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Chapter 1

Pulling up to her two-story, colonial-style home, Marie felt the desperate urge to turn around and go back to work. She would have stayed at work longer if her boss hadn’t insisted on sending her home. Fucking Laura didn’t want to pay her any more overtime than she already was. It was bullshit.

Marie didn’t want to get out of her car and go inside, but she did. She knew what awaited her once she got inside. Michael would be sitting on the couch, watching a sports game with a beer in one hand and his phone in the other.

Everyone told her the first year of marriage was the hardest. She knew she was supposed to be patient and that it was just as much her responsibility as it was Michael’s keeping their bedroom life alive. But she was tired of initiating sex all the time. It made her feel like a slut. Which she was not, but she had needs.

And Michael never seemed into it anymore. Maybe he was cheating or getting bored with her. Or maybe he really was just stressed from work and becoming a recent homeowner like he’d claimed.

Regardless, Marie had very low expectations when she walked through the door, which is why she stopped dead at the sight of Michael standing in the hallway. Marie shut the door behind her as Michael approached in a simple black t-shirt and a pair of blue jeans.

He looked good. Marie felt her face flush as he crossed his arms over his chest, and the muscles in his arms and chest bulged. She really liked those arms. And that chest.

“Marie, we need to talk.” Michael’s voice was stern, full of steel, and Marie’s stomach dropped. God, was he going to break up with her? Tears filled her eyes, but before she had a chance to speak, Michael continued, “Go upstairs and change. Then get your ass in the living room.”

He turned and walked away, leaving her gaping in the entryway. Marie bristled at the way he’d talked to him and stormed up the stairs, her cheeks heating from anger rather than arousal now. How dare he order her around like that? Oh, they definitely needed to talk tonight.

Marie hurried through her usual routine after getting home from work. She dressed in a pair of worn, comfortable leggings and a tank top with no bra. Let Michael see what he wasn’t going to touch. He wouldn’t be touching any part of her after the way he’d just spoken to her.

She took her time going down the stairs. Her stomach twisted with dread while her muscles tensed with anger. She couldn’t decide whether she felt more pissed off at his tone or worried at his words. Either way, she knew this wasn’t going to be a pleasant conversation.

Marie walked into the living room to see Michael standing in front of the couch. His arms were still crossed over his chest, but there was an orange duffle bag sitting on the coffee table that she didn’t recognize. Jesus, he really was going to leave her tonight. What the fuck happened?

Sure, they hadn’t had sex in a week or so, but they’d only been married for eleven months! Was he really giving up on her so quickly?

“I don’t know what you were thinking, Michael, but I don’t appreciate being spoken to like that. You don’t get to order me around.” Marie tried to inject more confidence into her voice than she felt. Michael narrowed his eyes at her, and she tried not to squirm under his glare. He’d always been a dominant man, which was part of why she found him so sexy, but he’d never tried to dominate her.

“Maybe that’s part of the problem.” Michael dropped his arms and crossed the room in a few steps with his long, muscular legs. He wrapped Marie in a tight hug, leaving her confused and sad when he pulled back.

“What’s going on?”

“We haven’t been connecting lately. And I intend to fix that. Starting with your punishment.” Michael gave a firm, unyielding look as she spoke. Goosebumps glared on her arms as she stared up at him in shock.


Chapter 2

“My punishment? What the fuck are you talking about? Are you drunk?” The anger replaced any feelings of confusion or desire as Marie shook her head in disgust and went to walk away.

Michael’s strong, calloused hand clamped around her arm, and he whipped her back around to face him. Marie stared up at him with wide, nervous eyes. This wasn’t like him. Even though she knew in her heart Michael would never hurt her, something about the set of his shoulders and the determined glint in his eyes made her stomach clench with fear and her pussy throb with excitement. What was going on?

“First off, never speak to me like that again. You won’t like the consequences. Second, you are being punished tonight because you’ve been putting yourself in danger for weeks, and I won’t allow it anymore.”

“What are you talking about?” Marie tried to tug her arm out of Michael’s grasp, but it was like she was fighting against steel. He was immovable. Her fear and arousal grew as he leaned down to whisper in her ear.

“You were a naughty girl, Marie. I specifically told you to get the brakes fixed on your car three weeks ago. You haven’t done it yet. You could get into an accident and hurt yourself or hurt someone else. That’s unacceptable. I’m going to spank your naughty ass. Then, I’m going to fuck you.”

Marie couldn’t believe what she was hearing. She couldn’t believe the way her pussy was contracting or the way her clit swelled with need at his words. They’d talked about trying some light kink in the bedroom, and Michael had given her a couple of light spankings, but this was an entirely different level. She wasn’t sure if she was ready for it, but one look at Michael’s stony expression told her she didn’t have a choice in the matter.

Michael seemed to take her stunned silence as acceptance and tugged her over to the couch with him. “Michael- I don’t know about this.” She stood between his legs, feeling horny, nervous, and confused. She’d thought he was leaving her. Instead, it seemed he had come up with his own plan for reinvigorating their sex life.

Her gorgeous, sexy husband stared up at her with piercing blue eyes and an expression of pure determination. “Do you trust me?” Marie nodded before he even finished speaking. “Good. Then get over my knee.”

Leaning over Michael’s knee was even more awkward and embarrassing than Marie could have imagined. His hard, muscular thighs weren’t exactly comfortable underneath her stomach, and she could feel the heat radiating from his crotch. She wondered if he was enjoying watching her ass cheeks clench in fear.

Michael shifted her over his lap and wrapped an arm around her waist. He placed one hand on her butt and rubbed lightly. “Tell me why you’re being punished, Marie.”

“Seriously?” The breathiness of her voice betrayed just how turned-on Marie was feeling, and she gave a sudden, sharp yelp as Michael brought his hand down on her ass forcefully.

“Tell me why you’re being punished.” He repeated, rubbing the sting into her bottom. Marie swallowed and squirmed over his lap. She wasn’t sure she liked this feeling. She felt too exposed, too vulnerable, but her panties were already soaked, and her clit was desperate for some friction.

“I didn’t get my brakes replaced like you told me to,” Marie said in a rush, desperate to move things along.

Michael rubbed her bottom for a few more seconds and then said, “That’s right. That was a very naughty thing to do. You’re very important to me, Marie. I never want you to risk your safety like that again.”

Her butt felt cold as Michael took his hand away, but that feeling was replaced with a rush of heat as he started spanking her. This was no simple warm-up spanking in the bedroom or a casual smack during sex. Michael was spanking her hard. Way harder than she thought she could take.

“Michael, wait-” The air rushed out of Marie’s lungs at a particularly rough swat, and she couldn’t think clearly as the spanks kept coming. Michael spanked back and forth, covering her ass and the tops of her thighs rapidly with his large hand.

After a few minutes, Marie started panting. Michael paused the spanking to tug her leggings and panties down below her knees. Marie buried her face into the couch cushion and let out a groan.

“Is my naughty girl turned on by her punishment?” Michael slipped a finger into her pussy as he spoke, and Marie wriggled over his lap. Her clit was rubbed against his jeans, sending a pleasant wave of friction into her core. Michael pulled his finger out of her pussy and gave her several sharp smacks. “No coming without my permission tonight.”

“What?” Marie asked in disbelief. Was he serious? Michael’s arm left her waist, and she glanced behind her to see him undoing his belt. “Oh, no!” Marie tried to scramble off his lap, but Michael held her in place easily with one hand while he worked his belt through the loops of his pants with the other.

“Yes. You were a naughty girl, Marie. You’re going to feel my belt tonight.” Marie didn’t know whether she was terrified or wildly turned on, or both. Michael was a strong man, and he could destroy her without breaking a sweat. The way he held her down so easily, even while she fought against him, sent spirals of desire through her body. Her pussy was throbbing, her clit contracting, and the feeling of helplessness was driving her crazy. She didn’t know whether to beg him to stop or plead with him to spank her harder. What was happening to her? How had Michael known this was what she needed when she hadn’t known herself?

“Put your hands behind your back,” Michael ordered her in a deep, commanding voice. She did as he was told without thinking and tried to take a couple of deep breaths. Her heart was pounding against her chest as her breath came in short, almost painful gasps. The fear and arousal fought through her body, but neither could win out against the other. Submitting to Michael like this was intoxicating, and Marie’s thoughts raced too quickly for her to grab hold of one and speak.

Then the belt landed on her ass, leaving a searing stripe of pain in its wake. Marie screamed and bucked against Michael’s lap, but he held her firm and landed another stripe just below the first one. She twisted and rolled on his lap, desperate to escape the awful burning in her ass, as her husband methodically landed more licks of the belt across her ass.

When he aimed the belt at her upper thighs, Marie knew she’d had enough. The pain took her breath away, and her eyes filled with tears of fear and desperation. “Michael, please.” Michael shifted her forward slightly without speaking, so her entire upper body rested on the couch now. Somehow, she felt even more exposed in this position.

A wild, intense burning rocked through Marie as the belt landed on her delicate sit spots. Marie screeched, arching desperately, then screamed as the belt landed across the middle of her poor ass.

“I can’t take it!” The belt landed again and again, relentlessly.

“You have to take it, Marie. You don’t have a choice.” Michael’s voice was calm but stern as he continued to punish her scorching ass. “This is your punishment for being such a naughty girl and putting yourself in danger. You’re going to take it, and then you’re going to take everything else I have planned for you tonight.”

“There’s more?” Tears streamed down Marie’s face as the punishment continued, and she fought against the emotions welling in her with a ferocity that shocked her. She squirmed, writhed, screamed, and begged, but the belt continued to fall in a steady rhythm.

When the fire in her ass and thighs reached a level of pain Marie had never dreamed of experiencing, she broke. Sobs escaped from deep in her chest as she fell limp over his lap and accepted her punishment.


Chapter 3

Michael tossed his belt aside and released her wrists. Marie lay sobbing over his lap, unable to move her arms or do anything except live in the pain of this moment. Her husband gently moved her hands to her sides and began rubbing her back with a firm, gentle hand.

When her sobs eased to hiccups, Michael reached forward and snagged the duffle bag off the coffee table. Marie glanced over her shoulder with swollen, red-rimmed eyes and her bottom lip trembled.

“Easy, baby. Your punishment is over now. You took that very well, and I’m very proud of you. You deserve a reward for being such a good girl for me.” Michael’s words stirred the arousal still swimming through Marie’s body. She could feel the wetness of her arousal against her thighs and her cheeks heated. Her body enjoyed Michael dominating her and taking control. But her ass was still so sore, and her thighs were burning. How could she possibly enjoy having sex after that?

“I’m sorry, Michael.” Marie whimpered. “I love you so much.”

“I love you too, baby. Just give it all to me, tonight. I’m going to make you feel so good. The only thing you have to worry about tonight is doing as you’re told. Leave the rest to me.”

The words comforted Marie and she relaxed over his lap, resting her head on the couch again. She heard Michael pull something out of the bag and unscrew its cap. After a moment, his hands were on her ass and she let out a moan of pain. As he rubbed the lotion into her bottom and thighs, she let out a long sigh of relief.

“This is a lotion made from vitamin E, aloe, and arnica. It will help you heal and soothe the pain.”

“You really thought of everything.”

Michael chuckled. “We’re still just getting started, baby.”

Tingles of excitement made Marie’s clit ache with need again, and she shifted over his lap. Michael gave her thigh a light slap, and she gasped as the light touch reignited the burn.

“No giving yourself pleasure tonight, young lady. That is my job.”

They were silent for several minutes as Michael worked the lotion into Marie’s body. By the time he was done, Marie was desperate for him to touch her, lick her, fuck her, just fucking take her in every way he possibly could.

Michael put the lotion away and pulled more items from his back. Marie tried to twist back and look, but Michael placed a strong hand on the back of her head to keep her facing forward. She whimpered under his touch and squirmed over his lap.

“Can’t I get up yet?” Michael’s answer was a light slap to her sore bottom and Marie groaned as the heat drifted through her butt and straight to her needy pussy.

“You will address me as sir tonight. You will be a good girl and do everything I tell you.” The words were like kindling to the fire in Marie’s body. She desperately wanted to grind against him and get some friction going. She couldn’t believe she was this worked up, laying over Michael’s lap with a sore ass while he prepared God knows what behind her.

Suddenly, Michael’s rough, calloused hand spread her ass checks apart and Marie clenched, her stomach twisting in a knot. They’d never done anything with her backdoor before. That was an exit only part of her body.

“Relax, sweet girl. Let me make you feel good.” A cold, lubricated finger probed at her entrance and Marie’s tight muscle clamped shut. Michael gave a slight sigh and said, “Who is in control tonight, Marie?”

“You are.” Marie tried not to grind her teeth as Michael continued circling her forbidden hole. A sharp smack had Marie crying out and she quickly said, “You are, sir.”

“That’s right. You need to relax.” Michael reached his other hand between Marie’s legs and stroked her plump folds. Marie whimpered as he stuck a finger in her slick pussy and crooked it inside her. He kept his finger in position and pressed his thumb against her swollen clit, making Marie arch and moan louder than she ever had in her life. God this was so much hotter than she ever could have imagined.

As Michael rubbed his thumb in slow, teasing circles over her clit, he pushed his finger past the tight ring of her asshole. It burned a little at first, but the feeling morphed into a heated pleasure as he continued playing with her clit.

“Michael, please. I need to come.” Marie’s breath came in harsh pants as her husband teased her. She couldn’t keep herself still anymore and started thrusting against his hand, then cried out in frustration when he stopped touching her.

Several sharp smacks landed on Marie’s sensitive butt and she didn’t know whether to laugh or cry. She’d never been this sexually frustrated in her life, and the neediness built within her, becoming insatiable. Even if she came at this point, Marie wasn’t sure if she’d feel satisfied.

“Naughty.” Michael chided her. Someone needs to be plugged. Marie tensed as a warm, silicone tip pressed against her back entrance. “Take a deep breath in. Good girl. Now, let it out very slowly.” Marie let out a deep breath, releasing the pressure in her lungs as pressure built inside of her ass.

Once the plug was seated firmly in place, Marie found herself enjoying the sensation. She quickly adjusted to the fullness and gave a little whimper of pleasure as Michael tapped the end of the plug.

“You’re going to get off my lap now and kneel in front of me.” Michael helped guide Marie off his lap and onto her knees. He reached into the duffle bag beside him and pulled out a black blindfold, placing it over her eyes before she could protest.

Marie shuddered at the sudden loss of her vision. Michael ordered her to put her hands behind her back and she did so quickly. She wanted him to hurry up and fuck her. But Michael took his time leaning over and tying her wrists with a surprisingly soft piece of rope.

By the time he was sitting in front of her again, Marie was trembling with need. Her clit felt like it was on fire, and her pussy was weeping with need. “Michael, please.” Marie’s voice was shaky, breathy, and she almost didn’t recognize herself. She never thought she’d be the type of girl to get off on getting her ass spanked and plugged. But here she was, desperate for Michael to order her to stand and bend over the back of the couch.

Instead, she heard her husband undo his pants. “Suck my cock, Marie.” She felt the tip of his stiff penis against her lips and opened her mouth, allowing him entry without hesitation.

Marie tried her best to suck and lick his shaft and the head of his penis as Michael fucked her mouth. Mostly, she just tried to hang out while he forced his hard cock deep into her mouth and down her throat. She gagged a little and fought to keep herself still.

“Oh God, baby. You feel so fucking good. Gotta stop. I want to cum in your tight pussy.” The blindfold was ripped off Marie’s face as Michael withdrew his cock from her mouth. He ripped the blindfold off her face and grabbed onto her shoulders, forcing her to her feet.

“Please, sir. I need to cum,” Marie begged as Michael pulled her around the couch and bench her over the end. She wasn’t exactly comfortable like this, with her hands still tied securely behind her back, but she was so desperate to get off she didn’t even care.

Marie whined, wiggling her ass at her husband as he position himself behind her and entered her wet pussy with a single, hard thrust. Normally, her insides would burn a little as they stretched around Michael’s wide cock, but tonight all Marie felt was sharp, powerful bursts of pleasure.

On an average night, Marie enjoyed making love to her husband. But he’d never truly fucked her before, and this was an entirely different experience. Michael slammed in and out of her, forcing the air from her lungs with each thrust and sending a stimulating jolt of pleasure and need straight to her clit.

Marie felt a tug on her hair as Michael wrapped her ponytail around his hand and pulled, forcing her to thrust her head back and keep it there while he fucked her mercilessly. Marie couldn’t move, couldn’t give herself release, and couldn’t do anything but take it.

After what seemed like an eternity, Michael reached down and started circling her clit again. “You want to come, baby?”

“Oh God. Please. Yes.” Marie couldn’t form a coherent thought, let alone verbally express how desperately she needed to find release.

“What do you say?” Michael asked gruffly, never once pausing as he continued driving his cock in and out of her pussy.

“Please, sir. Please, let me come, sir!” Marie’s voice rose to an embarrassing wail as he hit a spot inside of her that made her knees buckle. There was nowhere for her to go, nowhere for her to fall, and she yelled out as Michael started aiming for that spot.

“Come for me, Marie. Come now!” Michael started rubbing her clit more intensely and Marie shattered around him. He came seconds later with a grunt, then leaned his sweaty body down against hers.

They panted together for a minute, their come downs equally ferocious. After a while, Michael pulled out of her and stood back, as if admiring his work. Marie moaned, her eyes half closed. She couldn’t remember ever feeling this exhausted in her entire life. Or this satisfied. They needed to do this more often.


Chapter 4

“Wait here,” Michael ordered her. Marie would have tensed with fear if she were completely boneless from her mind-altering orgasm. She hoped he didn’t have anything else planned because there was no way she could take anymore.

Michael returned after a moment and kicked her weak legs apart. She gasped at the roughness and screamed when he pressed a vibrator against her clit and turned it on. “No! No, I can’t! Michael, please. I can’t come again.”

“You can and you will.” Michael’s voice was calm, husky, and so dominant it made Marie’s clit throb. She was too sensitive, and it was nearly as painful as it was pleasurable. She writhed away from the vibrator and Michael growled at her, then wrapped an arm around her waist to hold her in place and pressed the vibrator more forcefully against her swollen nub.

Marie swore. Michael leaned down, sucking on her neck. She tried desperately to fight against his arm, against the vibrator, but there was nothing she could do. Another orgasm was building up, and the force of it terrified her.

“Please, sir. Please, no, no, no!” Michael’s hold was too strong to fight against, and the vibrator buzzed against her most sensitive spot without a care for how this orgasm was going to destroy her.

When she finally fell over the edge, she squeezed her eyes shut and screamed. Her throat ached as the orgasm ripped through her, stripping away her senses, and leaving her floating in a strange place of calm and nothingness.

Sometime later, Marie came back to herself. She was lying in their bed, wrapped in Michael’s arms. There was no more wetness between her legs, so Michael must have cleaned her up before bringing her to bed.

She shifted against him and moaned as her muscles throbbed in protest. Michael rubbed a hand up and down her arm as he held her tightly against his chest.

“I love you so fucking much, Marie. You’re mine. Always.”

“I love you too, Michael.” Marie snuggled closer to her husband and closed her eyes. Within moments, she drifted off into the most peaceful sleep she’d ever experienced in her life. They definitely needed to do this more often.

The End
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