoined Thomas in the living room. 

As she approached the entrance to the living room, Amy paused to watch Thomas typing away at his laptop. His shoulders were hunched, and his eyes darted across the bright screen, reflecting its white light. She watched him in silence, feeling her excitement build to the sound of his fingers dancing across the keys. 

“All done,” Thomas looked up from his laptop and frowned as he was momentarily unable to find her. 

Amy, startled out of her haze by his announcement, stepped out from the hallway, allowing Thomas’s eyes to land on her.

“There you are,” he smiled. “Let me just print this out, and I’ll let you look it over.”

“Great,” Amy nodded and returned to her previous spot on the couch. 

The whir of a printer filled the room, followed by the shuffle of paper. Amy’s heart pounded as Thomas gathered up the printed contract and approached the couch. He sat down, closer to her this time, and handed her the papers. Amy tried to keep her hands from shaking as she held the warm paper between her fingertips with near reverence. 

With her pulse roaring in her ears, she started reading.

Contract of Dominance/Submission

This contract is the complete and entire agreement between the signatories. I Thomas Erikson, being of sound mind and body, hereafter referred to as "the Dominant" and Amy Meadows, being of sound mind and body, hereafter referred to as "the submissive.” The terms of this agreement will begin upon signature and will remain in effect for a period of one month. This contract shall become null and void immediately upon the request of the injured party following any material breach of the contract. Should the injured party agree to continue with the contract following any material breach, the broken clause shall still remain in effect for the remaining term of the contract.

Duties of signatories:

The Dominant 

	The primary duty of the Dominant is to keep the submissive safe at all times 

	The Dominant will lead, train, instruct, and guide the submissive in private and in public 

	The Dominant will inform the submissive of the reason for any punishment, and reinforce said reason throughout  

	The Dominant will maintain bodily health through daily fitness and hygiene practices 

	The Dominant will respect all hard and soft limits of the submissive 

	The Dominant will immediately honor the invocation of the safeword by the submissive 



The Submissive

	The submissive will prioritize her own safety, mental health, and physical well-being at all times 

	The submissive will strive to please and obey the dominant  

	The submissive will be receptive to leadership, training, instruction, and guidance from the dominant in private and in public 

	The submissive will maintain bodily health through daily fitness and hygiene practices 

	The submissive will share her sexual ideas and desires with the Dominant verbally or in writing 

	The submissive will respect all hard and soft limits of the Dominant 



Private Conduct

The Dominant

	The Dominant will lead in all aspects regarding the dynamic 

	The Dominant will prioritize the safety, mental health, and physical well-being of the submissive at all times 

	The Dominant shall address the submissive by her given name, or any non-sexual or sexual pet-name (e.g., little girl, baby, slut, sweetie, whore, angel, etc.) 



The Submissive

	The submissive will follow in all aspects regarding the dynamic and respect decisions of the Dominant  

	The submissive will address the Dominant by his given name, or as ‘Sir’ or ‘Daddy’   

	The submissive will pay full attention to the Dominant when being spoken to 

	The submissive will immediately obey commands from the dominant (e.g., sit, kneel, crawl, bow, etc.) 



Public Conduct

The Dominant 

	The Dominant will address the submissive by her given name or a non-sexual pet name (e.g., sweetheart, darling, angel) when there is not enough privacy to use sexual pet names 

	The Dominant will not withhold permission for participation in social events unless there is due cause for concern for the safety of the submissive 

	The Dominant will not overtly degrade, humiliate, or otherwise verbally or physically affront the submissive in public 



The Submissive

	The submissive will address the Dominant by his given name or ‘Sir’ when there is not enough privacy to use the aforementioned ‘Daddy.’ 

	The submissive will ask permission from the Dominant for participation in social events (e.g., parties, work events, etc.) 

	The submissive will keep the Dominant apprised of her whereabouts when not at home 

	The submissive will not act out in public in an attempt to roust the ire of the Dominant 



Training tasks:

The Submissive

	The submissive will greet the Dominant upon waking with a ‘Good morning’ text 

	The submissive will kneel for one minute every morning upon waking 

	The submissive will read at least ten pages of a book of her choice daily 

	The submissive will spend at least ten minutes in mediation daily 

	The submissive will be in bed by 11:00pm nightly 

	The submissive will send the Dominant a nightly ‘Goodnight’ text upon going to bed 



Punishment clause

Punishment will be administered to the submissive by the Dominant for the following offenses:

	Failure to complete any Training Task 

	Disobedience 

	Incorrectly addressing the Dominant 

	Putting self in danger 

	Egregious disrespect of the Dominant (backtalk, lack of communication, etc.) 



Forms of Punishment

Punishments are administered at the discretion of the Dominant, and may include: 

	Spanking (hand, paddle, belt, etc.) 

	Flogging, whipping, cropping (any use of an extreme implement) 

	withholding of orgasm privileges 

	assignation of written lines 

	other reasonable punishment suitable to the offense (may not violate limits) 



Punishments act as full and complete penance for offenses and are exacted with the understanding that once over, the issue is resolved.

Limits 

Mutual 

Hard

	Pedophilia 

	Unprotected sex 

	Pregnancy fetishism 

	Permanent markings (scarification, branding, cutting) 

	Permanent piercings 

	Broken bones 

	Drug abuse 

	Illegal activities 

	Scat play  

	Fisting/Dilation 

	Gun play 

	Fire play 

	Religion play  



Soft

	Electric stimulus 

	Exhibitionism 

	Golden showers/urine play 

	Mummification 

	Recording of scenes (video/audio) 



Safewords

Safewords for the duration of the contract will be the same in public and private settings. “Red” will indicate an immediate stop to all activities. “Yellow” will indicate an approach to the limits of play.

Termination Clause

Should either party find that they are not well-served by this agreement, find this commitment too burdensome, or for any other reason wish to terminate this contract, either party may do so through verbal notification to the other, in keeping with the consensual nature of this contract. Termination entails cessation of the power exchange dynamic indicated and implied within this agreement.

Upon termination, each party agrees to detail his or her reasons and openly assess the new needs and situation. This agreement shall serve as the basis for consensual Dominance and submission to further self-awareness and exploration, promote health and happiness, and the improvement of both lives.

Signatures

This contract is valid from this day of signing until this date ________________, upon which it may be renewed or renegotiated if the Dominant and/or submissive is of that interest.

I offer my consent of submission to __________________ under the terms stated above on this, the ______ day of ___________ in the year __________.

x________________________ (Signature of submissive)

I offer my acceptance of submission by _________________ under the terms stated above on this, the _____ day of __________ in the year __________. x________________________ (Signature of Dominant)

By the time Amy finished reading the document, her hands were trembling. She set the papers down on the coffee table and drew in a shaking breath. Her mind spun, and her stomach twisted, but more than that, her pussy throbbed. 

“Amy?” Thomas’s voice rang with concern. 

“Yes?” she breathed out, looking up at him with wide eyes.

“How are you feeling?” Thomas searched her face, his eyes burning, and his voice husky. 

Amy hesitated as the very question made her pussy clench. 

“Turned on,” Amy’s voice cracked to admit it.

“Hm,” Thomas hummed, and his eyes flashed. “Why?”

“Just…” Amy struggled to articulate how she was feeling. “Getting all this on paper, starting something real like this… I just never imagined it would actually happen. And now that it’s happening, and happening with you…”

Amy trailed off, and Thomas looked her up and down. She shivered as his eyes trailed over her body. 

“I’m very turned on, too,” Thomas admitted. “It’s been a while for me, as you know. And this has been wonderful- getting to know you and going out with you. But it’s no secret that I’ve hoped this would turn into something more from the beginning.”

“Me too,” Amy nodded too quickly. 

“I don’t want to rush into anything…” Thomas’s husky voice belied the statement. 

Thomas moved closer, and Amy’s breathing quickened. He raised his hand, and she flinched as he grazed his fingertips over her cheekbones.

“You’re so sensitive…” Thomas’s voice was reverent. 

“I’m sorry…” Amy shook. 

Thomas gave a long, low hum, and Amy bit her lip. He shook his head and blinked as if she had just realized something. 

“I almost forgot,” he cleared his throat and raked a hand through his hair. “The contract.”

“Oh,” Amy blinked too. “Right.”

“If everything checks out,” Thomas’s voice was still tight. “We just need to sign it, and… voila.”

Amy looked at the papers on the coffee table, harmless but for the words printed on them. A flicker of doubt passed through her mind, and she looked over at Thomas for reassurance.

“You could take it home,” Thomas offered. “And read it over again, just to think about it. There’s no need for you to sign it today. However…”

Thomas shifted and withdrew a ballpoint pen from his pocket. 

“I’ll go ahead and sign,” he explained. “That way, when you do sign, the contract will be immediately in effect.”

Thomas leaned over the coffee table, and Amy held her breath as he scratched his printed name and signature onto the appropriate lines. He set down the pen on top of the contract and leaned back with a sigh. He looked over at Amy, and she noted a trace of nervousness in his usually confident smile. 

“There’s no rush,” Thomas assured her, wrapping her hand in his. “But I’m ready when you are.”

Looking into Thomas’s eyes and holding his hand, a wash of calm rolled over Amy. She knew she could trust him, and all her doubts disappeared. Without a word, Amy leaned forward, took the pen, and signed the contract.

Amy leaned up and looked over at Thomas, who regarded her with his flashing dark eyes. 

“I’m ready…” Amy whispered, and Thomas gave a soft grunt of approval. 

“May I kiss you?” Thomas’s question was almost a growl.

“Please,” Amy nodded, and Thomas’s mouth was on her almost before she finished getting the word out. 

Amy moaned and arched into his touch as his teeth raked her bottom lip. His hands slid under her sweater, and goosebumps rose along her skin as his palms smoothed over her sides. Amy’s breath caught in her throat, and her head fell back at the intensity of the sensation. 

Thomas pulled back to reposition his mouth over her throat. Electric pulses shot to her nipples and clit, and a ragged moan tore from her throat. Thomas moaned against her skin, and the vibrations rippled through her body. 

Up to this point, Amy had managed to keep her hands to herself, but she was rapidly losing control. Her hands curled around Thomas’s shoulders, and felt his muscles ripple as he moved over her. 

Meanwhile, Thomas’s hands were intent on mapping her skin before he allowed his eyes to do so. Amy gasped and shivered as he left no inch of her torso unexplored, and she moaned as his fingertips tickled over her nipples through the lace of her bra. She heard Thomas’s voice catch at the lace's texture, and he pulled back to look her in the eyes. 

Wetness pooled in Amy’s panties as she saw the hunger in his gaze. 

“Stand up,” Thomas’s command was breathless as he moved off her. 

Amy blinked in confusion, and Thomas lifted his lip in a snarl. 

“Don’t make me repeat myself, Amy,” his voice was dark and bore the ring of command. 

Amy’s stomach dropped at the veiled threat in his words, and she jumped to obey. She stood between the couch and the coffee table and waited with bated breath for Thomas’s next instruction. 

“Sit down on the table,” Thomas instructed, and Amy did so. 

She faced Thomas directly, and saw him in a new light. She signed the contract, and now she was his to command. She felt vulnerable, afraid, and hornier by the second. 

Thomas pointed to Amy’s foot, then held out his hand. She gulped, but obeyed, and placed the heel of her shoe into his waiting palm. She forced herself to breathe as Thomas set her foot on his knee, then set to work untying the laces. When he was done, he slid the shoe off her foot, taking care not to be too rough or snag her ankle.

Amy shivered as Thomas’s fingertips brushed her ankle, and he pulled her sock off. Amy gave a breathless laugh as her foot was bared, paranoid he would tickle her. He didn’t, but merely lowered her foot back to the floor and gestured for the other one. 

Amy’s chest heaved as he repeated the process. Thomas took his time, and Amy’s arousal skyrocketed with each passing second. She couldn’t believe she was getting so turned on from him removing her shoes. Maybe it was his gentle touch or the intensity of his focus, but either way, it was driving her insane. 

Finally, Amy’s other foot was bare, and Thomas set it down. Thomas looked back up at her and smirked, and Amy knew he was amused by how flustered she was. He leaned forward and gave her a soft kiss on the mouth, but only for half a second before he leaned back again. 

“Stand up,” Thomas bid.

Amy obeyed and waited. Thomas situated himself so that his legs were spread, and she was standing between his knees. Amy’s eyes fell to his lap, and her mouth watered as she detected the bulge at his crotch. 

“My eyes are up here,” Thomas scolded her, amused, and Amy blushed as she snapped her eyes back up to his. 

“How are you?” Thomas’s voice was gentle, and the steely glint in his eyes softened. 

“Wet…” Amy answered, and Thomas’s eyes flashed again. 

“Good girl…” Thomas growled, and Amy shuddered at the words. 

“Take off your sweater,” Thomas’s expression hardened. 

Amy’s hands trembled as she took the hem of her sweater and slowly lifted it. Static infused with her hair from the friction as she dragged it over her head. When it was removed entirely, she clutched it to her chest, clinging to the last remnants of concealment it offered her. 

Thomas held out his hand, and Amy knew what he wanted. She handed him the sweater and watched as he draped it over the back of the couch, then looked down at the floor beneath her feet to avoid Thomas’s penetrating eyes. Her ears, however, were not spared from his sharp intake of breath. 

“Look at me,” his voice was tight.

Amy looked into Thomas’s eyes. They were ravenous, and she resisted the urge to cover herself. 

“You’re stunning…” he looked up and down her near-naked torso.

“Thank you,” Amy squeaked, and picked at the belt loops of her jeans. 

Thomas leaned forward and once again ran his hands up her sides. Amy let out a breathless laugh as his palms brushed over her ticklish ribcage, and she gasped as his hands settled just under her breasts, cupping them. He grazed the pads of his thumbs over her aching, hard nipples through the sheer lace of her bra, and Amy swayed on her feet. 

“Did you wear this just for me, sweet girl?” Thomas cooed, and Amy’s head spun at the melody of his voice. 

“Yes… sir,” Amy nearly choked on the honorific as it passed her lips. 

“Very good girl,” Thomas’s voice was like honey, and his touch was like fire as he teased her nipples.

Thomas relented, and ran his hands back down to settle on her waist, and Amy sighed with a mix of relief and frustration. She caught her breath again, as his fingertips trailed along the waistband of her jeans, finally stopping at the button. Before he unfastened it, he looked up at her. 

“May I?” he asked, his voice temptation itself. 

Amy nodded, and Thomas resumed, undoing the button of her jeans, and sliding his hands beneath. He groaned and flexed his fingers into her ass cheeks, and Amy gasped, her hips arching forward of their own accord. 

Thomas hummed his satisfaction at her body’s reaction, and Amy bit her lip as he dragged his hands down the backs of her thighs, taking the jeans with them. Amy squeaked out a laugh when his hands brushed the backs of her knees, and she moaned when they massaged her calves. When her jeans lay in a pool around her feet, Thomas tapped her ankles. Amy understood, and stepped out of them.

Thomas laid her jeans along the back of the couch with her sweater, and his eyes locked onto Amy’s lace panties. She felt a wave of heat at the expression on his face. 

“They match,” Thomas noted, his voice hoarse. Amy nodded, unable to speak. 

Thomas took Amy’s hips and tugged her toward him. She stepped forward until her shins pressed against the edge of the couch, effectively trapped between it and Thomas’s hands. 

Amy held her breath as Thomas lowered his head, and a jolt of electric sexual pleasure shot through her body as he ran his tongue across her pelvis, just above the waistline of her panties. Amy’s hands shot to Thomas’s shoulders to steady herself as her knees buckled, and Thomas chuckled. 

“Easy,” Thomas soothed her, looking up at her from beneath hooded eyes. “I’ve got you.”

Amy could only whimper.

Thomas lowered his head again, and Amy’s hips rocked forward as he kissed her mound through her panties. Amy’s head swam and she panted, curling her fingers into his shirt as he peppered soft, teasing kisses through the lace. 

“Thomas…” Amy invoked, and he stopped- his grip tightened on her hips. 

“Is that really what you want to call me, little girl?” he looked up at her, brow arched.

Heat flooded Amy’s face, and she broke Thomas’s gaze.

In a flash, Thomas’s hand seized her chin, and Amy snapped her eyes to his, taken aback by the sudden contact and the smoldering heat in his stare.

“I want you to address me by my one of titles,” his grip tightened as he spoke. “Your options are ‘Daddy,’ or ‘Sir.’ Can you do that for me?”

“Yes, sir,” Amy’s answer was immediate- she still couldn’t muster the nerve to call him ‘Daddy.’

“Better,” Thomas released her chin and returned his attention to her panties. 

Thomas slipped his thumbs beneath the waistband and dragged them down her legs. Amy found it almost impossible to stand. She felt self-conscious and wanted to hide as Thomas took in the sight of her naked sex. 

Thomas’s looked up at her, his lust dissipating into concern. 

“How are you doing?” he asked, his voice gentle.

“Nervous,” Amy answered, shaking. “Excited.”

“Good,” Thomas smiled. “Come here.”

Thomas drew his legs together and pulled at Amy’s hips. Amy yelped as she had no choice but to situate her legs on either side of Thomas’s and awkwardly kneel there. He chuckled at her, and she blushed. 

“Come here,” Thomas repeated, and pulled her in closer, wrapping his arms around her and holding her tight to his chest.

Amy was stiff at first, but soon relaxed into his embrace. She settled onto his lap and enjoyed the warmth of his denim-clad thighs against her naked skin. Thomas spread his hands over Amy’s back, and she leaned back into his touch. 

“You’re so soft,” Thomas’s tone was worshipful as his fingers flexed against her muscles.

Amy whimpered her response, and Thomas pulled her toward him, covering her mouth with a kiss. As their tongues danced, Thomas’s fingers found the latch of Amy’s bra and made short work of undoing it. Amy gasped as the material fell slack, supported only by the straps at her shoulders. 

Thomas pressed her backwards, leaving her exposed to his hungry eyes. His hands moved to her shoulders, and her breathing wavered as he slid the straps down her arms, baring her breasts. 

Thomas’s breath hitched, and his eyes widened. Amy’s pussy quivered at his reaction.

Without a word, Thomas took hold of her waist again, and leaned forward, pressing his lips to her sternum. Amy cried out at his stubble against her skin. 

Thomas kissed his way to one nipple, then the other, suckling the sensitive flesh. Amy panted and arched into his mouth, her hips grinding down into his lap. She felt his hardness through his jeans, and she moaned at the denim's delicious friction against her clit. 

Thomas growled, and his quadriceps flexed beneath her as he rocked his hips. He hooked his hands under her knees and jerked her sideways, so she landed on the couch with her legs curled around his hips. He loomed over her, supported by his arms, and gave her a devilish smile. 

Amy gulped. She was trapped and vulnerable. It aroused her to no end. 

Amy groaned as he rolled his hips against her sex, teasing her without mercy. 

“Oh, fuck!” Amy’s throat closed over the words. 

Thomas only growled and descended upon her yet again with his mouth. He nibbled at her neck and collarbones as he ground against her, and it was Amy’s turn to growl out her frustration. Impatient, her hands shot to Thomas’s belt and set to work undoing it. 

Thomas was having none of it. He ensnared her wrists in his grasp and firmly secured them above her head.

“Not so fast,” Thomas’s eyes danced with mirth. “I’ve only just gotten started.”

Thomas held her hands fast, and his mouth returned to her neck. Amy moaned at his ministrations, and soon he headed south, lavishing her nipples with his tongue before trailing even lower. He nibbled circles around her navel, and Amy’s heart pounded. 

Amy thought he would move lower, but he looked up at her instead.

“Don’t move your hands,” he bid. 

Amy nodded, and Thomas released her wrists. 

Amy panted as his hands joined the assault on her hypersensitive body. He traced her nipples with his fingertips as he bit at her pelvic bones, and Amy writhed on the couch, arching up into his touch as strangled cries escaped her throat.

Thomas worked his hands down her body, stopping at her hips to hold her down. His mouth, meanwhile, moved lower still, and Amy’s anticipation peaked as his lips neared her center. She groaned in disappointed frustration when he skirted around her sex and focused on her inner thighs.

Amy wanted him to ravish her. She wanted to fold in on herself and explode at the same time. She could feel his breath against her legs, inches away from her pussy, which throbbed with molten heat. 

Amy tried to rock her hips toward Thomas, but his hands were vicelike. He must have felt her attempt, though, and looked up at her with gleaming eyes. 

“Did you know…” Thomas’s voice crackled with ferocity. “That you’ve left a puddle on my couch?”

A flash of heat suffused Amy’s body. 

“You must be so desperate for me to touch that drippy little pussy…” Thomas purred, nuzzling his face into Amy’s thigh. 

Amy heard a ringing in her ears at his words, and she could barely make sense of them, much less contrive a response. 

“No?” Thomas raised an eyebrow at her delay. “I suppose I can keep myself busy elsewhere…”

Thomas trailed off, and bit down hard on the inside of her right thigh. 

“Please!” Amy screamed at the shock of pain.

Thomas relented, looking up from between her thighs.

“Please what?” his smile flashed bright and devious. 

“P- please play with my pussy…” Amy barely managed to get the words out. 

“Please play with my pussy… who?” Thomas pressed, waiting for the correct response. 

“Please play with my pussy… sir,” Amy whined, still weakly bucking her hips against his hold. 

“Good. Girl.” Thomas’s words were unintelligible through the guttural growl that carried them. 

Thomas abandoned her hips to wrench her thighs apart. He kissed her mons, then descended to her pussy, licking a long line up her slit to swirl around her clit. 

Amy’s back arched off the couch, and her nails dug into the leather. Thomas’s tongue was electric. His mouth was hot and wet, and his groans and growls sent vibrations throughout her body. A series of unrecognizable whimpers and moans escaped Amy’s throat as she pumped her sex into his mouth. 

As if that wasn’t enough to undo her, Thomas added a finger to the mix, pumping it with hard precision. His tongue fluttered over her clit, and he sucked and bit at her swollen folds. He occasionally slid his tongue alongside his finger. Thomas added another finger, and Amy’s muscles quickened. 

“Oh fuck, you’re going to make me cum…” Amy’s voice was raw.

Thomas lifted his head from her soaked sex and slowed his fingers, and Amy groaned in a mix of relief and disappointment as her body relaxed into the couch. She was already sore from how tightly her muscles were wound. 

“Poor baby…” Thomas mocked her. “Are my fingers and my mouth just too much for you to take?”

At his last words, he pumped his fingers into her hard, and Amy yelped at the mix of pleasure and pain. 

“It feels so good!” Amy mewled, rocking her hips into his hand.

“I know…” Thomas cooed, and curled his fingers inside her. 

Amy screamed at his finger-fucking. She felt full and overstimulated, likely from the buildup as well as the actual fingering. Her nerves were on fire, and every inch of her body vibrated with lust. 

To Amy’s amazement, she still craved more. She remembered his his hard cock felt from within his jeans, and the thought of it was enough to drive her insane with need. She wanted to see it, touch it, taste it, and most of all, to feel it inside her. 

Amy could never hope to articulate as much with the way Thomas manipulated her leaking pussy, licking, sucking, and stroking in all the ways that made her unravel. It was all she could do to buck and writhe against his hand. 

“P-please, I…” Amy stammered. “I w-want…”

Thomas peered up at her.

“What was that?” he condescended. “I couldn’t quite understand you…”

Thomas accented his last words with several hard pumps of his fingers, pounding her g-spot. Amy saw stars, and she gave a ragged cry with each punishing thrust. 

“Please! I want you!” Amy cried out, her face hot.

“I’m right here, darling…” Thomas’s voice was too sweet, and he twisted his fingers within her, then licked her clit as punctuation.

“Oh my god…” Amy whimpered, pumping her hips faster against his hand. 

“Aw, someone’s all worked up…” Thomas derided, and Amy only got wetter and more frantic at his sing-song voice. 

“Sir, please!” Amy was shocked at the sound of her own voice. “I need you to fuck me!”

Thomas stilled, and for a moment, neither of them seemed to breathe. 

Thomas withdrew his fingers from inside her and stretched his body over hers. The haze of Amy’s lust was broken by intimidation as he hovered over her, supported by the columns of his arms. 

The lust returned in full force as Thomas rolled his hips against her exposed pussy, not unlike before. Amy’s mouth watered to feel the bulge of his cock through the constricting material. He repeated the motion, and Amy’s hands scrambled for purchase against the leather couch. 

“You’re making a mess on my jeans…” Thomas uttered through gritted teeth, grinding into her again.

“I’m sorry, Sir…” Amy almost sobbed. As aroused as she was, she was also horrified and embarrassed that she might be ruining his clothes.

“I love that your pussy is so wet for me,” Thomas’s voice harbored a reverence that sent chills up Amy’s spine. “It makes me want to fuck it…”

“Yes, sir, please!” Amy begged- she wanted nothing more than for him to plow into her right there and then. 

“Beg me again,” Thomas urged her with ferocity. “I need to know you really, really want it.”

“Will you please fuck my pussy, sir?” Amy’s voice was hardly audible, and her cheeks burned at the words. 

“Hm,” Thomas grunted and shook his head. “That’s very nice, sweet girl, but I’m just not sure.”

Amy’s stomach twisted, and her heart lurched. Her throat tightened so that she could barely speak at all. 

“S- sir, will you please fuck my wet little pussy?” Amy’s words were broken, and she could barely believe the words had escaped her lips. 

The look in Thomas’s eyes turned her shame into hot, aching need as they flashed with his ravening desire. 

“There’s my little slut,” Thomas worshiped, and Amy shivered. 

Amy didn’t have long to dwell on the impact of his tone, though, as he rose and tossed her over his shoulder like she weighed nothing. She let out a shriek, but Thomas was already halfway through the living room.

Thomas went into the hallway and opened one of the doors, and Amy realized he must have carried her into his bedroom. Sure enough, he gave a soft grunt as he flipped her back over his shoulder, and she cried out as she bounced onto a bed. In her state of hypersensitivity, even the softness of the bedding against her skin was enough to make goosebumps rise along her skin. 

Amy was distracted from the sensations coursing over her nerves as Thomas loomed over her. His chest heaved, and she couldn’t tell if it was from the exertion of carrying her into the bedroom, or from the intensity of his lust. 

Amy watched, captivated, as his hands took up the hem of his shirt and jerked it off over his head in a quick, rough motion. Amy’s heart pounded at his physique, and her pussy pulsed as his hands undid his belt. She flinched as he whipped it off, the leather slicing audibly through the air. 

“Maybe next time,” Thomas smirked at her expression, and Amy blushed.  

Thomas let the belt fall onto the floor, and Amy’s eyes were locked once more on his hands as he undid the button on his jeans. She bit back a groan as he lowered the waistband down his legs, leaving only a pair of black boxer-briefs. 

Thomas stood to his full height, and Amy fairly salivated at his masculine form. She gave a yearning whine as he touched his cock through his underwear. He gave it a few easy strokes, a long, dark hum escaping his throat. 

Amy stuck out her lip and looked up at Thomas with wide eyes. 

“Don’t you pout at me,” he scolded. “I won’t tease you anymore…”

Thomas’s thumbs hooked under the waistband of his underwear, and he locked eyes with Amy as he lowered them all the way down to his ankles before standing back up. 

Amy couldn’t maintain eye contact as his hard cock was finally revealed to her. It was every bit as masculine and intimidating as the rest of his body, and she felt a flash of overdue fear course through her body. 

Amy’s expression must have revealed her emotions, and Thomas gave a low chuckle as he stepped out of the pile of clothing at his feet. 

“Having second thoughts?” Thomas raised a brow as he stalked toward the bed. 

“No, sir,” Amy squeaked out, but her uncertainty was plain in her shaking voice. 

“Good,” Thomas’s voice was sharp.

No sooner had he spoken, Thomas was kneeling up on the bed, and Amy cried out as he jerked her hips toward his own. He brushed the tip of his erection against her molten entrance, and Amy gasped at the wet friction. 

Thomas, too, was affected by the sensation. He hooked Amy’s legs over his shoulders with a growl, and repeated the motion, sawing his tip up and down over her clit. 

Amy’s eyes fluttered closed at the sensation, but Thomas brought her back to attention with a light flick to her nipple. 

“Wake up, my little slut,” his voice was a sinister whisper. “I want you to watch my cock sink into you…”

Amy’s body flushed hotly at his degradation, but she fixed her eyes on his cock as it waited, poised at her entrance.

“Don’t you dare look away,” Thomas warned. 

“Yes sir,” Amy nodded breathlessly, close to begging him to fuck her already. 

Thomas flexed his hips, and the tip of his cock stretched her. Amy’s eyes almost rolled back as he slowly filled her, but she forced herself to keep watching until he was fully sheathed inside of her. She sucked in ragged gasps and looked up to see Thomas’s eyes blazing down at her. 

Thomas pulled out slowly, and Amy gave a fluttering moan as he was almost too gentle. He lowered her ankles off his shoulders, and she wrapped them around his waist as he moved languidly in and out of her, letting her adjust to his girth. Thomas lowered himself onto his elbows, close enough for her nipples to brush against his chest. She was surrounded in his warmth, and she reveled in the intimacy. 

Amy moaned and sighed at the gentle love-making, and she looked up into Thomas’s eyes. Though lust still smoldered within their depths, tenderness occupied the foreground. Amy felt safe, surrounded by his body, and filled with his length. His lips covered hers in a hot kiss, and she shivered to taste herself as their tongues mingled. 

The bliss soon faded as she fully adjusted to his cock, and she craved the fast, hard strokes that would propel her toward climax. She was sure Thomas wanted the same thing, as his breath came in harsh hisses from the force of his restraint. 

“Sir…” Amy moaned, the title still strange on her tongue. “I need more…”

Thomas growled, and Amy shivered as he rose to his knees, hooking his hands under her legs and pressing her thighs down into her chest. He pulled his cock out, and Amy whined at the emptiness as her pussy convulsed around nothing but air.

“Fuck, you feel good!” Thomas’s voice was low and guttural, and it made Amy shake with fear and arousal. “I am going to fucking destroy you…”

Amy knew the words should have frightened her, but in the haze of her pleasure, she could only nod and blink up at him with heavy-lidded eyes.

“Beg me for it!” Thomas’s hand was at her throat, barely squeezing, but enough to shock her. 

“Please fuck me, sir!” Amy complied, her voice cracking with her eagerness.

Thomas’s only response was a growl as he thrust back inside her, setting a demanding, ruthless pace. Amy screamed and gripped his shoulders, digging her nails into his skin. He was unaffected, and his hips thrust back and forth like a machine. 

Amy’s pleasure mounted inside her, and she knew she was close to orgasm. Between his cock filling her, and the intensity of his prior teasing, it wouldn’t take long.

The feeling amplified as Thomas slid his hand between their bodies and circled her clit with his thumb. Amy’s back arched off the bed, bucking her hips in time with his thrusts. 

Amy’s orgasm tickled at her inner walls, and she felt a strange moment of trepidation and dark realization- she wanted Thomas to have the final say. She knew she had to act quickly, or her body would succumb regardless of what she wanted. 

“Sir, I…” Amy stammered, breathless. “I need to… m-may I please cum?”

“Very good girl for asking,” Thomas panted as he pounded into her. “Yes, cum for me, cum all over my cock…”

Between Thomas’s breathless voice, his cock, and his thumb working at her clit, Amy was helpless to hold back. She thrashed as her pussy convulsed around Thomas’s cock, and waves of pleasure rolled over her body. Her body jerked with each spasm of her sex, and she sobbed as Thomas plowed into her throughout it. 

“Fuck!” Thomas’s voice broke, and he pulled out of her, taking his cock in hand.

Amy watched, hypnotized as Thomas jerked himself off, and she cried out in surprise as he came on her stomach and tits, his semen coating her skin in long, hot lines. His muscles bunched, and his hips pumped a few more times as he found his release. Then, he collapsed onto the bed beside her.

They were silent as they each tried to catch their breath. Amy’s pussy throbbed with the aftermath of what it had just endured, and her body twitched with the aftershocks of her orgasm. 

Thomas, at length, turned onto his side to look at her. He frowned as he looked down at the mess he made on her stomach. 

“I’m sorry,” he apologized. “I just didn’t want to cum inside you, in case…”

“Oh no, I understand,” Amy waved a hand. “I’ve been on birth control since I was sixteen. Thanks for being safe, though.”

“You’re welcome, and again I’m very sorry about the mess,” Thomas sighed and rolled to sit up. “Stay right there, and I’ll go get something to clean you up.”

“Yes, sir,” Amy answered, and Thomas shot her a mischievous smile. 

Amy let out a sigh through her nose as she waited, and a latent smile eased over her features. She took in the aesthetic of the bedroom. The floors were hardwood, like the living room, with an off-white area rug covering most of the space. The bed boasted a white, farmhouse metal headboard, and was made with a soft, predominately white quilt with blue accents and patterns. There was a leather chair, not unlike the furniture in the living room, set out past the end of the bed. It coincided with the rest of the home perfectly, with a rustic feel that belied their nearness to the city. 

Amy was broken out of her observations as she heard Thomas come back in the room, and looked over to see a washcloth in his hand. 

“Stay still,” he bid her, and Amy nodded. 

Thomas pressed the warm, damp cloth to her skin, and Amy tried not to squirm as he cleaned off the sticky liquid coating her stomach and breasts. The gentle touch sent tingles all over her body, and she let out a breathless laugh. 

“Ticklish?” Thomas smiled, and his eyes sparkled. 

“A little…” Amy admitted with a blush. 

“Good to know,” Thomas noted, looking mischievous, and Amy shivered again. “There we go, all done. Let me just toss this in the laundry.”

Thomas stepped out again, but he was back promptly. He laid himself out alongside Amy on the bed, gathered her close to his chest, and pressed a kiss to the top of her head. 

“Thank you,” Amy whispered as she nuzzled her face into his chest.

“Me?” Thomas snorted. “Thank you. I can’t tell you how it feels to throw you down onto my bed and fuck you senseless.”

“Well,” Amy scoffed. “I wouldn’t say senseless…”

“No?” Thomas’s amused skepticism rang in his voice. “Shall I try again, then?”

Thomas pressed his fingers into her sides, and laughter erupted from her mouth. 

“No! Stop!” Amy protested and tried in vain to escape his hold. “Okay, you fucked me senseless! You fucked me senseless!”

“That’s what I thought,” Thomas gave his smug retort, and relented. “Truly, though, that was amazing. You’re so responsive and stunning, and I love the way you move your body…”

“Thank you…” Amy blushed at his praise, relaxing into him again after his onslaught of tickling. “I was nervous to… you know, say some of the things I said.”

“I know,” he ran his hand through her hair. “But you did wonderfully, and it will get easier as we go along. Or it won’t, and you’ll blush every time I make you degrade yourself for me. It’s a win-win for me.”

Amy swatted his chest in mock outrage as she blushed yet again, and Thomas chuckled. 

They settled into one another for a while longer, enjoying one another’s warmth as they came down from the excitement of their sexual encounter. Amy was sure she could have rested in Thomas’s embrace forever, but she knew eventually, someone had to break up the moment. 

Amy rolled into a seated position, and Thomas followed suit with a soft grunt. 

“I should probably get out of your hair,” Amy said, rubbing her arms against the cool air of the room.

“You can stay as long as you like,” Thomas assured her. “But, I’m sure you’d like to put your clothes back on either way.”

“Yes, please,” Amy gave an embarrassed smile, and Thomas stood.

“I’ll be right back,” he winked and left the bedroom. 

Thomas returned, and handed Amy her neatly arranged clothing, then proceeded to gather up his own hastily discarded clothes from around the room. Amy put on her bra and sweater, then looked around for her panties so she could dress her lower half. She frowned, unable to locate them. She shook out the legs of her jeans in case they had somehow gotten caught inside them, and felt around inside her sweater as well.

“Looking for these?” Thomas’s impish voice caught Amy’s attention.

She looked up at him and felt her face redden as he withdrew her sheer panties from his jeans pocket. His smirk let her know he’d done this on purpose.

“Yes,” she answered, her voice quiet, and held out her hand for them.

“I think I’ll hold on to them, actually,” Thomas folded them up and put them back in his pocket. “You don’t really need them for the rest of the day, do you?”

Amy’s mouth opened as if to respond, but she couldn’t find any words. The thought of going without panties equally excited and embarrassed her. And the idea of Thomas having a pair of her panties at his disposal was another thing altogether. 

“No, sir,” she finally managed to answer. 

“Good. And don’t worry,” Thomas smiled, patting the small lump in his pocket. “I’ll keep these safe for you.”

Amy ducked her head and pulled her jeans on. The friction of the denim against her sex sent a jolt of pleasure through her body, and she worried that her wetness would show through the light wash. She considered bringing the issue up with Thomas, but his devious smile told her he was well aware of her quandary. 

Amy buttoned her jeans without protest, and looked up at Thomas, feeling small.

“Good girl,” his tone was gentle, and he bent down to kiss the top of her head. “You’re already doing so well.”

Thomas’s words filled Amy with a sense of pride and accomplishment, and she blushed. 


Chapter V

The high from Amy’s first time with Thomas carried through Sunday and even into Monday morning. Amy woke each morning refreshed, rejuvenated, and quite simply, happy. The whole week stretched out that way. Amy’s life seemed to carry new meaning and vibrance now that she was avidly abiding by her contract with Thomas. 

The parts of the contract centered around her physical well-being were already starting to manifest results. Her new bedtime ensured that she got more sleep, and going to bed at the same time made it even easier to wake up each morning. She relished using Thomas’s honorific, and as he predicted, it was becoming second nature to her. 

Amy’s actions were infused with purpose, and it seemed like everything she did was explicitly to please Thomas. This was precisely what was missing in her previous relationships, and for once, she didn’t feel like a burden on her partner because of her desires. 

Her happiness was not exclusive to her relationship, though. Her workplace relationships were flourishing, and the quality of her work was increasing. She felt productive and positive, and it shone through in every area of her life. 

Amy smiled up at her coworker, Adam, as she handed him a file for one of their newest properties, and held a brief conversation with him. Even as she looked back at her computer screen, a smile lingered on her face. 

Amy was taking lunch at her desk when her boss appeared in front of her. 

“It’s been a great week, hasn’t it?” Jacob leaned against her desk and looked out over the floor of the office. “Everyone just seems to have a little more pep in their step.”

Amy looked up and regarded him. He usually carried residual stress from the general labors of being a manager, but now he seemed utterly relaxed. The small, dark circles that usually plagued his eyes were gone, and his hair, customarily tousled and mussed from him raking his hands through it, was neat and tidy on top of his head. 

“It really has,” Amy agreed with a secret smile- she knew very well the reason her own week was going so well. 

“You know, I was thinking,” Jacob had a conspiratorial gleam in his eyes. “We should all go to happy hour after work.”

Amy blinked, surprised. 

“Just so everyone can hang out, relax, get a drink,” Jacob shrugged. “Do you think people would go for that?”

Amy thought it was a great idea, and she nodded. 

“I think people would really like that,” Amy encouraged and was rewarded with a rare smile.

“Great,” he rapped his knuckles on her desk. “I’ll send out a memo. And you’ll be there?”

“I think I should be able to make it!” Amy nodded. “I just have to check up on a couple things first.”

“Excellent,” Jacob smiled again and moved back toward his office. 

Amy thought it was a good idea. Happy hour was an excellent opportunity for people to cut loose and break out of the haze of work to kick off a weekend. Still, per her contract, Amy needed to ask Thomas’s permission before attending any social gatherings. 

Amy took her purse from under her desk and withdrew her phone. Thomas should be on his lunch break as well, so he would likely respond promptly. She decided to get straight to the point and went about typing her message. 

Hi there, she tapped out. I hope your day is going well. My boss just invited us all out to happy hour right after work. Is it okay if I join them?

Amy sent the message, and heat flooded her face as she blushed. This was the first time she had to adhere to that particular rule in the contract, and it made her feel small to have to ask his permission to go out. It was a strange feeling, but also reassuring and exciting.

As she anticipated, Thomas’s reply was prompt. 

Have you taken care of all your tasks for me today? Thomas asked, and Amy’s stomach sank.

No, sir, Amy replied. She had greeted him in the morning, of course, but she usually waited until after work to do her reading and meditation.

Is this a mandatory work function? Thomas asked. Or just something that you would like to attend?

It’s not mandatory, Amy answered. But I would like to go.

Several minutes passed before Thomas replied, and Amy’s phone buzzed as she received his message. 

I’m willing to waive your meditation and reading tasks, Thomas’s message read. In exchange for two tasks to be performed before you leave your office. If not, I will still hold you accountable for the meditation and reading before I allow you to join your coworkers at happy hour.

Amy’s heart pounded, and her hands shook to think of what Thomas had in mind. 

What are the tasks? Amy dared and waited in great anticipation for his response.

There was another long pause before Amy received the next message.

The first, began the long message. Is to go into the bathroom before your lunch break ends, and remove your panties. 

Amy had to stop reading for a moment as she felt a flood of embarrassment and arousal at the proposed task. If that was the first task, she couldn’t imagine what the second would be. 

The second, the message continued. Is to go into the bathroom again before the end of the workday, and touch yourself for at least three continuous minutes. And no, you may not clean your pussy or was your hands afterward. If you complete these tasks, with photo and video evidence, I will waive your reading and meditation, and you may go to happy hour immediately after work. If not, I fully expect you to go home and complete your regular tasks before you join them. 

Amy must have read the message three times, and her stomach twisted each time. A part of her was deeply humiliated at the thought of having to remove her panties at work, much less masturbate in the bathroom. But she couldn't deny the dark thrill of excitement it inspired.

Yes, sir, Amy finally responded, her hands shaking as she typed. I understand.

Good girl, Thomas replied, and Amy’s heart flipped. I have to get back to work. I’ll be eagerly awaiting your decision.

Yes, sir, Amy typed, effectively ending the conversation, and leaving her to debate her course of action. 

Almost subconsciously, she rose from her chair and headed toward the ladies room. She habitually went after her lunch hour anyway, so it was nothing out of the ordinary. Her current quandary, though, was anything but the usual, and her hands shook as she opened the door. 

Amy sequestered herself in one of the stalls and let out a long exhale. She had lived this in her fantasies, but now it was her reality. She never imagined she would be quite so nervous.

Amy gathered her nerves and set about performing the task. Thomas had requested video or photographic evidence, so Amy opened the camera function on her phone. She was glad she was wearing a skirt, as it would make this process easier. 

Amy pressed the button to record and angled the phone so that it picked up her movements. She lifted her skirt and hooked her thumb under the waistband of her panties, sliding them down her legs. They got caught up in her shoes, but she managed to free herself from the soft cotton. Amy made sure that the last frame of the video showed the panties in her hand before she stopped recording.  

Amy let out another huff of air, relieved to have completed the task, and immediately sent the video to Thomas. One down, one to go.

Amy put her hand on the stall's lock and came to a stark realization- she hadn’t brought her purse with her, and her skirt didn’t have pockets. 

She would have to carry the panties back to her desk in her hand. 

Amy experienced a moment of panic where she considered aborting the mission. It wouldn’t be the worst thing to go home, read, meditate, and then join her coworkers at the bar. Some people would probably go home and change beforehand, anyway. 

Another part of her, though, was disappointed. After all, the panties were already off, and she would feel defeated if she allowed her mere circumstance to decide her path.  

Amy tightly folded up her panties so that they fit in her closed fist. Then, with a deep breath, she unlocked the stall and headed out of the bathroom.

Amy tried to look as calm as possible as she clenched her hand around her panties and made her way through the office to her desk. When she arrived, she sunk into her chair and cast several furtive glances to see if anyone was looking her way. Then, she deposited the panties into her purse.  

Amy straightened up and looked around again to see if she had been found out, but everyone was plugging away at their computers or phones as usual. Amy sighed and did her best to follow suit.

Amy struggled to focus on her work. She knew she needed to fulfill her second task for Thomas. At some point, she would have to go back into the restroom and touch herself for him. The very thought made Amy bite her lip, and she was not at all surprised to feel wetness pooling between her legs, the absence of her panties making the slickness even more prominent. 

The biggest issue was timing. She knew she couldn’t justify a second bathroom trip without letting at least a couple of hours go by. So, Amy settled into a waiting game and tried to keep herself busy until the time was right.

As time passed, Amy became increasingly wet and excited. The part of her that secretly craved being in this type of situation was thriving and manifesting in the juices that flowed from her pussy. Amy was thankful that her skirt was thick and dark and wouldn’t show a wet spot.

When the clock on her computer screen read three-o-clock, Amy knew she had to make her move. Again, she tried to draw as little suspicion as possible as she crossed the floor of the office to the restroom.

Amy selected the stall against the far wall and made sure it was locked. She listened carefully to make sure that there was nobody else in the stalls around her. Nothing but silence and some of the outside office noise met her ears, and she knew it was safe to get started. 

Amy readied her phone to record, and with her other hand, she gathered up the material of her skirt. She held her breath as she listened for another second, then bit her lip as she pressed the record button on her phone, and dipped the tip of her middle finger into her leaky sex. 

Amy nearly moaned at the sensation. Her pussy had been aching for hours, and her touches escalated from soft and measured to hard and frantic. She was shocked at just how loud the squelching of her pussy sounded throughout the otherwise silent restroom. She wished she had a free hand to cover her mouth.

Amy watched the elapsed time on the recording, and when it hit three minutes, Amy stopped the video and withdrew her hand from her pussy. She reflexively reached for some toilet paper to take care of the sopping wetness between her legs, but she remembered Thomas’s specific instruction not to do so. She wiped her hand along the inside of her thigh, her cheeks burning to remember she was not allowed to wash her hands.

Amy tucked her phone under one arm and let her skirt fall back around her legs. It looked a little wrinkled, but otherwise no worse for wear. She hoped she didn’t look too flustered as she returned to her desk, paranoid someone would be able to tell what she’d been doing.

Amy held her phone in her lap under her desk, checking over her shoulder to make sure nobody was approaching. Then, she sent the video to Thomas. 

Amy was proud to have completed the tasks, and she was eager to hear back from Thomas. She didn’t have to wait long. 

Very good girl, Thomas replied. I obviously haven’t watched the videos yet, but I look forward to enjoying them when I get home this afternoon. Of course, your meditation and reading are waived, and you may enjoy happy hour with your coworkers.

Thank you, sir, Amy replied. 

How are you feeling? Thomas asked, and warmth bloomed inside her.

A little shaky, Amy was honest. And extremely horny. But good.

That’s just how I want you to feel, Thomas said. I’m very proud of you.

Amy smiled down into her lap.

Thank you, sir, she sent. 

Have a good time, sweetheart, Thomas replied. And be safe.

I will, Amy promised. I’m sure you could join us if you like.

I’m afraid I have to stay a couple hours late tonight, Thomas declined. But I hope you have a wonderful time. Text me when you get home.

Yes, sir, Amy assured him, and set her phone down.

Amy spent the remaining hours of her workday on a high, unable to keep a smile off her face. By the time five-o-clock rolled around, everyone in the office was abuzz about happy hour. Some people couldn’t make it, but the majority was ready to unwind and have a few drinks. 

Just before Amy started to gather up her things, Jacob stopped at her desk.

“So do you think you’ll be able to join us?” he asked, sounding excited. “It looks like it’s going to be a pretty good turnout.”

“I’ll be there!” Amy nodded, just as excited as he was. 

“Well, a bunch of us were going to head over now,” Jacob gestured to a small group gathered by the door. “In case you don’t want to walk by yourself.”

“Sounds great,” Amy smiled. “Let me just get my things, and I’ll be right there.”

Amy gathered up her purse and jacket, then shut down her computer, and was ready to leave the office for the weekend. 

It didn’t take long to traverse the several blocks to the bar- it was actually along Amy’s route home. As she and her coworkers filtered inside, Amy went straight to the bar and ordered her usual tequila-soda, not wanting to deal with the hassle of waiting for a server every time she wanted another drink. She saw her colleagues gathering at an area of high-top tables, and as soon as she got her drink, she joined them there. 

Amy fell easily into conversation with a small group of her coworkers. She mostly listened as they chatted about their children and their various accomplishments. Amy didn’t have much to share in that regard, but she was happy to offer occasional congratulations. 

As Amy was getting her second drink, she noticed Jacob. He had been making the rounds and chatting a little with each group. For now, he leaned against the far end of the bar, regarding everyone from afar. She noticed tightness in his shoulders and jaw. He was having a hard time relaxing, even in this environment. Still, he was trying, and Amy thought she knew how to help. 

Amy took note of the beer in his hand and turned back to the bartender and ordered another. She took both drinks and headed toward him. 

“Hey,” Amy greeted, and Jacob looked over at her. “Got you something.”

Amy offered him the beer, and he looked mildly surprised.

“Oh,” he blinked, but accepted the drink. “Thank you.”

“Having a good time?” Amy asked. 

“Oh, yeah, sure,” Jacob nodded, but Amy heard tightness in his voice. 

“You don’t sound so sure,” Amy raised a brow, and Jacob looked at her for a moment in consideration before he released a sigh.

“I guess…” he looked down at his beer. “I just feel like I don’t know anyone very well, and I have a bit of social anxiety. It’s not a big deal, just… makes it hard to make friends.”

Jacob’s voice was soft by the time he finished speaking, and Amy felt a twinge of sadness for him. 

“Well, you know I was only hired this past summer,” Amy offered. “I’m grateful for the job, and I enjoy working with everyone, but… I’ve had a hard time making friends too.”

Jacob gave her a smile, and his eyes reflected his gratitude.

“Not a lot of people want to be friends with the boss,” Jacob shrugged and took a swig of his beer. 

“I think I’d be willing to try,” Amy mimicked his shrug and took a drink of her own.

Jacob looked over at her and gave a short chuckle.

“Do you want to sit somewhere?” he asked.

“Sure,” Amy nodded and looked around. “I think there’s another high top right over there.”

Jacob nodded, and they headed toward it. They sat down and fell into a relaxed conversation about college. As it turned out, Jacob was only a couple of years older than Amy, but his college experience was vastly different. 

“Yeah, I mostly just stayed holed up in my dorm,” Jacob smiled down at the table. “I talked to my roommates a little when I had them, but after my sophomore year, I moved into an apartment.”

“Wow,” Amy laughed. “Do you just like being alone?”

“I don’t know,” Jacob shrugged. “I’m just not much for small-talk, I guess.”

“Fair enough,” Amy shrugged and finished off the last of her drink. She was already feeling a bit of a buzz. 

“Here, let me buy you another,” Jacob offered. “You got one for me, now I can return the favor.”

Amy hesitated for a moment, knowing that another drink would likely tip the scale from buzzed to drunk. Then again, she hadn’t been out in ages, and it wouldn’t hurt to cut loose. She was only a block or two from her apartment, anyway.

“Sure, thanks,” Amy accepted, and Jacob smiled, then headed to the bar.

In his absence, Amy pulled out her phone. She was mildly surprised that it was already seven-thirty- time had certainly slipped by. Amy decided to check in on Thomas, and she typed him a short message. 

Hi there, she tapped out. I hope you’re doing well this evening.

Hi sweetie, his reply was instantaneous. I’m doing alright, how about you? Are you still out with your coworkers?

Yes, sir, Amy answered. I’m actually having a really good time. 

That’s great, I’m glad to hear that, Thomas said. Well, don’t let me keep you, have fun, and be safe. Let me know when you get home.

I will, Amy smiled down at her phone. Talk to you soon.

Talk to you soon, Thomas repeated, and Amy tucked her phone back into her purse. 

Jacob returned with their drinks a moment later, and he gave Amy a curious look. 

“What?” Amy laughed self-consciously. “Do I have something in my teeth?”

“No,” Jacob smiled and shook his head. “You just look… really happy.”

Amy smiled again but ducked her head to conceal it. 

“Sorry, I’ll try to look more miserable,” Amy tried to dismiss him. 

“No, no,” Jacob narrowed his eyes and gave a wry smile. “I know that look. Who’s the lucky guy?”

Amy’s jaw dropped, shocked at the accuracy of his guess.

“How do you know it’s a guy?” Amy cocked her head. 

“Or girl,” Jacob shrugged. “But it’s somebody.”

“Well, you’re right,” Amy conceded. “But how did you know?”

“Well, you were smiling into your lap the whole time I was at the bar,” Jacob pointed out. “And you’ve had this dreamy, thousand-yard stare since I got back.”

Amy was surprised he noticed as much. 

“Wow,” Amy took a sip of her drink. “I guess nobody can accuse you of not being observant.”

“Well,” Jacob sighed. “I guess that’s the plus side of being quiet- you notice a lot. So tell me about them- your boyfriend or girlfriend or whatever they are.”

“You really want to know?” Amy rose an eyebrow at him.

“Sure, why not?” Jacob took a drink. “We’ve got to talk about something, right?”

“True,” Amy agreed, but felt somewhat reluctant to talk about Thomas. Maybe it was how they’d met, or that they had a written contract to dictate the terms of their relationship. Their dynamic wasn’t exactly orthodox, and she didn’t know how to define it.

“Or not,” Jacob’s tone was reassuring.

“No, it’s fine,” Amy shook her head, feeling ridiculous. “It’s… a guy, first of all. And… things are going really well, actually. Better than I ever hoped for, honestly.”

“That’s great,” Jacob raised his beer. 

“Thanks,” Amy raised her own glass and heard her words starting to slur. “It’s just weird to have something that really works, you know?”

“Definitely,” he agreed. “If it’s not one thing, it’s something else, right?”

“Right,” Amy echoed. “And I mean, this guy, just… I mean this is ridiculous, but I feel like if I talk about it, I’ll break the spell or something.”

“No, no,” Jacob waved a hand. “I know exactly what you mean. Did you know I was engaged before I got the promotion?”

“I had no idea,” Amy confessed, surprised. 

“Yeah, I was,” Jacob shifted his beer from one hand to the other. “Total sweetheart. I met her playing League of Legends one night. She was a good player, fun to talk to in the game chat. So we played another game, and then another. We played all night. And then the next night. And eventually, we exchanged numbers, and it all just moved fast from there.”

Amy wasn’t surprised that Jacob had started one of his relationships on the internet, given what she knew about his social anxiety. Meeting in a game wasn’t the same as meeting in a kink chatroom, but some elements were similar.

“So, what happened?” Amy asked since she knew the engagement ultimately didn’t work out. 

“Well, we had been doing the long-distance thing a while,” Jacob traced the droplets of condensation on his bottle. “And we decided we had enough of it, and she offered to move into the city. And I took it a step further and invited her to move in with me, so she didn’t have to go through the trouble of finding a place. And she accepted. But… well, neither of us was really thriving in that situation, so… she ended it. The same day I got my promotion actually, so… yeah, that was a little bittersweet.”

“I’m so sorry,” Amy felt a pang of sadness for him. 

“It was tough,” Jacob nodded. “I’ve kind of been dealing with it all year.”

Amy looked at Jacob in a new light. He had always seemed standoffish and distant, and now that she knew he had been reeling from a broken engagement, it put things in perspective. 

“I’m so sorry,” Amy reached out and placed her hand on top of his. “It’s hard to get over something like that on top of having to take on a new job.”

“Oh yeah, tell me about it,” Jacob nodded, his voice starting to slur as well. “And I feel like the older we get, the harder it is, too. To find a relationship that works, I mean.”

“Exactly!” Amy was almost too emphatic. “And I mean, what’s the big rush, anyway?”

“Right?” Jacob shook his head. “But I mean, that’s just me. So what about you and this guy?”

Amy blushed, and an involuntary smile spread over her features. 

“I don’t know,” Amy sighed. “His name is Thomas, and we’ve been talking for a couple of months now. And I mean it’s going really well. I think I just get worried about it because he seems almost too good to be true.”

Jason hummed an affirmation into his beer bottle as he took a drink. 

“I know exactly what you mean,” Jacob raked a hand through his hair. “It’s like… you’re waiting for the other shoe to drop, right?”

“Right!” Amy echoed. “I mean, like, what’s the catch?”

“I know what you mean,” Jacob assured her. “But… I think that we have to learn how to accept and appreciate it when good things happen to us, and not worry about if or when it will end. We just have to live in the moment and enjoy the ride.”

“That’s… exactly what I needed to hear right now,” Amy laughed. 

Jacob reached across the table and covered her hand with his- the contact was warm and reassuring. 

“Any time,” he offered a sincere smile, and Amy returned it.

Amy chatted with Jacob a while longer and enjoyed the comfortable atmosphere they shared. Their conversation flowed smoothly, and Amy was surprised they had so much to talk about. Every now and then, their coworkers would come by their table to say they were heading home.

The whole situation was surreal. Amy never imagined that she would be spending the evening chatting with her boss, of all people. Still, she was grateful to have someone to talk to, and with three drinks flowing through her system, it was easier than ever. Upon looking at her phone, though, Amy saw it was almost half-past eight. She was shocked that she’d stayed out so long.

“Well, I should probably settle my tab and get going,” Amy sighed and moved to get up. 

Jacob rose and extended his hand to help her down off the stool, and she thanked him. They went to the bar to retrieve their debit cards and tip the bartender, then headed for the door. 

Once they were outside, Jacob looked over at her. Amy was slightly concerned- he looked unsteady on his feet. 

“How are you getting home?” she asked. 

“I was just about to ask you the same thing,” he smiled. “I was going to get a Lyft once I made sure you were all set.”

“I was just going to walk,” Amy explained. “I only live a couple blocks away.”

“By yourself?” he frowned, his eyes shining with concern. 

“I’ve walked further, and in worse condition,” Amy waved him off.

“Hm,” Jacob was unsatisfied with her answer.

Amy sighed. 

“Would you like to walk me home?” Amy offered, and Jacob relaxed. 

“I would very much like that,” Jacob smiled at her, and Amy headed down the sidewalk toward her apartment building. 

It didn’t take them long to get there, and Jacob seemed surprised when they arrived.

“Oh,” he blinked up at the building. “You really were close.”

“Did you think I was lying?” Amy teased.

“No,” Jacob raised a hand. “I just thought you were exaggerating to make me feel better.”

“Nope, this is me,” Amy gestured to the building. “So now I’ll wait on your cab with you.”

“Oh, you don’t have to do that,” Jacob assured her.

“And you didn’t have to walk me home,” Amy reminded him. “But here we are.”

Jacob gave her a sidelong smile and withdrew his phone from his pocket. It didn’t take long for his driver to arrive, and he turned toward Amy when it did. 

“This was really fun,” Amy smiled up at him. “I think everyone had a really good time.”

“You think so?” Jacob sounded hopeful. “I just wanted everyone to be able to hang out and loosen their ties a little.”

“I think you definitely accomplished that,” Amy assured him.

“Well, good. Thanks… and, um… thanks for hanging out with me,” Jacob's voice was softer and vulnerable. “It’s been a long time since I had someone to talk to.”

“Any time,” Amy smiled. “It’s been a while for me, too.”

Jacob smiled and lowered himself into the back seat of the cab.

“Have a nice weekend,” he bid. “I’ll see you Monday.”

“See you Monday,” Amy echoed, and Jacob shut the door.

Amy watched until the cab was out of sight, then climbed the stairs to her unit. When she was safely inside, she smiled and let out a sigh. She hadn’t expected to have such a pleasant time. She had a feeling this might be the beginning of a friendship with Jacob. She was interested to see if it would progress in the coming days, or get written off as a drunken coincidence. 

Either way, Amy was glad it happened. Now she had other matters to tend to. She pulled her phone out of her purse to let Thomas know she was home. It was close to nine, and Amy could hardly believe so much time had passed since she’d gotten off work. 

I just made it home, she sent the message to Thomas.

Amy tossed her phone onto her bed, then moved to the bathroom to take her makeup off and undress for the evening. She had the nagging sensation that she’d forgotten something, and she frowned to realize she hadn’t gone on her run.

Amy was a whirl as she changed into athletic attire and grabbed her phone before bolting out the door. She didn’t want to be out in the dark too long, so she kept her pace brisk. It was somewhat tricky with the alcohol in her system, but she managed. She felt her phone buzz, and it buzzed again about twenty minutes into her run, but she would have to check it later.

By the time she got back inside, it was just past ten o'clock. She was soaked with sweat and panting heavily, but satisfied that she had gotten the exercise in. She leaned back against her door and checked the messages on her phone. Both were from Thomas.

I’m very glad to hear that, was the first.

Did you have a good time with your coworkers? was the second.

Amy felt guilty for keeping him waiting for so long, and she hurried to reply.

Sorry for the delay, Amy typed. I realized I hadn’t gone on my run for the evening. But I’m home again.

Amy sent the message, double-checked that her door was locked behind her, and moved to the kitchen to get a glass of water. As she drank, her phone buzzed again.

You went running just now? was Thomas’s reply. 

Yes, sir, Amy frowned at the question.

You didn’t think to ask if that was alright, or at least let me know? Amy could hear the agitation in Thomas’s words.

No, sir, Amy replied, starting to feel uneasy. I was in a hurry, so I just grabbed my phone and ran out the door.

Do you have any idea what time it is? Amy was astounded that Thomas had typed the reply so quickly. 

I know it’s late, Amy’s face reddened. That’s why I was in a rush. 

Late indeed, she could sense his irritation. You need to call me.

Amy’s stomach twisted. She hadn’t ever made Thomas mad before, and she knew from the nature of their relationship that there would be consequences. 

May I take a shower first, sir? Amy wanted to delay this conversation and avoid his wrath for as long as possible.

Do that, his reply was short. 

Amy couldn’t hear his tone, but his replies were heavy.

Regardless, she did need to shower. Amy made short work of cleaning herself up. Her hands shook as she went through the motions, and her stomach twisted as she imagined what her upcoming conversation with Thomas would hold. 

When she was clean and dry, Amy dressed in a soft t-shirt and a pair of panties, knowing that she would be going to sleep shortly anyway. She made a quick round of the house to turn off all the lights, stalling for time before she called Thomas. Amy turned on the lamp on her nightstand, settled into bed, and picked up her phone. 

I just finished my shower, she let him know. 

Good, Thomas answered. Call me. Now. 

Amy’s stomach fell at the stern command, but she didn’t dare disobey. The phone only rang once before Thomas picked up.

“Hello, Amy,” his voice was tight.

“Hi,” she answered, wanting to shrink into herself at his tone.

“Did you have a good time with your coworkers?” he asked.

“Yes, sir,” she replied, still tense.

Thomas let out a sigh.

“And how was your run?” he clipped.

“It was hard,” Amy squeaked. “I wanted to get it over with fast because it was late.”

“Indeed,” Thomas’s tone was dark. “Needless to say, I’m not very pleased that you went running at this hour.”

“I’m sorry,” Amy breathed, her heart sinking. 

“It’s dark out, you could get hurt,” Thomas listed. “And I assume you’ve been drinking?”

“Yes, sir,” Amy admitted, shame burning in her face.

Thomas sighed again, and she could practically see him shaking his head. 

“I am not very pleased at all,” Thomas restated. 

“There’s not a rule that says I can’t run at night…” Amy offered.

Thomas’s silence spoke volumes. He finally sighed again, but Amy took no comfort in the sound. She heard the rustling of paper, and Thomas cleared his throat. 

“Allow me to direct you to the ‘Punishment Clause’ of our contract,” Thomas’s voice was hard. “Punishment will be administered to the submissive by the Dominant for the following offenses: Failure to complete any training task, disobedience, incorrectly addressing the dominant, putting self in danger, and egregious disrespect of the Dominant, including backtalk, lack of communication, etc.”

Amy’s stomach twisted as he recited the terms of their contract. 

“And allow me to direct you to the ‘Duties of signatories,” he went on, unyielding. “The first bullet point under ‘The Dominant:’ The primary duty of the Dominant is to keep the submissive safe at all times. And the first bullet point under ‘The Submissive:’ The submissive will prioritize her own safety, mental health, and physical well-being at all times. And the third bullet point under ‘Public Conduct: The Submissive:’ The submissive will keep the dominant apprised of her whereabouts when not at home.”

Amy was silent, and her face blanched under the weight of his citation. She had no way to defend herself, and she was certainly in violation of those terms. It would have been easy to send him a text to let him know she was going back out. She felt stupid. 

“While there is not a specific rule about your running at night,” Thomas’s voice was acidic. “I think it’s clear that this is a violation of our contract. Going for a run, in the dark, under the influence, without telling me, is far indeed from what I would consider safe. Beyond that, your failure to communicate left me with no opportunity to advise you against it, which effectively neutralized my ability to keep you safe.”

Again, Amy found herself incapable of speech, and guilt coursed through her blood. Her heart pounded, and she waited for whatever Thomas would say next.

“Our contract is designed to create security so that our dynamic can proceed in a way that is satisfactory to both of us,” Thomas scolded. “The rules within it create the structure than enables our sexual play, and your adherence to them is how you communicate your respect for and submission to me. Acting out of accordance with our contract communicates either a lack of respect for me or an unwillingness to submit to me.”

“I’m sorry, sir,” Amy’s voice shook as she fought back her tears. “I didn’t mean to be disrespectful, and I do want to submit to you. I just realized once I got home that I hadn’t run, and I was in a hurry to get dressed and out the door because it was late. It just slipped my mind…”

“I have to consider more than your intent, Amy, and you have to understand that your actions have consequences,” Thomas was unyielding. “I don’t believe you were being willfully disobedient, but carelessness isn’t excusable. You’ve earned a punishment for putting yourself in danger and failing to communicate your whereabouts to me. Do you understand?”

“Yes, sir,” Amy sniffled, defeated.

“Good,” Thomas was resolute. “For the first part of your punishment, you will be writing lines. You will write, ‘I worried my Dominant by putting myself in danger and failing to communicate with him.’ one hundred times. I’ll send you that in a text message as well so you can reference it.”

“Thank you, sir,” Amy was penitent. 

“For the second part,” Thomas’s voice was tight. “I will be giving you a spanking.”

Amy’s stomach dropped, and she started to shake. 

“I would like to do that as soon as possible,” Thomas went on, heaviness in his voice. “I have to work tomorrow morning, but I’ll be free in the evening. That should allow you to write your lines throughout the day. I think it would be best if we meet at your apartment, so that you have the security of your home environment. Does that work for you?”

“Yes, sir,” Amy nodded. 

“Very good,” Thomas’s voice relaxed. “I expect your lines to be completed by the time I arrive, which will be around six o'clock. Understood?”

“Yes, sir,” Amy’s throat was tight, and she felt nauseous. “I’m really sorry.”

“I know you are,” he assured her. “And after you’ve taken your punishment for me, the slate will be totally clean, and the matter will be resolved.”

“Okay,” Amy squeaked, but her nerves still wreaked havoc on her mind. 

“You’re my good girl,” Thomas’s voice was softer. “You need to be punished as much as I need to punish you. It’s my job to show you where the lines are and correct you when you cross them. If I don’t, I could hardly call myself your dominant.”

Amy was still sick with nerves, but his words comforted her. 

“I know, sir,” she whispered. “I just feel stupid… and scared.”

“Well, you’re not stupid,” Thomas soothed. “And I know you’re scared. But I promise it will make you feel better.”

Amy sniffled again, unable to come up with anything to say. Her thoughts whirled dark and furious in her head, and she couldn’t make sense of them through her anxiety. 

“It’s almost your bedtime,” Thomas sounded gentle. “Try to get some sleep.”

“Yes, sir,” Amy choked. 

“Alright,” Thomas whispered. “Have a good night, no need to text me. I assume you’re already in bed?”

“Yes, sir,” Amy confirmed. “Goodnight.”

“Goodnight,” Thomas said again, and the line went dead as he hung up.

Amy sat in disbelieving silence for a long moment. Her phone buzzed, calling her out of her daze.

For your line assignment: the message explained. Write, ‘I worried my Daddy by putting myself in danger and failing to communicate with him.’ one hundred times. Sleep well, I’ll see you tomorrow. Goodnight.

Amy’s phone clattered as she tossed it onto the nightstand, and she let out a shaky breath as she laid down. Tears trickled down the sides of her face as she stared up at the ceiling. Dread and anxiety pressed down on her like a lead weight, and she felt nauseous. She wondered how much was from the alcohol and how much was from apprehension.

Amy curled up on her side, restless, and fisted her hands in her comforter. She wished she had just stayed in- missing one night of running would hardly make a dent in her overall fitness. 

Amy was disappointed in herself. She was doing so well adhering to the contract, and now that was all out the window. She felt a moment of resentment that she couldn’t even go on a run without letting Thomas know, but she banished the thought as guilt overcame her. 

Amy had yearned for a strong man to take care of her and hold her accountable for her actions- she couldn’t just change her mind as soon as she incurred a punishment. She knew she had to take the bad with the good, but her determination didn’t make her any less nervous. 

Amy was in for a long night, but she had to at least try to get some rest. She nuzzled her head into her pillow and closed her eyes. At length, she succumbed to a fitful sleep. 


Chapter VI

Amy woke the next morning a knot of nerves at the thought of what awaited her in mere hours. She got out of bed and kneeled for her customary minute, using it as an opportunity to settle for the day and shake away some of her nerves. When she finished kneeling, Amy rose and sat on the edge of her bed, picked up her phone and started a message to Thomas. 

Good morning, sir, she typed her daily greeting. I’ve knelt for you.

Amy checked the time- nine thirty-two. She sighed. Generally, on a Saturday morning, she would feel relaxed and calm, grateful for some time off. Now, though, all she felt was anxiety and dread.

Amy shook off the negativity and focused on getting her day started. She still had a lot to accomplish. She wanted to get her run out of the way early to sweat out any remnants of tequila in her system. 

I’m off for my run, she sent Thomas before she headed out the door, wanting to make sure not to compound her misdeeds.

Amy kept her pace measured and even in contrast to her near sprint from the night before. Her joints were tender from the force of her speed the previous night, so she was careful not to over-exert herself.

When she made it home, she let Thomas know via text, then stretched, taking her time to center body and mind. When she felt limber again, she took a shower. By the time she was clean, she was ravenous, and she made her way into the kitchen to start her coffee and her breakfast. 

As Amy settled into her couch to eat her oatmeal, she received a message. Her stomach twisted to see it was from Thomas. She hesitated for just a moment before she opened it. 

Thank you, sweetheart, Thomas said. How are you feeling today?

Nervous, Amy answered after a moment of consideration. 

Understandable, Thomas replied. I’m sorry I have to work today. I wish we could get this taken care of sooner. But I think the lines and your regular tasks should help you pass the time.

That’s true, Amy agreed. 

And I’d like you to bump your reading to at least 30 pages today, Thomas added. And your meditation time to 30 minutes. They don’t have to be consecutive; you can break it up into shorter segments if you like. It will help keep you calm and centered throughout the day. Can you do that for me?

Yes, sir, Amy answered, reassured to have something to keep her busy. 

Good girl, Thomas praised. I have to get back to work, but I’ll be thinking of you.

You too, Amy sent, and sighed as she set down her phone. 

Amy’s appetite vanished, but she forced herself to eat. The last thing she needed was to pass out from low blood sugar while she was being punished. She forced herself to finish her food, as well as her coffee and cleaned up her dishes. 

Amy looked around for a notebook in which to write her lines. She found a few composition books she bought when she was in college but ended up not using. She was grateful that she kept them.

Amy tucked it under her arm and found a pen at the bottom of her purse amidst particles of trash and gum wrappers. She sat down at the breakfast bar and opened the composition book. Amy set her phone beside the notebook and scrolled to find the message with her assignment. 

For your line assignment: Write, ‘I worried my Daddy by putting myself in danger and failing to communicate’ one hundred times. Sleep well, I’ll see you tomorrow. Goodnight.

Amy sighed and got started. She numbered each line as she wrote it, not wanting to risk miscounting. She wrote legibly and carefully so there would be no errors,

As she wrote, the weight of each word sent a pang of regret through her chest. She was genuinely sorry to have worried Thomas. She was so used to taking care of herself that she forgot that Thomas bore the burden of her care. 

After writing twenty-five lines, Amy set the pen down. Her hand was shaking, and she was surprised to find tears burning in her eyes. She wiped at them with the heel of her hand and shook her head. 

Amy knew that this was the intended effect. Thomas had carefully selected the words to emphasize the impact of her actions, and their message was sinking in. Her heart was heavy with the weight of her guilt, and she had to take a break. She shut the composition book with the pen inside and moved over to her bookshelf- her extended reading time would offer some respite. 

Amy alternated between completing her tasks and writing her lines. When she was too overwhelmed by the weight of her punishment, she would meditate or read. Finally, when she wrote out her hundredth line, she checked over each line, making sure they were perfectly neat and absolutely correct. 

When she was satisfied, she reached out to Thomas.

I’ve finished writing my lines for you, sir, she typed. 

Good girl, Thomas replied in a matter of seconds. What have you learned?

That I made you worried about my safety when I didn’t let you know I was going running at night, Amy explained. 

Amy was wholly penitent, and she doubted she would ever be so careless again. Even as his submissive, Amy often worried over Thomas. She understood why he was angry, and if she was in his position, she would feel the same.

Very good, Thomas praised her. I’m glad you understand the consequences of your actions. It’s my job to keep you safe, and I can’t do that if I don’t know where you are.

I know, Amy typed. I’m sorry.

Soon the issue will be behind us, Thomas said, and Amy shivered. 

She was disappointed in herself for violating their contract. Thomas was right- they had both signed the contract and agreed to abide by its terms. She had as much responsibility to do so as he did, and he had the responsibility to punish her when she failed to do so. Having to face up to that and take the punishment was harder than she imagined. 

I want you kneeling at the door for me when I get to your apartment, Thomas instructed. I should arrive promptly at six. At five fifty-five, you will unlock your door and kneel for me while you wait. Have your lines set out so I can check over them when I get there. Understood?

Yes, sir, Amy answered, her face hot.

Very good, Thomas approved. I’ll see you then.

See you then, Amy sent, and put her phone down for fear of dropping it. 

Amy could rationalize her situation all she wanted, but it didn’t make it any easier for her to accept. Deep down, she was very simply afraid. As much as she’d played online, she’d never been at someone’s mercy for a physical punishment. She wondered how much it would hurt, and if she would be able to stand it. 

Amy always imagined that she would be a flawless submissive, never erring or disappointing her dominant. She appreciated the culture of bratty subs who bucked back at their dominants and the corresponding dominants who liked the fight. Amy, however, didn’t identify as a brat, and she took no pleasure upsetting Thomas. She was sure Thomas took no joy in having to correct her, either.

As the clock ticked closer to six o’clock, Amy’s nerves rose. She forced herself to eat some chicken noodle soup but worried that was too much as nausea roiled inside her belly. She realized she was still dressed in sweatpants and a tank top. She should change into something more presentable. 

Amy picked out a pair of dark wash jeans and a predominantly red flannel shirt. It was simple, but she figured it would work well enough for the occasion. She didn’t bother with shoes, as they surely wouldn’t be leaving her apartment. Her hair went up into a braid, and she let it fall over her shoulder. She decided to go without makeup, lest she end up crying and ruin it anyway. She did make sure to brush her teeth- the last thing she wanted on top of this whole situation was to have bad breath.

By the time she finished getting ready, it was already a quarter to six. Her stomach clenched, and another wave of nausea rolled over her. She made sure her composition book was set close to the edge of the breakfast bar so Thomas could easily spot it.

Amy wiped her sweaty palms on her jeans and ran through a mental checklist. She was clean, dressed, and her lines were easily accessible. All she had left to do was leave her door unlocked and kneel. 

Amy unlocked the deadbolt and the privacy lock. Now, Thomas could simply walk in, and her heart pounded at the idea. She opened the door a crack, just to test it and make sure it would open. 

The only thing that remained was to get down on her knees. She took a few steps from the door and sank down to the floor. She laid her palms flat against her thighs and kept her head down. Time seemed to stretch out interminably, and Amy’s knees ached.

At last, Amy heard Thomas’s hand at her doorknob, and her stomach flipped. Light spilled into the room, and she fought not to look up at Thomas as he stepped past her threshold and shut the door behind him. He was still for a long moment, and she shivered at his sigh. 

Thomas’s shoes tapped against the floor as he circled her, saying nothing. Amy’s heart thudded hard in her chest, and she wanted to disappear under his scrutiny. There was nothing for her to do but wait. 

“That kneel is almost correct,” Thomas finally spoke, and Amy flinched to hear his voice. “I want your arms behind your back, parallel to one another. Here.”

Amy felt the heat of Thomas’s body as he knelt behind her, and she jumped as he took hold of her wrists.

“Easy…” he soothed, and Amy relaxed. 

Thomas took her arms and situated them the way he wanted. Amy wrapped her fingers around her upper forearms, and Thomas gave a satisfied grunt.

“That’s how you should kneel for me, whenever you do so,” Thomas rose. “Your lines?”

“They’re on the breakfast bar,” Amy answered.

She heard him pick up the composition book, and his shoes clicked in measured beats against the floor as he paced.

Amy heard the occasional flip of a page, and her anxiety escalated with each passing second. Her pulse pounded in her ears, and she chewed on her lip. She wondered if he was intentionally taking so long to have this very reaction.

“Very good,” Thomas approved, and Amy let out her pent-up breath. “Stand up.”

Amy carefully got to her feet and looked up at Thomas. His face was stern- there was no hint of flirtation or mischief in his eyes or on his lips. He was the very image of authority, and Amy’s nerves rattled. He regarded her in silence, and she did her best not to squirm under his gaze. 

Thomas emptied his pockets and set his keys and wallet down on the breakfast bar. He shrugged out of his coat and hung it on the back of one of the chairs. This wasn’t un unfamiliar process- Thomas did this every time he came over. Now, though, his movements were measured and intentional, and his eyes never wavered as they burned into hers. 

When Thomas was unencumbered by his possessions, he let out a sigh through his nose. 

“Come here,” he clipped and started into the living room.

Amy obeyed. She followed Thomas as he moved to sit on the couch, but before she could join him, he held up a hand to stop her. Amy stood in front of him, her anxiety mounting as she awaited further instruction. 

“Do you know why you’re being punished, Amy?” Thomas’s voice was soft and even. 

“Because I didn’t let you know that I was going back out for a run after I told you I was home for the night,” Amy’s voice shook. “And because that lack of communication prevented you from being able to keep me safe.”

“Exactly so,” Thomas gave a single nod. “I take my duties as your dominant very seriously. And to do that, I require absolute transparency from you.”

“Yes sir,” Amy wanted to avert her gaze, but she thought better of it. 

“You’ve already fulfilled the first half of your punishment,” Thomas explained as he rolled up his sleeves. “And for this portion of the punishment, I will be giving you a spanking- fifteen strokes. You will keep count of each stroke. If you fail to count out the stroke aloud, it will not count. Is that understood?”

“Yes sir,” Amy’s chest was tight- she wanted to get this over with as quickly as possible. 

“Very good,” Thomas’s eyes traveled down to her jeans. “Take off your pants- your panties, too.”

Amy blushed. She had been naked for him before, but this was different. Her hands shook as she undid the button, then hooked her thumbs beneath the waistband of her jeans and panties, inching them down her legs. She let the material pool around her ankles and took care not to trip as she stepped out of them. 

Thomas held out his hand. Amy’s face burned as she picked up the discarded clothes and handed them to Thomas. He took the jeans and laid them out neatly on the coffee table. Her panties, though, he folded and tucked into his pocket. 

Amy could only stand and watch, her face burning with a mix of embarrassment and apprehension, once again waiting for her next instruction. Thomas looked at her from his seated position, and a flash of vulnerability passed through his eyes. 

“Your rules exist to create consistency and security,” Thomas said. “Not only for you but for me as well. I want you safe- at all times. I don’t get an erection from knowing you’re in bed by eleven, but it worries me sick not knowing where you are.”

“I’m sorry,” Amy apologized, feeling the gravity of her actions.  

“There are times,” he spoke deliberately. “When I will hit you for fun- to arouse you and make you feel weak and small and helpless because it turns you on to feel that way.”

Amy nodded as she processed his words, already guessing where this was going. 

“This is not one of those times,” Thomas’s tone hardened. “You will take no pleasure from this, and neither will I. Nevertheless, you need to know that I will hold you accountable. It wouldn’t do either of us any good for me to let this slide. One thing always leads to another, and soon there would be no substance to our agreement- only undeserved honorifics.”

Amy felt a weight in her chest as he spoke, and she knew he was right. 

“I know,” Amy’s voice was weak, but her resolve was firm. “I want to be accountable to you, and I want to make this right. Please punish me, sir.”

Thomas’s eyes glinted with a steely light, and he shifted on the couch so that his back was straight and his legs spread, his thighs flat against the cushion. 

“Kneel down on the couch, facing me,” Thomas instructed. 

Amy moved to take up the specified position, feeling unsteady on her knees. She looked nervously over at Thomas and took no comfort in his stoic expression.

“Bend over my lap,” The command was soft, but brooked no room for argument. 

Amy was tentative as she leaned over his thighs, trying to keep her weight off him. Thomas was having none of it. He pressed down on her back until she was draped over his thighs. Her heart pounded as she absorbed his body heat.

“Stretch your legs out along the couch, and cross them at your ankles,” Thomas directed, and Amy did so. “Keep them still- if you kick at me, I will tie them down, and we will start back from the beginning. Understood?”

“Yes, sir,” Amy squeaked.

Thomas rubbed his hand along her lower back, pushing her shirt up to reveal her ass. Amy wanted to squirm away, and she buried her face in the couch cushion. She felt Thomas’s other hand on her head, and she turned to peek up at him. 

“Would you like to hold on to my hand?” Thomas asked, extending it toward her. 

Amy nodded, and tightly squeezed his hand and wrist in both of her own. 

Amy took a shaking breath as Thomas start to rubbed her bare bottom, and resisted the urge to bite her lip. She trembled and held tightly to Thomas’s hand as she waited for the first blow to fall. 

“Don’t forget to count,” Thomas’s voice was tight, and before Amy could reply, she felt the first hard blow crash into her ass.

Amy’s head spun, and she let out a gasp. It hurt. And more than she expected it to.

“One…” she almost forgot, but the number cleared her throat. 

Again, Thomas’s palm laid into her, this time on the opposite cheek, and Amy’s body lurched forward from the impact. 

“Two!” Amy cried out. She realized why he specifically instructed her not to kick- her legs were already itching to thrash and try to escape. 

Thomas struck again, and Amy cried out at the fresh blow against her sensitized skin.

“Three!” she counted through clenched teeth, and her grip tightened on Thomas’s hand. 

Another blow struck the other side. 

“Four…” Amy moaned, and tears sprung to her eyes. 

Thomas struck her twice, one on each cheek. They stung, and Amy hissed. 

“Five, six…” she panted and squirmed, unable to help herself. 

“Settle down,” Thomas warned her, and Amy stilled, but not without a string of whimpers as she dreaded the coming blows. 

Two more strokes made their marks, and each more painful than the last. The first tears finally escaped Amy’s eyes.

“Seven, eight…” Amy sobbed, and sweat beaded along her body. 

Thomas rested his hand along her ass, and Amy flinched. Even that soft touch on her raw skin set her teeth on edge. 

“Remind me why you’re being punished,” Thomas ordered.

“Because I didn’t let you know I was going running at night!” Amy bit out through her tears, and another hard smack resounded throughout the room.

“Nine!” Amy yelped. 

“And?” Thomas pressed.

“And… and…” Amy tried to gather her faculties of speech. “Because I worried you and because I put myself in a dangerous situation…”

Two more hard swats and Amy’s body surged forward.

“Ten eleven!” the numbers almost ran together, and Amy let go of Thomas’s hand to curl her hands into fists and bite down on her knuckles. Her legs twitched, and it was only through sheer willpower that she was able to keep from kicking them up.

“Breathe,” Thomas’s voice was stern, but Amy was grateful for the reminder. She took in a series of long, steady breaths, and braced herself to finish her punishment. 

Thomas must have felt her relax, for he struck her again, and Amy screamed at the shock of pain.

“Twelve…” she sniffled, not knowing if she could take the next three hits. 

The next stroke landed, and her back arched tightly as she gave a sobbing gasp. Thomas seized her by the back of the neck and forced her back down.

“Stay still, or we’ll start over,” he growled.

“Thirteen…” was all Amy could whine as her stomach twisted in fear. 

Another stroke and Amy tensed her muscles against the pain but didn’t move.

“Fourteen,” she breathed and screwed her eyes shut in preparation for the last blow. 

Amy felt like she waited an eternity, but it finally landed, and with the culmination of pain from the previous strokes, it was more excruciating than she could have imagined. Her head spun, and for a moment, she was stunned into silence. It was only the fear of having to take another that finally emboldened her to speak.

“Fifteen…” her voice wavered, and her body collapsed with a mixture of relief and exhaustion as her ass throbbed.

“Come here,” Thomas scooped her up with a soft grunt to hold her tight against his chest. 

Amy sniffled and buried her face into his chest. Tension came off him in waves, and his heart pounded hard against her cheek. She knew this had taken a toll on him, and guilt rolled over her.

“I’m sorry I broke our contract,” Amy squeaked, blinking through her tears.

“I know, sweetie,” Thomas whispered, and pressed a kiss to the top of her head. “It’s over now. Just let me hold you for a minute.”

Amy relaxed into Thomas’s hold and let out a long sigh. She didn’t enjoy the punishment, but she was surprised to feel grateful for it. She felt, for lack of a better term, absolved of her crime, and that they could move on from it. It felt like she had been cleansed by fire. 

Thomas, too, relaxed, and he tilted his head to press a kiss to her forehead. He leaned back to look into her eyes, and traced his fingertips over her forehead to tuck a few loose strands of hair behind her ear. 

“How are you feeling?” he asked, his eyes searching her face. 

“Better, actually,” Amy answered, feeling self-conscious under his gaze. “Is that… normal? I mean, should I feel that way?”

“I think it’s perfectly normal,” Thomas kissed her head again. “And I’m certainly glad you don’t feel worse.”

Thomas’s voice was tight and barely more than a whisper. 

“Is it…” Amy cleared her throat and looked down into her lap. “Is it really over now? You’re not… still angry?”

“No, I’m not,” Thomas shifted her into a more comfortable position on his lap, and she was surprised at how easily he moved her. “See?”

Thomas gave her a cheesy grin, and Amy laughed. Thomas chuckled, and pulled her tight against him. They lingered there, feeling secure in one another’s arms.

“How is your ass?” Thomas asked.

“It hurts,” Amy was honest. 

“Hm,” Thomas grunted. “Let’s see what we can do about that. Here…”

Thomas eased Amy off of him and rolled her face-down onto the couch. Even being exposed to the open air made Amy’s ass sting- her skin was raw, and her muscles felt bruised and sore. 

“I’ll be right back,” Thomas assured her, and Amy nodded, allowing her eyes to drift closed. 

Amy heard Thomas rifling around her bathroom, then her kitchen. Curious as to what he was gathering, she opened her eyes. She watched as he set down a glass of water and some lotion of the coffee table then sat down on the edge of it. 

“Take these,” he instructed, holding out his hand to reveal two ibuprofen tablets. 

Amy propped herself up on one elbow, took the pills from him, and popped them into her mouth. He handed her the glass of water, and Amy drank several long gulps, thirstier than she realized. 

“Thank you,” Amy was sheepish as she handed the near-empty glass back to Thomas.

“Now lay back down,” he pressed against her shoulder, and Amy flattened back onto the couch. 

Thomas pumped the lotion into his hands and rubbed his palms together to spread it out. He moved his hands toward Amy’s buttocks, and she let out an apprehensive whine. 

“This will help, I promise,” Thomas assured her, and placed his hands against her cheeks. 

Amy bit her lip. It hurt. But to his credit, Thomas was being gentle and took pains not to agitate her skin. After the first initial contact, it did start to feel better, and she knew the lotion would help her skin heal. Besides, Amy couldn’t deny his caresses felt good. Eventually, she hummed and closed her eyes again, relaxing into the couch. 

Thomas applied several rounds of the lotion, and when he was satisfied, he rose and returned the bottle to the bathroom. When he came back, he lifted Amy’s head off the couch, then sat down and replaced it his lap to run his fingers through her hair. 

“Thank you,” Amy’s voice was muffled, her face half-pressed into Thomas’s thigh. 

“Of course,” Thomas whispered, his voice tender. “I’ll always take care of my little girl.”

Amy felt a surge of pride and pleasure at being identified as such, and she sighed her contentment. Her head went hazy as his hand worked its magic in her hair, and her eyes drooped closed again. She had no idea how much time passed before she was stirred by Thomas’s long sigh. 

“I should be getting home,” Thomas’s voice was tight again, his hand rubbing up and down her arm. “You look all tuckered out. You should get some rest.”

Amy’s stomach dropped. She found the idea of him leaving unbearable. She didn’t want to come off as needy, but she didn’t want him gone. She curled onto her side in his lap and wrapped her arms around his torso. 

“Stay?” she looked up at him with wide, pleading eyes.

Thomas frowned for a moment, and his mouth opened as if to speak. Amy braced herself for disappointment. But his mouth closed again, and Amy’s heart fluttered as he looked down at her, seeming to consider her plea. 

“Are you sure?” his voice was hesitant. “I know this is a lot to process, and you might need some space.”

Space was the last thing she needed right now. But this wasn’t all about her, and she had Thomas’s needs to consider as well.

“I would really like it if you stayed,” Amy posed. “But I understand if you need to go…”

Amy kept her eyes locked with his, and she tried to think of what must be going through his head. His brows were creased in a frown, and his jaw was tight as he struggled with an internal battle. She wished she knew what to say. 

Thomas’s expression relaxed, and he leaned back to rake his hand through his hair with a short laugh. 

“I’m sorry,” he shook his head and looked back down at her. “I just… it’s been a while.”

“It’s okay,” Amy assured him and rubbed her cheek against his shirt. “I’m okay.”

“I’m very glad, sweetheart,” he hummed and gathered her onto his lap again. 

Thomas leaned forward, and Amy felt his magnetic pull as she succumbed to his kiss with a moan. It wasn’t aggressive, but urgent, and Thomas’s hands tightened as he tasted her. Amy shivered and melted against him. She arched her back so that her breasts brushed his chest, and she was rewarded with his low groan.

Amy pulled back from their kiss, panting.

“Stay…” her plea was a whisper, and steel glinted in Thomas’s eyes. 

“Fuck,” he growled, and sunk his teeth into her neck. 

Amy gasped, and her back arched. She buried her hands in Thomas’s hair as his teeth worked their way down to her collarbones, just under the neckline of her shirt. Amy’s clit swelled, and sharp ticks of pleasure pounded through it with her pulse. The dull ache of her ass paled in comparison to the fierce arousal unfurling in her stomach. 

Amy reached down into Thomas’s lap and gasped again as her hand met the hardness of his shaft. Thomas hissed, and his muscles tightened as he flexed his hips. Amy palmed him through his pants, and he growled into her shoulder as his hips bucked. 

Amy’s head spun, intoxicated by the effect she was having on him. He ravaged her with his teeth, and his hand snuck beneath her shirt to fondle her breasts. The sounds that tore out of his throat were even more electric than his touch. 

Amy whined, and with some effort, was able to squirm out of Thomas’s hold and away from his mouth. She sunk down onto her knees between his legs, and he looked down at her, fire dancing in his eyes.

“Amy…” he panted raggedly, his chest heaving.

Amy didn’t give him a chance to say more. She leaned forward, locked eyes with him, and ran the tip of her tongue over the bulge in his pants.

“Amy!” her name was caught between a roar and a growl, and Thomas’s forearms rippled as he gripped the couch cushions. 

Amy marveled at her ability to have such an impact on Thomas. She ran her nails inside his thighs as she nuzzled her face against his straining cock. 

“Fuck...” Thomas’s voice was guttural, and his legs flexed under her hands. “Wait, wait…”

Amy leaned back and looked up at him. He was frazzled and close to losing his control, judging by the fire in his eyes. But he also seemed hesitant, and he regarded her with a measure of caution. 

“Are you…” he was breathless, and his jaw trembled as he spoke. “Are you sure you want to do this right now?”

Amy blinked and frowned. She had just received a punishment, and maybe she should have felt more contrite. But her body was burning for him, and all she wanted was to wrap her lips around his cock. 

“I want you, sir,” Amy clarified. “But if you want to stop…”

Thomas scoffed and shook his head, raking a hand through his hair. 

“I don’t want to stop,” Thomas all but growled. “I want to take you… and show you want it means to be mine.”

“I want you,” Amy breathed, and her hands shook at his words. “Please, sir?”

Thomas’s eyes darkened, and his shoulders relaxed. A cool, calm demeanor settled over his features. 

“Then by all means…” he purred and gestured to his cock.

Amy swallowed but nodded. She gathered up her shattered nerves to resume her attentions between Thomas’s legs. 

Amy traced her nails up further, and finally met the buckle of his belt. The metal jingled as she undid the clasp, and she relished the slow hiss as she pulled the leather through the beltloops. She looked up at Thomas, and her resolve flared at the look of pure, carnal lust in his eyes as he panted down at her. 

Amy set the belt down on the couch and set to work on his button. As she fiddled with it, she caught movement in her peripheral vision. The next thing she knew, Thomas had slipped the belt around her neck and tightened it like a noose around her throat. 

Amy’s pussy gushed, and she gazed up at Thomas in awe. He bared his teeth and pulled her face within inches of his own. He tightened the belt, and she heard the leather creak as her head spun. 

“Lest you forget…” he hissed. “Who’s really in charge here, little slut.”

Thomas loosened his hold, and Amy gasped for air. Her face flushed from the degradation, but her pussy ached for more. Her hands darted to the button again, more frantic than ever to get his pants off. She needed his cock.

When the button was undone, Thomas raised his hips off the couch so that Amy could jerk his pants down. As soon as his length sprang free of its confines, Amy locked her eyes onto it. Her mouth watered- she needed to taste him. 

Amy made to take him into her mouth, but Thomas jerked the belt tight, cutting off her air and immobilizing her. She looked up at him and struggled to breathe, even as her sex flared hot with lust. 

“Greedy little thing…” Thomas snarled. “Someone needs to learn some manners. What do we say when we want something?”

Thomas relinquished his grip on the belt, and Amy took a ragged breath. 

“P- please?” she guessed, her powers of speech diminishing by the second. 

“Very good girl,” Thomas’s praise was mocking, and he grabbed hold of her jaw. “Now, what exactly is it that you want?”

Amy’s face was flushed hot from being choked by the belt. She gazed up at Thomas in amazement, awed at how naturally he filled this role. Thomas jerked the end of the belt, shocking her out of her momentary daze. 

“Sir, may I please taste your cock?” Amy’s voice was reverent, worshipful, even. She had a hard time keeping her eyes on Thomas’s, tempted to look down at his thickness. 

“Oh, you’ll do more than that,” Thomas growled, and sharply released her jaw.

With a solid yank, Thomas forced Amy’s face against his turgid member, and she couldn’t help but moan. 

“Suck it,” Thomas commanded. 

Amy, enflamed by the command and the leather constricting around her neck, didn’t need to be told twice. She wrapped her lips around Thomas’s engorged cock and sunk down onto it until it hit the back of her throat. She wrapped her hand around the base of his cock and pumped him as her head bobbed. 

Thomas’s hand clenched, and the belt tightened around Amy’s neck, but she didn’t care. Tasting Thomas’s precum and feeling his cock in her mouth was making her lightheaded anyway. Amy gagged as Thomas’s cock hit the back of her throat. He laughed. 

“Eager, there, aren’t you?” he mocked, pulling her head back to land a hard slap against her cheek. 

Amy panted and whined as she looked up at him with tearful eyes. The slap hurt, but it also sent a raw surge of pleasure straight to her pussy. 

Thomas wrapped the end of the belt around his fist and jerked Amy forward again. She licked a long line from his base to his tip and then laved her tongue over his glans. He inhaled a sharp breath, and his muscles tightened as he flexed his hips. His reaction was like fuel to Amy, and she sucked hard, hollowing out her cheeks to increase the tightness around his shaft.

“Fuck!” Thomas cursed, and his free hand made a fist in her hair. 

Fully immobilized between the belt around her neck and his grip on her hair, Amy was helpless to do anything but choke as he bucked his hips and fucked her face. She gagged as he rammed the back of her throat, and tears burned in her eyes, but lust burned in her stomach. She braced her hands against his thighs and dug her nails into his skin, determined to withstand the onslaught.

Thomas put his hand on the back of her head, pressing her further down onto his cock. Amy choked and sputtered around him, unable to relax enough to take him fully. She tried, though, and slurped at her spit as it started to coat his shaft. Her body shook as she struggled to breathe.

“My, my, my…” Thomas’s tone was sickly-sweet. “We do have a lot of work to do, little girl…”

Thomas jerked her head back, and Amy gasped for air, only to cry out as Thomas rained hard smacks across each of her cheeks. She panted, feeling lightheaded, her vision blurry from tears. She was desperate for him, and she pleaded with wide eyes.

“Up,” Thomas patted his lap.

Amy got to her feet as quickly as she could, then knelt on the couch, her legs on either side of his thighs. The tip of his cock brushed her stomach, and her pussy quivered. Thomas used the belt to pull her within inches of his face.

“Did you enjoy tasting my cock, whore?” he spat the word at her.

“Yes, sir,” her nod was emphatic. “Thank you…”

“But your throat just couldn’t take all of me, could it?” Thomas taunted her, and his hand moved from her hair to undo the buttons of her shirt. 

“No, sir,” Amy ducked her head, embarrassed. “I’m sorry.”

“Not to worry, sweet girl,” Thomas said on his breath. “All it takes is some time and practice, and soon you’ll be my perfect little fuck-toy.”

Amy shivered at the degradation, and her pussy throbbed. 

“In the meantime…” Thomas finished undoing the buttons of her shirt, and pushed it off her shoulders. “I’ll have to use one of your other holes…”

Amy’s ears blazed hot at the implication that he might use her ass, and a tiny whimper escaped her throat. Thomas hummed with a devious smile and trailed his fingertips down her spine. Her back arched as sensation rippled through her body, and her nipples brushed the front of his shirt, making her tremble.  

Thomas’s hand trailed lower, and Amy moaned as he fondled her ass before tracing back up over her hips. He teased a circle over her mound, and Amy rocked her hips into his touch. Her lips parted, and she panted as her body yearned for him. He looked up at her, and his smile looked crazed with the light shining from his eyes. 

“I know you must be soaked for me,” Thomas tightened the belt again, and Amy swayed on her knees. “But I can’t wait to feel it for myself…”

With that, Thomas sunk his finger into her, and Amy groaned as his palm pressed against her clit. He curled his digit inside of her, and her muscles snapped tight. She feared she would fall, and her hands darted out to grip Thomas’s shoulders. She fisted her hands in the material of his shirt and keened as he slid a second finger inside her. 

“Who would have guessed that something as cute as you…” Thomas leaned forward so that his lips brushed against her ear. “Would have such a sloppy, wet cunt…”

Amy whined, and she blushed, but she couldn’t deny the squelching sounds coming from between her legs. Her pussy milked his fingers hungrily, and her hips jerked. She wanted more, and it didn’t help that the tip of his cock bounced against her stomach with every move.

“And I’ll tell you something else…” Thomas tightened the belt again, and Amy couldn’t breathe. “I don’t think my fingers are going to be enough for that greedy little pussy, are they?”

Amy shook her head, closing her eyes to shield herself from the accusation.

“Aw, my poor, shy baby…” Thomas cooed, but the sweetness of his words was belied by the sharp slap he landed across her cheek. “Look at me.”

Amy’s eyes snapped open to meet Thomas’s tumultuous glare. Her cheek stung, and her breathing was ragged as Thomas drove his fingers even deeper inside her, pounding up her inner walls. She bucked in time with his rhythm, and felt herself heading for an orgasm.

“Sir…” Amy whined, and Thomas snatched his hand from her pussy to clasp his hand around her throat. Amy’s hands flew to his wrist, clinging to him. 

“Sir, what?” Thomas sneered into her ear, tightening his hand.

Amy tried to squeak out a reply, but his grip was too strong. Thomas laughed at the weak attempt, and let go of her throat only to deliver a sharp backhand across her face. 

“That’s what I thought,” Thomas was smug, and fisted his hand in her hair again.

Amy cried out as Thomas jerked her head back and assaulted her with his kiss. Their teeth bumped, and Amy shuddered at his growl as he devoured her. His breath was hot in her mouth, and the leather around her neck tightened still more. The edges of her vision faded to black. 

Thomas ripped himself away from her mouth. His eyes blazed, and his chest heaved- he seemed to tower over her even as she sat straddling his lap, and she quaked under his regard. 

“Are you ready for me to fuck you, little girl?” Thomas’s voice was caught between a purr and a threat, and Amy thought she would dissolve. “Are you ready to take my cock?”

Amy couldn’t hope to speak, but she nodded, whimpering, hoping that this wasn’t just an elaborate tease. Thomas pulled up on the belt, and Amy stood higher on her knees. She looked down between their bodies to see him adjust his cock, holding it straight. He flexed his hips, and a fluttering moan passed her lips as his tip grazed her entrance. 

Thomas pulled down on the belt, and Amy had no hope of resisting as she lowered herself down onto his swollen rod. Her chest heaved as he filled her, and she gave a high-pitched cry as she was stretched. She whined when she felt full, and stopped when she couldn’t take any more. 

“Is that really the best you can do?” Thomas’s voice dripped with derision. 

“I’m so- ah!” Amy’s apology was cut short as Thomas released her hair and pressed down on her shoulder, forcing the rest of his length inside of her. 

Amy’s back arched into a tight bow at the pain and fullness as he sheathed himself within her. She took a ragged breath and willed her body to adjust to his thickness, but it was proving difficult.

Thomas gave a satisfied growl, and he held her down at the juncture of her neck and shoulder as he rolled his hips up into hers. Amy groaned at the friction and braced her palms against his chest. 

Thomas raked his nails down her side as he relinquished his grip on her shoulder to grip her hipbone instead. Amy cried out at the pain from his nails, but it only made her pussy squeeze his cock even tighter. 

Thomas’s breath hissed out between his teeth as he gathered momentum and pounded into her with even more ferocity. He alternated between tightening and loosening the belt, keeping her body at a fever pitch. 

Thomas snaked his hand between their bodies, and Amy convulsed as he pressed his thumb into her swollen clit. She bucked her hips against him, and he tightened the belt around her neck. Her pleasure mounted as her lungs were starved, and when Thomas released the belt, she drew in a noisy, ragged gasp. The sound transformed into a series of keening moans as Amy felt her pleasure mounting to an orgasm.

“Oh, fuck!” Amy cried out. “I need to cum! Please may I cum??”

“You’ll have to, darling,” Thomas’s words were a threat. “If you’d like to breathe.”

The leather belt snapped tight around Amy’s throat, and Thomas redoubled the pressure on her clit. She couldn’t breathe, but the sensations coursing through her body wouldn’t be denied. As if what he was doing wasn’t enough, Thomas ducked his head and sucked one of her nipples into his mouth. 

That, in combination with the pounding of Thomas’s cock and the swirling of his thumb, sent her over the edge. As soon as her pussy clamped down around him, Thomas released his hold on the belt, and Amy heaved another gasp. The renewed airflow rejuvenated the force of her climax, and she screamed as she convulsed around him yet again.

“Good girl, cum for me!” Thomas groaned through clenched teeth as he kept railing her, both his hands now vice-like upon her hips. 

Amy couldn’t have cared less. Pleasure rolled over her in thick waves, melting her mind and dissolving her strength. Thomas was unrelenting, and her orgasm seemed to last a lifetime. Amy’s eyes drooped, and she sagged against him, moaning into his neck, helpless to do anything but let him find his own completion. 

Thomas pumped into her for several more minutes, and Amy felt like a rag doll as she bounced on top of his powerful thighs. He growled into her ear with his last thrust, and his cock pulsed as he filled her with his cum. Even in her delirious exhaustion, Amt hummed her satisfaction. 

Thomas panted, and his chest rose and fell beneath Amy as she lay sprawled on top of him. She felt his hands at her neck, and she stayed still as he slid the belt back out through the buckle. Amy almost missed it as the air cooled her sweat-damp skin. 

At length, Thomas shifted, and Amy allowed him to situate her so that she was mostly seated on the couch, with her head and shoulders propped up on his lap. He looked down at her and trailed his fingertips over her face, so softly she could barely believe it after the way he’d just ravaged her body. Her lips parted with a sigh. 

“There’s my good girl,” Thomas cupped her cheek, and Amy smiled.

“Thank you, sir,” she mewled, turning her head to plant a kiss on his palm. 

“You’re very welcome, princess,” Amy blushed at the nickname, and Thomas laughed. “What? You don’t like that one?”

“I think I’ll like anything you call me,” Amy’s voice was quiet, embarrassed to admit it after all the names he’d called her while fucking her. 

“That’s very nice to hear,” Thomas sighed and stroked her stomach. 

Amy was tired, and she relaxed into his touch. She was content to lie there and let him pet her for as long as he liked. The smell of their sweat and sex lingered heavily in the air and she breathed it in with a strange sense of pride. She had never felt so relaxed and sated in her life. 

Amy hummed and opened her eyes to look up at Thomas, surprised to see him looking down at her with a smile. She crinkled her face at him, and he cocked his head.

“What?” he asked on a laugh.

“You were watching me,” she said, and Thomas smiled wider.

“Is that odd?” he asked.

“Yes,” Amy confirmed. “Sir.”

Thomas huffed a laugh. 

“Well, you had better get used to it,” Thomas grunted as he shifted beneath her. “I intend to do a lot more of it.”

Amy blushed and turned onto her side to bury her face against his thigh. 

“Watch it!” he jumped, and a high laugh betrayed the warning in his words. “Your hair tickles.”

“Oh, does it?” it was Amy’s turn to smirk, and she tossed her hair against his thigh, delighted as his body jerked again.

“So eager for me to put you in your place again, little girl?” Thomas’s voice rumbled, and Amy’s insides melted. 

Amy squeaked and rolled off the couch in a fluid motion to evade him. She took a step back, putting some distance between them, and Thomas chuckled. 

“You’re too easy,” he smiled, and Amy blushed.

“I… have to go to the bathroom,” Amy rushed the excuse and scampered away into her bedroom. 

Amy shut and locked the bathroom door behind her and smiled incessantly as she took care of her business. That had all been so intense, painful, even, but now she was floating on air. Her pussy and her ass were sore, but those small discomforts couldn’t hold a candle to the pride she felt at being able to take what Thomas doled out.

Amy washed her hands and rinsed the sweat off her face with a handful of water. She dried off with her hand towel, feeling markedly refreshed, and opened the door to return to the living room. 

Amy stopped short, though, at the scene laid out for her in the bedroom. 

Amy’s heart pounded to see Thomas in his underwear, his shirt forsaken, in her bed. His arms were folded back behind his head, and his eyes were closed, though she was sure he wasn’t sleeping. Sure enough, his eyes blinked open as she crawled into the bed beside him. 

“Hey there,” he smiled over at her, and turned onto his side, propping his head on his elbow.

“Hi,” Amy whispered, her face flushed with heat. 

“I hope you don’t mind,” he gestured to the bed. “I thought it might be more comfortable than trying to fit us both on the couch.”

“This is fine,” she squeaked, not sure if she was assuring him or herself.

“Good,” Thomas smiled and wrapped an arm around her shoulders, pulling her close. 

They were quiet for a long time, and Amy’s eyes drifted closed. She stirred, though, as she felt tension creeping into Thomas’s body. She shifted to look up at him and extended her hand to cup his face. He looked down at her and offered a smile, but it didn’t reach his eyes. 

“What’s wrong?” Amy asked, and Thomas sighed. 

“I just…” Thomas shook his head with a frown. “I worry.”

“About what?” Amy shifted her body so that she was sitting up, facing Thomas.

“A lot of things,” his voice was a whisper, and his eyes looked haunted. “About going too far, about hurting you too badly, about not being what you need, about my feelings for you… about losing you…”

Amy’s heart broke at the list, but she couldn’t think of anything that would calm him. His fears seemed like the mirror image of her own. She was afraid that she wouldn’t be enough for him, and he was worried that he would be too much- two parallels. 

“Have I told you about my first kinky relationship?” Thomas asked, seeming almost embarrassed. “Probably not- it’s poor form to talk about exes. But I think our circumstances are just outside the realm of standard propriety.”

Amy laughed and nodded, waiting for him to continue. 

“I was about your age,” Thomas gestured toward her. “Excited, eager. I’d known vanilla relationships weren’t going to cut it for a while, but I had only just found someone who wanted something more. At this point, I didn’t know I was even a dominant, much less a daddy, but I knew that I got off from hurting women. I was just a young sadist, and I was ready to go.”

Amy didn’t fail to recognize the similarities between his younger self and her present self. 

“Well, I met this girl, and we chatted for a while, and finally we met up at some hotel,” Thomas went on, looking out the window. “And we just… clicked. And it didn’t seem to make sense for us to wait when we both clearly knew what we wanted. So… we fucked. Hard.”

Amy stayed quiet.

“And for a while, it was incredible,” Thomas’s voice was dry. “Everything we could think of, we tried. Even when things seemed outlandish, I was willing to try, and for the most part, even when we got a little carried away, we were able to shake it off. She was resilient, and she was ravenous.”

Amy’s stomach twisted with a hint of jealousy.

“And that’s where it got messy,” Thomas’s voice hardened. “One day, we were at her place, just relaxing. My dad had given me a pocket-knife for Christmas, and she must have felt it, so she took it out. I didn’t think anything of it- I knew she wouldn’t break it, and even if she did, it was just a knife. But she got this hazy look in her eye, so I asked what she was thinking…”

Thomas was quiet, and Amy saw his jaw working as he looked out the window. 

“Long story short, she wanted me to use it on her,” Thomas shrugged. “I was… reluctant. And understandably so. I’d never intentionally cut into another person before, and I didn’t want to hurt her- well, hurt her beyond repair, anyway. But she was insistent. And I was young and… I wanted to please her.”

Amy’s heart dropped into her stomach as she got an idea of where this was going.

“So, I did,” Thomas drew in a long breath. “And from the first cut, she was just… intoxicated.”

Thomas paused again, and Amy waited, though her pulse pounded hard in her veins.

“And it was alright, at first,” Thomas found his voice. “But soon, there was just so much blood everywhere… I couldn’t see what I was doing, and I wanted to stop. I didn’t think it was safe, and I wanted to call the whole thing off and get her cleaned up and tended to. So, I told her as much.

“But she wasn’t having it. She wanted more. She begged, and then cried, and then called me names. But I wouldn’t touch her. My hands wouldn’t stop shaking. I knew it wouldn’t be safe, and I was horrified of hurting her. Paralyzed. I just stood there while she railed at me.”

Thomas paused again and turned his head to look at her. 

“We obviously ended it, and that was no great loss,” Thomas sighed. “But sometimes… in the middle of a scene, or more often after, I suppose… it comes back to me. Just… all the accusations. But mostly the knowledge that she was right- I couldn’t give her what she needed.

“And most of the time I can reconcile with that,” Thomas shrugged. “Different strokes for different folks and all. But when someone like you comes along… I just feel terrified that I’m not going to be able to give you what you need. Or worse, that I will push you too far.”

Thomas’s eyes were distant. Amy got up onto her hands and knees, straddling him, then lowered herself to lay down on top of his body. 

“I’m sorry that happened to you,” Amy murmured. “You deserved to have your limits respected.”

“Hm,” Thomas hummed and ran his hand through her hair. “You’re very sweet.”

“And it’s normal to be afraid,” she pressed a kiss to the corner of his mouth. “Or to feel insecure. Believe me, I feel that way all the time.”

Thomas sighed through his nose and nuzzled his face against hers. His body relaxed beneath her. 

“And I’m glad you’re here with me,” she whispered, blushing at the confession. 

“I’m very glad to be here,” Thomas whispered back, winding his arms tight around her body.

As Thomas pressed her to his chest, Amy smiled to realize that he needed her reassurance and care as much as she needed his. Her body softened against his, and she allowed her eyes to close. 


Chapter VII

Amy woke the next morning, warmer than usual, and was confused for a moment before realizing that it was due to Thomas’s arm and leg draped over her beneath the covers. She smiled and shifted closer to him. His muscles tightened as he pulled her closer, and she couldn’t decide if he had done it subconsciously or if he was waking up too. 

Amy looked him over, admiring him. His jaw was slack, and his mouth hung slightly open. His expression was neutral, void of the usual hints of flirtation or mischief. Amy smiled to herself and resisted the urge to trace her fingers over his skin. His eyelids fluttered, and he blinked them open.

“Good morning,” Thomas smiled as he saw her. 

“Morning,” Amy mewled, leaning in to kiss his cheek. 

Thomas breathed in deep and stretched, his muscles shaking before he relaxed with a sigh. Amy watched, and her lust for him sparked at the way his body moved. Thomas looked back over at her with a relaxed smile.

“Have you been awake long?” he asked, turning onto his side to look at her. 

“Not long,” Amy shook her head, and her eyes drifted down to take in the sight of his still-shirtless torso. 

Thomas gathered up the comforter to cover himself, feigning shyness and batting his eyelashes at her.

“Sorry,” Amy laughed. “You’re just so… manly.”

“Am I?” Thomas winked and lowered the covers. “Then, by all means…”

Amy blushed at the cockiness in his voice, and she ducked her head. Thomas took gentle hold of her chin, brought her face back up, and then covered her lips with his in a soft kiss. Amy kissed him back, and he gave a low moan. 

Amy let out soft mewls into his mouth and wound her arms around his torso. Thomas growled, pushing her onto her back, and her stomach lurched as he pressed his thigh between hers. The friction of his skin rubbing against her naked sex made her gasp, and she flexed her hips to enhance the sensation. 

Thomas hummed his satisfaction at her reaction, and his teeth dug into her lower lip. 

“Ow,” Amy squeaked, and Thomas laughed, relenting.

He turned his attention to her neck, and Amy’s head spun as he laved hot kisses along the side of her throat. When he reached her shoulder, he tickled her with soft nibbles, and she moaned. Her hips ground into his thigh, and she could feel her wetness coating his skin. It made her blush, but she was too enflamed to stop.

As it turned out, she didn’t have to. Thomas reached between their bodies and took hold of her hipbones, digging his thumbnails into her skin. Amy cried out at the sharp pain and the shock of pleasure that shot straight to her pussy. Thomas pulled back and looked down at her, a smile lighting up his eyes. 

Heat flooded Amy’s face under his regard, and Thomas laughed again. 

“You’re already so wet and flustered for me,” Thomas pressed his thigh harder against her sex. 

“Yes, sir…” Amy panted, wanting to grind up against him, but prevented by his firm grip. 

“Isn’t that sweet…” Thomas mused, running his hands up along her sides, sending tremors to roll over her body. 

Thomas’s hands stopped as they reached her ribs, and he shifted so that his palms covered her breasts. Amy shuddered and moaned as he kneaded the sensitive flesh, arching her back up into his touch. She dug her fingers into Thomas’s back, and it was his turn to let out a hiss. 

“Careful with those claws, kitten,” Thomas leaned forward to warn her, giving her earlobe a quick bite. 

Amy took a sharp breath and flattened her palms against his back. He chuckled and pulled back to look down at her. 

“I think that’s enough for now,” his eyes glinted. “I don’t know about you, but I could certainly use a shower.”

Amy blushed again and nodded. The smell of sex and sweat from the previous night still wafted heavily off both their bodies. 

“You’re already dressed for it, anyway,” Thomas’s eyes ran up and down her naked body, and Amy tried meekly to cover herself with her hands. 

Thomas laughed and rolled off her. He stood up from the bed and locked eyes with Amy as he lowered his boxer-briefs down his legs and stepped out of them. Lust pooled in her stomach as she caught sight of his semi-hard cock. 

“Well?” Thomas arched a brow at her and gestured toward the bathroom. 

Amy sheepishly hopped out of her bed and into the bathroom. Her hands shook as she gathered up a couple of towels and set them on the counter. She looked into the mirror and jumped to see Thomas standing directly behind her. 

“You scared me,” her voice was a breathless laugh, and Thomas chuckled as he wound his arms around her and pulled her back against his chest. 

“I’m a very big, scary man,” Thomas whispered into her ear from behind, and Amy shivered as his arms tightened around her. 

“I’ll… um…” Amy stammered. “I’ll get the water running…”

Amy tried to escape Thomas’s hold, and he hummed against her struggles before finally relenting. Amy’s whole body felt hot as she turned the handle on the faucet, and the water flowed out. 

Amy felt Thomas lingering close behind her as she held her hand under the water to check the temperature. She adjusted it so that it was hot, but not scalding, and turned back to Thomas.

“Well…” Amy gestured to the shower. “It’s ready.”

“After you,” Thomas smiled.

Amy stepped into the shower and sighed as the water wet her hair and ran down her back. Thomas stepped in behind her, and she moved over so that he had access to the water. 

Amy watched the rivulets flow down his back as his hair became saturated. Her mouth watered at the way his muscles bunched as he raised his arms to push his hair back out of his face. He turned toward her, and Amy ducked her head to avoid being caught staring.

“Not very sneaky,” Thomas admonished her but softened his words with a kiss to her head. “Let’s get you clean.”

Thomas took Amy’s shoulders and moved her into the shower. He hummed as he looked through the products on the rack in the corner and finally took up her shampoo. 

Thomas stood behind her and tilted her head back with a finger under her chin. Amy felt the cool thickness of the shampoo as he poured some onto her head. His fingertips massaged her scalp, and she sighed at the relaxing sensation. 

Thomas pressed her forward under the water and ran his hands through her hair to clear out the last of the lather. He picked up her bottle of conditioner and eased it through her hair with long strokes. 

“You’re pretty good at this,” Amy complimented as he rinsed out the conditioner. 

“Thank you,” Thomas sounded smug. “Let’s see how you do.”

“You’re a little tall for me to reach,” Amy laughed, and Thomas flashed a smile. 

“Easy enough to fix,” Thomas hummed, and sank to his knees in front of her. 

Amy gasped as he leaned forward and pressed kisses to the tops of her thighs, his hands curling around her hips. He looked up at her and smirked. 

“Better?” he asked, his voice laden with mischief. 

Amy nodded, shuddering as he circled his fingertips along her skin. She reached for the shampoo with shaking hands and poured some onto his head. She worked the gel into his hair and smiled at the groan he released as she massaged his scalp as he had done to hers. 

“Lean back,” Amy instructed, and he did, allowing the water to wash away the white froth. 

Amy drank in the sight of Thomas on his knees in front of her. It seemed surreal, and it was a while before he cracked an eye to peek up at her. 

“Everything alright up there?” he teased.

“Um, yeah,” Amy cleared her throat. “Conditioner?”

“Please,” Thomas closed his eyes again, but a smirk still stretched across his features. 

Amy smoothed the conditioner through his hair, and she let her nails scrape against his head, eliciting another groan from his throat. His grip tightened on her hips, and he leaned forward to kiss her, this time on her mound. She moaned at the feeling of his lips, and her fingers tightened in his hair. 

Thomas chuckled, and Amy took the opportunity to pull his head back to rinse out the conditioner. He sputtered under the water but laughed. 

“Behave yourself,” she admonished, ushering the last of the conditioner out of his hair. 

“You first!” Thomas protested, coughing.

Amy relented and let Thomas lean forward. He shook his head and coughed again, then rose to his full height. Amy swallowed as he glowered down at her. 

“Your turn,” Thomas growled, and Amy screamed as he shoved her against the shower wall.

Thomas reached up and took hold of the showerhead, removing it from its mount and centering it over Amy’s head. 

“Hands over your head,” Thomas instructed, and Amy obeyed. 

Thomas clasped her wrists together in one hand, and held them even higher, forcing her onto her tiptoes. He moved the showerhead down from her head to her chest, and Amy moaned as her nipples hardened under the jets of water. Her back arched, and she pulled slightly at his hold on her wrists. 

Thomas chuckled and moved the showerhead still lower, centering on Amy’s mons. The stream of water hit just above her sex, but the resulting rivulet flowed between her legs to tease her clit. She arched her back at the heat and wetness, and her lips parted with a gasp. 

“Spread your legs,” Thomas whispered, and Amy tried her best not to slip as she did so. 

Thomas brought the showerhead between her legs, moving it in rapid back and forth motions, effectively massaging her clit with the water. Amy rolled her hips against the pressure of the stream. The sensation was unique, and her pleasure mounted with each passing second. 

When Thomas pulled the showerhead away, putting it back on its mount, Amy released a frustrated groan. He only chuckled and took up the bar of soap from the rack.

“Be a good girl and hold your hair out of the way,” he ordered mildly, humor dancing in his tone. 

Amy’s hands shook as she gathered up her wet hair and piled it on top of her head. Thomas pulled her away from the wall and situated himself behind her to run his sudsy hands over her body, from her shoulders to her feet. She couldn’t help but laugh as he soaped under her arms and along her sides. 

Amy’s pulse pounded hard, and her muscles clenched taut as his fingers delved between her legs. The soap provided ample lubrication as he circled her clit and petted the folds of her pussy. She bit her lip and blushed as he even teased his thumb over her ass. 

When Thomas was satisfied that she was clean, he took up the showerhead again. The stream of water chased the soap away and left goosebumps in their wake. Thomas paid particular attention to her sex, and by the time he was done, she was breathless. 

Thomas smiled down at her as he replaced the showerhead, and he held out the bar of soap to her. Amy took it without a word and soaped her hands up to wash Thomas’s body.

She started with his chest, feeling his strong muscles flex under her palms, and then moved up to coat his shoulders and upper arms, which were equally solid. Thomas turned, and Amy reached up to wash his back, giving him a brief massage as she did so, which was rewarded by his low groan. 

Amy washed from his shoulders to his hips, and when she got to his firm ass, she traced her nails over the muscles there. Thomas jumped and laughed at the touch, then hissed as Amy paid him back, dipping her index finger between his cheeks to trace over his asshole. Thomas growled, and Amy felt a thrill of excitement as he turned to face her, his eyes blazing. 

Amy looked down from his face, and her pussy quivered to see that he was now fully erect. She yearned to take him into her soapy hands and lavish him with pleasure, but an idea sprang into her mind. 

Amy skipped his cock and balls for the time being and got down on her knees to wash his thighs instead. Thomas grunted his dissatisfaction, and Amy smiled to herself. She washed both of his legs, and Thomas balanced on one foot at a time so that she could wash them as well. He was tense, and she could tell he was eager for her to tend to his manhood.

Amy looked up at Thomas with an impish grin, but his humor did not reflect her own. A scowl tightened his features, and she knew she was treading dangerous water. 

Amy didn’t intend to keep him waiting. Still looking up at him, she opened her mouth and took the tip of his cock between her lips. She bobbed her head up and down to Thomas’s heavy sigh, and her hands soaped up his balls as she worked his length in her mouth. 

Amy took more of him in her mouth with each bob of her head until her throat protested. Thomas hissed, and Amy squeaked as he seized her hair, pulling her to her feet. 

“Finish cleaning,” he ordered through clenched teeth. 

Amy nodded as best she could, and she coated his hardness with the soap, looking up with hooded eyes as she worked him from base to tip in long, slow strokes. His eyes closed, and he hummed deep in his chest.

“That’s enough,” he uttered and snatched Amy’s wrist away from his manhood. 

Thomas stepped backward into the water and rinsed himself off, shaking his head. Amy watched the sudsy water flow down his body to pool at the bottom of the shower and eventually flow down the drain. It didn’t take long for him to banish the remnants of the soap, and he took the initiative to turn off the water. 

Amy gathered her hair and wrung the water out of it as Thomas reached to the counter for their towels, offering one to her. She took it and stepped out of the shower and onto the mat to dry off the droplets still clinging to her skin. When her body was dry, she wound the towel around her hair to soak up some of the remaining moisture.

Amy watched Thomas dry himself off, and she licked her lips as he tied the towel around his waist. His erection had receded to semi-hardness, but it still made a prominent bulge in the towel. 

Amy ducked her head and turned to the bottle of lotion on her counter. She blushed to remember that Thomas had just used this very product to soothe her ass after her spanking. She felt a chill over her body to remember the punishment, and she pushed it out of her mind as she rubbed the moisturizer into her arms. 

“Need some help?” Thomas reached around her to pump the lotion into his hands. 

“Sure…” Amy’s voice was meek as Thomas smoothed the lotion over her shoulders and down her back. 

Amy’s eyes fluttered closed as his callused hands massaged her skin. She leaned forward and braced her arms against the counter. Thomas wound his arms around her to get more lotion, then started on her front. He ran his hands over her stomach and cupped her breasts. She arched her back, hungry for his touch. 

Thomas stepped forward, wrapped one arm around Amy's midsection, and sunk his other hand down to stroke her folds. 

“Fuck…” Amy breathed as wetness flooded between her legs. 

“My sentiments exactly,” Thomas chuckled into her ear, dipping a finger into her entrance. 

Amy flexed her hips, but Thomas only laughed and withdrew his hand. She groaned her frustration and turned her head to scowl at him, but he only smiled. 

“You don’t happen to have any men’s clothing lying around, do you?” Thomas arched his brow at her. 

“Sorry, no,” Amy apologized. “I might have some t-shirts that would fit you.”

“Might I trouble you for one?” Thomas nuzzled into her shoulder from behind. 

“Sure,” Amy’s voice was tight as she came down from her arousal. 

“I guess I’ll have to re-wear my pants,” Thomas sighed and planted a quick kiss on the side of her neck before abandoning the bathroom. 

Amy hurried through the rest of her moisturization routine, making sure her legs didn’t go without. She picked out some jeans and another flannel shirt to wear, and set of white bra and panties, then put them on. She shuffled through her collection of t-shirts and found a black V-neck that she thought might be big enough to fit Thomas’s sturdy frame. 

By the time Amy made it out to the living room, Thomas was already half-dressed in his pants from the previous night. She caught him buckling his belt, and blushed as she remembered the feeling of it tightening around her neck. Thomas looked up at her, and she ducked her head as she offered him the shirt. 

“Thank you,” Thomas took it, and Amy watched as he put it on. 

It fit, but it was tight against his body, and Amy admired the way it clung to him. Thomas seemed to be enjoying it less, though, and a frown crossed his features. 

“Sorry,” Amy piped up. “I can see if I have anything bigger…”

“It’ll be fine,” Thomas shrugged. “Now, what are we going to do about breakfast?”

“Oh,” Amy blinked, embarrassed that she didn’t have more to offer. “I think I have some cereal up in the cabinet…”

“Cereal it is, then,” Thomas gave an easy smile, and moved into the kitchen. 

Amy followed, and set about retrieving bowls and spoons for them both, then set them down on the counter. She opened up the cabinet where she kept the cereal, but before she could reach for it, Thomas’s arm was already stretched out over her head. 

“Thanks,” she blushed as he opened the box. 

“It’s the least I could do,” he winked and filled each of their bowls with Cheerios. 

Amy opened the fridge to withdraw the milk, and poured some into each of their bowls, exhausting her supply. 

“I’ll have to go to the store later,” Amy noted, mostly to herself. 

“I could take you if you like,” Thomas offered through the first bite of his breakfast.

“Oh no, that’s okay,” Amy waved him off, poking at her cereal with her spoon. 

Thomas shrugged, leaning back against the wall as he took another bite. His eyes lingered on her, sparkling as though amused. 

Amy’s stomach fluttered under his gaze, and she looked away as she moved to take a seat at the breakfast bar. Thomas followed suit, and they ate in silence for a while. He finished first and rose to rinse his dish. 

“You didn’t have to do that,” Amy was a little embarrassed that he had taken care of his own dishes. 

“Oh please,” Thomas laughed as he dried his hands with a dish-towel. “I’m not a heathen.”

“You make me feel like a bad host,” Amy protested. 

“You couldn’t be a bad host if you tried,” Thomas assured her, and leaned over the counter to kiss her forehead. 

Amy smiled to herself as she finished off the rest of her cereal. When she was finished, she washed both of their dishes and handed them off to Thomas, who dried them, and she directed him to the cabinet in which they belonged. She felt warmth spread inside of her at the domesticity of it. 

“Coffee?” Amy offered as she took the grounds from the freezer. 

“Please,” Thomas smiled and moved into the living room to have a seat on the couch. 

Amy filled her kettle and set it to boil as she scooped twice her usual amount of coffee grounds into her press. She tried to keep herself from looking over at Thomas, but she could feel his eyes on her as she moved throughout her kitchen. It felt surreal to have him in her home.

When the water boiled, she poured it over the grounds in the press and let it sit as she gathered up a couple of mugs and took them into the living room. She set one down in front of Thomas, and another at the other end of the table. 

“It’ll just be a few minutes,” she felt awkward. 

“No worries,” Thomas smiled up at her. “I’m not keeping you from anything, am I?”

“Not at all,” Amy rushed out. “Well, I usually do my daily reading while I have my coffee.”

“Is that so?” Thomas’s smile curled into a smirk as he raised a brow. “Very good girl.”

Heat rushed into Amy’s face, and she went into the kitchen to hover over the coffee. Thomas always made her feel so vulnerable, and she wanted to collapse into herself every time she saw that look on his face. 

When the coffee had brewed long enough, she slid the press down, trapping all the grounds at the bottom. She took it over to the coffee table and filled Thomas’s mug, then her own, and sat down at the opposite end of the couch from him. 

“Thank you,” Thomas raised his mug to her, then brought it to his lips to blow on the steaming coffee. 

“Of course,” Amy nodded, and took up her own mug. 

“Don’t let me keep you from your reading,” Thomas gestured to her bookshelf. “I’d hate to distract you from your tasks.”

Thomas smiled deviously, and Amy’s stomach twisted. She crossed over to the shelf and picked up the first book she saw- her copy of A Wrinkle in Time. She took it back over to the couch and tucked her legs as she opened up to the first page. 

An extended silence passed as they nursed their coffee, Amy trying vainly to focus on the pages of her book. She saw each of the printed words, but her mind failed to register them. Amy snuck glances at Thomas, but he was not shy about looking over at her- it felt like his eyes were burning holes into her. 

Amy thought it odd, and even rude to be sitting there reading, while he was left with nothing to do. But with the way he studied her, his eyes roaming over her body as she tried to concentrate on her book, she got the idea that he wasn’t bored in the slightest. 

When ten minutes finally passed, the longest of her life by far, Amy shut the book with a sigh. She took a long pull from her mug, willing the coffee to calm her. 

“Well,” she patted the cover of the book. “One down.”

“One down,” Thomas smiled at her, and Amy took the book back over to its place on the shelf. 

“So, I was thinking…” Thomas finally spoke but didn’t continue. 

“Yeah?” Amy prompted after the silence had settled around them again.

Thomas laughed and raked a hand through his hair. Amy thought she could detect a hint of tension in his movements. 

“I was thinking,” Thomas picked up where he had left off, his voice more resolute. “Of opening our contract up again for some additions.” 

“Oh,” Amy blinked, feeling stunned. 

“Nothing bad, of course,” Thomas assured her, and Amy relaxed. “I was mostly wondering how you would feel about adding a couple of tasks to your daily requirements. Tasks of a more… sexual nature.”

Amy’s stomach flipped with a mix of excitement and arousal. She wanted to nod her agreement on the spot, but she counseled herself to stay calm and approach this more rationally. She didn’t want to appear over-eager, even if she felt that way. 

“What did you have in mind?” Amy tried to keep her voice even, but it came out higher than usual. 

“Well, just one thing, really,” Thomas shifted on the couch, so he was facing her. “I was wondering if you would be comfortable adding two edging-sessions to your daily tasks.”

Amy blinked at him again. She had seen that word bounced around in her various chat rooms, but she had never given much thought to it. She was more interested in the bondage and pain-play. 

“What exactly would that entail?” Amy asked.

“Edging?” Thomas looked genuinely surprised. 

Amy nodded, feeling yet again small and embarrassed. 

“It’s just touching yourself for a set time, we’ll say ten minutes or so,” Thomas explained. “Without letting yourself go over the edge into orgasm. Hence the term ‘edging.’”

“I see,” Amy nodded her understanding, and looked down into her coffee. 

“Does that sound like something that would interest you?” Thomas asked, peering at her over his coffee as he took a long swig, finishing it off. 

“I…” Amy frowned. “I’m not sure. Usually, when I touch myself, I have a particular goal in mind…”

Thomas chuckled and set his now- empty mug down on the coffee table. 

“I see your point,” Thomas smiled at her, amused. “But, I’ll raise you another…”

Thomas moved closer to her, and his dark eyes burned into hers.

“Waking up in the morning…” he set the scene, his voice a husky whisper. “Stretching, maybe yawning, and letting your hand slip between your legs…”

Amy shivered as Thomas trailed his fingertips up and down inside of her thigh.

“And starting to circle that prefect little clit of yours…” Thomas went on, and Amy gripped the handle of her mug tighter as Thomas teased her sex through her jeans. “Getting so worked up, and so close to cumming… and then you stop.”

Thomas took his hand away, and Amy whimpered at the loss.

“Because you know that’s what your dom wants,” the words were barely audible as Thomas whispered them into her ear, but chills rolled up and down Amy’s spine as he uttered them. 

Thomas leaned back to look down at her, flashing his bright smile. 

“I don’t know about you…” he purred. “But that is an incredibly sexy visual to me.”

Amy cleared her throat and tried to ignore the way her pussy throbbed. 

“I’m not opposed,” Amy managed. “I’m just afraid that I won’t be able to… you know… get the timing right.”

Thomas hummed, and his eyes sparkled with mirth.

“You think you won't be able to stop yourself,” Thomas stated, and Amy nodded, feeling childish. 

“Well,” Thomas pondered aloud. “There will be some trial and error to be sure. But I think it’s a skill you could pick up fairly quickly. That is, with some practice.”

Amy blushed, and her pussy clenched at the suggestive look that Thomas shot her. She managed a weak nod and sipped at the last of her coffee.

“If you like…” Thomas’s voice was like the rumble of a predatory animal, and he wrapped his hand around her coffee cup, excising it from her grasp. “We could do some practicing now…”

Amy’s heart pounded, and her sex pulsed in time. Thomas’s eyes blazed, and she felt powerless to him as she nodded her acquiescence. Thomas stood from the couch, setting Amy’s mug next to his own on the table, then held his hand out to Amy. She took it and allowed him to help her up. 

Thomas guided her into the bedroom and gestured for her to sit down on the edge of the bed. He sat down beside her and lowered his head to kiss her. Coffee lingered on their breath, and Amy became even more flustered as his tongue delved into her mouth. 

Thomas drew back and looked down at her as his hand circled her neck. Amy’s breath caught as he pressed her backward until she was lying flat against the mattress, her legs still hanging off the end.

Thomas’s eyes never wavered from hers as his hand left her throat to trail down between her breasts and over her stomach, finally stopping when he reached the button of her jeans. Amy’s heart raced as he made quick work of the fastenings, and slid his hand into her pants, but over her panties, and she whimpered at his touch. 

“So, all you have to do…” Thomas breathed into her ear as he petted her. “Is keep it nice and slow at first, so you don’t get too worked up…”

Amy nodded to acknowledge his words, but her mind was consumed by the sensations between her legs. His fingertips teased her through the cotton of her panties, and she knew they would be soaked through in no time. 

“And at first, you could just do something like this for the full ten minutes,” Thomas sounded more like a teacher than a lover as he talked her through his ministrations. “That way, there’s virtually no risk of cumming.”

Amy groaned. She would combust if she had to endure this for a full ten minutes. 

“Then,” Thomas went on. “When you’ve been able to do that for a while, you could move on to something more intense.”

Thomas slipped his hand under the hem of her panties. Amy took a sharp breath as he dipped a finger between her folds and dragged it from her entrance to her clit, and then back down. He moved in torturous up-and-down motions, and Amy’s hips bucked each time he grazed over her clit. 

“Be still and listen,” Thomas scolded. “I’m teaching you a lesson.”

Amy nodded again and did her best to keep still despite the pleasure pooling in her center. 

“This would be the next level,” his voice grew husky in her ear. “Nice and slow, so you don’t get too close…”

Thomas brushed her clit again, and Amy bit her lip to keep from crying out. He chuckled and kissed her neck as his fingers homed in on her clit in tight circles. 

“And then you could do something more intense, like this,” Thomas increased the pressure against her clit and moved faster. 

“Oh my god…” Amy moaned and rolled her hips up against his hand. 

“Just like that,” Thomas encouraged her. “And you just have to resist the urge to go any faster. I think you’re already treading dangerous water as it is…”

Thomas was right. Amy could already feel her inner muscles quickening, and she knew that if Thomas kept at this pace, it wouldn’t be much longer before she would succumb to her orgasm. 

Just as Amy opened her mouth to warn him, he relented, pulling his hand away from her wetness. He brought his fingertips up to Amy’s mouth, and she saw them glistening with her juices. She looked between them and Thomas’s face, and her stomach tightened at the way his eyes gleamed. 

“Good girls…” he drawled. “Clean up their messes.”

Amy swallowed, but she knew better than to protest. She opened her mouth, and a thrill shot through her body as she tasted herself, and she moaned around his fingers as her arousal skyrocketed. When he was satisfied with the cleanliness of his fingers, he withdrew his hand, and Amy blushed as he wiped her saliva off on the front of her shirt. 

“Thank you very much,” he smirked. “Now we can move on.”

Thomas stood up from the bed and situated himself on his knees between Amy’s legs. Her eyes widened as he hooked his fingers beneath the waistband of her jeans and panties, then pulled them down her legs, leaving her glistening sex on display. Thomas’s eyes darkened as he looked between her legs, and Amy felt vulnerable and exposed. 

Amy shivered as Thomas curled his hands beneath her hips, dragging her down so that her ass was only just supported by the bed. He draped her legs over his shoulders, and she gasped as he nuzzled his face against her inner thighs, lavishing her sensitive skin with hot, open-mouthed kisses. 

“And sometimes…” Thomas’s voice was rough. “Your Daddy will be around to help you with your edges…”

Thomas's lips brushed Amy’s folds at his last words, and she gasped as he sucked her clit between his lips and fluttered his tongue over the tip. She squeezed her eyes shut and buried her hands in his hair. He growled and redoubled his assault.

Amy panted raggedly, and she raked her hands through Thomas’s hair as he licked and sucked at her. She rolled her hips into his face, and Thomas braced one of his forearms across her pelvis to hold her still. His other hand joined his mouth at her pussy, and he slid two of his fingers inside her. 

“Fuck!” Amy cried and relinquished her grip on Thomas’s hair to clench her fists in the comforter. 

“Don’t you dare cum,” Thomas lifted his face to order with a growl. “This is just edging…”

The words sent a hot spike of lust through Amy’s core, and she whimpered, afraid of what would happen if she were to disobey him. Somehow, the fear of disobeying him only added to her excitement and made it even harder to resist her climax. 

Thomas ducked his head again and curled his fingers faster inside of her. His tongue circled her clit, and his lips laved over her swollen folds. Amy’s inner walls pulsed around his fingers. 

“I’m so close…” Amy whined, and her legs shook. 

Thomas hummed against her pussy, and the vibration sent a jolt of pleasure through Amy’s body. She gritted her teeth and tried to hold off, but her orgasm was imminent. 

“Sir, please, stop…” Amy begged, her body trembling as she lost grip of her control. 

Just as she was about to fall over the precipice, Thomas withdrew. Amy’s mouth fell open as she hovered for a long moment on the edge. One more touch would send her over, and her eyes widened as she gasped for air. After a moment, the threat of orgasm receded, leaving her body tingling and aching for more. 

Amy blinked to clear her vision, and she looked between her legs to see Thomas watching her with dark expectation. 

“Well?” he prompted, his eyes burning.

“I…” Amy struggled to gather her thoughts. “That was… really intense…”

“Yeah?” Thomas laid out beside her on the bed, pulling her closer so that her head rested on his chest. “How did it make you feel?”

Thomas rubbed Amy’s back in long, sweeping motions, helping her to settle down. Her breathing slowed, and she gathered her thoughts.

Amy was quiet. Her pussy ached from his treatment, and she wanted more than anything to reach between her legs and finish what he started. Then again, she felt somehow elated from not having achieved orgasm. Her body tingled with pleasure, and her skin seemed more sensitive. 

“Frustrated,” Amy finally spoke. “But also really good? It felt so much more intense than when I just let myself cum.”

“That’s very nice to hear,” Thomas turned to whisper in her ear. “You know, I think we could take this a step further…”

Amy’s stomach twisted, and she wasn’t sure if it was from trepidation or excitement. 

“I’m curious to know,” he went on. “When you were begging me, just before I stopped… what were you begging me for?”

Amy’s brows furrowed as she considered the question. 

“I’m not sure,” she answered honestly. “I think I was just overwhelmed…”

“I don’t think so,” Thomas shook his head. “I think you were begging for one of two things. One- you were begging me to let you cum, or two- you were begging me not to let you cum. And I really think it was the latter, wasn’t it?”

Thomas’s voice was sickly sweet, and a chill rolled down Amy’s spine. He was right. Without a word, she nodded against his chest, and Thomas hummed his satisfaction with her answer. 

“And why is that, sweet girl?” Thomas pressed, and pleasure rolled down Amy’s spine at the nickname. 

“Because…” Amy hesitated as she tried to make sense of it. “I didn’t want to disobey you, and I didn’t want you to make me cum without permission.”

Thomas sighed at her response, and kissed the top of her head. 

“It’s nice to make a pretty girl beg to cum,” Thomas mused, his hand still soothing over her back. “But to make her beg not to cum… that’s just electrifying…”

The last word was a growl, and it elicited a corresponding electric sensation between her legs. She squeezed her thighs together to try and find some relief. 

“But since I’m lucky enough to have a girl so wholly devoted to obeying me,” he purred and turned onto his side to look her in the eyes. “I think we should up the stakes.”

Amy’s heart pounded as he ran a finger along her jaw.

“What do you mean?” Amy managed, afraid, but curious to know what new stipulation he wanted to add to their dynamic. 

“I think…” Thomas delayed his response with a predatory smile. “That you should always need my explicit permission to cum.”

Amy felt numb from the mere suggestion.

“Always?” she peeked up at Thomas. 

“Always,” Thomas dragged the word out as his eyes glistened. 

“Even when I’m…” Amy’s heart beat faster as she considered the implication of the new terms. “Alone?”

“Yes, even when you’re all alone,” Thomas almost sang the words as his hand snaked once more between her legs. 

“Wait,” Amy’s hands shot down to take hold of Thomas’s wrist. 

Thomas looked up and raised a brow, more curious than scolding. 

“Yes?” he asked and raised his hand away from her sex to intertwine his fingers with hers. “Are you alright?”

“I’m fine,” Amy nodded her assurance and brought his hand up to nuzzle it with her cheek. “I just… this is a lot to process, and I’m… not exactly in the right headspace to do so…”

Thomas chuckled, and the sound sent ripples of pleasure coursing through her body. No. There was no way she would be able to make a sober decision as aroused as she was. 

“There’s no rush for you to make a commitment,” Thomas relaxed. “It’s just something for you to think about.”

Amy took several slow breaths and tried to clear her head. Her sex still throbbed between her legs, but her need was already less insistent. She scooted closer to Thomas, and he wrapped an arm around her waist. 

Amy tried to imagine how her life would change if she accepted this new condition to their terms. She knew it would certainly make a change in her masturbation habits. The idea that she would have to call or text Thomas to ask, or even beg, for his permission to orgasm every time she wanted to inspired a mix of conflicting emotions. The idea that he might deny her sent equal measures of dread and lust coursing through her blood. 

Amy had imagined it before, of course, having her pleasure so entirely controlled by someone else. At the same time, fantasy and reality were two different things. Was this something she wanted in her daily life or was it just something that turned her on to read about online?

Amy sighed, and a frown strained the muscles of her face. Thomas was silent, but he stroked his free hand down the side of her body. The anxiety of having to decide faded- she knew Thomas would understand and respect whatever choice she made.

At the same time, Amy felt sick at the idea of disappointing him. This was obviously something he wanted to explore with her, and she felt guilty to think of denying him any of his desires when he was already fulfilling so many of her own. 

More than the other thoughts and emotions pinging around her mind, one question filled her with insecurity and jealousy. Rather than let it eat at her, she knew she should just ask. 

“Is this something you’ve done with your other subs?” Amy’s voice was soft, but earnest.

Thomas was silent for a beat, and Amy held her breath. 

“Yes,” Thomas answered, and Amy’s stomach twisted. “But that doesn’t have anything to do with what happens between us.”

Amy made a noncommittal noise, and she shifted within Thomas’s hold.

“Hey,” Thomas called her to attention, and Amy looked up into his dark eyes. “I don’t want you to agree to something just because you think it’s what I want.”

Amy nodded and made to duck her head back into his chest, but Thomas stopped her with a finger under her chin, tilting her head back up to meet his gaze. 

“I won’t deceive you, Amy,” Thomas’s voice was low and solemn. “I am a depraved man with depraved desires. The further this goes between us, the more of that you’ll see. Believe me when I say that there will be plenty of opportunities for you to suffer under my hand, for my pleasure alone.”

Thomas’s words settled over Amy with the weight of promise, and a chill rolled over her body. His eyes shone with the truth, and her pulse raced as she imagined the torments he could devise for her. She bit her lip and bowed her head, nodding in demure acceptance. 

Thomas’s expression relaxed into a natural smile, and he huffed a laugh, then leaned forward to press a kiss to the top of her head. 

“Why don’t you think about it a while?” he suggested. “Like I said, there’s no pressure. I think we have plenty of time to explore everything we’d like to.”

Amy nodded but felt disappointed in herself. 

“I’m sorry,” Amy whispered, hiding her face in Thomas’s chest as tears burned in her eyes. 

“Amy,” Thomas’s voice was soft, but firm, as his arms wove around her. “You have no reason to be upset. I’m certainly not upset with you, and you haven’t done anything wrong.”

“I know…” Amy mewled, her voice strained from holding back her tears. “I don’t know what’s gotten into me…”

“Shh,” Thomas soothed, rocking her in his arms. “Easy. You’ve been through a lot since yesterday.”

Thomas was right. Amy felt like a wreck. Between her punishment the previous night, their intense fucking, and him spending the night, she had been through a whirlwind of emotion within the past twenty-four hours. 

Silence settled between them, and Amy sniffled, but her tears receded. Thomas’s gentle hold calmed her, and she was able to relax. Her breathing steadied, and she snuggled close against him.

“Thank you,” Amy whispered, and Thomas’s chuckle vibrated through his chest. 

“You’re my little girl,” Thomas whispered back, pulling back to peck her nose with a kiss. “And I’m your dom. And I’m going to take care of you.”

“Thank you, sir,” Amy blushed, and Thomas’s eyes sparkled with his smile. “I think I can do the two edging sessions per day if that’s still okay.”

“Are you sure?” Thomas tilted his head. “Again, you don’t need to do anything you don’t feel ready for.”

“I think I’d like to try, at least,” Amy nodded, though she felt nervous. 

“Well,” Thomas rubbed his chin. “I don’t see the harm in it if it’s something you want. And you’re absolutely certain?”

“I’m sure,” Amy nodded, looking up at him with wide eyes.

“Alright, then,” Thomas smiled down at her. “Two a day. And I only expect you to do your best, but please do let me know if you ever accidentally go over. You won’t incur a punishment, but I’d like you to tell me. Can you do that for me?”

“Yes, sir,” Amy nodded, delighted to be able to meet him halfway. “I will do my very best.”

“I know you will, sweet girl,” Thomas’s voice was husky, and his breath was warm against her cheek. “That’s all I ever ask.”

Thomas tilted his head and covered Amy’s mouth with his own, kissing her tenderly. Amy slid her fingers into his hair, still partially damp from their shower, and held him still as she deepened the kiss. He hummed low into her mouth, and Amy responded in kind with a soft whimper. 

Thomas laughed and pulled back, and Amy relented her grip on his hair. 

“Well…” Thomas sighed, smiling down at her. “I should probably get going.”

Amy’s heart twinged with disappointment, but she nodded. He had already spent the night with no notice for her sake and wore her too-small shirt as a result. They sat up on the edge of the bed, and Amy’s face flushed with heat as she pulled her jeans back on. 

“I liked them the way they were,” Thomas smirked, and Amy rolled her eyes, though a smile lifted the corners of her lips. 

They rose from the bed, and Amy walked Thomas into the living room. He picked up his discarded shirt from the previous night and put his keys and wallet back into his pockets. Amy followed him to the door. 

When they were outside, Thomas turned and looked down at Amy. 

“Are you feeling any better?” he cupped her cheek in his palm, his brows creased with concern. 

Amy nodded up at him and stood on tiptoe to kiss his jaw. 

“Thank you for spending the night with me,” she offered a shy smile, and Thomas’s expression relaxed.

“Of course,” he purred, and pulled her into a tight embrace.  

They stood there a moment, and Amy breathed the scent of her body wash on his skin. She sighed as she pulled away and leaned back against her door. 

“I’m sure we’ll see each other again very soon,” Thomas winked and gave a final kiss to the top of her head. 

“See you soon,” Amy said, watching after him as he turned to leave. 

“Don’t forget your tasks,” Thomas instructed over his shoulder. 

“Yes, sir,” Amy called after him as he reached the stairs, and he mouthed the words ‘good girl’ in response. Amy’s eyes widened at the thought of someone catching sight of the interaction, but Thomas only flashed his bright smile. 

When he was finally out of her line of sight, Amy gave a sigh and stepped back inside. She wasted no time crossing back to her couch and collapsing into it. Her mind was numb, and she couldn’t even begin to unravel her thoughts.

She took this opportunity to do her meditation. She changed into some yoga-pants and settled in the middle of her bed, setting her timer on her phone. She focused on her breathing, and on keeping her mind clear. She fell into a state of calmness after having practiced every day over the past several weeks. 

When her timer went off, Amy was in a much better frame of mind. She sent a text to Thomas to report her completion of the task, and to remind him to text her when he got home. 

Once she sent the messages, Amy tossed her phone onto the bed beside her and fell backward, cushioned by the pillows. She let out a huff of air through her nose.

Now that she was alone, and not worried about making sure that Thomas felt welcome and tended to in her home, she could take stock of the toll the previous night. As expected, her ass was still tender, and her pussy was sore from the fucking it received. Her neck felt bruised, though she didn’t see any marks in the bathroom. 

The muscles in her legs were sore, like if she had gone on a hard run, and she knew it was from riding Thomas’s cock. Overall, it was nothing serious, and it brought a smile to her face to feel so thoroughly used. It had been a long time since she felt any kind of post-coital bliss.

Amy’s mind flashed through the memory of Thomas’s hand tightening the belt around her neck, and she felt a tingle of pleasure between her legs. Her hand slipped unconsciously into her pants, and she bit her lip as she slid a finger between her folds to trace over her entrance. 

Amy gasped at the jolt of pleasure that shot through her body. She slid her finger upwards through her folds until she met her clit and rubbed it in tight, fast circles. 

Amy’s back flexed, and her hips rolled up to meet her fingers. Her mouth parted, and she panted softly as her fingers worked over her tiny nub, still swollen and attentive from Thomas’s teasing earlier. 

It wasn’t long before Amy felt her orgasm mounting inside of her. She whimpered softly to herself as she intensified her ministrations, ushering in her climax. Even as it approached, though, she remembered her resolution to perform two edging sessions per day. 

Amy’s stomach flipped with excitement. Now alone, she felt more sound of mind and capable of experimenting with this new task. She slowed the motion of her fingers, equal parts frustrated and delighted to find that the urgency of her orgasm had receded. Amy quickened her movements and then slowed them, and her eyes widened to find that she had more control than she imagined. 

Amy experimented with her pacing, taking herself close to the edge, and then slowing down to back away from it. Finally, she skirted a little too close to the edge and had to take her hand entirely away from her pussy to keep herself from cumming. 

Amy laughed breathlessly. Her sex pounded between her legs, desperate for her to finish what she started. Her body felt electrified and over-sensitive, just like when Thomas had edged her. Though she felt physically unsatisfied, Amy was beyond pleased with herself for having the control to execute her first edging session of the day. 

Amy looked down to her fingers, shining with her wetness and felt a delicious chill as she remembered sucking Thomas’s fingers. Amy had the fleeting urge to suck her own but was too embarrassed to behave so wantonly. She was sure Thomas would be delighted to know the thought had even crossed her mind. 

Instead, Amy rolled out of bed and went into the bathroom to wash her hands. Then, she picked her phone up. 

Just got home, a message from Thomas awaited her, and she blushed as she realized that she must not have heard the notification while she was touching herself. 

I’m glad you made it, Amy sent. 

Her stomach twisted with nerves as she typed up a second message. 

I’ve done my first edging session for you, sir, the message read, and Amy looked at it for a long while before she finally built up the courage to press send. 

Amy held her breath as she awaited his response, and fortunately, she didn’t have to wait long. Rather than a text, though, her phone rang, Thomas’s name appearing at the top of her screen.

“Hi…” Amy answered, her throat suddenly dry. 

“Well?” Thomas’s voice sounded eager. “How was your first solo flight?”

“It was…” Amy searched for the right words. “Actually, a lot of fun.”

Amy was almost surprised to hear herself describe it that way.

“Oh yeah?” Thomas seemed surprised, as well. 

“Yes,” Amy confirmed. “I really liked playing around and finding my limits and figuring out how to hold myself back.”

“And did you…?” Thomas pressed, of course, curious as to whether she had orgasmed. 

“No, actually,” Amy was smug. “I got extremely close, but no. And it was sort of frustrating, but I also felt very accomplished that I was able to hold off.”

“Well, well, well…” Thomas chuckled. “Sounds like we’ll make a little edge-slut out of you yet. And you still have another to go before the day is out.”

“Yes sir,” Amy’s stomach fluttered at his tone. 

“I’m very proud of you,” his voice radiated with his praise, and a smile spread across Amy’s face. “And thank you, as always, for meditating for me.”

“Of course,” Amy breathed into the phone, and heard Thomas’s familiar, satisfied hum. 

“Have a good day, sweet girl,” Amy could hear Thomas’s smile in his words. 

“You too,” Amy responded in kind. 

“I’ll talk to you soon,” he promised. “Buh-bye.”

“Goodbye,” Amy sighed, and hung up the phone. 

Amy smiled to herself for a long while and laid back down on her bed, content to bask in her satisfaction. 

Again, Amy couldn’t believe that anything like this was actually happening to her. She had dreamed of finding a dominant for so long, and now it was her reality. So far, it had been everything she could have possibly imagined, and so much more.

Amy’s stomach fluttered as she wondered what kinds of things Thomas would help her discover. She knew now that orgasm denial was on the table, and she was still caught between whether she wanted to explore it. She would be lying if she told herself she wasn’t at least curious. 

Amy frowned as she tried to figure out what was giving her pause about giving Thomas control of her orgasms. So far, he had proven to be caring, compassionate, and fair in the face of doling out punishment. He had done nothing to give her reason to doubt him. 

Then again, her conceptualization of sexual satisfaction had always revolved around orgasm. She knew that after years of reinforcing that idea within her sex-life, it wouldn’t be easy to give it up at the drop of a hat. 

Still, she had to admit that the idea of ceding control of something so integral to her pleasure was in line with what she found appealing about having a dominant. After all, she had dreamed of finding someone willing to explore new things and push her limits. 

Besides, after her preliminary exploration of edging, she had to admit that if nothing else, it was exciting. While it didn’t offer the satisfaction of completion, touching herself was still very pleasurable. And the act of denying herself created a new sensation inside her, a heightened awareness of her body, and a sense of accomplishment that she was able to resist her instinctual urges. 

Amy huffed a sigh and turned onto her side, pulling one of her pillows against her chest. There were a lot of different angles to think through on this issue, and she was flustered that she was having such a hard time unraveling them.

Amy was grateful that Thomas was patient with her, giving her the time she needed to think through this potential addition to their terms. She felt a shiver at the idea of officially adding the condition of orgasm control to their contract, and her throat tightened as she imagined how the words would look in print.

More than that, she imagined the fire that would surely light up Thomas’s eyes if she had to beg and plead with him to cum. She imagined the mix of dismay and ecstasy she would feel each time he told her no, and the pure elation that would overcome her when he said yes. Her sex flared with arousal at the very idea. 

Amy snapped her thoughts away from the subject. She knew she was still too wound up to make a proper decision. She could feel the sexual energy coursing through her veins, clouding her judgment. 

Amy needed to clear her head, and she knew just how to do it. 

She got out of bed and fetched a sports bra and a pair of socks from her dresser. She knew that the familiar strain of exercise and the focus of maintaining her cadence and breathing would grant her some measure of clarity. 

Eager to escape her nagging thoughts, Amy tightened her shoelaces, gathered up her phone and keys, and was out the door in a flash. 


Chapter VIII

I’ve done my second edging session for you, sir, Amy typed out, her hands still shaking in the aftermath of her pleasure. 

When the message sent, Amy put her phone down with a sigh and a frown. 

Two weeks had passed since they added the two edging sessions, and they hadn’t had a chance to see each other much since then. Thomas was swamped with work, and Amy understood, but it was still saddening. He even had to work through the previous weekend.

Amy wanted to spend more time with him, but she knew she couldn’t ask him to forgo his responsibilities. She did her tasks, and they offered at least some measure of connection to him. Still, there was nothing that could replace his physical presence, especially when she spent at least twenty minutes a day working herself into a fervor without release. 

While she still had orgasms outside of her edging sessions, it felt like there was a deficit of pleasure inside of her each time she denied herself. It was a fascinating sensation- even the orgasms she had didn’t give her enough satisfaction to make up for her frustration. As a result, Amy was more sexually frustrated than she was used to. 

Amy turned onto her side in bed and pulled a pillow tight against her chest. She looked down at her phone for a while to see if Thomas would reply, but the screen remained black. She knew this would likely be the case, but she couldn’t help feeling disappointed. Today, especially, Thomas had been virtually nonexistent in his communications. 

Amy set the pillow back against the headboard and sat up. She was effectively out of things to do for the day. She had completed all her tasks for Thomas, run, and showered. She went through a few stretches just for the sake of doing them, but that didn’t do much to stave off her boredom. 

Amy ambled into the living room and turned on the TV. She cast Netflix from her phone and fell into whatever season of The Office she’d last watched. She went into the kitchen and opened the fridge to peruse its contents. There was a bottle of lemonade in the fridge and tequila in the freezer. 

It was simple enough to make a drink out of those two ingredients, and once it was mixed in her glass with a few cubes of ice, she returned to the living room and settled into the mindlessness of bingeing. 

She had no idea how many episodes she burned through before the alarm on her phone went off. It was ten forty-five, fifteen minutes until her bedtime. And still, there was no message from Thomas.

Amy sighed and finished off the remnants of her drink, then took her glass to the kitchen. She turned off the TV and the lights, then gathered up her phone and moved into her bedroom. She tossed her phone onto her bed and went into the bathroom to brush her teeth. 

When she finished up all her nightly rituals, Amy changed into a pair of cotton shorts and a comfortable t-shirt. She picked up her phone, plugged it into the charger, and typed up her usual goodnight message. 

Goodnight, sir, it read, and Amy bit her lip for a second before making an addition. I miss you. 

She sent the message and set the phone face-down on her nightstand. It buzzed as soon as she relinquished her hold on it, and she picked it back up in an instant. 

Thank you, Amy, it was, of course, from Thomas. And thank you for taking care of all your tasks for me today. I’m sorry I haven’t been very responsive. I think I got the worst of it over with. 

I’m glad you’re getting it taken care of, Amy replied, not sure what else she could say. 

I know it’s your bedtime, Thomas responded. But would you like to chat for just a little bit before you go to sleep?

I would really like that, Amy’s heart lurched with excitement, and she couldn’t keep a smile off her face. 

Amy’s phone buzzed in her hand, and she eagerly answered it.

“Hello…” she breathed into the phone, feeling ridiculous that she was so excited to talk with him. 

“Hello, Amy,” Thomas sighed into the phone. “How’s my sweet girl?”

“I’m okay,” Amy blushed at the endearment. “How are you?”

Thomas gave an irritating scoff into the phone. 

“Exhausted,” he admitted. “But I think the last of the fires are out, for now, anyway.”

“That’s good,” Amy nodded and curled into herself on the bed. “Do you actually get to take tomorrow off?”

“I do, as a matter of fact,” Thomas sounded relieved. “It’ll be nice to sleep in.”

“I can imagine,” Amy sympathized. 

“Anyway,” Thomas’s tone changed. “How was your day?”

“Boring,” Amy shrugged and played with the ends of her hair. “I was mostly just thinking about you…”

“Hm,” Thomas hummed. “I’m very glad to hear that I’m on your mind. Though I’m sorry if you were feeling lonely. I hope you know I miss you very, very much.”

“I miss you too,” Amy whispered the confession. “And… the edging sessions are making me want you, too…”

“Oh, is that so?” Thomas’s voice darkened, and Amy could imagine the smile blooming across his face. “Tell me more…”

Amy’s pussy tingled at his drawled command. 

“Just touching myself for you, and not being able to cum…” Amy’s voice was high and strained. “It’s so frustrating.”

“I like that you feel so frustrated for me,” Thomas’s voice was smug and satisfied. “That’s exactly how I want you to feel when you edge for me.”

Amy’s head spun at his words, and her blood pooled between her legs. 

“I’m frustrated now,” Amy whined the confession.

Thomas chuckled.

“Why don’t we do something about that, then?” he purred into the phone. “Are you wearing any clothes?”

“Just some shorts and a t-shirt,” Amy blushed and itched to remove them. 

“Take them off,” Thomas ordered. “Are you wearing panties under the shorts?”

“Yes, sir,” Amy answered.

“Leave those on,” he amended. “I’ll give you a moment to get undressed.”

Amy set down the phone and stripped out of her shirt and shorts, leaving them piled beside her bed. Clad only in her panties, she picked the phone back up, gripping it tightly as she pressed it to her ear.

“I’m ready now,” she murmured.

“Good girl,” Thomas praised her. “Now lie down on your back and just relax.”

Amy moved into the position he described and did her best to get comfortable even as her blood coursed hot through her veins.

“When you’re settled,” Thomas continued after a pause. “I want you to turn your phone on speaker and set it beside you on the pillow. You’re going to need both of your hands.”

A thrill sparked through Amy’s body at that knowledge, and she tapped the screen of her phone to put it on speaker.

“Can you hear me okay?” Amy asked when she was finished. 

“Loud and clear,” Amy could hear the humor in his voice. “Now, for the moment, I want you to keep your hands by your side and just focus on relaxing your body. Take a few deep breaths and get ready to listen and obey.”

“Yes sir,” Amy let her eyes drift closed as she took several long, slow breaths. 

Even as she relaxed, her skin tingled with excitement, and she waited eagerly for Thomas’s next instruction. 

“I want you to lay your hands flat against your stomach,” Thomas bid, and Amy obeyed. “And move one up and the other down, in opposing directions. Very slowly.”

“Yes, sir…” Amy’s voice was tight as she responded, and the sensitive skin of her stomach tingled as her palms slid over it. 

Amy’s body was already primed for pleasure. Her multiple edging sessions had radically recalibrated her body to associate every touch with arousal. Every brush of her fingertips over her body sent heat racing between her legs, and she sighed breathily into the phone. 

“Very good girl,” Thomas’s voice was husky, and the sound made Amy’s hips arch. “Don’t speed up at all, I want you to go nice and slow.”

Amy whimpered, as his directive only tempted her more. Her heart was speeding up, and she squirmed under her own touch. She waited eagerly for Thomas to speak, and time seemed to pass excruciatingly slowly as her arousal heightened. 

“Now…” Thomas dragged the word out. “Stop moving your hands.”

Amy huffed an impatient sigh, and Thomas chuckled. The sound made her bite her lip, as she suddenly felt childish for being so impatient and unbelievably turned on. 

“Already so flustered,” he admonished her. 

“I’m sorry,” Amy pouted into the phone. “I just really missed you…”

“I missed you too, sweetheart,” Thomas’s tone softened. “I’m glad that you’re still awake, and we can play together a little, even if just on the phone.”

“Me too…” Amy smiled to herself, and her face flooded with heat as she blushed. 

“Now let’s not lose our focus, darling,” Thomas’s authoritative tone was back in full force. 

“No sir,” Amy’s voice rose, and she listened with rapt attention for his next instruction. 

“Move your hands up now, and cup your breasts. Just rest on top of them, don’t knead or massage them, just lightly cover them with your hands.”

Amy’s breath shook as she dragged her hands up her torso and rested her palms over her breasts as instructed. Even her palms grazing over her nipples made them harden, and she bit her lips as they tingled. She whined into the phone, turning her head toward it to make sure that Thomas would hear. 

Amy was only rewarded with his dark chuckle. 

“And now lift up your hands,” Thomas went on. “And only using your middle fingers, I want you to very lightly and slowly circle your nipples. Now.”

Amy did, and she gasped at the jolt of pleasure. Her barely-there touches sent sparks of arousal straight between her legs, and she rubbed her thighs together to soothe her raging arousal. Her breathing quickened, and she subconsciously moved her fingers faster over her nipples. 

“Stop,” Thomas clipped. 

“No…” Amy groaned her frustration but lifted her fingers away from her engorged nubs. 

“Don’t tell me no…” Thomas warned her, his tone chilling her. “Start again. And don’t speed up.”

“Yes sir,” Amy simpered, and began again, working to keep herself from getting carried away. 

Even as slowly as she was moving, the light touches worked her into a fervor. It was exquisite and frustrating at the same time, and she was torn between wanting to linger in this state of heightened arousal, or satisfy the sharp need that nagged at her core. She could feel wetness gathering along her slit and dripping down her ass to pool beneath her on the bed. 

“I’m so wet…” Amy uttered through clenched teeth, rolling her hips up against the air as if it would provide friction. 

“I like you that way,” Thomas purred. “Now stop. Hands by your sides. That’s all you get tonight.”

Amy groaned and slapped her palms down to her sides. Her body burned with need and frustration, and she wanted more. She wanted to cum. 

“Watch your attitude, little girl,” Thomas scolded. 

“I’m so frustrated!” Amy’s voice caught in her throat. 

“I know, sweetie,” Thomas’s voice dripped with mock sympathy. “But, I can’t have you wasting all that beautiful desire and frustration on a quick jill-off before bed.”

Amy blushed hotly at the crudeness of his words contrasted with his sickly-sweet tone. 

“No,” he mused aloud. “I think I need to see it for myself.”

Amy’s heart leaped into her throat, and her head buzzed with excitement. She seized her phone from off her pillow and pressed it against her ear. She desperately hoped that this wasn’t just more teasing on his part. 

“Really?” she could barely manage the word. 

“Really,” Thomas confirmed. “I want to play with you.”

The words made Amy melt. 

“When?” her pulse pounded in her ears as she waited for his answer. 

“Tomorrow?” Thomas suggested.

“Yes,” Amy breathed, barely able to find her voice. 

“Lovely,” he drawled. “Would you mind coming to my place? I think you’ll find it’s more suitable for our selection of activities than an apartment might be. Particularly in the sound-threshold department.”

Amy squirmed at the implication that he would be making her scream or make some other noise that would prove disruptive to her neighbors. She could only imagine what he had in mind for her, and a multitude of scenarios played out in her mind, each making her wetter than the last. 

“That would be fine,” Amy choked out.

“Excellent,” Thomas sounded pleased. “And what would you like me to do to you when you get here, little girl?” 

Amy shivered and opened her mouth to answer, but she could not speak. Her thoughts raced, and her blood pounded. How could she possibly begin to describe the things she wanted him to do to her?

“Amy,” Thomas’s clipped tone brought Amy out of her thoughts. “You need to tell me what you want me to do with you.”

“I…” Amy trailed off, her stomach knotting. “I want you to… to tie me up.”

Amy’s face flushed red with the confession, and she fought the urge to hide her face in her pillow, even though she logically knew Thomas couldn’t see her. 

“Hmm,” Thomas hummed his satisfaction. “I think I can arrange that for you. What else?”

Amy almost whined into the phone. He must know how torturous it was for her to openly acknowledge the what she craved. 

“And I want you to blindfold me,” Amy let the words pour out of her mouth, and she bit her lip as she waited for Thomas’s reply. 

“Very nice,” he approved. “I think that should give me enough to work with for now.”

Amy breathed a sigh of relief, and Thomas laughed on the other end of the call.

“Was that hard?” he teased her in a sing-song voice.

“Yes sir,” Amy mewled into the phone. She suddenly felt vulnerable and embarrassed.

“It’s okay, sweetheart,” Thomas’s voice was gentle. “You don’t ever need to feel embarrassed by the things you need. I want to know what you want so that we can both have a good experience together.”

Amy relaxed, reassured by his words. Excitement tingled in her stomach as she imagined being tied down and blind while he tormented and teased her body. 

“Besides,” his voice darkened. “There will be plenty of time for me to take what I want from you later.”

Amy shivered and imagined in vivid detail the gleaming, devilish smile that was most certainly spread across his face. 

“Now,” his voice took on a business-like authority. “For a few logistical details. I want all of your daily tasks to be complete before you come over. I don’t want anything to be distracting you once you’re here. By what time do you think you could have them all done?”

Amy thought for a moment. She was usually not up terribly late, even on Saturdays. She figured she could easily finish up all her tasks and her run by noon. 

“What about… two?” Amy suggested. She estimated that she would be finished with her tasks well before then, but she wanted to allow herself a buffer in case there was some sort of mishap that threw her off schedule. 

“Two it is,” Thomas confirmed. “And to lighten your load a little, I don’t want you to do either of your edging sessions tomorrow. In fact, from the time we hang up the phone tonight, I don’t want you touching yourself.”

Amy’s stomach flipped, and she felt a twinge between her legs, almost as if her sex was protesting.

“Is that understood?” Thomas pressed, his voice stern.

“Yes sir,” Amy answered instantly. 

“Good girl,” Thomas’s praised. “I’ll send you my address, any navigation app should be able to get you there without issue.”

“Okay,” Amy whispered.

“I want you to wear one of your flannel shirts and a pair of jeans,” he instructed, as easily as if he was ordering lunch off a menu. “Your shoes are up to you, and you can wear a jacket if you like. But you will go without underwear, no bra or panties at all.”

Amy’s stomach tightened, and a surge of lust shot between her legs. She didn’t think she’d ever so much as left her apartment without a bra and panties before, and certainly not intentionally. 

“Yes, sir,” Amy confirmed.

“Tell me what you’re going to wear for me tomorrow,” Thomas ordered. “Just so I know you understand.”

“One of my flannel shirts, jeans, shoes of my choice, a jacket if I like,” Amy listed off, her throat dry as she approached the last item. “And no underwear.”

“Very good, Amy,” Thomas’s voice radiated his satisfaction with her. 

“Sir?” Amy piped up.

“Yes?” Thomas waited for her question.

“Do socks count as underwear?” her voice was little more than a squeak and prompted gentle laughter from Thomas.

“No, they do not,” came his amused answer. “You may wear socks as called for by your selected footwear.”

“Sorry, that was a silly question…” Amy blushed again and wondered if her complexion could be permanently altered from being flushed so often. 

“Not at all,” Thomas dismissed the notion. “I appreciate your devotion to detail. It’s never silly for you to have questions, I promise.”

“Okay,” Amy relaxed and fell silent as she smiled.

“I’m very excited to see you tomorrow,” Thomas murmured into the phone, his voice sounding like a warm embrace. 

“I’m very excited too,” Amy echoed as her stomach gave another flip of anticipation.

“Try to get some sleep, sweet girl,” Thomas whispered. “You’re going to need it.”

Amy’s hand nearly slid between her legs at the huskiness of his voice, and she huffed in frustration as she remembered that Thomas instructed her not to touch herself until she saw him tomorrow. He must have guessed what happened, and his dark chuckle sounded over the phone. 

“Remember the rules, naughty girl,” he chided. “Goodnight. Sweet dreams.”

“Goodnight, Daddy,” Amy sighed into the phone. “See you tomorrow.”

“I’ll see you tomorrow,” Thomas repeated, and Amy hung up the phone, not wanting to linger. 

Flustered, she gathered up her phone and made sure it was plugged into the charger, then turned onto her side, facing away from it. She had no clue how she was supposed to fall asleep with the way her heart was racing and how her sex tingled between her legs. She shifted her thighs to try and offer herself some relief, but it was useless. 

Amy could only toss and turn in her bed until she fell into a restless sleep. 

When she woke the next morning, she set straight to work completing her tasks. She found it immensely hard to focus on the words of her latest book, The Pillars of the Earth, and she acknowledged that she probably should have selected some lighter intellectual fare given her state of distraction. 

She went straight from her reading to her meditation, and it was only when she finished that she noticed the hunger gnawing at her insides. In her eagerness, she forgot to eat breakfast. 

Amy rectified the situation with a bowl of oatmeal and boiled some water for her coffee. Her foot tapped of its own accord, and she looked at the time on her microwave. Minutes seemed to stretch far longer than usual, and she huffed her aggravation. 

Amy tried to settle herself and decided to report the completion of her tasks to Thomas. She suspected he was still asleep, since he’d been working so hard as of late, and this seemed to be the first real day off he’d had in a while. Her suspicions were confirmed when he didn’t reply to her texts. 

Amy sighed, and gathered up her oatmeal and coffee, taking them into the living room. She flipped on the TV and opened Netflix, opting to watch Parks and Rec to kill some time. The familiar ebb and flow of the show offered her mind the comfort of familiarity, but it didn’t do much to lessen the sharp mix of excitement and nerves that were uncurling in her belly. 

When she finished her breakfast and cleaned up the dishes, she was irritated to find that it was still only just past eleven. Why had she suggested such a late time?

Amy racked her brain for something that could kill a little time. Usually, her tasks took longer to complete, as she had the edging sessions. Thomas had instructed her to forgo them, and the soft tug of arousal made her even more eager and impatient to get to him. 

Amy was grateful that she still had her run. Hopefully, that would at least take the edge off her nervous energy. She changed into her running clothes, grabbed her phone and keys, and headed out the door. 

As she suspected, the run centered her mind and gave her something to focus on other than her impending afternoon with Thomas. She was forced to concentrate on her pacing and breathing, and she took note of the increase in temperature as the winter melted away into spring. She would miss the chill of the air in the summer, but for now, she was grateful that she was able to breathe without the sting of the cold. 

When Amy finished her run, she trekked up the stairs to her apartment, winded, but feeling calmer by far than when she set out. The only thing on her mind was to stretch out her tight muscles and take a shower. 

As she went through her usual stretches and her heartrate decreased, Amy’s nerves crept back into her stomach, but without the frantic edge from before. She was excited, but she wasn’t compelled to check the clock every three seconds. 

When her muscles were limber, and her body stopped pouring sweat, Amy stripped out of her clothes and went into the bathroom to shower. Her stomach fluttered excitedly as she started the process of getting ready for Thomas. 

Amy took special care to make sure her body was devoid of sweat and stubble. She shaved and double-checked that she hadn’t missed so much as a single hair. When she was satisfied with her legs, she focused on her sex. 

Even the sensation of the razor against her sensitive folds was enough to make her shiver, and she made sure not to give in to the temptation to spend any unpermitted attention on her swollen pussy. Still, she took great care to make sure that she was completely bare and smooth before she got out of the shower.

Amy dried off and wrapped her hair in her towel, then moisturized her body with her most luscious-smelling lotion, which she usually saved for special occasions such as office parties. She couldn’t think of a more special time than being tied down at Thomas’s mercy, and her skin tingled with lustful energy as she massaged it. 

Amy let down her hair and combed through it, adding some leave-in conditioner to make sure it was extra smooth. She frowned as she wondered what she wanted to do with her hair. She couldn’t remember if Thomas asked her to do anything specific with it. She bit her lip and furrowed her brow, then decided she would simply have to ask. She already asked about socks, and he promised there were no silly questions. 

As she picked up her phone, she saw that Thomas must have texted her when she was in the shower. 

Sorry I’m just now responding, it read. I slept in a little later than usual. Thank you for doing all your tasks for the morning. 

Of course, Amy replied. I did have a question for you, though. How would you like my hair for when I see you?

There was a brief delay, but Thomas was prompt in his response. 

That’s a great question, he replied. Leave it down, but wear a ponytail on your wrist in case we need to put it up at some point. I’m sorry I forgot to specify last night, and thank you for asking. 

Of course, Amy said again. I’m very excited to see you. 

I’m very excited to see you too, Amy’s stomach flipped at the response. Oh, and before I forget, here’s my address. Let me know if you think you’ll be able to get there just with that or if you need further instructions. 

Thomas sent her the address, and Amy promptly copy-pasted it into her navigation app. She reviewed the directions and verified the familiarity of the route Thomas had driven her before. She figured it looked simple enough, as long as she could find the break in the trees for his driveway. 

It’s pretty straightforward, Amy typed. I think I’ll be able to manage. 

Perfect, Thomas approved. And you can always call me if you need help along the way. 

Yes, sir, Amy smiled, warmed by his care and concern.

Now, if you’ll excuse me, he transitioned. I have a few things I need to take care of prior to your arrival. I expect you to be timely, of course.

Yes, sir, I will be, Amy gulped at the subtle command. 

And when you arrive, he continued. I want you to kneel at my doormat. Don’t bother knocking- if you’re on time, I should know when to open the door. Besides, I’ll hear your car pull up. 

Yes, sir, Amy smiled at his humor, though the thought of kneeling outside for him made her stomach flip again. 

Good girl, Thomas praised her. I’ll see you very soon. 

See you soon, Amy repeated and tossed her phone onto the bed beside her. 

Amy’s nerves fluttered inside her, and she checked the time. It was almost ten past one- she needed to start putting her clothes on. She went to the closet and agonized over the choice of which flannel she should wear. She settled on one with predominately red color with traces of blue in the plaid pattern. Her hands shook as she buttoned it up, leaving the top one undone. 

The flannel brushed against her nipples, a strange sensation given that she usually wore a bra with these shirts. Per Thomas’s orders, there was no barrier between her sensitive breasts and the shirt. It was of little surprise that she felt her buds hardening, which only exacerbated the issue. 

With her shirt on, she turned her attention to her selection of jeans. Her options were fewer by far, and she decided on a medium-wash pair that accented the curvature of her thighs and waist. She pulled them up and shivered as her sex, usually protected by soft panties, pressed flush against the rough denim. 

Amy’s mouth went dry as she buttoned and zipped her jeans. Though she was fully clothed by all outward appearances, she felt as good as naked with the way her clothes tantalized her skin. A soft throb pulsed between her legs, and she almost groaned as her hand itched to satisfy her need. 

Amy shook her head to refocus- she still wasn’t wearing any shoes. 

She crossed back to her dresser, selected a pair of soft socks, and then opted for a pair of stylish ankle boots. When they were on her feet, she stood and looked herself up and down in the mirror. For all intents and purposes, she looked like she could be going to the grocery store, or to a movie, or any mundane activity. 

Amy’s body shuddered to know that something much more intimate awaited her. 

With growing anticipation, Amy selected a light suede jacket that matched her boots and wondered if there was anything else she might need. She went around her room and collected her phone charger, as well as her toothbrush, and put them in her purse just in case the day rolled into night.

When she was satisfied she had everything she would need, Amy checked the time on her phone again. Her stomach clenched- it was nearly half-past one. That still gave her plenty of time to make it to Thomas’s house, but she was wrought with anticipation to be so close to seeing him, and being once more at his mercy. 

Gathering her courage, Amy did a quick double-check to make sure she had her phone and headed out the door.

Amy’s hands shook as she turned the key in the ignition and her car growled to life. She attached her phone to the mount oh her dash and again copy-pasted Thomas’s address into the search bar on her navigation app. The route popped up, and Amy looked over it to have a general idea of the directions, then started the navigation. 

The annoying voice of the map software guided Amy out of the city and into its verdant surroundings. Amy took care to make all the turns correctly, not wanting to end up lost and throwing off her timing. She had a cushion of roughly ten minutes or so just in case, but as anxious as she already was, she didn’t want to have to go through the process of calling Thomas to her aid and throwing a wrench in his plans.

Thankfully, despite her nerves, Amy soon found herself without major calamity at the beginning of Thomas’s long driveway. Before she pulled up to the house, Amy lingered at the head of the gravel drive. 

Her knuckles whitened as she gripped the steering wheel and looked up toward the house and took several breaths to calm herself. Though she had been here before, the house seemed somehow different, mystical even. Perhaps it was her awe of the man that lived inside, or what she knew was about to take place. Either way, she felt a sense of reverence.

Still, Amy knew that she was on a schedule, and she had to advance and park her car. She took a breath to calm her racing heart and fought to contain the sparks of excitement lighting up within her stomach. She lifted her foot off the brakes and heard the gravel crunch under her ties as she inched toward his house. 

Amy pulled her car alongside his and took the key out of the ignition. She swallowed as she looked up at the door that she would all too soon be kneeling in front of. She still had a few minutes to kill before it was actually two, but she couldn’t sit still for much longer. 

Amy got out of the car, and slowly approached the stairs of the porch. She worked hard to keep her breathing even as she neared the door, and when she finally stood on the mat, she stood stock-still for a moment, overwhelmed by her racing thoughts. 

Amy took a shuddering breath and sunk down onto her knees. She closed her eyes, put her arms behind her back, and waited. 

Sheer anticipation ate at Amy’s stomach, and her ears strained for any hint of Thomas approaching the door. Her heart pounded in her chest, and tension tightened her muscles until she trembled. 

Finally, she heard the soft click of the lock, and held her breath as the door swung inward. 

Amy didn’t look up, but her stomach fluttered as Thomas’s feet, clad only in socks, came into her line of sight. An interminable amount of time seemed to pass, with her kneeling, and him looming over her. 

Amy’s heart pounded, and it took all her self-restraint to keep from looking up at him. She knew he was likely testing her, or at the very least toying with her, and using this as an opportunity to ramp up her anticipation. 

It was working. Amy’s every breath shook, and she was embarrassed that it took so little to work her up. 

“Hello, Amy,” Thomas purred, and Amy shivered at the liquid clarity of his voice. 

“Hi,” Amy choked, relief and excitement unfurling within her, and Thomas chuckled. 

“Look at me,” he ordered, and Amy obeyed, tilting her head up. 

Her mouth went dry as his dark eyes flashed down at her. They burned with ferocious intensity, and she shrunk under his gaze. The corner of his mouth twisted up in his customary smirk. 

“Right on time,” he commended her. “Very good girl.”

“Thank you, sir,” Amy felt wave of pleasure roll over her body at his praise. 

“I hope you’ve followed the rest of my instructions just as well,” his voice was darker. “I suppose we’ll see. But first things first.”

Amy watched intently as Thomas reached behind his back and withdrew something from the rear pocket of his jeans. Her eyes widened to see a simple strip of black satin- a blindfold. She nearly melted at the sight of it. s

“Close your eyes,” he instructed, and Amy gave him a last look before she obeyed. 

Amy flinched as Thomas’s fingers brushed her temples, arranging the cloth securely over her eyes. Amy’s chest rose and fell with her quickened breaths, and she trembled as Thomas affixed the fabric around her head. He tied it off, gently securing the knot. 

“Is it too tight?” he gave it a light tug.

“No, sir,” Amy answered. 

“Good,” he sounded satisfied. “Open your eyes to test if you can see anything.”

Amy did but was greeted only by the blackness of the blindfold. He had very effectively robbed her vision, and the knowledge made a thick pool of arousal form low in her stomach. 

“Nothing,” she confirmed. 

“Excellent,” Thomas’s voice darkened. “Now hold out your hand in front of you, palm down, so I can help you to your feet.”

Amy obeyed, and her heart skipped as Thomas’s fingertips traced down along her forearm from her elbow until he reached her hand. He tugged her upward, and Amy stood, allowing him to guide her into the warmth of his home. 

Amy jumped as the door shut behind her. She was really there, blindfolded in Thomas’s home, ready to succumb to him. She could hardly believe this was happening. 

Thomas placed his hand in the small of her pack and ushered her forward. Amy, feeling vulnerable without her vision, held tightly to his hand as he guided her. She paid careful attention to the feeling of hardwood versus carpet beneath her feet, and she tried to remember the layout of his home as she walked blindly through it. 

Amy felt more helpless than she thought she might, and she let out a fearful whimper as her shoe snagged the corner of a rug. She tightened her grip on Thomas’s hand as she started to lose her balance, but she held her steady with a hand at her waist. 

“I’ve got you,” he assured her, and she relaxed, but only so much, as the sound of his voice sent a different sort of nerves shooting through her blood. 

It seemed to Amy that they walked endlessly before they reached their destination- wherever that was. She heard another door close behind her, and another chill rolled through her body.

“And… stop,” Thomas directed, and Amy stood still. 

Thomas released her and removed his hand from her back, and fear flashed through Amy’s body as she felt suddenly alone. She schooled herself to remain calm and trusted that Thomas was working everything together to enhance her emotions. 

It wasn’t a moment before she felt Thomas’s fingertip trace down her neck, then tug at the collar of her shirt. Amy breathed shakily as he trailed a path down from her collar to where the second button concealed her naked breasts and her nipples, which had been hard and aching since Thomas opened the door. 

Amy’s breath hitched as Thomas’s fingers traveled lower, and she gasped as he grazed the hard buds through her shirt. A flash of hot arousal shot from her nipples to her sex. Thomas hummed, and covered her breasts with his hands, massaging them deep and slow. Amy moaned and leaned so that her back was pressed against his chest. 

“Hm,” Thomas hummed his satisfaction as he flexed his fingers. “I see you’ve followed instructions on this front as well.”

Amy nodded in earnest, unable to find words to acknowledge him. 

Thomas abandoned her nipples, to Amy’s mixed disappointment and relief. He ran his palms down her sides to rest on her hips. Amy arched toward him unconsciously, biting her lip. Thomas laughed. 

“Someone’s excited,” he remarked. 

“I missed you…” Amy breathed, blushing at her own admission. 

“I missed you, too,” Thomas gave her hips a gentle squeeze as he kissed the side of her neck. “But you’re here now…”

Thomas lowered his hand to trace over her mound through her jeans. Her head spun, and she resisted the urge to latch on to Thomas’s wrist and either stop him or shove his hand down her pants. She forced herself to be patient, though it became increasingly difficult when his fingers dipped between her legs to trace over the folds of her pussy through the denim. 

“Hm,” Thomas seemed dissatisfied. “Not so easy to tell on this front.”

Amy was sure he was right. It was easy enough to feel her rock-hard nipples through soft flannel, but her jeans may as well have been armor. Still, he didn’t seem wholly deterred in his efforts as he cupped her pussy in his palm, exploring even more intently with his fingertips. 

Amy’s head spun as he made a dissatisfied sound in the back of his throat, and she swayed as he removed his hand. 

“I’ll have to conduct a more thorough observation,” he purred into her ear, and Amy whimpered. 

Thomas’s fingers moved to the button of her jeans and Amy felt the tug of fabric as he undid the fastenings. The sound of the zipper made her hair stand on end. When Thomas slid his fingers inside her jeans to softly graze her pussy, she gasped. 

Thomas grunted as he circled Amy’s clit, and she yet again resisted the urge to take hold of his wrist. She panted and arched her hips back and forth to increase the friction. 

“No panties…” his voice was dark. “Very good girl.”

Thomas slid one of his fingers inside her, and Amy could no longer contain herself. She moaned and bit her lip, for the first time resentful of the blindfold keeping her from pleading with her eyes. However, Thomas seemed to understand her sentiment, and with a low chuckle, he withdrew his hand.

“Be still,” Thomas instructed, and Amy flinched as his lips brushed her forehead in a kiss. “It’s time to undress you.”

Amy swallowed and nodded her understanding. Her heart pounded, and her breathing quickened at the thought of baring herself to him. Somehow being without her sense of sight made her more nervous to be naked. 

Thomas placed a hand on her side, then traced it down her leg to her ankle. He unzipped her boot, then gave her foot a light tap, and Amy lifted it so he could remove her shoe, and then her sock. She placed her bare foot back on the ground, already feeling exposed. 

Thomas repeated the process with her other foot, and Amy flexed her toes into the rug beneath her feet. She released a shaky breath as Thomas’s hand moved back up her leg to settle at her waist. 

Amy bit her lip as Thomas slid his thumbs under the waistband of her jeans, dragged them down over her ass and guided them down around her ankles. 

“Step out, carefully,” Thomas’s hands were back at her hips, and he steadied her as she untangled her feet from the material. 

“Last but not least…” Thomas murmured, and he gave her shirttails a soft tug. 

Amy held her breath as his fingers worked at the buttons, exposing her skin bit by bit until there was only one remaining. He waited just a beat longer to undo the last one, and she whimpered when he unclasped it, and her shirt opened fully to expose her breasts. 

Thomas’s fingers brushed down from her neck over her shoulders, drawing goosebumps in their wake, and causing Amy’s shirt to flutter off her body to join her jeans on the floor.

Amy curled her hands into fists at her sides and resisted the urge to cover herself. Though she was effectively blind, she could feel Thomas’s eyes on her, which equally thrilled her and made her want to disappear. 

Amy was comforted as Thomas’s hands took up their familiar place at her hips, though she shivered at the feeling of his skin against hers. She was unprepared, though, for the hot wetness of his mouth as it enveloped her nipple. 

Amy gasped, and her hands flew to Thomas’s shoulders as he laved at the peak of her breasts with his lips and tongue. She whimpered as his fingernails dug into her sides, and she shuddered at the growl that vibrated against her chest. 

“You are so, so beautiful…” Thomas worshipped, his lips grazing her sternum, and Amy’s knees nearly buckled. 

All of a sudden, Thomas withdrew, and Amy couldn’t feel him touching any part of her. She suppressed a feeling of abandonment and panic that worked its way into her chest. Before she could linger on it, though, Thomas pressed himself against her from behind. 

Amy moaned as he ground his cock against her through his pants. She arched back, but halted as Thomas’s hand twisted into her hair to yank her head back. 

“Not so fast, little slut,” the degradation sent a rush of arousal through Amy’s body. “We have more work to do.”

With that, Thomas spun her around and pressed her backward. Amy cried out as she found herself falling, only to land on the mattress. Thomas chuckled.

“Did I scare you?” mirth echoed in his tone, and Amy offered a breathy laugh of her own. 

Amy let Thomas manipulate her body as he placed her where he wanted on the bed. When he was satisfied, she felt the roughness of his stubble scrape over her stomach as he placed a kiss above her navel. Amy took a sharp breath, and a shudder rolled through her body. 

Thomas’s weight shifted the bed as he moved, tracing his palms down over her pelvic bones and the tops of her thighs, stopping at her knees. He spread them apart, just past the point of comfort, and Amy squeaked at being so stretched. 

“Keep them there,” Thomas bade, and Amy nodded. 

The mattress squeaked as Thomas got off the bed, and Amy was visited by the slight dread of loneliness. The brush of his fingers over her right ankle announced his return, and her knee jerked at the light touch.

“Relax,” Thomas ushered. “And stay still.”

“Yes sir,” Amy breathed and tried to release the tension that had crept into her muscles. 

Thomas was silent as he dragged some foreign material over her calf. Panic spiked in Amy’s mind, and her muscles snapped taut. She barely suppressed the urge to close her legs.

“What is that?” the words came out in a rush, her throat tight. 

“It’s rope, Amy,” Thomas placed his palm on her thigh, soothing up and down her skin. 

“Oh,” Amy panted, breathless from her moment of fear. 

“Do you want to hold it?” Thomas asked, his voice calm and patient. 

Amy bit her lip, feeling small and embarrassed for her anxiety, but nodded. Even if she couldn’t see it, feeling the rope in her hands would help to demystify it and hopefully settle her nerves. 

“Here,” Thomas took gentle hold of one of her wrists, turning it palm-up so he could place the rope in her hand. 

Amy took her time exploring it with her fingertips. It was heavy but soft, obviously not just some clothesline he had picked up at a supermarket. She stroked over the coiled strands with a sense of awe, knowing that soon they would be immobilizing her. 

“Better?” Thomas asked, and Amy leaned into his touch as he stroked her hair. 

“Yes, sir,” Amy nodded. “I’m sorry. I got scared.”

“It’s okay to be scared,” Thomas assured and pressed a kiss against her lips. “Do you like my rope?”

“It’s very soft,” Amy nodded. “I like it.”

“Good,” Thomas’s voice had an edge. “Now, beg me to tie you up with it.”

Amy’s mouth went dry, and her stomach tightened. 

“Will you please tie me up with your rope, sir?” she squeaked, her voice no more than a high rasp.

“I certainly will, little girl,” Thomas’s voice dripped with lust, and the sound of it made Amy’s pussy clench. 

Thomas’s hands moved back down her leg, and Amy shivered as he crafted and coiled the rope into a cuff around her ankle, then anchored it somehow to his bedframe. 

“Flex your foot,” he directed. “See if there’s anywhere that’s too tight or pinching.”

Amy twisted and turned her foot, but the rope was situated so that it was secure, but not painful. 

“No tightness or pinching,” she confirmed. 

“Good,” Thomas was matter of fact, and Amy felt him repeat the process on her other food. 

Thomas was quiet as his hands worked at Amy’s extremities, and she could feel the focus radiating off him. Amy squirmed at his delicate touch, and her whole body shivered, especially when he grazed over her pulse points. He was careful to check in with her after each tie, making sure there was no undue discomfort in any of her joints. 

Finally, Amy was secured to the bed spread-eagle, her limbs stretched out across the large bed. She gave an obligatory struggle, and smiled in childish glee to find that there was only the slightest amount of give in the ropes. 

She was truly bound and helpless. There was no way she could get out of this herself, even if she wanted to. The only way she could escape was if Thomas released her. The knowledge filled Amy with a heady pleasure that collected at the base of her stomach. 

“Well then,” Thomas sighed, as if at the end of a long day of work. “And what do we say, angel?”

“Thank you for tying me up, sir,” Amy squirmed.

Thomas hummed, and the mattress sank beneath his weight as he joined her on the bed. She hummed as he nuzzled his face against hers. He sighed, and his lips met hers in a sensual kiss. His tongue slipped into her mouth, and Amy shuddered with pleasure. 

“You look so beautiful,” Thomas pulled back to whisper. 

“Thank you,” Amy managed the response. 

“Do you remember your safewords?” Thomas cupped her face in his hands and stroked over her cheekbones with the pads of his thumbs.

“Red and yellow,” Amy answered.

“Very good,” Thomas confirmed. “And please do not hesitate to use them the moment you feel that you need to.”

Amy’s jaw tightened, and her stomach flipped. 

“I’m not trying to unnerve you,” Thomas assured her and kissed her lips again. “I have to be able to trust that you will communicate with me, understand?”

“Yes sir,” Amy relaxed, but her nerves were heightened by the fact that she was bound and naked. 

“Good girl,” Thomas sounded relieved, and he kissed her again, his hand stroking over the top of her head. 

The bed creaked as Thomas moved off of it, and Amy’s stomach twisted as she heard the opening and closing of a door. She wondered if he had left, but that notion was abolished by the sound of drawers sliding open and shut. 

Amy’s breathing quickened as she wondered what he was gathering from within the drawers. She whimpered and squirmed in her restraints again, but they held fast. Thomas laughed, and Amy blushed. 

“Oh, you sweet, silly girl,” he sighed, his voice holding an edge that made Amy shiver. “I’m afraid you won’t be able to wriggle your way out of these. I’m an excellent knotsman.”

Amy believed him, and she stilled, forcing herself to calm down as she awaited whatever would befall her. 

Quiet descended upon the room, and all that met Amy’s ears was the sound of her own ragged breathing. She curled her hands into fists to keep from moving restlessly about on the bed. Her anxiety rose with each passing second, and she had the urge to ask Thomas to hurry up in his preparations.

No sooner had the thought crossed her mind, Amy felt a soft tickle along her stomach. 

“Ah!” she cried out and jerked away from the touch. 

Amy’s heart pounded and her muscles tightened involuntarily, only to inspire a laugh from Thomas. She felt it again, and whimpered reflexively, but relaxed as she realized she wasn’t in any pain. It tickled, but other than that, it did little more than delicately stroke her skin as Thomas moved it in circles over her stomach. It was soft and bushy- she could only assume it was a feather duster.  

Amy sighed as her panic receded, and she began to enjoy the way her skin tingled in response. Curious, she arched her back up, trying to get more pressure, but Thomas drew away in perfect time. When she was flat on her back again, he resumed. This time, he ventured upward and teased her nipples, which hardened and tingled under his ministrations. 

Amy moaned and writhed up against the duster, only for Thomas to withdraw it again. She groaned her frustration as all her anxiety and nervousness manifested into arousal at the touch of the feathers. 

“Settle down, little girl,” Thomas purred the warning. “We have a long way to go.”

Amy huffed her impatience, but stilled again, eager for Thomas to brush the feathers over her. She sighed as he twirled them over her stomach, and she gave a breathless laugh as he quickened his ministrations to tickle rather than stroke her. 

Thomas shifted his attention to her ribs and sides, and though Amy tried to suppress it, she couldn’t help the peals of her laughter that it drew from her throat. She twisted and turned within her bindings, but there was nothing she could do to block or evade him. She gasped for air as he relentlessly tickled her, moving the duster over all her most ticklish spots. 

Just as Amy was about to beg him to stop, Thomas relented and resumed the gentle stroking that elicited a much more erotic sensation. Amy hummed, and felt a pool of hot arousal gather in her stomach as Thomas focused the duster around her hips and thighs. The feathers traced over her mound, and Amy bit her lip as her muscles twitched involuntarily. 

Thomas must have noticed, and he repeated the motion, causing the same response from her body. Amy blushed to be so sensitive, but she ached for him to move the duster lower. She wanted to feel it against her pussy, and she communicated as much by lifting her hips.

“Is there something you want?” Thomas teased her, moving the duster back and forth between the ridges of her pelvic bones.

“Yes, sir…” Amy groaned, and rhythmically flexed her hips toward the object of her desire. 

“What might that be, slut?” he asked, centering the duster between her mound and her navel, moving it in tight, fast circles. 

“I want you to use that on my pussy,” Amy admitted, the words a rush as they passed her lips.

“Oh, do you?” Thomas dragged the duster up and down each of her thighs, still avoiding her leaking sex. 

“Yes, sir, please!” Amy whined and twisted in her bonds. “I need it, please…”

“Are you feeling achy and desperate from not touching your pussy?” Thomas pressed, his voice sweet and condescending.

“Mm-hmm…” Amy nodded, her lust and excitement reaching a fever pitch. 

Her thoughts were suspended in her brain as her body focused on the throbbing desire between her legs. Her breath came in fast pants, and she bit her lip as her hips arched hungrily in search of something to create friction.

“Surely, you’re not that desperate,” Thomas sneered. “What was it? Less than a day?”

“I… I don’t…” Amy stammered, having a difficult time forming words as her body trembled at Thomas’s diminution.

“You don’t know?” Thomas finished for her. “Oh, that’s so precious. I love that I can turn you into such a desperate, horny mess.”

Heat flooded Amy’s face, and she turned her head as if to look away, even though she couldn’t see him past the blindfold anyway. She couldn’t ignore the effect that his words had on her arousal, which skyrocketed, adding to her already unbearable predicament. 

“I love seeing you tied to my bed,” Thomas continued, his voice growing darker. “And I love seeing you pull against my ropes, and whimper while I brush and tickle you. And I love that I can see your pussy juices trickling down over your little asshole onto my bed.”

Amy’s blood ran hot with embarrassment, and she instinctively tried to close her legs to hide her dripping pussy from his gaze. Thomas obviously noticed her attempt, and he gave a dark laugh. 

“Is my little slut all shy and demure now that she’s getting what she begged for?” Thomas’s voice sank in pitch as he became more intent. “You asked for this specifically, you know. I remember. And now I’ve delivered it.”

Amy cried out as Thomas buried his hand in her hair, yanking her head backwards. Her heart raced and her sex quivered as he ravished her mouth with a kiss. He bit down on her lower lip, and Amy let out a string of high whimpers as he pulled back until it snapped from between his teeth, swollen and throbbing. 

“Now…” Thomas mused. “What was it you wanted from me again?”

The duster was back, coursing a languid path from her sternum down to her navel. Amy made an unintelligible noise as goosebumps rose along her skin, and her back arched up toward the feathers. 

“I want you to use that on my pussy, sir!” Amy answered, excited that he might finally give some attention to her throbbing sex. 

“Do you think there’s a better way you might phrase that, darling?” Thomas posed, and traced the duster back up to her chest. 

“Sir…” Amy licked her lips and tried to steady her breathing. “Will you please use that duster on my pussy… please?”

“Much, much better, sweet girl,” Thomas’s lips brushed against her ear as he rumbled his approval.

Amy sighed happily as Thomas dipped the duster back down her body, and her breath caught as he circled it over her mound. She bit her lip and arched her back, delighted for the feathers to caress her swollen folds. 

“But I don’t think so,” Thomas hissed into her ear, and Amy’s stomach dropped. 

In an instant, Thomas was gone from beside her, and the duster withdrawn. Amy sobbed her frustration and threw her head back against the bed. Her body was electrified, and her lust heightened as her pleasure was dangled so deliberately close, then snatched away. 

It was delicious and infuriating. 

Amy heard Thomas moving about the room again, and she had no choice but to wait, though impatiently, as he calculated his next assault. She gave the occasional whine and made a feeble attempt to grind her hips into the bed, but it offered no relief. When she felt Thomas’s hand at the top of her head, she flinched. 

“Easy,” he calmed her, stroking the top of her head. “I just wanted to see if you were doing alright.”

Thomas’s voice was just above a whisper, and it radiated with his concern. 

“I… I’m okay…” Amy answered truthfully. 

“You’re doing very well,” he encouraged. “And you look so sexy and gorgeous.”

“Thank you, sir,” Amy blushed, and a shy smile lifted the corners of her lips. 

Thomas kissed her, then ran his thumb over her lower lip, which still throbbed from his earlier bite. 

“I’m about to take it up a notch,” his tone was sober as his hand smoothed over her hair. “Remember to communicate with me, alright? I want this experience to be thrilling for you, not traumatizing.”

“Yes sir,” Amy nodded her understanding, though her stomach flipped. 

“Good,” his voice darkened. “Because we aren’t even close to finished.”


Chapter IX

Thomas drew back, and Amy heard shuffling as he presumably sorted through the implements he had selected for their session. Her heart thudded and her skin tingled as she wondered whether pain or pleasure would come next. 

Amy heard a soft clicking sound, and she squeaked in surprise as Thomas dragged something cold and hard against her stomach. Amy’s brows furrowed as she tried to imagine what it could be between the hardness of the material, and the trail it made as Thomas trailed it across her torso.

“Any guesses?” he posed, mischief sparkling in his words.

“Is it…” Amy frowned as she thought. “A beaded necklace… or bracelet?”

“Very close,” Thomas sounded delighted. “It’s a string of pearls.”

Thomas dragged the length of pearls beneath her breasts in a long, slow line, making Amy shudder. 

“I’ve always loved the aesthetic of pearls,” Thomas mused as he ran the pearls up and down her body. “There’s just something so beautiful and feminine about them…”

Amy nodded her agreement wordlessly as she held back a moan. Thomas was dangling the pearls so that just one or two of them traced a slow circle around her navel. The rings grew tighter as he lowered the circles, moving down to her mound and inching closer to her clit.

Amy clenched her teeth and curled her hands into fists. She desperately wanted to feel the pearls on his string brush against her own pearl, and she was sorely tempted to arch her hips up to get even a trace of sensation. Every time she tried that before, though, Thomas snatched the toy away before she could make contact. 

Maybe if she were still, he would indulge her, and Amy held her breath as she hoped such would be the case. Thomas seemed content, though, to tease her, and the end of the necklace danced over her lower abdomen.

“You’re very still,” Thomas observed, and Amy blushed under his scrutiny. “I would have thought you’d be enjoying this a little more. Am I boring you?”

“No!” Amy cried out in protest, shaking her head with vehemence. “No, sir, I just- I’m trying to…”

“Trying to… what?” Thomas cooed, his voice laden with derision. 

Amy’s face burned as she scrambled for an answer. She wasn’t sure what had her more flustered- his teasing of her body or his toying with her mind. 

“I just thought you wanted me to be still, sir,” Amy offered meekly, wishing she could curl into herself to hide from him.

“Well, I certainly appreciate your efforts to please me,” Thomas sounded appeased, but danger lurked in his tone. “So, I suppose that does warrant some sort of reward…”

Amy perked up and hoped that meant he would finally give her pussy some much-needed attention. The pearls gathered in the dip between her pelvic bones as Thomas let go of them.

“Keep being nice and still for me,” Thomas instructed. 

“Yes sir,” Amy nodded, her voice tight as her focus moved between her legs, hoping he would soon relieve the sharp ache that had accumulated there. 

Amy’s hopes were fulfilled as Thomas placed the tip of his finger at the very entrance of her sex. She suppressed a loud moan, all her energy focused on staying motionless and relaxed as Thomas teased his fingertip in tiny circles around her wet hole. The sensation was maddening, and her legs shook.

When Thomas slid his finger inside her, Amy’s pussy contracted of its own accord, squeezing the digit with lustful hunger. Her eyes snapped open beneath the blindfold, and her chest rose and fell with rapid breaths as he slowly twisted it inside of her.

“Absolutely soaked,” Thomas noted clinically as he removed his finger. 

Thomas’s fingertips brushed her pelvis as he gathered up the pearls once more. 

“Stay very still,” Thomas reminded her, and Amy squeaked her affirmation.

Thomas’s finger parted her folds to expose her slit, and Amy held her breath, feeling exposed. The first of the pearls slid inside her, assisted by Thomas’s fingertip, and her body shook. 

One by one, Thomas pressed each of the pearls inside of Amy’s pussy, and she wound her fingers around the rope that held her wrists apart. She schooled herself to stay still, as Thomas had ordered, but she was gripped by the compulsion to grind her hips against Thomas’s ghosting touches as he inserted the pearls. Her muscles tensed each time one of the cool spheres entered her, but even as their weight accumulated inside her, she ached for more attention from his fingers.

By the time Thomas inserted the last of the pearls, Amy’s body was taut with tension. She gave her pussy an experimental clench and huffed a surprised breath as they shifted inside her. She rocked her hips and marveled at how the tiny orbs massaged her inner walls, and a prolonged whine escaped from her throat. 

“How do they feel?” Thomas asked, his voice tight.

“They feel…” Amy was breathless as she struggled to make sense. “Heavy... and smooth.”

Thomas laughed, and Amy’s face burned.

“Well, I’ll give you some more time to get used to them,” Thomas said, and Amy stiffened as his hand closed around her throat. 

His other hand covered her breast, and she sighed as he kneaded it in his palm, sending jolts of pleasure to her core. Amy’s pussy clenched hard, rustling the pearls inside her, and an intense wave of arousal crashed over her body. She shuddered and whined, arching her hips in search of more friction. 

“I love all the helpless noises you make, little slut,” Thomas whispered, and nibbled the shell of her ear as he gave her nipple a sharp tweak. “They let me know just how desperate and frustrated you really are.”

Amy could only squeak and blush in response. Thomas shifted his focus to her other breast, and she bit back a frustrated groan. She enjoyed the attention, but her swollen clit was desperate for contact, which he seemed to be neglecting on purpose. 

“But now…” Thomas dragged out. “I think it’s time to take things up a notch.”

Amy couldn’t respond as Thomas covered her mouth in a harsh, ravenous kiss. He was gone before her head could stop spinning. A knot formed in her stomach as she waited for Thomas’s intent to be realized. 

It didn’t take long, and Amy cried out as she felt cold, heavy leather land against her chest. 

“It’s a flogger,” Thomas explained as he dragged the tails from her chest down to her hip bones. “And I think twenty strokes will be a good place to start.”

Amy took in a shuddering breath as her pulse raced. She debated whether to tense her body or relax, wondering which would better help her take the blows.

“You don’t have to count them for now,” Thomas spoke. “But be aware that could be an expectation at any point in the future. Understood?”

“Yes, sir,” Amy’s voice shook with her mixed fear and anticipation. 

“Very good girl,” Thomas’s voice was softer, then silence reigned throughout the room. 

Amy did her best to keep her breathing calm, but she trembled as she waited.

When the first stroke landed over her breasts, the sudden pain made Amy release a long, low moan. She was almost surprised at the sound, and it felt as though it hadn’t happened voluntarily. It was like the flogger had drawn it out of her itself.

Amy didn’t have long to dwell on it before a second stroke landed across the peaks of her pelvic bones. The impact was still dull, but the leather strands did sting as they hit closer to the bone. Amy’s jaw dropped, and she panted and squirmed against her bindings as her blood felt thick in her veins. 

“Now…” Thomas started. “For the next series of strokes, I want you to give me a ranking of the pain level, on a scale of one through ten. One is not painful at all, and ten is just shy of using your safeword. Yes?”

“Yes sir,” Amy mewled, nervous.

“Here we go, then,” Thomas was resolute. 

Amy heard the swish of the flogger through the air before it landed hard against the top of her left thigh. Again, the pain was dull, with only a slight sting from the leather before it sunk deeper into her muscles. Amy thought for a moment on how to rank it on the scale Thomas described. 

“Six?” she offered, unsure of whether she had gauged it correctly. 

“Very good,” Thomas encouraged, his tone warm. “There’s no right or wrong answer, Amy. Just try to assess it as best you can.”

Amy nodded, feeling a little better and more secure. Another stroke landed on her right thigh, much lighter than before. 

“Three,” she was more confident in her answer this time. 

“Excellent,” Thomas’s voice sharpened. 

The next blow landed across Amy’s stomach, and she gasped. It was markedly more painful than the previous one. Maybe it was due to the more sensitive target of her stomach, but either way, it was more intense.

“Eight,” Amy’s voice was tight as her nerves returned and her confidence receded, reminded of the vulnerability of her situation.

“Can you take more for me?” Thomas asked. His voice was soft, but Amy could hear the hunger gnawing at the edges of the question. 

Unable to find her voice, Amy nodded her affirmation even as she fought the urge to shrink away from him. 

“Ask me for it then,” Thomas pressed, and Amy shivered as he dangled the ends of the leather over her chest to brush her nipples. 

“Will you p-please hit me harder, sir?” Amy stammered as her pussy clenched at her own words, clamping down around the pearls and magnifying the arousal coursing through her blood. 

“I certainly will, my little pain slut,” Thomas jeered.

Amy’s body jerked against the restraints as the flogger landed squarely across her chest again with a loud thud. Her nipples hardened from the initial sting of the flogger, and they pulsed as the pain melted into an ache. Her head spun from the impact, and though she registered that the hit was harder, it didn’t feel quite as painful as the strike to her stomach. 

“Seven,” Amy gave her feedback and felt a rush of embarrassment that such a hard stroke hadn’t ranked higher.

“Hm,” Thomas mused, and Amy blushed deeper to hear a note of surprise in his voice. “Harder?”

“Yes, please…” Amy simpered.

She felt like her mind was draining away, replaced by a simple, but powerful need for more. Her body throbbed from need and the pain of the flogger’s dull blows. She was having a hard time separating the two, and every stroke, though painful, added a new level to her intoxication. 

The flogger crashed down against her right thigh again, and Amy hissed through her teeth as tears sprung to her eyes. 

“Nine!” she rasped, twisting in her bonds.

“Be still,” Thomas corrected her, and Amy groaned as she laid flat again. 

Amy’s chest heaved with her ragged breathing as Thomas gave her a respite from the flogger. Her head was fuzzy, and it was hard to think. She whimpered, but the sound had come forth unbidden. 

Thomas’s hand cupped her cheek, and Amy flinched at the gentle touch, so sharply contrasted with the pain was expecting.

“Amy?” his voice was soft. “How are you feeling?”

Amy swallowed and opened her mouth as if to speak, but words evaded her yet again. She nuzzled her face into Thomas’s hand and offered him a soft sigh. He chuckled and ran his thumb along her cheekbone. 

“You’re very sweet,” Thomas’s said tenderly, moving his hand from her face to stroke it along her side, inspiring goosebumps. “And you’re doing so well for me…”

Amy smiled, and warmth spread through her body at his praise. Thomas’s stubble nuzzled her cheek, and she turned her head in search of his lips, which she quickly found. Thomas kissed her, slow and deep, as his hand moved up and down her side. She wanted to revel in the softness of the moment, but her body demanded more and writhed against his hand. 

“So needy…” Thomas purred as he pulled out of their kiss, amusement heavy in his tone.

“I’m sorry…” Amy’s face was hot, and she fought to keep still as Thomas’s hand wandered lower to caress her hip. 

“No need to be embarrassed,” Thomas assured her, his words muffled as he pressed a kiss to her throat. “But if you are… well, that’s just a bonus.”

Amy’s pussy clenched against the pearls again, and her head spun from the myriad sensations flooding her body and melting her mind. 

“But before I get too sidetracked,” Thomas withdrew, much to Amy’s disappointment. “I think I still owe you a few more strokes, yes?”

Amy nodded, a sick eagerness for the pain welling up in her stomach. The strands of the flogger tickled her abdomen, and her hips arched up toward them like a magnet. 

“I’m going to go faster now,” Thomas explained, his voice sober. “You don’t need to rate each stroke anymore- you won’t be able to keep track. Are you ready?”

Amy nodded as she heard the flogger swish through the air, presumably as Thomas took an experimental swing. 

“I can’t hear you, slut,” Thomas’s tone darkened.

“Yes sir,” Amy’s voice was high and trembled with the rest of her body.

No sooner had she spoken, Thomas unleashed a flurry of blows upon her body. Amy gasped and cried out at the onslaught, pulling hard against the ropes that secured her as stroke after stroke landed on her outstretched body. 

While she could vaguely process where each blow landed, it was never long before pain lit up another area of her body. Thomas was right- she wasn’t able to keep track. One stroke melted into the next, and no matter how she twisted and turned in her bonds, she couldn’t escape or hide from the flogger. 

Amy’s breathing was frantic, and her body jerked as the flogger claimed her, drawing inarticulate screams from her throat. Her mind was a haze, and her body had taken over. Her muscles ached from her struggles and the impact of the implement Thomas wielded upon her. The flogger lashed across her stomach, by far the hardest Thomas had yet struck her. 

“Ah! Daddy!” Amy cried as she saw white behind the blindfold, and a chill raced through her body as she struggled in vain against her bondage to draw in her limbs to protect herself. 

There was nothing to protect herself against, however, as another blow did not fall. Amy heaved ragged breaths as she waited in sickening anticipation for the next flash of pain. Seconds stretched out into minutes, but Amy still teetered on a razor’s edge, her body primed to take more abuse.

“What did you just call me, little girl?” Thomas drawled, and Amy keened as the ends of the flogger teased her pussy. 

Amy couldn’t answer as her breath caught in her throat, and she mindlessly bucked her hips against the strands of the flogger. He withdrew them, and she released a pitiful whine of frustration. Thomas’s hand fisted in her hair in the next instant, and Amy gasped as he jerked her head back.

“I asked you a question, whore,” Thomas growled through his teeth, and Amy tried to gather her senses in the wake of his aggression. “What did you just call me?”

“I… I…” Amy stammered, her face hot with embarrassment as she realized what she’d said in the heat of the moment.

“Was it…” Thomas’s voice was menacing, and his grip tightened in her hair. “Daddy?”

Amy’s lip trembled as the word fell on her ears like a condemnation. She nodded her confession and whimpered her defeat as his forced acknowledgment made her sex clamp down on the pearls curled inside her. 

“That’s what I thought you said,” Thomas released her hair, only to score his nails from the base of her throat to her mound, making Amy arch her back.

Amy groaned raggedly as tears burned in her eyes. Her body ached with pain and frustration, and her mind couldn’t escape the realm of torment Thomas had created. Her entire being was centered around the need that had radiated from between her legs to infect her. 

Thomas’s nails trailed over her mound in small circles, and Amy squirmed to feel his touch so close to her burning clit. She bucked her hips up and strained for more, but he was intent on teasing her, not satisfying her. 

“Say it again,” he bid her, tracing his fingertips lower to tease along the juncture of her thigh.

Amy bared her teeth as her body stiffened. She knew it was just a title, but saying it made her feel vulnerable and small in a way she never had before. She didn’t want to disobey him, but she wasn’t ready to concede. 

“You really don’t want to keep me waiting,” Thomas’s voice was stern, and Amy shook as the touch of his fingers was replaced by the dancing of the flogger’s leather tails along her inner thigh. 

“P- please!” Amy protested and tried to twist away as a spark of panic surged through her body. “Please, sir, don’t make me…”

Mortification ran hot through Amy’s blood at the thought of using that title with a clear head. It was one thing to let it slip while being flogged, but it was another to use it with clear intentions.

Thomas laughed, apparently amused by her trepidation, and the sound only made Amy more humiliated.

“Alright, sweet girl, alright,” he soothed, patting the top of her thigh like he might an obedient dog. “I won’t force it out of you.”

Amy flinched as Thomas draped the flogger's strands over her stomach, leaving it there as he situated himself between her legs. He flexed his fingers into the muscles of her inner thighs, and she moaned. Amy heard his approving hum as he regarded her sex, which she had no doubt was soaked. 

“What a mess,” Thomas tutted, and Amy felt a rush of shame-tinged arousal.

Thomas slid one of his hands up to her hip, holding her down, and dipped his other hand lower, using his thumb to tease along her outer folds. Amy’s breath hitched. She tried to buck up against his light touch, but he held her firm. 

“Is all this just from teasing and flogging you?” Thomas taunted as he pressed the tip of his finger inside her, rustling the pearls.

“Uh-huh!” Amy keened her confession, frantic and straining.

Thomas slid his finger deeper, and Amy cried out as her mind dissolved, this time from pleasure rather than pain. He moved the single digit in a slow circle, first one way and then the other, causing the pearls to ravel and unravel within her, massaging the quivering muscles of her inner walls.

Amy could hardly contain herself. She alternated between holding her breath and panting like an anxious animal while twisting and turning against Thomas’s hold. Her legs shook, and her stomach was painfully clenched.

“I think it’s about time we took these out,” Thomas announced, and Amy’s breath caught as he pressed his thumb alongside his finger and searched around inside her for the end of the necklace. 

Amy squirmed and whimpered as the pearls moved inside her, and she was certain that Thomas was intentionally taking more pains than strictly necessary. Even so, he finally found the last of the pearls and started to pull them out. 

Amy sighed as the first pearl slipped out, relishing the intricate feeling. Rather than pulling the necklace straight out, Thomas pulled it upwards through her folds. She gasped when his finger and thumb brushed over her neglected clit, followed by the slick pearls.

Tears filled Amy’s eyes as each of the pearls, slippery with her wetness, dragged over her hot, engorged bud. She tried to grind her hips into them, but Thomas braced his forearm against her pelvic bones, keeping her in place. Amy’s head spun, and she let out a string of inarticulate sounds as the pearls tormented her clit, fanning her arousal into full-on desperation. 

Amy’s pussy clenched as the last pearl slid out between her lips, and then dangled over her clit, the lack of tension making it little more than a tickle. She whimpered in dismay from the loss of sensation. 

Thomas took his arm away, and Amy whimpered as she flexed her hips, only to be met by the empty air. Beneath the blindfold, a tear slid from her eye as she struggled to breathe through the overwhelming desperation. 

“Aw, is somebody frustrated?” Thomas’s voice dripped with dark amusement. 

“Sir, please…” Amy begged, her voice and body raw from desire. 

“Shut up, slut,” Thomas cut her off. “It’s time for you to do something useful with that mouth.”

Amy flinched as Thomas took firm hold of her jaw, wrenching her mouth open. 

“Try not to choke,” Thomas was flippant, and Amy’s stomach twisted as she anticipated the taste of his cock. 

To her surprise, though, it wasn’t his cock that entered her mouth, but the strand of pearls. Amy jerked as the first of them touched her lower lip. Thomas lowered them into her mouth, and she blushed at the taste of her juices on the pearls as they settled on her tongue. When they were all inside, Thomas pressed her mouth shut. 

“There,” he sounded satisfied. “Hold on to those for a while. Since you can’t use your words, I want you to put up one finger for ‘yellow’ and two fingers for ‘red.’ Nod if you understand.”

Amy nodded once. She could barely breathe for fear of accidentally swallowing or inhaling the pearls, and she laid stock still aside from the shaking that overtook her body. She wished she could look up at Thomas to communicate her trepidation with her eyes, but she was blocked by the blindfold. Instead, she managed a soft whine to communicate her distress. 

“What?” Thomas condescended. “Don’t tell me you can’t hold onto a necklace.”

Amy’s face burned, and tears stung her eyes, embarrassed that such a simple task was giving her such pause. Still, she was terrified of choking, and a cold surge of panic rose inside of her. She whined again and shook her head, squeezing her eyes shut behind the blindfold and pulling against her bonds as her chest tightened. She held up one finger, feeling defeated, at a loss for what else to do. 

“Here, I’ve got you,” Thomas’s voice was tender as he cupped her cheek. “Open your mouth.”

Amy did, and relief flooded her as Thomas scooped the pearls out of her mouth. She gulped for air and realized that she hadn’t breathed since he put them there. She let out a strained laugh at having forgotten something essential as oxygen, but the laughter twisted into a sob as her emotions crashed around her. 

“I’m sorry…” Amy choked, her voice strained with tears. 

“Hey, hey,” Thomas’s hands cupped her face. “It’s okay, it’s okay…”

Thomas made quick work of the blindfold, and Amy squinted up at him with a sniffle as warm light flooded her eyes. Thomas smiled down at her, his eyes shining with concern. 

“Hi there,” he whispered as his eyes searched her face.

“Hi,” she offered him a smile of her own. 

“How are you feeling?” Thomas asked, his palm stroking over her hair in slow, repetitive motions. 

“I’m okay,” Amy assured him, her face heating up with her embarrassment. “I was afraid to breathe... I’m sorry.”

“No, no, I’m sorry,” Thomas kissed her forehead. “That was a bit of a curveball. I wasn’t going to leave it in for much longer anyway, I just wanted you to taste yourself.” 

Amy turned her face to hide it in his hand, embarrassed that she hadn’t been able to stay calm. It was only a strand of pearls, and she could have breathed through her nose. Now, she had thrown off whatever Thomas had planned, and she was disappointed in herself.

“I feel so stupid,” Amy sniffed the confession. 

“Amy, look at me,” Thomas ushered, and Amy blinked up at him as new tears swam in her vision. “I always want you to stop me when you feel too uncomfortable. Always. No questions asked. That what safewords are for.”

“I know…” Amy understood, but she was still disappointed.

“You can never really tell exactly how you’re going to react to something new until you try it,” Thomas wound his arm under her body and held her close. “Sometimes it’s a hit, and sometimes it’s a miss. That’s just how it is.”

Amy nodded but said nothing. For the time being, she was content to settle into Thomas’s embrace and relax against his warm body. Her heart slowed, and the tension in her body started to ease. 

“That’s it,” Thomas murmured. “Just take it easy for a minute. I’ve got you.”

Amy smiled and looked up at him. He was smiling as well, but the corners of his eyes were tight as he regarded her. 

“Thank you,” Amy mewed. “I think I just needed a minute…”

“You can have all the minutes you like,” Thomas gave her a soft peck on the lips, and some of the tension eased from his features. “Are you feeling a little sore?”

Amy shifted within her bindings, noting the dull ache from the flogger's bite. 

“A little,” she confirmed. “But nothing to write home about.”

“I should hope not,” Thomas gave her a smirk, and Amy giggled at the quip. “I thought you took the flogging very well. How was it for you?”

Amy thought for a moment, gathering her words. 

“It was intense,” she answered. “It wasn’t just the flogger, though. The duster worked me up a lot and made me feel really sensitive. And then the flogger on top of that put me in a really… submissive mindset, I guess.”

“Did you like being in that headspace?” Thomas continued to stroke her hair as he inquired about her experience.

“I did,” Amy confirmed without even having to think about it. “Very much.”

Thomas hummed, the sound reverberating in his chest and sending a chill through Amy’s body. 

“I’m very glad to hear that,” he said and kissed the side of her neck. “But I think that’s enough of the flogger… for now.”

Amy nodded, though she felt a tinge of disappointment. 

“Not to worry,” Thomas purred, and Amy stiffened as he trailed his hand up and down between her chest and her stomach. “I think there are other areas that require my attention…”

Thomas rested his hand on Amy’s mound, and she whimpered, arching her hips into his touch. 

“That is,” he looked down at her, reservation in his eyes. “If you’re feeling up to it.”

“Yes sir,” Amy nodded in an instant, her eyes locked on his hand, still lingering just above her aching pussy. 

“Are you sure?” he teased, moving his fingers in the smallest circles over her pelvis, dipping just a little lower with each pass. “I can give you some more time to cool down if you need it…”

“No, sir, please!” Amy groaned and strained against her bonds. 

Thomas laughed low in his throat and kissed her lips, tracing his hand back up her body. 

“Alright, alright…” Thomas soothed, and ran his other hand down her throat and chest to cup her breast, circling her nipple with a finger. “I won’t tease you anymore… much.”

Amy shivered as both his hands worked at her breasts, tracing over the delicate skin with tickling touches. He rubbed the pads of his index fingers back and forth over the very tips of her nipples, sending an electric surge of pleasure through her body. 

Thomas dipped his head between her breasts and dragged his teeth down her sternum. Amy’s head swam, and she arched her back at the hot wetness of mouth, a heated pool of lust gathering between her legs. His tongue ran a path back up the middle of her chest, and she panted as he lapped at the hollow of her throat.

Thomas moved his hands from her breasts to encase her ribs and dug his nails into her flesh. 

“Fuck, sir, please!” Amy’s voice was ragged, and she fisted her hands as she tugged against her bonds again. 

Thomas said nothing, and ran his hands lower still, dragging his nails the whole way to grip her pelvic bones. Amy’s blood pounded, and she rocked her hips into his hold on her, biting her lip and pleading up at him with wide eyes. She was desperate for him, and she was too worked up to be embarrassed about it. 

Thomas’s eyes flashed, and he bared his teeth in a wild smile as he dug his thumbnails hard into her pelvic bones. 

“Fuck!” Amy’s voice cracked, and she bucked her hips, driven wild by her frustration. 

Thomas laughed, a gleeful, resplendent sound that filled the room, and took his hands away, eliciting a groan from Amy’s throat. He stood from the bed and smiled down at her as he reached for the first button of his shirt and began to unfasten it. Amy blushed to realize that he had been fully dressed for the entirety of this ordeal. 

Thomas made short work of the shirt and shrugged it off his shoulders, tossing it across the room. Amy didn’t bother to follow the trajectory of the discarded clothing, and her mouth watered at the sight of his exposed torso. He smirked down at the apparent hunger in her eyes, and his hands fiddled with the buckle of his belt. 

Amy shivered at the hiss of the leather through his belt loops, and the memory of it tightening around her throat. Thomas tossed it to the floor behind him, and it landed with a clatter. His hands worked on the button of his jeans, and Amy squirmed as excitement rose inside her. 

Thomas was methodically slow as he drew down the zipper, which let out a soft series of clicks as the metallic teeth parted from each other. Amy’s eyes locked on his hands and on the waistband of his underwear being revealed. She panted in her eagerness and gripped the rope that held her arms spread. 

At last, Thomas finished with the zipper and hooked his thumbs under the waistband of his jeans and boxer-briefs. Amy knew he was teasing her with his tedious motion, and she squeaked out her impatience with pathetic moans.

Soon, though, Amy saw Thomas’s shaft, hard and straining against the material that confined it. One centimeter at a time, more of his cock was revealed until it bounced free of the elastic. Amy gasped and rocked her hips, begging without words for him to bury himself inside her. 

Thomas let his jeans and underwear drop to his ankles, and he stepped out of them and kicked them away to join his shirt and belt. He locked eyes with Amy for a moment, testing her attention, then dropped them to look at his cock. Amy was happy to follow his gaze as Thomas took his length in hand and laved it with several slow strokes. 

Thomas groaned, and Amy’s eyes shot up to his face as his eyes fluttered closed. She looked back down at his cock, and his hand flexed as he gripped his shaft harder, pumping it faster. Amy whined and tugged at her restraints, worried that he would finish before he fucked her. 

Thomas’s laugh was strained as he opened his eyes, and Amy blushed as his dark stare burned down at her.

“Does someone need my cock?” he rasped, and Amy nodded, blushing even more fiercely at the condescension in his tone. 

Thomas laughed, a dark, husky sound, and moved forward to kneel on the bed between Amy’s outstretched legs. His knees nudged her inner thighs, spreading them even further, and she bit her lip, her eyes wide as she looked up at Thomas. 

“As sexy as you look tied up like this…” Thomas spoke, running his palms up and down over her quadriceps. “It doesn’t actually make for the best angle.”

Amy was too flustered to speak, but she did manage a groan, and pulled her legs against their bonds. 

“Don’t worry,” Thomas soothed even as his nails dug into her upper thigh, drawing a hiss from between Amy’s teeth. “I just need to give you some slack.”

Amy didn’t respond, but watched as Thomas went to work on her bonds. He left the rope as it was around her ankle, but untied it from where it was coiled around the bed frame. He unwound the rope a couple of times, giving it more length, and then anchored it again. He repeated this process with her other ankle, then looked back to her.

“There we are,” he said. “Now, try to bend your legs.”

Amy nodded and obeyed. She winced at the soreness from being outstretched for so long, but managed to bend her legs, finding more leeway to move them in any direction. 

“Perfect,” Thomas nodded, more to himself than to her. “Now be still- there’s one more thing I have to check.”

Amy stilled as Thomas leaned over her, securing her hips with one hand as the other inched up her inner thigh. Her heart pounded as he neared her desperate sex, and her breathing was ragged. 

Thomas stroked his fingertips over her swollen folds, and Amy moaned as he locked eyes with her. One of his digits slipped between them to tease her slick entrance, and she couldn’t help but flex her thighs as it slid inside her. 

“Oh, please…” Amy groaned as her inner walls fluttered around his finger. 

Amy knew she was supposed to be still, but she yearned to buck her hips as his finger filled her. Her cunt had been empty and denied for so long that even this was enough to push her to the edge. She screwed her eyes shut and tried to breathe evenly, determined to do as he instructed.

“Your little pussy is so hot and wet for me,” Thomas dragged his finger out of her, only to press it back in.

Amy nodded eagerly as pleasure swirled through her body. All her attention was on her pussy as it tried to milk Thomas’s finger.

“You’re such a desperate little slut,” Thomas’s voice was gentle despite his words. “It’s a very special kind of girl who gets so wet after being beaten with a flogger…”

Thomas’s words rang like an accusation, but Amy could only whimper, as they were quite obviously true. Even so, any shame or embarrassment she might have felt were transformed into burning desire as Thomas’s finger slid in and out of her at a languid, torturous pace, and Amy had to fight to maintain control of her body. 

“You know, with as worked up as you are just from my finger,” Thomas’s voice was a sinister whisper. “I wonder if you’d be able to handle my cock at all, especially if I play with this…”

Thomas pressed his thumb against her clit, and Amy gasped as he moved it in small circles. Her legs shook, and she arched her hips up into his touch.

“See?” Thomas shook his head. “This is really all it takes for you. You don’t really want my cock- you just want to cum.”

“No…” Amy protested as best she could, but her head spun as Thomas slid another finger alongside the first.

“No?” Thomas scoffed. “Don’t lie. You would much rather have an orgasm than feel my cock. That’s all little sluts like you really care about.”

Amy’s brows furrowed, and she screwed her eyes shut as she tried to think clearly with the pleasure swirling through her veins. Amy was desperate for an orgasm, but her pussy ached to be stretched and filled by his cock. She knew he was toying with her mind, and testing her by forcing her into making a decision.

“Please!” Amy whined, arching her back up off the bed. 

“Please, what?” Thomas pressed, curling his fingers inside her and pressing harder against her clit

“I… I…” Amy shook as her body teetered on the precipice of an orgasm. “Please, sir, will you f-fuck me?”

“You don’t want me to make you cum?” Thomas pressed, flicking his thumb from side to side. “I know you’re close….”

Amy gasped as her pussy quickened, and she nearly came. 

“I need your cock, sir!” Amy rushed the words, her voice high and strained. “Please, please fuck me!”

Thomas tore his hand away from her sex, and Amy sobbed at the absence of his touch, rocking her hips against the empty air. Her pussy throbbed and tingled from being edged, and she whimpered as it cooled off. 

Thomas took hold of her legs beneath her knees and bent them as far as they could go in her looser bondage. Thomas draped her thighs over his own, and Amy gasped as he teased his cock along her slit. He pressed the head against her clit, then slid lower and pressed it into her pussy, making Amy moan and squirm in anticipation.

Thomas pulled out, and Amy groaned her disappointment, only to fall silent and still as she felt him against her ass. He tilted his hips forward, and Amy whimpered in fear at the pressure. She looked up at Thomas with wide, worried eyes. 

“What?” Thomas sneered down at her. “You said you wanted me to fuck you…”

Thomas rocked his hips, teasing her ass with his cock. His thrusts weren’t strong enough to enter her, but they sent a rush of icy dread through Amy’s body, and she trembled at the thought of him fucking her in the ass. She did acknowledge, though, the dark lust that accompanied her fear. 

“Would you like to be more specific this time?” Thomas raised an eyebrow as he peered down at her, and Amy nodded her relief. “Go on, then.”

“Will you please fuck my pussy, sir?” Amy’s voice was breathless as she corrected her request, and she melted with relief as Thomas moved his cock to her slit.

“You should always be specific, Amy,” Thomas advised, and then sank his cock into her with a single, hard thrust. 

Amy screamed as he filled her, and her legs yanked at the rope as she tried to wrap them around Thomas’s waist. Her sex clenched and throbbed around his cock, and she whimpered, panting as she bucked her hips in erratic motions against his body. 

Thomas growled, and Amy looked up to see his eyes screwed shut. She flushed to think that he, too, was overwhelmed with pleasure. She didn’t have long to dwell on the thought as he dug his fingernails into her hips, making her groan with the mix of pleasure and pain. He pulled his cock nearly all the way out and thrust into her again. 

“Is that what you wanted, slut?” Thomas uttered through his teeth, and Amy’s pussy clenched around him.

“Yes sir!” she nodded, still panting as she rolled her hips, unable to stay still. 

Thomas braced his hands on either side of her head as he pounded into her. Amy cried out at the intensity of his thrusts and pulled hard against the ropes binding her, making the bed frame creak in protest. 

Thomas’s hand snaked under her neck, and he gripped her hard as he fucked her. He groaned as he slowed his pace, rolling his hips in deep, long strokes as he sighed his satisfaction. Amy’s pussy stretched deliciously, and she released her own groan in harmony with his. 

“You feel so good…” Thomas hissed into her ear, and shivers rolled down her spine. 

“You too…” Amy mewled in response, meeting his every thrust with her hips. 

Thomas gave a soft grunt in response, and released his grip on her neck, only to run his hand over her breasts, tweaking at her nipples. Amy panted at the pain, but it only heightened her arousal. Thomas quickened his pace, and Amy’s eyes fell shut.

Thomas’s hand moved lower, and Amy’s eyes shot open as his thumb once again found her clitoris. Amy gasped at his touch, fueled by a resurgence of her desperate need to cum. Thomas gave a low laugh. 

“Do you still want to cum, whore?” he goaded, but Amy couldn’t care, too caught up in her need. She nodded in an instant. 

“You’ll have to beg me for it,” Thomas laid the condition, and Amy was ready to comply.

“Sir, may I please cum??” Amy’s voice was high and strained as Thomas thrust harder into her tingling pussy and rubbed faster circles over her clit. 

“I don’t know…” Thomas’s voice was strained and breathless as well, and his thighs shook under her legs. “I’m not sure if you deserve it…”

“Please, please!” Amy begged, her head spinning as her body drew to falling over the edge. “Please, you feel so good, Daddy, please let me cum!”

Amy’s face burned red as she unraveled, using his honorific to try and entice him, barely able to form words as she fought to keep from cumming without permission. Thomas laughed again and pounded even harder. 

“It’s so sweet when you blush and beg for me,” Thomas’s eyes flashed with primal glee as sweat beaded on his body. “When I give the command, I want you to cum for me.”

“Thank you, Daddy, thank you!” Amy sobbed her gratitude, and her pussy convulsed preemptively as Thomas used her wetness to lubricate his thumb as it twirled around her clit. 

“Wait…” Thomas growled, shifting his angle so that his thrusts could be more punctuated. 

Amy cried out at the deeper, harder penetration, and a tingle built in her core as she came closer to her orgasm. She whimpered and dug her fingernails into her palms, schooling herself to breathe and relax. She clenched her teeth, each breath coming as a sharp hiss.

Above her, Thomas, too, was panting, and she could feel his body tremble and jerk as he lost control. His fingernails dug into the soft flesh of her pelvis as his thumb worked over her clit, and Amy felt heat surge through her blood as she hit the edge of an orgasm and worked to keep from toppling over it. 

“Daddy I… I can’t!” Amy stammered as her breath caught in her throat.

“Wait!” Thomas barked at her and moved his thumb to offer her a reprieve.

Even so, the fullness of Thomas’s cock was enough to keep her right on edge. Thomas took hold of her hips and switched his angle again, going even deeper. Amy’s muscles tightened, and she screamed as his thrusts bordered on painful. 

Thomas groaned, and his hand shot between Amy’s legs again, his thumb back at work on her clit.

“Now!” he ordered through his teeth. “Cum for me!”

Amy’s body buckled, and her voice cracked around her cry as she finally crashed into her climax. Her pussy convulsed over Thomas’s cock, which he had planted inside of her, and she gasped to feel it jerk. She shuddered at his growl and the warm wetness spreading within her as he came, his body shaking. 

Amy panted as Thomas lowered himself down onto his elbows, giving her a long kiss as they were still joined, her walls still fluttering around his cock intermittently as she came down from her orgasm. Amy looked up to see that Thomas’s eyes, usually so alert and expressive, were hazy in the aftermath of their mutual pleasure. 

Thomas lifted his hand and cupped Amy’s cheek in his palm. She nuzzled into his hand, grateful for his calming touch as her body relaxed under his weight. She blinked up into his eyes as they searched her face, and her breathing returned to normal. 

Amy’s ears perked up as Thomas sighed, and she winced as he pulled his softening cock out of her. He turned onto his side and drew her against his chest, sliding one arm under her back to wrap around her waist, the other draped over her stomach. 

Amy wanted to turn onto her side as well, but she was still bound. She huffed her frustration- it had been exciting when she was being teased and played with, but now it was a nuisance. Thomas chuckled at her obvious displeasure.

“Don’t get fussy,” he pressed a kiss to her cheek. “I’ll cut you down.”

Amy blushed and stayed still as Thomas worked on the ropes, freeing her limb by limb. He was careful to inspect each of her wrists and ankles for any marks or abrasions. Amy followed suit, but there was little more than some indentation from the rope. 

“Do they feel alright?” Thomas asked as he set her ankle down on the bed, satisfied with his inspection. 

“They feel fine,” Amy answered, her voice soft.

“Very good,” Thomas nodded as he set down the ropes on his nightstand. “We’ll keep an eye on them just in case.” 

Amy nodded, not sure what else to say. Free from her bonds, Amy brought her limbs close to her body, wrapping her arms around her knees as she drew them up to her chest. 

“Cold?” Thomas asked, and Amy nodded.

Thomas took up a blanket draped over the back of the chair near the foot of his bed. He unfolded it and draped it over her shoulders. Amy took hold of its edges and wrapped it tightly around her body. The blanket was soft and warm, but she still shivered.

Thomas sat down beside her on the bed, and Amy scooted over to give him more room. He leaned against the headboard and wrapped his arm around her shoulders, and Amy yielded to his strength as he pulled her into his chest. 

They were quiet for a while, and Amy closed her eyes as she breathed in the smell of Thomas’s sweat and absorbed the heat coming off his body. Slowly but surely, her shaking subsided. She stretched herself out, turning onto her side and draping her leg over Thomas’s, wrapping her arms around his waist. 

“How are you feeling?” Thomas rubbed her back through the plush material of the blanket.

“Good,” Amy answered, blinking sleepily, and she felt the vibrations of Thomas’s chuckle.

“Can you be more specific?” he pressed, his voice still soft, but laced with slight amusement. 

Amy thought for a moment.

“I feel sore and exhausted,” she answered honestly. “And I was very cold, but I’m warmer now.”

“Good,” Thomas encouraged her, lowering his body to lay down alongside her. “What else?”

“I don’t know,” Amy sighed, frustrated at her inability to sort out her thoughts. 

Thomas laughed and pulled her closer. 

“Well, share some of your blanket with me, and we’ll just lay here a minute,” he proposed as he arranged the blanket to lay over both of them, and wrapped her up against his chest. 

Amy closed her eyes and drifted between wakefulness and sleep, listening to Thomas’s slow, steady breathing. She had anticipated having a lot of thoughts after having such a raw experience, but her mind was utterly still. Amy wasn’t sure how long she lingered in that state of mind before she heard Thomas’s voice.

“I’m getting a little hungry,” he murmured against the top of her head. “Do you want to come into the kitchen so I can make us something to eat?”

Amy hadn’t been paying any attention to her stomach, but now that Thomas had brought it up, she found she was practically starving. She had no idea what time it was, but she knew she hadn’t eaten since breakfast. She nodded up at Thomas, and he smiled as he swung his legs over the side of the bed and stood up.

“Would you like something to wear?” he asked, and Amy blushed as she remembered her nakedness.

Amy nodded, and Thomas opened up his chest of drawers and took out a t-shirt and a pair of flannel pajama pants. He moved toward the bed, and Amy held out her hand to accept the clothing, but Thomas’s raised brow stopped her short. 

“Hold up your arms,” he instructed.

Amy blushed as she complied, allowing him to lower the shirt onto her body. When he was finished, he gave her a playful push so that she was laid out on her back. He took her ankles and held her legs straight up in the air, and Amy gave a breathless laugh as he pressed a kiss to the arches of her feet.

She pointed her toes as Thomas worked her feet through the legs of the pants, and then drew the waistband downward until they covered her. She helpfully lifted her butt off the bed so that he could pull the elastic up around her hips. He finished off the process by tightening the drawstring and tying it off in a little bow. 

“Perfect,” he smiled down at her, and Amy blushed. 

Amy watched as Thomas dressed in a similar outfit, marveling at how he moved, feeling an echo of her arousal as she recalled the strength behind his strokes as he flogged her. She was lost in memory when Thomas looked over at her.

“To the kitchen?” he asked, offering a hand to help her off the bed. 

Amy nodded and took his hand, and she intertwined her fingers with his as he escorted her. He pulled out a chair for her at the table, made sure she was settled and leaned back against the counter.

“I don’t know about you,” Thomas began. “But I could go for something quick and easy. How about some grilled cheese?”

Amy nodded, feeling extremely small and cared for. Thomas smiled down at her, then leaned over to give her a kiss. 

“Perfect,” his voice was soft and low. “I’m on it.”

“Do you need any help?” Amy called after him as he opened the fridge.

“No,” he answered, smiling over his shoulder as he collected the cheese, bread, and butter. “But that does remind me…”

Thomas trailed off as he set the items on the counter by the stove, then opened up one of the cabinets. 

“Would you like some water or tea?” Thomas turned to look at her and waited for her response.

“Water is fine,” she answered, not wanting to make it a complicated ordeal.

“Are you sure?” Thomas pressed. “I promise it’s no trouble. I have all sorts of flavors- ginger, chamomile, green, black, the works.”

“I’ll take some chamomile,” Amy blushed at her request, unused to being waited upon. 

“Coming right up,” Thomas smiled. “I’ll be having some as well.”

“Thank you,” Amy was truly grateful. “May I use your bathroom?”

“Of course,” Thomas said over his shoulder as he arranged for the tea.

Amy remembered the location from her last visit, and she took care of her business in short order. When she returned, the kitchen was filled with soft, mundane sounds as Thomas made their tea and readied a skillet for their grilled cheese. Amy was just getting back to the table when Thomas headed over with their tea.

“Be careful, it’s hot,” he warned her as he set the steaming cup down on the table, kissed the top of her head, then headed back to the stove.

Amy felt a warmth in her stomach at Thomas’s care, and tears welled up in her eyes. She batted her eyelashes, hoping that Thomas wouldn’t notice, but he happened to look over as she was wiping away the tracks of wetness with her fingertips. 

“Amy…” he was at her side again in an instant, and he knelt down to look up into her face. “What’s wrong?”

“Nothing,” Amy shook her head and let out a laugh. “I just… I really appreciate all this. You taking care of me, I mean.”

Thomas took her hands into his own and pressed a kiss to her knuckles. 

“I’ll always do my best to take care of you,” his voice was little more than a whisper. 

Amy couldn’t help but tear up again, and she leaned forward to cup Thomas’s face and kiss him. He kissed her back, tenderly, and his hands covered hers. Amy pulled back to look into his dark eyes, which radiated warmth as he looked up at her from where he knelt. 

“Now, if you’ll excuse me,” he took on a businesslike tone. “I would like to at least make an attempt to not burn our grilled cheeses.”

Amy laughed as he stood and returned to the stove. She couldn’t keep a smile off her face as Thomas worked, meticulously placing each slice of cheese and bread, grilling it to perfection and putting it on one of two plates he had set beside the stove. She sipped at her tea as he worked, and a sense of peace settled over her.

Amy had never felt so safe with someone before. It was amusing, given that he had literally just beaten her with a leather flogger. Maybe that was a part of it. Nobody had ever been able to satisfy her most carnal desires, and then help her come down from the peaks of pleasure and pain that she had been driven to. 

Amy took a slow sip of her tea and tried not to overthink. She wanted to revel in the warmth she felt in her spirit to have finally found someone who made her feel this way. For once, Amy didn’t want to think at all. She was content to sit, and drink her tea, and watch as Thomas readied their meal. 

When a neat stack of sandwiches had piled up on the plates, Thomas turned off the stove and carried them over to the table. Amy smiled up at him as he set the plate between them, as well as a couple of paper towels. 

“Bon appetit,” Thomas gave her a wink and took up one of the sandwiches off his own plate.

“Thank you,” Amy smiled back at him, and picked up one of her own. 

They were quiet as they ate, and Amy realized she was hungrier than she thought, making her way through each sandwich in record time. Thomas had given her three, and she was a little embarrassed to have made such quick work of them. She blushed and looked up at Thomas, who was still only halfway through his second. 

“I’m sorry,” she blushed. “I was hungrier than I thought.”

“I figured you might be,” Thomas assured her. “When’s the last time you ate? Breakfast?”

“Yes, sir,” Amy nodded sheepishly. “I was too nervous to eat.”

“Understandable,” Thomas nodded. “As long as you eat a couple of hours beforehand, everything has time to settle and process by the time the scene actually takes place. Just so you know for future reference. And for now, would you like another sandwich?”

“No, thank you,” Amy declined. “But, they were delicious.”

“You’re too kind,” Thomas’s eyes crinkled with his smile as he took another bite of his own sandwich. 

Amy drank her tea as Thomas ate the rest of his food. When he was finished, he collected their plates and mugs and took them to the kitchen, rinsing them off and banishing the crumbs down the drain.

“I’ll formally wash up later,” Thomas shrugged as he dried his hands on a dish towel. “I think at the moment, I need to be cleaned more than they do. Care to shower with me?”

Amy nodded, a little flushed at the idea, and she rose to take his hand as he led her into the bathroom. Her heart skipped as Thomas turned on the water, and steam collected in the small room as he smoothly divested himself of his clothing, then turned to help Amy out of hers. 

Unlike the last shower they had taken together, this one was much more practical. They took turns standing under the hot water and soaping up, helping one another tenderly and without lustful fervor. Amy hadn’t brought her own toiletries, but she was grateful that Thomas’s products seemed to be of high quality, if masculine in their fragrance.

When they were both clean, Thomas turned off the water and took a towel for each of them off a nearby rack. They did their best to gather up the errant droplets clinging to their skin, then wrapped the towels around their bodies. Thomas made to brush his teeth and offered Amy an unopened toothbrush if she felt inclined to follow suit, which she gratefully accepted. 

The heat and steam from the shower made Amy more aware of just how exhausted she was. In combination with her full belly, she could barely keep her eyes open. 

“Is someone a little tired?” Thomas chuckled, holding her steady with his palms flat against her shoulders. 

Amy nodded, and Thomas hummed.

“Let’s get you into bed, then,” he ushered her out of the bathroom.

“Oh, I can just go home if you like,” Amy blushed, not wanting to impose upon him.

“Don’t be ridiculous,” Thomas swatted her on the rear. 

“I don’t have any pajamas,” Amy said softly, feeling embarrassed not to have thought ahead.

“I guess you’ll be sleeping naked, then,” Thomas growled into her ear, and Amy shivered. “As a matter of fact, we can both sleep naked.”

Amy’s blush deepened, but she smiled. She was too tired to argue as Thomas directed her into the bedroom. She caught a chill as he took her towel and tossed it into the hamper with his own.

Thomas pulled back the comforter and gestured for Amy to lie down, which she was happy to do. A contented sigh left her throat as Thomas settled beside her, and she drifted toward sleep as she moved closer to him. 

“Goodnight, Amy,” he whispered into her hair as he kissed the top of her head. 

“Goodnight, Daddy,” she whispered back, blushing at the feel of his title in her mouth. 

Safe in his arms, Amy fell into a much-needed slumber. 


Chapter X

In the morning, the chirping of birds met Amy’s ears as she hovered in the fog between wakefulness and sleep. It wasn’t an unfamiliar sound in and of itself, rather the lack of accompaniment from cars and conversation that made it unique. Instead, the rustling of wind through the trees ushered her closer to consciousness.                                          

Unwilling to open her eyes, Amy stretched, relishing the way the bedding brushed over her naked skin even as her muscles twinged from soreness. Her inner thighs ached from being stretched, and her whole body felt thoroughly used. Amy smiled to herself at the welcome echoes of the previous night. 

As she finished her stretch, Amy felt Thomas stir beside her, and she opened her eyes to watch as he turned from one side to the other, turning his back toward her. Amy blinked the remnants of sleep away as she studied the contour of his body from behind. The comforter had shifted downward in the night, leaving his shoulders and much of his back uncovered. 

Amy felt a spark of lust at their mutual nakedness, and she inched closer to Thomas until she was pressed against his body from behind, spooning him. Amy stiffened as he released a long breath. He tilted his hips back, and her desire flared as his ass molded into the cradle of her hips.

Amy wound her arm around his torso and pressed kisses between his shoulders. She heard him take in a long breath and felt the rise and fall of his lungs against her chest.

“Good morning, sweet girl,” his voice was groggy, and he stayed still through his greeting. “How did you sleep?”

“Very well, thank you,” Amy replied, squeezing him tighter against her body. “You?”

“Also very well,” he answered on a long sigh. 

Thomas pulled away from her to turn onto his back, and Amy looked into his sleep-hazy eyes. He looked soft and vulnerable, and Amy felt a sense of intimacy just from being with him at this moment. She gave him a smile and leaned down to kiss him on the lips. 

Thomas returned her kiss, reaching up to cup the back of her head, weaving his fingers into her hair. He held her there as he deepened the kiss, and a darker sensation arose in her core at the subtle exhibition of his strength. She kissed him harder, grazing his bottom lip with her tongue, and he grunted his surprise into her mouth.

Thomas curled his fingers into her hair, and Amy gasped as he pulled her head back, lust pooling in her stomach at his gesture. 

“You naughty thing,” he scolded, but fire danced in his eyes. “Look what you’ve done…”

Thomas’s eyes shot down to his lap. Amy followed his gaze, and her pussy gushed to see the tent in the comforter. She looked back up at Thomas, who was already studying her face with hunger. 

“Whatever shall we do about that, little girl?” his voice was a low growl.

Amy’s mouth watered, and she felt a flicker of mischief as she took her turn to smirk at him. She ducked beneath the comforter, kissing her way down Thomas’s chest and stomach, shivering as his hard cock brushed against her stomach and between her breasts on her way down. When she was settled between his legs, she wasted no time in licking a long, slow line from his balls to his tip. 

Thomas groaned and arched his hips up into her mouth, and Amy couldn’t help but smile, delighted to be able to serve him some of his own medicine. She repeated the motion, then dragged her tongue back down to lave over his balls. As her tongue worked, she wrapped her hand around the base of his shaft and slowly pumped him, reveling in his thickness in her palm. 

Amy switched tactics and cupped his balls in her hand, massaging them as she returned her mouth to his straining cock. She swirled her tongue around his tip, smiling at the gasp that escaped his throat. She sucked him into her mouth, keeping a tight seal with her lips as she lowered her head, and maintaining it as she drew it back up. 

Amy breathed through her nose and kept her pace steady, rewarded by Thomas’s panting and the rolling of his hips. Whenever he moved, though, Amy would stop, and thereby increase his frustration. She was amused by her own antics and intoxicated by the taste of his cock.

Amy’s game came to an abrupt end as Thomas threw off the comforter, seized a handful of her hair, and yanked her head off his cock. He pulled her body up along his own and shifted his hand from her hair to her throat. Amy’s arousal surged as she gripped his wrist to keep her full weight off her trachea. 

“Cock-tease,” he hissed at her, and his free hand slipping between her legs.

Amy gasped as his fingertips met her wetness, and she whimpered as he flicked her clit. 

“Soaked, of course,” he sneered. 

Thomas brought his hand from between her legs and held it up to her mouth, which she obediently opened. Chills rolled down her spine as she tasted the proof of her arousal, and she whined around his fingers as she sucked them clean. Thomas withdrew his fingers with a satisfied hum. 

“Now, you need to beg to ride my cock,” Thomas purred. “Since you’re obviously so hungry for it.”

The command made her shiver, but she was all too willing to comply. 

“Sir, may I please ride your cock?” Amy choked out past his grip on her throat, her core already burning with lust as Thomas situated the head of his cock at her entrance.

“You may, slut,” Thomas permitted, and Amy promptly sank down onto his length. 

Once he was buried inside her, though, Thomas took full control. He kept one hand on her throat, and the other gripped her hip as he pounded up into her. Amy cried out at his ferocity and held onto his wrist at her throat as he bounced her up and down on his cock. 

Amy’s head spun as Thomas dug his nails into her hip and released a feral growl. It was all she could do to take his punishing thrusts, her pussy still sore from the previous night. The pain, though, only spiked her pleasure, and her thighs flexed as she met him thrust for thrust. 

Before she knew it, Amy was riding an edge, but without anything touching her clit, she found it impossible to tip over. She mewled in frustration as intense pleasure coursed through her body and gathered in her core, building up without any chance for release. Only when she was breathless and desperate did she finally concede to her need. 

“Daddy, may I please touch my clit?” Amy’s voice was strained and desperate, the backed-up pleasure making her hot and dizzy. 

“Why?” he pressed through his teeth, still pounding into her. 

“B-because I really need to cum!” Amy stammered her answer, flushing red at the confession.

“What does that have to do with your clit?” Thomas interrogated, and Amy felt mortification spread through her body.

“I- I can’t cum without touching my clit…” she whined as her body shook from the humiliation of her admission. 

“If you can’t cum without touching your clit,” Thomas posed, his voice ragged and sinister. “I don’t think you really need it yet.”

Dread mingled with Amy’s lust and humiliation, but it only made her pussy clench harder around Thomas’s cock. She screwed her eyes shut and tried to drive herself toward an orgasm just from penetration. She met Thomas’s strokes with fervor, driving him painfully deep inside her, but even that wasn’t enough to summon her orgasm. A ragged groan escaped her throat as she had to slow down from fatigue. 

“Aw, you’re trying so hard…” Thomas laughed from beneath her, his amusement at her plight making her stomach burn with embarrassment. 

“P-please…” Amy whined. “Please let me touch…”

“You may touch,” Thomas permitted. “If you let go of my arm.”

Amy balked for a moment. She was only clinging so desperately to his wrist to keep herself from choking. One look into Thomas’s eyes told her that he knew very well what he was asking. 

“I suggest you cum quickly,” he flashed his wild smile, and Amy’s stomach flipped.

Amy steeled her resolve and took a deep breath, then let go of his wrist. Her head fogged as the weight of her body was solely supported by Thomas’s grip on her throat, but somehow that only made her more desperate. Her hand dove between her thighs, and she rubbed her clit in fast, hard circles, racing toward her climax as her blood flow dwindled. 

Thomas’s other hand moved from her hip to her shoulder, and he held her down so that his thrusts could pierce her more deeply. The dull pain was enough to set Amy right on the brink, and she knew she was seconds away from falling into her orgasm. 

“Sir, may I please cum?!” Amy rasped past Thomas’s hold on her throat, unsure how much of her plea he could even hear.

“Yes, now,” Thomas hissed, looking like he was on the verge of his own orgasm.

A rush of pleasure crashed over Amy’s body at the first contraction of her orgasm, and she gasped as Thomas released his hold on her throat and let her collapse onto his chest. He held her hips down as he bucked up into her with a mix of grunts and groans, and Amy accompanied him with her own cries and whimpers as he fucked her through her climax. 

Thomas planted himself hard inside of her and hissed as his cock jerked and filled her with his cum. Amy panted, her head swimming from the brutal fucking, and the sudden drop of chemicals from her release. Her eyes fell closed, and Thomas’s hands smoothed over her back, helping her to settle. 

“God…” Thomas sighed into her ear. “You’re so sexy. And gorgeous. And your pussy feels so good.”

“Thank you,” Amy breathed back at him, her head still spinning.

“I don’t mean to always be so rough with you,” Amy heard a sliver of guilt in his tone.

“No, no, I… I liked it…” Amy nuzzled her face into his chest at her admission, but she couldn’t deny the thrill she felt when he handled her like that. 

“And I’m very grateful,” Thomas kissed the top of her head. “Even so, I know you must be sore from last night.”

“A little,” Amy admitted with a shrug. 

“Here,” Thomas tilted his body so that Amy fell onto the bed with a squeak. “Don’t move- I’ll be right back.”

Thomas rose from the bed, and Amy took the opportunity to rub the remnants of sleep from her eyes and stretch out her body. She winced as her muscles protested, particularly her thighs. Still, she couldn’t bring herself to regret their quick fuck, and she smiled to herself as she waited for Thomas to return from wherever he’d gone.

“Here we go,” Thomas sighed as he came back into the room. “It’s just some ibuprofen, but it should help.”

“Thank you,” Amy gratefully accepted the pills and the glass of water, which she promptly swallowed. 

“Now,” Thomas clapped his hands together. “We’d better get a move on- we have a big day ahead of us.”

“We do?” Amy tilted her head, and Thomas’s eyes sparkled down at her as he nodded. 

“We do,” he confirmed. “Today, we’re going shopping.” 

Amy blinked up at him.

“Shopping?” she asked puzzled. 

“Oh yes,” he nodded, moving toward his closet. “There’s quite a laundry list of things we need.” 

“Such as?” Amy pressed, her curiosity getting the better of her.

“You’ll have to wait and see,” Thomas popped his brows at her.

“I don’t really have anything to wear,” Amy pointed out, gesturing to the pile of her wrinkled clothing on the floor. 

“Well then, why don’t I follow you over to your place so you can change,” Thomas proposed as he stepped into a pair of black slacks. “And then I’ll take it from there. You can re-wear those for the drive.”

“Okay,” Amy agreed, though she blushed slightly at the idea of re-wearing her rumpled clothes. 

“And we can grab some breakfast after we get you all dressed up,” Thomas winked at her as he buttoned up his shirt, and Amy blushed again. 

When they had both gotten dressed and brushed their teeth, they left the house and got into their respective cars. Amy typed her address into the navigation and headed toward her apartment, Thomas following close behind. 

The drive unfolded without incident, and they both pulled into the parking lot of Amy’s apartment. Thomas placed his hand in the small of her back as she unlocked the door and stepped inside. 

“Would you like some coffee?” Amy asked, setting down her purse on the counter. 

“I would, thank you,” Thomas accepted her offer. “You can make it while I pick out your outfit for the day.”

Amy blinked, and Thomas flashed his beaming smile. There wasn’t anything inherently sexual about him picking out her clothes, but it made her nervous to wonder what he would select. 

“Okay,” she nodded and ducked her head as she gathered up the coffee and press. “Do you know where everything is?”

“I’m sure I can figure it out,” he sounded amused and headed into her bedroom. 

Amy’s hands shook as she went through the process of making the coffee, and she cast anxious looks toward her bedroom as curiosity burned inside her over what outfit he would select. Finally, the coffee was ready, and she carried the press and two mugs into her living room. 

“Coffee’s ready,” Amy’s voice was tight as she made the announcement, pouring the steaming liquid into their mugs. 

“Perfect,” Thomas stepped into the doorway. “We can let it cool while you get dressed.”

Amy felt a twist of nerves and an echo of arousal as she entered her bedroom. On the bed, Thomas had laid out a well-coordinated shirt and one of her long, flowing skirts and a navy bra, as well as a pair of no-show socks with some flats. She felt Thomas’s eyes on her as she looked over the outfit. 

“Well?” his voice startled her, and she turned to see him cross his arms and lean against the doorframe. “Get changed.”

Amy’s skin flushed pink as she realized he would be watching. She felt silly, as he had seen her naked before, but being under his intense scrutiny sent sparks of pleasure to her core. She kicked off her shoes and toed out of her socks, then scooped them up and tossed them into the hamper.

Amy’s hands trembled as she unbuttoned her flannel shirt and shrugged it off her shoulders, tossing it into her laundry hamper. She reached for the bra Thomas had selected for her, but his voice interrupted her. 

“No,” he corrected her, shaking his head. “Strip.”

Amy blushed again, and her pussy clenched as she leaned down to unbutton her jeans. She tried not to move too hastily as she lowered them to gather around her ankles and then stepped out of them. She felt Thomas’s eyes burning into her the whole time, even as she knelt to pick them up off the floor and put them in the hamper. 

Amy looked up at Thomas once she was naked, silently seeking his permission to get dressed. He took his time looking over her naked form, and Amy held her breath as his smoldering eyes examined her. 

“Good girl,” he whispered, almost to himself. “Get dressed.”

Amy reached again for the bra, half expecting a reprimand, but none came. She put it on, and subconsciously looked up at Thomas for approval. He chuckled, but gave her a nod and gestured for her to continue. 

Amy went on, putting on her clothes one item at a time, pausing to check in with Thomas between each step. It was strange, but it seemed that with each piece she put on, the wetter she became. His intent gaze followed her every move, like a predator watching its prey. 

By the time she had donned her sock-liners and shoes, she felt frazzled and lightheaded, only partly because of Thomas’s watchful gaze. Once she had put on her skirt, she became acutely aware that Thomas hadn’t laid out any panties for her, and she feared he had intentionally neglected that part of her outfit. 

“Is that everything?” Amy looked over at Thomas with wide eyes, hoping he would be sympathetic to her plight.

“Are you insinuating that I’ve forgotten something?” Thomas tilted his head. “Like… your panties?”

Heat flooded Amy’s face, and she didn’t dare to respond. 

“I don’t think they’re necessary to complete your ensemble,” his voice dripped with malice, and his eyes shone with glee. “Any other questions?”

“No, sir,” Amy mewled, feeling like a chastised child, and embarrassed at how her body was responding to him regardless. 

“Excellent,” Thomas seemed to relax, and his eyes ran up and down her body. “You look beautiful.”

“Thank you, sir,” Amy smiled at the compliment. “Our coffee’s getting cold.”

“Well, we can’t have that,” Thomas’s eyes flashed, and Amy’s stomach flipped. “After you.”

Thomas gestured for her to go into the living room, and she squealed as he landed a hard smack on her ass, only protected by the thin material of her skirt. Thomas chuckled at her reaction, then followed her into the living room. 

Amy took a seat on the couch, and Thomas sat down beside her, winding his arm around her waist. She handed him his mug and took up her own, cradling it with both hands as she sipped at it. 

They lingered in silence as they drank their coffee, but Thomas’s hand ran smoothly up and down Amy’s side, making her shiver. Thomas’s proximity, his touch, and her self-consciousness about being without her underwear were working her up more than she wanted to admit. 

When they each finished their drinks, Amy collected the mugs and the press and rinsed them out in the sink. 

“Ready to go?” Thomas asked, standing from the couch and crossing toward her. 

“Yes sir,” Amy answered, though she cast a longing glance toward her bedroom, wishing that he would let her put on a pair of panties. 

Thomas opened the door, and Amy made sure it was locked, then took his hand as he led her down the stairs toward his car. He opened the door for her and made sure she was settled, then got in himself and started the engine. 

Amy fidgeted with the sleeve of her shirt as Thomas drove, her heart racing as she wondered what Thomas had in store for her. She looked over at him, and was not comforted by the wide smirk spread across his features. 

Thomas pulled into a locally owned brunch place called The Blue Dove and Amy followed him inside. The hostess guided them over to a booth, and Thomas gestured for to sit down, then slid into the booth beside her. The restaurant was mostly empty, and they had a view of the whole dining area.

“What are you thinking?” Amy heard Thomas ask as she perused the menu. 

“Probably something simple,” Amy shrugged. “Just some bacon and eggs or something.”

Thomas hummed, and Amy didn’t bother to look up. She was deciding between entrees when she felt Thomas’s hand on her knee, and she jumped, startled. 

“Something wrong?” Thomas looked down at her, brow raised. 

“N-no, I just…” Amy stammered then trailed off as Thomas traced his fingertips higher, making her head spin. 

Thomas’s hand made to slide between her legs, and Amy instinctively pressed her thighs closed. 

“If you don’t open your legs, right now,” Thomas’s lips brushed her earlobe as he whispered. “I will take off my belt and whip you in the parking lot.”

Amy’s ears burned at the threat, and she parted her legs without a word. Her emotions battled between mortification at being spoken to that way in public, and sharp arousal she feared would make her pussy leak into her skirt. 

“Good girl,” Thomas whispered again as his fingers traced up and down her inner thighs, sending soft waves of pleasure to ignite her lust. “And what would you like to drink?”

Thomas’s voice had returned to a reasonable volume, and Amy’s mouth moved as she tried to find her own. 

“Orange juice,” she requested meekly, her face still burning as she suffered from her embarrassment and arousal. 

No sooner had Thomas asked, their server appeared, and Thomas placed their drink order. 

“And have we decided on what to eat?” they asked, smiling.

“I’ll have the steak and eggs, and she’ll have the classic breakfast,” Thomas’s tone was pleasant. 

“We’ll get that right out for you,” they smiled as they jotted down the order, took the menus, and headed back to the kitchen. 

Amy released a pent-up breath. Thomas’s fingertips had been twirling mere centimeters away from her pussy as he spoke with the server, and she was losing her nerve. She let out a frustrated sigh and squirmed in her seat. Thomas hummed and gave her a pinch, making her jump and bite her tongue to keep from making a sound. 

Amy wanted to be indignant. Such activities would certainly be frowned upon by members of polite society. At the same time, though, Amy was thrilled and excited beyond belief. She had fantasized about being in situations like this- teased subtly in public, with just the hint of risk. And just like in her fantasies, she was restlessly aroused and inflamed. 

“So, are you even a little curious about what we’ll be shopping for today?” Thomas posed, his fingers still busy. 

“Yes…” Amy whispered her answer, her eyes locked on the table, not daring to look up at Thomas.

“Well first…” he sidled up closer, pressing into her from the side as he leaned down again to whisper in her ear. “We are going to a lingerie shop. And we are going to find you some very nice underwear, which you will then take into a dressing room to try on. And I fully expect a picture of each set.”

Amy’s jaw fell slack as he illustrated what she was about to be doing, and she bit her lip to keep from moaning as the idea of going to a lingerie shop in the first place made her stomach twist. 

“And while you are in the dressing room,” Thomas went on, his voice even softer, and his fingers moving up even higher, a hair’s breadth away from her throbbing pussy. “You are going to edge for me, record it, and send me the recording.”

Amy opened her mouth to protest, but just as she did, Thomas finally touched her aching sex through the material of her skirt. Amy snapped her jaw shut to keep from moaning aloud as he expertly circled her clit. She wanted to take hold of his wrist and pull his hand away, but she thought better of it and instead fisted her hands in her skirt as she looked pleadingly up at him.

Thomas’s eyes flashed at her expression, and her pussy quivered as he bared his teeth in a deranged smile. 

“Say ‘yes sir,’” he commanded, his voice sending chills to roll over her body.

“Yes, sir!” Amy’s whisper was harsh as her voice cracked. 

“Good girl,” Thomas purred into her ear and removed his hand from between her legs. 

Amy breathed raggedly and closed her eyes as she tried to collect herself, caught between relief that he stopped, and desperation for him to continue. She closed her legs, and heat flooded her cheeks as she realized her skirt was damp where he had pressed it against her pussy. 

Embarrassed and overstimulated, Amy wanted to cry. She turned in her seat and buried her face into Thomas’s arm as tears pooled in her eyes, letting out a sniffle. Thomas made a soothing noise, and raised his arm to wrap it around her shoulders, offering his chest to lean against instead.

“Are you getting nice and flustered for me, sweet girl?” he cooed into her ear, and Amy nodded even as his words made her shake. 

“Good,” he held her tighter as his voice sharpened. “I like making you desperate and frustrated and embarrassed. And I love feeling the proof of it between your legs.”

Amy whimpered at his words, unable to respond as they echoed in her mind. He was right. That was precisely how he was making her feel, and her pussy was soaked from it. 

“Our food is coming,” Thomas informed her, and Amy straightened. 

Amy managed to smile politely at the server as they set the food down on the table. 

“Does everything look okay?” they asked, looking kindly between Amy and Thomas.

“Perfect,” Thomas assured them, offering an easy smile.

“Great, just let me know if you need anything else,” the server smiled, then left them alone. 

Amy picked up her fork, grateful to not have to speak as she sorted through the thoughts racing around in her mind. Thomas, too, was quiet as he ate. She wondered what he was thinking, and she couldn’t help but look at the hand that had been so recently toying with her pussy under the table. The memory was enough to make her clit twitch, and she felt a fierce blush bloom across her face. 

Amy kept her eyes on her meal from then on, but her thoughts whirled as she wondered whether he was serious about making her edge for him in a dressing room, or if he was just trying to tease her. She supposed she would find out in short order, and the thought filled her with a mix of trepidation and hot arousal. 

Soon enough, they each finished their meal, and Thomas paid for the food. He escorted her outside of the restaurant and back to his car, helping her get settled in the passenger seat. Rather than closing the door and moving toward the driver’s side, though, he leaned into the car and claimed her mouth in a hard kiss. 

Amy squeaked her surprise into his mouth as he fisted his hand in her hair and forced her head back to deepen his kiss. She melted against his forceful touch, and heat gathered like molten lava in her stomach. 

Thomas pulled back as abruptly as he started, and searched her face with frenzied eyes, his breathing ragged.

“You are so unbelievably fucking sexy,” he uttered in a rush, releasing her hair to cup her face instead. “Are you alright? Was that too much?”

“I- I’m okay,” Amy, overwhelmed by the flurry of questions and his compliment, stammered as she tried to respond. “It was really intense, but… it really turned me on.”

Thomas straightened up suddenly and did a quick scan of the parking lot, then shut her door. Amy watched as he strode to the driver’s side, and all but jumped into the seat beside her. His attention snapped back to her in an instant, and she felt like she might wither under the heat of his gaze. 

Thomas opened his mouth as if to speak, but seemed to think better of it, and instead started the car. He pulled out of the parking lot and onto the street, and Amy’s stomach flipped as she wondered if they were, in fact, heading for a lingerie shop. 

“Did you mean what you said in the restaurant?” Amy’s voice was tight with her apprehension. “Are you really going to make me… edge for you in the dressing room?”

Thomas seemed thoughtful for a moment, and Amy’s anxiety rose with each passing second. She wasn’t sure what she wanted to hear more. She knew she would be relieved if he said no, but her aching pussy was enough to tell her that she would also feel more than a little disappointed. 

“I did mean it,” Thomas’s words sounded carefully selected. “And that is what I want from you.”

Amy’s stomach clenched, and she was silent as she tried to process her thoughts.

“But is it something you want?” Thomas countered with his own question after the silence had settled too heavily for either of their comfort.

“It makes me nervous,” Amy answered honestly, the words falling out of her mouth almost unbidden. 

“I know,” Thomas acknowledged.

“I just don’t want to get in trouble,” Amy finally landed on what was giving her such pause.

“You won’t,” Thomas assured her. “The only people who will ever know are you and me.”

“What if…” Amy blushed from what she was about to say. “What if I make too much noise?”

Thomas laughed lightly and shook his head.

“Well, that’s part of the challenge for you,” he glanced at her from the corner of his eye. “I didn’t say it would be easy for you. But I know you can do it. I won’t force you to, but I know you can.”

Amy nodded her understanding, but fell quiet again, still feeling uncertain.

“Hey,” Thomas’s voice was soft, and he moved his hand to rest it on her thigh. “How about we take it one step at a time, alright? I do want you to try on the lingerie, just to make sure you like it and it fits. But what you do inside the dressing room is up to you. Fair?”

Amy was more than a little relieved at the compromise, and she relaxed, tension escaping from places she hadn’t even realized it was trapped.

“Fair,” Amy confirmed and offered Thomas a small smile before it faded, guilt creeping into her countenance.

“What’s the matter?” Thomas asked, her expression not eluding him. 

“I feel like I’m disappointing you,” Amy shrugged, turning to look out the passenger window as tears tickled at her eyes. 

“Amy, look at me,” Thomas’s voice was firm, and Amy turned to face him. “I will never be disappointed in you for telling me how you feel. I can only take care of you if you communicate with me. There is no amount of sexual play that will ever be more valuable to me than your wellbeing. Understood?”

“Yes sir,” Amy sniffed and wiped away her tears.

“Good girl,” Thomas’s voice was softer, and he gave her thigh a reassuring squeeze.

They lingered in comfortable silence until Thomas pulled into the parking lot of a nondescript strip mall. He found a spot, and Amy looked up at the store window to see a sign that read “Diana’s.” She looked over at Thomas to see him waiting and watching for her reaction. 

“And here we are,” he made a gesture to the shop, then let his hand rest on the steering wheel. “Are you ready?”

Amy looked back up at the sign, took a breath to steady herself, then nodded. Thomas smiled and leaned over to kiss her cheek before he opened the door. Amy got out of the car, then took Thomas’s hand, trying to maintain her nerves as he led her inside the store. 

A small bell chimed as they entered, and Amy was overwhelmed by the vast selection of intimate wear that hung on walls and racks throughout the store. 

“Welcome in,” a warm voice sounded from the right side of the store, where the check-out counter was situated. “I’m Diana, let me know if I can help you with anything.”

“Thank you,” Thomas acknowledged, and Amy squeezed his hand tighter as he led her further into the shop. 

Amy looked at the beautifully crafted lingerie, in awe of the artistry that had been poured into each garment. These weren’t some mass-produced scraps of fabric. Each one was ornate and beautiful, and Amy thought that she could spend the whole day admiring each piece like artwork in a museum.

“How did you find this place?” Amy whispered up at Thomas, her eyes glued to a plum teddy made of satin and trimmed with cream-colored lace. 

“The internet,” Thomas confessed with a soft laugh. “I just looked around to see who had the best reviews and landed here.”

Amy gave a vague hum to acknowledge him, and she lifted a hand to run her fingertips over the teddy. 

“I can hold on to it for you if you’d like to try it on,” Thomas offered, and Amy blushed as she took it off the rack and handed it to him. 

It was a surreal experience for Amy. She was nervous at first, having never been in anything more than a Victoria’s Secret before, but she gradually relaxed and succumbed to a childlike glee. She combed through the entire store, Thomas following silently behind as she made her selections. When she was finished, he was holding on to five sets for her to try on. 

“I think I’m ready,” she looked up at him, and his eyes crinkled with a smile. 

“Excellent,” he winked. “The dressing rooms are just over here.”

Thomas gestured to a doorway at the back of the store, and Amy’s stomach fluttered as she took her first steps toward it. Amy peeked past the doorframe to see a small waiting area, complete with a couple of chairs and a table with magazines. She saw a set of three full doors, not mere stalls like what she might have seen in a department store. She turned and looked up at Thomas, who handed her the items she selected. 

“I’ll be right out here,” Thomas assured her, leaned down to kiss her forehead, then took a seat in one of the chairs. “Take your time.”

“Yes sir,” Amy smiled up at him, and her stomach flipped at the sparkle in his eye. 

Amy tested the first of the doors and was relieved when it opened. Once inside, she found a simple latch-lock, and she secured it, then hung up her selected items on a hook set into the door. She set down her phone on a small table in the corner, and stripped out of her clothes, draping them over the bench at the back.

Once naked, Amy picked up the first of the garments she had selected- the plum teddy. Her heart pounded as she slipped into it, marveling at the softness of the satin against her body as she slid it up along her legs. She adjusted the straps on her shoulders so that it fit her appropriately, and turned to look at herself in the mirror. 

Amy’s mouth went dry at what she saw. She had never looked like such a wholly sexual being before. The trim of the teddy outlined all the natural contours of her waist and hips, bringing attention to them in a subtle but sensual way. The neckline dipped down past her sternum, leaving the insides of her breasts clearly visible, and her nipples hardened against the thin satin. 

Amy bit her lip as she looked herself over, and felt the flutter of arousal as she wondered what Thomas would think. She glanced at her phone on the table, and only hesitated for a moment before she picked it up. 

Amy experimented with several angles, her blood racing through her veins as she snapped the pictures. She looked through them, selected the most flattering one, and attached it to a message for Thomas. Her finger hovered over the screen as she blinked down at the send button, but she finally steeled her nerves and tapped it. 

The message sent, and Amy immediately put her phone down on the table. No sooner had she done so, the phone buzzed, and she snatched it back up to see a message from Thomas. 

You look so gorgeous and sexy, Amy, it read, and she smiled uncontrollably. Thank you for showing me.

Thank you, sir, Amy typed. 

Emboldened by his praise, Amy wondered why she had been so anxious to send him pictures from the dressing room in the first place. She carefully lowered the piece to step out of it and hung it back up on another hook in the wall. She looked at the next item she wanted to try on- a royal blue lace garter set.

Amy went through the process of trying on each new set, admiring herself in the mirror, and sending pictures to Thomas. Each time, he lavished her with praise, and Amy found herself growing more and more excited and aroused. 

I can’t wait to drag that off you with my teeth, little girl, was his response to the picture of her in a deep red ladder cut-out. 

Amy melted at his words, and her pussy clenched fiercely. She couldn’t believe how turned on she was. Maybe it was because she knew Thomas wanted her to edge inside the dressing room for him, even if he had given her the option not to. Whatever the reason, Amy’s blood felt hot as it coursed through her veins, and she promptly removed the panties of the lingerie set for fear of getting them wet. 

The cut-out was the last of the items she selected, and Amy gathered up her own clothes so she could get dressed. She dressed, only briefly deterred by a search for a wayward sock liner, and made sure her hair was not too disheveled.

Amy was ready to leave, but she couldn’t bring herself to open the door. Her pussy was tingling and hot, begging to be touched. She squeezed her thighs together to find some relief, but none was forthcoming. 

Amy held her breath and listened for any sign of activity on the other side of the door, worried that Diana may have come back to do some manner of store business. But it was quiet, and Amy felt a surge of nervous excitement as she backed up inside the dressing room and sat down on the small bench. 

Amy tried to keep her breathing steady as she gathered her skirt up around her hips and spread her legs, shivering as the air brushed against her heated sex. Amy used her left hand to cover her mouth, just in case, and lowered her right hand to stroke her swollen folds. 

Amy’s back arched at the touch, and she released a sharp breath into the palm of her hand. She stroked over her outer labia for several long seconds, working herself up as her clit flooded with blood and began to ache. 

Amy dipped her middle finger between her folds, and nearly moaned as she was met by hot wetness. She circled her finger around her hole and again arched her hips into her touch as pleasure rolled over her body. 

Before she could get too carried away to think straight, she took her left hand away from her mouth and unlocked her phone. She bit her lip as she opened the camera app, set it to video, and angled the camera between her legs. She pressed the record button, then sank her middle and ring fingers into her pussy. She pumped them in and out in long strokes, shivering at the soft wet noises that came from between her legs. Then, she withdrew her fingers entirely to run a slow, torturous circle around her clit.

Amy’s hands shook as she stopped the recording and wasted no time in sending it to Thomas. As she waited for his response, she focused on staying quiet as she alternated between circling her clit and fucking herself with her fingers. She was shocked at how quickly she arrived at a soft edge, and she was careful not to move any faster. After all, Thomas had instructed her to edge, not to cum. 

Amy’s phone finally buzzed, and she eagerly took up her phone. 

God, that is so fucking hot, the message read, and Amy could practically hear the growl in Thomas’s voice. You’re going to make me hard in the middle of the store.

Amy bit her lip as she imagined Thomas’s cock straining against his pants. Her pussy quickened at the thought, and she gave a soft gasp as she tore her hand away, narrowly avoiding an orgasm. Her body cried out in frustration, but she knew it was time to stop. 

Amy stood up from the bench and let her skirt fall down to cover her legs. She blushed as wetness trickled down the inside of her thigh, and she considered using her skirt to clean it up but figured it would sink into her skin soon anyway. It spread out over the insides of her thighs as she gathered the items she’d tried on, and she took a shaky breath as she opened the door and stepped into the waiting area.

Amy was promptly greeted by the sight of Thomas, glaring up at her with molten eyes from his chair. She locked eyes with him as her throat dried, and her knees almost buckled under the intensity of his gaze. 

“Ready to go?” his voice was low as he rose his brow, his expression one of pure hunger.

“Yes sir,” she breathed but found her feet rooted to the spot, like a deer in headlights. 

Thomas rose from his seat and crossed over to her. Amy’s heart pounded as he loomed wordlessly over her, devouring her with his eyes. 

“Your items,” he held out his hand, and Amy gave him the sets. “Shall we?” 

Thomas turned and offered his arm, and Amy took it. She vaguely remembered the first time she had taken his arm, and how cold it had been that day. Amy felt suddenly nostalgic and allowed her head to swim for a moment in her memories. There was no way she could have known then just how much Thomas would come to mean to her.

“Is there anything else you wanted to try on?” he checked, looking down at her.

“No, thank you,” Amy shook her head as she came back into the moment. “Um… which ones did you like best?”

“All of them,” Thomas answered, never breaking his stride as he approached the counter. 

“Oh,” Amy’s face flushed that he was going to buy such ornate pieces for her. “You don’t need to buy all this for me…”

“Need? No,” Thomas conceded. “But I want to, and you deserve it.”

Amy’s emotions stirred at his response, and she turned her face into his sleeve to hide her smile. Once they arrived at the counter, they were greeted by Diana’s warm smile.

“Find everything alright?” she asked as Thomas handed her their selections. 

“Yes, thanks,” Amy answered. “These pieces are beautiful.”

“Thank you,” Diana’s smile brightened. “I do custom work as well, so if you ever need anything special, just let me know.”

“Definitely,” Amy felt oddly at ease talking to another woman about her craft, and she doubted she would ever venture anywhere else for intimate apparel. 

“Here,” Thomas spoke as he reached into his pocket and withdrew his keys. “Will you go start the car for me? I’ll wrap things up here and join you shortly.”

Amy understood he wanted to pay for the items without letting her see the price, which she thought was polite. She took the keys and rose onto her tiptoes to give him a kiss on the cheek, then headed for the door. 

“It was nice meeting you,” Amy smiled at Diana as she opened the door, again tripping the soft bell.

“You too,” Diana gave her a nod. “Come back any time.”

Amy nodded and left so that Thomas could finish his business. She unlocked the car and settled into the passenger’s seat, leaning over to turn the key in the ignition. It wasn’t long before Thomas came out of the shop, a couple of white boxes in tow. He opened the rear driver-side door, set the boxes down in the seat, then got behind the wheel. 

Before he even spoke, he took hold of her jaw and pulled her face within inches of his own. He locked eyes with her in a scorching gaze, and with his free hand, he took hold of her wrist, pressing her hand between his thighs. Amy gasped and her core flared with lust as she felt the hardness of his cock through his pants. 

“You are…” Thomas spoke deliberately. “Such a very good girl. I am so proud that you were brave enough to edge for me in the dressing room. And as you can tell, it was so fucking hot to watch.”

“Thank you, sir,” Amy’s voice had a tremor as she was caught up in her emotion, overwhelmed with pride from his praise, and still incredibly horny from having touched herself in the dressing room. 

“All I want right now,” Thomas’s grip on her wrist tightened as he rolled his hips into her hand. “Is to take you behind this building, lift up that skirt, and fuck that soaked little hole between your legs.”

Amy gasped at the imagery, and her pussy clenched as it yearned for his cock. She imagined her nipples chafing against the rough brick of the building as he took her from behind, his hand wrapped around her throat.

“And you want it too,” Thomas goaded her, and Amy could only nod as best she could with her jaw still in his grasp. “But sadly, we will both have to wait- we still have another stop on our agenda.”

Thomas released his hold on her chin and removed her hand from his cock. She blinked, banishing the lust from her mind, and cleared her throat, looking out the windshield as Thomas pulled out of the strip mall and back onto the street. 

“So, where are we going now?” Amy asked. 

“This one…” Thomas trailed off, casting her a gleeful smile. “Is a surprise.”

Amy’s curiosity was piqued, and she raised her own eyebrow as his wild smile remained. She was torn between excitement and anxiety to see where they would end up, and if his expression was any indication of the nature of their destination, she had good reason. 

“Thank you for my lingerie,” Amy smiled over at him, still humbled and grateful for his gift.

“Believe me,” Thomas laughed, shaking his head. “The pleasure is all mine. You look stunning in every single one of them.”

“You’re sweet,” Amy smiled into her lap.

“And you’re gorgeous,” Thomas reached into her lap to twine his fingers between her own. “With or without the fancy underwear.”

Amy smiled again and looked out the passenger window as Thomas drove. They were quiet for several minutes, until Thomas slowed and put on his blinker, pulling off into a part of town that Amy hadn’t explored. It looked like a collection of small shops that had once been houses. The area was picturesque and welcoming, full of bright colors, with several people milling up and down the sidewalk. 

Thomas found a place to park along the street, and Amy waited beside him as he paid for the parking at a nearby machine. 

“We’re heading just up the street a little bit,” he explained, and Amy could hear the edge of excitement in his tone. 

Amy took his hand and followed his lead as he escorted her toward their destination. Thomas placed his hand in the small of her back as they arrived at a house painted bright blue, with a short staircase leading up to the door. Amy looked for a sign, but she couldn’t see one, and Thomas was already ushering her up the stairs. He opened the door for her, and she stepped past the threshold, only to stop cold as a fierce blush burned her face.

Thomas had taken her to a sex shop. 

All along the walls and shelves throughout the repurposed home were a variety of sex toys, ranging from dildos to complicated bondage equipment. Amy was no stranger to such items, but she had never gone shopping for them in person, infinitely preferring the anonymity offered from ordering them off the internet. 

“Surprised?” Thomas’s voice was filled with malicious humor as he purred into her ear from behind. 

Amy couldn’t bring herself to answer him, her mouth too dry. 

“Welcome in!” Amy jumped at the sound of a high, feminine voice, and she looked to the back of the room to see a petite woman with vibrant blue-streaked pink hair at the counter. 

“Thanks,” Amy choked, offering a weak smile. 

“Are you looking for anything in particular?” the girl piped up cheerily. 

“Actually yes,” Amy was about to say no when Thomas’s voice rang out from beside her. “Can you direct us to the Bluetooth toys?”

“Sure!” the young woman came from behind the counter. “Right over here.”

Amy cast Thomas a scathing look, but he only smiled down at her with his dancing eyes. He put his hand in the center of her back, and Amy begrudgingly followed the store’s associate. 

“This is the full selection that we have in store,” the woman explained. “And we have a few more models in our online catalog that we can put on order for you if none of these are what you’re looking for.”

“Thank you so much,” Thomas flashed his smile. 

“Of course!” she replied, her voice perky. “If there’s anything else I can help you find, just let me know.”

“We certainly will,” Thomas replied, and Amy offered her a weak smile as she returned to the register. 

When the clerk was out of sight, Amy scowled up at Thomas, who only laughed in response.

“What?” he feigned innocence, clearly amused. “It’s the first item on our list.”

“Our list?” Amy pressed, raising her brow in doubt.

“See for yourself,” Thomas pulled his phone out of his pocket, tapped on the screen, and turned it to face her. 

Amy peered down at the screen, and sure enough, there was a list in the notes app of his phone:

	Bluetooth vibrator 

	Suction cup dildo 

	Anal plugs 

	Clover clamps 

	Cuffs 

	Wand vibrator 

	Flogger 



Amy's mouth felt dry as she read each of the items, and her heart pumped faster as she imagined how Thomas would use each of them on her. 

“I know you probably have your own collection,” Thomas put his phone back into his pocket. “But I figured it couldn’t hurt to… expand it a little.”

Amy nodded, still unable to articulate her thoughts as her stomach twisted.

“Now…” Thomas turned his attention to the selection of Bluetooth vibes. “This looks interesting…”

Amy struggled to keep her breathing even as Thomas selected a box containing an insertable g-spot vibrator with a long stem. Amy had seen advertisements for it, and she knew it would be able to connect to either of their phones to control the vibration patterns and intensity. 

“The possibilities are endless,” Thomas tapped the box. “Now, what’s next? Suction cup dildo, I believe?”

Amy nodded and followed close behind Thomas as he set out in search of them. She was quiet and offered only a few passing remarks as Thomas looked through the selection of toys. He scrutinized a few of them, and Amy had the vague notion that he was taking his time on purpose, extending their time in the store. 

They were the only ones there, so Thomas made it a point to take each of their selected items to the counter to be held until they were ready to leave. Each time, Amy did her best to keep from making eye-contact with the woman at the register, who no doubt knew what each of these toys would be used for. Thomas, for his part, seemed to delight in her discomfort, and she had to admit that it was giving her a thrill as well. 

Amy couldn’t help but look at the array of toys and equipment, and her imagination ran wild as she pictured how each one would feel on her, or inside of her. As they approached the wall that was hung with all manner of striking implements, she felt the blood run out of her face, only to gather deep in her core. 

“Don’t you already have a flogger?” Amy mewled as Thomas ran his hands through the strands of a thick, suede number.

“I have several, as a matter of fact,” he corrected her, smug. “But I wanted you to pick out one for yourself.”

Amy’s stomach twisted as she was suddenly overwhelmed by the choices laid out in front of her. The knowledge that it would most assuredly be used on her added a certain gravity to her decision-making process.

“I don’t know where to start…” Amy confessed, and Thomas moved to stand beside her. 

“Well,” he leaned down to murmur into her ear, his lowered tone sending shivers down her spine. “There’s a lot to be said for aesthetics, but I think you get to know a flogger best through how it feels in your hand. Though it may be a little different for you, on the receiving end…”

Amy released a pent-up breath, and her clit twitched as she imagined any of these floggers crashing into her body.

“You might start just by finding a texture you like,” he took hold of her wrist and guided her hand to the thick, suede flogger he had been examining before. 

Amy ran her fingers through the strands and marveled at their softness and weight. She imagined that they would land heavily on her body, and a dark sense of yearning unfurled in her stomach. 

“That one would be very thuddy,” Thomas’s voice revealed his own desire. “Whereas this one would be more stingy…”

Thomas moved her hand over to a black flogger with longer, well-oiled leather tails. Amy stroked over their length and imagined the sound it would make as it flicked over her nipples or between her legs. It was enough to make her head swim. 

“Granted,” Thomas cleared his throat. “The one I used on you yesterday is very similar to this.”

“Oh,” Amy breathed her acknowledgment and turned her attention back to the shorter, suede strands. “And this one?”

“Hm,” Thomas gathered up a few of the tails in his hand and felt them between his thumb and fingertips. “I don’t have one quite like this. Do you like it?”

Amy nodded, her throat tight, and Thomas bared his teeth in his familiar, flashing smile as he took it down from the rack. He took a few steps away and hefted it in his hand. Amy watched, jaw clenched, as Thomas twirled the flogger through the air with a flourish of his wrist, flinching as he brought it to land against his thigh. 

“Very thuddy,” he assessed, his eyes glowing as he admired it, running the suede across his palm, and letting the strands fall one by one to hang from the stained-wood handle. 

Amy’s eyes locked onto the slowly swinging tails, and her body thrummed and pulsed with desire as she imagined how it would feel against her naked body. She was overwhelmed with emotion as she recalled a time when all of this was just a distant fantasy- one she doubted would ever come true. 

And yet, here she stood, with a brilliant, attractive, and compassionate man, picking out a flogger that would be broken in on her own body. Gratitude and happiness overcame her, and tears flooded her eyes.

“Amy?” Thomas hung the flogger back up and looked down at her, concerned. “What’s wrong?”

“It’s nothing,” Amy laughed, wiping at her eyes. “I’m just… I can’t believe this is really happening to me. I’m so… happy.”

Thomas beamed down at her, his eyes crinkling as he pulled her against his chest in a tight hug. 

“Me too, sweet girl,” He murmured, his chest vibrating against her cheek. “And this is just the beginning.”


Other titles by this author:

366 Days

Thirteen Tales

To Burn

Submitting to Him Vol. I-V

Submitting to Him

Submitting to Him- Vol II

Submitting to Him- Vol III

Submitting to Him- Vol. IV

Submitting to Him- Vol. V

https://www.amazon.com/Amanda-Vogel/e/B075X1CFKP/ref=ntt_dp_epwbk_0

cover.jpeg
k'nnz'ng
AMANDA VOGEL





