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Chapter 1

David’s hands gripped Maria’s wrists with bruising force. But she knew he’d never actually hurt her— unless she asked him to. He moved inside her roughly and with a confidence that demonstrated their many years together. He knew her so well. She writhed underneath him, desperate for friction on the most sensitive part of her body, but David skillfully avoided it, driving her into a frenzy of frustration, need, and passion.

She wrapped her legs around his waist and drew him deeper, closer, and he groaned with ecstasy. He leaned down, kissing her neck as he worked himself closer and closer to release.

Just when Maria was sure she’d explode and cry if her clit didn’t get some attention soon, he reached over and grabbed the bullet vibrator off their side table. Moments later, she felt herself falling into the abyss of pleasure and knew David was falling with her.

Maria stepped out of the shower, the events of this morning still running through her mind, and grabbed her favorite fluffy white towel off the rack. She took her time rubbing the towel over her body as her mind raced. She knew David would be waiting at the table with a steaming cup of coffee in his hands and that adorable twinkle in his eye.

David had always been a morning person. It was one of the things Maria loved the most about him. He was the type of person who would jump out of bed ready to face the day. Maria was the exact opposite. The moonlight called to her each evening, and she found it difficult to get out of bed in the mornings.

Of course, this wasn’t conducive to a normal 9-5 job. Maria tried her best to conform to what was expected of her at the office job David had helped her get. She smiled at her coworkers in the break room, laughed at their jokes (even when they fell flat), and did her work without complaint.

But her true passion lay in art. Long after David fell asleep each night, Maria holed up in her studio, immersed in creating paintings that she was never sure she’d feel comfortable sharing with the rest of the world.

There was something about a blank canvas, the intoxicating aroma of oil paint, and the tactile experience of holding a tiny, slim brush that would soon transform the canvas into a masterpiece of thoughts and emotions she could never express otherwise that made her feel as if, for once, she was actually alive.

Most people describe losing themselves in their passions. The way they can spend hours and days completely immersed in a project while the rest of the world keeps spinning without them might seem like they’ve taken a step away from reality. But Maria could only find herself in her art. Without it, she barely felt like she existed.

And that damn office job was taking away from the time she could spend working on her paintings. Trying to go to sleep at a normal time minimized the hours she could spend in her studio each evening, which was when she got her best work done. Plus, it was a boring job that robbed her of her inspiration.

Which was why she’d started going in late. And leaving early. And taking “personal days.” And that, was how she’d gotten fired.

David was going to be furious when he found out. They’d agreed to really buckle down and save up over the next few years in anticipation of a major vacation. The kind where they could take three months off, visit a dozen countries, and make memories that would carry them through another decade of 9-5 monotony.

“Maria, I’ve got to go soon.” David’s voice called through the door, shattering the contemplative silence in the bathroom. Maria startled and quickly threw on a pressed blouse and her office slacks.

She hurried out of the bathroom and gave David a nervous smile. He quirked an eyebrow at her and she said, “Sorry, babe. I was just thinking about the painting I started last night.”

David chuckled and walked over to Maria. He rubbed his hands along her arms, sending sparks of pleasure across her skin. “You were up really late again. I’m almost surprised you’re going in this morning.”

Guilt gnawed at Maria’s core, but she pushed it away. She’d get another job quickly enough and David would never need to know that she’d gotten fired. “Well, I really want to take that vacation with you, so I guess I’ll be running on caffeine today.”

“You and me both.” David led Maria downstairs and handed her a steaming cup of coffee. She sat down and hung her face in the steam for a moment. Rather than waking her up, the heat started to make her feel more tired, so she switched to sipping on the drink instead.

“We’re almost done with the Mason house,” David said. Maria looked up and smiled. David was an amazing contractor and Maria couldn’t be more proud of her husband. Working a physical job often made him tired and sore, but he was excellent at what he did. And, while she felt bad when he’d come home exhausted with aching muscles, she certainly appreciated the build that physical labor had given him.

David was a tall man with strong hands calloused from years of physical labor. He wasn’t built like a superhero or anything, but his muscles were clearly defined, his biceps often bulging against his shirt. He was the most attractive man in the world, as far as Maria was concerned, and she couldn’t believe how lucky she’d gotten when he asked her to marry him.

“That’s great! You’ve been working so hard on this one.”

“And our next project is going to be even better. We just signed on a new client. He wants a log cabin style house built over on Lavina Street. It’s going to be a nice change from all the industrial buildings we did this past year.”

“Oh, those are so pretty! You should build us a log cabin when we’re ready to move into something more permanent.”

“Maybe I will.” David gave his wife a deep kiss and checked his watch. He sighed and said, “Sorry, hun. I’ve got to get going. I should be back around seven tonight.” Maria nodded, ignoring the glaring lie sitting between them. “Have a good day at work.”

“You too.”

David left the kitchen and a few minutes later Maria heard the grumble of his old truck. After he pulled away, Maria let out a gusty sigh. As much as she’d love to get back into bed, or head upstairs and return to the sanctuary of her studio, she knew that wasn’t in the cards. She couldn’t let David down and ruin the vacation they’d been dreaming about for years. It was time to get back to the job hunt.
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Chapter 2

Maria squared her shoulders, lifted her chin, and walked into the building. It was massive, easily one of the biggest buildings in town. The marble floor, while beautiful, made the space feel cold, and the thought of working here made her stomach turn.

But, if she could ace this interview today, then it would solve all of her problems. SouthEast Bank was one of the biggest chains in their area. They paid well, offered great benefits, and even offered some paid time off that she could use for their vacation. It would definitely end up being another boring, soul-sucking, inspiration-crushing job. But it would save her ass. She could tell David that she simply found a better opportunity. He’d never know that she’d gotten fired or that she’d been lying to him and pretending to go to work for weeks now.

Maria walked up to a teller and gave him her best professional smile. “Hi, how can I help you?” The man asked.

“Hello, I’m here for an interview with Mr. McCarthy. My name is Maria.”

“Of course. I’ll give him a call and let him know that you’re here. Please feel free to take a seat. He should be right out.”

“Thank you.”

Maria made her way over to a row of chairs lining the southern wall of the bank. Rather than sitting, she admired the artwork displayed on the wall. The paintings were mostly copies of famous pieces that she’d expect to see in this type of institution. She studied Vincent Van Gogh’s Starry Night, Claude Monet’s Water Lilies, and Edward Hopper’s Nighthawks, appreciating their unique brush strokes and evocative images.

After a while, a voice startled her out of her reverie, “Interested in art, Mrs. Brulent?”

Maria whirled around, her heart pounding as if she’d been caught in the act of something obscene. She placed a hand on her chest and laughed. “Yes, actually. I love to paint in my spare time. You must be Mr. McCarthy?”

“Yes. Unfortunately, I’ve never been much of an art aficionado myself, but I can appreciate a good painting. Let’s go into the back and we’ll get your interview started.”

Mr. McCarthy held out his hand to indicate the way and Maria set off, taking deep breaths to calm her quaking nerves. They walked into the back of the bank and into the bank manager’s office.

Maria sat in front of his mahogany desk, the chair surprisingly comfortable. Mr. McCarthy sat across from her and placed his hands on his desk. He gave her a gentle smile, sending off warning signals in Maria’s brain.

“Normally, Mrs. Brulent, I’d start off a job interview by asking a little about your experience and why you want to work with us. However, my brother-in-law is the manager of Homestead Solutions and, when I called to check your references, he explained that you’d been let go from your secretarial position at their local office three weeks ago.”

Maria’s heart dropped and pressure built behind her eyes. She cleared her throat and clenched her hands in her lap as blood rushed to her cheeks. “Yes, I suppose you’d like to know what happened there?” Mr. McCarthy nodded, his sharp eyes making Maria feel incredibly small. Perhaps this had been a mistake. “Unfortunately, I lost sight of my priorities for a time. I focused too much on my passions outside of work and didn’t devote enough time to the company. But, I’ve realized my mistake and I’m ready to commit myself to a new job.”

Mr. McCarthy’s smile turned almost pitying and Maria had to suppress the desire to spit at him. She hated that expression. “While I appreciate your candor, Mrs. Brulent, and our company does highly-value a positive work-life balance, I’m afraid I can’t offer you the position. We need people who are reliable and passionate about what they do here. I’m sorry to have wasted your time.”

Humiliation washed over Maria’s face as she cleared her throat and quickly stood. She gave him an awkward smile before turning and darting out of the room. She’d never had a job interview go so poorly before in her entire life. Being fired from one of the most reputable companies in town was bound to cause some aftershocks, but this really sucked.

She practically ran out of the bank, her heels clicking against the marble floors just as quickly as her heart beat against her chest. Within minutes, she was back in her car and eager to return home to the safety of her studio. She’d pick herself back up again and start looking for work tomorrow. But for today, Maria was done.
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Chapter 3

She was so close!

This was going to be her best painting yet. But there was something missing about it. She surveyed the swirling colors and erratic shapes on the canvas with sharp eyes, desperate to see what her gut was telling her. The painting was missing something. But what?

Before she could figure it out, a knock on her studio’s door shook Maria out of the nearly trance-like state she’d been in since she entered her studio after that disaster of an interview.

She turned as the door opened and took a step back at the look on David’s face. His eyes were dark, and his expression somber. Clearly, something bad had happened today.

“What’s wrong?” She quickly set her paintbrush down and made her way over to him.

David held out a hand, stopping her in her tracks, and said, “We need to talk. Come downstairs when you’re ready.”

He turned and was gone before Maria could process what he’d said. Clearly, something serious had upset her husband today. Maria didn’t want to believe it, but she could only assume that she’d found out about her job— or lack of a job, really.

But, how? She’d been so careful. She got up at the same time as she always did and left the house as if she were going to work. She never came home early if there was a chance David might come home early. Panic rose up in Maria’s throat, and she tried to swallow it down.

Her hands shook as she moved back over to the canvas that didn’t seem as important now as it had just a few moments ago. She cleaned up her space, carefully putting the caps back on her paint bottles.

The skin on Maria’s neck tingled as fear mingled with the anxiety racing through her heart. She and David had never gotten into a real fight before. Sure, they’d had disagreements and arguments over the years. But she’d never lied to him about something so serious. She’d never kept something from him for weeks like this. What was he going to do?

Maria took a few deep breaths and left her studio. She made her way downstairs, feeling as if she was walking into a courtroom. This wasn’t going to end well. She couldn’t imagine how she’d feel if the roles were reversed.

Actually, she could imagine it. She’d be furious and hurt and questioning the strength of their relationship.

Her stomach twisted as she made her way into the kitchen, pausing in the entryway. David was sitting at the table, his face set like stone. His eyes flicked up to meet hers, and the anger burning in them made her want to run away and hide.

“Sit down.” It wasn’t a suggestion, and Maria didn’t think now was the time to hesitate, so she quickly made her way over to the table and sat down.

“David-” Maria began, desperate to cobble together some sort of defense for what she’d done.

“Don’t.” David shook his head and starred down into the cold cup of coffee he was cradling between his hands. He took a deep breath, looked back up, and said, “I tried to bring you flowers today.”

His words sucked the air out of Maria’s lungs, and she deflated in her seat. Tears gathered in her eyes and she tried again to speak, “Please, just let me explain.”

“Not yet.” David cleared his throat, leaned forward, and said, “I talked to Martha. She said you hadn’t been to the office in weeks. Rumor was that you were fired. So, I talked to your boss. Or, your ex-boss. He told me what happened.”

“I’m so sorry.” Maria spoke in a rush, desperate to fill this awful void she’d created between them. “I really am. It was an accident-”

“You accidentally came in late eight times in one month and took five days off after you’d already used up all of your personal time?”

The tremble in David’s voice told Maria that he was particularly angry. She’d never seen him this furious with her, and being the source of his anger wasn’t a pleasant feeling.

“I just- I was just really into my art these past few months. I kept staying up really late so I wouldn’t take time off, but then I wouldn’t make it into work on time-”

“You told me that you were allowed to come in late, as long as you stayed late to make up the time. So that was a lie?”

“Well, yes, but I-”

“So, you lied about that. You didn’t tell me when you got fired. You didn’t tell me about the five days off you took. And you’ve been lying to me for weeks! Pretending to go to work this whole time while, in reality, you’ve been holed up in your studio. Is that right?”

David’s voice rose as he spoke until his final question rang through the room like a gunshot. She sat hunched in her seat, her eyes glued to the table. “Yes,” she whispered.

“Yes, what?”

Maria’s eyes shot up to meet David’s. She quickly realized he wasn’t kidding, and a cold sweat broke out across her forehead. They’d played around with Dominance and submission in the bedroom, but it had never crossed into their everyday lives. Until now, apparently.

“Yes, sir.”

David nodded. He leaned back, crossing his arms over his chest. Maria couldn’t help but notice the way his muscles bulged through his shirt, and she quickly looked away. Her stomach ached with nerves, but a deeper part of her yearned for whatever was coming next. It was an odd sensation, this mixture of fear and anticipation, and it was a part of herself she’d never truly understood before meeting David.

“Okay. We have two options. We can deal with this like a normal couple would. Which means I’m pissed off for weeks while you walk around feeling guilty all day. You eventually get some job you hate again, and after months, maybe we put the incident to bed. Or, we can deal with it my way.”

Maria squirmed in her seat, unable to help the automatic reaction she had to the tone of David’s voice. The low, authoritative way he spoke never failed to set her one fire, and even a situation as serious as this apparently wasn’t an exception.

“What’s your way?”

“You already know the answer to that.” David’s voice was sharp, but it wasn’t unkind. Maria bit her lip, her mind racing. She knew whatever punishment David planned for her wouldn’t be pleasant, but it would certainly be better than having an angry, hurt husband for weeks. And it would ease her guilt.

“David-”

“I won’t try to convince you to do anything you don’t want to do. But you know what your options are, and I’d like an answer now.”

Maria didn’t need any time to think. She knew which option she was going to choose. “Your way.”

“Then get your ass upstairs and get ready for me.”
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Chapter 4

The air felt still and cold as Maria waited, posed at the side of the bed as David had instructed. Her nipples were hard, and her skin was covered in goosebumps. She was incredibly nervous, scared even, but she couldn’t deny the charged excitement racing through her veins.

She and David started exploring a BDSM relationship back in college when they first met. It was something she’d always been interested in but never thought she’d actually get the opportunity to explore.

But David was so confident. He knew exactly what to do and how to put her at ease. He understood her darkest desires and made her feel safe when she shared them. There was nothing she said that surprised him, and there was never a single moment where he made her feel weird or wrong for liking the things she fantasized about.

David taught her that there was a difference between fantasy and reality. He explained that just because she enjoyed things in a consensual and safe environment didn’t mean she’d condone them in reality.

A punishment between spouses where they both agreed to rules and boundaries was far different from a man beating his wife. David helped Maria give herself permission to enjoy her fantasies, and she’d forever be grateful to him for that.

It wasn’t long before David entered the room. He walked in with steady feet, his strong legs carrying him over to her prone form without hesitation. Maria shivered as he drew near, the cold and her nerves getting the best of her for the moment.

David stood over her for a moment, perhaps studying her position. Maria straightened her spine slightly, keeping her head lowered. She was desperate to show her remorse. If she was perfectly behaved during her punishment, then perhaps it’d be that much easier for him to forgive her.

“Stand.”

The weighted command filled Maria’s lungs with breath again. She quickly rose from her knees. standing before her husband without a stitch of clothing on. She breathed deeply, feeling the collar move against her throat as her body struggled to breathe through the anxiety and anticipation.

David grasped Maria’s wrist and sat on the edge of the bed. He pulled her face down over his lap. She tried not to squirm against his thick thigh muscles. She knew what was coming next and, against her best efforts, her muscles tensed in anticipation.

Maria jumped when David’s hand began rubbing her butt gently. After a few minutes, Maria began to relax, and a sense of calm washed over her.

“Why are you being punished, Maria?”

“Because I lied to you and hid things from you. I’m sorry, sir.”

“You were very naughty, Maria. Normally, I’d have a lot of fun spanking you. But you understand that this isn’t going to be a fun spanking, right? It’s going to hurt. A lot.”

Maria shivered at the dark note in his voice. She swallowed against the rising fear and cleared her throat. “Yes, sir. I understand.”

“Good. Then let’s get started.”

The first swat drove the air out of Maria’s lungs with such force that she was actually afraid she wouldn’t be able to breathe through her punishment. But David gave her a moment before delivering the next one. He quickly settled into a rhythm as his rough and calloused hand fell on her bottom again and again.

A painful sting spread across her ass as David offered less and less recovery time before swats. Maria began to squirm as the prickling heat spread across her skin. It quickly became more painful than a sunburn, and her muscles tensed in fear as she realized just how intense of a punishment this was going to be.

Smack. The sound reverberated through their small bedroom as David worked his wife over, aiming more and more for her sensitive sit spots and the tops of her thighs. Maria began to whimper desperately as the pain became unmanageable.

“David-”

“Is that how you address me when you’re being punished?”

A particularly brutal swat to the top of Maria’s left thigh forced a tear from her eye and she threw a hand back desperately. “Please, sir, I’m sorry.”

David grabbed her hand and moved it to the small of her back. He held onto her wrist tightly as he began spanking her, building the force behind each swat as painful seconds turned to excruciating minutes.

Maria’s feet began to kick out desperately and she couldn’t stop herself from pleading with her husband. “Please, I’m sorry I lied to you. It’ll never happen again!”

“You’re damn right it won’t happen again.” David stopped spanking her and Maria held her breath nervously. Was it over already? That was pretty bad, but if he stopped now, she’d consider herself lucky. “Stand up,” David ordered.

Maria pushed herself off her husband’s lap with shaky hands. He stood as well, but the expression on his face told her that it wasn’t time for aftercare yet. Her stomach dropped as his hands went to his belt.

“Please-” she begged, tears leaking from her eyes. He’d never used his belt on her before, and the very thought was terrifying.

“Bend over the bed.”

There was no room for compromise in David’s voice, and Maria knew she didn’t have a snowball’s chance in hell of talking her way out of this one. She sniffled and gave David a wide-eye’d look. He pulled his belt through the loops of his pants, folded it in half, and used it to point at the bed.

Maria took a deep breath and positioned herself over the edge of the bed. She buried her face in the bedspread and tried to calm her breathing. But her entire body was shaking, and she wasn’t sure she could get through this. Her ass already hurt so much and she couldn’t imagine how much more pain she would be in after David wielded his belt.

“Put your hands behind your back,” David ordered. Maria did so immediately, choking back a sob. He grasped her wrists and leaned down, planting a soft kiss on her shoulder. He put his mouth close to her ear and whispered, “You’re doing very well. You’re getting ten with my belt, and then your punishment is over.”

Ten? Maria wanted to cry or panic, but she had to remind herself that it was her own fault that she was being punished. And she trusted her husband to know what she could and couldn’t take.

She felt him shift behind her, drawing himself up to his full height. A moment later, the belt fell across her ass. This did, she did scream.

The pain was so much worse than she expected. It felt like she’d been branded, but David didn’t give her a chance to adjust to the awful sensation before the next blow landed.

He whipped her quickly and efficiently, never slowing down or giving her a chance to beg for mercy. Maria was lost in a world of pain and regret, and she barely even noticed when David helped her up from the bed.

David pulled Maria against his chest and let her cry. He rubbed his hand against her back, making soothing noises as she sobbed against his chest.

When she’d calmed a little, he moved them to the bed and held her in his arms, whispering reassurances and stroking her hair until she finally fell into a deep sleep.
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Chapter 5

When Maria woke, it was morning. David’s half of the bed was empty, and Maria’s stomach coiled with fear. Surely, he wouldn’t leave after such an intense evening, right?

She rolled off her side and cried out as her raw ass made contact with the bed. Maria sprung up, tears in her eyes, and nearly jumped out of her skin when the door opened.

David walked in, his eyes gentle, and his expression opened. He walked over to his wife and pulled her into a deep kiss. When they pulled apart, David smiled down at her and kissed her forehead.

“Come with me. There’s something I want to show you.”

Maria quickly threw on a nightgown and followed her husband. He led her to her studio and went inside. She hesitated before going in. She’d considered giving up her art, considering all the trouble it had caused them. But it would break her heart to never pick up a paintbrush again.

She walked inside the room and gasped. David had completely transformed her studio. Gone were the cheap easels and other supplies she’d bought for a discount at their local crafts store.

In their place were quality materials and supplies that real painters used. He’d replaced her paints, hung up the pieces she’d finished and left scattered around the room, and made her studio look like the one she’d always dreamed of having.

“I wanted you to know that I still support your art, despite what happened. I love how passionate you are, and you’re really good. I was planning on doing this for your birthday, but that’s still a few months away, and I thought you could use a little extra aftercare after last night. So, if you want to spend today painting-”

Maria rushed her husband and threw herself into his arms. They kissed deeply, timelessly, and when she pulled back, she whispered, “I want to spend today with you.”

David walked them back until Maria was pressed between him and the wall. He kissed her again and reached his hand underneath her nightgown. His fingers found their way inside her, and she moaned into his mouth.

Frantic hands moved against each other’s bodies as they scrambled to get David’s pants down. Maria jumped up, wrapping her legs around his waist. He held her easily, as if she weighed no more than a feather, and drove into her forcefully.

He placed his hands on her sore ass and squeezed as he fucked her, sending a ricochet of pain through her body. It mingled perfectly with the pleasure of him inside her, sending a spiral of sensations through her core too quickly for her to process.

She dug her fingers sharply into his shoulders, needing him to get closer. They moved against each other like the crazy college students they once were, working themselves to their pleasure quickly.

When they were finished, Maria stared at David with wide eyes full of love passion. He smiled down at her in contentment.

“Let’s use the toys next.”

The End.
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