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Before You Read

The stories contained in this collection feature mature themes and are intended for mature audiences 18+. These stories showcase domestic discipline, elements of BDSM, spanking, and more. Read at your own discretion!

Now, scroll on to read about the strong, Dominant men who’s naughty submissives need to be punished!


I

What She Needs

Marie and Michael are newlyweds struggling to stay connected. When Marie puts herself at risk, Michael decides she needs to be punished.

Michael has never dominated Marie this way before. But he knows it’s time to implement some domestic discipline.


Chapter 1

Pulling up to her two-story, colonial-style home, Marie felt the desperate urge to turn around and go back to work. She would have stayed at work longer if her boss hadn’t insisted on sending her home. Fucking Laura didn’t want to pay her any more overtime than she already was. It was bullshit.

Marie didn’t want to get out of her car and go inside, but she did. She knew what awaited her once she got inside. Michael would be sitting on the couch, watching a sports game with a beer in one hand and his phone in the other.

Everyone told her the first year of marriage was the hardest. She knew she was supposed to be patient and that it was just as much her responsibility as it was Michael’s keeping their bedroom life alive. But she was tired of initiating sex all the time. It made her feel like a slut. Which she was not, but she had needs.

And Michael never seemed into it anymore. Maybe he was cheating or getting bored with her. Or maybe he really was just stressed from work and becoming a recent homeowner like he’d claimed.

Regardless, Marie had very low expectations when she walked through the door, which is why she stopped dead at the sight of Michael standing in the hallway. Marie shut the door behind her as Michael approached in a simple black t-shirt and a pair of blue jeans.

He looked good. Marie felt her face flush as he crossed his arms over his chest, and the muscles in his arms and chest bulged. She really liked those arms. And that chest.

“Marie, we need to talk.” Michael’s voice was stern, full of steel, and Marie’s stomach dropped. God, was he going to break up with her? Tears filled her eyes, but before she had a chance to speak, Michael continued, “Go upstairs and change. Then get your ass in the living room.”

He turned and walked away, leaving her gaping in the entryway. Marie bristled at the way he’d talked to him and stormed up the stairs, her cheeks heating from anger rather than arousal now. How dare he order her around like that? Oh, they definitely needed to talk tonight.

Marie hurried through her usual routine after getting home from work. She dressed in a pair of worn, comfortable leggings and a tank top with no bra. Let Michael see what he wasn’t going to touch. He wouldn’t be touching any part of her after the way he’d just spoken to her.

She took her time going down the stairs. Her stomach twisted with dread while her muscles tensed with anger. She couldn’t decide whether she felt more pissed off at his tone or worried at his words. Either way, she knew this wasn’t going to be a pleasant conversation.

Marie walked into the living room to see Michael standing in front of the couch. His arms were still crossed over his chest, but there was an orange duffle bag sitting on the coffee table that she didn’t recognize. Jesus, he really was going to leave her tonight. What the fuck happened?

Sure, they hadn’t had sex in a week or so, but they’d only been married for eleven months! Was he really giving up on her so quickly?

“I don’t know what you were thinking, Michael, but I don’t appreciate being spoken to like that. You don’t get to order me around.” Marie tried to inject more confidence into her voice than she felt. Michael narrowed his eyes at her, and she tried not to squirm under his glare. He’d always been a dominant man, which was part of why she found him so sexy, but he’d never tried to dominate her.

“Maybe that’s part of the problem.” Michael dropped his arms and crossed the room in a few steps with his long, muscular legs. He wrapped Marie in a tight hug, leaving her confused and sad when he pulled back.

“What’s going on?”

“We haven’t been connecting lately. And I intend to fix that. Starting with your punishment.” Michael gave a firm, unyielding look as she spoke. Goosebumps glared on her arms as she stared up at him in shock.


Chapter 2

“My punishment? What the fuck are you talking about? Are you drunk?” The anger replaced any feelings of confusion or desire as Marie shook her head in disgust and went to walk away.

Michael’s strong, calloused hand clamped around her arm, and he whipped her back around to face him. Marie stared up at him with wide, nervous eyes. This wasn’t like him. Even though she knew in her heart Michael would never hurt her, something about the set of his shoulders and the determined glint in his eyes made her stomach clench with fear and her pussy throb with excitement. What was going on?

“First off, never speak to me like that again. You won’t like the consequences. Second, you are being punished tonight because you’ve been putting yourself in danger for weeks, and I won’t allow it anymore.”

“What are you talking about?” Marie tried to tug her arm out of Michael’s grasp, but it was like she was fighting against steel. He was immovable. Her fear and arousal grew as he leaned down to whisper in her ear.

“You were a naughty girl, Marie. I specifically told you to get the brakes fixed on your car three weeks ago. You haven’t done it yet. You could get into an accident and hurt yourself or hurt someone else. That’s unacceptable. I’m going to spank your naughty ass. Then, I’m going to fuck you.”

Marie couldn’t believe what she was hearing. She couldn’t believe the way her pussy was contracting or the way her clit swelled with need at his words. They’d talked about trying some light kink in the bedroom, and Michael had given her a couple of light spankings, but this was an entirely different level. She wasn’t sure if she was ready for it, but one look at Michael’s stony expression told her she didn’t have a choice in the matter.

Michael seemed to take her stunned silence as acceptance and tugged her over to the couch with him. “Michael- I don’t know about this.” She stood between his legs, feeling horny, nervous, and confused. She’d thought he was leaving her. Instead, it seemed he had come up with his own plan for reinvigorating their sex life.

Her gorgeous, sexy husband stared up at her with piercing blue eyes and an expression of pure determination. “Do you trust me?” Marie nodded before he even finished speaking. “Good. Then get over my knee.”

Leaning over Michael’s knee was even more awkward and embarrassing than Marie could have imagined. His hard, muscular thighs weren’t exactly comfortable underneath her stomach, and she could feel the heat radiating from his crotch. She wondered if he was enjoying watching her ass cheeks clench in fear.

Michael shifted her over his lap and wrapped an arm around her waist. He placed one hand on her butt and rubbed lightly. “Tell me why you’re being punished, Marie.”

“Seriously?” The breathiness of her voice betrayed just how turned-on Marie was feeling, and she gave a sudden, sharp yelp as Michael brought his hand down on her ass forcefully.

“Tell me why you’re being punished.” He repeated, rubbing the sting into her bottom. Marie swallowed and squirmed over his lap. She wasn’t sure she liked this feeling. She felt too exposed, too vulnerable, but her panties were already soaked, and her clit was desperate for some friction.

“I didn’t get my brakes replaced like you told me to,” Marie said in a rush, desperate to move things along.

Michael rubbed her bottom for a few more seconds and then said, “That’s right. That was a very naughty thing to do. You’re very important to me, Marie. I never want you to risk your safety like that again.”

Her butt felt cold as Michael took his hand away, but that feeling was replaced with a rush of heat as he started spanking her. This was no simple warm-up spanking in the bedroom or a casual smack during sex. Michael was spanking her hard. Way harder than she thought she could take.

“Michael, wait-” The air rushed out of Marie’s lungs at a particularly rough swat, and she couldn’t think clearly as the spanks kept coming. Michael spanked back and forth, covering her ass and the tops of her thighs rapidly with his large hand.

After a few minutes, Marie started panting. Michael paused the spanking to tug her leggings and panties down below her knees. Marie buried her face into the couch cushion and let out a groan.

“Is my naughty girl turned on by her punishment?” Michael slipped a finger into her pussy as he spoke, and Marie wriggled over his lap. Her clit was rubbed against his jeans, sending a pleasant wave of friction into her core. Michael pulled his finger out of her pussy and gave her several sharp smacks. “No coming without my permission tonight.”

“What?” Marie asked in disbelief. Was he serious? Michael’s arm left her waist, and she glanced behind her to see him undoing his belt. “Oh, no!” Marie tried to scramble off his lap, but Michael held her in place easily with one hand while he worked his belt through the loops of his pants with the other.

“Yes. You were a naughty girl, Marie. You’re going to feel my belt tonight.” Marie didn’t know whether she was terrified or wildly turned on, or both. Michael was a strong man, and he could destroy her without breaking a sweat. The way he held her down so easily, even while she fought against him, sent spirals of desire through her body. Her pussy was throbbing, her clit contracting, and the feeling of helplessness was driving her crazy. She didn’t know whether to beg him to stop or plead with him to spank her harder. What was happening to her? How had Michael known this was what she needed when she hadn’t known herself?

“Put your hands behind your back,” Michael ordered her in a deep, commanding voice. She did as he was told without thinking and tried to take a couple of deep breaths. Her heart was pounding against her chest as her breath came in short, almost painful gasps. The fear and arousal fought through her body, but neither could win out against the other. Submitting to Michael like this was intoxicating, and Marie’s thoughts raced too quickly for her to grab hold of one and speak.

Then the belt landed on her ass, leaving a searing stripe of pain in its wake. Marie screamed and bucked against Michael’s lap, but he held her firm and landed another stripe just below the first one. She twisted and rolled on his lap, desperate to escape the awful burning in her ass, as her husband methodically landed more licks of the belt across her ass.

When he aimed the belt at her upper thighs, Marie knew she’d had enough. The pain took her breath away, and her eyes filled with tears of fear and desperation. “Michael, please.” Michael shifted her forward slightly without speaking, so her entire upper body rested on the couch now. Somehow, she felt even more exposed in this position.

A wild, intense burning rocked through Marie as the belt landed on her delicate sit spots. Marie screeched, arching desperately, then screamed as the belt landed across the middle of her poor ass.

“I can’t take it!” The belt landed again and again, relentlessly.

“You have to take it, Marie. You don’t have a choice.” Michael’s voice was calm but stern as he continued to punish her scorching ass. “This is your punishment for being such a naughty girl and putting yourself in danger. You’re going to take it, and then you’re going to take everything else I have planned for you tonight.”

“There’s more?” Tears streamed down Marie’s face as the punishment continued, and she fought against the emotions welling in her with a ferocity that shocked her. She squirmed, writhed, screamed, and begged, but the belt continued to fall in a steady rhythm.

When the fire in her ass and thighs reached a level of pain Marie had never dreamed of experiencing, she broke. Sobs escaped from deep in her chest as she fell limp over his lap and accepted her punishment.


Chapter 3

Michael tossed his belt aside and released her wrists. Marie lay sobbing over his lap, unable to move her arms or do anything except live in the pain of this moment. Her husband gently moved her hands to her sides and began rubbing her back with a firm, gentle hand.

When her sobs eased to hiccups, Michael reached forward and snagged the duffle bag off the coffee table. Marie glanced over her shoulder with swollen, red-rimmed eyes and her bottom lip trembled.

“Easy, baby. Your punishment is over now. You took that very well, and I’m very proud of you. You deserve a reward for being such a good girl for me.” Michael’s words stirred the arousal still swimming through Marie’s body. She could feel the wetness of her arousal against her thighs and her cheeks heated. Her body enjoyed Michael dominating her and taking control. But her ass was still so sore, and her thighs were burning. How could she possibly enjoy having sex after that?

“I’m sorry, Michael.” Marie whimpered. “I love you so much.”

“I love you too, baby. Just give it all to me, tonight. I’m going to make you feel so good. The only thing you have to worry about tonight is doing as you’re told. Leave the rest to me.”

The words comforted Marie and she relaxed over his lap, resting her head on the couch again. She heard Michael pull something out of the bag and unscrew its cap. After a moment, his hands were on her ass and she let out a moan of pain. As he rubbed the lotion into her bottom and thighs, she let out a long sigh of relief.

“This is a lotion made from vitamin E, aloe, and arnica. It will help you heal and soothe the pain.”

“You really thought of everything.”

Michael chuckled. “We’re still just getting started, baby.”

Tingles of excitement made Marie’s clit ache with need again, and she shifted over his lap. Michael gave her thigh a light slap, and she gasped as the light touch reignited the burn.

“No giving yourself pleasure tonight, young lady. That is my job.”

They were silent for several minutes as Michael worked the lotion into Marie’s body. By the time he was done, Marie was desperate for him to touch her, lick her, fuck her, just fucking take her in every way he possibly could.

Michael put the lotion away and pulled more items from his back. Marie tried to twist back and look, but Michael placed a strong hand on the back of her head to keep her facing forward. She whimpered under his touch and squirmed over his lap.

“Can’t I get up yet?” Michael’s answer was a light slap to her sore bottom and Marie groaned as the heat drifted through her butt and straight to her needy pussy.

“You will address me as sir tonight. You will be a good girl and do everything I tell you.” The words were like kindling to the fire in Marie’s body. She desperately wanted to grind against him and get some friction going. She couldn’t believe she was this worked up, laying over Michael’s lap with a sore ass while he prepared God knows what behind her.

Suddenly, Michael’s rough, calloused hand spread her ass checks apart and Marie clenched, her stomach twisting in a knot. They’d never done anything with her backdoor before. That was an exit only part of her body.

“Relax, sweet girl. Let me make you feel good.” A cold, lubricated finger probed at her entrance and Marie’s tight muscle clamped shut. Michael gave a slight sigh and said, “Who is in control tonight, Marie?”

“You are.” Marie tried not to grind her teeth as Michael continued circling her forbidden hole. A sharp smack had Marie crying out and she quickly said, “You are, sir.”

“That’s right. You need to relax.” Michael reached his other hand between Marie’s legs and stroked her plump folds. Marie whimpered as he stuck a finger in her slick pussy and crooked it inside her. He kept his finger in position and pressed his thumb against her swollen clit, making Marie arch and moan louder than she ever had in her life. God this was so much hotter than she ever could have imagined.

As Michael rubbed his thumb in slow, teasing circles over her clit, he pushed his finger past the tight ring of her asshole. It burned a little at first, but the feeling morphed into a heated pleasure as he continued playing with her clit.

“Michael, please. I need to come.” Marie’s breath came in harsh pants as her husband teased her. She couldn’t keep herself still anymore and started thrusting against his hand, then cried out in frustration when he stopped touching her.

Several sharp smacks landed on Marie’s sensitive butt and she didn’t know whether to laugh or cry. She’d never been this sexually frustrated in her life, and the neediness built within her, becoming insatiable. Even if she came at this point, Marie wasn’t sure if she’d feel satisfied.

“Naughty.” Michael chided her. Someone needs to be plugged. Marie tensed as a warm, silicone tip pressed against her back entrance. “Take a deep breath in. Good girl. Now, let it out very slowly.” Marie let out a deep breath, releasing the pressure in her lungs as pressure built inside of her ass.

Once the plug was seated firmly in place, Marie found herself enjoying the sensation. She quickly adjusted to the fullness and gave a little whimper of pleasure as Michael tapped the end of the plug.

“You’re going to get off my lap now and kneel in front of me.” Michael helped guide Marie off his lap and onto her knees. He reached into the duffle bag beside him and pulled out a black blindfold, placing it over her eyes before she could protest.

Marie shuddered at the sudden loss of her vision. Michael ordered her to put her hands behind her back and she did so quickly. She wanted him to hurry up and fuck her. But Michael took his time leaning over and tying her wrists with a surprisingly soft piece of rope.

By the time he was sitting in front of her again, Marie was trembling with need. Her clit felt like it was on fire, and her pussy was weeping with need. “Michael, please.” Marie’s voice was shaky, breathy, and she almost didn’t recognize herself. She never thought she’d be the type of girl to get off on getting her ass spanked and plugged. But here she was, desperate for Michael to order her to stand and bend over the back of the couch.

Instead, she heard her husband undo his pants. “Suck my cock, Marie.” She felt the tip of his stiff penis against her lips and opened her mouth, allowing him entry without hesitation.

Marie tried her best to suck and lick his shaft and the head of his penis as Michael fucked her mouth. Mostly, she just tried to hang out while he forced his hard cock deep into her mouth and down her throat. She gagged a little and fought to keep herself still.

“Oh God, baby. You feel so fucking good. Gotta stop. I want to cum in your tight pussy.” The blindfold was ripped off Marie’s face as Michael withdrew his cock from her mouth. He ripped the blindfold off her face and grabbed onto her shoulders, forcing her to her feet.

“Please, sir. I need to cum,” Marie begged as Michael pulled her around the couch and bench her over the end. She wasn’t exactly comfortable like this, with her hands still tied securely behind her back, but she was so desperate to get off she didn’t even care.

Marie whined, wiggling her ass at her husband as he position himself behind her and entered her wet pussy with a single, hard thrust. Normally, her insides would burn a little as they stretched around Michael’s wide cock, but tonight all Marie felt was sharp, powerful bursts of pleasure.

On an average night, Marie enjoyed making love to her husband. But he’d never truly fucked her before, and this was an entirely different experience. Michael slammed in and out of her, forcing the air from her lungs with each thrust and sending a stimulating jolt of pleasure and need straight to her clit.

Marie felt a tug on her hair as Michael wrapped her ponytail around his hand and pulled, forcing her to thrust her head back and keep it there while he fucked her mercilessly. Marie couldn’t move, couldn’t give herself release, and couldn’t do anything but take it.

After what seemed like an eternity, Michael reached down and started circling her clit again. “You want to come, baby?”

“Oh God. Please. Yes.” Marie couldn’t form a coherent thought, let alone verbally express how desperately she needed to find release.

“What do you say?” Michael asked gruffly, never once pausing as he continued driving his cock in and out of her pussy.

“Please, sir. Please, let me come, sir!” Marie’s voice rose to an embarrassing wail as he hit a spot inside of her that made her knees buckle. There was nowhere for her to go, nowhere for her to fall, and she yelled out as Michael started aiming for that spot.

“Come for me, Marie. Come now!” Michael started rubbing her clit more intensely and Marie shattered around him. He came seconds later with a grunt, then leaned his sweaty body down against hers.

They panted together for a minute, their come downs equally ferocious. After a while, Michael pulled out of her and stood back, as if admiring his work. Marie moaned, her eyes half closed. She couldn’t remember ever feeling this exhausted in her entire life. Or this satisfied. They needed to do this more often.


Chapter 4

“Wait here,” Michael ordered her. Marie would have tensed with fear if she were completely boneless from her mind-altering orgasm. She hoped he didn’t have anything else planned because there was no way she could take anymore.

Michael returned after a moment and kicked her weak legs apart. She gasped at the roughness and screamed when he pressed a vibrator against her clit and turned it on. “No! No, I can’t! Michael, please. I can’t come again.”

“You can and you will.” Michael’s voice was calm, husky, and so dominant it made Marie’s clit throb. She was too sensitive, and it was nearly as painful as it was pleasurable. She writhed away from the vibrator and Michael growled at her, then wrapped an arm around her waist to hold her in place and pressed the vibrator more forcefully against her swollen nub.

Marie swore. Michael leaned down, sucking on her neck. She tried desperately to fight against his arm, against the vibrator, but there was nothing she could do. Another orgasm was building up, and the force of it terrified her.

“Please, sir. Please, no, no, no!” Michael’s hold was too strong to fight against, and the vibrator buzzed against her most sensitive spot without a care for how this orgasm was going to destroy her.

When she finally fell over the edge, she squeezed her eyes shut and screamed. Her throat ached as the orgasm ripped through her, stripping away her senses, and leaving her floating in a strange place of calm and nothingness.

Sometime later, Marie came back to herself. She was lying in their bed, wrapped in Michael’s arms. There was no more wetness between her legs, so Michael must have cleaned her up before bringing her to bed.

She shifted against him and moaned as her muscles throbbed in protest. Michael rubbed a hand up and down her arm as he held her tightly against his chest.

“I love you so fucking much, Marie. You’re mine. Always.”

“I love you too, Michael.” Marie snuggled closer to her husband and closed her eyes. Within moments, she drifted off into the most peaceful sleep she’d ever experienced in her life. They definitely needed to do this more often.

The End


II

Taking Laura In Hand

Owen loves his wife. But he’s humiliated when his department receives a call for a shoplifter, and he finds his wife sitting in the back office of their local supermarket. Laura is apologetic, but Owen decides to take her in hand.

All Laura wanted was a pretty dress to wear. Unfortunately, she’d already spent her allowance and tried to leave the store without paying. She had no idea her husband would take her in hand with a firm over-the-knee spanking. After feeling the bite of his belt and end


Chapter 1

Owen was struggling to stay awake. He was coming up on the end of a double shift, and the caffeine that usually worked so well to keep him awake and alert was waning. Normally, he’d solve this by chugging more coffee, but it felt like he had more coffee than blood in his veins at this point, so he decided to switch to water for the last hour of his shift.

It was a slow night, which wasn’t too surprising for a Tuesday evening. The day had dragged by, interrupted only by the occasional speeding ticket and traffic violation. The evening had been even slower. It seemed most people were following the law today. Normally, Owen would appreciate the citizens in his town being more law-abiding, but he couldn’t help but wish for someone to speed past his cruiser going ten over so he’d have something to do for the remainder of his shift.

Owen’s radio came to life and the dispatcher’s voice filled his lonely cruiser. Her voice crackled over the line as she relayed a call their department had just received on behalf of their local supermarket. Apparently, there was a shoplifter waiting in the back office, and Owen’s unit was closest to the location.

He relayed that he had received the call and was free to arrive on the scene. Owen drove to the store, not bothering to flip his lights for such a minor offense. Shoplifting was taken seriously in this small town, but it wasn’t something that required him to blow through street lights.

By the time he arrived at the store, the Loss Prevention employee was waiting outside for him. “Good evening, officer. How’s your day going?”

“It’s going well, thanks. Do you have the suspect’s name?”

“No, sir. She’s agreed to pay the full amount and we’re giving her a six-month ban, so we won’t be pressing charges. But, we figured you’d want to give her a talking to since you came all this way.”

“Absolutely. I’ll make sure she understands that stealing is a serious crime.” Owen stepped aside as they reached the back of the store. The employee swiped his badge, granting them access to the back. As they walked down the hall, Owen glanced around curiously. Despite working in this town for the past five years, he’d never seen the back of this store before. Shoplifting was a rare occurrence in their small town, and this supermarket was the only one in the area with a full-time loss prevention employee. Whoever chose to steal from this store wasn’t the brightest bulb in the bunch.

The employee swiped his badge at another door and held it open, waving Owen through. Owen stepped inside and froze in shock at the sight before him. The store manager, identified as Jason by his name badge, was sitting behind a large oak desk. Sitting across from him with a red face and hands twisting in her lap was Laura, his wife.

“Laura!” Owen barked. Laura’s eyes flew up to meet his and her mouth popped open in shock. “What the hell is going on here?”

“Wait. You know each other?” Jason asked, his eyes flickering between the two curiously.

“This is my wife.” Owen ground out, his voice deepening with fury. He marched forward and snatched Laura out of her chair, his hand clutching her arm in a tight grasp. Turning back to the store manager, Owen said, “I apologize for my wife’s misconduct, Jason. Has she already paid for the merchandise?”

“Um, yes, sir. And we’ve given her a six-month ban from this store.” Jason tugged on the collar of his beige button-up shirt. The discomfort was clear in the way he avoided Owen’s furious expression and he could feel Laura trembling beside him.

“Good. I’ll ensure this never happens again.” Owen apologized to Jason and the loss prevention employee, then pulled Laura behind him. For once, his wife remained compliant at his side. She didn’t speak as he marched her through the store and slid into the passenger seat of his cruiser without glancing up at him once they got back to the parking lot.

Owen settled heavily into the driver’s seat and tried to control the rage bubbling in his stomach. His muscles contracted as the image of Laura sitting in the back office flashed before his eyes. This was a small town, and Owen had no doubt that Laura’s indiscretion would be common knowledge come tomorrow morning. How could she embarrass him like this? What was he going to do with her?


Chapter 2

Laura sat in Owen’s cruiser and tried to quell the trembling in her hands. She was tense and her entire body felt like over-stretched rubber. Laura glanced at her husband out of the corner of her eye and noted the way his hands curled into fists in his lap. His face looked so hard it could have been carved out of stone. She’d never seen him look this angry, and he’d never been this angry at her.

Knots twisted themselves in Laura’s stomach as her body contracted with fear. Owen wouldn’t leave her because of this, right? Laura’s tongue flicked out and moistened her dry lips. “Owen, I’m so sorry. I can explain-”

“Not another word.” Owen’s voice was like thunder in the enclosed cruiser, and Laura flinched back against her seat. “We will talk about this when we get home.”

Laura sat back and blinked away the tears threatening to burst behind her eyes. She loved Owen dearly and would never do anything to disrespect him. But, as a police officer’s wife, she’d done more than disrespect him tonight. She’d humiliated him by trying to steal and getting caught. She’d just really wanted that dress, and she’d already used up the weekly allowance Owen gave her. Laura wanted to wear it to brunch tomorrow with her friends, but she didn’t want to dip into next week’s allowance to get it. Stealing it seemed like a reasonable compromise at the time.

Neither of them spoke another word while Owen spoke to dispatch and reported the end of his shift. They drove home in silence. Owen’s jaw remained firmly clenched while Laura squirmed in her seat. Her mind raced with excuses and apologies she would give once they got home. She just hoped it would be enough.

When they pulled up to their quaint, two-bedroom townhouse, Laura froze in her seat. She wasn’t ready for the conversation they were going to have once they got inside. Owen was an old-fashioned type of man. He believed the man should provide for his wife, and the wife should submit to her husband. He’d listen to her if she disagreed with him, but in the end, his word was final. Owen had jokingly mentioned giving her a spanking when she’d behaved like a brat in the past, but it had always just been a joke. Hadn’t it?

Owen stepped out of the car and came around to Laura’s side. He opened the door and held out a hand for her to take, as he always had. The small gesture made Laura’s heart flutter. He wouldn’t divorce her over something like this, but he was clearly furious. He didn’t look at her as she accepted his hand and climbed out of the car.

Laura snuck glances at Owen as they walked up to the front door and went inside. Once their coats were off and the silence was becoming unbearable, Owen turned to her with an unreadable expression and said, “Go sit on the couch in the living room and wait for me.”

He turned away and headed upstairs without giving her a chance to respond. Laura headed into the living room and sat primly on the edge of the couch. She looked down at her hands in her lap and picked at her cuticles nervously. What was he going to say? What was he going to do? Owen enjoyed being in control. He loved being a police officer and a respected member of the community. He lived and breathed rules. Owen detested when someone needlessly broke them. Not only had Laura broken the rules tonight, but she’d also humiliated him.

Would Owen yell at her? The thought made her eyes blur, and her heart constrict. Laura couldn’t stand being yelled at. She’d much rather take a spanking.

The thought immediately surprised Laura. Would she allow Owen to spank her if that’s what he wanted? If it would set things right between them?

Owen’s heavy footsteps coming down the stairs sent Laura’s heart racing. She stood, then quickly slammed back down onto the couch. He entered the room dressed in a pair of blue jeans, with a black belt holding them around his trimmed waist. A simple white tank top showed off Owen’s impressive muscles, and Laura’s eyes rolled over the sharp angles of his shoulders, the bulge of his biceps, and his perfectly sculpted chest.

Owen came to a stop in front of Laura and crossed his arms over his chest. She dropped her eyes to the ground and tried to take a deep breath. This was it.


Chapter 3

Owen looked down at his naughty wife and tried to ignore the way his cock stiffened. She looked uncharacteristically submissive sitting before him, her head tilted away, eyes on the ground, and her hands folded in her lap. He could see her picking at her cuticles and wanted to snap at her, but he held himself back. Tonight wasn’t the time for speaking without thinking.

He needed to take Laura in hand. After the way she’d behaved tonight and completely humiliated him, Owen knew it was time to take things up a notch. Owen was an old-fashioned man with old-fashioned views on relationships. Women should be protected, cherished, and their needs should always be put first. It was the man’s job to set limits and enforce them when necessary.

Owen had tried in the past to reign in Laura’s rebellious side. He’d mentioned the possibility of disciplining her in the past, but she’d laughed it off as though he was joking. Tonight, she would learn that he wasn’t kidding. Her safety was his number one priority. Laura put herself at risk tonight and put his career at risk. This couldn’t go unanswered.

“Laura, look at me.” His wife lifted her head just enough to look up at him through her long, dark lashes. Her long blonde hair was loose in its ponytail and looked unkempt, as though she’d been playing with it while waiting in the office and his car. Her eyes were glassy, and her face was full of regret. Owen didn’t let these things sway him from what he knew he needed to do tonight. “You broke the law today. You disobeyed me and embarrassed me. Just what the fuck were you thinking?”

“I’m so sorry, Owen. Really, I am.” Laura spoke quickly, her eyes flitting away from Owen’s and traveling around the room as though looking for an escape. “I just really wanted to wear that dress to brunch tomorrow.”

“Why didn’t you just pay for it?”

“I already spent my allowance.” Laura dropped her eyes to the ground as she spoke and continued picking at her cuticles.

“Hands behind your back.” Owen barked, startling his wife. Laura complied without question, her breath hitching. “How did you manage to spend $300 in one week?”

“I bought a new sewing machine and some material for the new project I want to start. Marie’s going to help me set up my Etsy store.” Owen softened a little. His wife wanted to be a stay-at-home mother and was finding herself feeling bored since they didn’t have a child yet. She wanted to make baby clothes and sell them online in the meantime. He fully supported her endeavor, but this was not an acceptable excuse for theft.

“You could have asked me for the money.”

“But you already give me so much. I didn’t want to ask for even more.”

Owen sighed. “Laura, you’re my wife. I love you more than anything else in this world, and I want you to be happy. If I’d known how much you wanted that dress, I would have bought you the damn dress.”

“I’m sorry.”

Laura avoided his eyes, and Owen tapped his fingers against his forearms. This situation had to be handled now. He didn’t want his wife to feel guilty for taking the things he gave her or asking for money. And he certainly didn’t want her to think she could get away with stealing.

“I’ve been spoiling you because I love you, Laura. But you took things too far tonight. Stealing is unacceptable. I’m going to punish you for stealing tonight. But I want you to know that you can always come to me for anything. You never have to feel guilty for asking for something. Sometimes I might tell you no. You just have to trust me.”

Laura nodded and finally looked up at him. Her eyes were glassy with unshed tears, and the sight almost broke Owen’s resolve, but he needed to see this through. “I understand. Are you going to spank me?”

The fear in Laura’s voice made Owen’s dick hard, and he tried to suppress the visceral reaction. There would be time for that later. Once Laura was properly punished, he’d make sure he fucked her into submission.


Chapter 4

Laura stared up at Owen, her heart in her throat. She’d decided to let him punish her however he saw fit. It wouldn’t be pleasant, and she was terrified, but she trusted her husband. She’d broken the law and disrespected everything he stood for tonight. A spanking would be well-deserved.

“Yes. Stand up and keep your hands behind your back.” Owen’s eyes stayed fixed on Laura as she stood on shaking legs. She dropped her eyes to the ground, trying hard to exude a submissive stance. Owen was a naturally dominant man, and she hoped appeasing that side of him would make her punishment easier.

Owen walked over to her and gripped her upper arm with his firm, calloused hand. He led her over to the loveseat and bent her over the back. Laura tried to control her breathing as he pulled down her pants and panties. In. Out. In. Out.

Cool air hit Laura’s bare bottom and she wiggled in place. Her nerves were shot and her muscles wound tight. This suddenly seemed like a terrible idea. One of Owen’s large hands grabbed her wrists, holding them against the small of her back. A second later, his other hand came down on her ass with a firm smack!

“Ah!” Laura cried out. It stung far more than she’d anticipated, and Owen quickly followed it up with a swat to her other cheek. He started spanking her in a steady rhythm, and the sting quickly turned into a burning that made Laura shift her weight from foot to foot.

The spanks came harder and faster. Laura couldn’t hold herself still and writhed underneath Owen’s hand. She could feel the impact of Owen’s hand reverberate through her ass, forcing heat into her pussy. As the pain grew, so did the wetness in her sex, and suddenly Laura started squirming for a different reason.

Owen paused, and Laura realized she was panting heavily. Her clit throbbed and her ass clenched in anticipation. She’d never thought a spanking would turn her on so much.

“My naughty girl is enjoying her punishment too much. I think she needs to feel my belt.” The sound of Owen undoing his belt sent a shockwave of fear through Laura, and she arched underneath Owen’s hand. As he drew the belt through the loops of his pants, she struggled underneath him, desperately trying to escape.

“No, please don’t, Owen-”

“Sir.”

Laura sucked in a breath, then let it out in a rush. “Please don’t whip me with your belt, sir.”

“You earned this, Laura. Think about your punishment the next time you consider stealing or anything else you know I wouldn’t approve of.” Owen’s voice had deepened, become huskier, and Laura realized he was just as turned on as she was.

The belt landed on her ass without warning, leaving a stripe of fire in its wake. She screamed, arching underneath him, and tried desperately to twist to the side and escape its path. The next swat landed slightly off center, hitting the delicate side of her ass, and Laura yelped.

“Don’t move, little one. I could hurt you if I hit you in the wrong spot.” Laura tried to heed Owen’s warning and stay still, but it was impossible. The belt seemed to be made of lava. It left her ass burning each time it landed, and she soon found herself limp over the couch, sobbing her heart out.

Owen gave her several more swats with the belt before finally stopping. Laura vaguely heard it drop onto the ground, but the pain in her ass was all-consuming. She barely noticed Owen releasing her wrists and standing her up. He pulled her against his chest and let her cry it out.


Chapter 5

Owen held Laura in his strong arms while she cried. His poor girl was shaking, and he could feel the heat radiating off her ass as he ran a hand up and down her back. It took several minutes for her sobs to turn to hiccups, and when he finally pulled back from her, her face was puffy from tears.

The sight of Laura with swollen, red-rimmed eyes and a pouty lower lip turned Owen on like nothing else. His wife had taken her punishment very well. Maybe she deserved a reward. But first, Owen needed to take care of the way his cock raged against the front of his jeans.

Laura sniffled as Owen led her over to the couch. “Sit down,” he said, pointing at the couch. Laura gave him a sad look, her wide doe eyes pleading with him. Owen narrowed his eyes at her, his glance flickering over to the abandoned belt on the floor.

His wife got the message and dropped to the couch, hissing when her raw ass made contact with the soft fabric cushion. Owen leaned down, giving her a gentle kiss.

“You took your punishment very well, Laura. I’m going to get a few things out of the bedroom. Do not move from this spot.”

“Yes, sir.”

God, the things he wanted to do to that woman. Especially when she looked up at him like he was the most powerful man in the world and she was his willing servant. He’d never seen her behave so submissively. Owen could get used to this.

He jogged upstairs, trying to quell the painful arousal jostling against his jeans. Their bedroom door was still open from when he’d changed after work, and Owen charged into their room, heading straight for the closet.

Owen grabbed a short length of soft rope, a small butt plug, lube, and his wife’s favorite toy- the clit sucker. He rushed back downstairs, feeling the dominant inside preening with pleasure at the sight of his wife sitting on the couch, sniffling. He watched her for a moment as she shifted back and forth. Laura’s ass must be on fire, and he knew making her sit on her naughty, punished ass was an effective way to reinforce her punishment.

Walking into the room, Owen laid his supplies on the table. Laura’s eyes widened comically when she took everything in. She looked up at Owen. He gave her a wolfish grin and said, “Stand up.”


Chapter 6

Laura stood, surprised when her trembling legs managed to hold up her exhausted body. She’d never felt so drained in her life, and if the sex supplies laid on the coffee table were any indication, tonight wasn’t over yet.

Owen’s face was flushed with arousal, and the glint in his eyes was almost predatory. Laura shuddered, fear twisting itself through her stomach. She’d always loved the dominant side of her husband, but she’d never seen him like this before. It was just as exciting as it was frightening, and her pussy was drenched with desire.

“You’re going to do exactly as you’re told, Laura. If you do, you’ll get a reward.” As Owen spoke, he picked up one of the pieces of rope. He approached Laura and started tying her wrists in front of her. “If you don’t do as you’re told, then you won’t be allowed to come tonight.”

Shock slammed into Laura, and she opened her mouth to protest but immediately thought better of it at Owen’s severe look. She lowered her eyes to the ground meekly, her mind racing. Normally, she was more of a brat, especially in the bedroom. But the sting of Owen’s belt was still imprinted painfully on her bottom and mind, so she decided to listen to some internal self-preservation instinct and be a good girl tonight.

Once Laura’s wrists were bound, Owen ordered her to turn around and bend over. “Yes, sir.” Laura turned and placed her hands on the cool couch cushion, awkwardly holding herself in place as Owen squirted some lube onto his finger.

“Relax for me, baby. Take a deep breath in.” Nerves drove through Laura’s muscles, making her tighten as she breathed in. “Now, let it out slowly.” As Laura breathed out, she squeezed her eyes shut and tried to force herself to relax.

Owen’s finger circled her back entrance. The coolness of the lube felt surprisingly good against her furnace of an ass and Laura moaned. The probing finger pushed past the tight ring of her ass, and Laura stifled a groan as he began stretching her.

He removed his finger and a silicone tip sat against her forbidden entrance. Laura shifted from foot to foot, whimpering as Owen slowly pushed the plug forward until it was seated deep in her ass. Her face was flushed and the pressure inside made her clit contract with need.

Owen stepped back, and Laura clenched her cheeks around the plug, knowing it would drive him crazy. “Stand up.” If the huskiness in Owen’s voice was any indication, Laura was certainly driving her husband insane with arousal.

She stood and Owen quickly removed his jeans, then sat on the couch in front of her. He held out his hands to her and said, “Ride me, baby.”

Laura straddled her husband and eased herself down onto his wide cock. Once she was seated against him, she squirmed a little. Her ass burned where it made contact with his hard, muscular thighs.

Owen gave her ass a sharp smack, then rubbed her burn into her ass. Laura moaned and started lifting herself up, then eased back down onto his rock-hard shaft. Owen growled and move his hands onto her hands. He grabbed her with bruising force and started slamming her up and down, over and over, until they were both moaning from the ecstasy of it.

“Oh, yes, sir! That feels so good.” Laura moved on his lap, exploring different angles as he guided her to fuck him.

“No coming without my permission, baby.” Owen’s voice was firm, and Laura whimpered. She leaned forward and rested her head against his shoulder as he thrust his hips, hitting a particularly sensitive spot deep inside.

The pleasure built up inside Laura, and a wave of sensations flooded her clit. “Please, sir! I need to come!”
“No,” Owen growled. He stood, his hands grasping her ass firmly, and bounced her on his cock until his knees buckled, and they collapsed on the couch. Owen held Laura on his cock as his orgasm ripped through him and she panted against him, writhing in need.

Once the power of Owen’s release ebbed, Laura gave him her best pleading expression and ground against him lightly. “Please, sir. May I come?”

Owen’s grin lit up the room. “Since you asked like such a good girl, I’ll let you come. Get your toy from the table.”

Laura eagerly twisted around. Owen was still buried to the hilt inside her as she leaned back and managed to snag her clit sucker off the table. She passed it to Owen, who watched her with hungry eyes.

Owen turned the toy on and Laura squirmed in anticipation. He brought the toy down and placed it on her clit. Laura threw her head back as her clit finally got some attention and she cried out. The sensations were overwhelming, almost too powerful, and she started writhing in Owen’s grasp.

He wrapped on strong arm around her back to hold her in place while holding the clit sucker against her. Laura moaned and moved against him desperately. It was too intense, and she tried to squirm away just a bit, but Owen pushed it against her sensitive nub more forcefully.

“Please, sir, I-”

“You what, baby?

“I can’t come with you inside me, sir. It’s too much. Please.”

“You don’t have a choice, Laura. You’re going to come with my cock inside you. I’m going to feel your entire world implode around me. Then, I’m going to fuck you again. You’re going to take it and you’re going to fucking like it.”

“Oh God!” Owen’s words sent Laura careening over the edge. She fell off the cliff of her building orgasm and shattered around her husband. Her pussy contracted so hard that, if she’d been of sound mind, she’d be concerned about hurting him.

When the swells of pleasure finally started to recede, Laura raised her head off her husband’s sweaty chest and noted the hungry look in his eye. He passed her the toy and said, “Hold that and stand up.”

Laura stood, swaying as her muscles threatened to give out underneath her. Owen led her over to the back of the couch and bent her over once again. He took the clit sucker from her and entered her pussy in one sharp, ferocious thrust.

Her pussy contracted around him as her poor, sensitive clit swelled. She couldn’t remember ever feeling this turned on. Owen rammed into her over and over again, making her cry out. She wanted to squirm underneath him, but his hands held her steadily in place, and her muscles were still jelly from her orgasm.

Suddenly, one of his hands left her back and the clit sucker was on her sensitive nub with the setting on full power. Laura screamed and kicked out a leg, fighting hard to escape the overwhelming sensation.

Owen chuckled above her and pressed her tighter against the back of the couch. He kept the clit sucker against her despite her pleas and flailing. The sensations building inside of her were terrifying. Muscles she never knew existed in her lower stomach were contracting and expanding, preparing for a release that would decimate her.

“Please, sir. No more! Oh God, please!” Laura begged, her voice a high-pitched wail that was unrecognizable.

“You owe me one more orgasm, Laura.” Owen’s firm, deep voice growled in her ear and Laura sobbed as the force of her orgasm ripped through her. She barely heard Owen’s shout of pleasure as he met his own release, and she lay limp over the couch as he exited her and left the room.

A few minutes later, Owen returned and removed her butt plug. He brought a warm, damp washcloth to her inner thighs and pussy lips. He cleaned her up with a tenderness that made any remaining tension in her muscles melt away. Once she was clean, Owen helped her dress. She noticed he was already dressed again and figured that meant tonight’s activities were over. Thank God. Another orgasm would have killed her.

Owen picked her up bridal style and carried her around to the front of the couch. He sat, placing her on his lap. Laura curled up on his lap and rested her head on his chest, listening to the beat of his heart as it slowly eased into a calmer rhythm. Her own heart calmed along with his.

After a while, Owen’s deep voice rumbled above her, “Don’t test me by breaking the rules again, Laura. Your punishment will be much more severe next time.”

“Yes, sir,” Laura said, shuddering at the very thought of what an even more severe punishment would feel like. “I love you, Owen.”

“I love you, too, baby.”

The End


III

Bend Over Molly

Molly was always a good girl who followed the rules. Until she went to college. Now, Molly’s partying her life away with drinking and other party favors.

Kevin loves his girlfriend, but when she disobeys him and indulges in party favors, he knows it’s time to rein her in. He’s going to punish Molly until she agrees to never disobey him again.


Chapter 1

Pushing his way through the gyrating crowd, Kevin’s fury grew. Molly promised him she wouldn’t leave this party without him. His sharp eyes scanned the red, sweating faces and the knot in his stomach grew when his girlfriend was nowhere to be found.

Kevin didn’t understand what was going on with Molly recently. She’d been such a good girl her entire life. Molly was a rule-follower and a naturally submissive person. But ever since they started college, she’d begun testing the boundaries of everything and everyone around her.

It started off innocently enough. She started experimenting with pot and booze with their friends. Kevin was usually with her to watch over her, so it didn’t bother him. But then she started going to these crazy frat and sorority parties. This didn’t bode well with him. Everyone here took things to the extreme, and these parties saw more drugs than the streets of New York City. Now that it was their last year of college, it was time to buckle down and focus. Kevin tried to lay down the lay, but it seemed his girl was resisting.

He didn’t want her involved in this lifestyle, but she was determined to have the full ‘college experience.’ Kevin had tried to work with her. He’d agreed she could attend the parties as long as she always had a designated driver, stayed away from drugs, and had someone to watch out for her. Using the buddy system seemed like the safest way for Molly to attend these parties without Kevin spending his evenings worrying about her.

Normally, he worked on Friday evenings, which is when these parties were held. But he’d had a rare night off and allowed Molly to drag him here. All he’d done was talk to a classmate for five minutes, and she’d disappeared.

Kevin was going to beat her ass when he found her. She knew the rules. They weren’t heavy into the BDSM scene, but they’d been living a Dominant/submissive lifestyle for the past year. Kevin considered himself to be a pretty fair Dom. He set rules and enforced them when necessary, but he gave Molly a fair amount of freedom. Perhaps that was the problem.

Maybe if he’d been more firm with her, then she wouldn’t have scurried off the second his back was turned to do God knows what. Kevin didn’t want to scare her off with his more demanding Dominant desires and impulses, but she was a natural-born submissive. Part of him wondered if this rebellious behavior of hers’ was an attempt to get his attention. Did she really want the freedom to run around and get fucked up whenever she wanted? Or did she want her Dom to rein her in?

Regardless of if she consciously wanted him to, Kevin was determined to rein her in. If only he could find her in this fucking den of inequity. He couldn’t even call out for her because the music was so loud the entire house was pulsing.

Finally, he spotted one of her best friends across the room. Kevin made a beeline for her, shouldering his way through several wasted and high frat boys who gave him affronted looks as he stormed past them.

As he approached, Bree looked up, and her blissful expression twisted into one of worry. “Where is Molly?”

“I- I saw her go outside with a couple of girls from our Econ class a minute ago.”

“Out back?”

“Yeah. Why?”

Kevin didn’t bother to respond. He spun around and forced his way back through the crowd, then burst through the back doors with his heart in his throat. Some of the party had spilled into the backyard, but there were only a couple dozen party-goers hanging around outside. Kevin spotted Molly standing with a circle of girls immediately. Her thick, wavy blonde hair fell down to her butt and danced around as she laughed at something her friend said with her whole body. Kevin loved the way she laughed.

Seeing her enjoying herself and not passed out in her own puke in the bushes eased the painful anxiety in his stomach, but something about this scene made the hairs on the back of his neck stand at attention as he approached.

“Molly!” His girlfriend turned around, and Kevin glared at her. Her eyes were glassy, and her cheeks a bright pink. She was high on something, and the fury building inside Kevin reached a crisis point.

“Hi, Kev!” Molly turned to whisper something to her friends, then hurried over to her boyfriend. She avoided his eyes and played with the red solo cup in her hands while shifting her weight from foot to foot.

“What the hell is going on?”


Chapter 2

The deep, dominant rumble of Kevin’s voice made Molly’s already racing heart slam against her chest. She shifted her weight and fiddled with the lip of the red solo cup in her hand as her mind raced. Kevin hated lies, so it was probably best to come clean. But she felt so good right now. She knew Kevin would ruin her high, and Molly really just wanted to enjoy the unbelievable euphoria running through her veins.

“Nothing’s going on. I just saw some of my friends and came over to say hi.”

“I’ve been looking for you for nearly an hour.” Kevin narrowed his eyes and tilted his chin up, sending warning bells ringing in Molly’s ears. He was angrier than she’d thought.

Molly laughed, a high-pitched and fluttery sound uncharacteristic of her, and said, “Well, we got caught up talking. It’s no big deal.” She gasped as Kevin wrapped a strong hand around her upper arm. Kevin was built like a linebacker, even though he’d never played football. He was all hard, chiseled muscles and sharp angles that made him too intimidating to be considered traditionally handsome. But the natural air of dominance he gave off was incredibly intoxicating to Molly, and she found him gorgeous. Especially when he smiled.

But as he continued to glare at her, Molly realized she wouldn’t be seeing one of his smiles tonight. “We’re leaving. Now.” Kevin dragged Molly behind him as he led them around the outside of the house. They weaved through the haphazardly parked cars of the other college students at the party before finding their small Honda Accord.

Kevin unlocked the doors and escorted Molly to the passenger side. He took the red solo cup from her trembling hand and closed the door after she slid into the car. Molly watched Kevin throw the cup before rounding the car and settling into the driver’s seat. Once they were on the road, the silence between them became unbearable.

“Bree said that she and Jason are getting an apartment soon. I told her there were a few vacancies in our building they could check out. Oh, and Paige, from my Econ class, said-”

“What did you take tonight?” Kevin didn’t take his eyes off the road as he spoke. Molly noted the way his hands gripped the steering wheel tighter, and she crossed her arms over her chest.

“God, Kevin. It’s our last year of college-”

“And I’ve let you experiment for the last four years! We made an agreement Molly. This is the year to focus on our classes and getting jobs. You don’t need to be wasting your time at these stupid parties and getting fucked up!”

“Don’t be so judgmental! We have the rest of our lives to focus on work and all that stupid shit. I just want to have fun for one more year. What’s so wrong with that?”

“I specifically told you no more drugs, Molly.” Kevin’s voice deepened, and the atmosphere inside the car changed. He’s shifted into Dom space without Molly even noticing, and she shrank down in her seat.

Molly loved submitting to Kevin. She loved giving him control in the bedroom and in their daily lives. There was no feeling as satisfying as gifting her trust to a man who treated her like the most precious person in his world.

However, at moments like this, she second-guessed her desire to be in a Dominant/submissive relationship. Kevin had told no more drugs. And he didn’t like to be disobeyed.

“I’m sorry, sir. But it was just a tiny bit of Adderall! It’ll be out of my system in a few hours.”

Kevin shot her a furious glare before turning his eyes back to the road. He took one hand off the wheel and pointed a shaking finger at her. “Do not speak without my permission for the rest of the night.”

Molly’s mouth popped open in shock, and she instinctively said, “That’s not fair!”

Kevin reached over and smacked the back of her head lightly. “Don’t test me, little girl.” Molly’s cheeks heated with embarrassment, and she turned her gaze out the window, determined to keep her mouth shut for the rest of the drive. Kevin rarely smacked her like that, but when he did, she knew he was serious.

It wouldn’t be wise to push him any further at this point. Molly imagined he was already planning an intense punishment, and she shivered at the thought of what awaited her when they got home. She just prayed he wouldn’t use the paddle on her. They’d played with it a few times before Molly deemed it too painful. Then Kevin had stowed it away in the bottom of their dresser, naming it ‘Molly’s Bad Girl Paddle.’

She’d laughed at the time, but now her stomach twisted with anxiety. Her butt cheeks clenched at the thought of him wielding the paddle against her vulnerable, unprotected ass. Kevin was strong and, right now, more pissed off at her than he’d ever been in the past. She just hoped he wait until he’d calmed down before punishing her. Molly trusted Kevin implicitly, but that didn’t mean she didn’t have a healthy fear of his strength, especially when she was in trouble.


Chapter 3

Anger settled in Kevin’s muscles, making him tense. His jaw stayed firmly clenched on the drive home as he tried to calm himself. Molly was a good girl, but this rebellious streak of hers was getting old. She needed to stop putting herself in such dangerous situations. It was time to grow up. Their days of partying and experimenting with drugs were over.

As they pulled up to their apartment building, Kevin glanced over at his girlfriend. She was hunched over, staring out the window with her arms wrapped around her middle. He knew she was a little scared, and the thought brought him a modicum of grim satisfaction. He needed to make sure her punishment made an impact this time. It needs to be severe enough to make her stomach clench and her heart flutter with fear the next time she considers disobeying him.

Kevin parked and exited the car, then went around to Molly’s side. He opened her door and took her hand. They walked into their apartment building and up to their unit in silence. Molly’s hand felt clammy in his, and he debated holding off on her punishment until tomorrow.

He didn’t want to punish her while he was so angry or while she was high. But his own experiences with Adderall told him the effects would be wearing off within another hour if she’d taken as small of a dose as she’d claimed.

An idea solidified in Kevin’s mind as they stepped through the door of their small, one-bedroom apartment. He led her into the bedroom and let go of her hand, then placed a finger under her chin and tilted her head up.

Once her eyes met his, Kevin said, “Get changed and meet me in the living room.”

Without waiting for a response, Kevin turned and headed to the kitchen. He turned on the lights as he went, then filled up a glass with water before making his way to the living room. Kevin only had to wait a minute before Molly shuffled into the living room. She kept her head down, and her hands twisted anxiously in front of her.

Kevin pointed a finger at the couch and kept his voice dangerously low as he said, “Sit.” She obeyed without hesitation, and Kevin passed her the glass of water. “Drink this while I go change.”

Molly nodded as she raised the glass to her lips, drinking greedily. Kevin went into the bedroom and changed quickly, then came back out to the living room. The empty glass was sitting on their wooden coffee table and he suppressed a smile. Molly could be a very good girl when it suited her, but Kevin needed to work on her obedience.

Something like tonight couldn’t happen again. He wouldn’t let his girl put herself into dangerous situations by getting high at a fucking frat party. Thoughts of what could have happened to her if it’d been a different drug or if he hadn’t been there flashed through Kevin’s mind and hardened his resolve.

Coming to stand in front of his naughty sub, Kevin made his stance tall and hard. His voice was ice cold as he said, “You were very naughty tonight, little girl. You disobeyed me. I’m going to punish you, but you’re going to spend some time thinking about what happened tonight first. Get your ass in the corner. Now.”

Molly looked up at him through her long, light lashes. Kevin narrowed his eyes at her and she stood hastily, tension vibrating through her body. Kevin pointed to the corner and smacked her ass hard as she walked by him. Molly yelped and scurried off into the corner.

Kevin watched her for a moment, then said, “Nose in the corner, Molly.” She pressed her nose further into the corner, making her ass stick out. He rolled his gaze over her plump, gorgeous ass. He was going to turn that ass beet red tonight.


Chapter 4

Molly tried not to fidget in the corner. She hated standing in the corner, and Kevin knew that. It could be an effective punishment all on its own when she was acting bratty or mouthing off. But she knew this wouldn’t be the main event of her punishment tonight.

She listened hard as Kevin left the room, trying to determine whether he was getting the paddle out of their dresser or not. Molly tried not to get her hopes up that he would use any implement other than that on her ass tonight because she knew the odds weren’t in her favor. She berated herself for taking that Adderall at the party. What had she been thinking? Of course, Kevin would find out. It’s not like she’d wanted to get her ass beat. Did she?

There was something so intoxicating about submitting to Kevin. He was her only serious boyfriend and her only experience with a Dominant. Kevin took such good care of her, and all he asked for in return was her submission and obedience. Tears welled in her eyes as the guilt overwhelmed her. Why couldn’t she have just said no tonight? She and Kevin could have come home from the party and cuddled on the couch while watching a movie and then made love. Instead, she was standing in the corner with tendrils of anxiety weaving through her limbs while Kevin prepared to punish her.

Several minutes passed, and Molly started to pout. The last of the stimulant she’d taken was draining away, leaving her feeling irritable. She hated wasting such a good high. Painting was Molly’s favorite thing to do on Adderall. She could concentrate on her art so much better when she was high, and she felt a deep connection to the colors, brush, and canvas that blew an average day of working on her hobby out of the water.

She would have loved to come home and paint. But, no. Kevin just had to stick her in the corner and leave her sweating. Molly’s lower lip jutted out, and she broke position to cross her arms over her chest.

Without warning, a sharp, stinging smack landed on her ass and Molly screeched. She threw her hands back, covering her smarting butt. How long had Kevin been standing behind her, watching her squirm?

“Naughty girl. Hands stay at your sides while you’re in the corner unless I tell you otherwise.” Kevin’s growling voice breathed against her neck and she shuddered as goosebumps popped up along her skin. “You just added five more to your punishment.”

Molly whimpered. She didn’t want to be punished tonight. And it seemed like she just kept adding to whatever Kevin already had planned for her. The bratty side of Molly wanted to snap at him or try to plead her way out of the punishment, but Kevin’s order not to speak without permission still rang in her mind.

After several more eternity-filled minutes, Kevin finally called her out of the corner. Molly walked over to where he was standing in front of their small couch, her lower lip jutting out. She kept her gaze on the floor and tried to exude an air of submission.

Kevin reached out and curled a possessive hand around the back of her neck. Molly shivered and looked up. Anger still simmered behind his deep blue eyes, but there was so much affection in his expression. Molly relaxed under his hand as he said, “Tell me why you’re being punished, baby.”

Molly couldn’t help but deepen her pout. Kevin narrowed his eyes at her and tightened the hand behind her neck. She swallowed heavily. “I took Adderall at the party after you told me no more drugs.” Kevin tilted his head slightly, a warning in his look that Molly recognized. “Sir,” she said hastily.

“That’s right. You can’t keep partying your life away, Molly. It’s time to get serious.” Kevin removed his hand and Molly whimpered, missing the warmth of his touch already. “Strip and place your hands on the coffee table.”

Molly didn’t hesitate to throw off her clothes and get into position. In the beginning of their relationship, she’d stalled before her punishments. The anxiety and lead-up always made her punishment seem worse than when she did as she was told and got on with things.

The coffee table was cold under her palms and sent a shiver down her spine. Molly hated being in this position. She felt so vulnerable bent over, completely naked, her large tits hanging down and swaying with every breath.

“Arch your back and stick your ass out,” Kevin ordered. Molly obeyed immediately and heat rose to her face as the cool air in the room hit her exposed pussy. She tried to relax, but her butt checks clenched in anticipation.

She felt Kevin move into position beside her and jumped when his hand landed on her ass. “Stay still.”

“Yes, sir.”

Molly recognized a warm-up spanking when she got one. Her stomach swooped with fear as she realized her chances of evading a paddling tonight were nonexistent. Kevin smacked his firm hand against her bottom, alternating between her cheeks without a consistent tempo. She never knew where the next swat was going to land and hung her head as she tried to breathe through the awful stinging.

Once Molly was panting and heat radiated from her ass, Kevin paused the spanking to rub her sore butt. “I love you very much, Molly. I only want what’s best for you. That’s why I’m going to paddle your naughty butt tonight.”

“Please don’t use the paddle, sir.” Molly begged, twisting her head around to give Kevin her best pleading expression. “I’ll be a good girl.”

Kevin moved forward and grabbed a fistful of Molly’s air. He tugged, sending a sharp wave of pain through her scalp. Molly’s strained to look up at him as he stared down at her with a thunderous expression. “You’ll take whatever punishment I choose to give you, little girl.”

Molly whimpered, tears welling in her eyes. “Yes, sir.”

He released her hair and took up his position beside her. Reaching over to the couch, Kevin grabbed the flat wooden paddle and tapped it against Molly’s stinging butt. She winced and wiggled her ass away instinctively.

The paddle flew against her ass, sending Molly up onto her tip toes as she let out an ungodly shriek. Tears welled in her eyes as Kevin said, “Stay in position.”

The next swat of the paddle didn’t caught her by surprise, but it was still agonizing. When Kevin spanked her with his hand, it hurt and stung, but it was tolerable. The paddle was completely different. It was as if it were made of fire.

Another swat from the paddle made Molly cry out as the burn in her ass deepened. “Please, sir.” Her voice shook with suppressed tears, but she knew begging wouldn’t sway Kevin from the punishment he had in mind.

“That was three, Molly. You were only going to get ten, but because you were naughty in the corner, you’re getting fifteen tonight.” Molly whimpered in fear. Kevin placed a soothing and restraining hand on her lower back and continued, “Stay in position and be a good girl.”

Molly took three more hits from the paddle before she twisted away, crying out in pain. Kevin paused and dropped the paddle on the couch. He went over to the pile of Molly’s discarded clothes and grabbed her panties. Molly shook her head as he approached, her hair flying wildly around her shoulders.

Kevin grabbed a fistful of her hair and ordered, “Open your mouth.”

“Please-” Kevin cut off Molly’s pleas by stuffing her panties into her mouth. She groaned and tried to ignore the way her pussy pulsed with desire as he then patted the back of her head.

Molly’s entire body tingled with fear and anticipation as he got back into position to resume paddling her. She hated the paddle, but she couldn’t deny the way Kevin taking control and punishing her was turning her on.

Whack!

Why did the paddle have to make such a disturbing noise against her ass? It was almost as terrifying as the pain she knew would follow.

Whack!

Molly arched away, her screams muffled by the panties trapped in her mouth. She quickly got back into position as Kevin laid another swat on her abused ass. She knew there was no point in resisting and tears exploded from her eyes as Kevin continued to paddle her.

By the tenth swat, Molly was positive she couldn’t take anymore. She tried to twist away from Kevin’s hand and stand, but he seemed to anticipate this. Kevin moved closer and wrapped his strong arm around her waist to hold her in place as he delivered the final five blows.

Molly screamed against her panties, sobbing against the awful burning in her ass. Her bottom was on fire, and the burn was insatiable. She was never going to disobey Kevin again after this.


Chapter 5

Kevin tossed the paddle on the floor and helped Molly stand. He took her into his arms and led her over to the couch. He held his hand next to her mouth and she spat the panties out, then turned into his chest and sobbed.

Tossing the panties on the floor, Kevin focused his attention on soothing his girlfriend. She’d taken her punishment fairly well, and he was harder on her today than he ever had been. He was positive she’d think twice before disobeying him in the future.

It took quite a while for Molly to settle, but once she was sniffling quietly against his chest, Kevin looked at her and said, “Your punishment is over now, baby. You took that very well.”

Molly shifted uncomfortably in his lap, a flash of pain obscuring her beautiful face as she accidentally put pressure on her burning butt. Kevin tried not to smile at the way she pouted at him.

“That hurt,” Molly said, her voice quiet and subdued.

“Good. Punishment should hurt. How else will naughty little girls learn?” Molly glared at his teasing tone and Kevin smiled at her. Her face shifted at his smile and she leaned against him comfortably again, giving him a dreamy smile.

“I was a good girl during my punishment. Right, sir?”

“Yes, you were a very good girl.”

“Good enough to ask you to fuck me?”

Kevin laughed, unsurprised. Molly was often feisty after punishment, and he loved how much his dominance turned her on. He pretended to think about it for a moment, then said, “I don’t know if I should reward you after a punishment.”

Molly stared up at him with wide, pleading eyes. “Please, sir?”

Shaking his head, Kevin stood with Molly in his arms and brought them into the bedroom. He laid her on the bed and she hissed, turning onto her front. Kevin smacked her ass once and Molly yelped, glaring at him over her shoulder. “Did I tell you to lay on your face?”

“No, sir.”

“Get up on your hands and knees.”

Molly scrambled into position while Kevin grabbed a condom. He stripped, then climbed onto the bed behind his sub. He rolled the condom onto his straining erection and pressed the tip against Molly’s slick entrance.

“Are you sure you want me to fuck you,” He asked, unable to resist teasing her.

“Please, sir. I need to feel you inside me.”

That was all the encouragement Kevin needed. He thrust inside Molly and grabbed her hips. He worked himself in and out of her with long, powerful thrusts. She moaned and squirmed under his hands, and her movements only made him want to fuck her harder.

Kevin reached around and started to play with her clit as he pounded into her. The room filled with the sound of his flesh meeting hers and her desperate cries of pain and pleasure. Her ass had to be killing her as he slammed against her, and the thought made Kevin’s balls tighten.

He came with a grunt and took his hand away from Molly’s clit. She cried out and wiggled back against him. “Please make me cum, sir.”


Chapter 6

Molly’s clit throbbed and her pussy ached. Her ass burned from her punishment and Kevin slamming against her. Tears of frustration gathered in her eyes as Kevin exited her and set about disposing of the condom and cleaning himself up.

When he came back to the bed, Molly turned to look at him and said, “Please, sir?”

“I don’t think you deserve to come tonight, Molly. You were very naughty.”

She groaned in frustration. “Please don’t leave me like this, sir. I can’t take it. Please!”

Kevin chuckled, clearly enjoying listening to her beg. Molly didn’t even care that he was enjoying seeing her so wound up. She would do anything to feel his fingers against her clit again.

“You really want to come, little girl?”

“Yes, sir. Please, I’ll do anything!”

Kevin grinned and she shrank back, suddenly nervous. “Wait here.” Kevin turned and left the room, leaving Molly feeling vulnerable and horny. Her hands and knees ached from holding herself up and she desperately needed to feel some friction on her swollen clit.

When Kevin walked back into the room and saw she was in the same position, he gave her a gentle pat on the butt and said, “Good girl.”

Molly smiled to herself and waited as Kevin positioned himself behind her. Something large and silicone pressed against her pussy, and she relaxed instantly. They’d used a bunch of toys during their relationship, but this vibrating dildo was her favorite.

“Stay very still,” Kevin warned her as he slid the dildo inside her and turned it on. Molly moaned in ecstacy as the vibrations flew through her and riled her sensitive clit. She whimpered after a minute, desperate for some movement.

Kevin started to fuck her with the vibrator, and Molly bit her lip hard, struggling to remain still. He hit her G-spot, and Molly cried out, arching her back to get more pressure on the sensitive spot. Kevin smacked her ass as he continued fucking her with the dildo, and Molly yelped.

“You’re going to come just like this, Molly.”

“What?” She yelped as a particularly hard swat reignited the burn from her paddling.

“You will come while I spank you and fuck you with this dildo. Play with yourself.”

Molly reached her hand back and started rubbing her clit. The sensations running through her body were overwhelming and she moaned as powerful waves of pleasure and pain fought for dominance in her core.

“Come, Molly. Now!”

That authoritative voice was such a turn on. Molly started rubbing her clit faster and thrust her hips back into the pleasure of the dildo and the pain of Kevin’s hand. In a few short minutes she was exploding, her muscles contracting and her eyes rolling back as an orgasm she’d never felt before steamrolled over her.

She collapsed onto her front and Kevin moved with her, continuing to fuck and spank her as the orgasm swelled and ebbed. She writhed underneath him, unable to fully come down from the waves of pleasure as he continued assaulting her ass and pussy.

Molly started to move her hand away from her clit. “Stop. Come again.” Kevin ordered. Molly shook her head desperately and Kevin started spanking her harder. He thrust the dildo deep inside her and pressed a button to increase the vibration.

The pleasure was too great and her bruised ass couldn’t take much more. She writhed underneath him and dug her fingers into the sheet. “Please, sir. I- I can’t!”

“If you don’t come again, I’m getting the paddle.” Kevin growled at her.

“No!” Molly moaned, rolling her hips to the side in a desperate attempt to direct the spanks landing on her ass. Kevin climbed onto the bed and sat on her legs to hold her still. The dildo was trapped deep inside her pussy, buzzing away at her G-spot, while Kevin continued to deliver painful blows to her bottom.

“Get your fingers back on your clit, Molly.”

There was no arguing with that tone, especially when her thoughts were still fractured from her first orgasm. Molly started playing with her clit again and squirmed underneath Kevin. She moved around desperately, her breath coming in short, painful gasps. There was no way she could come again.

Finally, Kevin stopped spanking her and drew her legs apart. He removed the dildo and shoved his cock deep inside her. Molly cried out as Kevin started fucking her ruthlessly.

“Come, Molly. Come for me, baby.”

Her world shattered as an orgasm ripped through her. Her pussy clenched down tight on Kevin’s cock and nearly pushed him out. He gripped her hips and pushed deep inside her, holding himself in place as her body contracted. As the orgasm started to ease, Kevin resumed fucking her and came after several brutal thrusts.

He rolled off her and laid beside her, panting heavily. He pulled her close to him and she rested her head on his chest, breathing in his scent.

“That was… amazing.” She whispered. She could barely feel the pain from her spanking. Her senses were completely shot, overwhelmed from the ferocity of her orgasms.

“Be a good girl and you can have more orgasms like that.” Kevin said. She looked up to see him smiling widely at her, a sparkle of mischief in his eye. Molly sighed and laid her head against his chest again. She really did love that smile.

The End.


IV

Naughty Girls Get Punished

Rowan would do anything for his wife. And that includes punishing her for putting herself and others in danger. When Natalie drives home from a night out with friends and arrives intoxicated, Rowan knows he needs to be firm with her.

Natalie just wanted to have fun with her best friend, but driving home wasted was a terrible idea. Rowan’s promised a punishment that terrifies her just as much as it turns her on.


Chapter 1

Rowan paced across his front yard with growing concern. Natalie should have been home an hour ago, and as the minutes ticked by, he started to panic. It wasn’t like Natalie to be late, and his wife always called or texted if something came up to delay her.

When she told him about the girl’s night her best friend had planned for this evening, Rowan was disappointed. It seemed as though he and his wife were drifting apart lately. Long nights at the office, combined with her odd hours as a waitress, kept them on different schedules more often than not. It was a struggle to stay connected, especially when his wife went out on the one evening they both had off this week.

But his wife worked hard, and she deserved to spend an evening with her friends every once in a while. Rowan told her to be home by eleven, so they could still spend a couple of hours together, but it was past midnight now, and she still hadn’t come home.

Just as he was debating whether to start calling hospitals, he saw headlights turn onto their street. A car drove up slowly, and his wife swung too wide as she went to pull into the driveway, causing her passenger side tire to drive over their lawn.

Rowan frowned. If she was too tired to drive, then she should have called him. Driving while exhausted was nearly as dangerous as driving intoxicated, which she would never be irresponsible enough to do.

Natalie parked a little farther back from their garage than normal and climbed out of the car. Her feet were bare, and she held the pair of heels she’d worn tonight in her left hand. Rowan approached her with narrowed eyes. His concern was morphing into suspicion as the scent of tequila drifted off her.

“Where the hell have you been, Natalie? I was getting concerned.” Rowan tried to keep the accusation out of his voice, but it must have bled through because Natalie took a step back from him. Her wide, glassy eyes zeroed in on his expression, and he realized he was glaring at her.

“I was at girl’s night, Rowan. You knew that.” The irritation in her voice caught Rowan off guard, and he marched up to her. The smell of tequila swirled around her powerfully enough to make Rowan’s nostrils burn.

“You’re drunk.” His voice deepened as he injected the full extent of his displeasure into his words. Natalie tilted her chin up, meeting his eyes with a defiant expression. She was feeling brave tonight.

“So, what?” She stepped around him and started stumbling toward the front door. “That’s what girls do during girls’ night, Rowan. We get drunk. Duh.” Natalie pulled the keys out of her purse and dropped them on the porch. She bent down, cursing as her shaking fingers struggled to grab hold of the keys.

Rowan walked up to her and snatched the keys out from underneath her. He pushed the door open and gripped her arm, pulling her along behind him. Once they were in the entryway, he slammed the door shut and turned on her.

Natalie tried to match his angry expression, but after a minute, she lowered her eyes to the floor. Anger pressed through Rowan’s muscles, making him unbearably tense. What the hell was she thinking?

Raising a shaking finger, Rowan pointed it at Natalie and ordered, “Get your ass upstairs and get ready for bed.”

Natalie turned and stumbled as she tried to speed walk away from him. He rushed forward and swept her up into his arms, ignoring her squeal of protest. Rowan tried to ignore the way his body reacted to holding Natalie in his arms. She felt so small and fragile, cradled against his chest like this.

As much as he’d love to rip her clothes off her and fuck her right now, it wasn’t going to happen. She was wasted and in so much trouble. The second she woke up tomorrow and proved she was sober, he was going to beat her ass.

Rowan placed Natalie carefully on her feet once they entered the bedroom, then turned her to the side and landed several heavy swats on her bottom. Natalie yelped and tried to twist away, but he tightened his grip on her arm to hold her in place.

After the warning swats, Rowan turned her back to face him and growled, “You’re in for a serious ass beating tomorrow, young lady. Now get your ass ready for bed before I take off my belt.”

Natalie’s eyes widened in fear, but the flush rising to her cheeks betrayed her. Natalie loved to be dominated, and even though her punishments hurt and effectively dissuaded her from misbehaving again, they still turned her on.

Despite the alcohol still circling through her body, Natalie’s self-preservation instincts seemed to kick in at that point, and she moved away from him slowly. Rowan watched as she undressed and went into the bathroom. He waited outside the door for her, wanting to be nearby in case she needed help.

Natalie started when she came out of the bathroom and saw him waiting, pressing her hand to her chest. Rowan crossed his arms over his chest and nodded toward their bed. She made her way across the room carefully and climbed into bed, then looked up at him with wide eyes and a furrowed brow.

“You’re mad at me?”

“You could have gotten killed tonight, Natalie. You could have killed someone else. Yes, I’m upset. We’ll discuss your punishment tomorrow when you’re sober.”

“But Kelly’s house is only a mile from here! Nothing would have happened-”

Rowan unbuckled his belt as he moved forward, and Natalie whimpered, curling her legs up to her chest. Rowan pulled his belt through the loops of his pants and grabbed one of her ankles, flipping over onto her stomach effortlessly.

“Rowan, wait-”

“Is that how you address me, naughty girl?” Rowan snapped the belt down on her ass, protected only by a thin layer of lacy panties. A red strip blossomed on her butt, and she shrieked.

“No, sir. I’m sorry, sir. Please don’t whip me!”

Rowan snorted and gave her three more licks with the belt, then rolled her back over. Natalie was breathing hard, her eyes wide and glassy with fear. But the flush in her chest and the parting of her lips told Rowan just how aroused she was.

“You’re going to feel my belt every night for a week after what you pulled tonight.” Rowan watched in satisfaction as Natalie’s pupils dilated with fear. “Now go to sleep. And don’t you dare touch yourself tonight. In fact, you’re not allowed to touch yourself without my permission for the foreseeable future.”


Chapter 2

Not allowed to touch herself without his permission? That seemed like cruel and unusual punishment to Natalie. She gave Rowan her best pout, but her husband merely responded with a single raised eyebrow as if asking her whether she truly wanted to push the issue.

She let out a sigh and dropped her head onto the pillow, closing her eyes. She felt a little unsteady and was secretly surprised she’d made it home in one piece tonight. Not that she would ever admit that to Rowan, of course. He would kill her if he knew just how intoxicated she’d been when she left Kelly’s house tonight.

Kelly tried to stop her from leaving, but Natalie wanted to get home. She didn’t want to wait for Kelly’s husband to get out of work and drive her home. It was only a five-minute drive home! Rowan was definitely overreacting. Natalie would explain what happened in the morning, and Rowan would calm down.

He definitely wouldn’t take his belt to her every night for a week. That was crazy! Right?

* * *

Every muscle in her body felt stiff and sore when Natalie woke. Her eyes were puffy, and her dry mouth tasted like ash. She opened her eyes and squeezed them shut again, groaning against the light pouring into the room.

“You’re awake.” The sound of her husband’s voice nearby sent Natalie’s heart racing and the memories of the previous night came flooding back to her. She’d drunk way too much last night.

“Oh God,” Natalie said, throwing an arm over her eyes. Not only had she gotten embarrassingly wasted at her best friend’s house, but she’d also driven drunk. Rowan was going to punish her. A vague soreness in her butt reminded her of Rowan’s threat the previous night, and she curled into a ball, wishing the bed would swallow her whole.

“Open your eyes, baby.” There was softness and affection in Rowan’s voice, but the deep, commanding tone left no doubt in her mind that he was fully immersed in Dom space. Natalie moved her arm off her face and peeked one eye open. He was watching her with a hard, firm expression that she recognized well. She was in big trouble.

“Rowan, I can explain-”

“Don’t. If you start making excuses, you’re going to make your punishment worse. All I want to hear from you right now is an apology.”

Natalie’s lower lip trembled as tears gathered in her eyes. She dropped her gaze away from Rowan’s and whispered, “I’m sorry, sir. But I really can explain-”

“Enough.” Natalie flinched back, despite the fact that Rowan didn’t raise his voice or lean toward her. His arms were crossed over his chest, and the muscles in his arms bulged as he tensed with anger. She was screwed. “We will talk about this later. For now, you’re going to take aspirin and drink some water. Then you will call out of work for today and take a shower.”

“I can’t call out-”

Rowan stood, drawing himself up to his full height, and Natalie shrank back into the bed, her heart pounding. Rowan leaned over her with narrowed eyes, his jaw clenched tight, and she whimpered, her nerves splitting with anxiety. She’d never seen him this furious before. Her butt clenched in anticipation of the punishment she knew was coming.

Leaning down, Rowan placed a firm hand around her throat. He squeezed just enough to make Natalie’s breath grow ragged, and she stared up at him with wide, glassy eyes. Even as fear knotted her stomach, her pussy contracted and grew wet.

“You will call out today, just like I have. We need the entire day to focus on your punishment, little girl. You’re in big trouble.”

The words and the images they conjured terrified her, but Natalie was also unbearably aroused. A small whine escaped her throat, and Rowan grinned wolfishly down at her.

“Don’t get any ideas, baby. Today’s about pain, not pleasure.” He released her throat and stepped back. Pointing to the side table where a glass of water and a couple of tablets sat, Rowan said, “Take those and drink the water. Then call your boss and tell them you can’t come in today. Take a shower and get dressed. I expect you downstairs in 30 minutes.”

He turned and walked away, leaving Natalie gaping after him. She hated the feeling of being so turned on without getting any release. She slipped a hand under the covers and pressed on her clit, biting her lip to stifle a moan.

Suddenly, the image of Rowan’s face above her blossomed in her mind. He’d told her no pleasuring herself without his permission. With a whimper, Natalie withdrew her hand and squeezed her legs together. Today was going to be a rough day.


Chapter 3

Rowan heard the shower start above him and let out a deep sigh. He didn’t want to spend their first day off together in months punishing his naughty wife, but there was no other choice. He needed her to understand how serious driving after drinking was. It didn’t matter that Kelly’s home was only a mile away or that she hadn’t realized how intoxicated she was.

He set the table and dished out the eggs and bacon he’d prepared for them. His cell phone rang on the island in their small kitchen, and Rowan glanced at it before answering.

“Hey, Mark. How are you?”

“Not too happy this morning, Rowan.” Mark took a deep sigh. “I just wanted to call and apologize for last night. Kelly should never have let Natalie drive home in that state. I would have given her a ride when I got home if I’d known.”

“She could have just called me. I was going crazy wondering where she was.”

“I know. Trust me, Kelly and I are going to be having a serious conversation this morning.”

Rowan chuckled and said, “Yeah, I’ll be having that same conversation with Natalie.”

“Good. She could have killed herself last night.”

“Exactly. I’ll make sure it doesn’t happen again.”

The two friends said their goodbyes and hung up. Rowan was glad to hear from Mark and even more glad to hear that he would have a similar conversation with Kelly this morning. Kelly was a good girl and a bit brattier than Natalie. He didn’t envy Mark’s job of keeping that girl in line.

“Rowan?” Natalie stood in the doorway to the kitchen. Her wet hair fell down her back in waves, and she couldn’t look him in the eye. She twisted her fingers nervously and looked like the definition of repentance.

“Come have breakfast, baby. We’ll discuss your punishment after.”


Chapter 4

Was eating breakfast while her stomach rolled with anxiety part of her punishment? Because it certainly felt like it. Still, Natalie knew better than to disobey her husband when she was in this much trouble, so she ate as much as she could before pushing her plate away.

“Clear the table.” Rowan’s sharp eyes followed Natalie as she quickly stood and completed the task. She sat back in her chair heavily and kept her eyes on the wooden table. What was he going to do to her? The thought shouldn’t make her clit throb as ferociously as it did, but something about submitting to her husband’s authority drove her wild.

They sat in silence for a moment, then Rowan leaned forward and said, “You put yourself and everyone around you in danger last night, Natalie. That is unacceptable.”

“I know.” She kept her voice quiet and tried not to fidget too much. Rowan’s lectures were almost worse than the spankings, but she knew she’d be feeling differently later.

“This isn’t something that can be solved with a simple spanking.” Natalie raised her eyes to meet his and cowered away from his determined expression. This wasn’t good. “Do you remember what I told you last night?”

“Yes, sir.” At Rowan’s pointed glare, Natalie dropped her gaze again and said, “You said you would whip me every night for a week.”

“That’s right. And what else?”

Natalie’s cheeks grew pink as she answered, “I can’t touch myself without permission.”

“Correct. Stand up and come with me.” Natalie followed Rowan into the living room, feeling as though she were following him straight to a guillotine. Rowan stood behind the couch and drew her into his arms.

“I was worried about you, Natalie. If something ever happened to you, I would be devastated. What would you have done if you’d gotten into an accident? You’d be in jail right now rather than getting ready for me to discipline you.”

Rowan’s words banked the fiery guilt in Natalie’s chest, and a few tears ran down her cheeks. He was right. How could she have been so stupid? She pulled back and gazed up at him, watching the tightness around his eyes ease as he took in her remorse.

“I’m sorry, sir.”

“I know you are, baby. But you still need to be punished. Bend over the back of the couch.”

Natalie took a deep breath, her eyes falling to the belt secured around Rowan’s waist. It was made of thick leather and hurt like crazy when he wielded it against her bare ass. She wasn’t looking forward to this punishment.


V

Please Punish Me

When Mia moved in with her boyfriend Bane, she thought their relationship couldn’t get any better. But her Dom was too busy with work to notice her pleas for attention, and Mia’s neediness grew.

How far will she have to go to convince Bane to give her the punishment she deserves? And can she take what he dishes out?


Chapter 1

Pushing her body harder, Mia broke out into a sprint. The treadmill hummed below her as her feet pounded against the moving belt of the machine. She normally visited the gym twice a week because maintaining a good figure was important to her, but this was her fourth visit in as many days.

Running cleared her mind, soothed her anxiety, and allowed her to feel as though she was accomplishing something. By the time she hopped off the treadmill, her brow damp with sweat and her breath coming in short pants, Mia felt intoxicated.

The runner’s high was something she rarely experienced, but she’d been pushing herself to the limit this week. She needed something to take her mind off of the insecurity she felt at home.

Mia made her way into the locker rooms and stripped, then climbed into the shower and tried to relax as hot water pelted her sore muscles. Despite the pleasant feelings from her run and the heaviness in her limbs, her mind still wasn’t quiet.

All she could think about was Bane. They’d been together for over a year and had just recently moved into together. He was everything she’d ever dreamed of, with chiseled muscles and a bulky frame that was easily three times her size. Bane was a Dominant and Mia had always dreamed of being in a D/s relationship.

But lately, he’d been distant. A couple of weeks ago, Mia had come home late from work and hadn’t bothered to text or call to let Bane know. She’d pulled up to their house with butterflies in her stomach, expecting him to be waiting for her with his belt in his hand.

Instead, he’d been sitting at his desk in his office. He barely scolded her for the infraction. Since then, she’d talked back to him multiple times and even started an argument this morning over the types of oranges he’d brought home from the grocery store.

Aside from a glare and a few vague threats, Bane hadn’t made a single move to punish her. Mia was getting frustrated. They hadn’t had sex in a week, and Bane was consistently locked up in his office, engrossed in his work.

She’d even tried talking to him and explaining that she felt as though she wasn’t getting enough attention. But Bane needed to cut the conversation short to run out and attend a meeting, and that was three days ago. They’d never finished the conversation.

Mia didn’t know what else to do. She felt all twisted up inside and fought back the insecurities she’d had since she was a small child. Maybe she just wasn’t good enough for him. Maybe, now that they’d moved in together, he realized that she wasn’t what he wanted. Maybe she wasn’t a good enough submissive for him.

She had a bratty side. But Bane loved her feistiness in the beginning and even enjoyed riling her up, just so she could make a snarky comment and he could pull her over his knee. What had changed?

As Mia left the gym and climbed into her car, she debated where to go next. It was her day off, and she knew Bane would be locked in his office, working. She didn’t want to go home and feel lonely with the love of her life sitting in the next room.

Pulling out her phone, Mia called her best friend. Within minutes, she had plans to spend the day getting pampered at their town’s day spa. Things were looking up!

* * *

Bane looked up from his blurring computer screen and rubbed his burning eyes. This damn tax year was going to be the death of him. He’d been working around the clock for weeks now. Starting his own business last year seemed like a simple enough endeavor, but he’d forgotten how insane tax time could be.

Admittedly, he’d taken on more clients than he should have. But Bane wanted to be successful so he and Mia could have the life they’d always dreamed about. The thought of his wife made Bane’s shoulders droop. Poor girl had been trying to get his attention for weeks, but he kept putting her on the back burner.

That stopped today. He’d finished up his last client’s report, and Bane wasn’t going to be taking on any more clients for at least a week. Mia deserved some attention, and he deserved a break.

Glancing back down at his computer, Bane frowned at the time. It was already three o’clock in the afternoon. Mia had left for the gym around nine this morning with barely a word goodbye, and he hadn’t noticed when she’d come home.

Had he created such a rift between them with his distance that she wouldn’t even say hello to him when she came home? The thought didn’t sit well with Bane, so he pushed himself up and left his office, calling her name.

After searching the house and checking their driveway, it was clear Mia hadn’t come home after her workout. He checked his phone and frowned when no notifications from her popped up. She’d been gone for six hours and hadn’t checked in with him once.

Bane pulled up her number and pressed call, his anxiety growing with every ring.

“Hello?” The relief Bane felt at hearing his girlfriend’s voice was tampered by the coldness in her voice.

“Mia, where are you? I expected you home hours ago.”

“Right. That’s why it took you six hours to realize I never came home.”

Bane ground his teeth together and took a deep breath to quell the anger rising inside of him. “Where are you?”

“Do you even care?”

“I asked you a question, Mia.” Bane lowered his voice, shifting naturally into Dom space. He understood why she was upset with him, but he wouldn’t tolerate a lack of respect. That was unacceptable.

“I’m with Liz.”

“I asked you where you are. Not who you’re with.”

An irritated sigh came over the phone before Mia finally answered, “We’re having a late lunch at The Alibi.”

“You’ll come home when you’re finished.”

“Actually, I think I’ll go back to Liz’s house for a while. We’re going to watch movies and have a few drinks. I’m tired of spending every evening alone.”

Mia’s voice trembled with anger, and the harshness of her words drove into Bane’s gut like a punch. He cleared his throat, determined to make this right, and said, “I know, baby. But I’ve finished with work, and I won’t be taking on any new clients for a few days. I want you to come home.”

“No.” Mia’s voice became snarky, almost childish, and Bane clenched his free hand into a fist. If she was still gunning for punishment, then she was on her way to a serious one.

“Watch your tone, little girl. Don’t make me come pick you up from Liz’s house.”

“Whatever.”

With that brilliant remark, the line went dead. Bane lowered the phone away from his ear and stared at it in disbelief for a long moment. He couldn’t believe she’d hung up on him. His lips curled back into a grim smile. Challenge accepted.


Chapter 2

Mia laughed at Liz’s amused expression and stuffed her phone in her bag. Her stomach tingled with giddiness, and she wondered what Bane’s face must have looked like when she hung up on him. It must have been priceless, and if this didn’t get his attention, then nothing would.

Liz let out a low whistle and shook her head. “You’re insane.”

“I’m just trying to reconnect with my boyfriend.”

“Your boyfriend, who also happens to be your Dom. He’s going to beat your ass when you get home.”

“Let’s hope so!” Mia giggled, and Liz chuckled as she shook her head.

“Come on, let’s get back to my place. Bane’s probably already on the way.”

The girls flagged down their waitress and paid for their meals, then hurried out of the diner while shooting each other furtive glances. They gossiped about their coworkers on the drive home, and Mia felt high with anticipation. It was about time Bane paid some attention to her. She’d practically been begging for a spanking for weeks. He’d damn well better deliver.

There were very few things that turned Mia on more than seeing Bane take off his belt and walk toward her while knowing exactly what he was going to do with it. She hoped he threw her over his knee. It was so much more intimate than getting her butt whipped while bent over the back of their couch, but at this point, she’d take whatever she could get.

As usual, Liz was right, and Mia spotted Bane’s car as they pulled into her best friend’s driveway. He stood next to his car, looking tall, imposing, and deliciously edible. Mia licked her lips and pictured him pushing her to her knees. She could practically feel the way her ass would burn, how her knees would ache when they hit the ground, and the erotic pain in her scalp she’d feel when Bane would grab a fistful of her hair and guide her as she sucked his cock.

It was going to be a good day.

“Hello, Liz. Mia, get your ass in the car right now.” Bane didn’t bother with pleasantries, and the low, authoritative growl in his voice set Mia on fire. She wanted him to devour her right now.

“Have fun!” Liz laughed as she waved at Mia and made her way inside. Mia stood in front of Bane and tried to hold onto some of the irritation she’d felt at him earlier. She wanted to make him work for this, just a little bit.

“I don’t know. You’ve been ignoring me for weeks.”

“I haven’t been ignoring you, love. Work has kept me very busy, but that’s no excuse for how you spoke to me earlier.” A dangerous glint in Bane’s eyes brightened as he took a step toward her and continued, “And hanging up on me like that? Very, very naughty.”

His words sent Mia spiraling into excitement, and she had to stop herself from skipping into the car. Make him work for it.

“Ignoring me was naughty, too. Maybe I should be the one doing the spanking tonight.”

Bane laughed, then reached out and clamped a hand around the back of Mia’s neck possessively. “That’s not how this works, sweetheart. You’ll get the punishment you want. Once you beg me for it.”

Trepidation rose in Mia’s throat, and she stared at him with wide eyes. He couldn’t be serious. A wolfish grin responded to her nervous gaze, and Mia’s pussy clenched. She was in so much trouble.

* * *

“Strip and lie on your back.” Bane watched in satisfaction as Mia did as she was told without hesitation. She was nervous now that they were home, standing in their bedroom, with Bane’s promise wafting between them. She had no idea what he had in store for her tonight, but she would find out soon enough.

He moved over to their closet and felt her eyes follow him across the room. It was hard work keeping a stern expression when he wanted to grin at her eagerness, but she needed him to be in full Dom mode right now. And he was more than happy to oblige her. Bane reached up to the top shelf of their closet and grabbed a black duffle bag full of their favorite toys.

Mia’s eyes lit up and her breathing quickened as he approached the bed. Bane dropped the bag down between her legs and she gasped, already overstimulated by his authoritative demeanor.

Bane unzipped the bag slowly, loving the way Mia’s eyes followed his movements with such rapt attention. He dug around in the bag and pulled up four lengths of strong, soft rope and a black, silken blindfold.

“You’re going to stay very still.” Bane placed the blindfold over her eyes first, and the way her breath hitched made his cock strain against his pants. He moved around the bed and secured her wrists and ankles to the frame with the rope. “Try to move, Mia.”

He watched her squirm ineffectively against her restraints and pressed a hand against his raging erection. A flush rose up her chest, settling in her cheeks and a glance between her legs told Bane how helplessly turned on his sweet submissive already was.

“Good girl.” Bane reached out and tweaked her nipple, rewarded instantly by a whimper and an arch of Mia’s back. He chuckled and lightly slapped her breast, then gave the other side the same treatment.

Bane picked up the duffle bag and set it on their bedside table, then pulled out a few toys and set them aside. Mia was going to beg for his cock, beg for her orgasm, and then beg for punishment.


Chapter 3

Naked, tied-down, and blindfolded, every touch felt heightened. Mia’s breasts still tingled from Bane’s light smacks, and she could hear him digging around in the toy bag. Her heart thumped in her chest as a dozen different scenarios ran through her mind. She was completely helpless and at his mercy, and she loved every single second of it.

She drew in a deep, ragged breath as the noises stopped and silence descended over the room. Mia struggled to force her breath in and out without panting. It was impossible to hear what Bane might be doing over the sound of her own blood roaring past her ears. Bane knew leaving Mia waiting drove her crazy and sent her senses tumbling into overdrive.

“Ah!” The cry escaped Mia’s lips almost before the sensation registered. It was a brief, light pain but startling against her sensitized skin. She recognized the gentle touch of the flogger as Bane ran it across her skin, then moaned as he whipped it across her tits lightly.

Bane worked her over with the flogger, torturing her tits with it until Mia could feel the heat radiating from them before working his way down her tone stomach and whipping her thighs. Mia moaned, whimpered, and tugged against her restraints as he alternated between harsh flicks of the flogger and the gentle tickle of its leather strands as Bane dragged them across her skin.

“Please-” A heavy thwack of the flogger fell against her sore breasts, making Mia whimper.

“Please, what, little one?”

“I want you inside me. Please, sir.”

Bane chuckled and dragged the flogger over her tingling skin. Mia writhed under the touch as he said, “You’re going to have to beg better than that, little one.”

He resumed flicking the flogger over every inch of her skin. The pleasure and pain vibrated over her skin, sending Mia’s eyes rolling as she arched her back off the bed.

“Oh, God. Please, sir. Please fuck me! I’m begging you.”

The leather strands of the flogger left her skin, and Mia felt a cold wave of vulnerability without its touch. She shivered, her muscles tensing as she waited for whatever Bane had planned next.

Warmth enveloped her nipple, and Mia almost screamed at the unexpected pleasure. Bane sucked on her nipple, swirling his tongue around it before releasing the tight nub with a pop and moving on to the next. Once they were both rock hard and shivering in the cool air, Mia felt cool metal slide against them.

“Oh no, please, sir-”

“You’ll take everything I decide to give you tonight, Mia. You should thank me. I’m giving you the attention you need.”

Bane tightened the nipple clamps into place and gave them a quick tug, sending a burst of pain through Mia’s breast. The pain quickly morphed into pleasure, and her clit swelled with need.

“Please fuck me now, sir. Please! I’ll be a good girl, I promise.”

“You are a good girl, Mia. But my good girl was naughty today. I’m going to fuck you, but you will not come without my permission. You’ll beg me for it.”

* * *

Bane straddled his helpless girlfriend and let his eyes ravage her naked body. She was trying so hard to be a good girl for him, but he could see she wanted to squirm by the rigid tension in her core. Her pussy was bright pink and slick with excitement for his cock.

Without a word, Bane positioned himself at her entrance and thrust inside. Her pussy clamped down around him, and Bane groaned, squeezing his eyes shut. She was so fucking tight, and he wasn’t going to embarrass himself by coming the second he entered her.

Bane moved in and out slowly, teasing Mia with gentle, shallow thrusts. She moaned and writhed underneath him, her arms tugging against the restraints. He teased her until his arousal was under control, then began thrusting in and out of her savagely.

“Yes, yes, yes! More, sir, please!”

“Needy little girl.” Bane fucked her hard and fast, his pleasure building quickly. Mia fought against her restraints feverishly now, and he knew she was desperate for her own release. With the way her pussy was trying to squeeze him dry, Bane knew that he’d barely need to apply pressure to her clit, and she’d fly apart around him.

He wanted to give her that pleasure, but he’d promised to make her beg for it. Bane never broke his promises. Bane slowed his thrusts again, resuming the teasing motions he knew drove Mia wild.

Within seconds, it worked. “Please, sir! Please make me come! I’m begging you, sir, please. I’ll be a good girl, and I’ll do whatever you say forever, I swear.”

Bane laughed at her enthusiasm and started fucking her hard again. “You do whatever I say regardless of whether you come tonight or not. Who’s in control, Mia?”

Mia moaned, her head thrashing back and forth. “You are, sir. You’re in control. Please let me come, sir!”

“Since you asked so nicely, you may come.” Bane placed a thumb on her clit and held it there. Normally, he’d rub her into orgasm, but he wanted to make her work for it tonight.

Bane fucked her brutally while Mia moaned and whined and begged some more. Bane reached up and undid her nipple clamps, grinning as a desperate yowl ripped from her lips. She twisted her hips, bucking against him, and finally screamed as she came. Bane followed as her pussy squeezed him almost to the point of pain, and he collapsed against her.


Chapter 4

Mia was in heaven. She was floating on the edge of ecstasy as the swell of her orgasm ebbed and left her weightless. Her breath came in quick, short pants as she felt Bane collapse against her, then roll to the side.

She felt him leave the bed and moaned when he returned and applied a damp washcloth to her pussy. Once he’d cleaned her up, Mia tugged against her restraints. Play time was over, and Bane never waited to undo her restraints.

Instead, she felt the bed sink next to her as Bane sat beside her. Heat radiated off of his body, making Mia shiver as the sweat cooled her skin.

“I haven’t heard you beg me for your punishment yet, Mia.”

A tremor rocked through Mia’s body at the harshness of his tone. He couldn’t be serious, right? There was no way she could take a spanking after feeling the flogger and that reality-defying orgasm.

“But- but, haven’t I already been punished, sir?”

A dark chuckle told her Bane still had plans for her tonight, and the thought sent a spasm of arousal through her clit. Mia turned her head to him, wishing he’d remove the blindfold so she could decode the look on his face.

“Not at all, Mia. We were just playing. Now it’s time for your punishment, but I’m going to be extra generous tonight and let you choose. Do you want to feel my unyielding hand smack your vulnerable ass? Or would you prefer the bite of my belt? Maybe the sting of the paddle?”

Bane’s words stoked the fire in Mia’s belly, and she groaned as her traitorous body became unbearably aroused for the second time tonight. She definitely didn’t want to feel the paddle tonight. It would be way too intense on her oversensitive skin.

“You were a naughty girl today, Mia. I’m going to punish you, but you will beg for it first.”

“I- I want to feel your belt, sir. Please. I’m sorry I was a naughty girl. Please whip me with your belt.”

Bane chuckled above her and she felt his hand caress her cheeks. “Good choice, love. I was hoping you’d pick my belt.”

Within minutes, Mia was untied and lying over Bane’s lap as he sat on their bed. Her upper body tingled with leftover sensations from the flogger as it rubbed against their soft sheets while her bare ass clenched against the cool air in the room.

Bane had her legs trapped beneath one of his, and he rubbed her quivering ass with his firm hand. “Are you ready for your punishment, Mia?”

“Yes, sir. Please, sir. I’ve been waiting for this for weeks.”

“I know, love. I won’t make you wait this long again.”

The belt fell across her ass without any more words being spoken and Mia arched up, groaning at the fiery pain it left on her behind. Bane placed a restraining hand on the small of her back and laid into her.

She hadn’t expected a true punishment tonight, but that’s certainly what this was. Mia thought Bane would go easy on her, especially after the intimate moment they’d just shared, but he didn’t hold back as the belt bit into her skin again and again.

Mia’s hips rolled, and her body desperately tried to twist away from the awful sting and even worse burn that followed every hit of the belt.

“Oh no, no, please. Please, sir! It’s too much.”

“Naughty girls don’t get to choose when their punishment ends, Mia. Take your whipping like a good girl.”

Mia whimpered at his words as her clit throbbed. Her ass burned as the belt lay stripe after stripe of fire across her delicate skin. The need to escape was overwhelming, and Mia tried to push off the bed, but her palms were sweaty and her arms still weak from her orgasm.

She fell on her face as the Bane continued to whip her with his belt without pause. Mia knew better than to reach back and try to protect herself, so she smacked the bed instead and cried out against the pain.

“I think you need maintenance punishments. I’d hate for you to feel neglected again. Once every two weeks, I’ll give you a good spanking. That should keep you happy, right, love?”

Tears poured down Mia’s face as Bane continued the unrelenting assault against her ass. “Yes, sir.”

“That’s my good girl. Give into your punishment, Mia. Don’t fight me. Just take it.”

Mia sobbed and went limp against Bane’s lap. He continued whipping her for a few minutes as she cried over his lap. When he finally stopped and began rubbing her back, Mia’s ass felt raw and sunburned.

“Good girl, Mia. You took that very well. I’m very proud of you.” Mia could barely hear Bane through her tears, but his words soothed the last of the ache in her chest.

He reached into the duffle bag on the table next to them and pulled out their aftercare cream. With a gentle hand, Bane smoothed the cream into Mia’s burning skin, soothing her as she mewled in pain.

When he was done, Bane helped Mia stand and took her into his strong arms. She shuddered against him as the last of the tears worked their way out of her system.

“Thank you, sir,” Mia said, sniffling.

Bane kissed the top of her head and said, “You were such a good girl during your punishment. Would you like a reward?”

Mia leaned her head back, grinning at the devious look on her boyfriend’s face. She took a deep breath, nodded, and prepared herself for round two.

The End.
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