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Chapter 1

Fear pulsed through Lucy’s muscles as the knocking continued. Someone was at her door, and she wasn’t expecting anyone today. Not that she was ever expecting company anymore. It’d been a month since the night she just referred to as “the incident,” and her world had become very small since then.

Lucy used to be social and outgoing, but after that night, she stopped leaving her apartment. It was easy to work from home, get groceries delivered, and seal herself off from the world. Way easier than facing her fears.

“Girl, if you don’t open this door, I’m going to be pissed!”

A relieved chuckle worked its way past the tightness in Lucy’s throat as the high-pitched voice of her best friend called through the door. She set her laptop aside, strode to the door, and threw it open.

“Marissa! Why didn’t you text me first?”

“I did. Twice.” Marissa placed her hands on her hips and gave Lucy a pointed look. Lucy tried to shrug off her friend’s obvious exasperation. Marissa had never been through a random act of violence like Lucy had. She didn’t understand the fear Lucy had to live with every minute of every day since then.

“Whatever. I was working.” Lucy stepped back and snapped the door shut the second her friend squeezed inside. She turned the deadbolt with trembling hands, fixed the chain-lock she’d just installed three weeks ago, and peered through the spyhole with a rising sense of dread.

What if the man who attacked her was still out there somewhere, watching her? It wasn’t likely. The police said she’d been unlucky that night and in the wrong place at the wrong time, but Lucy couldn’t be sure.

“Honey, I know you’re struggling. But we have to get you out of this apartment.” Marissa’s voice dripped with barely disguised pity, setting Lucy’s stomach on fire. She didn’t want anyone’s pity. She just wanted to be left alone.

Lucy turned, ignoring her friend, and sat back on the couch. She grabbed her laptop, saved the spreadsheet she was working on, and set it aside as Marissa came and sat beside her.

Anyone else might have given Lucy her space or sat in silence with her while she gathered her thoughts, but not Marissa. “Look, I get that you’re scared, but you can’t hide in here forever. We need to get your confidence back up.”

Lucy snorted. “Right. I’ll just have them deliver a bottle of confident juice with my groceries next week.”

Marissa rolled her eyes and grabbed Lucy’s hand. Lucy reluctantly turned to face her friend and was astonished by the empathy she saw. “I know I seem super put-together and everything, but I wasn’t always Ms. Confident, either. Once I started doing CrossFit, I felt so much better. Are you sure you don’t want to come with me?”

“I love you, but that’s definitely not for me.”

“Okay, what about a personal trainer? Someone who can teach you how to defend yourself and feel more confident? There’s this gym downtown that Dave, that asshole from the IT department, goes to. He’s trained with the guy that runs it, and even Dave-the-douche is super impressed with him.”

“So, you’re recommending someone Dave-the-douche worked with?”

“Look, if this guy could get Dave’s respect, then he’s got to be the real deal. Let’s pull up his website. Just take a look. You need to do something.”

“I don’t know.” Lucy grabbed her laptop and passed it to Marissa. She watched as her friend pulled up the gym downtown, called simply Owen’s Gym, and clicked around. The gym looked okay, although it seemed a little grittier than something Lucy would have chosen.

“See, he offers personal training. One or two hour-long sessions up to four times a week. It would get you out of your apartment and get your confidence back up.”

“Yeah, but Marissa, I’m way out of shape.” Lucy tried not to flinch as the words broke free without her permission. It wasn’t that Lucy hated her body necessarily, but she certainly wasn’t thin, fit, and gorgeous like Marissa and most of the other women she knew. Lucy had always carried around a little extra weight, and now that she’d been working from home for a while, she was pretty out of shape.

“That’s what a personal trainer is for.” Marissa bumped Lucy’s shoulder and gave her a teasing grin. “Look, just sign up for one session. Just try it. For me? Please?” Lucy hesitated, and Marissa quickly added, “Or, we could have this same conversation again every day until you agree to do something else to get out of the house.”

“Jesus,” Lucy muttered. Her chest constricted as she took the laptop and started filling out the form online to book her first session. Maybe this would help, but Lucy still wasn’t sure if she was ready. Mostly, she just wanted to hide from the world until this fear went away. But maybe Marissa was right. Not that Lucy would ever admit that to her boisterous best friend.

“Yay!” Marissa clapped as Lucy booked her session and shut the laptop. Lucy glared at her best friend, already questioning her decision. Undeterred, Marissa grinned back and said, “So… want to go out to lunch with me?”

“I should really get back to work.”

“Alright. Next week!”

Lucy rolled her eyes, but the weight of her anxiety lessened just a little. Maybe this was exactly what she needed.
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Chapter 2

This gym was a bit sketchier than Lucy was expecting. It wasn’t in the best area downtown, which Lucy had mentally prepared for, but it seemed like everyone inside was an ex-felon. The gym was filled with punching bags, a ring in the middle, benches, free weights, and a ton of built dudes and girls covered in tattoos and hard expressions.

Lucy wandered through the gym with wide, anxious eyes. Her adrenaline surged through her veins, giving her enough energy to continue walking despite the fear that threatened to paralyze her at every step.

She wasn’t even sure how she’d convinced herself to make it this far. Maybe she should turn around and go home. This was probably enough of an outing for her after a month of seclusion. Plus, she didn’t even know what Owen looked like, and it wasn’t as if there was a receptionist she could ask. And she sure as hell wasn’t going to ask any of the dangerous-looking people who were working out.

“Hey, Lucy?”

Lucy let out an embarrassing shriek and whirled around. Her cheeks burned with humiliation as a few people working out nearby turned to check her out. Lucy had never felt more out of place in her entire life. Here she was; fat, terrified, and out of shape in the middle of a sea of built, confident men and women.

The man standing in front of her gazed at her with hard, appraising eyes. Lucy tried not to stare, but he was the most gorgeous man she’d ever seen. Unlike almost everyone else in the room, he didn’t have any visible tattoos, but he was ripped. Large muscles made his arms bulge with power, and his abs were solidly defined.

“Lucy?” He repeated, making her flinch. His voice was deep, projecting confidence just as powerfully as his body.

“Yeah, that’s me.” In stark contrast, Lucy’s voice sounded small and weak. She felt her shoulders roll in and dropped her eyes away from his face. She stared at a point in the distance over his shoulder as her mind raced with polite ways she could get herself out of this.

“I can see why you signed up for training.”

Before Lucy could decide whether to be offended or not, Owen reached out and placed his large, strong hands on her shoulders. He pushed them back a bit and sighed when Lucy just rolled with the movement.

He stepped into Lucy’s personal space and said, “The first thing we’re going to work on is your posture.” She swallowed nervously as he placed one hand high on her chest, barely missing her cleavage, and pressed his other hand against the small of her back. He pushed on both spots until she was standing perfectly straight, with her shoulders thrown back and her chest forward. “This is a stance that reads confidence and strength. Every time you walk into my gym, you walk in like this. Got it?”

“Yes, sir.”

Owen’s eyes snapped onto Lucy’s, and she bit her lip nervously. The heat in his gaze transferred to Lucy and warmed her core. Something about him just clicked with something in her, but she couldn’t put her finger on it yet.

She tried not to fidget while he stared at her intently. His hands almost burned into her skin as they stood, suspended by something mutual but undefined. After a moment, Owen nodded, gifted her with the ghost of a smile, and said, “Good, let’s get started.”

Lucy followed Owen to a corner of the gym. This area was clearly where he held his personal training sessions. There were some mats on the floor, a punching bag hanging from the ceiling, and a rack of weights.

The session began pretty much as Lucy anticipated. The simplest exercises left her feeling out of breath and embarrassed. The frustration worked its way into her muscles, fueling her clumsiness, and making it nearly impossible for her to actually hit the bag in a way that made any impact.

She was so stupid to come here and actually think this would help. There was no way she would ever get in shape and feel more confident in this body. Every stretch Owen walked her through reminded Lucy of her limitations, and when he instructed her to throw a few punches at the bag, Lucy nearly cried in frustration.

Her fists felt like rubber when they connected with the bag. It was so obvious that she was doing everything wrong. As if that weren’t bad enough, she was seriously embarrassing herself in front of the hottest guy she’d ever seen in real life. Lucy had half a mind to storm out of that gym and never leave her apartment again.

“Stop.” Owen’s voice brought Lucy out of her dark thoughts and she froze. His eyes hadn’t left her since she’d walked into the gym, and the constant attention made her a little self-conscious. He could see every flaw right now, physically and mentally. The vulnerability reminded Lucy of the worst night of her life and she tried to shut that train of thought down before it sent her spiraling into a panic attack.

“I’m sorry. I don’t know what I was thinking.” Lucy said, shaking her head. “This was a mistake. I’m doing everything wrong-”

“The only thing you’re doing wrong is not listening to me. I told you to stop.” The clear authority in Owen’s voice froze the racing thoughts in Lucy’s mind. He took a step forward, crossed his arms over his chest, and fixed her with a hard look. “You need to learn how to take orders if you’re going to train with me. Think you can do that?”

Lucy nodded, too stunned at first to speak. Owen tilted his head, his eyes narrowing in warning. Lucy cleared her throat and whispered, “Yes, sir.”

“Good. Now, you need to clear your mind. I’m not asking you to do anything difficult. You’re perfectly capable of landing a punch on that bag.” Owen took in Lucy’s hunched posture and sighed. “I’m going to move behind you.” He stepped around, and Lucy’s heart rate skyrocketed. She could feel his body heat intimately behind her, and it was unlike anything else she’d ever experienced.

He placed his hands over hers and instructed her to close her eyes. Lucy sucked in a deep breath, squeezed her eyes shut, and tried to trust the man behind her. “When I tell you to hit the bag, this is what I want you to do.”

Owen’s massive hands covered Lucy’s and drew her right into a fist. He positioned her body with ease, drew her arm back, and landed a powerful punch against the bag. The shock of the movement reverberated through Lucy’s body. She knew he hadn’t even used a tenth of his strength, and the intensity of his power made her body vibrate.

“Tell me why you’re here.”

Lucy swallowed and tried to think of a reason an average person would give as Owen continued to lead her through landing easy punches on the bag. The warmth of his body behind her and the strength of his hands made her thoughts run together until she blurted out, “I haven’t left my apartment in over a month.”

“Why not?”

“I’m scared. Something happened and…” Lucy trailed off as memories of that awful night flashed behind her closed eyes.

“You need to regain your confidence.” Lucy nodded, even though Owen hadn’t posed it as a question. “I can help you with that. Physically, it won’t take long for you to adjust to being more active. But I need to know where you’re at mentally.”

Lucy shrugged. “I don’t know.”

“You know you’re beautiful, right? Your body is strong. You can handle anything.”

Shivers danced up Lucy’s body at his simple compliment. He didn’t sound as if he was trying to impress her, but rather as if he were making a casual observation. But with his breath against her neck and his body against her back, Lucy couldn’t focus on anything other than what else he could mean. Could she handle him?

“I’m really out of shape.”

Lucy gasped as Owen dropped her hands and spun her around. He placed a hand under her chin, forcing her to make eye contact, and stared at her more intensely than she ever remembered a man looking at her in the past.

“I won’t hear a single second of negative self-talk from you. Our hour is almost up, so I’m going to give you some homework.”

“Homework?”

“Don’t interrupt me.” Lucy had only been joking, but Owen’s expression remained perfectly serious. She nodded as the humor drained from her limbs, leaving her weak in his grasp. “You are going to spend the next week thinking about your strengths. Think about the difficult things in life you’ve overcome and survived. Focus on the fact that this body has helped you survive all of that. When you walk back into my gym next week, I better see you with your head held high. Are we clear?”

“Yes, sir.”
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Chapter 3

Lucy couldn’t wait to get home. On the drive back to her apartment, her mind raced with images of Owen’s face and the sound of his voice. He was insanely gorgeous, with the hard-chiseled look of pure masculinity that always made Lucy swoon. Add in his deep voice, raw strength, and obvious dominant personality, and she was done for.

Once she was in her apartment, Lucy headed straight for the bedroom. She locked the door behind her, almost feeling as if she were a teenager again with a dirty secret. The bedside table hadn’t been touched for quite some time, but everything was still where she’d left it.

The second draw held all her fun toys, and Lucy pulled out her favorite vibrator for tonight’s session. She sprawled on her bed and moved the vibrator underneath her panties until it rested against the hood of her clit.

Turning the vibrator on sent a shockwave of intense pleasure through Lucy’s body. Her stomach contracted, and her legs twitched as the familiar sensations washed over her. It had been way too long since the last time she’d done this.

Lucy closed her eyes and pictured Owen standing in front of her with his strong hands encircling her wrists. She imagined him dragging her over to a nearby weight bench and slamming her down on her face.

“Be a good girl and take everything I give you.”

The thought of his voice nearly sent Lucy over the edge, but she held back for the moment and began moving the vibrator around to edge herself.

It was blissful torture, feeling waves of pleasure building within her without giving in to the ultimate pleasure that waited for her on the other side. Lucy’s breath grew ragged as she imagined Owen fucking her in his gym. She could feel his hands on her body, and her pussy clenched around his imagined shaft as the vibrator circled her clit.

Hearing his voice in her mind say, “You need to learn to take orders from me,” sent Lucy over the edge. Shivers of pleasure rocked her body as the orgasm she’d built crested and consumed her every nerve.

She immediately turned the vibrator and tossed it aside. Any stimulation after an orgasm was way too intense, and this particular orgasm had been one of the best she’d ever experienced.

Once her limbs stopped trembling, Lucy sat up and looked around her bedroom in a daze. She climbed out of bed slowly, mindful not to let her still-sensitive clit rub against the bedding.

Minutes later, Lucy stepped under the cool spray of the shower and stood silently. While that orgasm had been one of the best she’d ever experienced, it also made her uneasy. Clearly, she was more attracted to Owen than she’d realized.

There was no way he could be attracted to her. Owen looked like the type of man that could make his living starring in action movies. He was gorgeous, built, and had the type of face that screamed danger but made women melt when they saw him.

Lucy, on the other hand, looked exactly like what she was. A plain Jane that worked from home and didn’t get outside enough. She stared down at her pale skin and the roundness of her tummy with dismay. No one as handsome as Owen would want someone as average as Lucy.

Negative thoughts swirled through Lucy’s mind as she went through the motions of her shower. She washed her body without looking too closely at herself and spent less time on her hair than usual.

When she stepped out of the shower, she felt refreshed and a little ashamed. How would Owen feel knowing he’d starred in her fantasies earlier? Probably horrified.

The thought made Lucy’s stomach clench. Maybe getting a personal trainer had been a terrible idea. Not only for the obvious reason of her inappropriate attraction toward him, but she also sucked at doing any of the exercises.

Maybe it’d be best to cancel her upcoming session and just forget the entire thing happened. It was too embarrassing going in there and being unable to do the simplest things. And she didn’t even want to think about how humiliating it would be if she accidentally revealed her attraction to Owen.

Yeah, she was better off canceling.
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Chapter 4

Marissa was bossy. And pushy. And annoying. But she was Lucy’s best friend, and Lucy didn’t have any other friends. So, when Marissa found out Lucy was planning on canceling her next session, she insisted on driving Lucy there herself to make sure her friend stuck it out.

The second session went a little better than the first. Lucy walked into the gym with her head held high, as instructed, and practically glowed at Owen’s nod of approval. The exercises still didn’t feel comfortable or natural, but Owen insisted she’d get the hang of it.

At the end of their session, Owen asked her to take a minute to talk in the office. Lucy ignored the little flutter in her stomach at his words and followed behind him in silence. The inside of his office was exactly as she’d expected. It was clean, filled with only a desk, a few chairs, and a filing cabinet.

There weren’t any decorations on the walls or his desk. Lucy wondered what he did outside of this gym and whether he had a girlfriend waiting for him at home. Then she shut that thought down and planted herself in a chair.

Instead of sitting behind his desk as Lucy had expected, Owen took the chair next to her and turned it so they were facing each other. Lucy tried to maintain eye contact, but his smoldering brown eyes were focused too intensely on her.

She dropped her gaze to the floor and started absentmindedly tapping her foot. Seconds ticked by in calm quiet, and it wasn’t until Lucy glanced back up at him that Owen spoke.

“You did better today, and I’m proud of you for that. But I can tell you’re holding back with me. Will you tell me what happened to shake your confidence so badly?”

Tears instantly sprung to Lucy’s eyes. Images of that horrible night passed through her mind, but they didn’t completely take over her consciousness as they normally did. Seeing Owen sitting in front of her, watching her with such steady compassion, grounded her in the moment.

“I was attacked walking home from the store. It was just a random mugging. The police said the guy was an addict, and I was just in the wrong place at the wrong time. But he really scared me. That happened about six weeks ago, and I’ve pretty much only left my apartment to come here since then.”

Owen nodded, his brows furrowed. Lucy couldn’t tell if he was angry on her behalf or struggling to find something to say. As usual, when the silence stretched just a tad too long to be comfortable, Lucy started babbling.

“I know it’s stupid to still be afraid. He was just some random guy, and I kind of feel sorry for him, but I can’t help wondering why he came after me. Or what would have happened if the clerk in the store hadn’t heard me screaming. If the police hadn’t gotten there sooner-”

“Okay, hang on.” Owen held up a hand, and Lucy bit her lip. “You can’t live in a world of what-ifs. What happened has happened. It’s over, Lucy, and you need to learn how to move on. I can help you build your confidence back up, but it’s not going to be simple. You have to get your thoughts under control. We’ll work on that together.”

“I don’t know. Maybe I need a therapist.”

“I think you just need someone who understands. I get it.” Lucy opened her mouth to argue, and Owen narrowed her eyes at her. She leaned back from the intensity of his gaze as he continued, “You could go see a therapist if you think it’ll help. But I get it. I was an MMA fighter for ten years before I opened this gym. I know how to defend myself. But that didn’t matter when I got held up by a group of guys trying to get into a gang. Yeah, they didn’t manage to kill me, but I didn’t totally win that fight. It’s important to remember that you won’t win every fight. It doesn’t make you any less strong or capable.”

Lucy blinked, startled at the revelation. She couldn’t imagine the heavily muscled man sitting in front of her losing a fight under any circumstances, and it was surprising that he’d chosen to share something so vulnerable with her.

“How do you not let it eat away at you?”

Owen grinned. “By training. Every time I train, I know I’m strengthening my body and mind. That’s what you need to focus on.”

Lucy nodded as her chest filled with hope. Suddenly, she was very grateful to Marissa and her interfering ways. Maybe sessions with Owen were exactly what she needed. “I hope that works for me, too.”

“It will. But it’s a process, and you need to stick with it. Keep coming in twice a week, and I’ll have you whipped into shape in no time.”

The blush that spread across Lucy’s cheeks had nothing to do with thinking about Owen whipping her into shape in another way. Nothing at all.

“You ready to put in the hard work, Lucy?”

“Yes, sir.”

Lucy tried not to read too much into the grin Owen gave her. “Good girl. I’ll see you next week.”
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Chapter 5

This was the day from hell. Her freaking washing machine broke down, leaving Lucy with no option but to brave the laundromat. It went nearly as badly as she’d expected. It was crowded, hot, and seemed to be full of danger. After a panic attack in the parking lot, Lucy managed to finish her laundry and run back to her apartment to hide. When she got home, it was to an email asking her to attend an in-person training event next week for her work. Clearly, the universe was against her today.

Lucy had been training with Owen for seven weeks now, and their sessions had become the best part of her week. She was scheduled to have a session with him this afternoon, but there was no way she felt comfortable leaving her apartment again.

Instead of calling and explaining the situation, Lucy took the coward’s way out. She sent him an email that she was sure he wouldn’t see until much later and then shut her laptop. The day was essentially ruined, and all Lucy wanted to do was hide from the world.

She went to the small bookshelf in her living room, grabbed an old favorite, and brought it back to the couch. Within minutes, she was buried in a different world, worrying about someone else’s problems and completely forgetting about her own.

* * *

Hours later, Lucy was deep into the story and had completely forgotten about her awful day. A knock on the door took her out of the novel and sent her heart-rate skyrocketing. She practically threw the book down on the couch next to her and clutched the blanket lying over her lap.

She wasn’t expecting anyone, and Marissa worked today, so there was no way her friend was banging on her door. The person knocked on her door again, more insistently this time, and she heard a muffled male voice through the door.

Fear left her paralyzed for a long moment until the voice called out again, this time more clearly.

“Lucy, it’s Owen. I just wanted to check on you.”

Relief washed over Lucy in a wave. She let out a massive breath and stood, crossing the living room in a few quick strides. She opened the door to find her training standing on the other side. His eyes scanned her quickly and efficiently, and he frowned.

Lucy’s stomach rolled. “Hey. What are you doing here?”

“I was worried when you didn’t show up tonight. Then I got your email.” The disapproval in Owen’s voice did nothing to soothe Lucy’s anxiety. She dropped her gaze to the floor and tensed when Owen sighed. “Can I come in?”

“Yeah, sure.” Lucy stepped back to let Owen in and then went through her usual routine of locking the deadbolt and chain and peering out the spyhole. When she turned around, she cringed at the way Owen was watching her. “What?”

Owen crossed his arms over his chest, making the muscles in his arms bulge, and said, “Why didn’t you show today?”

Lucy shrugged and skirted around the large man standing in her living room. Her skin tingled as she passed him. Owen turned to watch her as she settled back onto the couch.

“You’re not going to tell me?”

“I just had a bad day. That’s all.”

“So, instead of calling me, you sent me an email? I was worried about you.”

Guilt burned up Lucy’s throat, but she tried to swallow it down. “I thought you’d see the email.”

“Not until I’d been waiting 45 minutes for you.”

“Sorry.”

“You don’t sound very sorry.”

“Well, what do you want me to say? It was dumb, and I should’ve called. I’m sorry.”

Owen let out a sigh and fixed her with a pointed stare. “You’ve been doing better with your training, but I don’t work with anyone who doesn’t have respect for me and what I’m doing.”

The words hit Lucy like a punch to the gut. She was on her feet in an instant, her face red with humiliation and anger. “Of course, I respect you! It was just a bad day. That’s all.”

“Your bad day didn’t force you to make a bad decision.”

Lucy scoffed, but she couldn’t deny the truth in his words. She could’ve called him. It wouldn’t have taken long, and he would have been understanding. So, why didn’t she?

“I just didn’t want you to be upset with me.”

“If you had called, I would’ve told you to take the afternoon off and rest. But since you didn’t call, I’m here trying to figure out whether I should cancel our sessions entirely or not.”

“What? No, please don’t. I- I really am sorry.”

“I don’t take disrespect lightly, Lucy. If you seriously want to continue our sessions, then we need to fix this situation.”

“Okay. How?”

“I’ll discipline you.”

Lucy swallowed hard and tried to ignore the instant pulse that ran through her clit at Owen’s words. “What does that mean?”

“Well, if you were any of my regular clients, I’d destroy you in your next training session. I’d have you working your ass off for two hours straight until your muscles burned for a week. But you’re different.”

“Because I’m fat?”

Owen moved so quickly that he was barely a blur in Lucy’s vision. He practically leaped forward, grabbed Lucy’s chin, and said in a clear, furious voice, “Because you’re the kindest, strongest woman I’ve ever met. You’re fucking beautiful. Now I really want to punish you.”

Lucy trembled under Owen’s grasp, her knees shaking with the effort of holding herself up. She licked her lips as her hands clenched and unclenched at her sides. Was this really happening?

“How could you possibly be attracted to me? You’re practically a God and I’m just an overweight-”

“That’s it.” Owen dropped his hand from Lucy’s chin, grabbed Lucy’s upper arm, and dragged her over to the couch. He sat and flipped Lucy over his lap as if she weighed nothing, startling her so badly she yelped even as her nerves raged with desire.

“Owen, wait! Not- not like this. I’ll hurt you laying on you like this-”

A powerful smack landed on Lucy’s ass before she could finish speaking and she was instantly stunned into silence. Several more swats followed the first over her yoga pants-covered bottom until tears stung her eyes.

“Let me make a few things clear to you.” Owen shifted Lucy over his lap, ignoring her squeals of protest and desire. He wrapped an arm around her waist and started spanking her hard and fast as he spoke. “You are beautiful. If I ever hear you call yourself fat again, I’ll take my belt to you. If you ever ditch me again like you did today, I’ll use my belt. Do you understand me?”

The pain building in Lucy’s ass made it difficult for her to concentrate on reality. He could probably do serious damage with his belt, but Lucy couldn’t deny the way her pussy clenched in anticipation at the thought.

“Lucy, are you even listening to me?”

Owen paused the spanking, and Lucy quickly answered, “Yes, sir. I understand. I’m sorry about today. Really.”

“Good.” Owen tugged Lucy’s pants down to her knees. She protested weakly, embarrassed by how easily she was giving in. But she’d been fantasizing about Owen dominating her for nearly two months, so she wiggled her hips to help him pull her pants down.

“You want this. Don’t you?”

“What do you mean?” Lucy wiggled a little over his lap, as if to remind him that there was an almost naked bottom waiting for his attention. Owen chuckled and gave her several sharp smacks until she stopped moving.

“You’ve been dreaming about me taking control since we met, haven’t you?” Owen slid her panties down as Lucy struggled to breathe through her arousal and think of a reasonable response. “I’ve been thinking about dominating you since the first time you walked into my gym. I’m almost glad you gave me a reason to do this tonight, but I wouldn’t have been able to resist taking you for much longer anyway.”

“So, you’re not really going to punish me?” Lucy cringed at the obvious disappointment in her voice.

Owen laughed, his deep tone resonating throughout the small living room. “I’m going to punish you. But that doesn’t mean you won’t love every second of it.”

There was no more talking after that for a while. The only sound in the apartment was the impact of Owen’s hand hitting Lucy’s ass, and she very quickly realized that he was serious about this punishment.

The sting built to an almost unbearable level within minutes, and Lucy found herself wiggling her hips to try to lessen the pain. But Owen knew what he was doing, and he managed to expertly hold her in place while turning her ass from a dull pink to deep, burning red.

“Owen, please. I’m sorry. That’s enough.”

“I decide when you’ve had enough, Lucy. I don’t think you’ve learned your lesson yet.”

Lucy cried out as Owen began spanking her even harder. He moved down to her thighs and brought them to a burn with rapid swats that squeezed tears out of Lucy’s eyes. She desperately tried to roll over his lap, and her legs kicked in time with the swats, but it was no use.

“You’re never going to ditch me and make me worry about you like that again. And you will never talk badly about yourself again, Lucy. Is that clear?”

“Yes, sir.” Lucy choked through her tears. How much longer was this going to last? She couldn’t take anymore and all the pleasant tingling in her core was gone. All she felt now was ashamed at her behavior and desperate to make this pain stop.

“Good girl.”

Suddenly, Owen flipped Lucy up and sat her on the couch beside him. Lucy let out a loud yelp as her flaming bottom made contact with the couch cushion, but a moment later she was lifted up, spun around, and bent over.

Her hands slammed onto the couch cushions as Owen forced her legs apart. Seconds later she felt his hard cock against her entrance, and her entire body shuddered with desire.

“Do you want this?”

“Yes, sir! Please. Please, Owen.”

He slammed into her, forcing Lucy’s head down into the cushions. She’d never been fucked like this in her entire life, and it sent her mind spinning. She couldn’t think as waves of pleasure spread through her pussy like wildfire. Her clit throbbed, desperate for attention, but she couldn’t risk lifting a hand to play with it.

Lucy whined desperately as Owen’s hands grasped her hips and held her in place. He fucked her hard, fast, and sent her into a world of pleasure she’d never experienced before.

Suddenly, his finger found her clit and began rubbing in gentle circles. Lucy’s body shuddered violently and she would have collapsed into the couch if it weren’t for Owen’s other hand wrapping around her waist to hold her up.

She came almost embarrassingly quickly, her pussy clamping down around Owen’s cock and squeezing him for everything it was worth. Owen moaned behind her and filled her with his load.

Lucy’s entire body shook from the sensory overload, but Owen’s finger kept moving around her clit. She tried to lift a hand to push his finger away, but she couldn’t do it without completely collapsing.

“Owen, please. No more-”

“I decide when you’ve had enough, Lucy. You’ll come again whether you want to or not.”

The sensation became almost painful as a second orgasm built. Owen was still seated deep inside her, and the stimulation of her pussy clenching around him was too much. Lucy whined and tried to move her hips to avoid his finger, but Owen tightened his bruising grip on her hip to hold her in place.

“Owen, seriously, I can’t-”

“You can and you will. Come for me, Lucy. Now.”

The sounds that erupted from Lucy’s throat as a second orgasm crashed over her would have been embarrassing, but she couldn’t hear them over the roar in her ears. Ever nerve in her body exploded in a pop of painful pleasure, and all she could do was ride the waves until it was over.

She felt movement but kept her eyes clamped shut until the overwhelming sensations faded. When she came to, she was sitting in Owen’s lap. He cradled her and stroked her face until she came down from the orgasm.

Lucy looked up at Owen with wide, awe-struck eyes. He was everything she’d ever fantasized about. “Did that really just happen?”

Owen chuckled and planted a kiss on her forehead. “We can schedule sessions for this too. If you want.”

“Yes, please.”

The End.


Thanks For Reading!

Thank you for reading book 4 in my “Taught a Lesson” series!

Make sure to check out the other books in this series:

By Her Brother’s Best Friend

By Her Billionaire

By Her Boss

If you enjoyed this series, you’d also love my Chloe’s Submission Series!

You should also check out my Domestic Discipline Stories Collection!

Thanks again!
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