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Chapter 1


 


There will be a new punishment tonight. Be a good girl, and make sure you’re ready when I get home. You have a hard night ahead of you.


 


Love, Troy


 


Lacey let the note flutter to the floor in front of the fireplace. She leaned on the gray stone of the hearth for a moment, shaking her head. It was Friday.


Apparently, he was serious about Fridays.


She looked at her phone. 5:40 PM.


“Shit.” She hurried down the hallway, knowing she had ten minutes — fifteen minutes tops, if he was late.


But he was never late on Maintenance Night.


Her buttocks twitched. That it would be a long, agonizing night for them was certain.


She jumped in the shower, squealing as her shaking hands turned the hot water up too high. She scrubbed herself scrupulously, knowing there was no part of her body her husband didn’t regard as his. And there would be hell to pay if he found any part of her not squeaky clean.


She cursed the lunchtime jog she’d taken that day at the office. For once, she was keeping to her exercise routine, and it was starting to pay off. She thought she needed to lose ten pounds, even though Troy kept after her about needing to gain ten more pounds. It was just her luck that lithe, athletic Lacey would fall in love with and marry a man like Troy Stanton, who was more interested in the curves of a Christina Hendricks than he was the slenderness of a Jennifer Aniston.


Lacey was fairly certain she would end someone just to get the body of either one of those famous women. But the truth was, she was somewhere between those two extremes. Sure, she used to have the sleek lines of Aniston in college, but in the past couple of years, she’d gotten a little bigger. A more pronounced roundness perhaps, a larger butt for certain. Troy referred to it as her “filling out” for him — as if she was gaining weight on purpose. But oddly enough he loved it, loved her new body. She was ashamed of it, was disgusted with herself for it.


Not Troy.


“Dammit, Lace,” she said, stumbling out of the shower. “Stop daydreaming!”


She looked down, frowning at the deep tan of the floor tiles. Water was everywhere. There wasn’t time to clean it up. She looked at the clock on the counter.


“Shit!”


Running into their bedroom, she attacked her dripping length of long black hair with a towel. She purposely averted her gaze from the shadowed corner of the room directly opposite their massive bed. She’d be there soon enough.


She zipped the skirt, struggling with the zipper at the top. The patterned, black skirt was breathlessly tight, just as he liked. The Dior stockings were the worst part, for she had to take her time with them. A tear or run would be disastrous. Her delicate hands shook as she rifled through her tops, looking for the one she knew he demanded for Maintenance Nights.


“There you are.” She snatched the ridiculously small tank from the drawer and dashed out to the living room.


The rumble of an engine grew loud outside.


He was home.


She hastily tucked the white tank top into her skirt as the garage door raised and lowered, the cutting out of the motor and the sudden silence snapping her to attention.


Her husband was built like a linebacker, but it was his unsettlingly intense gaze that first caught her eye back in college. He had the kind of rough-around-the-edges dark looks that would have any woman panting, yet for some reason he’d fixated on her.


Just the same way he fixated on her now as he walked through the door.


“Hi, honey!” She perked up her smile, seeing him whistling. Whistling was usually a good sign.


He didn’t answer her though, and his gaze locked with hers.


Wrong. She was in trouble.


Maintenance Night meant she would be spanked; that was as sure as the sunrise. However, if he was unhappy with his wife for some other reason, he’d happily add on extra ‘tariffs’ as he liked to call them. Sometimes it would be some penance in the corner with her naked bottom on display. Other times it might mean her doing a stint in the Frame, her vulnerable flesh dancing to the tune of the thuddy leather flogger he favored for beating her breasts — though thankfully he saved that particular torment for grievous offenses.


He didn’t say a word as his fingers flipped through the mail, his hip against the bar that separated their kitchen from the living room. She felt small, her hands clasped behind her back as she stood, alone, in the middle of the expansive great room.


“How was work?” She moved to pick up the laptop case he’d set on the bar, but he grabbed her hand.


“Back in position,” he said, giving her fingers a quick squeeze.


“Sorry, I—”


“Just do it, Lacey. You’re already in enough trouble. Don’t make it worse.”


Lacey’s gaze slanted downward, and she retreated back to her spot. She licked her lips, willing herself to manufacture some saliva as her heartbeat pounded in her ears.


They’d agreed to this. They’d talked about it — a lot. At first Troy hadn’t been sure. She’d convinced him just to try it once. See what he thought. His first time spanking her was almost comical; she’d actually giggled at the tickle that she called that “inaugural spanking”.


That seemed like a thousand years ago.


He walked around her. It was the usual inspection: a smoothing of a skirt hem, a tuck of her unruly dark hair behind her ear.


She yelped as his hand swatted her ass. “Stand up straight. You’re slouching.”


Lacey snapped to ramrod attention.


“More, girl,” he said, standing to the side, just beyond her peripheral vision. “Stick those tits out.”


Straining to obey, she blushed at the way the position arched her back, sticking out her ass and essentially presenting her breasts to her husband.


“That’s better.” He returned to stand before her, looking down upon her from his great height.


Lacey knew better than to be fooled by his pleased tone at her obedience. This was just the beginning.


“You know what day this is, don’t you?”


Her eyebrow quirked upward. “Friday?”


“Sir,” he growled, not quite suppressing an amused curve of his lips.


“Friday, Sir.”


“Yes, that’s right.” He moved around her again, and stood close behind her. The movement of his lips brushed the edge of her ear. “And what happens on Fridays?”


The whispered words washed over her, and she shivered as the coiling began deep in her belly. “Spanking.”


“Maintenance, Lacey.” He clasped the nape of her neck in his big hand, his finger gently stroking under her chin. “You need maintenance.”


When she was struggling, crying, pleading as she lay over the steel hard slabs of his muscular thighs, she wasn’t sure she’d characterize herself as ‘needing’ it. But when a girl’s ass is on fire, the tears streaming down her face, she isn’t exactly thinking straight.


She dreaded this part. It was...participation. Agreement.


“Yes, Sir. I need to be spanked.”


“Go on.” His hand tightened.


“Because — because, I’ve disobeyed you.”


But I haven’t!


It didn’t matter, of course. Maintenance spankings were instituted in their marriage because Troy felt they were useful for correcting his wife for any minor misdeeds she may have committed during the week, and as a way to reinforce the power dynamics of their relationship.


Troy released her nape, his hands moving down and across the upper swells of her breasts. She wished she’d been allowed a bra to make them seem perkier, but he was more interested in easy access to her breasts than he was her vanity.


“Do you have anything to tell me?” His fingers deftly eased over the hard points of her nipples, the tips blatantly displayed under the snug tank top.


“I… I forgot to tell you when my period ended.”


In one of the most shocking orders she’d ever received from her husband, he’d decreed that she was to inform him when she started and ended her period. She’d had no idea why at the time, but the first time she called him at work with those embarrassing two words “I started”, she understood why.


His whispered “Good girl” had made her both shudder and sigh. It was mortifying, but his making her inform him was just another subtle aspect of his control, a sliver of her independence taken away.


He shook his head, his fingers catching each of her nipples in a firm clench. The thin fabric of her top offered scant protection.


“When.”


She craned her head back at him. “I’m not — sure.”


“Try again.” His fingers squeezed and she gasped in pain.


“Two… maybe three days ago.” She wasn’t really sure, but she feared her hesitation might look like deception.


His fingers tightened further, her nipples screaming. She bit her lower lip, stifling her yell. “What did we agree you would do, Lacey?”


Oh God, don’t make me say it.


“Troy, please. Can’t we just—”


“Say it, Lacey,” he said, steel creeping into his voice.


She swallowed, the humiliation almost too much to bear. “I’m to tell you when my menstrual period begins and when it ends.”


“And if you don’t?”


“I — If I don’t, I’ll be punished.”


He lightly slapped both of her breasts, and walked around her, shaking his head in mock concern. She felt like a mouse in a cat’s jaws as he crossed his arms over his massive chest, his dark gaze boring into her — relentless, demanding. “Did you think it would just be taken care of on Maintenance Night?”


“No! I wouldn’t—”


“Be quiet.” He waved a hand in front of her. “The time for explaining is done. This’ll be extra.”


Her eyes went wide. “Troy!”


His hand grasped her throat and she caught her breath. He stepped closer, speaking into the hair above her temple. “Be quiet, Lacey.”


She dropped her eyes, nodding miserably.


“Good. At least you can still follow some directions.”


She tried to suppress the trembling she knew he could feel through her body. Extra meant more pain, more humiliation, and more disapproval from her husband.


Lacey hated his disapproval, but she detested the humiliation of calling to inform him her pussy had stopped seeping blood.


Now, as she stood there, his hand around her neck like a living collar, she knew how stupid she’d been.


Maintenance spankings were bad enough — and now she’d gone and made it worse.


He leaned in close, his dark, piercing gaze freezing her in place. “You asked for this. You need this. So, why do you still disobey me?”


She couldn’t bear to look, her gaze sliding away. “I don’t know,” she whispered.


“Look at me.”


Her gaze reluctantly met his, and her breath caught at the possessive lust in his eyes, a look that had her pussy moistening even as she shivered with dread.


“You like it, don’t you?”


She looked down once more, the blush on her face burning bright.


He pressed his lips to her forehead, the cool smell of his cologne washing over her. “Then we’ll get you plenty of what you like, little girl.”


Troy was still a moment, his hand squeezing her neck uncomfortably before he stepped away, saying, “Come into the living room, Lacey.”


 



 


 


 


 


 


 


 


Chapter 2


 


Troy sat casually on the leather ottoman. It was an incongruous image, considering how many times she’d been sprawled face down across the ottoman’s smooth, cool planes.


He leaned forward, elbows on his thighs, his eyes dancing under the dark brows. “You know what to do.”


Her hands trembled as she unzipped her skirt. If she deviated even one iota from the strict somatic dance of the ritual, she’d been punished. He’d insisted she perform it until it was rote memory, but she still trembled before him during every performance.


She lowered the skirt’s zipper slowly, turning her hip toward him so that his avid gaze could follow every movement. She skimmed the tight skirt down her thighs, careful not to roll down the tops of her charcoal thigh highs with it. With the skirt pooled over her bare feet, she was naked from the waist down.


She turned to face away from him, giving him the view of her ass she knew he required, and keeping her legs straight as she bent over, ensuring him plenty of opportunity to enjoy the rounded curves of her bare bottom as she stepped out of the skirt. She was thankful she didn’t have to navigate the maneuver in sky-high platform pumps, but even in bare feet she still stumbled, her cheeks heating at the shiver of her plump buttocks as she regained her balance.


For once, she was grateful to be turned away from him. She could feel his amused smile at what he regarded as her endearing coordination issues. A surge of moisture slickened the lips of her pussy at the thought.


“Turn back around. You know what’s next.”


He didn’t normally talk. This was different.


She kept her gaze on the floor as she turned to him, her hands clasped at the small of her back, standing once again at attention.


“Legs,” his voice rumbled.


Lacey swallowed, noticing the obvious bulge at the crotch of his slacks as she spread her thighs shoulder width apart — nothing obscene, just enough to offer him an unimpeded view of his property.


Her cunt.


“You aren’t shaving often enough,” he said, leaning forward, staring at her mound. He looked up at her. “Do we need to go back to our schedule?”


“No, Sir.”


When he’d first ordered her to start shaving her pubic hair, she’d resisted, always looking upon a bald pussy as somehow dirty or slutty. It made her uncomfortable.


He’d offered to help her with it, and the first couple of times it was one of the most erotic things they’d ever done — her thighs widespread over the arms of the chair as he used a brush and foam to soap up her wiry thatch of pubic hair. Her pussy had been a seething ocean of lust by the time he was finished with her.


Eventually, it had become more work and less enjoyable. He’d ceased doing it himself, and expected her to keep herself scrupulously smooth for his daily inspections. She’d asked to use hair removal cream or to have it removed permanently with laser treatments, but he demanded she do it via shaving. He wanted her daily shaving ritual to remind her of whom that particular part of her anatomy belonged to, and when she failed in that duty, she’d be punished. The first time she’d taken six with his heavy oak paddle, she’d resolved never to let so much as a single hair grow there again, but now she’d failed in that, too.


He scratched a fingernail though the fine stubble. “Maybe I need to punish this too? Is that what it’ll take to get it through to you that I want this pussy smooth?”


“No, Sir. Please.” Just the thought of his flogger slapping down onto the tender flesh between her thighs sent her trembling anew. He’d never done it but he’d threatened, and she had no doubt he was seriously considering it.


Not for the first time, she berated herself for biting off a fuck-ton more than she could chew. Giving her loving husband ownership of her body, while making her cunt melt, sometimes had a (painful) downside.


She winced as his palm slapped her thigh, the heat radiating outward. He straightened and said, “Get on with it, girl. I don’t have time to flog that cunt for you today.” He winked at her. “Maybe next time, though.”


Troy returned to his perch on the ottoman, wagging his finger at her to proceed. Lacey shuddered, pulling the tank top over her head, her full breasts bouncing as they came free of the restrictive clothing. She clasped her trembling hands behind her head, careful to keep her elbows back to ensure he had an unobstructed view of her charms.


Her nipples pebbled into aching stones under his gaze, her thigh-high stockings her only covering left. He regarded her unhurriedly, her nearly naked body his to admire at his leisure.


“All right, get over my lap.” He pointed to his thighs, that familiar coldness hardening his visage once more, and she obeyed immediately, knowing her prompt cooperation was the only shred of hope she had that he might go easier on her.


Lacey tried to ignore her mischievous inner voice insisting she didn’t want him to go easy on her. Ever.


His strong hands clasped her hips as he took his time adjusting her position, ensuring he had her exactly as he wanted as his hard cock dug insistently into her hip. He moved her around as if she weighed nothing, making her feel like a plaything for his enjoyment.


You’re a toy, slut.


His hands, deceptively gentle, circled over the plump moons of her ass, readying her soft skin for what was to come. Fingertips eased between her cheeks, brushing over her anus, and she wriggled at the intimate invasion.


Fingers entwined themselves in her damp hair and yanked her head up and back, forcing an animal noise from her as the pain flared in her scalp.


“Keep still, Lacey.” He shook her head, a small, quick movement. “I shouldn’t have to tell you this.”


She froze, though her heart jack-hammered in her chest.


“Good,” he murmured, his hands returning to caress her buttocks, squeezing her lush flesh in one hand as the other slipped between her thighs.


“Oh God, Troy,” she moaned.


His hand slapped against her swollen labia with a wet smack. “Keep that mouth shut, Lacey. Unless you need to cry out, you keep it zipped. I’ll gag you if you don’t.”


Knowing he preferred her silence didn’t help when his cruel hand crashed down over and over — asking her to be quiet during a spanking was like asking water to flow uphill.


His hands stilled, one palm stretched over a cringing cheek, the other clasping her waist. She froze, the tension crackling through her limbs. The room was nearly silent, only the faint hum of the refrigerator’s compressor interrupting the almost dead quiet.


“I’m waiting, Lacey.”


Oh God.


“Please spank me, Sir.”


“And?” She could feel the heat of his cock pressed to her, and she wanted to kneel at his feet and kiss it, take him into her mouth, and assuage his lust. Maybe it would save her hide. Yeah, right.


“Lacey!” His hand slapped her bottom, the pain blazing across her skin. She dropped her head, her hair shrouding her face as it burned.


“I – I deserve to be punished for failing to follow your directions, Sir.”


“Yes, I agree.” His hand smacked one cheek firmly, caressed her flesh, then crashed down into the other cheek, making her writhe. He kept up that pattern, the speed and heaviness of his spanks increasing.


SMACK, stroke. SMACK, rub.


Soon, the blows were continuous, the heat in her ass rising rapidly. His spanks became heavier, sometimes stinging the upper slopes of her cheeks, then smacking down onto her sit spot. She couldn’t help but move her hips, the heat growing by the second.


“Keep still, Lacey. Be a good girl.” His voice was thick with arousal, his cock throbbing against her.


His hand cracked down onto the back of her vulnerable thighs as her keening scream accompanied the scissoring of her legs. The pain of it shocked her, and had he not been holding her pinned to his thighs, she would have tried to run from further such blows. But she had no choice but to endure, his strength something she had no hope of countering.


“Ah god, Sir! Please!”


“Shh, that was nothing,” he said, pausing to trace the marks with his fingers. “We’re just getting started, bad girl.”


His hand peppered quick blows down one thigh and up the other, her pained gasps accompanying each strike. She squirmed continuously, his grip on her hip almost painfully tight. Her flesh burned, and she kept her legs apart enough to avoid rubbing her suddenly stinging thighs together.


“There we go, just calm down now,” he said, back to rubbing gentle circles over her inflamed flesh. “We’ve got some nice color.”


His hand glided up the smooth plane of her back, fingers sliding through the light sheen of sweat on her skin. He stroked the nape of her neck. “Just relax, Lace.”


She nodded, trying to get her body to obey. She willed herself to slow her breathing, trying to cope with her burning bottom. He continued stroking her nape, his fingers burrowing into her hair, then tracing the vertebrae of her neck.


“Does it hurt?”


She swallowed down a small sob. “Yes, Sir.”


Troy leaned down, his breath whispering against her hair. “Good.”


His strong hands massaged her shoulders, kneaded the tense muscles in her back. By inches, she relaxed over him, letting her head hang down once more. Fingers slipped under the band of her stockings, easing them down her legs. Her legs trembled as he bade her hold each foot up in turn, removing the thigh-highs.


“Mm, not much to these is there?” He asked, snapping the dark band of fabric at the top.


“No, Sir.”


“But they look fucking incredible.” He placed a soft kiss high up on the back of one thigh, his stubbled cheek brushing against her burning skin. She pressed her bottom up at him, feeling her cleft spread open to his gaze. She hoped she could entice him into assuaging the need a stiff spanking always stirred within her.


Please, just fuck me.


“Ah, ah, ah, you little slut,” he said with a chuckle, giving her ass a slap. “It’s not time for that.” His palm clasped the wet heat of her sex, his thumb circling her anus. “Soon though.”


Fuck.


He pushed her off his thighs, and she eased to the floor. He stood, smiling affectionately down at her. “Get up, little girl.”


She scrambled to her feet, trying to ignore the embarrassing sway of her breasts. Not sure what to do, she clasped her hands behind her head again, and presented her breasts to him once more.


Troy admired them a moment, his hand easing over the bulge at his crotch. He locked gazes with her. “Good idea, but we’ll deal with those later. Come on.”


He grabbed one of her wrists from behind her head, and led her swiftly down the hallway. He opened the door, and yanked her close, making her stumble into the stone wall of his chest. “Get in there. You know what I want. If you aren’t in position when I get back, you’ll regret it.”


He sent her into the darkened room with a crisp slap to her throbbing ass, before disappearing down the hallway.


She gulped, turning her head to look at the dreaded corner as she bent over the footboard of their tall bed. She both hated and loved the time-honored position, as the height of the bed always made her picture herself hanging her naked ass out over the precipice of an immense canyon. The helplessness of the position was equal parts mortifying and arousing, as she knew he’d walk in to see nothing but her too big ass, spread open for him and ready for punishment or pleasure — either one entirely at his whim. With a shudder, she realized he’d also see her inflamed, wet sex, smell her arousal. No matter how many tears she shed, no matter how loudly she cried out, her body would tell him everything he needed to know.


He liked to leave her there to stew, to think — to dread. It might be thirty seconds, or ten minutes. She would wonder, her senses amplified, listening for any sound, any hint he might be coming back down the hall. The snap of the house settling made her flinch.


“You’re ridiculous, Lacey,” she told herself. “You asked for this.” The quaver in her voice told her it wasn’t quite that simple. Had she really asked for this?


She remembered thinking about how to ask him. Just how do you tell your husband you want him to spank you until you cry? What is his reaction likely to be when you confess to harboring deep-seated fantasies of putting yourself in another’s hands, relinquishing all choice, all rights to your own body? She knew though, that Troy was the one. He had a core of steel he let her see every so often. His inner strength gave her hope Troy was the kind of man who could satisfy the dark needs seething beneath Lacey’s “good girl” façade.


So, she’d finally conjured up the nerve to tell him. It was... weird. There was no other way to describe it. She’d pictured one of two possibilities: he’d look at her with a witch’s brew of shock, horror, and revulsion, shortly before serving her with divorce papers; or he’d take it as a lark, and assume his wife just wanted a little more “spice” in their lovemaking.


But it hadn’t been any of that. He’d just looked at her — through her, and simply nodded, his eyes bright and alive, and said, “We start tomorrow.”


“You aren’t falling asleep on me are you?”


Lacey jerked at his voice, jolted out of her reverie. He had a disconcerting habit of moving silently when he wanted to.


“Sorry, I—”


His hand pressed over her lips. “Shh, just be quiet, little girl. I don’t need your words. I need your cries.”


Oh, fuck.


She felt it hit the mattress near her head. She knew what it was even before she laid eyes on that pale yellow length of rattan.


“Troy, you’ve already spank—”


His hand cracked down on her ass, the sound jarring. She yelped at the sting on her still sore flesh.


“I said quiet. I hadn’t intended to gag you, but if you can’t follow directions, you’ll be getting that too — along with the cane.”


Her lips moved, but his flinty gaze and clenched jaw stilled them. She nodded, defeated, closing her eyes tight.


She hated the fucking cane! Hated it.


But Lacey knew he particularly enjoyed it for one simple reason: it hurt her. A lot.


Perhaps most women would be horrified to learn their beloved husband enjoyed inflicting pain on them, but not Lacey.


Though terrifying in a way, the realization he had this need within himself, this dark urge, just further confirmed to her they were meant to be. What were the odds Lacey-the-twisted-closet-pain-slut finds the man of her darkest, fevered dreams? The man who not only knew how to fuck (oh Christ, did he), but a man who complemented her need to feel pain, with his need to give it?


However, it was the other things he needed that she feared most. If Lacey had thought dark, troubled waters existed within her soul, then Troy’s soul held a fucking sea of them. Nevertheless, even as she’d plead, tears streaming down her face as his flogger repeatedly smacked her throbbing breasts, she was always thankful he shared himself with her, and made her dive deep into those waters. He made her lose herself in them — to him.


His hand claimed her soaked pussy in his warm palm. “Ready, I see. Little slut.”


She blushed, hiding her face in her folded arms. Her buttocks quivered as his hand gently massaged the swollen, plump lips of her pussy. Agile, knowing fingertips stroked the tender flesh of her inner labia, spreading then open. He tapped between her buttocks with a thumb and she felt her anus clench.


“Worried?”


She nodded against her arms.


He gathered up the heavy weight of her jet-colored locks and laid them over one shoulder, exposing the side of her face. He’d never let her hide. “What are you worried about, Lacey?”


His fingers slipped between the lips of her burning sex, and Lacey sighed. How she wanted him inside her. If only he’d forego that terrible caning, and just take her. Fuck her until she was senseless, boneless. His. All his.


He moved back to her bottom hole, spreading her copious moisture over the delicate whorl of flesh. He’d never done that before


Would he? In her deepest, darkest of masturbatory fantasies, her imaginary Master had taken her everywhere, staked his claim to every part of her body — regardless of her wants and desires. She was his for the taking, and he would take. Selfishly, ruthlessly.


“I’ve never had you here have I, girl?”


Oh god, oh god, oh god.


“No, Sir,” she whispered, her voice cracking. “Please don’t.”


His fingers plunged deep into her sex, probing to her core, and she moaned. She rolled her hips, unable to control it. He felt so fucking good.


Troy grasped a fistful of her hair, cruelly yanking her head up so she could look at him. His broad, bright grin sent chills cascading down her spine, and yet it made her sex clench with need.


He dipped within her yet again, and he brought them up to her face, stroking her wetness over Lacey’s trembling lips, tickling the tip of her nose, her scent filling her nostrils. “You may say you don’t, Lacey, but your cunt is telling another story. You’re sopping.”


‘That’s not fair, Troy,” she said, licking her own essence off of her lips.


Her husband winked at her, and she wondered for a brief moment just why she had the urge to argue, when the little, evil, honest voice in her head was whispering it was exactly what she wanted. But for some reason, she felt she had to fight, to object. She didn’t really know why.


Because you want it, slut. You like to be overruled… forced.


Troy leaned over her, picking up the cane from the sheets. She froze, the terrifying prospect of the cane’s bite paralyzing her. She felt the cold, hard length of it pressed to her burning buttocks, and she whimpered. She couldn’t remember what the cane felt like anymore, it had been so long since she’d had it. She wondered if that dim memory of the bite of the cane was akin to the pain of childbirth. She’d read about theories which postulated that the foggy memory many women have of the exact severity of labor pains was nature’s way of ensuring procreation would go on. After all, might it put a damper on getting pregnant if women really remembered how agonizing the pain was?


She thought it was rubbish, of course. How could a woman not remember? Now as her cruel, but loving husband held the instrument of correction against her cringing buttocks, she wondered anew. Perhaps her not remembering was a blessing… of sorts.


“Which one should it be first, Lacey?”


All she could manage in reply was a strangled whimper. It didn’t matter; his question was rhetorical anyway.


“Do you think you should be caned?” He tapped the rattan up and down her bottom, even over her tender thighs. “Or should I fuck you first?”


She wanted nothing more on this Earth than to feel the delicious deep penetration of his thick cock. Oh, how she craved it. But she took this for what it was — a game. He’d do whatever the fuck he wanted.


And she liked it that way.


“The cane, Sir.” Uttering the words was so difficult; she had to consciously force her lips to form the proper shapes.


“Good idea.” He sounded cheerful, relaxed.


Lacey railed inwardly at the unfairness of it. She didn’t really deserve the bite of the cane, did she? It didn’t matter what she thought she deserved; all that really mattered was what he wanted to give her. She knew he didn’t need a reason, other than it made his cock hard to watch the weals swell and darken into purplish tracks of woe across the vulnerable curves of her bottom.


The wicked rattan pressed against her ass, rather high up onto the upper curves of her buttocks. It was up far enough that the swing would be more down than sideways. She knew even that was absurd — he didn’t need to swing it. A stiff flick of the wrist was all he’d need. A simple, quick movement. Pure, unadulterated pain.


“Are you ready?” His voice was laced with a faux solemnity in its deep tones.


“Yes, Sir.”


No!


The snap was so quick, for a split second she wasn’t sure he’d struck her. Then the sting clawed in, and she yelped at the crescendo of agony across her bottom.


“One,” he intoned, tapping the wicked rod somewhat lower down her clenching bottom.


The pain was intense, even worse than she remembered it had been the last time. Well, she was about to be intimately reacquainted with it.


“Unclench your cheeks, Lacey.”


She tried, she really did, but the muscles of her buttocks balled up with a singing tension. He rubbed the hard length of the cane over her bottom. “Just take a deep breath. Relax now, girl.”


She felt the tension ratchet down a few degrees.


“That’s it, let them hang. I want them loose.”


You can do this, Lacey. Just get it over with.


The second cut laid itself down across the middle of her bottom, the flesh quivering with the blow. She cried out at the sting, worse this time. Oh god, there was no way she could take more of this. It was too much!


“Please, Troy,” she said, her voice breaking. “How many?”


His hand whispered over the scorched curves. “How many would you say would be fair?”


He asked it as if he were bartering for a purchase at a market. Perfectly calm; perfectly callous.


She could feel the juice running down her inner thighs. For the millionth time she was in awe of her twisted, dark urges. Her cunt was gushing in spite of, because of her husband beating her ass mercilessly.


“Six?”


She thought two was quite enough, thank you very much, as the pain of the strokes slowly morphed into the second stage of heavy aching which followed the sting. But she knew Troy would consider two just the opening course. An appetizer.


“How about eight? That seems fair, doesn’t it?” His fingers pressed at one of the swollen tracks, the pain flaring anew.


“Seven?” She didn’t think it was possible to want something less than seven strokes of the cane.


“Nine?”


“Troy!”


“Should we make it ten?”


She shook her head vigorously. “Please, please no. Okay, nine.”


His palm patted her bottom gently. “I thought you’d come around.”


Oh God, no!


The next stroke, much harder, caught her across the widest part of her bottom. She rose up at the fire blazing through her flesh. ‘‘Oh fuck! That huuurts!”


His soft hand rubbed soothing circles on her upper back. “I know it does, girl. Back down now.”


She could feel it swelling by the second, the heaviness of it warring with the sensation of fire burning just under the surface of her skin. She was quite certain it was the hardest stroke he’d ever given her.


Lacey tried to reach back to rub at the latest track, but Troy batted her hands away. “No, you know better than that, Lace. Get your hands back on that bed. Now.”


She obeyed, biting down a snarky reply. Any lip from her would just make the situation worse for her poor, throbbing ass.


“Now, lay back down, girl. I know you can take these. You’ve had six before.”


Only six? That meant…


“Troy, please. I can’t take nine.”


“Yes, you can.” His voice had taken on that warning tone that made her mouth dry up, but she was frantic. She knew she couldn’t do it.


“No, I mean it. You’re killing me. It hurts!”


“Lacey, I want it to hurt.” His big hand stroked down the muscles of her lower back. “And you know what? You want it to hurt too. Don’t you?”


“No, not like this.”


He leaned close to her ear, the menacing rattan laid diagonally across her back. “Do you need to give the word?”


She would be a fucking liar if she said she didn’t want to. She wanted to scream it out. However, as much as she liked him to push her limits, she wanted to push herself too. To take it, rise to the challenge, to prove that she could do it. The coiling lust in her belly at the thought of what she must look like, prostrate before her husband, her big bottom laced with swollen welts was not lost on her either. The thought made her cunt spasm, the moisture trickling anew down her thighs. She knew he could smell her. Hell, she could smell herself!


Lacey buried her face in her arms, and hollowed her back, presenting her ass for more.


The way he’d taught her.


“Good girl,” he whispered, planting a light kiss on her shoulder.


The fourth stroke had no preamble, the fire lancing in without warning. The pain surprised her and she cried out again, shaking her bottom from side to side, trying to do something, anything against the agonizing sting.


Once she settled down, she felt the cane pressed to her once more.


Oh, no.


The cane laced a painful track across the tender flesh of her upper thighs. She screamed, reaching back reflexively, her hands operating on autopilot.


“No, Lacey.” The warmth of his large hand enveloped both of hers, straining her shoulders as he held them firmly to the small of her back. “I told you already — no rubbing.”


His low voice was back at her ear. “Do you need to say it?”


She shook her head, feeling the first tear track down her cheek. Her hands twisted in his grip, so determined were they to swipe away the evidence of her defeat.


“I’ll be right back.” He pressed his slacks against her, his huge erection hard against her soft, burning bottom. “Keep them there. If you move them an inch, we’ll start over.”


“Yes, S – Sir.” Her mouth went as dry as the Sahara at the prospect of doubling the tally of what she had already endured. She thought she’d do almost anything, anything at all, to avoid such a fate.


She concentrated on calming her breathing as best she could, marveling at the contrast of the soft, cool comforter under her, while her martyred buttocks burned and twitched, the very air currents making them sting further. The band of pain across the back of her thighs felt as if it swelled by the second, the aching setting in with a vengeance. Despite the pain, she wondered with a dark curiosity what colors her marks would be as they faded over the next week.


Heavy leather straps landed on her lower back, and forearms. “If you can’t keep those hands out of the way,” he said, grasping one of her wrists. “I’ll just take care of the problem for you.”


He quickly wrapped both of her hands in heavy leather manacles, the entirety of her wrists encased in the snug bindings. He cinched them tighter, checking to ensure he hadn’t cut off circulation. She wiggled her fingers at his urging.


Next, he grabbed both of her elbows, pulling them up and toward the center of her back. She felt cold leather at the bend of each arm, heard the clatter of a heavy buckle. The leather tightened, bringing her elbows together, but not quite touching. She hissed at the uncomfortable pull at her shoulders, afraid any further tightening might strain the muscles. His hands stroked over the flesh there, assessing the tension.


She yelped as he cinched the strap one notch tighter. “Close enough.” His finger waggled between her pinioned elbows. “We need to work on your flexibility I see.”


What the fuck was he talking about? He’d never once bound her arms that way. “Where did you get that?”


“Hmm? Oh this?” He yanked on the leather holding her elbows together. “I had it made.”


“What? When?”


The cane tapped against her buttocks. “Be quiet, Lacey. We’ve got more pressing matters to attend to, don’t we?”


She blew out a breath, laying her cheek against the comforter, eyes screwed tight. His hand moved between her trembling thighs, caressing her swollen pussy. The heel of his hand pressed against her, the pleasant heaviness of the pressure making her moan softly, his fingertips easing up and down over her swollen clit.


His soft laughter made her want to slap him — after he fucked her, of course.


“I wondered if you’d dry up on me,” he said, fingers stroking back through her slit. “I’ve been been hitting you pretty hard.”


Too hard!


“But your cunt is a fucking lake, girl”


She turned her face into the blanket, her cheeks hot against the soft fabric.


“I knew you liked pain, Lacey.” He took his hand away with a stroke to the curve of her ass. The cane tapped against the fleshiest part of her bottom. “I just didn’t know you enjoyed it quite this much.”


The cane snapped in at an angle, crossing already throbbing marks. The heat seared through her, the pain spiraling upward. She groaned, choking back a sob. She bucked her hips up and down, not caring one whit about the way the motion made her cheeks wobble. The red haze of her hurt was all that she was at that moment, the insistence of her throbbing, empty pussy an undercurrent just below all that pain.


“How many was that?”


She sniffled, her voice catching. “Fi — six, Sir.”


Three more? There was no fucking way. No way at all.


Still she laid her cheek on the bed, her body alive with tension. She wiggled her bottom a little, insanely daring him to go on. She knew it was the best way to get over with, then he’d finally sink deep within her. He’d fuck her, claim her.


His.


“These will hurt I’m afraid.” The cane stroked over the curves of her bottom, making her picture a violinist’s bow playing the strings. Only the song Troy played was her pain, his cane the instrument.


Pain slashed in across her thighs, low down toward the knees, and her high, clear shriek pealed through the quiet room. She hopped up, the muscles of her legs taut, her buttocks clenching and unclenching. “Oh fuck! Oh fuck!”


She grunted, her teeth clenched as the sting sunk in, burning deep. Her legs finally unlocked, her thighs whispering together, vainly trying to assuage the hurt.


“Shh, Lacey.” His calm voice at her ear again. His hand stroked up and down the side of her neck, massaged the tight muscles at her nape. “Just let it go. Breathe through it now.”


She took a deep breath, then another. He pressed a kiss to her cheek, his lips smearing her tears against her heated skin.


His hand grasped her shoulder, easing her back down. “One more, girl. You can do this.”


She shook her head, her tears coming on full force, the comforter already wet with them. “I can’t, Troy. I can’t do it. Please, no more.”


The room went very still, and she could feel her husband’s gaze burning into her. Fingers palpated both of the throbbing, aching tramlines across her thighs. She whimpered as he gently squeezed the flesh of the newest track.


“Almost broke the skin here,” he said, seemingly to himself. “Need to be more careful.”


His hands eased over her trembling thighs, kneading the muscles, not intentionally irritating her marks, but not avoiding them either. He patted her bottom, which, compared to her burning thighs, now felt relatively good.


“Last one, girl.” He kissed her hip, his hand delving between the cheeks once more, fingers gliding across her untested bottom hole. He chuckled as she clenched it reflexively. “Soon enough, Lacey.”


She didn’t have time to wonder what that meant, as the cane was laid gently across the junction of her thighs and buttocks once more.


“Troy — Sir! Not there, please!”


“I’m going to whip your thighs again, Lace. Nothing you can do about it.” The intent rumble of his voice both chilled her, and made her pussy ache for his cock. She was truly one fucked up woman.


“Do you need to say it?”


She gulped in a great breath of air, and shook her head, trying to still the trembling of her body. She feared that cane stroke — yet she craved it as well. Taking it meant she had endured, conquered. She knew it was completely crazy, but she regarded it as a point of pride, a demonstration of her strength. She tried not to think of why the searing pain transformed itself into intense, forbidden pleasure, shooting straight to her clit, making her lust for more. So much more.


The cane tapped, directly across her vulnerable ‘sit spot’. For the next week, she’d feel the stroke every time she sat down, every time she bent over. A reminder of his ownership — and of his love. It would be the last stroke to heal, and though she’d never admit it to anyone, that lingering pain throughout the next week would be reassuring. Comforting.


“Ready, Lacey? This will be the hardest one.” The cane stilled, pressed to her flesh the way an executioner sights his sword on the neck of the condemned.


“Yes, Sir.”


She heard the snap before the pain flashed, the hurt so intense she froze with the white heat of it. Then she straightened and shrieked, her hands yanking at her bonds. Troy’s hands grasped her shoulders, turning her to face him.


He looked down on her, his arms crossed over his chest, the menacing rattan angling out of the crook of an elbow. The corner of his mouth quirked and his eyes narrowed, as she bounced in place. She couldn’t do anything else. The pain kept clawing, sinking, burning. She knew her breasts bounced obscenely as she jumped and wriggled. But all she could think about was the agonizing, stinging smart of that stroke. She wondered if the moisture she felt trickling down her thighs was sweat — or blood.


Troy’s big hand captured one of her wobbling breasts, and she forced herself to meet his gaze. His eyes softened, a lazy smile curving his lips. “I’m very proud of you.”


It was too much for her, and Lacey burst into tears.


Troy’s strong arms enfolded her, big hands stroking her back. He pressed soft kisses to her forehead, nudging her sodden locks away with his nose. “Breathe. Just breathe through the pain, Lacey.”


She hiccupped as she sobbed, her body shaking with her weeping. She buried her face in the warmth of his broad chest, smelling his cool cologne even as she cried.


“Shh, it’s okay,” he murmured, pressing a kiss to the curve of her ear. “Caning is done. You did so well.”


She yanked at her cuffs again, her fingers writhing. Oh how she wanted to put her arms around him!


“Not quite yet, girl.” His voice lowered. “We aren’t done.”


She tensed in his arms. “W – what do you mean?”


There’s more?


It was easily the hardest caning he had ever given her, and she still wasn’t sure she wasn’t bleeding from that last, searing cut across her upper thighs.


“I said we’re adding something new tonight, and I meant it.” The tight-jawed cadence of Troy’s words chilled her. “Do you think you’re being treated unfairly?”


She looked up at him, his visage blurring through her tears. “No. No, Sir.”


“Good.” He patted her cheek, his thumb rubbing through the wetness on her cheeks. “Next time, I’m going to make you wear mascara before your punishment.”


Lacey pressed her forehead to his chest, careful to keep her soaked cheeks from dampening his expensive shirt. She knew he enjoyed her tears, but the mental image of rivers of dark mascara flowing down her face was both repellent and fascinating to her. Would that really turn him on?


When she’d calmed down somewhat, Troy tipped her head back, brushing her hair back from her eyes. “Get on the bed.”


She glanced back, indicating her arms. He shook his head. “No. You’ll do it without them.”


As she struggled awkwardly to climb up onto the high mattress, she wondered where this was coming from. He was stern with her, and had always been since they’d decided to introduce discipline into their relationship. She thought that would be the extent of it, based on what she knew of her husband. He cherished her, and she knew that (initially, anyway), spanking her had been as hard on him as it was her. Maybe more so. However, as time went on, she found he’d come to enjoy it, to look forward to the next time he had his trembling, naked wife bent over his lap.


But this was something entirely new. He was almost...cruel. Shouldn’t she be pissed off about that rather than feel her womb spasming at the thought of his cold callousness?


What the fuck is wrong with you, Lace?


“Come on, you’re stalling.” He tugged on the weight of her ponytail. “Get up there. You’re getting fucked before we do anything else.”


She should have been ashamed at how much she wanted to scream for joy. But considering the fact that she now knelt on their bed, her naked ass sticking up like some bitch in heat, she knew she had more pressing things to be embarrassed about.


“No, not like that, Lacey.” His hand pressed at her hip. “On your back.”


“Troy, my arms.”


“Do it.” His hand clamped her upper arm. “If I have to help you, you’re not going to like it.”


Bound as she was, there was no graceful way to do it, so she simply fell over onto her side. Once on her back, she was mortified to find her arms, pinned beneath her, elevated her hips off the mattress, serving up her sex for whatever Troy had in mind.


His palm slapped her thigh. “Spread them.”


Blushing, she dropped her head to the mattress, staring at the dark wood blades of the ceiling fan spinning lazily above her.


“More, as far as you can. I want to see that cunt.”


She splayed her legs until she felt the stretch at the tendons of her inner thighs, the movement of air cool upon her exposed, wet folds.


His hand stroked the straining muscles of her thighs. “Feel any pinching at your arms? Numbness?”


“Not yet.”


“Good. You’ll tell me if you do.”


“Yes, Sir.”


This too was different, for usually on Maintenance Night, if he fucked her, it would be from behind. She would be pounded mercilessly until he came, her climax neither sought nor considered. He believed it helped drive home the fact that she was being punished, not rewarded. Though she did wish she could orgasm on those occasions, she’d remembered thinking, as she’d groaned under his bruising, deep thrusts, that it wasn’t exactly punishment she was feeling.


At the sound of his zipper lowering, she raised her head, watching him from between the pale mounds of her breasts. He slipped the last few buttons of his shirt, his intent gaze locked on her proffered sex. Troy was ex-military, seeking his law degree following his discharge, and though no longer quite the muscular mountain of a man he was straight out of the service, he was still powerfully built.


His broad shoulders rippled as he stripped the shirt off. His torso tapered pleasingly down to a lean waist, a strip of dark hair diving down his defined abdominals into the open fly of his slacks. He twisted somewhat as he pushed the slacks down his thighs, the heavy erect cock and curve of testicles outlined by his underwear. The motion revealed the bright spray of small scars along his side, starting just under his arm, a random pattern of them down to his hip. Mementos of an IED.


She laid her head back, taking a deep breath. Even the soft texture of the comforter below her made her stripes sting, and she wondered if the pain would prevent her from reaching orgasm. If he allowed her an orgasm at all.


Why do you lie to yourself? The pain makes it even better.


The mattress dipped as he knelt between her outstretched legs. A hand molded itself over her bare mound, the heel of his hand slickening itself against her swollen, wet slit.


She jerked her head back up as the hot, hard length of her husband’s cock slapped down on her inner thigh. The glint in her husband’s dark eyes made her shudder. “I’ve been thinking about this all day long, Lace. All day.”


His thumb played through her folds, slicking back the hood of her clit. She sighed as he played the broad head of his cock back and forth over the hard, aching nodule.


“Oh, God, Troy!”


“All I could think about was your ass as I caned it. The marks, your tears.”


Troy slid into her, and she arched from the mattress. He drove deep from the start, his hand capturing a breast in a firm grip. His hips snapped against her repeatedly, building immediately to a rough, frenetic pace. She could feel her juices running down, slickening the cleft of her ass.


He pressed his weight down upon her, grinding himself against her clit repeatedly. She was already close, the need to free her arms both insanely strong, and strangely arousing.


His mouth slammed down on her lips, his tongue forcing its way inside. She kissed him back with fierce urgency, sucking on his tongue. His teeth nipped her lips, her tongue. He planted quick kisses all over her cheeks, her chin. Then he moved down to her exposed neck, kissing and licking away the salt of her sweat. She moaned as he drove into her, rotating his hips as he did so, frictioning her clit even more.


“Oh, fuck. Harder, harder!”


This was what she was waiting for, to feel the unrestrained male animal, the primitive drive to conquer, to possess his woman. She grunted as he drove into her even harder, the smack of their flesh as loud as the spankings he was so fond of giving her.


You’ve got to tell him, before it gets too far.


The sensation spiraled higher and higher, the exquisite rightness of his cock deeply penetrating her, finding the core of her, claiming her for himself. All for him.


His fingers pinched her aching nipple savagely, and she yelled at the hurt, clenched down upon his rutting cock even harder. “You like this. All of this Lacey.” He grunted as he lunged back and forth within the clutch of her sex. “You play the innocent, but I know better. I can feel it. You love it.”


His face hovered just above hers, and she felt lost in his dark, brilliant eyes as he took her. She was his, forever, in all ways. His jaw clenched and his eyes shut. “Close!”


He drove as deeply as a man could, and stayed there, grinding against her. So deep! She felt the spiraling take off and she tensed, the sensation too much. It overtook her, all sound and color, touch and smell crashing together in an incredible white storm of pleasure.


With a guttural groan, his hips spasmed against hers, bucking once, twice, a third time. She felt his seed flood her pussy, bathing her in his essence, staking his claim to her once more. She cried out his name repeatedly as he came. Her husband, her man — her Master. She’d never thought of him as a Master before, but as he plumbed the depths of her pussy, her overwhelming lust melding with, enhanced by, the pain of her punishment, she knew that that was what he’d become. He would control her, direct her — own her.


His.


She smiled as Troy’s spasms subsided, his heavy, male body crushing her into the mattress. She pressed soft kisses to the hard muscled contours of his shoulders, the base of his neck. They were both drenched in sweat, the fan doing nothing to quench the fires of their lust for one another.


She wriggled slightly beneath him and he raised his head. “Can’t breathe?”


“Arms.”


He rolled off of her, pulling her over with him. He had her arms released within seconds, his hard hands massaging the abraded flesh, as she flexed her fingers. She could feel a slight tingling in their tips, but otherwise they seemed fine.


Lacey hugged herself close to his warmth, curling her legs upon his lap. He held her for a moment, his chin stroking against the top of her head. She squirmed on his lap, her ass feeling tight, swollen.


Troy turned her so her back was to him, and she looked back at him wondering what he was doing. It was time for her favorite — what came after her punishment. His gentle touch, the soft words spoken against her skin. It was the perfect end for her Maintenance Nights. His loving attention was his signal to her that she’d been forgiven, her sins washed away.


But he wasn’t doing any of that this time. He pinned her wrists behind her in an iron grip, moving her off the bed, the wet length of his semi-erect cock sticky against her throbbing, striped bottom.


“Troy — wait. What are you—?”


“Be still,” he said, his hand raising her chin. “I want you in the corner.”


Lacey sighed. She could do this. Yes, it was horridly boring. Yes, the idea of her bright red bottom peeking back at him from the darkened corner held its own unique form of embarrassment. But it could be worse — a lot worse. Maybe he just wanted to admire his handiwork?


He guided her to the dreaded corner, making sure her toes were as close to the floorboards as she could manage.


“Closer. Put those tits against the wall.” His hand pressed between her shoulder blades, her wrists still held at the small of her back. She scrunched in closer, her soft breasts pressing to the angled planes of either wall


“Get that nose in there, girl.”


She obeyed, feeling the kiss of the textured paint on the tip of her nose. There was little light in the far side of the bedroom, and it was remarkably dark in the small, close world of her corner.


He moved away from her, but she left her hands clasped behind her back, knowing he required a clear view of her punished cheeks. The stripes from her caning ached, the swollen tracks feeling like stiff bars across her ass. The cuts across her thighs hurt particularly badly as a bead of sweat would occasionally break and run down the back of her leg, the salt stinging the abraded marks even more.


She heard drawers open and close, the springs of the mattress whispering as he sat on the bed. For perhaps a minute — or maybe it was five minutes (her perception of time seemed to always be a little off while she served her corner time sentences) — there was only the sound of her breathing in the dim, quiet room.


She’d always wondered why he liked this. The punished, meek woman, her aching buttocks turned to him, displaying the pleasing results of his handiwork, the marks of his ownership.


Scratch that — she was sure she knew exactly what he was thinking.


What she could never understand though, was what caused the intense urge in her to do whatever she could to get out of her hated corner. She would gladly fuck him again, choke on his hard cock as he plunged it down her throat, and welcome the spray of his hot seed over her face. She was quite sure she’d do anything he asked, if he would but release her from her voluntary prison of obedience. The heat of her soaked pussy told her a simpler, baser answer: she just wanted more — more touching, more orgasms and more pain. All of it was preferable to standing alone, forlorn, in her position of penance.


“I love you like this.” His voice was close, right behind her, and she jumped in surprise. “After I cane that gorgeous round ass of yours, I get to watch your marks swell. I get to watch my cum leaking down your trembling thighs.”


He pressed a kiss to her naked shoulder, resting his hands on her flaring hips. She wanted to press her ass into his hands, but she knew he forbid it. It was rare for her to spend her corner time unmolested. He usually touched her; he would speak to her in those low rumbling tones, while she pressed her face obediently into that dark join of walls.


“What do you think about while you stand there? Do you wonder what I see? Wonder what I’m thinking about?”


“Yes, Sir.”


“You’ll go on wondering then, girl. Nothing I say could compete with what your imagination can conjure up.”


Lacey caught her breath as she felt something rub across the curve of her buttock. Then the hot hardness of him slapped against her ass. He alternated cheeks, smacking her sore ass with his cock. She tried to follow it, her hips moving almost imperceptibly.


Troy gave the soft flesh of her thigh a hard, deep pinch, making her inhale in a long whine of breath. “Stay still. You don’t move from your corner until I tell you. You know this.”


She cried out as his hand smacked her bottom four times in quick succession, the pain forcing her onto her toes by the final blow. Her weals throbbed urgently again, the nerve-endings reawakened, the pain rekindled in her backside.


His lips were on her skin once more tasting the salt of the sweat that ran down her spine, his soft sensual lips following the gentle bumps of her spine. His hands reached around her, playing over her belly, his palm cupping her mons possessively. The self-control it took for her not to buck her cunt against that hand was truly Herculean, the thought of more spanks being applied to her already blazing backside lending her the strength she needed. Barely.


“I love this cunt. So wet, so needy. So mine.” His hand gently squeezed her mound, and she moaned. She could feel her pussy moistening further.


“I’d love to flog it tonight, Lacey, but I have something else in mind.”


“Yes, Sir.” she whispered, hoping the relief in her tone wouldn’t be misinterpreted as disappointment. She wasn’t sure she wanted to examine the possibility that it was both.


His hands left her, the burning length of his hard cock pulled away. “Corner time is over.”


She turned, reaching out for him, her emotions raw. She needed him to hold her, kiss her. Then she really, really needed her husband to fuck her.


Apparently, Troy had other ideas.


“Did I say you could turn around, girl?”


“But you said…”


He smiled at her, the warmth of the expression not reaching the hard, dark gaze. “Yes, well, some things are changing about our arrangement.”


She stole a glance at him before turning back around, her pussy spasming at the mouth-watering glory of her husband’s naked body. That large, erect cock and heavy testicles had Lacey picturing herself dropping to her knees, taking him deep as he guided her efforts with a tight fistful of her dark hair.


“Do you trust me, Lacey-girl?” His breath was hot on her neck, teeth nibbling on her earlobe. “Do you trust me not to take you too far?”


“Yes,” she whispered. What was he up to? This was completely different from their normal routine. She didn’t know whether to be scared or excited about it because new usually meant more pain.


So where’s the bad part, slut?


“I can’t hear you,” Troy said, slapping her ass. “Speak up.”


“Yes, Sir.” she blurted, wincing. Her bottom felt like she’d sat on hot coals, his smack just fanning the flames higher.


“Good.”


She froze as he brought the strip of cloth over her eyes. “Troy — what are you doing?”


“Quiet!” He slapped a broad palm on the side of her thigh, and she yelped. He cinched the cloth tight at the back of her head. Other than a thin strip of light at the very bottom of her field of view, she couldn’t see a thing. His fingers entwined in her hair, pulling her head back roughly. “Unless you’re giving me the word, or answering a direct question, you keep your mouth shut, girl.”


She almost said it; it was on her lips. This was farther than they’d taken this ever before. This was more than just a spanking.


She nodded as best she could against his tight hold on her hair.


“That’s better.” He released her hair with a short, sharp shake.


She didn’t know what to do. This was a different Troy — a crueler, colder Troy. She knew that in any other situation she’d be incensed. She should be incensed. So why was her clit thrumming, her pussy soaked?


She felt cold leather wrap about her ankles, and reflexively moved her foot, but quickly moved it back at his warning rumble.


Lacey pulled at the cuffs, the noise of a chain confirming they were linked closely together. What the hell was he doing? The cuffs made it virtually impossible for her to walk.


She looked down, hoping to get a glimpse of what he was doing, but the blindfold was frustratingly effective. Manacles were back at her wrists once more, and he cinched them tighter this time. He grabbed her by the hair again, pulling her up onto her toes. He turned her toward the far corner of the room, the place she dreaded most. Even blindfolded, she knew what awaited her there.


The bench.


Troy dragged her over to it, Lacey stumbling against the tight hobble, the painful grip of his hand in her long hair keeping her from toppling over. Her thighs pressed against the padded bench, the coldness of the leather making her nipples harden into stones. His hand pressed at her upper back.


She stood ramrod straight. Her heart pounded in her ears, her breathing increasingly labored. He’d only ever used the bench for spanking or caning her — and he’d already given her a taste of both.


He pushed harder, his guttural growl so low-pitched she felt more than heard it. She tried to still her body, but her trembling got worse by the second. She’d fantasized about having her limits pushed, flirting with force. Faced with the reality of it however, she wasn’t sure she could do it. She knew Troy would never hurt her, not really.


But what if she wanted him to?


Though his steel hard fingers bit into the flesh of her shoulder, his other hand touched her cheek. Just a whisper of sensation, so slight she wasn’t sure it had been him. But it was enough. He was there with her, taking the journey with her. He’d protect her. Her love.


She relaxed just the slightest bit, the signal he needed. He pulled at her hair, hard, twisting her head as he hauled her down to the inclined plane of the bench sloping away toward the floor. The position left her legs straight, the angle laying everything open to his gaze, the soft petals of her cunt yawning open, surrendered to her husband’s lust. Her bottom hole clenched as he ran a finger down between her spread cheeks, emphasizing her vulnerability and her obscene exposure.


Lacey closed her eyes, despite the blindfold, and laid her cheek on the leather.


One minute, one second, one moment, Lacey. You can do this. You want this. You always have.


She felt heavy leather pass over the back of her lower legs, just above her bound ankles. Another strap, cinched brutally tight over her hamstrings, pinned her upper legs to the bench. She’d seen the straps hanging loosely from the apparatus, lazily waiting, like venomous snakes, anticipating the embrace of their victim. She wasn’t going anywhere now.


His palm caressed the roughened, inflamed skin of her buttocks, squeezing the weight of her flesh in his hand. The strap over her thighs galled one of the still raw tramlines from the cane. Her unconscious wiggling of her legs against the implacable grip of the straps didn’t help matters, so she willed herself to stop it. The trembling of her body was another issue entirely.


She felt him move to the front of the bench, where her head lay low toward the floor, her long hair no doubt a black river pooling on the carpet. He lifted the remainder of her hair from her neck, and cold, stiff leather clasped her there too.


Dear God, a collar?


She jerked her head, not even thinking, and his hand twisted in her hair until she stilled, wincing, her scalp burning at the brutal stricture. She felt a tear slip under the cloth of the blindfold, to run crazily across the bridge of her nose. Absurdly, she wished her hands were free so that she could swipe the shaming tear away.


The collar tightened just a little, exerting a steady pressure on her throat, but not enough to constrict blood flow or breathing. He slipped fingers under the snug leather to ensure it. The feeling of the confinement of her neck was unlike anything she’d ever felt. She knew she was blushing to the roots of her hair, connecting the collar to that of a dog, an owned thing. Though it shamed her, it fired her lust anew. He was staking claim again, taking her to a new place. She never thought bondage would be something that could cause such a powerful reaction in her. Her drenched, seething cunt told her there were new horizons she still could explore. As Troy cinched down the collar with more straps, tying her fast to the bench, it was apparent he was intent on exploring them with her — whether she was ready or not.


She tried to move something, anything. All she could muster was the continuous, frenetic writhing of her fingers, the curling of her toes. His fingers played through the swollen labia, gathering the moisture there, a desultory, teasing play of fingertips across her achingly hard clit.


Then she felt the cold slipperiness against her asshole. She stiffened, the wood of the bench groaning.


He can’t be. Oh God, he can’t be doing this.


His fingers spread her cheeks wide, and she was mortified anew at the view he was no doubt enjoying. The heels of his hands pressed her wider still, as if he would split her bottom in half, the stretching at her cleft almost uncomfortable. His thick finger liberally coated in cool gel, eased against her bottom hole, insistent but gentle.


“Just try to relax. We’ll go slowly. You need to be stretched first.”


“Troy, I don’t know—”


“It’s not up to you. Unless you’re giving me the word, this is happening.” His voice lowered. “Are you?”


“No, it’s just… I don’t think I can.”


His hand smacked her bottom lightly, leaving a slick of gel on a stinging cheek. “You can, and you will. I’ll help you through it, Lace. But before this night is over, you’re going to have my cock in your ass. Now be a good girl and cooperate.”


She nodded her head. “Yes, Sir. I’m scared.”


“I know, Lacey.”


She whimpered as he slathered more cold gel into her cleft, swirling it upon the tender entrance to her ass. His finger pressed against her once more.” Let me in, girl.”


Lacey grunted, his finger a rhythmic pressure at her ass, increasing then lessening as he worked her. He lubricated again, the tip of his finger back at her, stroking her bottom hole, coaxing, relaxing. “Push out now”


“What do you mean?”


“Watch yourself, Lace.” The tip of his finger insinuated itself into her bottom hole, and she clamped down upon it. “No, don’t clench. Bear down, like you’re going to the bathroom.”


“What?”


His big hand slapped her ass again, her flesh wobbling. “Just do it. You have to let me in. Bear down, now.”


She whined, the feeling of pushing out seeming so wrong, her need to obey her husband seeming so right.


“That’s it! Good girl.” She warmed at his praise, even as he pushed his finger deeper, awakening uncomfortable sensation within her ass. Her tight hole burned, stretched around his thick digit, and she panted at the pain.


“There we go. Keep pushing, girl. This is just my finger — my cock is a lot bigger than this.” He pressed his lips to her ass cheek, his kiss soft, almost reverent. She concentrated on loosening everything. The pain was there, but if she unclenched, stopped fighting, it lessened. Her empty pussy ached, bereft, her hard clit thrumming.


His hand drifted fingertips between the lips of her pussy, collecting the moisture, wiping it in lazy circles around her clit. “I guess I shouldn’t have worried about you being too scared,” he murmured, rich pleasure in his voice. She sighed as he frictioned her hard clit more intently, tweaking the sensitive flesh.


She let out a long whine as he pressed into her again, working his big finger in and out, thrusting with more authority. He pressed it as deep as it would go, his hard knuckles against the inner curves of her ass cheeks, the strange sensation of his fingertip wiggling within her, seemingly at the very core of her being. He recharged his finger several times with the cold gel, penetrating her anew, until she’d relaxed enough that each entrance was relatively easy, if still uncomfortable.


“I think we’re ready,” he said, wiping his finger on the back of her thigh, awakening the pain of the marks there once more. His palm patted the plump, smooth lips of her pussy. “I was only going to do this one time as part of your punishment.” He thrust two thick fingers deep into her pussy, thrusting roughly for a few seconds. “Judging by this dripping cunt of yours though, we may need to make this a regular feature, Lacey-girl.”


“No! Please Troy, no.”


The uncoiling deep in her belly gave lie to her words.


“It’s not up to you, girl.” He leaned over, brushing his lips against her cheek, nudging the cloth of her blindfold. “Lets see how you do tonight, hmm?”


His hands took firm hold of her hips, squeezing her flesh in his possessive grip. The heavy cock eased up and down between her trembling cheeks, pausing to circle the cold slipperiness onto her cringing asshole. Her heart pounded in her chest, every muscle in her body tensing. They’d talked about trying it a few times, but it hadn’t been anything serious. She never thought he was particularly interested in taking her there, and she’d never really entertained the idea. She was a comparatively slight woman — and he was a big man. She wasn’t sure it would even be physically possible.


He pressed the broad head against her bottom hole, and she yelped. Oh, he was serious after all.


Oh fuck! Oh fuck!


She clenched against him, running on pure instinct now. She would fight him every step of the way, even though she knew it would make it worse.


He continued the pressure, easing back a tiny bit, only to press forward once more, his cock never leaving contact with her anus. His fingers wiped more cool gel around her ass, over his cock. She knew she couldn’t do it. She wanted him to reassure her, tell her he was just playing around. She hoped he’d relent, and slip inside her empty pussy instead. But it was not to be.


He was relentless, easing back and forth, pressed relentlessly against her ass. “Relax your bottom, Lacey. Come on now.” Every time her cheeks squeezed around the big head of his cock, he smacked her ass, growling at her. She tried to relax, hoping he would relent, but still he kept at her.


Then he stroked her, gently, solicitously, as if she were a fractious animal in need of calming. She jerked against her straps once more and his palm came down hard on her ass, fire flaring across her flesh as she bit down on a scream.


It was just enough of a distraction, and his cock slipped in, just through the entrance. He felt huge, and it hurt as she expected, but what surprised her most was the uncomfortable fullness. He stroked her hips, patting her sore bottom, and eased his hips further forward.


She grunted, her teeth locked over her bottom lip. Now it really hurt; a stretching burn along with a disturbing undercurrent of the forbidden sensation of his big cock stimulating the tissues inside her ass. The feeling was alien, yet all too intimately familiar. The tight ring of her anus stretched taut over his thick shaft as he eased deeper, his hands stroking her back and hips so gently. Then with a pleased sigh he was seated fully.


She shook like a landed fish, her core frozen, and feeling staked upon Troy’s thick cock. She jerked her hips once, the burn flaring as she reflexively clenched down upon him, crying out at the pain. His groan was unexpectedly welcome. She wanted to hear him, even if it was just to scold her, tell her what a bad girl she’d been. Anything was better than his cold silence. His hand was at her clit again, rubbing it in harsh circles as he pulled nearly all of the way out of her. He squeezed her aching clit as he eased forward once more, driving deep. She gave a ragged, high-pitched moan as he filled her fully once more.


The tears flowed freely as the burn intensified at his thrusting. He built her up to a steady, deep plunge and retreat, the helplessness of being tied immobile as he drove within her nearly making her scream.


He slipped two fingers deep into her slit as he thrust hard again, and she cried out once more — the forbidden on top of the exquisite. He alternated fingering her drowning, lonely pussy with deft flicks and strokes to her swollen clit. All the while, his heavy cock reamed her, the burn giving way to the steady, confusing sensation of needing to empty her bowels. It disturbed her greatly to have such a familiar sensation warring with the soaring, forbidden pleasure.


“Troy, please!” she panted as his hips smacked her sore buttocks, his cock driving deep.


“Just relax, girl. Nothing you can do about this anyway. Make it easy on yourself and relax now.” His voice held a rich note of immense satisfaction.


Harder, harder he fucked her, his hands clamping on to her hips, using the leverage to drive further, mount her like a male beast.


“Ah fuck, Lace,” he groaned. “Coming!”


His fingers crushed her clit between their hard tips. She screamed as the flash of pain pulled her over, the pleasure/agony of her exploding clit melding with the sinking, dark pleasure of his long, thick cock relentlessly pounding into her sore, stretched ass. He yelled out, fingers digging painfully into her hips, his cock spasming deep within her. She felt the hot spray fill her bowels and she clenched down on him, inflaming the abraded nerve endings of her hard-used ass as she squeezed the last of his seed from his cock.


She moaned, blowing out great gusts of breath as he slowed. He braced himself with twin handfuls of caned, burning buttock flesh, his breathing harsh, ragged. He pressed a firm kiss to the nape of her neck. “You’re forgiven, Lacey.”


Lacey burst into tears. Finally, the words she’d ached for. Her punishment was over. He left her bound on the bench, lost in the darkness of her pain and exhaustion. Most of all she was lost in the confusion of her mind. She’d just been sodomized by her loving husband — and she’d come like a wanton slut.


New horizons, indeed.


He was back at her side, softly molding a warm, wet washcloth to her cleft. She sighed as he cleaned her, his fingers twining with hers gently as he eased her punished buttocks apart to press the cloth against her aching bottom hole. She could feel him wipe away the slickness from her cleft. Within moments it was all off of her, the straps, the cuffs, the collar, and it was just Lacey, held in the hard, muscular arms of her Troy.


He set her down on the bed, easing her over onto her side to avoid irritating the inflamed tissues. He kissed the hair at her forehead. “Be right back.”


She thought she heard the sounds of running water, but her mind was flying, lost in that foggy mixture of elation, pleasure, and exhaustion that always followed a punishment. She made a soft sound as his arms gathered her up, his hard biceps flexing against her legs, his strength enveloping her.


“This might sting a little, Lace.” She moaned, tensing for a moment as he lowered her into the steaming water. Lacey sighed deeply, feeling the warmth of the bath seep into her bones. The water made her marks throb and ache, but it didn’t matter as long as he was with her, taking care of her. He undid the ponytail, letting her hair fall heavy over her shoulders, the ends floating in the scented water. The blindfold fell away from her eyes, and she blinked against the light of the candles scattered around the dim bathroom.


“Troy, I need… “ She reached for him, her eyes heavy. Despite her exhaustion, her breath caught as she watched him climb into the tub, the thick cock, partially erect, swinging between heavily muscled thighs. He slid in behind her, cradling her between his legs and pulling her back against his powerful chest. She murmured as his hands stroked her, caressing her cheek, holding his fingertips to her lips so she could kiss them.


Lacey sighed as his hands gathered up the weight of her breasts, squeezing them gently, his fingers tweaking the hard tips. “You were such a good girl. Very brave.” He kissed her temple, his hands continuing to stroke her breasts. She thought she could die this way, simply pass over to the other side in this pure bliss. Wrapped in his arms, in his love.


Troy squeezed her breasts tighter, and she felt him hardening against her ass. She twisted her head back, her lips seeking him. His lips brushed hers, playing, tasting her. She kissed him harder, her tongue darting, twining with his, his breath one with hers.


He patted her cheek, his fingers brushing strands of hair from her eyes. “Later, little girl. You need your hair washed.”


Lacey leaned back against him once more, her hands playing over the bones of his knees, her nails scratching gently through the dark hair on his wet thighs. He washed her hair slowly, taking care to work all the tangles from her long tresses. His hands massaged her wet scalp, the sensation so heavenly, she nearly drifted off to sleep. By the time he’d finished lovingly soaping every inch of her skin, the heat within her pussy had fired to life once more. She wanted him, badly, but she was so tired, even her passion had to give way to sleep. For now.


He laid her on the cool sheets of their bed, her body still wrapped in a huge, soft towel. She blinked slowly, barely able to keep her eyes open, and smiled at her husband. “Come here.”


Troy stretched his naked, magnificent body beside her, opening her towel, baring her flesh to his gaze, to his wandering hands. She nestled her body against him, her leg curling over his thigh, his hot length of his cock twitching against the coolness of her hip.


“You could have… warned me,” she mumbled against him.


He flashed a mischievous grin. “What’s the fun in that? Sleep now, girl.”


She rested her cheek on his well-muscled chest, and he stroked the hair away from her temple. She drew in a deep shuddering breath, willing the tension to leave her body as she exhaled.


Now, Lacey. You’ve waited too long as it is.


“What is it, girl?” He stared up at the ceiling. She stroked a finger along the strong tendons at the base of his neck.


“I didn’t tell you the whole truth, Troy.”


“Oh?” He pulled her tighter, looking down at her.


“No — I didn’t start.”


He was silent, his body very, very still. “Start what, Lacey?”


She gulped at the steel in his voice. She was in trouble, but there was nothing for it. They had to talk about this. “I never started my period. I’m late.”


He looked down at her once more, his eyes narrowed, jaw clenching. He looked back at the ceiling, tension thrumming through the strong body she lay upon. Then his eyes met hers, and she felt such a surge of relief, of joy, that tears welled in her eyes once more.


“Well, this deserves a punishment, I should think. Lying is not allowed, you know.” His mouth curved into that devious smile — the one that came out when another idea had come to him. “It will depend though.”


She wiped a tear from her cheek, pressing her soft lips to his chest. “On what?”


“On the results of your test, of course.”


She lifted her head. “Wh—what?”


“You’re taking a test tomorrow morning. If it’s negative, you’re getting the spanking of your life.”


Her eyes went wide. “And if it’s positive?”


He grinned. “Then we’ll search for a kink friendly OB so I can ask them how much spanking is safe for a pregnant woman.”
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Prologue


 


Waiting and dreading her impending discipline was bad enough. The fact that she was made to don the vaguely penitential “uniform” of the staid, drab smock made things even worse. To her, it seemed little more than a starched brown sack.


It galled her still that the discomfort of wearing such a dress was very much intentional.


She sat in the usual spot, on the varnished bench in the hallway outside the study, waiting for her appointment with shame and pain — and reluctant, embarrassing arousal. The slate gray tile under her plain low heels radiated a coolness that should have had her shivering, but her strange, ritualized dress, made from a heavy cloth with its unfashionably high neck, ensured trickles of nervous sweat meandered between her breasts, tickling the crease between sex and inner thigh. The scratchy fabric was made more so by the fact she was not permitted a stitch of underwear underneath. No women summoned for their periodic appointments with pain were allowed any underthings — unless such an accommodation was to feature prominently in her adjudicated correction.


The men who attended — and passed judgment — at the Accountings were ever inventive, as clever and diabolical as they were strict, taking pleasure in the ritual that was borderline sadistic.


“Provisional member” was what she still was, despite the fact she was anything but a new face at the neighborhood accountings. The shaming title — a concrete reminder that though she’d been welcomed into White Valley, she still wasn’t yet a full-fledged resident — rung in her head repeatedly.


Just because she wasn’t technically yet an official resident didn’t save her from being disciplined like one. Her naked buttocks twitched, knowing what they were in for in but a few short minutes.


She listened to the faint sounds coming through the heavy polished wood of the study door, closing her eyes at the frightful — yet arousing — imagery the sounds evoked within her.


Was that a woman? It sounded like... sobbing.


A loud thump made her jump, then a deep male voice rang out. It sounded authoritative, maybe even angry, but at the same time it was frustratingly muted, preventing her from making out any discernable words.


The hallway she sat in was so silent, almost funereal, her only company the chill-inducing song of feminine anguish and mortification coming from the other side of that door.


Her husband would be inside with them now, his eagerness to take her in hand every bit as intense as the twisted war of anxiety, lust, and fear of the unknown raging inside her.


If she had an ounce of sanity, she’d march from this house. Flee this strange, yet impossibly alluring town. Her hands were still cuffed, yes, but they were bound before her, not behind. Nothing stopped her from walking out the front door and simply getting the fuck outta Dodge.


The rhythmic slapping sound came again. She knew exactly what that was. And she knew that very same fate was in her immediate future. It was the third time she’d heard it during her interminable wait in her own personal Purgatory. Her bottom crawled as she heard the faint pleading, the female cries. The clear note of a shriek sent a shiver down her spine, gooseflesh breaking out upon her naked forearms.


Her pulse was frantic, her mouth as arid as a desert. Yet her nipples were so hard, she feared they’d be on prominent display, twin, impudent, shaming points tenting the front of the heavy starched fabric of the humiliatingly plain dress. Her pussy was a seething, slippery mess, her thighs sticking together. There was a very real prospect she’d be adding a mortifying dark wet spot to the back of the brown sack they’d forced her to wear for her latest Accounting. Would they note it? Would they comment on what a dirty whore she was for being so excited at the prospect of her punishment?


Accounting.


The term was so... formal. Sterile. Yet, she knew what awaited her in that study was anything but.


Submission. Force. Humiliation. Pain. Surrender.


Why did those thoughts make her clit throb when they’d have sent any normal woman screaming for the hills?


The door in front of her opened, Von’s towering form filling her field of vision. His eyes glinted as he smiled down at her, extending a huge, veined hand.


“Come with me, Mrs. Warren. We’re ready to hear your case now. Your husband is waiting for you.”



 


 


 


 


 


 


 


Chapter 1


 


Several months earlier


 


The moment she pulled the car into her driveway, her stern husband standing on the front porch with his arms crossed over his chest, Lacey knew she was in trouble.


He took hold of the car door as she opened it, his glare pinning her in place.


“Wh-what?”


She tried to remember if she’d forgotten anything. If she’d neglected to follow any orders or dictates Troy had given. He’d been quite easy on her post-pregnancy, for which she was supremely grateful. For while carrying Hayden had been almost a dream, he’d been anything but during the first four months of his life. Raising children was hard!


“I think it’s time we talked about our arrangement, don’t you?”


“I… I’m not sure I know what you mean?”


Of course, it was a lie. She knew very well he was referring to their sexual dynamic. Lacey was a wife who’d gladly subjected herself to her husband — in all things.


Maintenance Nights.


Submission and discipline. Pleasure and pain.


“Upstairs, now,” he growled, standing aside to let her exit the car. “You know how I want you dressed. I’ll be up in five minutes.”


As if on reflex, she didn’t waste a single second protesting, fleeing through the front door and up the stairs.


She knew that voice, the twitch of muscle at the corner of his jaw. She’d missed that cold glint in his eyes that never failed to make her belly do flip-flops, her nipples grow tight.


He was back.


Finally.


Stripping off her clothes even as she climbed the carpeted risers, she leaned a shoulder against the doorjamb to the master bedroom, yanking off her low heels. Then she saw it.


The pale, varnished plane of her paddle laying upon the bedspread, like a viper waiting in the grass.


“Oh, my God, I don’t know if I’m ready for this!” Her voice was a strained squeak, but still she rushed into the walk-in, elbowing the door aside, rifling through the bottom drawer of her dresser. She found them, folded neatly, a symbol of what they’d had to put aside to welcome Hayden into the world.


And a symbol of what still waited, perhaps eagerly, to be picked up once more.


It was a uniform of sorts, something they’d alighted on one day as she’d been doing laundry. A tight, white tank top, and a pair of black lace panties, so brief they were little more than an afterthought.


But it was the additions to the clothing that still made her blush.


The tank top was snug indeed, not even coming close to covering all of Lacey’s breasts — especially now that she was nursing. In a stark red script, emblazoned across the curves of her bosom were the words:


Property of Troy


Printed on the back of the underwear, in block letters was:


SPANK HERE


As she pulled the clothes on, her face heated as she remembered the first time Troy presented them to her, telling her they would be her new “uniform” when it came to discipline. He didn’t even need to refer to the special clothing directly anymore.


They both knew what she was expected to wear when it was time for her to be disciplined.


Her hair held up in a haphazard pile by several pins, she allowed herself a moment to try to right the mess that was her long, dark locks; she hadn’t done her hair that morning, foolishly assuming this day would be just like any other. She stripped the pins out almost frantically, knowing the clock was ticking down — and with the knowledge he’d be at the door to the bedroom at precisely five minutes from when she’d been dismissed from the driveway.


When it came to the subject of spanking his loving wife’s ass, Troy meant every word he said.


She frowned at her reflection as she pulled down the snug tank top enough to cover her belly; she still wasn’t used to the faint pattern of stretch marks there. Fortunately, she had at least been fairly successful in returning herself to some semblance of the shape she’d been in pre-pregnancy.


Troy had told her he loved those marks, that they were a reminder of what they’d created together. Even though she’d never believe those words, she still loved him for saying them.


He was a hard man, a strict man — but not for one moment did Lacey ever doubt her husband loved her.


“I see it might be time for a refresher on the importance of following directions.”


She spun around, bringing her hand to her mouth. “I-I’m sorry. I—”


He shook his head slowly. “Bend over the bed, bad girl. We’ve got a few things to discuss. Then we can address your little disobedience.”


Swallowing hard, her hand splayed across her chest in a vain effort to slow her racing heart, she walked to the foot of the bed. Dropping to her knees, fresh heat flushed up her cheeks at the way the tiny thong seemed to split and showcase her ass, the black lace displaying and presenting bottom cheeks she still felt were much too big.


“Jesus Christ, I’ve been thinking about this,” he murmured from somewhere behind her.


She wasn’t sure if it was something she was supposed to reply to, but she couldn’t help herself.


“Thinking about what, sir?”


“Your ass. Mine.”


“It was… always yours.”


His deep laughter rolled over her as he moved closer, looming over her. “True — but not like this. Not like it used to be.”


Oh, thank God.


To this day, she still couldn’t make sense of the warring fear and lust that swirled within her as she contemplated — often on her knees — a punishment about to be inflicted upon her vulnerable bottom.


It had been much too long, but she knew it was not her place to pressure him, or to try to get him to bring that part of their marriage back. He would bring it back, when the time was right.


Looks like it’s right now. Be careful what you wish for, Lacey.


The bed dipped as her husband sat down. She knew better than to move her head from where it lay upon her folded arms. A quiet contemplation of her kneeling form was something she still remembered he loved — required — before any meting out of punishment. He loved her — and lusted after her — and nothing fired that lust more than looking upon her naked ass.


Regardless of the fact she may have found her backside a little too… generous.


“Stand up, girl.”


His words were quiet, but the firmness of his intent was unmistakable.


This was no time to dawdle or disobey.


Rising to her feet, she wrung her hands in front of her, unsure what she was supposed to do. Face him? Stay where she was? Hop in place on one leg?


When he slipped into his growly, disciplinary mode, she was quite sure she’d do just that, if he ordered her to.


“Stand in front of me.” He reached out and hooked a big hand around her hip, yanking her close. She stumbled a little then stood before him, within the span of his knees. His gaze coursed at length over her form as she breathed in the pleasing scent of his cologne.


He said nothing as he regarded her, ratcheting up the tension by the second until she fluttered her hands at her sides, her heart pounding.


“Present, girl.”


For a split second, she had to remember what that word entailed exactly, so long had it been since she’d heard the heated order.


Lacing her fingers together under the warm weight of her hair, she clasped her hands behind her neck.


“Good.” His hand caressed the broad curve of her hip, her skin breaking out into gooseflesh. He looked up at her. “Cold?”


“N-no, sir. Just… nervous, I guess.”


“You should be.”


Oh, God!


“One of the things we need to talk about is how our lives are going to be, moving forward — now that we have Hayden. Have you thought of that?”


“Of course.”


“And?”


“W-what?”


“What are your thoughts? It’s okay to speak, girl. Your words are likely to have a direct impact on how your ass feels in the next few minutes, so I expect you to be honest.”


Lacey shivered. “I-I wondered how long… until things would be back to how they used to be.”


“You mean me keeping you in line?” He palmed one of her buttocks, giving it a meaningful squeeze. “I admit I’ve missed it even more than I thought I would. Did you miss having a hot, throbbing ass, girl?”


“No… but I missed that you”—she took a deep breath, trying to plow forward despite the embarrassment the words elicited within her—“sometimes decided that I… needed that. Sir.”


“Did you miss your Maintenance Nights too?”


“Yes, sir.”


It shamed her more than perhaps anything else — and Troy went to great lengths to explore the depths of shame with his wife. She not only missed them, she yearned for them. This despite the pain, despite the humiliation, despite the way he used her like little more than a walking, breathing sex toy. Or maybe it was because of all of those things.


She’d even dreamed of Maintenance Night once!


“Did you worry that having our son was going to change things forever?”


It was always the elephant in the room during her pregnancy — especially when Troy had begun to go very easy on her. There had been no difficulty setting it aside then; her pregnancy and the needs of her unborn son took their rightful place as foremost in her mind. But there was no denying it was always a thought, a whispered fear.


Maybe he wouldn’t want her anymore? Could she still offer him the same deep submission she’d given him before she’d gotten pregnant? The fears of her body no longer being attractive to him were bad enough; ladling on her own growing anxiety that their dynamic was simply incompatible with being parents made things far, far worse.


“Haven’t they changed? I mean… look at me.”


“Oh, I am looking at you.” He hooked a finger under the bottom hem of her tank, and eased it up. Her breath caught in her throat as he pressed soft kisses to the pattern of pale stretchmarks decorating the gentle curve of her lower belly. “And what I see is a woman who’s never looked more beautiful.” His hands clasped her hips harshly. “And one who’s never needed to be spanked more than she does today.”


“Oh, God yes…” she murmured, closing her eyes, despite the pounding of her pulse.


“Look at me.”


Her eyes flying open, she met his stern, flinty gaze, the lust she saw there plain.


“Here’s the truth: things have changed forever.”


Her heart sank. “Troy, how can—?”


“Be quiet, wife of mine, or you’re going to get a spanking before your spanking. You understand me?”


“Yes, sir,” she whispered.


“As I said, things have changed — but not in the way you might think.” His hands stroked up and down her hips, his fingertips playing with the lacy edge of her panties. “Starting today, we’re going to be getting you back in line. I’ve been far too lenient with you. You need a tight rein, bad girl, and I intend to provide it.”


“Troy—”


“Unless you’re telling me no, you’d better keep those pretty lips zipped. Last warning, my girl.”


“I… I’m not saying no. Sir.”


“Good — then I expect you to listen quietly.”


She nodded, blushing, knowing he expected her silence.


“Maintenance Nights are now a regular part of your week again — starting Friday.”


Her heart squeezed so hard she thought it might stop — even as her clit immediately began to swell, her sensitive nipples instantly hardening to bullets under the tight fabric of her tank top.


Careful what you wish for, indeed.


Troy continued. “But since you’ve gone so long without the discipline that you’ve so sorely needed — and that I’ve so badly needed to provide to you — we’re going to be making up for some lost time, you and me. So, we’re going to be having a Maintenance Week for you, my dear. What do you think of that?”


Lacey was too stunned to even form speech. “I… what…?”


It used to take her days to fully recover from her Maintenance Nights before. How on Earth was she going to survive a whole week of them? Had he lost his mind?


“You’ll have seven different punishments, one per day. You can sort of think of it as us catching up as a couple again. What do you think?”


How about a nice getaway, instead? Flowers?


Who was she kidding? For women like her, bouquets and vacations were nice, but it was something else entirely that made her clit hard, that haunted her twisted, fevered dreams.


Despite the wording, she knew the man was not seeking her permission. He’d decreed it — and she’d endure it. Just as they’d both agreed years ago. Still, she had to say something.


“I… I don’t think I can take that, Tr — sir.”


“Ah, but I didn’t say they’d be in the same week, did I?”


“But… you called it Maintenance Week.”


He lowered his chin, a gesture that never failed to get her heart pounding faster — for it meant she was treading on thin ice.


It makes your pussy wet, too. You’re insane.


“You’ll have to pay off one punishment each week, over seven weeks. I think you can survive that, don’t you?”


She was only barely able to suppress a sigh. “Yes, sir.”


Though she knew it wouldn’t be easy, she knew she could do it. Yes, it was likely to be hell, knowing how hard he punished when it came to normal maintenance nights, but a part of her was anticipating it with a mix of dread and dark lust.


“We’ll go over the details later. For now, just know — things are going to change, and that starts right now. Understand me?”


“Yes, sir.” She licked her lips, her mouth hopelessly dry.


“Turn around.”


“Oh, what? Okay…”


“What was that?” His hand gripped her thigh, his fingers like steel.


“Okay, sir!”


“That’s my girl. Now, do as you’re told.”


She spun around, then stood silently, feeling his gaze course over her flesh, the humiliating — yet strangely arousing — encouragement to take her in hand emblazoned across the seat of her panties. It was never easy for her to let him look at her ass, especially when he made her cooperate in her display of it.


But it could always be worse, and she knew it was about to be.


“Take them down. Slowly.”


Hooking her thumbs in the thin lace, she drew the fabric down her legs.


“Bend at the waist. Just like you’ve been taught.”


“Yes, sir,” she murmured, her face flaming. It shouldn’t have mattered; the man had seen, and touched, every millimeter of her body. But it was this way every single time.


And she knew he loved it that way. He took advantage of the fact that no matter how many hours she spent on the treadmill, no matter how strict she was with her diet, she always, always, felt like her ass was too big.


It helped that he obviously adored it, but it didn’t change the fact that she cursed her genes — even as she thanked God for bringing her a man who loved how she filled out a pair of jeans.


Straightening her legs, she dropped the panties to her ankles, trying to ignore the wetness of the gusset against her foot. She knew he could see the evidence of her arousal, smell her desire — and her fear of what he was about to do to her.


He loved it all — and she was thankful for it. Somehow, it always eased her fear, and heightened her own arousal, knowing her submission to him was a turn-on for her husband.


Knowing her pain was his pleasure.


His hand slapped her ass playfully. “No, don’t clench them.”


She forced herself to relax those muscles, though it was a certainty her punishment would begin in moments.


He fondled and smacked her buttocks, squeezing them until she hissed. He always knew what mortified her most. And those same things were usually what aroused him more than anything else.


Still, it was a warm-up, one she would appreciate later when she found herself crying out from the cruel blows of his paddle.


Holding her hips still, his voice lowered to a murmur. “Step out of them.” He held her steady as she did so, handing the panties to him as she knew he expected. He grinned up at her as he tucked them in his pocket. “I missed this part too.”


She wasn’t sure what he did with her panties, but he sometimes kept the ones he didn’t rip during her punishments. She was never sure what he might do.


He’d at least had the courtesy not to keep the expensive ones, but she had a feeling her underwear bill was quite a bit higher than most.


“Turn around and present.”


Facing him so quickly her head spun for a moment, she returned to her familiar position.


“Shoulders straight. Arms back. Tits out.” He slapped her thigh. “More. This is called present for a reason, my girl. Present what’s mine.”


Spreading her arms, she looked down at the floor, unable to meet his eyes. It wasn’t expected at that point — and it wouldn’t matter, considering she knew what it was he was gazing at.


His fingers combed through the thick delta of dark hair covering her mons, a tug at a curl here and there making her grunt.


“Might be time to trim this a little.”


She nodded, blushing anew. “Yes, sir.”


Though she kept her pubic hair quite neat, it was often not enough for her exacting military man husband. They both reveled in keeping her on a very tight leash — in all things.


His fingers splayed her labia, the air cool on her exposed sex. “Legs apart. Wider. Wider, girl.”


He drew a deep breath, sampling her scent, her face flushing hot once more as he growled his approval. “This cunt’s been missing this too. Have you been dripping, thinking about it?”


There was no way she was letting him know exactly how much she’d missed it, how badly she’d ached for his touch, for his strictness.


“Yes, sir. I’ve… thought about it. All the time, lately.”


“Me too.”


He slicked back the hood of her clit, just touching the tip, her breath catching in her throat. She’d been forbidden from masturbating for the past two weeks, her first clue that the old Troy might be stirring in his lair, and as a result, she’d been aroused almost continuously. Her clit seemed to stand up at the mere scent of his cologne at that point.


“Ah, ahhh!” His finger circled her clit, her hips leaning against his touch of their own volition. He expected stoicism while he touched her, inspected her, but she wasn’t sure she had the willpower to obey. She was much too starved of his touch — and his discipline.


Spreading her open again, he leaned close, breathing in once more. “Fuck, I love this cunt. It’s so wet, so needy. What do you think it needs, girl?”


“You, sir.”


“That’s right. It needs me, the man who owns it, the man who gives it pleasure.” His voice grew rougher. “And pain.”


Thick fingers glided within her, deep, deeper, making her rise up on her toes, the stretching sudden, but not unwelcome.


No, not unwelcome in the least.


“That’s a girl, oh yes, you needed this so badly, didn’t you? This wet cunt, dripping for your sir.” He pressed a kiss to her mound, her breath already beginning to come in pants. “Well, he’s here now.”


Oh… my God.


Thrusting briskly, the sounds of her wet pussy around his fingers adding a particularly mortifying note to her surrender, he reached around and smacked her bottom. “Eyes on me.”


She obeyed, even though it was the last thing she wanted to do. It was easier to hide, to be the passive, submissive vessel for his lusts. To look upon him felt too much like a provocation for him to go still further.


But the worst part was that he might see the naked lust, the animal need in her own eyes.


He patted her mons gently. “Time to get you sorted out then, bad girl. A hot, aching bottom, and a well-fucked cunt should take care of the problem, I think. Over my knees.”


She practically fell over him as she rushed to take the familiar, but mortifying, position. His thighs were like tree trunks against her belly, the thick muscle as hard and implacable as his will.


He pushed her over further, until only her toes touched the floor, her palms flat against the carpet. “Legs open — more.” His hand cupped her pussy and she sighed. “Wider, Lacey. I want to look at your wetness while you’re punished.”


She bit down her whimper, but complied, showing him everything, her legs trembling with tension.


“Good girl.”


Relief — and an embarrassing amount of pride — flooded through her at the words. They aroused her and strengthened her all at once. That she knew he was pleased with her, regardless of the fact he was about to mete out a hard spanking, made it easier to contend with what was to come, his approval boosting her determination to behave, to obey, to be his good girl.


Even if it hurt.


Or because it hurt.


His palm crashed against her left buttock, and she froze in shock. He was never one for preliminaries, believing when it was time for punishment, then a punishment it would be. Yes, he enjoyed playing with her before, during, and after, but that was as much for his benefit as hers.


It was his rightful enjoyment of the plaything that was his loving wife.


She’d never have it any other way.


Biting off a short cry as he spanked her right cheek, she tried to remain motionless, knowing he was just getting started.


“That’s right,” he growled. “Very still. Take your spanking obediently — and quietly.”


Then he began in earnest, taking up a firm, unhurried rhythm, his hard, callused palm stoking a fire in her ass, the temperature spiraling higher by the second. He alternated between cheeks, sometimes smacking high, other times hitting low, spacing out the blows to ensure the pain sunk deep. She knew he’d be watching her for any disobedience, any sign of trying to avoid her punishment.


But she was made of stronger stuff than that. No matter how badly her ass already burned — and it flamed hot indeed — she would show him. She would submit to him in all ways, in all things.


Taking up even harder blows, he concentrated several smacks upon the same spot, and with these, her will began to break, her high-pitched cries growing in volume with each heavy impact of palm on bottom.


He didn’t allow that to deter him though; he never did.


Rather, he intensified the punishment, until they became a storm of spanks painting her entire ass. Finally, she lay panting over his thighs, mortified — and incredulous still — that no matter how badly the discipline hurt, once again, her body had reacted.


Though her legs churned slowly as she tried to process the pain, the motion only emphasized how hot and slippery she was between the lips of her pussy. A bead of her warm liquid was already meandering down the vulnerable flesh of her inner thigh. She hoped he wouldn’t see it.


His fingertip scooped up the shaming evidence, and he leaned over to hold the glistening finger before her. His voice danced with playful mirth. “Bad girl. I must not be punishing you hard enough.”


“No!”


“Quiet now,” he murmured, palming the seething heat of her bottom. “I was thinking of going a little easy on you, but considering how wet your cunt is already, I think I’m safe to continue as planned. Any objections?”


She knew what the question was — a subtle escape hatch, a last chance to affect events.


It was something she’d never once done.


“No, sir. No… objections.”


“Good.” The cold, smooth wood pressed to her bottom, and she couldn’t help but jerk, her buttocks balling into hard muscle. The paddle hurt so badly!


It was far from her first time, of course, but aside from the cane, it was the most fearsome implement he wielded.


And like the cane, no matter how many times she’d felt its cruel caress, she’d never get used to it.


“Ten should do, I think.” He clutched her around the waist, pulling her closer, the firm — and strangely comforting — bulge of his erection jutting against her hip. “Be still, my girl. You know what I expect.”


“Yes, sir,” she warbled, her voice little more than a whisper.


The wood slapped against the very center of her cheeks, and she drew in a harsh breath, the burn sinking deep into already inflamed flesh.


“Oh God! I don’t know if… I can do this!”


He tapped the paddle lower down. “Shall I stop then?”


For a second, she thought about it, but dismissed the notion. She’d been through far worse. It was merely her fear at confronting the reality of what she’d been dreaming about for months.


Her husband finally taking her firmly in hand again.


“No, sir.” She leaned further forward as much as his strong grip allowed, hollowing her back and widening her thighs just enough. “I can do it.”


“You’re a good girl,” he said, the smile plain in his voice.


Before she had a chance to bask in those lovely words, the paddle impacted again across the lower curve of her ass, the humiliating jiggle of her cheeks almost as bad as the hot burst of pain across her flesh.


The third blow landed still lower across the boundary between thigh and bottom, and she screeched at it.


“Easy, now,” he rumbled, the grip of his hand slipping down to wrap about her upper hip, pinning her in place.


Several hard strokes of the merciless paddle followed, all across the lower half of her buttocks, leaving them a quivering mass of flames. Finally, the dam broke, the tears streaming down her cheeks, wetting the floor between her palms, her fingernails digging into the carpet.


Finishing up with a final flurry of loud, agonizing smacks all over her tormented bottom, the wood finally settled, stroking the crown of her ass in slow circles, soothing and menacing all at once.


His big palm caressed her lower back. “Breathe. That’s my girl.”


She closed her eyes, inhaling through her nose, exhaling through her mouth, over and over, her strict husband cooing to her as he stroked her skin. Concentrating on her breathing always helped with the pain — and it distracted her from the strength of her arousal too.
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