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Chapter 1

Bree threw her head back as laughter bubbled up her throat and spilled out in a cascade of sound. Her best friend, Marissa, snorted and pushed a shot glass across the table. Bree stopped laughing long enough to take the shot of whiskey and hissed as the golden liquid poured down her throat.

Bree lived for nights like this. Whenever she went out with Marissa, it was like nothing else in her crummy life mattered. She didn’t have to worry about sending her mother money or working more overtime at her crappy job or her non-existent love life. She could just live vicariously through her friend and enjoy reminiscing about their wild college years.

Marissa sipped at the fruity mixed drink in front of her and eyed Bree carefully. Bree knew that look.

“So, why aren’t you dating anyone yet?”

Bree rolled her eyes. “Because all men are stupid.”

“Except for David.”

“Yes, except for your white knight. Congratulations, you got the last one alive.” Bree’s cheeks heated at the unmistakable bitter tone in her voice. It wasn’t Marissa’s fault that there were no good men left in the world. She was thrilled her friend had found the love of her life. Bree wasn’t at all bitter that she’d never experienced true love and was quickly approaching her thirties. Not bitter at all.

“Girl, you need to lower your expectations a little. And you need to get laid. Seriously.”

Bree scoffed. “I don’t need a man to please me. I have a vibrator for that.”

It was Marissa’s turn to laugh unabashedly, and Bree smirked. Her friend was pretty vanilla when it came to sex. Bree wasn’t sure if Marissa had ever even owned a vibrator.

“I don’t think your toy is a good substitute for the real thing.”

“Maybe you should borrow it sometime.”

“Oh my God! Bree! We’re close, but we’re not that close!”

“Your loss,” Bree said with a casual shrug. She’d become an expert at deflecting this topic over the years. There was only one man Bree had ever had a crush on, and there was no way he would ever look at her as anything other than a charity case.

Thomas Sinclair was everything Bree wanted in a man. He was gorgeous with piercing blue eyes, a sculpted body from years of playing sports and staying active, and a voice that never failed to send shivers down her spine. He was also a natural Dom, although Bree had no idea if Thomas was into that sort of thing.

They’d been best friends since middle school, but they were from completely different worlds. Thomas was from a rich family that lived in a mansion and took yearly vacations to exotic places. Bree’s only family was a single mother who never quite managed to kick her addiction to booze and cigarettes.

They would never work out, which was why Bree had never mentioned her attraction to him. And she never would.

“Well, on that note, I think it’s time for me to head out.”

“Did I scare you away? I’m sorry. Stay and take shots with me!”

“I love you, Bree, but I’ve got to get home. David and I are heading to his parent’s house in the morning, and he’ll kill me if I’m hungover the whole time.”

“Oh, right. Well, have fun with the in-laws.”

Marissa gave Bree a wan smile. “Thanks. I’ll text you all the drama as it happens.”

“You’re the best,” Bree chuckled. She walked Marissa out to her car, gave her friend a tight hug, and then returned inside. It was only 9:30 and she didn’t feel like going home yet. The electricity was off in her apartment and Bree wouldn’t be able to get it turned back on until her next payday, which was still five full days away.

So, she spent her time in public places when she wasn’t at work. Bree’s favorite place to relax was the library, but since she was already at the bar, she figured she’d stay for a little while longer.

Bree sat at her little table in the corner over the next hour, nursing a couple of shots and people-watching. It was depressing. This bar was popular for couples, and it seemed like everyone in this stupid town had found the love of their lives, except for Bree.

As the night went on, things got increasingly hazy for Bree. She thought about Thomas a lot that evening and wondered how things could have been different between them. If only she’d gotten a high-paying job right out of college that put her on his level. Or, if only he’d stuck to his guns in college and went with an art degree rather than a business degree. He could be living in a crappy apartment like Bree instead of running his family’s business.

Bree couldn’t remember how her phone got in her hands. She stared at the kaleidoscoping screen and realized she’d just hung up on someone. Had she called Marissa to complain some more about her life? She certainly hoped not.

It was definitely time to go. The alcohol had taken over all of Bree’s sense of reason and control. She needed to call a cab. If only she could figure out how to work her phone!


Chapter 2

An awful taste greeted Bree when she woke up the next morning. Her mouth was painfully dry and tasted like she’d been dry heaving for hours. She tried to open her eyes, but the light burned her retinas and she quickly squeezed them shut again.

Moaning, Bree rolled over and froze. This wasn’t her bed. Her bed was not this comfortable and didn’t have a big fluffy comforter. Panic made Bree force her eyes open. She gasped as she looked around the large, unfamiliar room. It was sparsely decorated, but there was tasteful artwork on the walls that even Bree knew was extremely expensive.

The bed she was in was completely unfamiliar to her, as was this entire room. Bree pushed herself off the edge of the bed and stood with a hand pressed against her head until the room stopped spinning.

She looked down and realized her outfit from the previous night was on the floor. She was wearing a man’s button-up shirt and her underwear. Nothing else. Fear rose up Bree’s stomach, and she desperately looked around for a trashcan to vomit in.

Had she been assaulted? Had she gone home from the bar with someone last night? She couldn’t even remember Marissa leaving, but she knew this wasn’t Marissa’s house.

There was a trashcan next to the bed, and Bree dove for it gratefully. While dry-heaving, she heard the door to this room open, and she tensed as her mind raced with all the worst-case scenarios. She was never drinking like that again.

“I see you’re still not feeling well.” The disapproving voice sent waves of relief crashing over Bree’s prone body as she continued to retch. She knew that voice and it suddenly dawned on her where she was. She was safe.

Strong, warm hands pulled Bree’s hair back from her neck, providing much-needed cool air along her feverish skin. Once Bree’s stomach had settled, she turned to face her savior and gave him a weak smile.

“I have no idea what happened last night, but thanks for the save.”

Thomas narrowed his eyes at her, and his grip on her hair tightened fractionally. Bree tried to swallow, but her throat was impossibly dry. She dropped her eyes away from his and took shallow breaths through her mouth. The stink of the trash can was making her stomach roll.

“You and I are going to have a conversation this morning.” Thomas released her hair, grabbed the trash can, and stood. He left the room and Bree sat on the floor feeling dazed and confused. Was he angry with her? Of course, he was! She probably called him to pick her up last night and then threw up all over him. Awful pinpricks of embarrassment crawled across Bree’s face and she groaned as she covered her face in her hands.

Thomas returned a moment later with a bundle of clothes in his arms. He held out a hand to Bree and helped her up, then lead her out of the room and down the hallway. Thomas brought her into a large guest bathroom, placed the clothes on the counter, and pulled a few things out of the drawers.

“Take a shower and brush your teeth. Take a few aspirins and then meet me downstairs. I’ll have breakfast ready for you.”

The clipped tone told Bree he was very upset with her, and she tried not to panic. Thomas was her only friend, aside from Marissa, and Bree couldn’t stomach the thought of losing him over a wild drunken night.

“Thomas, I’m so sorry. I’m so embarrassed-”

“Bree, look at me.” Bree reluctantly met Thomas’s gaze, and the anger in his eyes made her shrink back. “We are going to have a very serious conversation about all of this, but not yet. Meet me downstairs when you’re ready.”

Without waiting for a response, Thomas turned and left the room. Bree sighed and gazed around the bathroom. It was way larger than what she was used to and even had a small separate room where the toilet was. Almost rebelliously, Bree went out of order and took the aspirin first, then brushed her teeth, and then hopped in the shower.

Bree almost felt human again after her shower and was glad Thomas had insisted on it. She dressed in the clothes he’d left for her before making her way downstairs. Bree had been over to Thomas’s home many times, but she could never stop herself from gawking at the pure size of it. It was more of a mansion than a house and filled with expensive artwork.

A maid ran into Bree at the bottom of the stairs, mumbled a quick apology, and took off. Bree smirked to herself as she made her way into the kitchen. Thomas was very kind to his staff, but he was a naturally commanding person. She’d be nervous working for someone like him, too.

When Bree made it to the kitchen, Thomas was sitting at the little breakfast nook with steaming plates laid out in front of him. There were eggs, bacon, pancakes, waffles, and it was way too much food for only two people, but they were all of Bree’s favorites.

The sight touched her more than she expected and tears burned the backs of her eyes, but Bree pushed them away. She sat across from Thomas and stared at the top of the table. His gaze made heat burn Bree’s cheeks as she fidgeted in her seat. She didn’t know what to say or how to even begin apologizing for the mess she’d made of things last night.

Thomas was a busy man, and definitely didn’t have time to be picking up drunk girls in the middle of the night. He’d probably had to call out of work for the morning, which Bree knew his father would be pissed about. Her stomach churned as the smell of breakfast food wafted around her.

“Are you feeling better?”

Bree glanced up and was relieved to see the sharp, angry planes of Thomas’s face had smoothed. Perhaps he wasn’t as angry with her as she’d thought. “Yeah, the shower and aspirin helped. Thanks.”

“Good. Let’s eat and then we can talk.”


Chapter 3

Trying to force food down her throat while sitting across from her angry, gorgeous crush was not high on Bree’s list of fun activities. They ate in awkward silence as Bree’s mind raced with all the different ways she could try to salvage their friendship.

She’d definitely apologize again and tell him to forget whatever she’d said in her drunken stupor last night. There was also a good chance she’d have to give him some space for a while. Bree didn’t want Thomas to give up on their friendship. She didn’t want him to view her as an out-of-control drunk. It was just one night where she’d had too much to drink. She needed to make that clear.

“I can hear you thinking from here,” Thomas said, his tone a warning. Bree pushed away her half-eaten plate and took a deep breath.

“Thomas, I’m so sorry for what happened last night. I honestly don’t remember calling you or getting here at all. Marissa and I were hanging out and I just let myself have a little too much-”

“A little? You were completely blacked out when you called me. The bartender was watching you to make sure no one assaulted you when I showed up. I had to show him our texts to prove I was your friend and you were safe to come home with me. You could barely speak.”

The seething rage in Thomas’s voice made Bree sit back and set her shoulders. There was no way she was going to let Thomas make her feel even worse than she already did.

“Yeah, well, it was a rough night. I’m going through a bit of a hard time right now. I’m sorry to have bothered you.”

Thomas gave her a withering look. He leaned forward and rested his hands on the table. Bree knew her friend well enough to recognize this stance. He was genuinely furious with her.

“When you called me last night, it wasn’t to ask for a ride. You were calling to tell me that you’d been in love with me for years. When I asked you why you’d never said anything before, you said, Because I’m ugly and poor and you’re gorgeous and rich. You said I would be embarrassed to be seen in public with you.”

Bree had experienced a lot of unpleasant emotions in her life, but she’d never felt shame like this before. Tears pooled in her eyes and she dropped her gaze to the table as an awful wave of heat surged through her body. She couldn’t believe she’d said all that. There was no way Thomas would want to maintain their friendship after this. Bree had ruined everything.

“Bree, look at me.” Bree shook her head and squeezed her eyes shut. There was no way she was going to let herself cry in front of him right now. Her chest felt constricted as she tried to take a deep breath against the swirling mass of anxiety and pain circling around her heart. How could one night destroy one of the best parts of her life?

A hand suddenly gripped the back of Bree’s neck. She gasped, her eyes flying open to meet Thomas’s. His face was a mere inch away from her’s and his eyes were bright with anger. Bree shrunk under the weight of his hand but didn’t dare take her eyes away from his.

“When I asked why you were drawn to me, you mentioned a lot of things. But something stood out to me. You said I had a naturally dominant personality that you couldn’t help but respond to. Is that true?”

The words yes, sir, were on the tip of Bree’s tongue, but she nodded mutely. Thomas nodded back, and his eyes narrowed as if searching hers. After a moment, he moved his hand off the back of her neck and stood up to his full height. Bree felt so incredibly small and couldn’t seem to breathe normally under his intense gaze.

“You’re right. I am a naturally dominant person. And I’ve recognized your instinctive submissiveness, especially around me. You respond to me as if we’d been in a Dom/sub dynamic for years. Have you ever explored that dynamic with anyone before?”

Bree shook her head, completely stunned by the turn this conversation had taken. She couldn’t bring herself to speak and Thomas’s hand twitched at his side. Did he want to hit her? Grab her? The idea sent tingles down Bree’s spine and made her pussy clench. Maybe she hadn’t ruined things.

“I would like to explore that with you. I’ve had subs before, but I never found someone I truly cared about. Truth be told, I’ve wanted you for a very long time, but I didn’t want to ruin our friendship by bringing it up. I’m glad you did.”

“Really?”

“Yes. However, what you did last night was unacceptable. Letting yourself get completely out of control in public like that could have gotten you assaulted or killed. And the fact that you thought I’d be embarrassed to be seen in public with you is very hurtful. You should know me better than that.”

The reprimand wasn’t harsh, but it was forceful, and Bree swallowed against a new wave of years. “I’m sorry.”

“You need to be punished.”

Bree’s mind blanked as the words she’d fantasized about hearing from Thomas filled the air between them. He wanted to punish her? Seriously? Fear mingled with the arousal flooding Bree’s senses and she stared at him silently, too stunned to come up with a proper response.

Thomas seemed to take her silence as acceptance. He nodded and wrapped a strong hand around her upper arm, pulling her out of her chair. He then pulled the chair farther away from the table, sat down, and pulled her over his lap.

Bree squeaked as she landed against his hard thighs and her senses suddenly came back to life. She tried to lift herself but up, but Thomas held her in place easily.

“Wait, please. Thomas, I-”

“Sir.” Bree froze at the hard, commanding tone Thomas used. “When we’re in private, that is how you will address me.”

Bree shuddered, her clit throbbing in response. But she couldn’t stop the slight panic she felt in this position and hastily said, “I don’t know about this. We should talk about this.”

“You put yourself in danger last night, Bree. You made unkind assumptions about me. Do you honestly think you don’t deserve to be punished?”

“I-I-” Bree couldn’t seem to form a coherent response. She stuttered helplessly for a moment as Thomas waited patiently.

After a few minutes, Thomas mercifully put an end to her stuttering. “Bree, you know you deserve to be punished. Don’t you?”

“Yes, sir.” Relief overtook Bree as she responded. It was immensely gratifying to give over control to a man she’d always trusted and always wanted in this way.

“Good girl,” Thomas said, and the praise filled Bree with more happiness than she’d thought possible. “Since this is your first punishment from me, I’m going to go easy on you. I’ll only use my hand today. However, if I need to discipline you in the future, then I might use my belt or a paddle. But we can talk about that another time.”

The image of Thomas removing his belt and whipping her with it almost made Bree moan out loud. She wanted him to beat her senseless, and she pushed against his thigh slightly as her clit swelled.

“Hm, I thought you might be the type of sub who enjoys their punishments. Just so you know, you’re not allowed to come without my permission. If I find out you have, I’ll take a cane to you. I promise you will not enjoy that.”

Fear caught Bree’s breath in her throat, but she nodded quickly. She definitely didn’t want to feel a cane anytime soon. Thomas’s fingers slid into the waistband of the sweatpants she was wearing and slid them down to her knees, along with her panties. Bree whimpered as cool air hit her bottom. She’d never felt this aroused in her life. She desperately wanted to skip the spanking and just beg Thomas to fuck her, but she was also desperate to feel his hand against her ass, so she remained quietly in position and waited.

She didn’t have to wait long. Bree didn’t know what she expected her first spanking to be like. She’d fantasized about it often enough. Bree had always pictured a man turning her over his lap, warming her up with gentle, slow spanks, and then building to a more intense pace.

Thomas wasn’t interested in warming her up. He was not happy about her behavior and he wanted her to feel the full extent of his displeasure. His hand fell on her ass with a heavy smack and continued to fall quickly. It hurt immediately and stung in a way Bree never could have expected.

She squirmed over his lap within seconds, gasping as the sting intensified with every swat. There was nothing sexy about this. This was an actual spanking, designed to cause pain and punish her. It hurt and Bree was horrified to feel tears welling in her eyes after only a few moments.

“Thomas-

“Sir. If you address me incorrectly again, I will go get my belt.”

Bree moaned even as fear rocketed through her body and her ass screamed with pain. She shuddered as the spanking somehow grew more intense. Her ass felt as if it were sunburnt and the pain built as he continued spanking her.

“Please, sir. I’m sorry!”

“You were very naughty, Bree. You need a firm hand and I’m more than happy to give that to you.”

“Ah!” Bree nearly screamed as Thomas started spanking her sensitive thighs. The pain was worse than when he spanked her bottom, yet as the burn and awful stinging sensations spread, she could feel herself growing unbelievably wet.

“You put yourself into a very dangerous situation last night, Bree. You made assumptions about me that were not only untrue, but also unkind. I don’t appreciate that.”

To emphasize his displeasure, Thomas laid down a flurry of sharp, hard swats to Bree’s burning ass and she threw a hand back to protect herself. Thomas grabbed her wrist and held it against the small of her back without pause. He continued spanking her hard and fast, building the pain to unmanageable levels within minutes.

Tears trailed down Bree’s face as she struggled against his hold. He was so impossibly strong. “I’m sorry, sir. Please! No more.”

“You do not dictate when your punishment ends. I am in control. I decide when you’ve had enough.”

Thomas’s words went straight to Bree’s clit and she moaned despite the agony his hand continued to inflict on her ass and thighs. Bree struggled, tears racing down her face.

“You need to understand one thing, Bree. I am in control. You can struggle and cry and beg me all you’d like. But I am the only person who decides when your punishment stops.”

All the fight went out of Bree and she laid limp over Thomas’s lap. Her chest heaved with sobs as the spanking continued at an impossibly quick pace. He’d said he was going to go easy on her, but Bree couldn’t imagine this was his idea of easy. He spanked her hard, fast, and without pause.

When the spanking was finally over, Bree was a mess of tears and regret. She laid over his lap for several minutes, sobbing her heart out, while Thomas rubbed her back in slow, soothing circles.

He passed her a few napkins off the table and Bree cleaned her face the best she could. When she finally stopped sobbing and took a deep, shuddering breath, Thomas spoke.

“You took your punishment very well, Bree. I know you want to be a good girl, which is why you’re going to do something for me. You need to make up for your hurtful words last night.”


Chapter 4

Bree shuddered at the implication of Thomas’s words, but she was desperate for his approval. Her heart hurt as much as her ass, and she would have done anything to please him at that moment.

“Yes, sir. What can I do?”

Thomas pulled her panties and pants back up, and Bree hissed as the fabric irritated her sore skin. He patted her butt, causing Bree to jump at the gentle touch. “Stand up, Bree.”

Bree stood, pushing awkwardly off of Thomas’s thighs. He stood as well and moved the chair further into the center of the room. Thomas pointed at the chair and said firmly, “Sit down.”

Bree hesitated, her ass burning. Thomas narrowed his eyes and moved quickly. He grabbed her upper arm, turned her to the side, and landed several heavy swats to her bottom, causing tears to leak out of Bree’s eyes again.

“When I tell you to do something, you obey. Now sit your ass on that chair.”

Bree hurried to the chair and sat. Her body was shaking with pain, fear, and unbelievable arousal. Thomas approached her and she shrunk back nervously. His lips curled into a smirk at her reaction and Bree shuddered at the predatory look in his eyes.

“Are you afraid?”

“Yes, sir. A little. My ass really hurts.”

“Good. You were naughty, so you were punished. Now you’re going to make me feel good to make up for your words last night. Do you understand?”

Thomas’s hands moved to push his sweatpants down and his erection was suddenly between them. Bree licked her lips as the situation dawned on her. He was going to make her suck his dick while she sat on her sore ass. It was a little cruel and absolutely hot.

“Yes, sir. I want to make you feel good.”

“Good girl.”

Thomas moved closer and Bree reached out. She placed her hand along the base of his shaft and brought the tip of his cock to her mouth. She swirled her tongue around the tip experimentally and felt him twitch. Confidence made Bree grin and she took him into her mouth.

Thomas moaned as Bree took him deep into her mouth, swirling her tongue along her length as she went. She shifted uncomfortably on the chair and tried to focus on giving her new Dom as much pleasure as she possibly could.

Bree pulled out every trick she’d ever heard of and read out. She licked his entire length, swirled her tongue around while he was in her mouth, and used her lips to cover her teeth as she let his cock fuck her mouth.

The pain in her ass intensified the longer she sat, but Bree pushed the uncomfortable sensation to the back of her mind as she focused on her task. She took him deeper than she’d ever taken any man before and loved every moment of her.

Bree brought her other hand up to cup his balls and Thomas suddenly reached out. He fisted his hand in her hair and took completely control. Bree desperately tried not to gag as he fucked her mouth hard and fast.

When he came, Bree struggled to swallow his entire load. Saliva and come leaked out of the corners of her mouth, but she licked it away as he pulled out. Thomas smiled down at her and cupped her cheek with his hand.

“That’s my good girl. You have to wait until tonight for me to make you feel good. I can’t let you come too soon after a punishment.”

“Yes, sir.” Bree tried not to let her disappointment show as she shifted again. Her ass was killing her. “What should we do now?”

The smirk Thomas gave her made Bree’s heart flutter. “I can think of a few things.”

The End.


Thanks for Reading!

Thank you for reading Part 2 in my Taught A Lesson series! If you missed it, make sure to check out Part 1: By Her Brother’s Best Friend.

If you enjoyed this spicy short, then you’ll also love my Chloe’s Submission Series.

Also, make sure to check out my collection of Domestic Discipline Spanking Stories!
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