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Chapter One

Amy came through the door of the house and put her bag down on the counter with a huff. She withdrew her phone from within it and typed out her message to Thomas.

I’ve made it home, sir, she typed, and sent the message.

She didn’t receive a reply, and she knew Thomas was likely busy at work, as was usually the case when she didn’t get an immediate reply. He had been delayed in his responses all day, which she understood. She couldn’t very well expect him to drop what he was doing at work just to text her, and she had her own work to do as well.

On days like this one, though, she would have been grateful for the distraction. All day, people in the office had been short with her. It was through no fault of her own. She had a little more paperwork to get through than normal, and apparently so did everyone else. And when she couldn’t take care of her coworkers’ specific need at the drop of a hat, they became increasingly irritable. By the end of the day, everyone was at their wits end, and nobody seemed to be on good terms with anyone else.

Amy tried to pass all this off as just an off-day. She reminded herself that this happened on occasion, and everything would likely level out tomorrow.

Still, though, she couldn’t deny that her feelings were hurt, and her nerves were a little on edge.

Amy wanted little more than to collapse onto the couch and mindlessly watch television, or bury herself under the covers in bed and browse through her phone.

She knew, though, that their dinner wouldn’t cook itself, and she didn’t particularly want to go hungry that night. Moreover, she didn’t want Thomas to go hungry.

Amy set the oven to preheat while she stepped into her room and changed out of her work clothes and into a pair of yoga pants and a tank top. Then, she returned to the kitchen and settled into the routine activity of making their dinner.

Amy was pulling the chicken out of the oven when Thomas got home. She heard him set down his things, and she gave him a smile as he came into the kitchen.

“Hi there sweetheart,” he said, and leaned down to give her a kiss on the head. “Thank you for letting me know you got home. I’m sorry I’ve been unresponsive today.”

“That’s okay, Daddy” Amy said simply, and went about the business of plating their dinner.

Amy had made them baked chicken breasts and rice with steamed green beans. She said nothing as she went about arranging the food. It was simple, but they both liked it well enough. When each plate was neatly made up, Amy took up them in hand and carefully brought them to the places she had set for them at the table.

Amy waited for Thomas to pull out her chair, as he usually did, but he was not beside her.  She frowned a little, and looked over to see him still leaning against the counter, his arms crossed over his chest.

“Is everything alright, sir?” Amy asked. She looked down at the plates of food. Everything there seemed to be in order. They each had a glass of water set at their plates as well. As far as preparation was concerned, she was sure she hadn’t missed anything.

“No,” he answered her, his tone clipped. “It isn’t.”

Amy’s stomach fell a little.

“Did I do something wrong?” Amy asked. She couldn’t think of anything she had forgotten, but it was always more than possible. “I can fix it, Daddy, I promise.”

“I want you to go into the bedroom and take off your clothes,” Thomas instructed calmly, without answering her question. “And I want you to put your large plug in. You may use lubrication.”

Amy’s throat tightened and she started to shake a little. She knew his tone brooked no room for argument, but she looked to the table and at the food that was already starting to get cold.

“I’ll take care of the food,” Thomas said. “Now go. I want the plug inside of you by the time I get in there. And once it’s inside you will bow down on the floor at the foot of the bed and wait for further instruction. Is that understood?”

“Yes sir,” Amy answered, but she felt tears forming in her eyes.

“Good girl,” Thomas gave her a nod. “Go.”

Amy moved to the bedroom silently. She felt sick to her stomach. She had no idea if she was somehow in the wrong without her knowing it, as Thomas had offered no explanation to her. She knew it wasn’t her place to ask, and if she did, that would likely only add to whatever punishment she had unwittingly earned.

Amy stripped as soon as she set foot in the bedroom, and folded the clothes to put them back where they belonged. She turned with dull dread toward the drawer where they kept their toys.

Amy easily located the set of plugs she knew Thomas was referring to. It was a set of three stainless steel plugs- small, medium and large. Amy shook a little just looking at the large one. She always had trouble putting it inside of her, especially on her own.

Amy swallowed drily as she removed it from its case. The metal was cold in her hand, and she knew it would be cold inside of her as well until the heat of her body warmed it.

She turned her attention to their collection of lubricants, and she opted to use coconut oil. It would be less messy than a liquid oil. She opened the lid of the container, and scooped some of the oil out, and screwed the lid back on. She spread the substance liberally over the plug.

Amy took a deep breath and bent over the edge of the bed to expose her tiny hole. After some experimentation, she had determined that this position was somewhat easier than others she had tried. It was still very difficult, but she would take any advantage she could get.

She steeled her mind and screwed her eyes shut as she moved her hand behind her to place the tip of the plug at her ass. She pressed the tip in until she felt a painful stretching, and then relented a little. She took another breath and then pressed in again, further this time.

Amy hissed and felt her ass start to throb. Her pussy, too, was coming to life in response to the pain of this intrusion. She relented once more, but only gave herself a short break before pressing in again. She knew her muscles were slowly stretching out through this process, but that knowledge didn’t subtract from the pain she felt as the plug widened.

Amy would normally allow herself a fair bit of time to warm her ass up, especially for the large plug. But she knew that Thomas could come in at any moment, and she didn’t want to anger him by not being ready for him when he did.

Amy let out a whimper as she pressed further than she normally would have, and her anus started to burn. She could feel her legs starting to shake, and she leaned harder into the bed. Her thoughts raced and her brain fired off alarms in response to the pain, urging her to stop. Her hand felt unsteady even as it held on to the base of the plug.

All her logic started to melt away, and she became little more than what he was feeling. Her whole world was made up of the pain in her ass, and coping with it, even as her mind resisted and begged her to stop. She could barely form a rational thought. She only clung to one thing- she had to obey Thomas.

Amy let the plug slip out, with the knowledge that her next plunge would have to finish the job. She forced herself to relax her muscles and breathe evenly, though her heart beat hard and fast in her chest, and her mind screamed at her.

Amy took a deep breath in, and as she breathed out, she firmly pressed the plug inside of her. She kept a moderate pace, but didn’t let up this time. Amy gasped and hissed as the plug seemed to get infinitely wider inside her. Her chest heaved as she drew in ragged breaths, and tears burned in her eyes.

Amy’s hand shook, and she pleaded with herself to let it back out, but she was firm in her resolve. She pushed forward, and bit down on her lip. Finally, the widest part of the plug was inside of her, and she let out a gasp of surprise and relief as her muscles sucked in the rest of the plug as it narrowed out a little before it reached the base.

The base of this plug, though, was still wider than the others, and it stretched her uncomfortably, not offering the relief of a narrower stem. She knew that this one would make her feel incredibly full and stretched for the whole time it was inside of her. She didn’t even want to think about how it would feel coming out.

Amy sank to her knees by the side of the bed. Her body was still shaking, and she was very well aware of how much her pussy had started to swell and drip. Her thighs were already coated in a sheen of her wetness.

It was almost all Amy could do to crawl to the foot of the bed. She first knelt, and then curled her body down over her the tops of her thighs. She stretched out her arms over her head and pressed her forehead to the floor. Her breasts hung freely, just above her knees.

Amy breathed a sigh of relief and closed her eyes. She did it. She was ready for Thomas.

Chapter Two

Amy’s timing could not have been better. No sooner had she settled into her position, she heard the door open. Amy stayed perfectly still, doing her best to ignore the way her stomach was twisting as she waited for him to address her.

“Very good,” Thomas said, and Amy relaxed a little bit. “Stand.”

Amy moved to obey, wincing a little at how her motions jostled the plug inside of her. When she was on her feet, she straightened up and kept her eyes fixed on the floor.

“Turn around,” Thomas ordered. “Bend over the bed.”

Amy complied silently, and she felt pure dread pool in her stomach. She knew Thomas would tell her what her infraction was before her punished her. He always did, and at least then, her mind had something to latch on to. Now, all she could think about was her apprehension, and the pain of the plug inside her. She knew better than to speak, though, and she waited as her emotions roiled inside of her.

“Hands behind your back,” Thomas spoke. “Arms parallel.”

Amy shifted so that her weight was supported by her torso, which caused her breasts to press firmly into the mattress. She lined up her forearms and wrapped her hands around her elbows. Amy saw Thomas move over to where he kept his bondage equipment, and watched him withdraw a coil of red rope. Amy knew it was one of his favorites.

Thomas moved out of her line of sight, but she could feel him come to stand behind her. Normally, she would feel a surge of arousal as his hands gently wound the rope around her arms. Now though, she just felt a sense of helplessness and vulnerability. If he felt the need to secure her for whatever he had planned, she knew she was in for a hard time.

Thomas’s hands left her. Amy made no move to test her bonds. She didn’t want to give him the idea that she was resisting him. She was determined to take this well.

Thomas moved from behind her again, and Amy watched as he began to remove his clothes. He didn’t make a show of it, just went through the motions. Eventually he was clad only in his black boxer briefs. Amy took in the sight, but in this situation the image of his muscular form only served to remind her of just how much damage he could do to her. She felt a surge of fear, and her throat went dry.

Amy’s anxiety mounted as he moved to where he kept his collection of striking implements. Time seemed to drag on indefinitely as he perused them. Finally, he selected a thick, leather paddle.

Amy almost broke just at the sight of it. Ordinarily, that paddle was not too much to take. It had a nice, stingy bite and a hard thud to it. Depending on how slowly or quickly Thomas went, it could reduce her to tears, or have her moaning in deep, trance-like arousal.

With the plug inside her, though, things were entirely different. She knew that each time the paddle landed, it would force the plug suddenly deeper inside her. The plug was already a lot to handle as it was. Even the slightest movement tugged at her sensitive ring of muscle, and sent pain coursing through her. Her body started to shake, and she felt tears finally roll down the side of her face.

Amy desperately needed Thomas to tell her what it was she had done wrong. She thought through her whole day and tried to pinpoint every interaction they’d had. She was positive that she had used proper protocol each time she texted him. She had reported her lunch, and her arrival at home. What could she have missed? And did it really warrant a punishment of this severity?

Amy was broken out of her thoughts as she felt the cool leather of the paddle rubbing gently over her ass. Her muscles tightened and her mind screamed at her even as her body urged her to try and escape, adrenaline pumping fast through her blood.

“Are you ready, little one?” Thomas asked, and she felt the paddle draw back from her.

“Daddy may I ask you a question?” Amy uttered in a rush, her voice breaking and her voice high from how tightly her throat was clenched.

“You may,” he allowed.

“Will you please tell me my infraction, sir?” she sniffled, trying to keep her voice as level as she possibly could, close as she was to having a complete breakdown.

Thomas didn’t answer her for a moment, and she held her breath as she waited.

“There was no infraction,” he finally spoke. “This isn’t a punishment.”

Amy’s whirling thoughts came to a sudden halt. Relief flooded through her body, and all her pent-up tension fled from her. Her knees buckled, and her weight sagged against the bed. She buried her face in the covers and tried to stifle her noises as all her emotions finally overcame her and she could no longer hold back the sobs that wracked her body.

“Amy!” Thomas’s voice rung with alarm.

Amy felt his weight on the bed beside her, and she tried to turn her face away from him. Thomas exhibited no tolerance for this. He lifted her head gently in his hands and firmly turned her face back toward him. Amy blinked up at him, but she could only manage a sniffle and a mewling sound from the back of her throat.

“God, my poor sweet girl…” Thomas’s eyes were furrowed intensely as he chased at her tears with his thumbs. “Is that what you thought this whole time?”

Amy nodded and nuzzled her face into his hands. She felt herself calming down from his gentle touches and the sound of his voice.

“I’m so sorry,” Thomas placed soft kisses all over her face as he whispered his apology. “You haven’t done a single thing wrong at all. Hush now, please don’t cry. I’m sorry, Daddy’s sorry…”

Amy blinked out a couple more tears, but she knew she was largely done crying. Her breathing went back to normal, and she sighed as Thomas placed a kiss on her lips. His eyes showed his concern as he looked her face over. Amy offered him a tiny smile, and he returned it.

“I wouldn’t have left you alone for so long if I’d known you thought this was a punishment,” Amy could hear the guilt in Thomas’s voice. If Amy’s arms weren’t tied up, she would have reached up to stroke his face.

“I’m okay Daddy,” she assured him. “I promise. I was just confused.”

“I should have been more clear,” Thomas insisted, but his expression relaxed. “I’m glad you’re alright now.”

Amy smiled at him, and hummed as he lightly massaged her neck, getting rid of the remnants of her tension.

“Well if I’m not being punished,” Amy spoke, her voice still a little rough from her crying. “What was so urgent that we had to forgo dinner?”

Thomas laughed, and pressed a kiss to her forehead before he answered.

“I felt distant from you,” he explained, and Amy’s heart clenched to hear a hint of vulnerability in his voice. “And I knew I wasn’t going to be able to eat in peace with so much space between us. We needed to reconnect. I couldn’t wait.”

Amy’s insides melted, and she felt a twinge of guilt. She wished she had talked with him more when he came home. Had she even asked him how his day was? Her mood once again darkened.

“I’m sorry I made you feel that way,” Amy said softly.

“No, no,” Thomas shook his head. “You have nothing to be sorry for. I didn’t get to talk to you as much as I like through the day, just overloaded at work. And you seemed so quiet when I got home…”

Amy’s eyes once again filled with tears, and Thomas shushed her. He moved closer to her on the bed, and drew her close to his chest. Amy was reminded of the plug buried deep in her ass, and she winced as it was disturbed by Thomas moving her.

“You didn’t have a good day at work,” Thomas said. It wasn’t a question. Amy nodded into his chest. Thomas sighed and kissed the top of her head.

“I’m so fucking stupid,” Amy felt him shake his head. “My poor baby, you’ve just been all the way through it today, haven’t you?”

Amy laughed a little. He was right, especially regarding the time she had spent dreading a punishment she wasn’t due.

“Why don’t we get you untied and take the plug out?” Thomas suggested softly, and stroked his hand over her hair.

Amy made to nod, but hesitated. Now that she was out of the mindset of receiving a punishment, she could feel arousal from her predicament rising to take its place. The pain from the plug served to augment the throbbing ache in her pussy. And the helplessness of being tied up made the scenario even more exciting. And Thomas was right. She felt their need to reconnect as much as he did.

Amy turned her head to look up at Thomas, and hoped her eyes would convey her meaning. Thomas frowned for a moment in confusion, but it wasn’t long before realization dawned in his eyes, and they once again flickered with the heat that made Amy’s stomach twist.

“You want to keep going, don’t you?” Thomas prodded.

“Yes sir,” Amy answered meekly. “I want you to keep going.”

Thomas hummed low in approval.

“Very good,” he said, and pulled away from her. He situated her so that she was once again on her stomach with her head turned to the side.

Amy straightened her legs so that she was standing again, bent over at the waist with her ass and pussy fully exposed to her Daddy.

“Now…” Thomas spoke, and Amy shuddered to feel the cool leather of the paddle rubbing over her ass. “Where were we?”

Chapter Three

Amy felt her heart beating fast again, this time with excitement. She knew it would hurt. Badly. But she craved it, and Thomas knew it.

“We’ll start with ten,” he explained. “Count them.”

“Yes sir,” Amy responded breathlessly. She dug her fingernails into her elbows as she waited in anticipation for the first blow to land.

Amy heard the swish of the air just a moment before the paddle crashed into her ass. She cried out as the impact made her body lurch forward, and forced the plug deeper into her. Thomas kept the leather pressed against her for a second before he withdrew.

“One, sir,” Amy counted the stroke breathlessly.

“Good girl,” Thomas growled the praise, and Amy’s body shuddered at the rawness of his voice.

A second stroke landed, hard- even harder than the first one.

“Two, sir,” Amy gasped and panted. Her ass ached deeply, and her swollen clit and pussy were not spared from the impact.

They continued in that manner. Thomas varied in his intensity of each stroke, and in the time between each one. Amy kept count out loud, sometimes moaning the number and sometimes barely managing to grind it out through her teeth. The tenth stroke landed on her ass, and as usual her body lurched forward into the bed in front of her.

“Ten, sir,” she said with a sigh.

“Very good, little slut,” Thomas praised her, a sadistic edge in his voice. “You didn’t fuck up.”

Amy’s stomach flipped at his rough words, and her face flushed. She enjoyed the tingle that coursed through her body from the chemicals produced by the mix of her pleasure and pain.

Thomas set the paddle down on the bed where Amy could see it, and she blushed even more furiously to see wetness coating the leather, doubtlessly from her pussy.

Amy’s attention was diverted from the paddle when Thomas began to rub his palms over her ass. She winced and hissed. Her skin was tender, and she knew it must be a bright shade of red. Thomas dug his nails into the flesh, and Amy whimpered. She tried weakly to move away, but her efforts were met with a hard slap on her engorged pussy lips. Amy yelped and stayed perfectly still.

“Don’t fuss, whore,” Thomas reprimanded her. “We both know this is getting you off. Well, not literally, but you get the point. How long has it even been since you’ve cum?”

“Sixty-seven days, sir,” Amy answered. She always knew. She had a suspicion that Thomas knew too, but he liked to hear her say it.

Thomas hummed his approval. Amy felt his finger at her slit, and she moaned as he pressed it into her. He began to slowly fuck her with his finger, and Amy’s body was flooded with a mix of sensations.

The motion of Thomas’s finger inside of her moved the plug, and sent shocks of pain through her sensitive ass. The feeling of fullness was increased as well, and she could feel the walls of her pussy clenching around his digit.

Thomas slid another finger inside of her, and her inner walls convulsed around them. She moaned at the feeling, and rocked her hips back and forth. Her mind was slipping away, and she could only focus on the feeling of need swelling inside of her.

While Amy was experiencing intense pleasure from his fingers inside her, she was also keenly aware of her aching clit. She wanted so badly for Thomas to brush the pad of his thumb along the swollen button. She imagined how it would feel for him to rub little circles over it. She knew she was dripping wet, so it would feel so slippery smooth and absolutely blissful.

Amy groaned loudly just from the thought. But Thomas did not touch her there, and all her little clit felt was a dull, throbbing ache.

While Thomas continued to slide his fingers in and out of her, she felt his other hand move to the base of the metallic plug. Amy’s throat tightened and her stomach clenched.

“I’m very proud of you for getting this inside so quickly,” Thomas said softly. “Especially all by yourself.”

Amy blushed and squirmed a little as she felt a wave of pleasure run over her just from making him proud.

“Thank you, Daddy,” Amy breathed out. Her entire existence was centered around him and what he was doing to her body.

“I know this plug is very intense for you,” Thomas’s voice regained its acidic tone. “I love what I can do to you with it…”

As Thomas spoke the words, he tugged on the plug, and Amy let out a desperate, high pitched cry as the plug pressed against her anus from the inside. The sensation was both intense and painful, and Amy’s muscles tensed hard as she began to shake. Thomas relented, allowing it to settle back the way it was. Amy’s body collapsed, and she drew in ragged, fast breaths.

Again, Thomas tugged at the plug, and Amy released a nearly unintelligible string of pleas for him to stop. She knew that it was futile, but she could no longer fight against it. The pain was too much.

Thomas let the plug go, and Amy sobbed into the mattress. He withdrew his fingers from inside of her, and she whimpered softly. Thomas did continue, though, to tease along the line of her slit, and she felt excitement rise inside her as he neared her clit. His finger finally grazed over the tiny nub, but only once, before his hand left her.

Amy let out a frustrated sob, and for the first time began to pull at her bonds. She stilled immediately as she felt Thomas’s hand return to the plug.

“I think it’s in your best interest to behave,” Thomas warned her and gave the plug a gentle pull. “Though I’m not sure how much of a difference it would really make…”

Thomas pulled hard against the plug, and Amy screamed as her ass was so suddenly stretched.

“Daddy!” Amy cried out in a sob, unable to keep silent.

“Shut up,” Thomas spat at her. Amy saw him take up the paddle and she tried to shrink away from him.

“Don’t bother counting,” Thomas said, and began to whale into her ass with the paddle.

Amy sobbed and gasped and pleaded unceasingly as blow after blow rained down on her sore ass. His strokes were fast and hard, and she doubted whether she could have kept up or kept count of them even if she tried.

As he went on, Amy faded from frantic crying and begging into silence. Her mind was somewhere else. Her body acknowledged each blow, but the impact was no longer exclusively painful. Each stroke served to enhance her pleasure and sent a hot wave of desire through her whole body. She felt like her nerve endings were electric. Even the softness of the blankets on the bed beneath her was driving her deeper into her trance-like state.

Even when the paddling stopped, Amy was completely lost in her headspace. She was only vaguely aware of Thomas taking her by the hips and flipping her over, so that her arms were pinned between her back and the bed, creating a nice arch in her spine.

Amy felt Thomas spread her legs wide, and she moaned as he ran his hands up and down along the insides of her thighs. They were soaked from her pussy juices, and his palms slid easily over the skin.

“You’re a mess,” Thomas scolded her. “You’re such a hopeless slut for me.”

Amy somehow managed to nod and moan. She felt Thomas’s hands move from her thighs to grip her hips, and she subconsciously flexed them upward.

“Be still,” Thomas admonished.

“Yes sir,” Amy breathed out, though she still felt much like she was floating on air.

When she felt Thomas’s lips close around her clit, Amy could hardly recognize the sensation, as it mixed in with the constant flow of pleasure already streaming through every inch of her body. As he went on though, she felt a notable spike in her pleasure, and she could feel every pulse of her blood through her body as her muscles began to twitch and quicken.

Amy was getting close to her climax, and her body felt as though it was practically radiating light and energy. Each moment that Thomas spent suckling and licking at her clit brought her nearer to her climax, and in her state of arousal, Amy felt a ray of hope shine through her lust.

“Daddy may I please cum?” Amy asked, and her stomach fluttered with optimism.

Thomas withdrew briefly to look up at her. Even without direct stimulation, Amy felt herself floating on the edge. He seemed to consider her question, and she waited on a razor’s edge for his response.

“You may, sweet girl,” he responded. “Whenever you can.”

“Thank you, Daddy, thank you!” Amy gushed out. It had been so long since she had been allowed to cum, and she was eager to be reminded of the way it felt to find release.

“Of course, my angel,” Thomas said soothingly.

Amy expected his mouth to return to her clit, but she felt his fingers press into her instead. She gasped as he began to curl his fingers up against her g-spot. Amy let out a high moan, and flexed the muscles in her thighs in preparation for her climax.

Amy was sure it was about to break over her at any moment. Thomas, however, seemed intent to keep her on the edge. He stopped brushing against her g-spot and simply moved his fingers in and out of her in a slow fuck.

The urgency of Amy’s orgasm receded, and only then did Thomas return to stimulating her sensitive gland. Her muscles tightened up as she reached the edge even faster, only for Thomas to slow again. This process repeated several times, and Amy gasped as she thought she was falling over the edge, only for Thomas to remove his fingers from her completely. She breathed raggedly as her orgasm slipped away again. She had been so close she could hardly believe it was possible.

Thomas’s fingers teased along her outer folds. Even that sensation was proving to be enough to set Amy on the edge. Still, every time she got close, he backed off. Amy’s body shook hard and she felt a layer of sweat rising along her skin.

“Daddy I thought you were going to let me cum…” Amy whined desperately, and her head fell back against their bed.

“You certainly may cum,” he affirmed. “Whenever you can.”

Amy was confused, but still felt hopeful. She felt Thomas’s fingers at the base of her plug, and moaned as he began to slowly tug on it. He set up a rhythm, pulling it out a little and then pressing it back in, fucking her with it.

Amy alternated between gasping for air and holding her breath. The pain and pleasure combined into an exquisite sensation. Every muscle in her body was primed for the orgasm that she wanted so badly. She had never been so close, and Thomas was only playing with her ass.

Thomas pulled more and more of the plug out with each thrust, and soon even the widest parts were passing through her sensitive hole. The pleasure and pain were both intense, and Amy was shocked that she reached the edge more than once, only for Thomas to slow down and back her off it.

“Daddy please…” Amy begged raggedly as tears of longing trickled down her face. “I need to cum will you please make me cum?”

“You may cum, sweetheart,” Thomas said again. “Whenever you can.”

Thomas began to slowly tug at the plug again, and Amy hissed at the feeling. Her muscles quickened, and she felt her pussy begin to twitch. This was it. She was going to cum just from Thomas playing with the plug in her ass.

Amy gasped as the widest point of the plug exited her and the pain put her at the precipice of her orgasm. Amy knew that the next time Thomas pressed the plug into her, she would fall into a shattering orgasm.

Only, there was no next time. Thomas withdrew the plug from her entirely, and Amy opened her mouth in a silent scream as she came so close to her first orgasm in sixty-seven days… only to fall back off the edge.

Amy’s mind swirled, and she felt the crushing weight of being yet again denied. With this disappointment came the realization of the hidden implication in Thomas’s words.

He had said she may cum. Whenever she could.

If she could.

And she couldn’t.

Amy began to softly cry at the knowledge of her failure. Thomas laughed softly, and she felt him come to lay down beside her on the bed.

“I know you tried very hard,” Thomas soothed her cruelly. “I guess you just don’t want it badly enough yet.”

Amy could only cry harder. They both knew just how badly she craved her release after being so long denied. The proof of it was running down her legs.

“Oh well,” he sighed. “You’ll just have to try harder next time… whenever that is.”

Amy sobbed. She did not miss the implication of those words at all.
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