
        
            
                
            
        

    
Thirteen Tales

a collection of first-person BDSM fantasies


by Amanda Vogel


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.


One

I squeeze my eyes shut despite the blindfold that already covers them, and my jaw flexes as I bite down on the red ball gag in my mouth. Every muscle in my body strains, and the ropes dig into my flesh. 

You’ve tied my wrists to my ankles, creating a prominent arch in my back. My calves are bound to my thighs to ensure that my legs stay bent, and ropes tied at the bend in my knees run under the mattress to keep my legs spread. 

You’ve made me entirely open for you, and I have no choice but to endure whatever you choose to do with me. 

For quite some time, you’ve chosen to edge me. My clit hood is pulled back to expose it, and you use my wetness as lubrication to run your finger over the tiny nub in circles, up and down, side to side, however you please. Sometimes you add pressure, and sometimes you barely touch it at all. 

But always, you keep me hovering in a state of near painful pleasure and desperation. 

Sweat coats my body and dampens the bedsheets beneath me, but it’s nothing compared to the veritable pool accumulating between my legs. I wonder vaguely if I will be punished for the mess, and the thought only makes me drip more. 

You shift between my legs, and I tense, anxious to discover what else you have in store. You move your hands, so they're braced against my inner thighs, very close to my sex, and I whimper as you flex your fingers against my straining muscles. You gently massage the insides of my legs, trying to calm me down after ramping me up. 

I’m grateful for the reprieve from your ministrations, and I allow my body to relax. I slow down my breathing and calm my frenzied mind. 

My efforts, though, are in vain. When I finally manage to settle down, you place a soft kiss on my mound, just above my sensitive clit. Feeling your mouth so close to the center of my need makes me strain in my bonds again. 

Your chuckle vibrates against me, and I shiver at the sheer intimacy of being so wholly displayed for you. 

You withdraw, and I release a gasp past the gag as you blow a small stream of air over my clit and the wetness of my sex. Your thumbs trace along my outer folds, and time seems to have stopped. I can't stop shaking and my clit throbs. 

The stillness shatters as you wrap your lips around the tiny bud and suck. My body is instantly as taut as a bowstring again, and I release a strangled cry through my gag as you flutter the tip of your tongue over my swollen clit. 

I turn into a whimpering, desperate mess as you work me with your mouth. Every sensation is magnified after being tortured so long by your fingers. Your teeth nibble and scrape at my clit and along my folds. Your lips kiss and suckle at my heated flesh. Your tongue makes my head spin as it flicks and drags and swirls inside and over my sex. 

And all the while, you artfully, expertly keep me balanced on the razor's edge of an orgasm. It's heaven and complete hell. 

With a last, slow drag of your tongue over my clit, you finally raise your head. I whine, relieved for the pause in my torment, but aware of the deep, throbbing ache in my pussy that longs to contract and pulse with the force of a long-denied orgasm. 

My reprieve is short-lived, and I moan as you slide two fingers inside me. They move slowly, and your thumb presses into my clit hard enough to ramp up my pleasure up to a peak in spite of the languorous speed at which you circle it. 

As your hand works on me, you move your body so that you are beside me. You take hold of my hair with your free hand, and it tightens there, just enough to be slightly painful. You release a long sigh, and my body shivers as your lips brush the shell of my ear. 

"You don't cum." 

Your dar, husky voice, and the weight of your edict make my pussy clench around your fingers and draw a whimper from my throat. 

I nod as best I can between my bonds and your hold on my hair. Acute, intense pleasure courses through my body, centered at my overstimulated sex, and I can barely form a rational thought. 

You speed up, and your thumb presses harder still against my clit as you circle it furiously. 

My body goes entirely stiff, and my throat closes up in a scream that won't escape as I am overwhelmed with white-hot ecstasy. I'm sure that this is it, and that in spite of your words, you are finally going to send me over the edge into a hard, shaking orgasm. 

As soon as the thought enters my mind, you withdraw from within me and rain three hard, punishing slaps against my pussy. I gasp and then cry out, tears springing to my eyes at the sudden pain. Your hand moves from my sex to my throat, even as your other hand tightens in my hair. 

"You. Don't. Cum." 

You repeat the words slowly, dragging each of them out and letting their meaning seep deep into my mind and body. 

My body aches for completion, but my spirit is calm, reveling in the sensation of being wholly owned and dominated. 

It takes an inordinate amount of effort for me to give a single, weak nod as I fight against my exhaustion and the force of your hands at my throat and hair. 

Your hands ease up, and you gently stroke my hair and massage the curve of my neck. I relax and release a soft sigh into my gag. 

"Good girl." 

Your praise fills my body with warmth, and my mouth turns up in a smile around my gag. 

I’m your good girl, and you are my daddy. And that gives me more pleasure than any orgasm ever could. 

Two

I’m lying down beside you, and one of your hands holds my wrists up above my head, and the other one plays with my pussy. 

We’re at your parents’ house for the holiday, and I’m under strict orders to remain silent. It wouldn’t do to wake your whole family with the sounds of my desperation. My back is arched from your light touches, and my mouth is open as I struggle to breathe silently. 

You circle my clit with light pressure, and I shake. You move your body closer to me and whisper in my ear to remind me to stay quiet. You slide a finger inside me, and I gulp for air as you slowly finger-fuck me. I rock my hips up into your hand, and my heart beats hard and fast in my chest. 

Your lips and teeth ravage my skin as you kiss, suck, and nip at my throat and collarbones. You shift your grip to hold one of my hands instead of both and interlace your fingers with mine. You instruct me to touch my clit with my newly freed fingers, and I obey. I bite my lip as I frantically circle my clit and buck my hips. 

You tell me to slow down, and I almost whimper in my frustration, but I know you want me quiet. So, I slow down and squeeze my eyes tight shut as pleasure builds inside me. You shift beside me again, and I see lights behind my eyes as you press your erection against my hip. 

At the same time, you press another finger into me and add a curling gesture to their slow fucking. In a matter of seconds, my body is taut and paralyzed in anticipation. The first wave of my orgasm hits and makes me convulse beside you. You sigh, satisfied, into my ear and keep your fingers inside me as I jerk and writhe, ushering me through my climax. 

When it subsides, you withdraw your fingers and spread my juices over my stomach and hips. You release my hand and shift so that you’re hovering over me. I shiver and pant as you lick up the wetness you wiped over my body. 

You kiss and lick upward, and I dig my nails into your shoulders as you bite and lick my nipples. Your push your knees between my legs to spread them and my pussy aches again. I want to whimper and beg to let you hear how badly I need you. But I know you want me quiet.

You nibble my jaw, and my body is on fire from the sensation of your cock brushing my slit. I drag my nails down your back as you kiss my lips, and I shake tensely as you press your cock into me and set up a steady rhythm.

My breathing is erratic, and your lips brush against my ear as you shush me. Tears burn in my eyes, and I barely manage to nod. I alternate between holding my breath and gasping for air. I am lost in a haze of pleasure. You tightly grip my hair as you quicken your speed.

Your jaw is tense as you press your face against mine. My heart pounds, and my head spins. Your rhythm suddenly breaks, and you release a long hiss into my ear. Your body jerks and liquid heat spreads inside me. I shiver and release a sigh, then relax my grip on your shoulders. I cringe as you pull out of me.

You roll over to lay beside me, and I curl up to rest my head on your chest. We listen to each other breathe as we drift off to sleep.


Three

I come into the living room and find you sitting on the couch. Horny for you as ever, I straddle your hips and lazily roll my hips against yours. I’m naked, and soon I’ve left a wet spot on your pants. You smirk and grab my hips to throw me down onto the couch beside you. 

You pin my hands up above my head and tell me not to move them. You settle between my legs and briefly run your hand up the inside of my thigh. I watch breathlessly as you then move your hand to the waistband of your pants and push them down to let your cock spring free. 

My breath catches as you move closer and tease my slit with your tip. You laugh at me and tease me for already being so wet for you. I whimper and beg you to please fuck me. You laugh again and wrap your hand around my throat. 

You tell me that I’m your little slut and your fuck-toy as you push your cock slowly into me. You shush me as I arch up against you and whimper as you fill me up. You moan into my mouth as you start up a slow pace and kiss me. 


I wrap my legs around your hips to draw you closer, and you thrust faster. I clench my pussy around your cock. You bite my lip with a growl and tighten your hand around my throat. I pitifully mewl that I want to feel your cum inside me. 

Your eyes light up, and you slap me across the face. My pussy clenches again, and we both shudder. Your hand moves from my throat to seize my hair, and you savagely pound into me. Your cock jerks, and I cry out as the heat of your cum spreads inside me. 

I hear your breath catch as you find your release, and your muscles relax. Your cock softens inside me, but you don’t pull out. You hold closer as you settle down on your side, and you stroke my back with your fingertips as we both come down from our high. 


Four

I kneel down in front of you and put my head on your lap. You spend some time petting my hair and calling me your good girl, and it makes me melt. You grab a handful of my hair and use it to tilt my head up, so you can slap my face over and over again. I flinch as you raise your hand again, but the blow doesn’t land. 

“Who do you belong to?” you ask me. 

“You, daddy,” I answer. 

“Good girl,” you yank me up by my hair to kiss me and then jerk me back down to resume slapping me. 

The barrage is unrelenting, and you punctuate your blows with questions. 

“Is this making my little sub girl wet?” 

“Do you like it when I hurt you, slut?” 

“You know you need this, don’t you?” 

And I, drunk off the pain and my arousal, give my answer. 

“Yes, daddy, yes daddy, yes daddy…” I keen as tears stream down my singing cheeks. 

With each question and answer, you pull me up to kiss you and then push me back down to start again. My eyes flicker between your face and the outline of your hard cock pressing against your pants. You notice, and you stop slapping me to shove my face into your crotch. 

“Do you want to suck my cock, little cunt?” you ask through gritted teeth. 

“Yes daddy, please,” I moan as I nuzzle my face against you through your pants. 

You jerk my head back, and I watch with wide eyes as you undo your pants with your free hand. You pull your cock out and my mouth waters as you stroke it. I lean forward to try and take it in my mouth, but you tighten your grip in my hair. 

“Don’t be fucking greedy, whore,” you growl at me. 

“I’m sorry, daddy," I whimper, but my whole being is still focused on your cock and my pussy throbs and leaks as you make me wait. 

“Open your mouth,” you order, and I immediately obey. 

You shove my head down without preamble, and I choke as your cock hits the back of my throat. I gag again and again as you dictate my pace with your hand in my hair. My eyes burn with tears, and I struggle to catch my breath. You suddenly pull me off, and I gasp for air as you land a hard slap across my face, then force me down again. 

My head swims, and my drool covers your cock as you alternate between slapping me senseless and fucking my throat. You tug me up again, and I brace for the impact of your hand against my face, only to feel your hand clamp down around my throat instead. 

Your lips crash into mine as you kiss me, and I squeak as you bite my lower lip. You pull back and look down at me. 

“Are you ready to make daddy cum?” you ask. 

“Yes, daddy yes daddy please please please!” I squirm as I frantically beg you. 

You shove my head down again, and I keep my mouth tight around your cock as you yank my head up and down by my hair. Your body stiffens, and you hold my head down so that my face is pressed tightly against your pelvis, and hot jets of your cum shoot into the back of my throat. I struggle to swallow with my lips still wrapped around your cock, and my lungs scream for oxygen. 

Your grip relents as you gently pull me off your cock. I gasp and pant raggedly as you place my head down on one of your thighs. You wipe away the mix of tears and drool on my face. 

“You’re my good girl,” you tell me, and I give a soft hum of happiness as I nuzzle my face into your leg. 


Five 

Over several days, you put me through a gauntlet of pain. Every contact I have with you involves you hurting me. 

“Daddy loves you,” you say after each blow. 

You slap me in the face- “Daddy loves you.” 

You beat my tits with a flogger- “Daddy loves you.” 

You brutally fuck my ass- “Daddy loves you.” 

You take a belt to my thighs and pussy- “Daddy loves you.” 

You dig your nails into my back and over my ribs and leave long scratches- “Daddy loves you.” 

You beat my ass and thighs with a cane- “Daddy loves you.” 

You say nothing else. 

I catch on to the game, but I unravel very quickly. Every time you come anywhere near me, I shrink away and shake my head. It does no good- you can bind me to your will with a word as quickly as with a rope. I never fail to submit as you arrange my body according to your whim before each session of abuse. I shake with dread each time you do. 

My vocabulary has more variety than yours, but not much, and is undoubtedly more frantic. 

You attach the magnetic clamps to my nipples- "Please, no daddy, it hurts it hurts it hurts." 

You bite into my neck and shoulders, and then at my hips- “Daddy daddy... oh my god... fuck!” 

You leave me tied up with ginger in my ass- "Daddy, please take it out! It hurts. It hurts! I’m sorry, please take it out!” 

You drip wax over my tits and nipples- “God! Ow, fuck!” 

“Daddy loves you, Daddy loves you, Daddy loves you...” you say all the while. 

I flinch every time you so much as glance my way, and when you approach me, I dissolve into a mess of whimpering pleas. 

“Please don’t hurt me, daddy. I’ll be your good girl, I promise, please don’t hurt me anymore...” 

More often than not, it comes to nothing, and I take whatever torment you've devised for me. 

It’s hard for me to go about my days. I’ve started peeking around corners and making myself as scarce as I can as if you’d somehow forget I exist. You always find me though, and I scream and cry and beg as you inflict your torture, and your three words- 

“Daddy loves you.” 

When I’m not tied up or bent over your knee or some piece of furniture, life goes on. I eat and sleep as usual, and most importantly, I shower to wash off the sweat that pours from my body each time I am subjected to a new torment. 

I finish one such shower and pull back the curtain to reach for a towel, only to see you there- waiting. My stomach knots instantly, and I tremble in front of you as I cower dripping in the shower. 

You stand directly in front of me, and I squeak as you take a handful of my wet hair. 

"Daddy, please..." tears are already welling up in my eyes, and my knees threaten to give way. 

You land a slap on my face and tug me forward by my hair, forcing me to step out of the shower. The second my feet touch the mat, you spin me around and press into me from behind, clamping your hand around my mouth. 

Your shirt absorbs the droplets of water still clinging to my skin. My heart pounds, and my body is tense as your free hand wanders over my breasts and stomach. I flinch as you flick my nipples, and I squeeze my legs together as your hand roams toward my pussy. 

The hand over my mouth moves lower to wrap around my neck, and you land a hard slap against my thigh as a warning. Tears drip from my eyes as I surrender and widen my stance to part my legs for you. 

I clench my teeth and dig my nails into the palms of my hands as I anticipate what I am confident will be sharp pain. I jerk against you as your fingers brush over my sex. 

"Daddy, please don't hurt me. I'll be good I promise I'm sorry please stop hurting me—" I can’t contain the entreaties that flow from my lips. 

Your hand moves to cover my mouth again, and you force my head back against your shoulder. 

“Say ‘Daddy loves me.’” Your lips brush against my earlobe as you whisper. 

You uncover my mouth and your fingers coil around my throat again. I’m stunned to hear you say something different. Your hand tightens around my throat. 

“Now.” 

“Daddy loves me,” I say instantly, and I gasp as you swirl a finger around the entrance of my pussy. 

“Good girl,” you hum, and your chest vibrates against my back. “Say it again. And don’t stop.” 

“Daddy loves me, Daddy loves me, Daddy loves me...” 

I say it again and again as you slide your fingers against my throbbing cunt. Your touch is unbelievably gentle, and even your hand on my throat softens as you caress my shoulder, and then wrap your arm around my waist to hold me tight against you. 

“Daddy loves me, Daddy loves me, Daddy loves me...” 

I repeat the phrase, and the tears leaking from my eyes are of relief and pleasure rather than terror. I roll my hips into your hand and relax my muscles to lean against you. You slide your fingers inside me, and my voice catches on my mantra. 

“Da-addy loves m-me, d-daddy loves me-e...” 

You withdraw your hand from inside me and raise your fingers to my mouth. I waste no time in sucking them dry of my juices. I moan against them as I do so, my arousal further enflamed by my own taste. You growl softly behind me, and your cock hardens against my ass. 

Suddenly your hand is in my hair again, and you none-too-gently pull me from the bathroom to the bedroom. You stop short before reaching the bed as you toss a towel on top of the sheets. 

“Lie down on your back.” 

I don't hesitate. I settle on top of the towel, careful not to get anything else wet, and watch as you divest yourself of your damp shirt and pants. My heart pounds as your eyes lock onto mine, and you shove my legs apart with your knees to settle between them. 

Your cock is inches away from my pussy, and I want to beg you for it, but my mouth is busy repeating your words- 

“Daddy loves me, Daddy loves me, Daddy loves me...” 

My voice hitches as you drape my legs over your shoulders to get a better angle, and I finally feel the tip of your cock against me. I fumble your words in my desperation as my mind fogs, and I can think of nothing but how badly I need you inside me. 

“D-da-addy loves... me daddy daddy daddy loves- loves m-meee...” 

“Hush,” you cover my mouth again as you lean over me, and my ragged breath hisses between your fingers. 

“Yes,” you say tenderly. “I love you.” 

You slowly sink your cock into me as I release a sob into the palm of your hand. 


Six 

You first gag me with my panties and then put duct tape over my mouth for good measure. You wrap the tape around my wrists and bend my elbows back to tape my wrists to the back of my neck, with a few extra rounds of tape circling my throat mostly for aesthetic. You have my legs spread, and my knees bent, with my ankles taped to my upper thighs so I can't unbend them. 

You put clothespins on my nipples and on my clit, and you leave to make sure they have enough time to really hurt me. You come back, and take the pin off my clit, only to rub toothpaste into it. You leave again to let it take effect. 

When you come back, tears have dripped from my eyes down the sides of my face, and there is a layer of sweat coating my skin. My muscles are tensed up, and I writhe against the tape. 

You sit down on the bed close to my face and rip the tape off my mouth. You yank my panties, soaked with spit, out of my mouth, and rub them over my face before tossing them beside my head. Before I can make a sound, you shove two fingers into my mouth and start fucking my throat. All I can do is gag and choke as you keep up a steady rhythm. When you’re done, you wipe your hand clean on my face and in my hair. 

You turn your attention to my tits and give each of the clothespins a flick. I sob raggedly. You instantly wrap your hand around my throat. 

“Don’t make me gag you again,” you threaten, and I nod as you release your grip. 

You once again focus on my tits. You take hold of one of the pins and tear it off. I bite my tongue hard to keep from yelping as you repeat the motion with the other pin. All the while, my pussy and clit throb from the icy pain of the toothpaste, and more tears track down my face. 

You slap my tits around for a while, and I grind my teeth as you rain blows up, down, and across them until they’re bright red. I dig my fingernails into my palms behind my head and squeeze my eyes shut. 

You slap me hard across my face, and my eyes snap open, immediately flooding with more tears. 

“You’ll pay attention when I decide to play with you,” your voice is calm, and I nod frantically in response, afraid to speak. 

I watch with wide eyes, hardly daring to blink as you lean down over my chest. My stomach knots as you take one of my nipples into your mouth and my mind rages with protest as my body tightens and trembles. Your teeth clamp down over the abused nub, and my back arches so tightly it hurts. You use a firm hand on my stomach to keep me in place as you tighten your jaw. I clench my teeth painfully tight to keep my silence, but my mind is screaming. 

Without loosening your bite, you lift your head. My head spins, and my mouth opens in a silent scream as my nipple snaps out from between your teeth. 

For a moment, my vision blurs hazy white, and I can only hear my pulse pounding in my ears. Your lips are already at my other nipple, and a cold dread fills me. My body violently shakes, and my teeth chatter. 

You repeat the process, and somehow knowing everything that will unfold makes enduring it even worse. I manage to remain silent, but my body jerks against its restraints. My arms burn as I try to free them, and I choke myself in the process. Likewise, my legs ache from the fruitless efforts of trying to kick out of the tape. 

Worse than the physical pain is my simultaneous mental anguish and delight. Even as the word “red” flashes through my mind and lingers on the tip of my tongue, a heady sensation overtakes me. 

My nipple snaps from between your teeth again, and the change is tangible as my ability to resist you vanishes. My muscles shiver with exhaustion, no longer pulling and thrashing beneath you. 

My body has shifted from resisting the pain of your touches to yearning for it. I finally feel the trickle of thick pleasure course through my veins. 

I can no longer focus my eyes, but as you look into them, you know exactly what’s happened inside of me. 

You give each of my tortured nipples a hard flick, then take my jaw in hand and roughly tilt my face to look up at you. 

“You’re loving every second of this,” you say it like an accusation, and I nod my guilt. 

“I don’t know why I even bother to hurt you,” you sneer. “Everything I do just turns you on.” 

To prove your point, you land a hard slap on my pussy. My eyes roll back at the sharp pain, but we both hear the wetness in the sound. 

“Fucking soaked,” you degrade me, and my face flushes red. 

You trace your fingers over my sopping pussy. The toothpaste still lingers in my juices, and each pass of your fingers brings a fresh wave of the cold mint. Nevertheless, this touch is by far the most pleasure I've received in this session, and I tilt my hips up toward your hand. 

“Hungry slut,” you whisper, and I nod in fervent agreement. “I know all you want right now is my cock inside you.” 

I nod desperately but keep my silence. Just the thought of your cock sliding inside me makes my pussy clench. 

“It’s too bad your little cunt is such a sloppy mess,” you say lowly. “Or I might have actually fucked it by now.” 

Your words equally embarrass and enflame me, and my stomach coils with the contrasting reactions. 

“Fortunately for me,” you go on. “I have another option.” 

A cold wave rolls over me as you move a single finger to circle my asshole. My breath catches in my throat as you press it inside me, and my body seizes up. 

Your free hand grips my jaw again as you force me to meet your gaze. 

“I want to hear you beg me,” you say. 

“Pl- please- ah!” I choke on my newly returned voice as you shove another finger into my ass. 

"Daddy, please fuck my ass!" my words come out in a strained rush as I moan and pant from just your fingers. 

It already hurts, and I know your cock will stretch it even further. 

“Since you asked so nicely...” you growl at me, and I do my best to shrink into the bed. 

I gasp as you rip off the tape around my legs, and I scream in agony as you hastily stretch out my tensed muscles and knees. 

Ignoring my cries, you hook my legs over each of your shoulders. With one hand, you hold my hips steady, and with the other, you line up the tip of your cock with my asshole. I draw in ragged, gasping breaths as you press inside me. Pain swirls thick through my blood as you stretch and eventually bottom out in my ass. 

We are both motionless for a moment, and our eyes lock. I see concern flash across yours. Even through the pain, I sense your tenderness and love. And I need you so badly. 

"Please, Daddy," I whisper softly. I wonder if you can even hear me. 

“Please fuck my ass...” 

Your eyes darken once more with lust, and I scream as you pull out of me, then thrust back in, hard, setting up a demanding rhythm as your nails dig into the flesh of my thighs. 

My head is spins and my neglected clit and pussy throb from need and the remnants of the toothpaste. My asshole burns, and I freely sob as you take me hard and fast. You move your hands from my thighs to squeeze my breasts, and I scream at the pain that shoots through my nipples. 

Your breath catches, and you dig your nails harder into my chest. I know you’re close. I cry out with each of your thrusts and squeeze my asshole tighter around your cock, wanting you to feel as good as possible before you finish. 

You release my breasts and brace your arms on either side of my head as you lean forward to get the angle you need. You pound out a series of harder thrusts that bring even more tears to my eyes. Your breathing stops your body tenses. Your cock pulses, and I shiver as warmth spreads inside of me. 

You draw in a long breath and let it out in a shaky sigh. I squeeze my eyes shut and wince as you carefully withdraw your cock from my ass. 

You quickly undo my fastenings. I am still hovering in another realm of existence, and I barely move as you try to remove the duct tape as painlessly as possible. 

I do whimper as you slowly extend my arms. You massage my tight biceps and triceps to ease the transition, but they still hurt and tingle. 

You tell me to stay still while you fetch a warm washrag from the bathroom. When you return, you gently run the rag over my body, washing away the remnants of sweat and spit and toothpaste covering me. I come down from my high and become aware of the aches and pains I’ve accumulated, as well as my unresolved arousal. 

When you’re satisfied with my cleanliness, you slide an arm around my waist and help me sit up in the bed, then walk me over to the bathroom. I’m too exhausted to be shy in front of you as I take care of my business there, and I am grateful when you help me back into the bedroom. 

Once there, you sit me on the edge of the bed and insist that I drink from the cup of water that you must have set out without my notice. Once I have, you wrap me tightly in a blanket and hold me close to your chest, cradling my head with one hand and rubbing along by back with the other. 

“You’re my very good girl,” you whisper softly between kisses on my head. 

“Thank you, daddy... I love you,” I murmur. 

My head is still thick with fog, and I worry that I might fall asleep at any moment. 

“I love you too, my angel,” you whisper back, and hold me closer. 

Eventually, we both drift off to sleep, curled into one another on the bed. 


Seven 

For a couple weeks, you've been keeping me in the cage for longer and longer periods. You decide, of course, when to take me out to feed me, to go to the bathroom, anything at all. For some time, I’ve badly needed to use the restroom, and have been whining and begging for you to please let me go, but you merely scowl at me. 

“Good pets hold it until they’re let out,” you tell me. 

 “Yes, daddy,” I try to squeeze my legs together to help hold it. 

You notice immediately, and your displeasure is apparent in your face. 

“Spread your legs,” you bark. “And back up close to the back of the cage.” 

I do, and I gasp as you slide your fingers past the bars to run them over my pussy. I whine and try to move away, 

“Hold still!” you snap at me. 

I do, and I bite my lip as you push your fingers into me. 

It feels so good, and my breath catches as I arch back toward you, but only manage to press my ass and pussy harder into the bars. At the same time, though, your fingers slam into my bladder and make me even more desperate to relieve myself. 

"Daddy, please, I really need to use the potty," I whine at you. 

“You can go whenever you like,” you say, and finger-fuck me even harder. 

I tremble, and my body flushes red at the thought of being made to piss myself in the crate. It seems inevitable at the rate you're pounding into me, but I do my best to hold it off. I can't tell if I'm more relieved or disappointed as you take your fingers out of me, and my body relaxes involuntary. 

“Straighten up,” you remind me, and I resume my position with my ass pressed against the bars. 

You line up your cock with my slit, and my stomach flips with excitement and fear. I want you inside me desperately, but my legs shake, and my abs are flexed hard from trying to hold my pee. 

"Daddy, will you please take me out??" I beg you raggedly as you press into me from behind. 

You say nothing as you set up a steady and hard rhythm. I let out a variety of moans and pleas as you fuck me, and I grip the bars of the crate in front of me. It feels exquisite, and my pleasure is mounting towards an orgasm. At the same time, my bladder feels painfully full, and a tiny trickle escapes. 

“Oh my god! Daddy, please!!” I cry out in a last-second effort, but you only quicken your pace. 

That’s all it takes. To my mortification, the trickle turns into a stream that flows in a torrent down my trembling thighs. My jaw drops, and embarrassment floods me to have wet myself. 

I can hardly dwell on how pathetic I feel as you drive your cock even harder into me. I cry and squeak with each thrust, until you finally let out a growl and bury yourself inside of me, filling me with your cum. Both of us breathe raggedly for a long moment, and I shake from a mix of arousal and humiliation. I whimper as you pull out of me, and I look up at you guiltily through the bars of the cage. 

“You’ve made a mess,” you frown down at me, and tears well up in my eyes as your cum starts to drip from inside of me. “I hope you can manage to get comfortable- I don’t see a reason to take you out any time soon since you’ve already pissed yourself.” 

“Yes, daddy” I squeak, and can only watch longingly as you head toward the bathroom, presumably to clean up, while I am left wet and shivering in a puddle of my own making. 


Eight 

You're just laying down in bed, propped up against the headboard, and I'm straddling your hips. We're making out. Your hands wander over my sides, sometimes moving up to play with my nipples, resting on my hips, or even moving lower to rub and squeeze my ass. 

My hands rest on your chest, and I drag my nails lightly over your shoulders and run my fingers through your hair. 

We start soft, but we both get more worked up as we go. You bite at my lips, and our tongues delve deeper into each other's mouths. Your nails rake against my skin, and every now and then, you land a blow on my ass or thighs. 

I whimper and moan into your mouth and press my body down against yours. My hips flex back and forth involuntarily, and my head spins as your cock presses against my pussy. It slides along my slit, and I moan at the friction. 

I try to lift myself up and take your cock inside of me, but your hands clamp down on my hips, holding me still. You slowly roll your hips, teasing me as your cock rubs against the outside of my leaky pussy. 

“Daddy...” I whine as I break off our kiss. You don’t miss a beat, and your mouth merely moves down to my neck to kiss, nibble, suck there as you continue to tease me. 

I whine and try to slide down onto your cock from on top of you. You immediately stop me with a hand at my throat and flip me on to my back. You give each of my tits a slap and twist one of my nipples, making my back arch, and a strangled squeal escapes my throat. 

“You’re not in charge here,” you remind me, a hard edge in your soft voice. 

“I know, daddy,” I mewl to appease you, looking up with wide eyes as both my hands grip your wrist. Your grip tightens on my throat, and I moan as you drag your cock against my thigh. Your free hand moves down my side and slides between my legs. 

You run your fingertip just barely over my slit, and I buck my hips up toward your hand. Your touch intensifies my need for you tenfold, and my arousal is a hot spike in my stomach. Tears spring to my eyes as they lock on to yours. 

“Does my baby need me to play with her pussy?” You ask in a too sweet, mocking tone that sends even more heat between my legs. 

“Yes, daddy...” I answer as well as I can, given that my trachea is being crushed by your palm. 

You say nothing, but your eyes bore into mine as you slide two of your fingers inside of me, and I moan loudly at the intrusion. You move your hand from my throat to my mouth, and I choke as you start fucking my mouth at the same rate you’re finger-fucking my pussy. 

You don’t hold back, and I struggle to breathe between your fingers blocking my airway and your fingers slamming into my cunt. In a nonsensical moment of frantic panic, I try to take hold of your wrists. 

With your fingers still in my mouth, you clamp the rest of your hand around my jaw, effectively keeping my tongue depressed and partially blocking my airway. In that instant, you tear your hand away from my pussy and land a hard slap against my cheek, only further accented by my wetness on your palm. 

I choke on your fingers and let out a strangled cry as tears rush to fill my eyes. I put my open palms up on either side of my face in a gesture of surrender as I begin to sniffle, a mix of fear, pain, and hot excitement coursing through my blood. 

“Put your hands up over your head,” you command, and I immediately comply, fully extending my arms and interlocking my fingers with the headboard. 

“Keep them there,” you tell me, and I do my best to nod with most of your hand still in my mouth. 

You keep hold of my jaw while your other hand moves back between my legs. This time you don’t fuck me, but focus on my clit, using my wetness to slide your fingers in fast circles over the tiny nub. 

My back arches up off the bed, and you release your hold on my jaw to press your fingers into my throat. I choke as you set up a slow rhythm, and my face flushes red as drool trickles down my cheeks. 

My focus is taken up by your fingers on my clit, though, as you increase their speed and pressure. My pussy twitches, and I panic as my orgasm wells up inside of me. 

I relax my muscles and try to keep my body from tipping over the edge. I force my thoughts elsewhere, to all manner of mundane and boring things. But no matter what I think of, you make some alteration to the way you’re touching me to call me back to the present. 

And at present, I am dangerously close to cumming without permission. 

I don’t dare to move my hands again, but I know I have to try something to make you stop. 

“ -a- I- ee...” I let out a gargle of muddled syllables mixed with a gag or two as I try to speak past your fingers. 

“I’m sorry,” you jeer at me. “I couldn’t quite understand you.” 

At that, you push your thumb alongside the rest of your fingers, forcefully shoving your entire hand into my mouth. My jaw aches from being pried open, and your fingers are as intent as ever as they rub my clit. 

“Ungh uh, uhh!” I protest as well as I can and try to draw my hips away from your fingers to no avail. 

Desperate, I close my legs, effectively limiting the motion of your hand. You let out a short chuckle as you pull your hand back, only to make me scream as you land a series of hard blows across the tops of my thighs. You only stop when I’m sobbing and flinching at your every move. 

You finally take your hand out of my mouth and wipe the drool off along my face and tits. I struggle to breathe normally, and you make it even more difficult as you wrench my thighs apart and situate yourself between them. 

“Did you really think I’d force you to cum without permission?” your sweetly mocking tone is back. 

I can only look up at you with watery red eyes and blink, as my throat is too raw for me to speak. 

Speech would have failed me anyway, though, as you slam your cock into me without waiting long for a response. I scream again, and it takes all my self-control not to move my hands from above my head. 

You set a demanding pace, and my arousal reaches a peak yet again. This time, though, nothing is touching my clit, and the risk of orgasm is almost completely negated. Still, pleasure and pain pour over me in equal measure as you fuck me, and I writhe and buck underneath you. 

Suddenly, you pull out and straddle my hips, kneeling over me as you continue to stroke your cock. 

“I’m going to cum... all over you...” you say breathlessly, and I shiver as a thrill runs through me. 

“Beg me for it!” you growl through gritted teeth, and I flinch at your tone. 

"Please, daddy, will you cum all over your little slut?" I beg you, my voice high and scratchy. "Please, please please, Daddy, I need your cum all over my body!” 

You let out a shaking breath, and your hand tightens around your length as you shoot. I flinch as strands of semen land in hot lines along my stomach and tits, even on my neck and chin. 

You take a moment to catch your breath and dismount my hips to settle alongside me. I squeak as you use your fingers to gather up the cum you’ve plastered along my body. I’m hardly surprised when you lift your hand to my mouth, and I don’t need to be told what to do as I lick and suck your fingers clean. 

You repeat this process until my body is clean of your cum, and I am a shivering mess from your light touches and your taste lingering in my mouth. 

“You’re my good girl,” you whisper into my ear as your hand, still glistening with traces of my saliva, travels aimlessly along my body, raising goosebumps in its path. 

“Thank you, Daddy,” I whimper, my overstimulated body quaking under your soft strokes. 

Your hand finally stills, and you gently cup my breast as you give me a tender kiss on the forehead. My tension ebbs away, and I smile, content to be at your mercy and in your care. 


Nine 

I’m sitting between your legs, leaned back against you, with my legs draped over your knees so that I’m completely exposed to you. You run your hands over my stomach and my breasts and tease lightly along my inner thighs. I breathlessly arch my back up to get closer to your hands, and I helplessly grind my ass back into you. 

You lower your head to nibble on my earlobe and bite my neck, hard enough to hurt and make me gasp. As I do, you run your fingertips over my pussy, and my body jerks against you. You rub up and down my slit and slip the first digit of your middle finger into my pussy and gently finger-fuck me. 

It's hard for me to keep still, and I whine as my head falls back against your shoulder. You slide another finger inside me, and my pussy clenches down onto them hungrily. My sex throbs and aches for satisfaction, and your careful teasing brings tears to my eyes. My fingernails dig into your thighs, and I stiffen against you. 

"Daddy, please..." my voice is a ragged whisper as I shake from the force of my desire. 

“You’re not cumming tonight,” is your simple answer as you plunge your fingers in and out of my cunt. 

“I need it...” I whimper pathetically as your words send dark heat through my body, reminding me of your control. My clit feels so swollen it hurts. 

You say nothing, but bite down into the crook of my shoulder. I whine and frantically reach behind me to run my nails over your scalp. 

You hum and slowly withdraw your fingers from my pussy. I shiver as you trace over my stomach and between my breasts to shove your fingers into my mouth. 

My face flushes red as I suck my juices off your fingers, and I gag as you force them deeper into my throat. You pull them back out, and I can't contain a pathetic cough as tears burn in my eyes. 

“That’s enough for you,” you purr. 

You turn your body sideways and slide one of your legs out from beneath mine, causing my legs to fall closed, and my body to rest in the crook of one of your arms. 

You pull me close, and I snuggle against your body, trying to calm my racing pulse. You hold me securely as I calm down, and I eventually relax against you. 

My eyes droop, and you nuzzle your face into my shoulder from behind. 

“I love you,” I murmur groggily. 

“I love you too,” you whisper, and a shiver rolls down my spine from the sound of those words on your voice. 


Ten 

You put a clothespin on my tongue and make me keep it there while you bend me over your lap and give me a hard spanking. 

“Keep count,” you tell me. 

I try, but it’s hard to talk past the pin. 

“You’ll have to speak more clearly if you want the numbers to count,” you sneer. 

Your blows come hard and fast, and I struggle to get out the counts. My ass burns, and I fight against you, but your hand on the back of my neck keeps me bent over your lap. Tears pool in my eyes, and I let out frantic whimpers and muddled pleas between each stroke. 

You abruptly release my neck and shove me off your lap, causing me to fall into a heap on the floor. 

“Kneel,” you bark, and I do. 

You take a chunk of my hair in hand and hold me still while you use your other hand to slap me back and forth across my face. My face is wet from drool and my tears, and I flinch and squeak at every impact. 

You relent in your face-slapping, and instead, take hold of the clothespin. You give it a quick tug, though not hard enough to make it come loose, and I let out a fluttering, pained moan. You chuckle at the sound and flick the pin, which draws a whine from my throat. 

"You look disgusting," you tell me, and I believe you. 

I know my eyes must be puffy and red from my tears and drool has started to trickle into my chest. 

You run your hand over my breasts to gather some of my spit, then roughly rub it into my face. You slide two fingers into my mouth and run them over my tongue before slowly fucking my throat with them. I gag, and you give a satisfied hum as you withdraw, only to trail them down my neck. 

Your fingers are gentle as they slide down my body. My thighs tremble as you trace slow circles over my pubic mound, and I arch my hips into your touch. I whine desperately as you keep your hand just inches above where I want it. 

“If you want me to touch your cunt...” you draw out slowly. “You’ll have to beg me for it.” 

“ -lees ouch ai unth ahhy!” I let out in a frantic rush, hoping that the unintelligible syllables will convince you. 

You hum darkly, and my heart drops as you take your hand away. 

“I can’t understand you, sweetie,” you shake your head. “That’s enough touching for you anyway. But we’ll keep the pin on a while longer- I love the way it looks on you.” 

Fresh tears flood my eyes as I nod. 

“Good girl,” you gently stroke over my hair. I sigh and lean into your touch. 

You move away, and I settle into my kneeling position, trying to ignore the throbbing in my tongue and in my pussy. 


Eleven 

My breath catches and I wince as I walk to the sink to get some water. 

“Are you okay?” I hear your voice from the living room. You must have seen me. 

“Yeah,” I answer from the kitchen. “Just a little sore.” 

I fill up my glass with water and return to the living room to sit next to you on the couch. 

“What’s sore?” you ask as I get settled. 

"My calves mostly," I answer. "But, it's fine." 

“Hm,” you give a soft grunt, then pat your lap. “Give them here.” 

I set down my glass, and my stomach flutters as I stretch my legs out across the couch to rest them on your lap. 

You run your hand over my shins, and shivers roll over my body. 

You cup one of my calves in your hands, and I hiss as you massage them. It hurts. And it feels good. And I am wildly turned on. 

I look up at your face and see a soft smirk on your lips. My pussy floods with heat. You know precisely what you're doing to me. 

“Daddy...” I moan in a half-whisper and arch my hips up toward you. 

"Be still," you admonish me, and continue your ministrations. 

I force myself to relax and lean back into the couch. I whimper whenever your fingers press into a particularly tender spot, but I keep still. 

You focus on my calves for a while, and to your credit, they do feel exponentially better. But then your hands caress my knees, and then my thighs. Your fingers tease at the hem of my shorts, and goosebumps rise all over my body. 

You hum softly at my reaction to your touch, and you slide your hand under my shorts to brush your fingertips over my panties. 

“Fuck...” I let out a shuddering breath. 

“Fuck, indeed,” you say lowly. “Have you already melted for me, sweetheart?” 

You push my panties to the side and sink a finger into me. I moan, and grip the edge of the couch cushion to try and ground myself. 

“You have...” your voice is huskier now, and you curl your finger inside of me. 

"Oh my god..." I whine pathetically as I buck my hips against your hand. 

You chuckle darkly as you slide a second finger inside me, and I throw my head back against the couch. 

“God, you’re so hot and wet,” you hiss through your teeth, and I groan as you pull your fingers out and wipe my wetness along my thigh. 

I make to protest, but in a matter of seconds you’ve yanked my shorts down to my knees and flipped me over onto my stomach. You swat to each of my ass-cheeks, and then dig your nails into the flesh. 

I turn my head back to watch as you straddle my legs from behind, and my throat tightens as you lower your shorts enough to free your cock. You lower your body over mine, and I gasp sharply to feel the tip of your cock teasing at my aching cunt. 

“Please fuck me, Daddy...” I beg you, and I shiver at the pleased hum that reverberates in your chest. 

With a hard thrust, you sheath yourself inside of me, and my jaw drops silently. I can’t make a sound. The pleasure is so exquisite and intense I can’t breathe. 

My inner muscles flutter around your cock, and my body shudders. I finally find my voice. 

"Please, daddy!" I whisper frantically. "I need more, please..." 

You growl and wrench my head sideways by my hair to savage my mouth with your own. The kiss is searing and painful, and it enflames me. 

You flex your hips back, and your cock starts to slowly withdraw from me. The wet friction sends jolts of electricity through my body, and I gasp for air. When you move forward again, the sensation is just as delicious. 

You go on with your torturously slow tempo, and I let out a chorus of whimpers, groans, and squeaks of “daddy” and “thank you” and “please.” 

Finally, the pace is too frustrating for you, and you dig your nails into my ribs to hold me still as you pound into me hard and fast. I scream from the pain at my sides and the intense pleasure of you railing me. 

"Cum inside me, daddy!" I beg you raggedly, shocked at how desperately I want you to. 

“Fuck!” your voice strains, and your nails dig harder into my skin as you fuck me still harder. 

Tears fill my eyes at the mix of sensations, and every muscle in my body tightens and strains. My pussy flexes and quivers, and I know if I were to so much as brush a finger against my clit, I would explode. I can barely breathe. 

Your body tenses, and your thrusts become more erratic. My heart jumps into my throat with excitement, and I let out high keening moans in time with your husky breathing to encourage your orgasm. 

You bury your cock inside me with a particularly hard thrust, and I gasp as you let out a mix between a growl and hiss into my ear. Your cock throbs and heat pools inside my womb as you cum deep inside of me. 

My body shakes, and we both breathe heavily. You scoot me over and lie down between my body and the back of the couch. You drape your arm over my back, and my ear presses against your chest. Your heart hammers hard, but it gradually slows as your breathing evens out. 

You wrap your arm tightly around me, and I snuggle more firmly against you. 

“Thank you, Daddy,” I whisper, and pepper your chest and shoulders with soft kisses. 

“Thank you, sweetie,” you whisper back on a soft sigh. 

I smile to myself and continue to lavish you with my lips. 

Twelve 

You and I wake in the morning, and as usual, I kneel for you at the foot of your bed. After that, I usually go about the process of making my coffee and your breakfast, but today you stop me with a hand in my hair. 

I look up at you slightly confused, but I stay still. I watch as you fetch rope and my ball gag, and my stomach clenches. 

You tie my arms parallel to one another behind my back. You slip a noose around my neck and bend me forward slightly before tying off the rest of the rope at my knees. You secure my legs together, making it so that if I try to lift my torso or extend my legs, I will effectively choke myself. You also secure my ankles to the tops of my thighs for good measure. 

You dangle the gag in front of my face, and I dutifully take it into my mouth. You toss my hair over my shoulder so that none of it will get caught as you fasten the strap of the gag behind my head, making it tight enough for me to really feel it. 

You take a step back, and I try to look up at you, but the rope tightens around my throat. I look back down at your feet, and the rope loosens. 

“Good girl,” you say, and .warm pleasure fills me. 

You go on about your business of getting ready for work, leaving me alone to get used to my situation. I am caught between excitement and worry as you move in and out of my range of vision. I can’t see a clock, but I know it’s about time for you to leave. 

You come back into the room, kneel in front of me, and tilt my chin up so I can look at you. The rope tightens slightly, not enough to truly choke me, but enough to make my heart race. 

“Be a good girl for me,” you say as you run your palm over my cheek. 

I furrow my brows in a frown as you stand. I whimper and tug at my bonds, but I only manage to put undue pressure on my throat. 

I hear the door shut and lock. I fight the panic rising in my chest and rationalize that it’s only a certain amount of time before you come back. Being on my knees for a while won’t kill me. I do my best to level my breathing and settle into my situation. 

More than anything, it’s boring. There is a tickle of excitement whenever I think of what you might have planned for me upon your return. But mostly, I am bored. My muscles are stiff, and my mouth is dry, and I can only study the floor so intently before losing interest. 

I manage to fall asleep for short intervals of time, which seems to be one of the only things I can do to pass the time. It’s hard to do even that, though, as I’m starting to get cold. I don’t think much of it, as I’m completely naked other than some rope and a ball gag. It was bound to happen eventually. I chalk it up to general discomfort and try to adapt. 

Time passes, though, and I swear the temperature is dropping. I assure myself that it's just my imagination, or an issue with my circulation from being tied in a kneel for so long. I convince myself that I'm only worked up, and my body is playing tricks on me. 

More time passes, and I shiver. I try to assess whether it’s from the cold, muscle fatigue from being in the same position for so long, or from any number of other things. I am panicked again, and I struggle against the ropes. I cough into the gag as the noose around my throat tightens. 

Tears spring to my eyes as I resume the only position that doesn’t cut off my air supply. My thoughts are frantic, and I desperately try to keep myself from unraveling even as my body is wracked with tremors. I ground myself, and finally remember that I still have access to all my senses. Most importantly, my sense of hearing. 

I realize I haven’t heard the heater kick on at any point. I'm, not just imagining the cold. The temperature truly is dropping. 

At first, I am relieved, and I'm thankful I'm not losing my mind. But upon further thought, I can't decide whether or not you’ve done this on purpose. Either way, it doesn’t change my reality, or the fact that the longer you’re gone, the colder it will get. 

This assessment proves correct, and as hours pass, the temperature continues to drop. Even the floor beneath me feels cold. I try to curl into myself and conserve my body heat, but it is very minimally effective. 

As if my constant trembling isn’t enough, I am more and more aware of the fact that I haven’t gotten a chance to use the bathroom. The pressure in my bladder has grown from irritating to positively agonizing, and I find myself increasingly grateful that you tied my legs together instead of spreading them apart. 

In addition to the cold and my need to pee, I am hungry, and my head is starting to ache, as I haven’t had a chance to have my regular coffee. I haven’t had any water either, and my mouth is dry from being pried open by the gag. 

Still, the constant shivering from the cold is the most pronounced of my discomforts, and I sniffle and cry as I fruitlessly tug at the rope on my arms. 

Again, panic and desperation take over. I realize that nothing is keeping me upright and that I can easily flop over into my side. I do, and at last find some relief for my knees. In this new position, however, it is easier to tug at the rope connected to my neck, and I find that I can't wholly relax my body without cutting off my air supply. 

I sob softly into my gag, and my tears flow freely. I am colder than ever, and regularly choking myself to find some relief for my legs. With some difficulty, I roll back up into my kneeling position curl into myself. 

I resolve to stay as still as possible until you return, except, of course, for the involuntary shivers and twitches that wrack my body in response to the cold. 

When I finally hear your key turn in the lock, I can’t bring myself to so much as a glance in that direction. I am exhausted by the multiple discomforts that have risen to a fever pitch in your absence. Even if I wasn't gagged, I wouldn't know whether to beg you for a blanket, the bathroom, food, water, or Excedrin. All I can do is wait and tremble. 

I hear you come into the bedroom, and I open my eyes to see your shoes as you stand in front of me. My vision blurs, and I close them. 

Your hand fists in my hair, and I whimper as you pull my body up hard and fast. The rope cinches around my neck, and I can’t breathe. My eyes flood with tears as I look pleadingly up at you. You give me a tiny smirk before you release your grip, causing my body to drop back down over my knees. 

I am momentarily convinced that you intend to leave me for even longer, and I prepare to beg you to stay through my gag. Before I can, though, you loosen the ropes connecting my ankles and thighs, then undo the ties at my knees and slip the noose off over my head. 

You unfasten my gag, and it sticks to my teeth and lips from the dryness of my mouth as you pull it out. You use my still-bound arms to roughly jerk me up and toss my upper body face down onto the bed. 

Before I can so much as look at you, one of your hands is on the back of my neck, keeping my face pressed down into the mattress. I shiver as your other hand starts to gently rub my ass. 

“I get the feeling,” you say, your voice soft but sinister. “That you’ve been taking me for granted.” 

My stomach drops, and I want to protest, but before I can even turn my head to speak, you’ve landed a slap on my thigh. 

“I don’t think you truly appreciate...” you go on, tracing your fingertips over the place you’ve just struck. “All of the privileges you’re afforded under my care.” 

You spank my ass four times, hard, alternating between each cheek. I shake my head and whine into the mattress as my tears form a small puddle under my face. 

“Getting to drink coffee every morning...” you start the list and smack my other thigh. 

“Getting to use the bathroom whenever you like...” two more strokes on my ass. 

“Eating my food...” four hard blows on each of my thighs. 

I have been sobbing into the mattress up to this point, but you suddenly take hold of my hips and flip me over onto my back. I sniffle in embarrassment as my face is exposed to you, flushed red and puffy from my tears. 

“And enjoying my nice warm home...” your eyes lock onto mine, and chills race through my body. 

You don’t let me think about how cold I am for too long, though, as you rain hard slaps down onto my tits. It’s painful, but I’m sickly thankful for the heat that it’s causing to rise on the surface of my frozen skin. 

I bite my tongue, and eventually, you relent, then drag your fingertips along my stomach instead. You slow down as you near my pelvis, and I hiss as you press the palm of your hand against my abdomen and my achingly full bladder. You press harder, and a bolt of raw fear ignites my body. 

"Daddy, please!!" I rasp out desperately. 

I squeeze my legs together in a last-ditch effort to keep from wetting your bed, but I know even that won’t keep it at bay much longer. 

You laugh softly and remove your hand. 

"Go then," you allow. 

I fairly leap out of bed, only to cry out in pain as my legs, aching and nearly numb from being curled beneath me for so long, are forced to extend and bear my weight. I crumple to the floor in shock, and I only vaguely register your soft chuckle as I am crushed by the betrayal of my own body. 

“Does somebody need my help?” your voice is sickening, but I nod even as my face scrapes against the floor, my desperation outweighing my defeat. 

You slip your hands beneath my arms and help me to get to my feet. My legs shake and tingle, but I'm so eager to make it to the bathroom I can't bring myself to care. You assist me, and I whimper and dance on my tiptoes as you lead me over to the toilet. 

Its awkward to sit with my arms still bound behind my back, but the second I am seated, I can no longer hold back the volume of liquid I’ve been holding. You stay beside me as I relieve myself, and wrench my chin up so that I’m looking into your eyes as I empty my stretched bladder. 

When the sound of the last trickles fades away, I am looking reverently up at you. 

“What do you say?” you whisper, and your grip tightens on my jaw. 

“Thank you, daddy,” I manage to squeak out, my voice raw. 

“Thirsty?” you ask me, and I nod as best I can. 

You smile darkly and kneel down in front of me. You reach a hand between my thighs, and my stomach drops. I know better than to try and close my legs as you gather up the droplets that are still clinging to my skin. 

You hold your hand up to my mouth, and lock your eyes onto mine. I know deep in my bones that resistance will be met by harsh punishment, so I maintain eye contact through my tears as I lick my piss off your fingers. 

“What do we say?” you prompt me. 

“Thank you, daddy,” I whisper, humiliated, the acrid taste of my urine making me even more desperate for water. 

You hum your satisfaction. You clean me up thoroughly with some toilet paper, then lift me by my bound arms, only to force me onto my knees in front of you. 

“I appreciate your gratitude,” you say as you begin to undo the button of your pants. “But you’ve been without water all day. I know you’re still thirsty.” 

The reality of your statement hits me as you pull out your cock. I look up at you pleadingly, hoping that you won’t go through with this. 

“Open your mouth,” you command. “And don’t make me tell you twice.” 

I drop my jaw immediately, and I flinch as you rest the tip of your cock on my bottom lip and start pissing into my mouth. 

I do my best to swallow it all, stifling my urge to gag or cry, but some of it still drips from the corners of my mouth and trickles down my body. The warmth of your urine against my skin is almost welcome at first, but as it cools, it leaves me colder than before. 

By the time you’ve finished, and shaken the last droplets onto my face, I can barely manage to stay upright on my knees. I can’t bring myself to look at you, and my eyes are locked on the bathroom floor between your shoes. 

As I hang my head, you work at the rope securing my arms. You untie me, and I let my arms fall limply to rest on my thighs. 

Your hand curls into my hair, and you tilt my head back to look up at you. 

“You’re a mess,” you state simply. “Time to get you cleaned up.” 

You jerk me up to my feet by my hair and roughly shove me into the shower. 

“Put your hands on your head,” you instruct, and I obey. 

You place a hand on my back and move me forward so that I will be directly under the showerhead. Then, you turn on the water. 

I scream as ice-cold water cascades over my body. It hasn’t had a chance to warm up in the slightest, and my knees nearly buckle. 

“Daddy!” I cry out. 

I’m scared that I will break soon, unable to meet your demands any longer. 

“I know you’re cold, sweetheart,” you say calmly. “Give it a chance to warm up.” 

I grit my teeth and nod, shaking harder than ever. Eventually, the water does warm up, and I sigh in relief. It is short-lived, though, as the water becomes too hot for my comfort. I shrink away from the stream. 

“Don’t you fucking move,” you growl. “Show some gratitude, you shivering pathetic little cunt. Not cold anymore, are you? Indecisive and ungrateful.” 

“Thank you, daddy...” I gasp out, the water feeling acidic as it pours hotly over my body. 

“Turn around,” you order. 

I do, and hiss as the water washes over my back. I know my skin must be scorched red by now. I am shaking, though no longer from the cold, and I sincerely fear that I will lose my footing in the wet shower. 

You can tell just when I am about to break, and in that instant, you shut off the water. My head spins and I deliriously gulp air into my lungs. 

I barely register what's happening as you wrap me in a towel and gently guide me out of the shower. I lean heavily against you as you towel me off and do the best you can with my wet hair. 

“Daddy...” I breathe out, and you softly shush me as you wrap your arm around my waist and guide me out to the bedroom. 

You lay me down on the bed and wrap me tightly in blankets, then rain soft kisses all over my face. 

“Don’t move,” you whisper into my ear, and I nod as my eyes drift closed. 

I hear the heater kick on, and I almost laugh in my delirium. Your weight on the bed causes the mattress to dip as you return, and I protest as you slide an arm beneath me to lift me into a seated position. 

“I know, I know,” you soothe me. “Lean back into me.” 

I do, and I open my eyes to see you lifting a bottle of water to my lips. You hold it carefully as I guzzle at it, choking a couple of times in my eagerness to drink. 

“Take these,” you pick up two pills from the nightstand, which I recognize as the ones I take when I’m on my period. 

I take the pills straight from your palm like a starving animal and swallow them dry. You hold up the bottle to my mouth again, and I gulp down the rest of the water. 

“Good girl,” you praise me as you run your fingers through my damp hair. 

I lean into you more heavily, and you shift your body so I can lie down next to you. Your hand gently strokes my body, and I relax. My emotions rise, and I can't fight back my tears anymore. 

“I love you, daddy,” I sniffle, and try to hide my face in your shirt. “I don’t mean to take you for granted.” 

You pull back and hold my face between your hands. 

“I love you,” you say firmly. “You’ve never taken me for granted. That was all part of the scene. You’re my angel and I love you so, so much.” 

I nod, but my tears still flow. I’m not particularly upset about anything that happened, but it’s a lot to process. 

"You're so good to me," you whisper and kiss me softly on the lips. "I know today was hard. I'm so proud of you taking it for me. You're my good girl." 

Pride rushes through me at your praise, and I smile up at you. 

“Thank you, daddy,” I whisper. “You always know what I need.” 

You hum softly and hold me close again. 

“Right now,” you sigh into my ear. “We both need a nap. And then we need to get some food into you, hm?” 

I nod into your chest- my exhausted body is already committed to the nap portion. I fall asleep to your tender kiss on the top of my head, and your arms tightening around my body. 


Thirteen 

You've been short with me since you got home. I think little of it, sure that you've just had a long day, so I keep to myself. 

I’m scrolling through my socials when I see you leaning against the doorway to the bedroom. I look up at you and tilt my head in question. 

You point to the ground at your feet, and my stomach flutters as I put my phone down. I’m not sure if you meant for me to crawl there, but I decide it can’t hurt. I cross the room on my hands and knees to kneel at your feet, then look up at you for further instruction. 

“Stand up,” you tell me in a clipped tone. 

I am starting to feel apprehensive, but I obey. 

You waste no time tying me up in the doorframe of the bedroom, with my wrists firmly secured to a hanging pull-up bar, and my legs spread wide by ankle cuffs attached to a spreader bar. Your touches are clinical as you arrange my limbs where you want them. 

My body feels stretched and vulnerable, and I squirm as your eyes travel over me. Usually, this would arouse me, but there is a hard glint in your eye as you regard me, and I am filled with trepidation. 

“Is everything okay?” I ask softly. 

Your jaw tightens, and I wish I had remained silent. You let out a long sigh, and your eyes meet mine. 

“Have you been cumming without permission?” 

I blink. 

“What?” the question catches me off guard, and my brows crease in a frown. 

“Watch your tone,” you warn me with narrowed eyes. “And answer me.” 

“No sir,” I reply, my voice tight with my own irritation at the accusation. “I haven’t been cumming without permission.” 

“How many days has it been since you’ve cum?” you press the issue. 

“Sixty-six days,” I answer through clenched teeth as anger starts to burn in my chest. “When you told me to cum while I was riding you and you were touching my clit.” 

“That was the last time I gave you permission,” you confirm, your voice like acid. “But when did you actually last cum?” 

“I haven’t cum without permission!” I shout in outrage and yank at my bindings. 

You narrow your eyes at me again, and chills roll down my spine. 

"I'm sorry for yelling," I say penitently. "But, I haven't cum without your permission, sir." 

“I hope that answer holds up,” you say resolutely. 

I frown in confusion as you reach into your pocket, and the color leaves my face as I see what you've withdrawn. 

Four tiny metal balls stuck together in a line- my magnetic clamps. 

Absolute dread unfurls in my stomach, and I shrink away from you as you step toward me. 

I flinch as you take hold of one of my nipples, and you look into my eyes. 

“Be honest with me,” your voice is softer, entreating me to comply. 

"Daddy, I swear I haven't cum without your permission..." the words are laced with fear, and they tumble out of my mouth almost faster than I can think of them. 

Your lips tighten in a frown, and you turn your attention to my chest. I shake and breathe raggedly as you hold one of the tiny metal balls on either side of my nipple, then release them to join each other and crush my sensitive flesh between them. 

You repeat this process with my other nipple, and I hiss and writhe at the pain. It’s intense and acute, not like other clamps that dull in intensity after a few moments. These only seem to worsen in pain over time, and they are among my most dreaded tools in your arsenal. 

I gasp through clenched teeth, and my body twists in the air as I try to wrench my wrists away from the pull-up bar. Sweat rises along my skin, and my nipples are screaming. 

"Daddy, please take them off!" I plead with you in a broken voice. “I haven’t done anything wrong!” 

You say nothing, and go to the closet where you keep your implements. When you return, it is with a heavy flogger in hand. 

I shake my head frantically and turn my body as much to the side as possible. This proves stressful and exhausting, however, and soon my muscles give out, and I have no choice but to hang straight. 

To my surprise, you don't use this opportunity to lash at me. You are still and silent as you watch me pant and tremble. I can only wait for whatever you decide to do next. 

“I want to believe you,” your voice is low in volume, but dark with resolve. “But I know you, and I know just how much you love playing with your wet little pussy.” 

You casually flick your wrist, and I cry out as the ends of the flogger land sharply between my legs. 

“And you really expect me to believe that with all the time you spend rubbing your little clit and fucking yourself with all manner of sex toys...” you land another hard stroke of the flogger against my pussy. “That you haven’t made yourself cum even once?” 

"No, no, daddy, no, I promise I haven't!" My voice is high and breathless, and tears gather in my eyes. I flex my thighs to protect my abused sex, but the spreader bar is too effective. 

“You don’t have to lie,” your voice is soothing. 

You close the distance between us, and I shudder as you trace your fingertips over the sensitive, swollen skin of my breasts. My nipples throb with stabbing pain, and I let out a few whimpery sniffles. 

“I can imagine how it must feel to be alone in bed, in the dark...” you trail off in a husky whisper. “Without your daddy there to see your muscles tighten or hear your breath catch if you just let yourself slip over the edge...” 

You clamp your thumbs and forefingers down over the magnets and squeeze. I grit my teeth and let out a choked sob. My head spins from the pain, and my body seizes violently. 

You hum darkly as you step back a few paces and run the strands of the flogger through your hand. Your eyes focus on my tits, and I fear I might pass out if you flog them. My body is exhausted from my muscles straining and shaking, but I can’t stop. 

“Do you remember your safe word?” you ask gently, and I can see concern in your eyes. 

My throat tightens to think that I might need it, but I shakily nod in the affirmative. 

You draw your arm back, and I try to use my elbows to shield myself, but I only manage to strain my shoulders as the flogger cracks against my right breast, shortly followed by my left. 

“Stop, stop!!" I gasp raggedly as my breath escapes me. "Please, no more!" 

You land two more identical strokes, and I scream in agony from the combination of the flogger and the devious clamps. My vision blurs, and a wave of weakness washes over my muscles. 

You strike my breasts a third time, then compound the lashes with several more to my sides, my stomach, my thighs, and of course, my pussy. 

When the blows finally stop, I can't even bring myself to open my eyes. My body is wracked with tremors that make my muscles ache. Tears drip from between my eyelids, and my skin burns from the flogger. My breasts ache acutely, and my nipples feel like needles are being pushed through them. 

Your hands settle at my waist, and I shrink away from you. You pull me forward so that my nipples brush against the front of your shirt. 

"Please, daddy, no more..." I squeak out as my eyes blink open to look up into yours. "I've been so good for you! I haven't cum without permission. I edge for you daddy and nothing else, please believe me... please, please don’t hurt me anymore...” 

You say nothing, but your fingers find my nipples again, and you give them a light squeeze. 

“Pl- ease s-st- stop...” I beg you through chattering teeth as I struggle to maintain cognizance and the word “red” dances on the tip of my tongue. 

"I know you haven't cum," you whisper into my ear, your voice laced with lust and malice. "I know you're my good girl, and you would never intentionally disappoint me that way." 

I’m overwhelmed with a mixture of relief and confusion, which are both washed away by pure, excruciating pain as you tug on my nipples. 

“But this was a scene I wanted very badly to play out with you,” you explain as your voice gets huskier. “And if I’m right, you’ve been enjoying it too...” 

You trail a hand down my stomach to dip between my legs. I gasp as your fingers brush against my sodden pussy, and I arch toward you as you twirl your wet fingertips over my clit. My head spins, and I can’t breathe. 

“You’re my very good girl,” you tell me as you work me with your fingers. 

“Yes, daddy!” I keen raggedly. 

My body is taut, and my fatigued muscles are shaking violently with my strain. 

You move your hand forward and slide two of your fingers inside of me. You set up a hard, fast rhythm, and I release a series of cries and yelps. You tear your hand away from my pussy and land a hard slap on each of my breasts. I cry openly. 

“I’m taking off the clamps now,” you tell me, and my stomach clenches sickly. 

I shake my head, and my breathing quickens. The only thing worse than having them on is having them taken off. 

“I’m going to play with your clit while I take them off,” you explain, and I nod. 

I jerk involuntarily as your fingers circle and press against my clit again. At the same time, you use your other hand to take hold of one of the metal balls. 

You slowly tug it away from my body, and I cry as my nipple stretches as far as it can before the ball snaps off with a last, hard bite. 

You have the good sense to cover my mouth as I release a scream from the sharp, hot pain of the blood flowing back into my nipple. I am wracked with pain and pleasure, and my chest heaves with every breath I force myself to take. My body is dripping sweat. 

“One more,” you say as you take hold of the other clamps. 

You don’t give me time to protest as you roughly yank it off of my body. Your hand at my mouth catches my shrill screams and sobs, and your other hand makes me leak down my thighs. 

"You're going to cum for me now," you growl. You shift your hand from my mouth to squeeze around my neck instead. 

I have been holding an edge virtually since you started playing with my pussy in the first place. My body feels thoroughly defeated and used, but that doesn't stop the electric charge building in my clit. 

“Oh, daddy, will you tell me when?" I beg as best I can with your hand on my throat. 

I want to cum on command. 

“Yes,” you hiss out. “Get ready.” 

Your fingers are insistent, and I pant rapidly as I hold off just a longer for you. 

“Cum, now!” you bark into my ear, and I suck in a shrieking gasp as you finally give me the orgasm you’ve been accusing me of stealing. 

"Thank you, thank you, thank you!" I frantically cry as your expert fingers work my clit through my orgasm and build up to another one. My elated cries turn into desperate yelps. 

“Again! Cum for me right now!” you order, and I scream as my inner walls slam down in another intense climax. 

This time you allow me come off the climax, and you gently massage my overworked sex to assist my descent. My head is foggy, and I’m only aware that I'm still tied up because I can see you working at untying me. 

When I am finally untied, you half-carry me into the bedroom and lay me out on the bed. I make a noise of protest- I'm covered in sweat, and I don't want to dirty your sheets- but you insist, and lay behind me to gather my body close to your chest. 

“Are you badly hurt?” you ask, concern evident in your voice. 

“Sore,” I reply. 

"Hm," you gently grunt. "I'll get you some ibuprofen and some lotion in just a minute, sweetie. Right now, I just want to hold you." 

I nod, and I’m grateful. I need to be held. 

I’ve nearly drifted off to sleep by the time you leave to fetch the medicine, and I sleepily allow you to feed me the pills and rub lotion into my reddened skin. Then, rejoin me in the bed. 

“I hope that wasn’t too much,” you whisper. “Thank you for bearing with me.” 

“I love playing with you,” I mumble as I get settled to fall more deeply asleep. “I love you.” 

“I love you too,” you tell me. 

I smile and give you a soft hum as you stroke your palm over my naked skin. With my body throbbing from the aftermath of the pain and orgasms, I fall into a deep, sated slumber. 
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