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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

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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