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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


Thanks For Reading!

Thanks for reading, and I hope you enjoyed this little snapshot of Laura and Owen’s life! If you’d like to read more stories from me, check out and follow my Amazon Author Page.
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