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Chapter 1

Running toward the car, Emma unlocked it and flung her bags into the backseat. She giggled to herself as she climbed into the driver’s seat and took off. She loved shopping! Of course, Ben would be irritated when she got home and saw her new treasures, but he’d get over it once she put on the new lingerie she’d bought.

It was a simple one-piece slip with lacy trim and material so sheer it was see-through. Emma knew it would drive her new husband wild. She couldn’t wait to get home, throw it on, pull out her toys, and wait for him to get off of work.

They’d only been married for five months, but the stress of married life was already beginning to affect them. They still had plenty of sex, but things were becoming more strained between them. Taking on a mortgage on only Ben’s income had been a risk, especially since Emma tended to cope with life by indulging in retail therapy.

Just last week, they’d gotten into a fight over her spending habits. Emma had only bought some new makeup, but she’d forgotten to tell Ben about the charges to his credit card until their car insurance failed to go through, and he got an email about it. That had sucked.

Ben was furious. He threatened to take away the credit card and made a ridiculous statement about how she clearly needed some discipline in her life. Emma had rarely experienced discipline growing up. She was the baby of the family, with three older brothers to protect her and a single father who worked his ass off to provide for them.

She could admit she was spoiled, but it wasn’t like she was a bad person. And Ben was completely wrong when he said she didn’t understand the value of a dollar. She definitely did! Emma just had complete faith in Ben to provide for them. There was nothing wrong with her spending habits.

Emma pulled up to their gorgeous two-bedroom home and hurried inside with her goodies. Along with the lingerie, she’d bought some new decor for their home and a pair of heels. You just never knew when you’d need a pair of cheery red wedges, and Emma loved to be prepared.

She put up the new decorations she’d bought, then hurried upstairs. Tonight was going to be fun. Ben was due home in less than an hour, and Emma was going to make sure she had everything ready for him.

Emma went around their bedroom, drew the curtains, and then quickly changed into the slip. It felt soft and luxurious against her skin and was definitely worth the money she’d paid for it. She knew Ben would think so too, once he got home and saw her in it.

She went over to the closet and pulled out their bag of toys. They weren’t super kinky, but they both liked to have a little fun in the bedroom. Emma shifted through the bag and pulled out a vibrator, anal plug, lube, blindfold, and soft handcuffs.

Going back over to the bed, Emma dumped the toys and sat giddily. She never put a plug in herself. Ben said he enjoyed doing that, and she loved how excited it made him, so she set it on the nightstand along with the bottle of lube. That should please him.

Emma placed the handcuffs delicately on the pillow and set the blindfold next to them. Then, she picked up the vibrator and gave it a hungry look. She checked the alarm clock on their bedside table and shrugged. Ben wouldn’t be home for another half an hour, at least. He wouldn’t mind if she got started without him.


Chapter 2

Ben trudged out of the warehouse and yawned. He’d had another long day, but the overtime would be worth it. Their bills were manageable, but only if they stuck to a strict budget. Keeping Emma on a budget was like trying to bottle a hurricane, and Ben was growing frustrated with his new wife.

He loved Emma dearly, but she lacked discipline. Ben’s father had been a cop, and his mother was a school principal, so discipline was something that had been instilled into him from a very young age.

Emma was the complete opposite. Her father and brothers had let her get away with murder and fiercely defended her against anyone who accused her of wrongdoing. It wasn’t that Emma was a bad person or went out of her way to do something wrong, but she didn’t understand the consequences of her actions most of the time.

Ben had tried to reason with her. He tried drawing up a budget and going through it with her line by line. But the credit card bills kept wracking up and, short of throwing her over his knee and revoking her credit card privileges, he didn’t know what else to do to get through to her.

Their fight last week had been the worst one of their entire relationship. Ben had gotten very close to dishing out some real punishment, but he’d held himself back. She’d pleaded with him to give her another chance and apologized for overspending again. He just hoped Emma had listened when he warned her of what would happen if she didn’t control herself.

Ben climbed into his old, beat-up truck and checked his phone. There were a few email notifications, which he went to dismiss, but the name of his credit card company stopped him. He opened the email, feeling his temper flare, and stared in disbelief at the message.

Emma went shopping and spent money they didn’t have to spend today. Again. What was that girl thinking? This was the last thing Ben wanted to deal with after a twelve-hour shift, and he clenched his teeth at the thought of his wife’s wide doe eyes and endless excuses that awaited him. They couldn’t keep going like this. Ben was going to beat her ass when he got home.

* * *

Ben stormed into the house, kicked his work boots off, and looked around for his wayward wife. He was surprised she didn’t immediately jump out at him when he got home, and figured she must know that he was pissed.

After checking the downstairs, Ben headed up to the bedroom. The sight that greeted him when he opened the door stopped him in his tracks and sent a wave of arousal straight to his cock. Emma was lying on the bed, with a vibrator sitting next to her that she’d clearly just used, and her legs spread wide open.

Ben took in the toys set out on the bed and table, then glanced around and noted the candles. He frowned, feeling a little panicked. It wasn’t anyone’s anniversary or birthday. Did she do all this to try to distract him from the fact that she’d just racked up another large credit card bill?

“Hi, honey!” Emma’s cheerful voice pulled Ben out of his thoughts, and he stepped further into the bedroom, closing the door behind him.

“What’s going on here, Emma?”

“I know you had a long day at work, and you’re probably exhausted, but I was hoping you’d want to play tonight.”

Ben blinked as he took in the brand-new lingerie Emma was wearing. Icy anger swirled through his veins as he approached the bed, and Emma leaned away from him, looking nervous.

“What I want to do is hear you apologize for the credit card charges I saw once I got out of work.”

Emma looked up at him with her wide, guilty eyes, and Ben crossed his arms over his chest, taking a deep breath.

“I’m sorry, babe. But, I got us some great new decorations for downstairs and this really cute outfit-”

“You are in so much trouble,” Ben growled, stepping right up to the edge of the bed. He reached down and grabbed Emma’s arm, hauling her off the bed.

Ben sat, then tugged his wife over his lap. She squealed and immediately tried to push back up with her hands, but Ben held her in place. Emma struggled for a moment, swearing loudly, and Ben landed a heavy swat on her ass.

“Hey!” Emma twisted to look over her shoulder and glared at Ben. He gave her a cold look in response, then watched with grim satisfaction as the anger drained from her face. Little creases formed around Emma’s eyes as her eyes widened at him. “You can’t be serious.”

“What did I tell you would happen if I caught you overspending again?”

“But- but, I only got things we need!”

Ben gave her another firm spank, then shifted her forward up his lap. She turned back around with a whimper.

“We did not need new decorations for the downstairs. We already have too many knickknacks! And you didn’t need any new lingerie.”

“You don’t like it?”

The uncertainty in Emma’s voice made Ben feel a little bad for his wife. She’d always been insecure about her body, though he couldn’t understand why. Ben rubbed her butt in firm, soothing circles and said, “You look gorgeous, baby. But you can’t keep spending money like this. We need to stick to the budget I showed you.”

“I know, but I just wanted to get us nice things!”

“I understand, but it’s not acceptable for you to keep going over budget like this. Do you remember what I said last time we had this conversation?” Emma shook her head and Ben imaged her adorable pout in his mind. Her cuteness wouldn’t save her from a spanking this time. He was glad he’d decided to have this conversation with her over his lap. “I said if this happened again, you’d get a spanking, didn’t I?”

“Please don’t spank me.” The whine in Emma’s voice made Ben grin. His cock twitched as he wondered how wet she was already. Emma might be a bit nervous, but he knew how much she enjoyed being dominated. Her spanking was going to hurt, but he’d make it all better after.

“You earned a spanking, baby. You’re going to be a good girl and take everything I give you. Understand?”

Emma sighed. “Yes, sir.”


Chapter 3

Emma laid over Ben’s lap and pouted as he moved the sheer fabric of her slip up over her ass. She felt his hand rub her bottom and relaxed over his lap, only to jump up with a shriek as he gave her a hard swat.

The sting drove her crazy, and she reached a hand back to rub the spot. Ben captured her hand and held it against the small of her back as he started laying a flurry of smacks down on her bottom.

“You are done overspending, young lady. We are not going into debt because you want a new pair of shoes or a new outfit! This is unacceptable behavior.”

Emma groaned and writhed over his lap. She didn’t have a high pain tolerance, and the sting in her bottom was becoming unbearable. She didn’t know how much more she could take, and she knew Ben was only just getting started.

“If I catch you going over budget one more time, then you’re losing your credit card privilege.”

“No!”

“Yes.” Ben’s voice turned icy as the spanks became even harder. Emma cried out and started kicking her legs. She flung her free hand behind her, and Ben paused. She heard him grab the handcuffs, and her stomach clenched in fear. Emma tried to pull her hands back in front of her, but Ben was too quick.

Her hands were restrained behind her back before she could blink, and Emma whined as Ben started spanking her again. The sting quickly turned into a burn, and she knew her butt must be bright red by now.

“Please, Ben! I won’t overspend again! I’m sorry!”

Miraculously, the barrage on her ass stopped, and Emma drew in a deep, shaky breath. Ben had never spanked her that hard before, and she couldn’t imagine taking more than that.

“You were very naughty, Emma. I think you need more punishment.”

Emma’s body went rigid with fear. “Please-”

“You’ll take what I give you.” Ben cut her off in a hard voice. Emma whimpered and listened intently as her husband grabbed the items off the nightstand.

She kicked out her legs as a finger slid between her ass cheeks. The lube on his finger was chilly and Emma tensed as Ben probed at her back entrance.

“Relax, Emma. It will hurt if you don’t.”

Emma took a deep breath and tried to force her muscles to open up for Ben. She felt the familiar burn as his finger slid inside her. It almost mirrored the burn in her ass and Emma shifted over Ben’s lap, whining.

He slid his finger in and out a few times, twisting it and stretching her. Before she knew it, the tip of her small plug was poking against her, and she wiggled nervously.

“Ben, please-”

He’d never plugged her during a spanking like this. Emma couldn’t imagine taking a spanking with a plug in her ass. Would it make the spanking hurt even worse?”

“Deep breath, Emma.” Without preparing her further, Ben slid the plug deep inside her until it was seated tightly in her ass. Emma clenched around it and breathed through her teeth until the burn eased into a pleasant sensation of fullness.

“Good girl.” Ben’s approval made Emma’s heart clench. She’d take any punishment he gave her as long as he kept loving her. “I’m just going to spank you with my hand tonight. But if I need to punish you for this again, I’ll use my belt.”

The thought of Ben using his belt on her sore ass made Emma tense up in fear. Her butt burned, and the plug in her ass made it hard for her to fully tense up that area. Maybe that was why Ben wanted to plug her before continuing her spanking.

“Try to stay still, baby.”

Emma’s spanking continued in earnest then, and Emma immediately cried out. Having the plug in made the spanking more intense, and after only a few minutes, she could feel tears sliding down her cheeks.

“Please, Ben. I’ll stop shopping so much. I’m sorry.”

“I know you are, baby. I want you to remember this spanking the next time you consider using that credit card for something you know you shouldn’t. Because I’m serious about using my belt next time.”

The burn in Emma’s bottom became overwhelming as each new spank sent a ripple of pain across her skin. The swats continued hard and fast, and Emma writhed over Ben’s lap, twisting, turning, and cursing that damn butt plug. It seemed to be making her spanking feel so much worse, as if the spanks reverberated even deeper inside of her than normal and cause a burn deep inside her belly.

Emma finally collapsed over Ben’s lap and sobbed. There was nothing she could do to convince him to stop spanking her, and she didn’t have the strength left to continue fighting the pain.

A wave of sensations and emotions crashed over Emma as she lay helpless over Ben’s lap. She finally realized the spanking had ended and Ben was rubbing her back in short, soothing circles. He undid her handcuffs and Emma pulled her hands in front of her.

“It’s okay, baby. You took your spanking very well. You’re my good girl.”

His words eased the pain in her chest but did nothing to cool the burn on her skin. Her ass was on fire and her cheeks felt hot from the tears. Emma heaved in shuddering breaths one after another while Ben comforted her.

“That hurt,” she whined, sniffling.

Ben chuckled above her. “I’m sure it did. Spankings are meant to hurt. If it didn’t feel like a punishment, then you wouldn’t think twice before misbehaving again.”

Emma pouted even though Ben couldn’t see her face. She squirmed over his lap as the heat on her ass and inside traveled straight to her clit. Ben’s hand stilled on her back and Emma wiggled a bit more insistently.

“My good girl wants to come, doesn’t she? Did it turn you on when I put you over my knee, plugged your butt, and spanked you?”

“Yes, sir. I want to come now. Please?”

“Well, you were a very good girl during your spanking. And you asked me very nicely, so I guess I’ll let you come.”

Ben helped Emma stand and then gave her a tight hug. She melted into his arms and whimpered when he pulled back.

“You’re going to do everything I say, Emma. If you don’t, you won’t get to come.”

“I’ll be a good girl. I promise.”

“I know you will, baby. Lay on your back now.”


Chapter 4

Ben stood over his wife and grinned at the grumpy look on her face as her sore ass touched their bedspread. Despite what she was probably thinking right now, Ben had went easy on her tonight. But he wouldn’t go easy on her next time if they had to have this conversation again.

He ordered her to spread her legs, then climbed onto the bed and ran his finger in tiny, teasing circles around her pussy. Emma whimpered, bucking up against his, but didn’t speak. She was in full good girl mode, and Ben loved it.

Taking care of Emma was the best part of his life. That included punishing her and giving her pleasure. Now that the punishment was out of the way, it was time to move on to pleasure.

Reaching over, Ben grabbed the vibrator and turned it on. He held it on his wife’s clit with the softest of touches and placed a hand on her lower stomach to keep her from grinding against it.

Emma moaned and he felt her body go rigid underneath his hand. Her head whipped from side to side as she bit her lip and desperately tried to keep herself under control. She knew better than to come without permission, but the fullness of her bright pink pussy told Ben she was unbearably close.

He removed the vibrator and caught Emma’s hand before she could touch her clit.

“Please, Ben! Please!”

“Not yet, baby.”

Ben grabbed the handcuffs from beside them and secured her hands over her head, lopping the chain linking the cuffs around their headboard. She tugged against the restraints, making a delicious mewling noise that sent a rush of arousal straight to Ben’s cock.

“Do you want me to fuck you, baby?” Ben slipped the blindfold over her eyes as she spoke and grinned at the way she whimpered.

“Yes, sir. Please fuck me. Please, I need to come.”

“God, I love listening to you beg when you’re all tied up and needy.” Ben’s voice lowered to a growl as he spoke and Emma writhed beneath him.

Ben got off the bed, tore his clothes off, and jumped back onto the bed, making Emma giggle with delight. He laid a trail of kisses down her neck and stomach, then stopped just above her clit.

“Ben!”

“What do you need, baby?”

“Fuck me, please! Make me come.”

Ben grinned and lined himself up, then drove himself deep into his wife’s tight, wet pussy. She cried out, arching off the bed, and he waited until she’d relaxed around him before pulling out and slamming back in.

Emma cried out again and Ben watched as her hands clenched and unclenched. He started fucking her hard, fast, and without pause. Her small body writhed underneath him and the noises he made threatened to make Ben come embarrassingly quickly.

He quickly grabbed the vibrator and pressed it against Emma’s clit again. She screamed, her hips twisting to avoid the powerful sensation. Ben kept the vibrator against her clit as he fucked her and groaned as her pussy clenched around him.

Ben couldn’t last when Emma came while he was inside her. The walls of her pussy clamped down around his cock, squeezing him of every last drop he could possibly produce. Ben gave a few more short, rough thrusts and collapsed beside his wife.

They together, panting and recovering from their orgasms. After a few minutes Ben stood and made his way into the bathroom. He cleaned himself up, then wet a cloth and returned to the bedroom.

Emma hadn’t moved a muscle since he’d left the room and Ben smirked. He cleaned her up quickly, disposed of the washcloth, and then stood over her for a moment.

“Are you going to be a good girl now, Emma?”

“Yes, sir.”

Ben undid the handcuffs, removed the blindfold, then pulled Emma’s face to his and kissed her fiercely. He had a feeling she’d end up over his knee again in the near future, and Ben looked forward to it.

The End.
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