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Amy pushed her food around on her plate. Her leg jiggled under the table. Her mind raced, unable to settle on one thought. Her blood felt thick in her veins, which throbbed with each beat of her heart.

“Amy,” Thomas’s voice, laced with mild annoyance, snapped her to attention. She looked up at him, and her face flushed with embarrassment to see his brows meeting in a frown.

“Be still,” his tone was gentle. “Finish your food.”

“Yes sir,” Amy’s voice was little more than a whisper as she lowered her eyes once more to her plate and gathered up a forkful to put in her mouth.

She chewed her food without tasting it. She couldn’t think about her food, or anything for that matter, when her sex was so achy.

It had been three weeks since Thomas put her on no-touch. It wasn’t a punishment; she hadn’t done anything wrong. No. This was just another one of her tasks at his whim.

No-touch was one of Amy’s least-favorite games. Even though she wasn’t allowed to orgasm without express permission, she could usually assuage some of her need with her toys or her fingers.

Now, that was out of the question.

The no-touch rule didn’t apply to Thomas, however, and he could touch her whenever he liked. For the first week, he was more than willing to do so. He was even more affectionate and sexual than usual, and Amy was surprised by the amount of intimacy they shared.

Since that first week, however, Thomas had hardly touched her at all. He still kissed her before work and held her close when they slept, but that didn’t come close to filling the need that was building up between Amy’s thighs.

Amy knew better than to protest or pout, but her arousal was starting to make it hard for her to function at all. It was hard for her to keep her thoughts focused on anything but how much she wanted Thomas’s cock to slide into her throbbing pussy.

It was impossible for her to keep a pair of panties dry. Even when she went to work, it was never long before her need caught up to her. It got to the point that she took an extra pair to work with her so that she could use her lunch break to change out of the ones she had soaked through. As embarrassing as it was, it was better than having wetness drip down her thighs or into her pants. Of course, that imagery humiliated her just enough to make her leak even more. 

While work provided its own challenges, it was even harder at home, especially when Thomas was there. Even on her best day, Amy was attracted to her husband- there had always been something about him that reeled her in. In this state, though, she was beyond desperate for him- for his touch, his kiss, his cock, anything. Just looking at him made her mouth water and her pussy clench. He knew it, too. She could see it in the dark gleam in his eyes when he caught her ogling him from across the room.

As much he enjoyed seeing her so needy for him, she knew that he wouldn’t tolerate any whining or begging. It was one thing to cry and plead with him when he was tormenting her in the bedroom, but another thing to whine about a rule. So, she kept her peace and performed her task with as much grace and dignity as she knew he expected.

As time wore on, though, it became harder not to conceal how it was affecting her. More than the arousal, it was the profound feeling of rejection that clawed at her. The feeling was irrational- she knew that Thomas wasn't abandoning her or neglecting her. Still, his denial of her physical needs, even for the sake of play, had genuine emotional repercussions.

Amy tried not to look sullen or rejected as she went through her day-to-day activities, but she could tell that her façade was slipping. She resolved to finish her dinner and regroup as she washed the dishes. That chore, at least, wasn’t arousing.

When they both finished their food, Amy gathered up their dishes and took them into the kitchen. She let the water run hot and washed each dish. She took more time than she usually would have, but she was grateful to have something to busy her hands, which were itching to slip into her panties.

Amy dried the dishes and put them away. She sighed to herself and resolved to be less gloomy for the remainder of the evening. She left the kitchen and found Thomas seated on the couch, watching a football game. He tilted his head to acknowledge that he noticed her, but his eyes were locked on the screen.

Amy didn’t mind, and she appreciated his enjoyment of the sport. She walked behind the couch to keep from blocking his view of the screen, and then moved to sit down at the other end of the sofa.

“No,” Thomas spoke.

Amy stopped to look at him. His attention was still focused on the game, but she had no doubt that he was talking to her. She opened her mouth to voice her confusion, but Thomas held up a hand to silence her.

“Little sluts don’t sit on the couch,” his tone was even.

Amy’s stomach dropped as Thomas took one of the decorative pillows off the couch and dropped it on the floor between his legs.

"On your knees," he instructed and pointed down at the pillow.

Amy didn't hesitate. She crossed the room and dropped down to kneel, her knees cushioned from the floor by the pillow. Her ears burned and her face flushed hot in the aftermath of being called a slut, but her pussy wept with arousal.

On instinct, Amy leaned forward to nuzzle her face into his crotch. She could already see his hardness straining against his jeans.

“Be still,” he snapped at her. “Hands behind your back.”

Amy corrected her posture to sit up straight, and ran her forearms parallel to one another across the middle of her back, each hand gripping the opposite elbow. She cast her eyes down to the floor, but couldn’t help sneaking glances up at Thomas’s face. He seemed impassive, and his eyes had returned to the TV screen.

Amy's heart raced, and she trembled with excitement. Even though his eyes weren't on her, she knew she had Thomas's attention. Even if he was playing at ignoring her, she knew he was doing it on purpose, as a part of his game of cat and mouse. All she had to now was sit still and wait.

It felt like hours passed as Amy knelt there, and she managed to stay quiet, but couldn’t help shifting on her knees from time to time. Thomas took no notice of her, and she became more desperate with each passing second. Just being between his parted legs was having a substantial impact on her, and it took all her willpower not to break her silence and fall into a stream of senseless begging.

Amy’s eyes shot up as she heard Thomas release a soft sigh through his nose, and she couldn’t help but watch as he stretched his arms up above his head to yawn. Amy couldn’t tell if her husband was a physical marvel, or if she was delusional from her arousal. Either way, her mouth watered, and her hips flexed toward him.

She watched, rapt, and as Thomas finished his stretch, his hands came to rest on the top of his thighs with a soft slap. Amy looked at his hands and the way his fingers draped over his leg. She wanted to lick her lips, but thought better of it, not wanting to risk being reprimanded.

Thomas moved his palms up the inseam of his jeans, and for a moment, Amy wondered if she was hallucinating. After a few moments, though, it became quite apparent to her that he was, indeed, feeling himself up.

Amy's mind spun, and her vision blurred out of focus for a second. It was a rare thing for Thomas to touch himself since he always had her hot mouth and wet pussy at his disposal. Whenever he did, though, Amy was captivated.

Now was no different. Amy sympathized with every touch that he laved upon himself, imagining the tingling sensations that his light strokes must be eliciting. She felt a measure of jealousy that it was his own body that he was running his hands over instead of hers.

Amy's eyes flicked up to Thomas's face, and she saw that he had lost interest in the football game. His eyes had closed at some point, and his head lolled back against the top of the couch, leaving his neck exposed- she yearned to run her tongue up the hollow of his throat to the base of his ear.

Amy felt a surge of heat through her loins and refocused her attention on Thomas’s hands. Her chest tightened as he traced his fingertips over the prominent bulge in his jeans, and she shivered as he released another sigh.

Amy's pussy clenched hard, and she bit her lip to keep from making a sound. She couldn’t believe this spectacle was unfolding in front of her. She wasn't sure what she wanted more- she was captivated by his slow caresses and his soft sounds, but she also longed to contribute to his pleasure herself. Still, another part of her yearned for him to stop teasing and attend to her long-denied desires.

In the end, she knew that all she could do was kneel before him, wait for his command, and watch in silence. 

Thomas’s hips rolled up into his hands as he focused his attentions on his cock, still confined within the tightness of his jeans. He rubbed harder against the material, and Amy heard him moan low in his throat as he thrusted his hips more rhythmically. Amy dug her nails into her elbows to try and distract herself, but the tactic proved ineffective as she felt her desire begin to trickle down the inside of her thigh.

Thomas released a growl, and his hands moved to work on his belt. Amy melted as she heard the familiar jingle of the metal buckle, and the hiss of the leather against his belt loop as he undid it. His deft fingers slipped the button loose, and Amy flinched at the sound of his zipper coming undone.

Amy watched with great anticipation and wide eyes as Thomas's hand dipped beneath the waistband of his underwear. She saw his wrists flex as he worked to grip his length, and her breath caught at his growl when he made skin-to-skin contact with his cock, and gave it a few compulsory strokes within the confines of his boxer-briefs.

Amy couldn’t sit still. She was enraptured, and she watched with wide, longing eyes and as she waited for him to expose himself to her. Amy tore her eyes away from the movement beneath his underwear to lock eyes with him.

“Do you want to see my cock, little slut?” Thomas teased her in his low, dark voice.

"Yes, Daddy, please…" Amy whined, unable to help herself.

She was finding it hard to breathe.  She wanted Thomas in her hands and mouth. She wanted to grip his thighs and bob her head up and down on his cock and make him moan. She wanted to feel him inside her and dull the ache that had been building for so long.

Thomas looked down at her with burning eyes as he pulled down the waistband of his jeans and underwear. Amy licked her lips as he pushed them down his long legs to pool at his ankles before he kicked them off to the side.

She locked her eyes on his thick cock and swollen balls. She heard Thomas’s sigh as he ran just the tips of his fingers along his length to his tip and back down.

"Do you know what I want, princess?" Thomas asked her.

Amy shook her head from side to side, unable to catch her breath enough to form sensical words.

"I want to feel your lips on me," he said in a husky whisper. "I want you to suck my cock so badly, sweet girl. I want your hot little tongue to lick my balls, then for you to kiss all the way up to the tip and lick there too. It's so hard for me not to just grab you by the back of your neck and shove your head down onto me right now."

"Please, Daddy, let me suck your cock…" Amy whined again, her voice laced with desperation and need. She inched closer to him between his legs, using her willpower to keep her hands behind her back when all she wanted was to run her palms up and down his muscular thighs while she blew him.

“Oh no, precious girl,” Thomas’s voice had grown rougher, and he sounded breathless. “Not yet. Because as much as I want that, as much as I want your mouth and your tongue and your hands on me, there’s something I want even more…”

Amy’s stomach sank at his tone and the sadistic gleam in his eyes.

"Do you know what that is, little girl?" he pressed, his voice turning into a growl through his gritted teeth. "Do you know what I could possibly want more than to give my cock the pleasure it deserves? Answer me, slut.”

"No, Daddy, I don't know," Amy squeaked out her answer and wished she could disappear into the floor beneath her.

“I want to forbid you from giving it to me,” his voice was dark and low. “Because I want to keep you denied and desperate. Because even though my cock deserves your hot velvety little mouth and pussy, I love the look in your eyes and the way you shrink into yourself every time I tell you you’re not getting it.”

Amy did, in fact, shrink into herself, and felt tears well up in her eyes.

“Yes,” Thomas hissed, and his hand tightened around his shaft. “Just like that. You have no idea how it makes me feel to see what I can do to you just from not touching you for a few weeks.”

Amy's lip trembled, and her hope of breaking the no-touch period vanished, leaving a sick twist in her stomach. Her eyes fell to the floor, and a couple of errant tears trickled down her nose to land between her knees.

“I didn’t tell you to look away, little girl,” Thomas’s voice bore a steely edge, and Amy righted herself, looking up into his eyes. They flashed darkly.

“Move back,” Thomas commanded, and Amy scooted back on her knees.

With the space this afforded him, Thomas stood and loomed over her, his hand still working at his cock.

“Lay back,” he ordered. “Lean on your elbows.”

Amy moved into the position he described, accepting the slight strain in her thighs and her back. It left her exposed to whatever he wanted to do, and she was helpless to do anything about it.

Thomas's breath became more labored, and his hand moved faster as he jerked himself off over her body. She could see his muscular legs tighten, and his balls rose up in preparation for his orgasm.

“Don’t fucking move,” Thomas’s eyes were wild as they locked onto hers.

Amy bit her lip and excitement filled her as she anticipated her husband's climax. She heard his breath catch, and she gasped a little as he shot his load all over her body. His semen covered her shirt, her jeans, and some even got on her face.

Thomas made sure that every drop landed on her, and Amy’s chest heaved a little at the degradation of the act. She watched as he took a moment to catch his breath. He said nothing to her as he bent down to pull his jeans and underwear back up his legs. He sat back down on the couch, and his eyes once again moved to the TV screen.

“Go clean yourself up,” Thomas dismissed her.

Amy felt frozen. Her face flushed red, and more tears trickled down her face. She wasn't even sure how to identify the emotions coursing through her veins. She felt disappointed, hurt, and used. And turned on without the hope of achieving release.

“Amy,” Thomas snapped, calling her to attention. “Don’t make me tell you twice.”

Amy said nothing, but rose from her position, careful not to drip any of his cum onto the floor. She managed not to make a sound as she moved into the bathroom.

Amy maintained her composure as she stripped out of her ruined clothes and tossed them in the hamper. It wasn’t until the water in the shower was running that she let herself cry, sobbing into her hands as her body shook with emotion. She did her best to clean herself off, but it was much harder than usual.

When she finished, she turned off the water, then pulled back the curtain of the shower to step out. As she did so, she glimpsed Thomas’s form out of the corner of her eye, but only for half a second before his hand fisted in her wet hair.

He yanked her out of the shower, almost knocking her off her feet. She was still soaking wet, and she left a trail of water droplets as Thomas dragged her out of the bathroom and down the hall to the bedroom, where he deposited her unceremoniously at the foot of their bed.

Amy looked up at him with wide, frightened eyes. Her still-wet body shook from cold, and the mix of fear and desperation surging through her blood.

“Get up,” Thomas bit at her. “On your hands and knees.”

Amy jumped to comply. Her eyes locked onto the floor, and she did her best to stay still. She heard Thomas begin to pace circles around her.

“Stay there,” he demanded.

Amy said nothing but obeyed. She was relieved that he left the room, but her relief was replaced by trepidation as she wondered how long he would be gone, and if he would come back with something sinister.

Amy waited in silence. It wasn’t long before she saw Thomas’s feet cross into her peripheral vision, and she tried not to shrink away from him as he came to stand in front of her.

“Kneel up,” he ordered.

Amy assumed the new position. Water trickled down her back from her still-wet hair, but that was the least of her worries. Her new position put her at eye level with the object Thomas held in his hand.

Amy recognized it immediately as a ginger root, and she shrunk away from Thomas at the sight of it. She had read enough erotic literature to know what they were used for, and the kind of impact they had upon whoever they were used on.

In Thomas's other hand was a knife, which also made Amy's stomach drop. They had never experimented with knife-play before. It wasn't explicitly a limit for her- it had just never come up. Amy wasn't quite sure she was ready to tread new waters in her current state of mind. She tilted her head to look at Thomas's face and communicate her fear.

Thomas said nothing, but Amy’s fears were put to rest as Thomas used the knife to carve the ginger root. As he shaved it into the shape he wanted, the spicy fragrance of the root suffuse the air around her.

Her heart beat faster with each second that he worked on the root, as the root began to take the shape of a wide plug with a narrower stem. Amy knew where it would end up, and her anus clenched just from the thought of it.

To his credit, Thomas took care to make sure that the newly fashioned ginger plug was as smooth as possible. He ran the tips of his fingers over it several times to check for any grooves or edges that could injure her. Amy was comforted by the act, and she relaxed a little as she remembered that while he was treating her roughly for the time being, he had no intent to maim, break or injure her.

Finally, Thomas was satisfied with his carving. Amy's heart leaped a little at the thought of him putting it inside of her, as that meant he would have to touch her. Her pussy tightened and gushed.

She looked up at Thomas in excitement but the devious smile that crossed his face gave her pause.

“Here,” he held out the ginger plug for her.

Amy's brows furrowed, and her heart sank.

“Take it,” Thomas said through his teeth.

Amy reached out a shaking hand and took the plug. It felt innocuous enough in her hand-it was cool and moist from its natural secretions. With it resting in her palm, she looked up at Thomas, pleading with her eyes.

“Don’t test my patience Amy,” he warned her. “You know exactly where I want that plug.”

“Daddy?” Amy’s voice sounded small.

“Yes?” he answered sternly.

“Will you…” she trailed off as her throat tightened with emotion. “Will you please put it in for me?”

“I will not,” Thomas denied, his words like a kick to her ribs. “Put it in. Now.”

Amy teared up again but moved to complete her task. Her hand trembled as she moved her arm behind her back and aligned the tip of the plug with her ass. She pressed on the end and bit her lip as she was stretched to accommodate the increasing width of the plug. It was uncomfortable already, and she knew the main event had yet to unfold.

Amy’s breathing was ragged by the time she rooted the plug inside of her. Half was just from the plug's intrusion, and the other was from her anxiety about what she would soon feel. The ginger was already causing her ass to tingle.

“Is it in?” Thomas asked.

"Yes, sir," Amy nodded.

“All the way?” he pressed. “Don’t make me come check it myself.”

“It’s all the way in Daddy, I promise,” Amy’s voice shook as she assured him.

“Good,” he said curtly. “Back on your hands and knees.”

Amy winced as the plug pulled at her insides as she moved. It was starting to burn a little, and she squirmed on her knees. Thomas chuckled, and it sent a shiver down her spine.

Thomas leaned down, and Amy could feel the heat rolling off his body as his face moved close to hers.

“Do you remember your safeword?” he whispered, and Amy shivered that he thought she might need to use it.

“Yes, sir,” Amy’s voice wavered.

“Good,” he said, his voice dark and low. “Tell me when it starts to burn,”

Amy nodded and waited with dread. With each passing second, the ginger inside her was becoming more active. It had already grown from a tingle to a sting, and it was starting to make her muscles twitch. She panted a little as the sensation became more biting, and her thighs began to shake as a deep burn began to emanate from her anus.

“It’s burning, daddy…” Amy whined.

Amy’s head swam as she did her best to absorb the pain swirling in her blood and making her skin flush.

"Very good," Thomas purred. "I'd do my best not to clench anything too hard if I were you. It presses more juice out of the root. I hear it can be harrowing."

Amy groaned and did her best to relax. Even as she did, though, she could feel her tiny ring of muscle begin to twitch and shudder of its own accord. It was a ticklish, erratic sensation, and one that demanded satisfaction. Thomas's warning seemed to pale in comparison to her pulsing and burning asshole.

To try and ease her discomfort, Amy clenched her hole. As her muscles tightened, Amy gasped, and tears flooded her eyes. A violent tremor ran through her body, and her elbows buckled, sending her front half to the ground.

Thomas was right. It was excruciating.

“Up,” Thomas scolded, and Amy mustered the strength to pick her upper body back up off the ground.

Amy looked up at her husband, her eyes brimming with tears. She was cold except for her asshole, which was on fire. Her pussy, helplessly aroused from abuse, was leaking a steady stream of its juices down the insides of her thighs. She wanted nothing but to curl up on the floor and weep.

“I think that should keep you busy for a while,” Thomas said, and Amy’s heart dropped. “At least until the end of the game anyway.”

Amy’s jaw dropped, and she made to protest, but Thomas held up a hand to silence her.

"And if you disrupt me," Thomas threatened. "I promise you won't like the consequences. Say 'yes, sir.'"

"Yes, sir," Amy repeated.

Thomas gave her a nod, then left without another word. Amy was left to suffer alone- and suffer she did.

Amy soon became incapable of keeping track of time at all. Her whole being was consumed with staying upright and silent as her body was wracked with pain. The rising heat of her body evaporated the water from her shower, but it was replaced by a layer of sweat as she strained.

Amy did all she could to keep her ass from clenching down on the plug, but there was only so much she could do to prevent her body’s natural reaction to the unwelcome and painful intruder. Once every several minutes, her muscles convulsed, and Amy had to bite her tongue to keep from crying out in pain.

Amy was shocked that the sensation never diminished, and she never became accustomed to it. Her eyes were blurred by tears, and she dared not move to try and ease the pain, though her knees and palms felt raw from the texture of the carpet digging into her skin.

As if the pain wasn’t enough, her denied, and aching pussy interpreted the pain as a preamble to pleasure. Her clitoris was swollen, and it pulsed between her legs. Her cunt was likewise engorged, and even the air was enough to tease her.

Amy struggled to keep her hips from bucking against the empty air. It was hard to stay still at all. She wanted to cry from the pain of the plug and the intensity of her lust. She knew that if she could just rub her dripping, sensitive cunt, all this pain would be transformed into intense pleasure. Yet while her sex remained untouched, the only thing she felt was fiery pain through every nerve of her body and a growing sense of hopeless abandonment.

Amy had just started to drool, unable to swallow any longer from having to use her strength for other purposes, when she saw Thomas at the doorway. She couldn’t gather the strength to look up at him, or even to beg him to assist her.

Thomas remained silent but moved so that he was standing behind her. Amy felt a flutter of fear and anxiety as she heard him rifling through a drawer. She flinched as it slid shut.

Thomas moved in front of her, and before she could look up, he dropped several things on the floor. Amy's eyes widened, and she stifled a miserable groan at the sight of what he'd selected- a pair of clover clamps, and a ball gag.

“Kneel up,” Thomas ordered. “Put them on.”

Amy winced as the change in position strained her muscles, and her hands were unsteady as she put the gag in her mouth, then buckled the latch behind her head. She looked with dread at the metal jaws that were about to bite onto her nipples, and she sniffled as she took them in hand.

As if her body wasn’t in enough pain, Amy knew that these would send her to the brink of her tolerance. These clamps were strong, and they crushed her sensitive nipples from the second they were put on, then built from there until her breasts were throbbing with pain. And taking them off was every bit as painful.

Amy felt Thomas’s gaze on her, and she knew better than to resist. He gagged her to keep her complaints at bay. Amy took a deep breath and held it as she centered one of the clamps over her nipple and allowed it to snap together. Her eyes blurred with the sudden shock of pain, and her muscles spasmed, once again sending waves of fire through her ass.

She did look up at Thomas, this time, but his expression was unrelenting. She let out a choked whine. She was drooling through the gag, which added to her humiliation as she realized how pathetic and broken she must look. Still, she had another clamp remaining.

Amy bit down on her gag as she attached it to her nipple. She gave a gasping cry at the pain and screwed her eyes closed. Her body quaked, and she hoped Thomas wouldn’t make her do anything that required any measure of manual dexterity.

Having put in the gag and attached the clamps, Amy gazed up at Thomas, who smirked darkly down at her. She hoped her eyes conveyed how much she needed him, and how close she was to her breaking point.

“Arms behind your back,” Thomas ordered, and Amy obeyed.

Thomas looked her up and down with satisfaction.

“Don’t move,” he said, and Amy’s heart clenched as he left her yet again.

Tears tracked down Amy's cheeks, and she did her best not to sob. Her new position was even harder to maintain than being on all fours, and her thighs shook from the strain of maintaining it. She wanted to groan in her misery. Half of her was tempted to do it if only to get Thomas's attention, even if it would be negative. The other half of her, though, was determined to be good for him, even if it was painful.

The longer she kneeled, though, the harder it became to behave. Her ass still burned, and her involuntary muscle spasms sent waves of pain through her body. Her nipples stung and pounded from the clamps. And yet, the pain served to ramp up her sexual desire to a fever pitch.

Amy was desperate for something to touch her pussy. So much so that she started to grind her hips against the air. She knew Thomas wanted her still, and she corrected herself, but it was never long before her hips began pumping of their own accord. Amy allowed her eyes to drift closed and let her body seek some relief.

"I thought I told you not to move," Amy heard Thomas's voice, and she gasped through her gag.

She opened her eyes and looked up at him in desperation. His face was expressionless and hard, and she knew she would receive no sympathy. She forced herself to be still, but she knew the damage was done.

Amy was silent as Thomas crossed the room to stand in front of her. He regarded her for a long while, and Amy’s heart pounded.

“Take off your gag,” he commanded, and Amy obeyed with shaking hands.

Thomas held out his hand, and she placed the gag in his waiting palm, she looked back down at the ground between his feet.

“Why are you having such a hard time following my simple instructions, little girl?” he asked in a stern voice.

Amy tried to speak, but her mouth was dry, and she choked on her words.

“Answer me,” Thomas growled at her, and Amy flinched.

“Because the ginger is hurting me, Daddy,” she confessed.

“Is that all?” Thomas raised a brow.

“No, sir,” Amy sniffled as tears gathered again in her eyes. “I feel very desperate.”

“Desperate?” Thomas inquired. “Desperate for what?”

Amy burned with arousal and embarrassment.

“Desperate for you to touch me,” she uttered.

“And that’s why you can’t stay still?” Thomas snapped. “Even though I specifically instructed you to?”

“I’m sorry, Daddy,” Amy mewled her penitence.

“You know little girls who can’t follow directions have to be punished,” Thomas said matter-of-factly.

“I know,” Amy shook, somehow sickly delighted at the idea- if only he would touch her.

“But how can I properly punish you?” Thomas mused, and Amy’s heart sank. “I think you’d actually like it if I hit you at this point. And what kind of message would it send if I gave you what you wanted after behaving so poorly?”

Amy said nothing, but her stomach twisted in agony- he could always see right through her. Thomas looked thoughtful for a long moment before his eyes twinkled with malice.

“Stand up,” he demanded.

Amy’s knees protested as she obeyed, and she hissed through her teeth as her ass clenched around the ginger from her motions. When she made it to her feet, she peered up at Thomas.

“Follow me,” he said.

Thomas turned without looking back, and Amy followed. She bit her tongue at the pain of the ginger, which was exacerbated by her motion.

Thomas led her into the kitchen, and Amy’s anxiety increased tenfold. He reached into the cabinet and withdrew the plastic container which held their rice, and made a point to lock eyes with Amy as he opened it, reached his hand in, then removed a small handful. He smirked as he knelt and scattered the grains along a small area of the floor.

Amy’s stomach filled with dread as she caught on to what Thomas was going to make her do. She watched with growing trepidation as Thomas stood to his full height and put the rice container back in the cabinet, and she flinched as he looked back at her.

“Kneel up," he commanded and pointed to the small pile of rice.

Amy lowered herself to her knees, and she hissed in pain as the tiny grains of rice dug into them. She knew it would get worse over time, and that it would be impossible for her to find any relief.

“Now take out the plug,” Thomas instructed once she was still.

Amy felt a wash of relief that at least that part of her torment was over. Thomas held out his hand again, and she gave him the ginger. Thomas deposited it in the trash and then went to the refrigerator. Amy frowned in confusion but realized what was going on as Thomas pulled open a drawer and withdrew yet another gnarled root of ginger, larger than the one before.

Amy watched in defeat as Thomas carved the root into yet another plug. The scent of the ginger made her shake as she realized that the juices would be fresh and potent, and torture her more acutely. Combined with the larger size, she knew it would feel hellacious.

When Thomas was finished carving it, he held it for Amy to take. Amy reached for it, but Thomas pulled back, and Amy looked up at him in confusion.

“Where are your manners?” he purred, and Amy’s face flushed with heat.

“Thank you, daddy,” she said, humiliated at being made to express gratitude at being tormented.

Thomas then allowed her to take the ginger, and Amy pressed the bulb of the new plug against her rectum. She whimpered and bit her lip as it stretched her, and she was bitterly thankful that the other had at least stretched her out before she had to wear this one.

When the ginger was situated inside of her, she folded her arms parallel to one another behind her back and looked up at Thomas, ready to receive further instructions. As she waited, Amy felt the juices of the ginger start to burn, and she gave a breathless moan as her body trembled with the pain. Thomas’s eyes flashed at the sound.

“Does it burn, my love?” his voice was husky, and he seemed as breathless as she was.

It made Amy’s head swim.

“Yes, Daddy…” Amy moaned and marveled at him as her mind melted, and her resistance dissolved.

“Are you burning for me?” Thomas seethed, and Amy shuddered at the intensity of his voice.

“Yes, Daddy…” Amy repeated in a high, keening moan.

“Good,” Thomas uttered through clenched teeth as he took a knee to look her in the eyes. “I want you to be. I want you aching and desperate and smoldering.”

Each word sent a flare of lust through Amy’s body, and she felt a droplet of her wetness trickle down her thigh.

“And you will kneel here, perfectly fucking still until I say you can move again,” Thomas commanded her.

“Yes, sir,” Amy’s throat was tight, but she was determined to obey this time.

Thomas said nothing as he rose to stand. Amy watched him from the corner of her eye as he pulled out a kitchen chair from under the table, then seated himself in it. He crossed his arms and stretched out his legs. Amy’s muscles clenched as she realized he was going to watch her to make sure that she didn’t move.

Amy focused on her breathing and concentrated her thoughts on why she was in this predicament. Pain from the rice, ginger root, and nipple clamps coursed hot through her blood. The pulsing of her sex reached a fever pitch, and the ache of acute arousal made her tremble.

Amy wished that Thomas had left the gag in her mouth so that she had something besides her tongue to bite down on. Again, the throbbing of her pussy made her want to flex her hips as a small measure of finding relief, but she contained her urges and made a point to be still.

Amy was shocked by just how much the rice on the tile floor of the kitchen hurt her knees. They were already prone to soreness, and Thomas usually accommodated her with a pillow. Now though, he was making it a point to deny her those small comforts.

He wanted her in pain.

Amy had no idea how much time had passed or would pass, and it felt like she would have to resolve herself to an eternity of silent, still agony. She started to accept the sensations rolling through her body as her new normal, and she felt a twisted surge of arousal at the thought of being permanently horny and in pain for her husband.

Amy’s mind descended into a state of dark yearning, where she believed she was nothing more than something to be hurt and abused for someone else’s pleasure. Her mind warped as she conceived an existence where she was forever needy and hurting for Thomas. She felt like she was floating and sinking at the same time.

“Don’t you dare move before I get back,” Thomas threatened, and Amy saw him stand in her peripheral vision.

Amy's heart rate spiked, and she lingered in a state of near-trance even as she heard Thomas’s voice. It was so much harder for her to keep still- she was curious and anxious to see what he would return with.

Amy didn’t have to wait for long. Thomas returned, and her stomach dropped as she saw what he held in his hand- a riding crop.

Amy’s mind flooded with possibilities, thinking of the multiple sensations Thomas could create with that instrument. He could tickle over her skin and make her shiver, or rain hard blows against her clit and make her cry out in pain, and so much more. Amy was ravenous for any touch from the crop, and she had to dig her nails into her elbows to keep still.

Thomas sliced through the air with a quick swing of the crop, and Amy shook at the sound. Again, she wished for a gag in her mouth as she felt compelled to beg him to use the crop on her. She needed to feel it more than she needed to breathe.

Thomas prowled toward her, taking deliberate steps. Amy’s pulse roared in her ears, and she kept her eyes locked on the ground before Thomas’s feet so she wouldn’t be tempted to look up at him and thus break her position. Even when he was inches away, she didn’t dare to look up at him.

Thomas said nothing, but moved the flap of the crop so that it was inches away from Amy’s face. She felt pulled toward it like a magnet, and it took immeasurable willpower for her not to nuzzle her face against it. Her breathing was ragged, and she hoped that Thomas would forgive her for the heaving of her lungs.

“Look at me,” Thomas ordered.

Amy did, and she could tell by the flashing in Thomas’s eyes that she must look as wanton and pathetic as she felt. Her pain and lust had merged to create an overwhelming need that coursed through every ounce of her body. Her brain could no longer function, and she existed to adhere to Thomas’s every request.

“You look beautiful this way,” Thomas revered her. “I know how much pain you must be in. But you’re being so good and still for me, just because it’s what I want.”

Amy couldn’t even nod. She was hypnotized by the sound of his voice.

“Do you want me to beat you with this crop?” Thomas asked, and Amy’s vision blurred with lust.

“Yes, please…” Amy begged, not recognizing the sound of her own voice.

“You’ll have to do a batter job of convincing me,” Thomas urged her, and waved the crop in front of her face.

“Daddy, please use the crop on me?” Amy’s voice was high and strained, and she struggled to keep from inching toward Thomas on her knees.

“How?” Thomas pressed, and Amy could see raw delight twinkling in his eyes.

“However you want,” Amy offered, the words leaving her mouth in a rush. “Hurt me, tease me, please me, whatever you want, just please use it on me.”

“How do you want me to please you with it?” Thomas pushed her, and Amy bit back a frustrated groan. She wanted to feel the crop, not talk about it.

“You could rub my clit with the flap,” Amy’s face reddened to articulate it out loud. “Or you could fuck me with the handle, or lightly tap my clit with it.”

“Intriguing,” Thomas purred. “And how do you want me to tease you?”

“You could run the flap up and down my sides,” Amy spoke in shuddering breaths. “Or really lightly rub and tap my nipples and my pussy.”

“Lovely. And now, little girl…” Thomas smiled wolfishly down at her. “Tell me how you would want me to hurt you.”

“Daddy…” Amy moaned, begging him with her eyes to forgo this.

“I want you to tell me," Thomas's voice was soft but unyielding.

Amy felt like she couldn’t swallow, but she forced herself to speak.

“I want you to beat my pussy with the flap of the crop so that it’s swollen and red,” Amy confessed. “And I want you to whip me with the shaft of the crop along my thighs, my ass, my stomach, and my tits so that it leaves long red welts on my skin."

“That would be quite an image…” Thomas trailed off in a dark growl.

Thomas flicked the crop through the air again, and Amy moaned at the sound. Thomas laughed.

“I’m curious,” Thomas said. “What’s hurting you the most? The clamps, the rice, or the ginger?”

“The ginger,” Amy answered. There was no contest.

“Wonderful,” Thomas sighed.

Amy’s head felt fuzzy. Her body was still a chasm of pain and desire, and she was thriving off the attention Thomas was giving her. But she still ached for him to touch her, not with an implement, but with his hands.

Thomas held the crop to Amy’s mouth again, and she gasped and flinched as the soft leather met her lips.

“Suck it,” Thomas whispered.

Amy did so with zeal. She whimpered and moaned as she wet the flap of the crop with her saliva and lavished it with attention from her lips and tongue. The taste and smell of the leather made her already foggy head spin, and her eyes fluttered closed.

Thomas pulled the crop away, and Amy whimpered in protest. He laughed low at her, and she felt the sting of embarrassment in her chest.

“Such a hungry little slut,” Thomas mused.

Amy was more than hungry. She felt like she would collapse into herself if she stayed like this for much longer.

“What shall I do first?” Thomas queried. “Tease you, please you, or hurt you?”

Amy's eyes widened, and her stomach lurched with excitement.

“Anything…” her voice wavered with the strength of her emotion.

“Anything?” Thomas’s eyes danced. “That’s quite a vast category, little girl.”

Amy heard the veiled warning in Thomas’s tone, but she didn’t care. She couldn’t imagine anything worse than remaining in this state for a second longer. Even if he hurt her, she needed to feel something.

“Yes, daddy,” Amy nodded.

“What about…” Thomas twirled the crop in his hand. “Nothing at all?”

"No!" Amy cried out, wanting to latch onto his leg.

“You said anything,” Thomas mocked her.

“I’m sorry, please don’t!” Amy protested, and Thomas laughed.

“You’re so silly,” Thomas smirked. “Be more specific- but if I don’t like what you have to offer, I won’t indulge you.”

Tremors wracked Amy’s body- she knew what he wanted to hear.

“Hurt me, Daddy,” Amy begged. “Please…”

A faint smile curled Thomas's lip.

Without preamble, Thomas brought the crop down on Amy’s breasts, one after the other. Amy gasped at the pain, and at the way her pussy spasmed. Thomas repeated the strokes, and Amy’s eyes rolled back- she’d been denied touch so long that the pain from the crop was transformed into pleasure.

“Hands and knees,” Thomas snapped.

In this new position, Thomas had access to Amy’s ass and her swollen pussy lips. Several swats landed hard against her upper thighs, and Amy moaned. Her nails scraped against the tile of the kitchen floor, and a few grains of rice dug into the heels of her hands.

“Are we forgetting something, little girl?” Thomas growled.

“Thank you, Daddy…” Amy breathed on a moan.

A flurry of strokes lit Amy’s ass on fire, and tears filled her eyes.

“Spread your legs,” Thomas instructed, and Amy did.

Thomas peppered the insides of her thighs with hard licks, and Amy yelped. He changed tack and laid into her with the stem of the crop, and the new shade of pain made Amy cry out. Tears bloomed in her eyes at the exquisite pain, and she wanted to arch her hips back.

“Fuck!” her voice was a high scream. “Daddy!”

Thomas paid no mind to her exclamations as he struck with the crop all over her body. Amy’s skin was raw, and she still felt the pain of the clamps dangling from her breasts and the ginger burning in her ass. She panted, and her body tremored so that it was difficult for her to stay upright, even supported as she was by all four of her limbs.

Thomas homed in on her ass, and Amy flinched as he swung harder with each stroke. The impact of the hits changed from sharp stings to lines of fire, and Amy cried out as each one lit her up. Her arousal wasn’t enough to mitigate the pain any longer, and she gritted her teeth as tears stung her eyes.

Not only were the strokes faster, though, but harder, and her body rocked forward as each one met its mark. Amy’s throat was rent by cries and garbled screams, but she was terrified of asking him to stop. The pain of his beating still couldn’t compare to her fear of him leaving her untouched again.

Thomas switched his angle so the crop would land between her legs against her sopping pussy. Amy screamed at the first stroke there, and her arms gave way so that she crashed down onto her elbows, her forehead pressed into the floor. A harder swat followed the first, and Amy choked on her scream.

Thomas ravaged her pussy with the crop, and Amy’s legs shook as she fought to keep them spread. She breathed so fast that she worried she might start hyperventilating, but she couldn’t stop. She turned her head and bit down on one of her knuckles to center herself amid her torment.

"Is this what you wanted?" Thomas was breathless, and his voice gravelly.

"Yes, sir…" Amy's voice was thick with her tears.

“On your back!” Thomas boomed, and Amy jumped at the volume of his edict.

Amy rolled onto her back and laid herself flat, the rice now gouging her back. She looked up at Thomas with wide, watery eyes as he knelt beside her. He spread hard taps of the crop over her stomach, and Amy twisted her face into a grimace as she resisted the urge to curl into herself and protect her vulnerable midsection.

Thomas lowered the crop to her thighs and used the stem to litter the expanse of flesh with red welts. Amy flinched at each stroke, and her chest heaved with rapid breaths. Her mind screamed, and her body sung with burning pain- tears rolled down her face to wet her hair.

Thomas brought the flap of the crop back to her pussy, and he rained rapid swats down on her clit. Amy’s thighs quaked from how hard she clenched them, and she dug her nails into her palms. She clamped her teeth shut to keep from begging him to stop, but the word danced just at the back of her throat.

"Have you had enough yet?" Thomas goaded her as the crop flurried over her clit. "Just ask me to stop, and I will."

Amy knew Thomas well enough to know that if she begged him to stop now, the whole scene would be over. And while a reprieve from the pain would be a relief, it would be short-lived as the residual pain melted into unsatisfied need. No- she wouldn’t ask him to stop.

Amy shook her head in a quick motion and braced her muscles against the pain. She closed her eyes and concentrated on taking slow breaths through her nose. She heard Thomas laugh low in his chest, and the crop vanished.

Amy took the opportunity to relax for a moment. Her heart thudded in her chest, and her muscles ached- every inch of her skin throbbed with pain. Amy whimpered, and her head fell back against the floor, buts he regretted the motion as she felt the tickle of the crop at her exposed throat.

Amy’s body was electrified with fear as she wondered if Thomas would strike her there, and she lingered in a state of anxious apprehension, keeping as still as possible. No stroke landed- Thomas ghosted the flap of the crop over the bulge in her throat, further up along her jawbones, and then to her lips.

“Kiss it,” Thomas bid.

Amy gave the flap of the crop a tender kiss, and her mind went hazy at the warmth of the leather against her lips.

“What do you say?” Thomas prompted.

“Thank you, Daddy,” Amy simpered as the crop pressed down against her chin.

"Now, what's next…" Thomas rubbed a finger over his chin. "Teasing, yes?"

Amy nodded as best she could without disturbing the crop. Thomas hummed his satisfaction and traced the crop back down to tease her throat. Amy gulped at the rawness of the sensation, and tears of a different nature burned in her eyes. Her mouth parted as she drew in ragged breaths.

"Be still for me," Thomas reminded her and trailed the crop over the tips of her clamped nipples.

Amy’s muscles snapped taut. All the pain from Thomas’s beating had put her nerve endings on high alert, and the subtle touches were driving her insane. Amy wanted to arch her back up and seek more pressure from the crop- it was a labor for her not to move.

Thomas lingered at her breasts, and Amy shivered as the flap of the crop brushed over her skin. She marveled at Thomas’s expertise with the implement, at how she had almost broken from the pain moments before, and how he was teasing her with feather-light strokes that only enflamed her.

Amy’s breath caught in her throat with each gasp she took. Her throat was tight and high, strangled noises sometimes squeaked out of it. Her brows knitted together in her desperation, and the muscles of her face were sore from how she contorted them. Her body itched to writhe up against the crop like a cat.

“F-fuck…” Amy stammered as the crop circled around her navel.

Thomas chuckled, and diverted his path to brush long lines up and down her sides. Amy laughed- a breathless, panicked sound.

“Hands over your head,” Thomas instructed, his voice shimmering with excitement.

Amy complied, thinking nothing of the command. She realized why he ordered it, though, as the crop tickled under her arms.

Amy's eyes shot open, and she shrieked a hysterical laugh. The crop danced over her hypersensitive skin, and Amy's back arched high off the floor. Coherency evaded her as Thomas alternated between each of her armpits, merciless in his ministrations.

Amy pleaded for him to stop in long strings of unintelligible platitudes. She wondered if Thomas understood her, but knew it was irrelevant- he would stop when it pleased him, and not a moment sooner.

Thomas withdrew the crop from under her arms, and Amy gulped air into her lungs as her residual laughter faded into soft panting. She tried to relax, but the crop tracing the soles of her feet sent her into peals of laughter.

Amy did her best to stay obedient and still, but her feet were the most ticklish part of her body. Hysterical, she drew her knees to her chest to snatch her feet away from the devious crop. 

“Down!” Thomas scathed her with his tone.

Amy obeyed, and Thomas resumed his ministrations. Panicky laughter filled the air, and after a few more seconds, Amy drew back again.

"I'm sorry, Daddy!" Amy was breathless, and she trembled and squeezed her eyes shut to try and hide from Thomas's burning gaze.

The crop shot to Amy’s throat again, and she whimpered.

“Hurt me, Daddy, tease me, Daddy, anything, Daddy!” Thomas mocked in a high-pitched voice, throwing Amy’s words back at her. “You talk such a big game. Look at you!”

Humiliation coursed through Amy's blood- she knew what she must look like with tears streaming down her face, and her body streaked and spotted with marks from the crop. Thomas was right- she had begged him for this, and she was proving to him that she couldn't handle it.

“You don’t know what’s good for you,” Thomas shook his head. “I think it’s probably for the best that we stop.”

“No!” Amy interjected before she could stop herself.

“No?” Thomas raised a brow at her.

“Please…” Amy pleaded. “I’ll be still, Daddy, I promise. Please don’t stop.”

Thomas frowned his disbelief.

“Fine,” he conceded. “But if you do move away from me again, we will stop. Is that clear?”

"Yes, sir!" Amy nodded.

“Get back up on your hands and knees,” Thomas instructed.

Amy flipped over again and got up to kneel. The movement sent pain shooting through her nipples and ass, as well as her hands and knees from the rice and the hard floor, but Amy pushed the sensations out of her mind- she had to focus.

Thomas traced the crop up the inside of Amy’s thigh and brushed it along her wet pussy, making goosebumps rise along Amy’s skin.

"Now, I've hurt you, and I've teased you…" Thomas trailed off. "And that only leaves one thing…"

Amy’s insides melted as Thomas used the crop to gather up her juices. He slid it against her swollen folds. Her sex was engorged from her arousal, and the beating Thomas had given it- the feeling of the crop massaging her made her head spin with pleasure.

“Thank you, Daddy,” Amy moaned.

Thomas hummed and pressed the flap of the crop into her clit to rub circles against it. Amy gasped, and her hips bucked.

"Easy," Thomas admonished her but moved the crop even faster.

Amy nodded and redoubled her efforts to keep still. It was hard to concentrate, though, with the thick lust crowding her veins. Thomas switched from slow circles to fast flickers, and Amy cried out.

"Daddy!" Amy's body trembled, and she gasped at the acute sensation. 

Thomas laughed and persisted with the motion. Amy's hips twitched, and she yearned to grind harder against the crop. The temptation to move, though, took a back seat as she was overtaken by a new problem- the orgasm creeping up on her.

Amy tried to relax and enjoy the sensations, but in her body’s state of heightened arousal, she was rocketing toward her climax at record speed. She was once again faced with a difficult choice. She could do her best to stave off her orgasm and hope that Thomas would relent before she came without permission, or she could ask him to stop and put an end to their play, which was unbearable for her to consider.

Amy's pussy quickened as Thomas returned to fast, circular motion, and her muscles stiffened. A twinge of fear bloomed in her stomach, and she realized that she wouldn't be able to keep this up for much longer. A tingling sensation was building in her core- she was seconds away from cumming on the crop.

“Daddy, I’m too close!” Amy’s voice cracked in her appeal to Thomas’s mercy.

“Oh?” Thomas was unafflicted as he pressed the crop harder against her clit. “Do you want to cum?”

“Yes!” Amy’s scream was wild as her excitement tore out of her throat.

“How pathetic," Thomas snorted and dragged the crop to Amy's slit and pressed the flap into her pussy.

Amy choked. The flap of the crop was small, but the shape was awkward, and the sensation it elicited was unique. She was grateful that it was no longer teasing her clit, but she still hovered on the edge of a forbidden orgasm.

Thomas pulled the crop back out of her pussy, and Amy sagged with a mix of relief and disappointment. She saw Thomas move out of the corner of her eye, and she looked up at him as he stood in front of her.

Thomas said nothing, holding the now-soaked flap of the crop to her lips. Amy didn’t need further direction, and she locked her eyes onto Thomas’s as she sucked the leather into her mouth and cleaned it of her juices. Her head spun as she tasted herself, and her face flooded with heat.

“You’re so filthy,” Thomas’s whisper was reverent, and his eyes burned. Amy could only nod, full as her mouth was with the crop.

Thomas withdrew the implement and tossed it onto the kitchen table. Amy waited in anticipation for whatever Thomas would do next. She was no longer in danger of cumming, but her nipples still stung from the clamps, and her ass was still beings stretched and seared by the ginger plug.

“Well,” Thomas sighed, and his eyes twinkled. “I’ve pleased you, teased you, and hurt you.”

Amy's heart sank. While he was right, she longed to feel his hands on her skin and his body against her own. He had worked her into a frenzy but still denied her the intimacy of his touch. Amy said nothing but looked up into his eyes in a silent plea.

“What’s wrong, princess?” Thomas cooed. “Is there something I forgot?”

Amy’s stomach twisted with her anxiety as she built up the nerve to answer him.

“I’m still wearing the plug and the clamps, sir,” Amy reminded him- keeping her tone respectful.

“I suppose you are,” Thomas purred. “I don’t see any reason you can’t take them off now.”

Amy’s heart dropped in disappointment and tears blurred her vision. Still, she nodded.

“Unless…” Thomas trailed off. “You’d like to keep them in so we can play a while longer.”

“Yes, please!” Amy’s voice hitched as she nodded.

“I thought you might like that,” Thomas smirked. “On the bed, face down.”

Amy sprung to her feet and scampered into the bedroom, leaving a trail of dry rice behind her. She couldn’t have cared less, and threw herself down on the bed. Her heart thumped in her chest as she waited for whatever Thomas had in mind. The clamps tugged her nipples as they pressed between her body and the bed- her ass was exposed, vulnerable.

The bed dipped as he sat down on the edge beside her. Amy's skin tingled in anticipation, and she looked back at him with eager eyes. Thomas laughed, and he laid down beside her, propping his head up with his elbow. It wasn’t lost on Amy that he still didn’t touch her.

“Does the ginger still hurt?” Thomas asked.

"Yes, sir," Amy whimpered.

“And the clamps, too, I imagine,” Thomas looked her up and down, a satisfied smirk on his face.

“Yes sir,” Amy repeated, feeling their sting at the mention of them.

“Good,” Thomas growled. “I know you need to be hurt.”

“I know, Daddy,” Amy flushed red at the truth in his words.

“I’ve enjoyed watching you unravel these past few weeks,” Thomas’s voice was dark. “I love the way you fidget and twitch. And you must realize I’ve seen all the extra panties that have found their way into the laundry. You’ve been soaking through them all, haven’t you?”

Amy nodded, too embarrassed to admit it out loud. She was worried that Thomas would make her say it, but he only smiled.

“My poor, drippy slut,” Thomas cooed. “A lot of women don’t get wet when they’ve been ignored for as long as you have. They just sort of lose interest in sex and go on about their daily lives. But you’re not a lot of women, are you?”

"No, sir," Amy rasped.

“And for that,” Thomas whispered. “I am extremely grateful.”

Amy blushed, and her stomach fluttered at his tender words.

“Now,” Thomas’s voice hardened. “I’ve missed using my little plaything. Turn over.”

Amy did so and winced as the ginger pressed deeper into her ass in the new position. Thomas’s eyes trailed down to her chest, and Amy’s breath caught as Thomas picked up the chain that connected the clover clamps. He pulled them, and Amy arched her back up to try and relieve some of the tension as they tightened.

Thomas didn’t stop, and Amy let out a string of panting cries. These clamps were hard to rip off, as their grip tightened upon being pulled, but it was not impossible- just excruciating.

“Ow ow ow…" Amy whined and dug her nails into the comforter.

"I thought you wanted them off?" Thomas was cruel and jerked hard on the chain.

“Fuck!” Amy swore, and her nipples screamed.

“Fast or slow?” Thomas asked.

Amy moaned with dread- she didn’t know which would be more torturous.

“Fast,” she breathed, resolute in her decision- she wanted them off.

"As you wish," Thomas purred and gave the clamps a final, hard yank.

White light flashed behind Amy's eyes, and her jaw dropped in a soundless scream as the camps were torn off- it felt like her nipples had been torn off as well. Searing hot pain lanced through the tiny buds, and Amy feared she might hyperventilate. Her hands darted to cradle her breasts, and she curled into the fetal position, turning her back to Thomas.

“You’ll be fine,” Thomas dismissed her pain. “Straighten out and lay back down.”

Amy sniffled as fire lanced through her nipples, but she obeyed. She stretched her legs back out and settled onto her back. Thomas regarded her, his eyes lingering on her breasts, and a sinister smile curled his lip.

Amy felt the blood drain out of her face.

“Do you still want me to touch you, sweet girl?” Thomas dared her.

Amy drew a long breath.

“Yes,” her voice was a whisper.

Thomas flashed his teeth.

Amy panted in dreadful anticipation as Thomas sunk his face over her breasts. She expected him to bite her, and her muscles shook as she forced herself to be still. Thomas’s eyes locked onto hers as he flicked his tongue over her right nipple.

“Oh my god!” Amy’s voice tremored- even his tongue hurt.

Thomas's low laugh was malevolent. He turned his head to her left nipple and laved his tongue over it.

“Oh my god, Daddy!” Amy choked out. “Please, please, please…”

"Please, what?" Thomas pressed. "Do you want me to stop?"

Amy’s groan was guttural. She wanted to please him, but she was terrified that he would bite her. She could handle a great deal of pain- she had already handled quite a lot in this session- but if he used his teeth on her nipples, she would dissolve.

“It hurts…” Amy keened.

Thomas laughed low, and Amy’s heart pounded.

“Good,” Thomas purred, and Amy trembled.

Thomas lowered his head, and Amy shrieked, but he didn't bite her, instead placing soft kisses on each of her nipples. Amy's head fell back, and she sobbed her relief.

“On your stomach,” Thomas clipped the command.

Amy groaned as she obeyed and her nipples were pressed into the bedding. Thomas’s hands massaged the flesh of her ass, and brushed off some lingering grains of rice from her back, and she sighed- it was the first gentle touch he had afforded her in what felt like ages.

"Thank you, Daddy…" Amy moaned as his hands sent sparks shooting between her legs and tingles over the rest of her skin.

“You’re so needy for me,” Thomas remarked, and Amy knew it was true. “Is this what you wanted the whole time?”

Amy nodded, her face rubbing against the comforter beneath her. Even if he did nothing else, she relished the feeling of his rough, warm hands on her skin.

“Are you ready for the plug to come out?” Thomas tapped the base of the plug with his fingertips.

“Yes, Daddy, please…” Amy was breathless, and she arched her hips back toward him.

“Does it still burn?” Thomas pressed, genuine curiosity in his tone.

“Yes, sir,” Amy answered, and whimpered as her muscles spasmed around it as if to respond to the question themselves.

Thomas hummed in dark approval and took hold of the ginger. Amy hissed as he pulled, and her muscles stretched to accommodate it. Amy longed for the moment it would slip free, but it didn’t come, as Thomas pressed it back inside of her, then repeated the process of pulling it out- he was fucking her with it.

"Daddy, no…" Amy whined as her already raw asshole was further violated.

"Don't tell me 'no,' little girl," Thomas growled his warning and persisted in his play.

Amy bit down on her wrist to distract herself from the pain in her ass, and to keep from trying to reach back and stop Thomas’s brutality. She crossed her ankles and straightened her legs to keep from kicking at him.

Even with the burning, though, the friction and stretching of her asshole around the plug were turning her on. She was well versed in anal-play- Thomas had made sure of that with long months of training- and having her ass fucked was making her pussy leak and form a puddle beneath her body.

Amy's breathing was ragged, and she rocked her hips into the bed in the same rhythm that Thomas was penetrating her. She panted and writhed, and her body shone with the sheen of sweat.

“Do you like it when I play with your ass?” Thomas inquired in a mocking tone.

Amy hid her face in the comforter to hide her blush, but she gasped as Thomas took a hunk of her hair and jerked her head back.

“You can’t hide from me, slut," he scolded. "Now, answer me- do you like it when I play with your ass?"

"Yes, Daddy…" she confessed and moaned as her asshole stretched around the largest flare of the ginger root.

“Even though it hurts?” Thomas pressed. “Even though it’s burning?”

“Yes, yes!” Amy squeaked as he shoved it back inside.

"You'll take anything from me at this point, won't you?" Thomas lowered himself over her body, and Amy shivered as his teeth brushed the shell of her ear. “What you’re really afraid of is me leaving you on no-touch again, to ache and suffer for me.”

Amy’s blood ran cold to hear him articulate her exact fear.

“You’d rather be hurt than have nothing at all,” Thomas accused. “Isn’t that right?”

“Yes, Daddy,” Amy sniffled. “Please hurt me. Please don’t leave me alone again…”

Thomas chuckled.

“But that’s not really up to you, is it?” Thomas prodded. “Who makes the decisions between us?”

“You do,” Amy’s answer was automatic.

“I do,” Thomas confirmed. “Because I know what’s best for little sluts like you. If it was up to you, that sloppy hole between your legs would dictate your entire life, and you would be of absolutely no use to society, or to me. Isn’t that right?”

“Yes, sir,” Amy choked as tears burned in her eyes at the degradation, but her pussy sang at his words.

“That’s right,” Thomas cooed. “And if I decide you need to spend… oh, another few weeks or so on no-touch, then that’s what’s best for you.”

Amy's throat closed, and she took in short, panicked breaths through her nose. She couldn’t think through the arousal flooding her mind and the dread that ran like ice through her blood. She knew he expected her to respond.

“I know, Daddy,” she simpered to appease him.

“On the other hand…” Thomas trailed as he slowed the pace at which he fucked her with the ginger. “I have to think about what’s best for me, too. And it’s been too long since I’ve been able to play with my favorite sex-toy.”

Amy cried out as Thomas slid a finger alongside the ginger in her ass. Her head spun, and she moaned at the fullness, unable to help herself as she arched back toward him.

“God, that ass is so tight,” Thomas growled, and Amy heard the lust in his voice.

"Daddy, will you please fuck it?" Amy's words came out in a rush, begging him before she had time to register what she was asking for.

“Is that what you need, baby girl?” Thomas curled his finger inside her, and Amy gasped. “Do you need Daddy to shove his thick cock up your tight little asshole?”

“Daddy! Yes!” Amy screamed as her muscles squeezed down around his finger and the ginger. She needed him inside her.

“But won’t your drippy little pussy be jealous?” Thomas teased with malice. “And what about that twitchy little clit? I know they’re just begging for my attention.”

"Please fuck my pussy or my ass, Daddy, whatever you want…" tears tracked down Amy's face as she begged. "I need you inside me, I need you inside me…"

Amy’s words were strained and tight, and she wondered how much of them Thomas could understand.

"I'll consider it," Thomas condescended. "But, I should probably take care of this plug first."

Thomas, at last, removed the ginger from Amy’s ass, as well as his finger. Amy’s asshole flexed, and Thomas hummed his approval at the sight.

“I’m going to go throw this away,” Thomas told her. “Don’t move.”

Amy couldn’t even nod. She laid still and took an inventory of the pains in various parts of her body, but none of them outweighed the fierce pounding of lust that suffused her. Thomas was right- her pussy and clit were swollen and pulsing with their need to be touched. Amy didn’t have long to dwell on it, though, as Thomas returned.

Amy locked her eyes with his and shivered at the predatory heat that burned in them. He only had the one item of clothing on, but he made a show of lowering the boxer briefs down his thighs. He stepped out of them and stood back up straight. Amy’s eyes watered at the sight of his already hard cock.

“Now,” he rubbed his hands together. “Where were we?”

Amy’s body vibrated with excitement as Thomas crossed the room to the bed, which sagged as he lowered his weight onto it.

“Hm,” Amy looked back to see Thomas rubbing his chin. “And how should I fuck you, little girl? So many options…”

Thomas trailed off and lowered his hands to once again stroke and massage her ass. Amy moaned and arched back into his touch. She rubbed her thighs together and felt delicious friction along her slick sex.

“Trying to get a head start?” Thomas accused, and Amy froze. “Spread your legs.”

Amy did, embarrassed at her lapse in control. The air of the room lapped at her sex, and she bit her lip to keep from moaning. Thomas took in a quick breath from behind her.

“God…” he marveled. “You are absolutely soaked.”

“I need you, Daddy…” Amy mewled, and wiggled her ass to try and incite him.

“I know you do, sweetheart,” Thomas's voice was ragged. "But your Daddy has needs, too. On your knees, face down."

Amy’s heart pounded in excitement as she assumed her new position.

"I know you need Daddy's cock," Thomas's breath brushed warm over Amy's sex, and she jumped. "But, I need to taste you.”

Thomas ran his tongue between Amy’s folds, and she gasped at the shock of pleasure.

“Daddy!” Amy cried, and her legs shook as he circled her clit with his tongue and moaned against her flesh.

Amy whined and squirmed as Thomas devoured her. He fucked her with his tongue and flicked over her clit, sending sparks of pleasure through her body. His teeth grazed her inflamed lips, and she bucked her hips back into his mouth. The hot wetness of his mouth made her head spin even under normal circumstances, but after having gone so long without any contact at all, it was earth-shattering.

When Thomas withdrew, his breathing was reduced to ragged growls. His hands pawed Amy's ass cheeks, and he used his thumbs to spread her wide, exposing her tiny, abused hole. He spit on it, and Amy yelped.

Thomas sank two fingers into her asshole, and a high moan escaped Amy's throat. He scissored them open and closed, stretching her as he dragged the digits in and out. He withdrew, and Amy protested with a groan.

Thomas seized her hips and threw Amy down onto her side, then flipped her onto her back. Amy looked up at him with wide, watery eyes as he draped her legs over his shoulders. He turned his head to bite down into her left calf, and she screamed. Thomas lined his cock up with her pussy, and Amy held her breath. Thomas looked down at her with wild eyes.

“I promise I will fuck your ass,” Thomas was panting, and heat rolled off his body in waves. “But I need to feel your pussy…”

“Please…” Amy breathed, and then screamed as Thomas sank his cock into her.

“Oh my God!” Thomas’s voice cracked, and his nails dug into Amy’s thighs as he set up a demanding pace, pounding into her.

"Fuck!" Amy's throat burned with the force of her scream, and she reached behind her head to grip her pillow, arching her back to give Thomas a better angle.

Their screams and cries of pleasure mingled in the air as they fucked. Thomas raked his nails down Amy’s ribs, and she shrieked at the sharp pain. Her pussy clamped down on his cock as he fucked her, and she wrapped her legs around his back when he let them slide off his shoulders to lean forward and suck on her nipples. She sobbed from the ferocity of his mouth, and her mind was frantic. 

“Daddy!” tears flooded Amy’s eyes, and she pulled at Thomas’s hair in desperation as he tormented her savaged nipples with his lips, and even bit them. “I can’t! It’s too much, please!”

Thomas pulled out in an instant and moved from between her knees so that he was situated beside her. In a flash, Amy's world spun, and her face was shoved down into the bed, Thomas's hand squeezing the nape of her neck from behind.

Three hard blows landed on Amy’s ass, and she cried out with each one. Thomas shoved a finger into her pussy to wet it, then sank it into her ass. Amy writhed against the bed and her hips pumped back, fucking his finger.

“I’m going to fuck your ass now, whore,” Thomas ground out through his teeth.

“God, Daddy, please!” Amy beseeched, and yelped as he tore his finger out of her ass and spanked her again.

Thomas straddled her thighs and slid the tip of his cock between Amy’s ass-cheeks. Amy rubbed back against his length like a cat in heat, entreating him to fuck her.

“Daddy, please, I need you…” Amy begged in a sultry moan, reaching back to dig her nails into Thomas’s quadriceps.

“God, I need you…” Thomas’s voice was breathless and reverent, and Amy was stirred by their intensity.

The emotional moment, though, was overtaken by pain and thick lust as Thomas plowed into her ass with a single thrust. Amy buried her face in the bedding to muffle her ragged scream.

Thomas pounded into her without mercy, and Amy’s body melted beneath him, the culmination of pain and pleasure from her whole ordeal catching up to her. Thomas’s balls slapped against her pussy and clit, sending shockwaves of pleasure through her body. Her nipples scraped against the blankets as Thomas’s forceful thrusts drove her torso up and down along the bed. The pain made her moan, but her muscles were limp, and she could do nothing to resist the intensity of Thomas’s pounding.

“You’re like a little fucking rag-doll,” Thomas growled, and Amy cried out as he slapped her ass. “That’s a good girl, just let me fuck you…”

Amy couldn’t form words. The pain of her ass being stretched had long since dissolved into hot pleasure, and to her vast wonderment, she could feel her body ramping up to an orgasm. She wanted to beg him to slow down for fear of cumming without permission, but she couldn’t get her mouth to work.

Soon, though, her pussy spoke for itself and fluttered around Thomas's cock, and he jerked her head back by her hair.

“Are you really about to cum from this?” his voice was raw and rang with genuine surprise.

“I’m sorry, Daddy,” guilt suffused Amy’s body. “I’m trying not to…”

“You’re more desperate than I thought,” Thomas slowed his pace, and slid his hand between her body and the bed.

Thomas scraped his fingernail over Amy’s clit, and her body was engulfed with white-hot ecstasy. She gasped for air as she floated within a hair’s breadth of climax. Amy tried to beg for her orgasm, but all she managed was to mouth the words into the air. Thomas repeated the action, and Amy found her voice.

“Daddy, stop!” her voice broke. “I’ll cum, I’ll cum!”

“Wait,” Thomas growled, and once again dragged his nail over the tiny bundle of nerves.

Amy’s body heaved with high-pitched sobs as she fought against her impending release. Her back flexed into a tight arch, and she saw stars behind her eyes. Her muscles were quickening, and she didn’t know how long her sheer force of will could stave off her body's natural reaction to such an intense sensation.

"I'm going to cum inside your ass," Thomas panted into her ear as he pounded into her harder and faster. "And I need you to cum with me. Can you do that, baby girl?"

“Oh god, Daddy, yes!” her reply was half-muffled as Thomas shoved his fingers into her mouth and tilted her head back so he could bite down on the side of her neck.

Amy’s body was primed to cum, and she concentrated on waiting for Thomas, but she was balancing on a fine line. She sucked on his fingers to try and distract herself, and to keep from begging him to hurry.

Thomas ripped his fingers out of her mouth and fastened his hand around her throat, keeping her body pulled taut in a backward arch. Instead of scraping her clit with his fingernail, he changed tack and circled it with the pads of his fingers.

“Fuck! Please hurry!” Amy knew that she wouldn’t last long at all with him touching her clit just the way he knew would bring her over.

“Don’t. Rush. Daddy.” Thomas bit out one word at a time, never relenting with his fingers, and Amy keened.

Thomas’s breath hitched in a pained cry as he gave a hard thrust, and Amy felt his cock jerk inside of her.

“Now??” her voice was no more than a frantic squeal.

“Now!” Thomas barked.

Amy screamed into the bed as an orgasm washed over her body in hot, satisfying waves. The muscles of her ass clenched around Thomas’s cock, and he growled into the crook of her neck and shoulder. Amy gasped as the tension in her body dissolved, and she melted into the bed beneath her, crushed by the weight of Thomas's body.

Amy winced as Thomas pulled his cock out of her ass and settled beside her. His cum leaked from her winking asshole and trickled down over the seam of her pussy, and she shivered. He ran his hand along the middle of her back and pressed a kiss to her shoulder. She sighed at the soft touches and snuggled against him.

“Thank you, Daddy…” she breathed, turning her head to look over at him with a smile.

“Thank you,” Thomas countered.

Thomas was quiet, and Amy could see the worry in his eyes as he examined her from head to toe. Amy was too lost in her post-orgasmic haze to care about the marks that marred her skin.

“Hey,” she said, and Thomas’s eyes snapped up to hers.

Amy said nothing, but smiled at him and leaned her head forward to plant a kiss on his lips. Thomas kissed her back, and his hands cradled her face. She could feel his tension in the tightness of his jaw, and she pulled back.

Amy tried to make eye contact with Thomas, but he ducked his head to avoid her.

“Thomas,” Amy used his given name instead of his title, and he looked back up at her, shame shining in his eyes.

Amy’s heart broke. She knew that these intense sessions took a toll on him. She had the feeling that this one had gotten away from him, and he’d taken it further than he intended. She shook the cobwebs out of her hazy mind and focused on bringing Thomas out of his drop.

“Thank you for my orgasm,” Amy whispered, and cupped his jaw, then stroked her thumb over his cheekbone.

“You’re very welcome,” Thomas’s murmured, nuzzling his face into his hand. “Are you… hurt?”

“No,” Amy shook her head. “Not irreparably, anyway.”

"Hm," Thomas blinked and lowered his eyes again. Amy frowned.

“I love when we play like this," Amy allowed her reverence for her husband to resonate in her tone. "I love it when you hurt me and make me ache for you. I love it when you make me suffer and wait for you. You make me feel so owned and loved.”

Thomas met her gaze and searched her expression as if trying to decipher if she was telling the truth.

“I need this, Daddy,” Amy pressed closer to him, and let her lips brush the shell of his ear as she whispered. “You know me. You know what I can take, and you know what I need. And I know what you need.”

“You do,” Thomas nodded, his voice hoarse. “I do need this- I do need you. I love how you take everything I throw at you, and you suffer for me beautifully, and it makes me so, so proud. It’s just… I’m afraid.”

“Of what?” Amy urged him to continue. She had an idea of what he would say- they had been through this before.

“Of breaking you,” Thomas’s voice was almost inaudible. “Of losing you. Because of… what I am.”

“Come here,” Amy wrapped her arms around Thomas’s shoulders, and he wound his arms around her waist. “It’ll take a lot more than some ginger and a riding crop to scare me away.”

Thomas laughed into her shoulder, where his face was buried.

“I love you,” Amy assured him. “You’re my Daddy, my dominant, and the love of my life. Even if you did break me, I trust you to know how to put me back together. Not to mention, I have a safeword, of which you so kindly reminded me.”

“I’m afraid you won’t use it because you want to make me happy,” he confessed, and Amy scowled.

“You have to trust me, Daddy,” Amy stroked his sweat-dampened hair. “I do try to push myself for you, but I promise that I will use my safeword when I need it. I’ve used it before, right?”

Thomas nodded, and some of the tightness in his shoulders dissolved. Amy traced her fingertips up and down along the expanse of his back.

“I love you,” Thomas’s voice was muffled as he pressed his face into her neck to kiss her.

“I love you too, Daddy,” Amy’s voice was a little breathless as his kiss sent echoes of pleasure through her body- her pussy was still throbbing from the force of her climax.

“I wasn’t planning on letting you cum,” Thomas mused, and Amy gasped as he ran his fingertips down from her sternum to her navel.

“No?” Amy’s voice was weak as Thomas’s hand snuck lower still, and she bit her lip as he traced over her still-soaked pussy.

“Uh-uh,” Thomas shook his head and sank two of his fingers into Amy's pussy.

“Wh- what made you change your m-mind?” Amy stammered as he worked at her sensitive sex.

“I wanted to feel your ass squeeze my cock while I shot my load into you,” Thomas husked into her ear. “And believe me, it felt so fucking good. And now, I want to feel you cum on my fingers.”

“Oh, god, Daddy…” Amy’s voice hitched.

“How would you like me to make you cum, sweet girl?” Thomas looked up at her with heavy-lidded eyes.

“Really?” Amy thought this was too good to be true, but her hips were already rolling into his hand.

“Really,” Thomas confirmed. “Tell me.”

Amy groaned as she tried to think of what she wanted. She hadn’t had to make this kind of decision in a long time. Amy remembered the electric feeling of his tongue against her sex from earlier in their session, and she knew she had her answer.

“W-will you eat me out, Daddy?” Amy asked. “And finger me too?”

“I certainly will, my angel,” Thomas purred, and lowered himself so that his face hovered over her pussy.

Thomas blew warm air against her clit, and it twitched. Then, he lowered his head, and Amy buried her hands in his hair on instinct as he laved his tongue over her clit while his fingertips stroked her g-spot.

Thomas maintained a slow, steady rhythm, using long licks and deep curls of his fingers, prolonging Amy’s climb to orgasm. He edged her several times, taking her close, and then backing off to let her relax. Amy gasped and moaned through the process, and Thomas braced his forearm against her pelvic bones to keep her hips from bucking up into his mouth.

“Almost time, baby girl,” Thomas spoke, his hot breath tickling over her pussy.

“Oh, fuck yeah…” Amy’s voice was high and tight.

Thomas pulsed his fingers harder against Amy's inner gland and shifted his other arm so that he could use his thumb to pull back the hood of her clit, then danced his tongue over it. The rawness of the sensation put Amy on edge again.

“Oh! Daddy, may I please cum??" Amy begged, still not daring to cum without explicit instruction.

“Yes, Amy,” Thomas halted his assault on her clit. “Cum for me right now!”

Thomas ducked his head again and sucked on Amy's clit, sending her into a second orgasm. Amy screamed and thrashed beneath him as he coaxed her through the climax with his fingers and tongue. The waves of bliss and pleasure rolled over her body, and her legs shook.

When she was finished, Thomas relented and pulled his mouth and fingers away from her overworked sex. He kissed his way up over her stomach, chest, neck, and her mouth. Amy tasted herself on his lips and tongue, and her over-sensitized body twitched.

Thomas pulled back and gave her a smirk. He was feeling better.

“What do you say?” Thomas raised his brow.

“Thank you, Daddy…” Amy blushed and ducked her head to bury it in Thomas’s chest. “I love you.”

"I love you too, very much," Thomas murmured into the top of her head. "Now, how would you like a nice hot bath?"

“With you?” Amy batted her eyes up at Thomas, who chuckled.

"Whatever you like, sweetie," Thomas smiled down at her, and Amy's heart was warm and full.
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