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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.


Chapter 5

Once Natalie was in position, Rowan moved to stand beside her and removed her belt. He loved the way she tensed as she heard the buckle and the leather sliding through the loops of his pants. He folded the belt over in his hand and placed a hand on her lower back, applying just enough pressure to let her know she needed to stay still.

Rowan raised the belt and smacked it across her ass without warning. She jumped, letting out a small yelp, and quickly fell back into position. He brought the belt down again and again as she trembled under his hand.

“You know better than to drink and drive, Natalie.”

Whack!

Whack!

“You could have killed someone else or yourself!”

Whack!

Whack!

“You could be in jail right now. You should have called me or waited until Mark could drive you home.”

She twisted under his hand now, desperate to escape the punishing blows. Rowan didn’t slow down and continued to whip her in a steady rhythm. Once she was rolling her hips and kicking her legs, he paused to tug her pants and panties down to her ankles.

* * *

Natalie whimpered as cool air hit her burning, exposed bottom. She knew Rowan still had a lengthy punishment planned for her, but she couldn’t imagine taking much more of this.

“Ah!” A scream flew from her lips as he brought the belt down on her naked ass without warning. Another swat quickly followed the first, and she gripped the couch cushions as tightly as she could.

Tears flowed down her face as Rowan continued to whip her. Her ass was burning, and each new lick of the belt fueled the finger and left an agonizing sting in its wake. She twisted, moaning, desperate to escape.

Rowan said nothing, apparently done lecturing her, as he continued to punish her bottom. Natalie tensed and relaxed her body in a frenzied attempt to stay in position, but it was useless. Her instincts begged her to escape the pain.

“Please, sir. M-my hands.” Natalie whimpered, tears tracking down her face. Rowan paused the spanking to collect her hands and hold them against the small of her back. Without a word, he continued whipping her, and Natalie howled.

Her body moved without her consent, rolling, twisting, and kicking out against the pain. The burn in her ass was becoming unbearable, and she started begging her husband to stop.

“Please, please! No more, sir! I can’t!”

He didn’t even pause as the belt fell against her ass again and again. When Natalie thought the pain couldn’t possibly get any worse, she collapsed over the back of the couch and sobbed.

Rowan gave her several more licks with the belt, sending Natalie’s senses spiraling as waves of pain washed over her again and again. When he finally stopped, she was a mess of tears and regret.


Chapter 6

Rowan sat on the couch with his naughty wife in his lap and did his best to comfort her. He’d never punished her that brutally before, but it was necessary. He would not allow her to put herself or others in danger like that again. Despite the fact that he knew her ass was burning, her punishment wasn’t over yet.

Once Natalie was calm, Rowan ordered her to head to the bathroom and clean herself up. He went into the kitchen and pulled out a pad of paper and pen from their junk drawer, then returned to the living room to wait for her.

She walked back into the room slowly, almost limping. The pain was written in the tension in her face and the slumped set of her shoulders. The sight of her looking so subdued and properly punished made his cock ache, but he ignored it for now.

“You’re going to sit and write, ‘I will not drink and drive’, one hundred times.” Rowan pulled out the straight-backed wooden chair in front of their writer’s desk as he spoke. Natalie looked up at him with wide, red-rimmed eyes, her lip trembling.

“Yes, sir.”

She hissed as she sat on her punished bottom but didn’t try to argue about her punishment. Rowan left her to complete her lines and didn’t come back into the room until she’d called for him. He checked over her lines while she sat biting her lip, squirming in discomfort.

“Good girl. You’ve taken your punishment very well so far.” Natalie’s eyes lit up at the praise, and Rowan gave her a smile. “You will be spanked every night for the rest of the week, but your punishment is over for today.”

“Every night, sir?”

Rowan reached out and ran a finger down her cheek, his arousal expanding at the way she shuddered under his touch. “Yes, little one. Every night. Today, however, there’s something else I want to do with you.”


Chapter 7

Natalie’s breath came in short, quick pants. She was lying on their bed, naked and spread eagle. Rowan had tied her to the bed and placed a blindfold over her eyes, then told her to wait patiently. She sucked at waiting patiently, and her raw ass hurt every time she moved.

Suddenly, Rowan ran a finger over her nipples, and she whimpered. “You’re going to be a very good girl for me today, aren’t you?”

“Yes, sir,” she said, moaning as he took one of her nipples into his mouth. He swirled his tongue around her nipple until the bud was rock hard, then gave the other side the same treatment.

Once they were both standing at attention, she felt a cold metal brush against her nipple. Natalie tensed and tried to arch away from the feeling, but Rowan placed a hand around her throat and squeezed to keep her in place.

He attached clamps to both of her nipples as Natalie whimpered and writhed underneath him. The pain was intense, but it made her clit throb with need. Rowan climbed onto the bed and positioned himself against her entrance.

“Do you want me to fuck you, baby?”

“Yes, sir. Please fuck me. Please?”

Rowan pushed inside her with a single sharp thrust, and her pussy burned as it stretched to accommodate him. While she enjoyed making love to her husband, there was something about being tied up and fully at his mercy while he railed her that brought her pleasure unlike anything else.

Rowan punished her pussy, fucking her hard and fast. Natalie writhed underneath him, the pleasure building inside her middle. Her clit throbbed in tune with her racing heart, and she tugged wildly against the restraints.

“Please, sir! Touch my clit. Make me come! Please!”

“Do you think you deserve an orgasm, naughty girl?”

Natalie gasped as he tugged on the nipple clamps and a wave of pain overtook the neediness in her clit.

“I-I can’t think. Just please make me come. Please.”

“No. You aren’t going to come for the rest of the week, Natalie. But I enjoy making you beg for it.”

“What? No!”

Rowan growled and started slamming into her harder. “You don’t tell me no.”

She whined, writhed, and gasped as he fucked her like never before. Rowan came with a grunt and rolled off of her, leaving her panting and needy.

“Please, sir.” She twisted her head from side to side, wishing she could see him, but it was no use.

“I’ll be right back, Natalie.”

“Wait, no! Don’t go.” The sound of Rowan’s footsteps leaving the room made tears of frustration build behind Natalie’s eyes. She didn’t bother blinking them away and let them bleed out, desperate for some kind of release.

Rowan walked back into the room, and a cool, damp cloth was placed over her clit and pussy. Natalie cried out, arching, but Rowan grabbed her hips and held her in place. He then removed the nipple clamps, and Natalie yelped as blood rushed back into her abused nubs.

“My poor, needy girl. You shouldn’t have been so naughty. Now you have to wait an entire week before you can come.”

“Please.” Natalie sobbed, but the throbbing in her sex was already waning as the cool cloth eased her engorged clit. Rowan undid her blindfold and gave her a chaste kiss, then set about untying her.

“Go take a cool shower, baby. We’re going out to lunch after.”

“But… you’re really not going to let me come?”

Rowan grinned at her, his eyes glinting with mischief. “Nope, but I’ll make sure you beg for it at least once a day during your week of punishments.”

The End.
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