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Intro

Taught A Lesson Series: The Full Collection is a compilation of five shorts stories involving naughty women being punished by the dominant men in their lives. These stories are full of BDSM elements, spanking, graphic erotica, and more! Read at your own discretion!

Here is a list of the stories you’ll find inside this collection, and a brief description of each:

Book One: By Her Brother’s Best Friend: Carly is a young, hot twenty-year-old only concerned with living her best life. When she returns home from college on summer break, her brother insists she get a job. Rather than work for the family business for the summer, Carly secretly gets a job as an adult entertainer.

Only she didn’t expect her brother’s best friend, John, to discover her secret. When he does, he’s furious with her bad choices. John decides Carly needs to be taught a lesson, and he’s the one who’s going to teach it to her.

Book Two: By Her Billionaire: Bree is young, poor, and hopelessly in love with her best friend. When Bree spends an evening drinking away her problems, she makes the ultimate mistake. She contacts her best friend and admits her feelings for him. Bree tells him she knows things will never work out between them. He’s rich, and she’s poor. He would probably be embarrassed to be seen in public with her.

Thomas is richer than Bree could ever imagine, but that doesn’t make him shallow. When Bree calls him during a drunken night of heightened emotions and confesses her love for him, Thomas knows what he needs to do. Thomas decides to take Bree home and care for her until she’s sober. Once she’s feeling better, he’s going to teach her a lesson she’ll never forget!

Book Three: By Her Boss: Working for Ryan was not turning out as Callie expected. The man was hot-headed, demanding, and quick to fly off the handle. But he was also older, handsome, and built. Callie was young and inexperienced, so she did her best to ignore the attraction she felt and focus on her work. Until today.

When Callie makes a serious error with her work, Ryan is furious. He decides she needs to be taught a lesson she’ll never forget, and he doesn’t care whether she agrees.

Can Callie take the brutal punishment Ryan dishes out?

Book Four: By Her Trainer: Lucy is a curvy, out-of-shape girl who’s hidden away from the world. After experiencing a trauma, she vows never to leave her apartment again. Until her best friend convinces her to work with a personal trainer to get her confidence back.

Then, she meets Owen. He’s tall, built with muscle, and effortlessly dominant. He’s everything Lucy’s ever wanted in a man. But there’s no way he’d be attracted to her plain-Jane self. Right?

When Lucy misses a training session without letting Owen know and makes him worry, he decides she needs to be punished. Will Lucy’s fantasies come true?

Book Five: By Her Husband: Newlyweds Jacob and Melody are struggling to keep their relationship spicy and exciting. After being in a relationship for 10 years, they thought marriage would reignite their spark, but they were wrong. Melody brings up the possibility of trying some new things in the bedroom. Little did she know her sweet, adoring husband would become such a dominant force when given the green light.

Things in the bedroom are going great, but Melody still feels unfulfilled. When she lashes out, her husband knows exactly what she needs. Extreme punishment.


I

By Her Brother’s Best Friend
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Chapter 1

Carly laughed as the man whispered something deliciously naughty in her ear. It was nearly impossible to hear him over the music in McKnight’s, but she caught the gist of it. Working for the summer wasn’t turning out to be nearly as bad as she’d expected.

Of course, if anyone in Carly’s life knew where she was spending her nights, she’d be in serious trouble. Her brother insisted she got a job during summer break, and despite all Carly’s moaning and protesting, he’d remained insistent. She wouldn’t be working if it weren’t for Kyle holding Carly’s inheritance in his hands. Or his bank account, technically.

After their parents died five years ago, Kyle became the head of their family and managed all their assets. He and his best friend, John, had taken over the family company and were doing incredibly well. Carly was proud of them, but she also knew she didn’t want to work in insurance for the rest of her life.

So, she worked hard at her English degree at Yale and partied every second she had off. Coming home for the summer had seemed like a mistake at first, but now Carly was glad she had.

She’d never worked as an adult entertainer before and found it exhilarating. She could have all the alcohol, drugs, and men she wanted, and none of her coworkers would judge her. In fact, it was expected for the girls to party with the men during their shifts, and management encouraged it to promote the business.

McKnight’s wasn’t a high-class nightclub, but it wasn’t scummy either. Carly told her brother she was working as a bartender at night in their town’s local spot. Instead, she drove an hour each night to get to this club and put on the performance of her life.

The man groping her on the dance floor grabbed her hand, tugging her back to the bar. Carly trailed after him, still feeling energized from the coke she’d snorted an hour ago, and tried to remember his name. Was it Gary? George? Something with a G, she was pretty sure.

“Hey, Alice! Give me and my girl a shot of vodka.”

“Sure thing, Jeff. Are you having a good night?”

“We’re having a great time. Aren’t we, sweetheart?”

Carly smiled up at Jeff, trying to note his name as she nodded. Alice slid two shot glasses across the bar, and Carly downed her shot with a smile. The alcohol soothed her tense muscles and eased the shakiness in her limbs.

“How about we go upstairs?”

“Are you asking for a private show, Jeff?” Carly gave him her best seductive smile and licked her lips slowly. His hungry eyes watched her intensely as Carly reached out and trailed her finger down his chest. Giving private shows was the best way to make real money at this club. If her calculations were right, she only needed to perform fifteen more private shows before she’d have enough money to put a down payment on the Audi she had her eye on.

Jeff grabbed her hand with his big, sweaty one and tugged her away from the bar. He began leading her through the crowd, and Carly floated along behind him without a care in the world. She felt so amazing.

Maybe it was the drugs, or maybe she was high on the power she had over the men in this club, but she’d never felt more alive. They’d nearly made it to the door at the back of the club that led to the private rooms when a hand clamped down on Carly’s shoulder.

She whirled around, letting go of Jeff’s hand with a gasp. Hot, prickly shame crawled over her scalp as she stared into the eyes of her brother’s best friend. John stared down at her with fire in his eyes. His eyes narrowed as Jeff cursed.

“Hey man, you need to wait your turn.”

Carly licked her lips nervously as her eyes flickered between John and Jeff. John was everything Jeff wasn’t. Her brother’s best friend was tall, built from years of MMA training, and very protective. Jeff, who looked like he’d worked a desk job his entire life, wouldn’t stand a chance if this turned physical.

“I’m so sorry, Jeff. I think I’ll need to check a rain check on our dance tonight.”

The hand curled around Carly’s arm tightened painfully as John took a step back and jerked Carly with him.

“She’s not coming back here. Go find someone else to dance with.”

Jeff spluttered and stared between John and Carly for a long moment. Carly gave him her best apologetic expression, but she knew her cheeks were flaming with humiliation and anger. Jeff seemed to sense something more was going on here, and he quickly left with a muttered, “Whatever.”

Carly turned to John and ripped her arm out of his grasp. “What the hell are you doing here?”

“Adam wanted to check out the club, so I tagged along. What the fuck are you doing here? Kyle’s going to be pissed.”

Carly’s heart stuttered. Kyle couldn’t find out about this. He took the whole overprotective big brother thing to the next level, and he would never let her return to college, let alone work outside of the family business ever again.

“You can’t tell him about this! I was just working. It’s quick money!”

“It’s disgusting.” Carly flinched at John’s harsh words, and he gripped her arm again. “You’re leaving, Carly. Right now.”

“I have to finish my shift!” Carly shouted, her voice rising shrilly as John dragged her out of the club.

“You’re quitting.”

“I need the money!”

“So you decide to whore yourself out? You think I don’t know what was going to happen during that private dance?”

Carly bit her lip and tried to stem the tears building behind her eyes. She tried to tell herself that it didn’t matter what John thought. She’d never been anything other than an annoyance to him. The classic little sister following her brother and his best friend around throughout their childhoods and adolescence. Of course, John just thought she was a whore. Why wouldn’t he? She was going to give Jeff a blowjob for extra money.

They made it out to the parking lot, and John turned Carly to face him. His chest heaved, and his nostrils flared as he struggled to get his anger under control. Carly shrank back from him as her mind raced with possibilities. She needed to talk her way out of this somehow.

John’s expression hardened as he stared Carly down. “What the fuck are you on?”

“W-what do you mean?”

“Your pupils are fucking huge. What. Are. You. On?”

Carly swallowed and tried to take a step back, but the grip on her arm tightened painfully, and she winced. “John, I-”

“Don’t even fucking think about lying to me right now, Carly. You are in so much goddamn trouble.”

“I’m an adult! I can do what I want!”

John brought a hand up and smacked the back of Carly’s head hard. She gasped as tears gathered in her eyes. She couldn’t believe he had just hit her. Carly dropped her eyes to the ground and tried to breathe through the turbulent emotions buzzing through her chest.

A strong hand gripped her chin and forced her to look up. John’s eyes burned with anger, and Carly’s lip trembled.

“You absolutely can not do whatever you want. You’re a Russo. Your family name is attached to the biggest insurance company in America. Do you have any idea the type of blowback the company would experience if word got out that you were performing in this club? You could have just destroyed your brother’s life and your own.”

Tears leaked out of Carly’s eyes as the words hit her. She hadn’t thought about that. All she’d thought about was the fact that Kyle wanted her to get a job, and this job paid well. Plus, it came with perks. Like coke and booze.

“Kyle told me to get a job.”

“He didn’t mean this! You know that, Carly! I’m taking you home, right now.”

“No, no, wait!”

Carly struggled as John dragged her to his car and manhandled her into the passenger seat. Her chest fluttered with panic as the reality of what was happening sunk in. If Kyle found out about this, she could kiss Yale goodbye. She could kiss any job outside of the family company goodbye. She couldn’t let this happen.

As John settled into the driver’s seat and started the car, Carly reached over and grabbed his hand. He shot her a withering look, and Carly quickly dropped his hand again.

“Please,” Carly begged, her eyes wide and pleading. “Please don’t tell Kyle about this. He’ll make me drop out of Yale. He’ll never let me work outside of the company again. Please, John.”

John sighed and scrubbed a hand over his face. Carly froze, barely able to believe she might be able to get away with this. She knew John had a soft spot for her. Maybe he would let this go if she promised never to come back to the club.

John dropped his hand and turned to face Carly. His jaw clenched as the silence stretched between them. Finally, he said, “You didn’t tell me what you’re on.”

“It’s just a little coke. They give it to the dancers to help us be more enthusiastic.”

“Enthusiastic?” John snorted, shaking his head.

“John, I swear, I’ll never step foot in a club like this again. Just please don’t tell Kyle. Please.”

“Carly, listen to me. You’re twenty years old. You’re giving random dudes sexual favors for money while snorting coke and drinking. You’re going down the wrong path.”

“I’ll stop! I swear!”

“You’re not going to stop if there are no consequences for your actions.”

“Fine, ground me if you want. But don’t tell Kyle.”

John’s eyes narrowed, his fists clenching on his lap. He gave Carly a look so intense it sent shivers down her spine. “If you really don’t want me to tell Kyle, then I won’t. But, you do need to be punished.”

“Yes, fine. That’s fine. Whatever you want.”

Carly could hardly believe her luck. Was John really going to let this go?

“I’m not going to ground you, Carly. I’m going to spank you.”
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Chapter 2

The way Carly’s eyes widened and her perfect rosy lips popped open made John want to grin, but he held it back and kept his expression hard. She needed to understand that what she’d done was fucked up.

“You have two options, Carly. Either take the punishment I give you or we go tell Kyle about this right now.”

John watched as tears gathered in Carly’s eyes and tried not to sigh. She looked so young, so inexperienced like this. He couldn’t believe what she’d been doing during her summer break. Part of him just wanted to drive her straight to Kyle and be done with it, but John knew how his best friend worked. Kyle would be furious, and he’d never let Carly go back to college after this.

Carly was a fierce girl with a strong personality. She deserved more than a life stuck working at her family’s business. She dreamed of traveling the world and teaching English at the college level. That would never happen if Kyle ever found out about this. John didn’t want to take Carly’s dreams away from her, but he couldn’t allow her to ruin her life by going down this road. Drugs, booze, and sex work didn’t make for the life John wanted for Carly.

“You seriously want to hit me?”

“No,” John snapped, bristling at the accusation. Carly drew away from him, and John let out a deep sigh. “I would never hurt you, Carly. You’re my best friend’s little sister. I’ve known you for your entire life. Doing drugs, drinking, and taking your clothes off for money isn’t a good life. I care about you, and I never want you to do this shit again. A spanking is a memorable punishment. That’s what you need.”

Carly frowned and nibbled on her bottom lip. John tried to be patient as she mulled over her options. She either trusted him and submitted to his punishment or blew up her entire life by letting Kyle find out about what happened. It was an easy choice as far as John was concerned, but he wasn’t going to force her.

“It’s your choice, Carly. But you need to make a decision right now.”

“Okay.” Her voice was quiet, filled with trepidation. John quirked an eyebrow, and Carly flushed as she said, “Alright, I’ll take your punishment.”

John nodded, his chest easing with relief. He didn’t want to see Carly’s dreams destroyed, but she needed to be taught a lesson tonight.

“Good. Let’s go.”

The drive back to John’s house was silent. He could feel the tension radiating off of Carly, but he wouldn’t let his sympathy for her deter him from what needed to be done. She could have gotten into serious trouble with the shit she’d been doing, and he needed to make it perfectly clear that this lifestyle was unacceptable.

He let Carly stew in her thoughts on the drive back and prepared himself for what he needed to do when they got back to his house. She’d never been spanked before, and it was unfortunate that her first experience was going to be so severe. Spankings could be incredibly erotic under the right circumstances. John was a dominant person and he enjoyed dishing out a spanking to his partners when the opportunity arose. There was nothing sexier than a girl with a glowing red ass lying over his lap.

Carly had grown into a beautiful woman, and John would have been a fool not to notice that. She was gorgeous but completely off-limits. And tonight wasn’t about his pleasure. It was about Carly’s punishment.

John tried to ignore the conflicting thoughts as they pulled up to his small, single-story home. He lived just outside of their hometown down a dirt road with no other homes. He’d inherited this home from his parents, and it was in an excellent, private location. He appreciated never having to worry about neighbors when he brought a girl home, though he’d never appreciated it quite as much as he did at this moment.

Turning the car off, John turned and frowned at Carly’s expression. She stared at him with wide watery eyes, and her hands were clamped together in her lap. She looked terrified, and John mentally berated himself. A little fear before a spanking was healthy. Terror was not.

“Carly,” John reached out and placed a hand over hers. “Listen to me. I’m going to punish you when we get inside. It’s going to hurt, but you’ll be okay. I won’t give you anything you can’t handle. Understand?”

“Yes.”

A little fear left Carly’s eyes, and John nodded, satisfied for the moment.

“Good, let’s go.”

They exited the car and made their way inside. John flipped on the lights as he led Carly into the living room. He watched with interest as her eyes darted around his sparsely decorated home. John wasn’t much of a decorator and was perfectly happy with the bare minimum. He’d never bothered to hang paintings or place knickknacks on the shelves. His last girlfriend moaned that his home needed a feminine touch, but he hadn’t been comfortable enough to let her make any changes. Maybe things would be different with his next relationship.

He directed Carly to sit on the couch and went into the kitchen. John grabbed a couple of water bottles and a bottle of lotion, then headed back to the living room. Carly was sitting exactly where he’d left her, fidgeting with the single throw pillow a previous girlfriend had convinced him to buy.

John smiled at the sight of her looking so adorable and insecure. A flush of arousal ran through him, and he quickly tried to stamp it out. He needed a clear head to deal with the situation tonight.

Carly looked up as he set the water bottles and lotion down on the table. “These are for after,” John explained. She eyed the lotion curiously, not showing a hint of the nervousness John had expected. He hid a grin and sat on the couch beside her.

“Tell me why you’re about to be punished, Carly.”

Her eyebrows shot up as pink embarrassment colored her cheeks. John worked to keep his expression stern as he stared at him in horror, as though he’d asked her to do something truly awful.

“I- You know why!”

John shook his head and sighed. “You need to learn how to behave when you’re being punished.”

“Well, I don’t exactly plan on this ever happening again.”

“If you do anything like this again, I will punish you again. Next time, it will be worse.”

“Worse than being spanked?”

Unable to help himself, John grinned. “I’m planning on going easy on your tonight, Carly. This is your first spanking, and I don’t want to really hurt you. Do anything like this again, and you’ll learn what a paddle feels like.”

Carly’s eyes darted away from his, and John tried not to feel satisfied by the show of submission. Instead, he scooted back and reached out for Carly’s wrist. She panicked, flailing against him as John forced her over his lap.

“Wait! I changed my mind.” Carly’s legs kicked as John scooted her forward over his lap. He trapped her legs with one of his while wrapping an arm around her waist.

“No, you haven’t. You know you deserve to be punished. But you don’t deserve to be forced to drop out of college and give up your dreams. This is the best option for you.”

Carly whimpered but relaxed over John’s lap. He rubbed her back in soothing circles for a moment, then pulled down her bottoms and panties. Carly shrieked and started twisting her hips, cursing. Her arms shot behind her in a desperate attempt to cover her naked bottom, but John easily captured her wrists and held them against the small of her back.

“Relax, Carly. Tell me why you’re being punished.”

“I can’t think like this!”

John chuckled at the indignant tone in her voice but said nothing. He brought a hand down against her ass, watching in satisfaction as a tiny pink mark rippled across her cheeks.

“Hey!”

“This is a spanking, Carly. But it doesn’t start for real until you tell me why you’re being punished. I suggest you start talking.”

“Fine, fine! I- I was stripping and doing other stuff for money. I drank and took drugs. It was stupid, and I’ll never do it again!”

“Good girl. Now we can begin.”


3




Chapter 3

Carly writhed and screamed as John began spanking her. She’d never been spanked in her entire life. Sure, a couple of guys had given her a light slap on the ass during sex, but nothing like this. She’d never been put over a man’s lap, had her bottom bared, and felt the force of their displeasure against her ass like this.

It hurt. It hurt way more than Carly imagined it would. The sting left behind by John’s hand drove her wild, and it was impossible to stay still. She fought against the hold on her wrists, bucked her hips to the side, and desperately tried to free her legs. This was way too much.

“Please, John. I’m sorry! Please, stop.”

“We’re just getting started, Carly. I suggest you relax. It’ll hurt more the more you fight me.”

“No! Please!”

“You made some bad choices, Carly. Drinking, doing drugs, and trading sexual favors for money. The next time you even think about making another bad choice, you will remember this spanking. You’re going to remember the way my hand feels against your ass. You’ll remember how helpless you felt while I spanked you and how much it hurt.”

Tears swallowed Carly’s response as the spanking became even more intense. John wasn’t going easy on her, despite what he’d said earlier. His hand came down hard and fast, covering every inch of her poor bottom and the tops of her thighs. The sting was maddening and the pain built with every blow to an awful pressure.

To Carly’s horror, she realized it was turning her on a little. Wetness seeped down her thighs as the spanking became more intense, and she desperately squeezed her thighs together as each swat jolted her clit. She’d never felt like this before. What was happening?

“Please, John! I’ll never do anything like this again, I swear. Just stop!”

“You’re not in control right now, Carly. I decide when your punishment ends.”

How could she be in so much pain and so turned on at the same time? It made no sense! As John continued spanking her, tears spilled down Carly’s cheeks as wetness spilled down her thighs. She writhed over his lap, desperate to escape the confusing sensations.

Finally, the spanking paused. Carly panted over John’s lap, sniffling, then froze as she heard him undoing his belt buckle. Carly whipped her head around, her eyes widening in horror as John worked to pull his belt free.

“No!” Carly shouted. She renewed her efforts to free herself, fighting with everything she had to get off his lap. John held her down with little effort and doubled his belt over, holding the buckle securely in his hand.

“Carly, you’re going to be okay. In fact, it looks like you might even be enjoying your punishment a little. That’s not acceptable.”

The belt fell across Carly’s ass, and she screamed at the fiery pain. That was so much worse than John’s hand. She writhed, twisting her hips as far as she could to escape the second blow.

John landed the second stripe across her thighs, and Carly sobbed at the awful pain. She definitely wasn’t enjoying this, regardless of the heat pooling in her belly and the pressure building in her clit.

John whipped her with his belt mercilessly. Carly screamed, sobbed, and begged him to stop as the belt fell across her sore ass again and again. It seemed like he would never stop, and all Carly could think about or experience at that moment was the awful pain. It was unlike anything she’d ever experienced, and she knew she’d never be able to look at John the same way again.

Eventually, Carly realized John was rubbing her back and whispering soothing words to her. She couldn’t hear him over her own cries and desperately tugged at her hands, but he still held them firmly in his.

Carly took a deep, shuddering breath and tried to control the waterfall of tears still cascading down her cheeks.

“It’s okay, Carly. You took your punishment very well. Just relax now. Good girl.”

“T-that hurt,” Carly whined. Her ass still burned even without being touched, and she wondered how long it would be before she could sit comfortably again.

“I know it did, little one. Punishments are supposed to hurt. But I have something that will make it better.”

John finally released her hands, and Carly pulled them in front of her with relief. Blood rushed through her sore limbs as she flexed her hands. She desperately wanted to reach back and rub her sore bottom, but John was reaching for the lotion on the table, so she tried to be still over his lap.

“This will help you heal and ease the pain.”

Cool lotion poured onto Carly’s flaming ass, and she sighed in relief as John gently rubbed it in. It felt amazing and instantly relieved most of the burn, leaving only a delightful heat in its wake.

Carly moaned as John worked the lotion into her abused flesh. Her thighs were slick with wetness, and she hoped he didn’t notice. It was terribly embarrassing how her body responded to the spanking, and she didn’t want John to get the wrong idea and think she’d enjoyed it. Because she definitely didn’t. Right?

“Tell me what you’re thinking about, Carly.”

“Just how much I never want to get spanked again.”

“Really? Because it seemed like you enjoyed it a little.”

Carly’s cheeks flamed. “No way. I definitely did not enjoy that.”

“My jeans are damp because of you. And I don’t mean because of your tears.”

Carly wiggled over John’s lap as a flutter of excitement ran through her stomach. His hand dipped between her thighs, making the wetness lingering there even more obvious.

“I-I don’t know why that happened. Sorry.”

“Don’t apologize. I think you’re a natural submissive. Lots of girls enjoy being disciplined by a dominant man. Did being held over my lap and whipped with my belt turn you on?”

“I don’t know!”

“I think you do know.”

John moved his hands between her thighs again and brushed a finger over her clit. Carly jerked against his finger, desperate for some friction. John chuckled and drew his hand away, causing Carly to moan.

Her stomach tightened with a combination of arousal and embarrassment. This couldn’t be happening. First, her brother’s best friend discovers her working as an adult entertainer. Then, he spanks her, and now… what? What was he going to do now?

“What do you want me to do now?” John asked, sounding amused. Carly groaned and buried her head in the couch cushion. She hadn’t meant to say that out loud!

“I don’t know.”

“So indecisive. Maybe you need me to make the decisions for you.”

“Maybe,” Carly whispered, unable to deny how turned on she was.

“Stand up.”

Carly awkwardly climbed off of John’s lap, then reached down to pull up her panties and bottoms. John smacked her hand, and she gasped at the sting.

“I didn’t give you permission to get dressed.”

John stood, towering over Carly and causing cartwheels of arousal to flip through Carly’s stomach. What was happening?

“I think you enjoyed that more than you want to admit. And now you want me to make you come. Don’t you?”

Carly stared at John with wide eyes, unable to form a coherent thought. She didn’t know what she wanted, but she couldn’t ignore the way her body responded to John taking control.

“Tell me to stop if you don’t want this,” John said seriously. He waited until Carly nodded, then took her hand and led her around to the back of the couch.

John bent Carly over the back of the couch and kicked her legs apart. Before she knew what was happening, he’d knelt down and gripped her still-burning thighs with his hands. His tongue circled her entrance, and Carly moaned at the sparks of pleasure that shot straight to her clit.

It felt like he teased her forever, his tongue working small circles around her folds without ever dipping inside. Carly wiggled in his grasp, desperate for more, but he held her in place without much effort, which only turned her on more.

“Please, John. Please just fuck me.”

“Well, since you asked so nicely.”

John stood back up and unzipped his jeans. She felt the hard tip of his cock against her wet pussy, and groaned in relief as he pushed inside her. John moved slowly at first, giving her a chance to stretch around his considerable width.

Carly whimpered and pushed back against him. She needed more and she couldn’t take another second of him teasing her like this. John gripped her hips tightly and slammed into her, sending a spiral of pleasure through Carly’s core. He started to fuck her and Carly moaned with pleasure as the intense pressure built inside her.

He fucked her hard, fast, slamming against her sore bottom. The pain only served to increase her pleasure and Carly felt an orgasm building within minutes. She reached a hand down to touch her clit, but John grabbed her before she could reach her destination.

“That’s very naughty,” he whispered against her ear as he gathered her other hand and held them against her back. He fucked her hard, almost violently, slamming her against the couch with each thrust.

He came with a grunt of pleasure and leaned against her as the orgasm spilled deep inside Carly. When he was finished, he pulled out and released her hands. Carly whimpered and turned to look at him over her shoulder.

“What about me?”

John grinned and smacked Carly’s ass, sending her on her tiptoes. “No orgasm after a punishment. It sends the wrong message.”

“John! You can’t be serious!”

“I’m completely serious. You’ll have the spend the night, so I can keep an eye on you. If I even think you’re going to touch yourself, I’ll make you sleep with your hands cuffed behind your back.”

“But- but- That’s not fair!” Carly wailed, pushing herself up from the couch and turning to face John.

He stepped forward and took her face in his hands, kissing her deeply. Pulling back, John planted a tiny kiss on her nose and said, “Don’t be naughty if you want to come. You’ll have to wait until tomorrow.”

“But what about…” Carly trailed off. She didn’t want to bring up her brother right now, but how were they going to explain why she’d spent the night at John’s house?

“Let me take care of everything, Carly. Tonight, all you need to worry about is obeying me. Okay?”

“Okay.”

The End.


II

By Her Billionaire
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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!
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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.”
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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.”
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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.


III

By Her Boss
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Chapter 1

Callie flinched as the door slammed shut behind Ryan’s back. The sound of his deep, furious voice came from behind his closed door only moments later, and she knew it would be one of those days when she needed to do her best to stay out of his way. Callie seriously regretted taking this job.

She understood now why the pay was so high. You’d have to pay someone a minimum of $27 an hour to put up with this absolute bullshit. Ryan hadn’t seemed crazy when Callie came in for her interview. In fact, she’d been a little attracted to him.

Despite working in an office for 10+ years, Ryan kept himself in shape. His arms bulged beneath the fitted jackets he wore, and his hard chest pushed against the fabric of his shirts. The permanent stubble on his face gave him just enough of a gruff and manly edge to set Callie’s cheeks on fire, and the scent of his cologne was intoxicating.

He’d charmed her during the interview. The high pay, flexible hours, and “calm working environment” sounded like heaven to a girl who’d spent most of her young-adult life working in chaotic restaurants. She’d been ready for a change of pace, and this secretary position checked all her boxes.

Until she actually started working for the monster. That’s what he was most days- a monster. There was no other way to describe his wild mood swings and violent outbursts. Callie had two days of calm after she was hired, and then Ryan let his true colors show.

The first time she saw him drag a client out of his office and throw him out onto the street, Callie was horrified. She was positive the police would show up at any moment, but Ryan was well-known in their small town. He was the best criminal defense attorney in the city, maybe even the entire state and none of the people who hired him were trying to attract more attention to themselves.

So they never reported his verbal assaults or physical abuse, and Ryan continued to get away with being angry, demanding, and physical. After that first incident, Callie seriously considered quitting, but she couldn’t do it. She had a ridiculous art degree to pay off, an apartment to keep, and other bills that just kept piling up.

Her fear grew a little each day as she saw new instances of Ryan’s temper. He punched a hole in the wall of his office last week, and the sight of blood dripping from his scarred knuckles made her wonder if he used to get into fights a lot. She could certainly picture it, especially given his abrasive personality.

Despite all the anger and explosions, Callie also witnessed a few vulnerable moments that made her feel conflicted. Two weeks ago, Ryan came in looking like absolute hell. He’d had dark bags under his eyes, more stubble than usual, and a haunted look that sent shivers down Callie’s spine even though he’d avoided eye contact with her that morning.

She remembered building up the courage to go into his office and talk to him. Callie had always been an empathetic person, and she couldn’t stand the idea of leaving Ryan all alone with whatever horrors he was dealing with that caused the awful look in his eyes.

She’d gone into his office without knocking, which she’d normally never do. Her muscles had been taut with expectation. Rather than scream at her or throw her out of his office, Ryan stayed sitting on the edge of his desk, head down and looking so lost. She remembered their brief conversation like it was yesterday.

“Ryan. Are you okay?”

“Just go back to work, Callie.”

“Is there anything I can get you?” Callie waited for Ryan to look up, say something, but her question was met with silence. She moved further into the room and sat in the chair directly in front of him. She saw his eyebrows twitch, but he continued to stare at the floor in abject silence. “Do you want to talk about it?”

“My ex-wife showed up last night. Yesterday was the anniversary of our daughter’s death. She’s never dealt with it.”

“Have you?”

Ryan finally looked up, but he didn’t need to say anything. The glassy, unfocused look in his eyes told Callie everything she needed to know. Instinctively, Callie stood and wrapped her arms around the man. He coiled up like a spring, and her heart skipped a beat. Was he going to shove her away? Hit her? Maybe this had been a mistake.

But then he was hugging her back the way a man who’d been lost at sea for years would cling to land, and she knew he’d needed this. After a while, Callie pulled back, and Ryan threw a rough hand behind her neck. He brought her face down to meet his and kissed her more passionately than she’d ever been kissed in her life.

When he broke the kiss, Callie was panting and flushed. He moved his hand to her chin, forced her to make eye-contact, and said, “Go the fuck back to work.”

Ever since that moment, Ryan seemed to be more on edge than ever. Callie had no idea what to make of the kiss. At first, she thought maybe Ryan felt the same buzzing, electric attraction to her that she’d been feeling toward him, but now that two weeks had passed without any further contact that wasn’t rude or demanding, she’d changed her mind. Clearly, it had just been a moment of extreme vulnerability for him. Maybe being extra mean toward her was his way of pushing her away or making her remember she was nothing more than an employee to him. Regardless, she’d done her best to push the attraction she still felt toward him away and forget about it.

The screaming in Ryan’s office stopped, and Callie breathed a sigh of relief. She refocused on her computer and started typing the notes from his last client meeting. She just needed to stay calm and out of his way for the rest of the day. Everything would be fine.
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Chapter 2

The tense, eerie silence behind Ryan’s door continued for a couple of hours. Callie tried to focus on her work, but today was one of those strange days when he didn’t appear to have any client meetings or phone calls. She imagined he was buried in paperwork, but something just felt off.

She didn’t have to wait long to learn the reason behind Ryan’s silence. He blasted out of his office and charged toward her with a wild look in his eyes. Callie immediately stood and scrambled back, causing her chair to crash back into the wall. He rounded her desk in seconds and slammed a flash drive down on her keyboard, deleting the last hour of work she’d done.

“What the fuck is this, Callie?” The absolute fury in his eyes and the dangerous tremor in his voice froze Callie to the spot. While she’d witnessed his anger many times and even had it directed at her in the past, it had never felt like this before. She’d never felt this scared.

Her heart pounded as she stared down at the flash drive. She’d given it to him yesterday, and it should have contained the last week’s worth of transcriptions she’d done for him. Callie had no idea what he was upset about. She knew she’d done her work correctly. He’d never criticized her about that before.

“I don’t understand.” The breathless, weak voice sounded nothing like Callie’s usual confident tone. She took a deep breath, squared her shoulders, and tried her best to look Ryan in the eye. “Is there a problem with the transcriptions?”

Ryan clenched his jaw, and Callie did her best not to cower away from him. He plugged the flash drive into her computer, opened the drive, and pointed to the middle of the folders. Wednesday’s folder was missing entirely, and Callie’s heart dropped. How had that happened?

“Where the fuck are all the files for Wednesday?”

“I typed them all up, Ryan. They should be there. I don’t know what happened.” Like a flash, it hit Callie, and she groaned. She’d been working on those files at home last week, and her old laptop was notoriously unreliable. The port where she plugged in the flash drive was messed up and often disconnected from the drive without her even noticing. Hours worth of work had clearly not been saved.

“Then why aren’t they there?” Ryan demanded, his voice clipped. He stood back, crossed his arms over his chest, and pinned Callie with a look that promised retribution.

Heat rose to Callie’s cheeks as the reality of what happened settled on her shoulders. She cleared her throat and tried to ignore the painful sting of humiliation as she carefully explained what must have happened. Ryan’s expression grew more furious with every word, and by the end, Callie was staring at the floor.

“So you’re telling me all that work is just gone? Do you have any idea how important those clients are? These aren’t dumbass thieves and addicts I’m representing, Callie! I work with the richest blue-collar criminals in the state, and if I don’t do my job well, they will destroy my reputation.”

“I know, Ryan. I’m sorry, but it was just an accident. I can retype the files tonight-”

“Just an accident?” Ryan uncrossed his arms and reached out. His strong hand wrapped around Callie’s upper-arm in a vise-like grip, causing Callie’s stomach to drop in fear. She pictured him throwing her out of his office like he’d done to previous clients, telling her she was fired, and the humiliation she’d feel when she inevitably had to go back to work at her old restaurant.

As Ryan started to drag Callie around her desk, she panicked. She couldn’t go back to that stupid restaurant. Ryan could be a nightmare on occasion, but she enjoyed the simple secretarial work she did for him, and the pay was excellent. Plus, he wasn’t a bad person. He just had serious anger issues.

“Ryan, please. I know you’re upset, but we can fix this!”

“We?” Ryan snorted as he continued pulling Callie out from behind her desk. Rather than pushing her toward the front door as she’d expected, he began towing her toward his office. “You will fix this since it was your fuck up. But first, I’m going to teach you a lesson you will never forget.”

There was no reasonable explanation for Callie’s reaction to Ryan’s threat. Her heart raced with fear, but her stomach swooped with anticipation, and a titillating tingle started below her waist.

She’d be lying if she pretended to have never had any fantasies about Ryan. He was nearly 12 years older than her, built like a brick house, and incredibly dominant. Everything about him was exactly her type, minus the anger issues. But this shouldn’t be a turn-on. There was no telling what he planned on doing with her, and Callie struggled to pull herself out of his grasp.

Ryan flung the door of his office open, threw her inside, then stepped in and slammed the door shut behind him. The clicking of the lock held weight to it- a sense of finality that encouraged the fear swimming through her veins and made that nonsensical tingling pick up its pace.

Callie backed up, knocking over the chair in front of Ryan’s desk and only stopping when the unyielding wooden desk blocked any further retreat. Ryan stood watching her, his eyes alight with something that didn’t seem to be anger anymore. His body looked tense, as if he were a predator about to pounce, and the atmosphere between them shifted.
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Chapter 3

“Ryan, please-” Callie’s chest heaved as fear and anticipation fought for dominance inside her. Ryan’s eyes locked on her breasts as they swelled. Callie blushed and crossed her arms over her chest.

Ryan’s jaw tightened, and he stormed forward. Callie didn’t even have a chance to say anything or do more than reach a hand out- whether to stop him or pull him in faster; she wasn’t sure.

He grasped her wrist and pulled her roughly toward him. The momentum nearly pulled Callie off her feet and made it incredibly easy for Ryan to twist her around and slam her face down over his desk.

She cried out as he twisted her arms behind her back and pinned her wrists in one of his strong hands. Instincts kicked in then and sent Callie into a wild frenzy. She kicked out at him and struggled desperately over the desk.

“Stop! Ryan, what are you doing? Stop this, now!”

“You fucked up, Callie. You have two options right now. I can fire you and make sure no one in this entire fucking state who pays a living wage ever hires you again. Or, you can be a good girl and take your punishment. Your choice.”

Tears built behind Callie’s eyes as she tried to breathe through the curtain of hair that fell in front of her face while she struggled. She heaved in several deep breaths and tried to calm the trembling in her limbs.

“What are you going to do to me?”

“I’ll take that as you’ve decided to accept your punishment.”

Callie struggled to think of something rational and intelligent to say to get herself out of this situation, but she knew Ryan very well. He would absolutely put her on a blacklist that would reach every major company in this state if she didn’t do as he said. She did make a serious mistake that could have cost Ryan his reputation if he hadn’t thought to check that flash drive tonight. But this wasn’t right. It was like her deepest, darkest fantasy coming to life, and Callie wasn’t sure if she could take it outside her fantasies.

The hissing of Ryan’s leather belt being pulled through the loop of his pants set Callie’s entire body on fire. This was too much. Did he know about her fantasies somehow? Even if he did, there was no way she could actually let this happen in real life. No fucking way!

“Ryan, don’t you dare! Don’t you dare! You can’t do this to me! Stop!”

“You don’t mess with me or my work, Callie. Just because I have a soft spot for you doesn’t mean I’ll let you get away with shit like this. You’re going to take your punishment like a good girl, and you’re going to retype those fucking files tonight while you sit on a bruised ass.”

Callie panicked and began struggling desperately against Ryan’s hold. Her legs flailed, but Ryan was even stronger than she’d anticipated. Within minutes, he had Callie’s pants and panties sitting around her ankles.

Tears of humiliation and fear poured down Callie’s face as she continued to fight against him, but she knew it was useless. There was nothing she could do to stop this, and there was no reasoning with Ryan. He was always right, and in his mind, you were either with him or against him.

The first stripe of the belt landed right across the center of Callie’s ass, and she screamed. She’d daydreamed and fantasized about being spanked by a man, but never like this. In her fantasies, she was always lying across their lap, and they’d warm her up with their hand first. It was kinky and fun in her fantasies, but this was anything but kinky or fun.

It hurt so much more than she ever could have imagined. Her ass burned, her legs shook, and she felt like she couldn’t catch her breath. A second hit landed right underneath the first, and Callie howled.

“Please, Ryan. Please don’t do this. I’m sorry. I’ll fix it tonight!”

“Damn right you’ll fix it tonight. And I’m going to make sure it never happens again.”

The belt landed right across Callie’s sensitive sit spots, and she tried to arch up against the pain, but Ryan had her pinned to the desk so tightly that she couldn’t even move an inch.

Tears poured from Callie’s eyes as the whipping continued. Her breath became more shallow as the fear of each hit stole the air from her lungs. When the hits finally landed, the fire that exploded across her ass made it impossible to fill her lungs.

She screamed and struggled, but Ryan was perfectly in control. He held her down with ease and laid burning stripe after stripe across her ass until Callie was sure she would never fully recover. Was it possible to get permanent damage from getting whipped with a belt?

Then the belt landed across the tops of her thighs, and the pain ricocheted through her. Callie sobbed helplessly as the fight drained from her trembling limbs. All she could do was lay over the desk and cry as her hips instinctively writhed from side to side in a desperate attempt to lessen her punishment.

She lost count of how many times the belt fell. It felt like she was trapped in some awful purgatory, and the only things that existed were the struggle to breathe, the pain, and Ryan’s hand grasping her wrists and holding her down.

When it was finally over, Callie’s skin buzzed with energy. Her ass and thighs felt like they were brutally sunburnt. The pain was indescribable. Callie started panting heavily, desperate to catch her breath, but the next thing she felt froze the breath in her lungs.

She choked on her tears as Ryan’s free hand pulled her ass checks apart. The tears came even faster now, but she was too afraid to fight back again. She didn’t want him to pick his belt back up. He’d laid it next to her head on the desk, which was a powerful reminder of the awful pain she’d just experienced.

His fingers began stroking between the folds of her pussy, causing a shiver of pleasure to run through Callie’s clit. She tried not to fidget or show the way her body was reacting. Humiliation burned Callie’s cheeks as Ryan slid his fingers inside her and began finger-fucking her. She was so wet, and she knew Ryan could tell.

“Ryan-”

“Your punishment isn’t over yet, Callie. Keep quiet or you won’t like what happens next.”


11




Chapter 4

Callie shuddered as adrenaline began to build up in her system again. Her body felt heavy with exhaustion, and her ass and thighs still screamed in pain. But her pussy was slick, and her clit throbbed with need.

Ryan withdrew his fingers from her depths, and she tried not to moan in disappointment. She could hear him shifting behind her and desperately wished she could turn her head and see what was happening. He was still holding her wrists and pressing her into the hard wooden desk. Her cheek and wrists were going to be bruised after this.

The tip of Ryan’s cock appeared against her entrance, and Callie tried to wiggle away, but it was utterly useless. Ryan reached up to grab his belt, causing Callie’s body to freeze with terror.

Ryan chuckled above her and said, “Don’t worry, Callie. I’m not going to whip you again.” He tied her hands with his belt, and she struggled against the rough leather. After what this belt just did to her ass and thighs, she really didn’t want it touching her. But she wasn’t in control right now and had no say over what Ryan did to her.

The thought terrified and turned on her in equal measure. Ryan didn’t give her a chance to protest or think about what was going to happen because seconds later, he rammed into her. Pain exploded where his body met her burning ass and thighs, but her pussy stretched to accommodate him eagerly.

Callie’s hips slammed against the desk as Ryan fucked her mercilessly. She groaned and tried to twist away to relieve some of the pressure, but he reached down and fisted a hand into her hair, pulling painfully on her scalp and pressing her face even more harshly against the desk. His other hand grasped her hip with bruising force. He held her in place effortlessly as he fucked her and Callie could do nothing other than hand on for the ride.

Despite everything that should have been wrong with the situation, Callie lost herself in the primal act. Everything hurt, but pleasure built in her core as Ryan repeatedly hit the sweet spot deep within her. The throbbing in her clit became unbearably, and Callie vaguely heard herself begging him to touch her.

“Absolutely not. Naughty girls don’t get to come when they’re being punished.” Ryan fucked her even harder as he spoke, and Callie moaned as the confusing mix of sensations swirled inside her, cresting into the beginnings of what would have been the best orgasm of her life.

Sensing what was about to happen, Ryan withdrew and began spanking Callie viciously with his hand. She cried out, kicking and squirming away, but he didn’t stop until real tears streamed down her face, and the pleasure receded.

He slammed back into her and exploded after several brutal thrusts. Ryan pulled out, laid a heavy swat on her throbbing ass, and stepped back. She heard him adjust his pants and then move around the room. Seconds later, he was back and helped her step back into her panties and pants.

Rough hands undid the belt around Callie’s wrists, and she groaned at the painful release of blood rushing back into her hands. Ryan grabbed her by the shoulders and helped her into a standing position, then turned her around to face him. She tried to avoid eye-contact, suddenly feeling massively self-conscious and insecure.

Ryan grabbed her chin and forced her to look at him. She wasn’t sure what she expected to see in his eyes- anger, relief, maybe some kindness, but what she saw was none of those things. He looked hungry, as though now that he’d gotten a taste of her, he’d never have enough.

Hot, prickly shame rose to Callie’s cheeks, and she started to cry again. She shouldn’t have enjoyed any of that. But she couldn’t deny that it’d turned her on like nothing else ever had.

“You need to go home and finish those files. I expect them to be waiting for me on my desk when I get in tomorrow. Understood?”

“Yes, sir.”

Finally, Ryan smiled, but it wasn’t a kind smile. It was predatory, self-satisfied, and full of promise. He leaned forward and planted a kiss against Callie’s forehead.

“Good girl. I’d hate to have to punish you again.” Something in his tone suggested that he would very much like to punish her again. Callie tried to convince herself she never wanted anything like this to happen again, but the evidence of her excitement still beat a manic rhythm in her clit. She wondered if he could tell.
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Chapter 5

The next morning…

Callie woke up with a raging headache and a full-body soreness that reminded her of the last time she’d been sick with the flu. She glanced at the clock and sighed. She hadn’t gone to bed until nearly 3 a.m., and that was after she had spent over five hours retyping those files. Which she did standing at her kitchen counter.

She shuffled into the bathroom and took a long hot shower. When she stepped out, she gasped at the sight that greeted her in the full-length bathroom mirror. Her entire body was covered in bruises. Her wrists and hips were mildly bruised, but her ass and thighs were a mess of black and blue marks and welts. Even her cheek had a slight mark from the previous night’s activities.

Callie spent a lot of time tossing and turning before falling asleep last night. As soon as she’d gotten home, she’d went straight to her bedroom and turned on her vibrator. Callie didn’t pleasure herself often, but when she did it was usually to the same type of fantasy. Last night, she’d replayed what had happened with Ryan in her head, and she’d had the most intense orgasm of her life.

But this morning she felt dirty. Callie considered herself a strong, independent woman, and advocated for feminism. Nothing about what happened last night aligned with her usual beliefs.

There was no way she could continue working with Ryan after last night. It was too confusing. Callie was determined to sneak into the office before Ryan arrived and leave the flash drive on his desk, along with her letter of resignation. It was the coward’s way out, but Callie couldn’t think of a better way to approach the situation.

She tried to rush through her normal morning routine, but every step caused the pain in her backside to flair, and her body still felt heavy with exhaustion. She made it to the office at exactly 7:35 a.m. and breathed a sigh of relief. Ryan didn’t come in for another twenty-five minutes. Perfect.

It was eerie walking back inside the office, especially since Callie never planned on returning. Everything was quiet and still, a complete contrast to the chaos of last night. When she opened the door to Ryan’s office, she froze at the sight of the desk. Flashes of being bent over, whipped, and fucked viscously ran through her mind, sending a pleasant tingle straight to her clit.

Callie shook her head and cleared her throat. She needed to get out of here before this place fucked with her head any more than it already had. She hurried over to Ryan’s desk, dropped the flash drive and resignation letter right in the center of it, and spun around, only to scream in surprise.

Ryan was leaning against the door frame; arms crossed over his chest and eyes burning. She instinctively backed up, then yelped when her ass hit the desk. Callie shuffled sideways until she was away from the desk and watched Ryan with wide, fearful eyes.

He moved into the room slowly and approached his desk. He nodded at the flash drive, then picked up her letter and frowned. It only took a moment for him to scan the letter, and he scoffed.

“What the fuck is this?”

Callie tried to straighten herself up to her full height, desperate to feel less vulnerable in his presence. “I’m sorry, Ryan, but I don’t think it’s appropriate for us to keep working together. Last night was… well, it wasn’t very professional.”

“It wasn’t very professional?” Ryan’s lips twitched as if he wanted to laugh at the absurdity of what Callie was saying.

She glared at him, suddenly feeling far more confident, and said, “It was wildly unprofessional. And illegal. I never said yes.”

That wiped any trace of humor from Ryan’s face. He stormed forward, and Callie instinctively held her hands out toward him and cringed away. One rough hand shoved hers away while his other hand came up and wrapped itself around her throat. Ryan pushed her against the wall and held her throat in a grip that was tight, but not tight enough to hurt.

“Don’t try to pretend that you didn’t love every goddamn second of what I did to you.”

Callie’s hands twitched at her sides, and a thousand different thoughts ran through her head. Should she try to de-escalate the situation? Kick him in the balls? Beg for mercy? Despite her racing thoughts, she couldn’t do anything but stare at him in fear and anticipation.

Ryan smirked and leaned forward, pressing his lips against hers so gently and briefly that it was almost as if it hadn’t happened. “I like you, Callie. You’re full of spirit and fire. But you’re young and inexperienced. You need a man like me to teach you a few things.”

Callie couldn’t think of a way to respond, so she continued staring at him like a deer in headlights. Ryan moved his free hand down and slid it under the waistband of her pants. Callie tried to struggle, but he tightened his hand around her throat and narrowed his eyes in warning.

She froze, her eyes going to the belt around his waist. Ryan noticed where her eyes went and his smirk grew as his fingers delved under her panties and pushed themselves inside her.

“You were so wet for me last night. Even now, you’re practically dripping. You liked the way I took control and punished you last night, didn’t you?” As he spoke, Ryan began to slowly pump his fingers in and out of her pussy. Callie bit her lip to stop herself from moaning and locked her muscles in place to stop herself from thrusting against his hand. “I bet you were desperate to get off by the time you got home. Did you make yourself come with your fingers? Or a toy?”

Callie gulped and closed her eyes. The memory of her orgasm from the night before set her clit throbbing again, and her pussy clenched around Ryan’s fingers. He added a third finger and shoved them deep inside her, pressing his palm tightly against her needy clit.

“Answer me, Callie.”

Her eyes popped back open, and the look on his face made her knees weak. She desperately wanted to move against his hand, but she held herself still. “A toy.”

“A vibrator?”

“Yes.”

Ryan nodded and eased the pressure off her clit, grinning as Callie whined. “Tell me it wasn’t the best orgasm you’ve ever had.”

“Ryan-”

“Tell me. Unless you want me to take off my belt again.”

Callie shuddered in fear, and Ryan gave her a wolfish smile that made her stomach flutter with anticipation. He started working his fingers more quickly inside of her now, making it harder for Callie to breathe, let alone think clearly.

“It was good, okay? It was, but-”

“No buts. You are mine.”
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Chapter 6

Ryan withdrew his fingers and pulled his hand free from Callie’s clothes. She whimpered at the loss, but she should have known he wasn’t done with her yet. Ryan dragged her back over to the desk, and the thought of getting whipped with his belt again while her body was still in so much pain made her eyes fill with tears.

“Ryan, please don’t. Please.”

He shoved her over the desk with ease. Callie only fought against him for a moment this time before surrendering to his superior strength. He pinned her wrists against the small of her back again, then pulled down her pants and panties. There was silence for a moment as he admired his handiwork, and Callie squirmed as her nerves prickled with anxiety.

“I think you need a little reminder of who’s in charge here. I did not give you permission to quit, Callie.”

“Please, Ryan. Please, it already hurts so much-”

“Good. Let’s see if we can make this beautiful ass of yours hurt even more.”

Without hesitation, Ryan’s strong hand fell against Callie’s left ass cheek. She cried out at the awful pain, although it was nothing compared to the pain his belt brought last night.

He spanked her quickly and harshly, alternating cheeks every few seconds and never giving her a second to catch her breath. Callie moaned and writhed in pain as he built up the fire in her ass.

The spanking only lasted a few minutes, but it was enough to make tears stream down Callie’s face again. Heat radiated off her ass as Ryan finally stopped, making her body tremble with pain, fear, and need.

His fingers found her pussy again, and he chuckled as three digits easily slid deep inside her. “So wet for me.”

He fucked her with his fingers for a moment as she lay helplessly over his desk and struggled against the hold on her sore wrists. The throbbing in her clit was becoming unbearable again, and Callie moaned as she pushed her hips back against his hand with every thrust.

“Do you want me to make you come?”

“God, yes! Please!”

“I will, but only if you’re a very good girl. I’m going to let go of your hands, but you’re going to keep them exactly where they are. If they move, I’m taking off my belt and you won’t get to come today. Understood?”

“Yes!”

“Yes, what?”

A deep flush of pleasure ran through Callie at Ryan’s commanding tone. “Yes, sir,” she whimpered.

“Good girl.”

Ryan’s hand released her wrists and immediately found her clit. Callie moaned and pressed against him as he expertly applied the perfect pressure and movement she needed while continuing to fuck her with his fingers.

She came almost embarrassingly fast and more intensely than she’d ever had in her life, including last night. Ryan gave her a moment to catch her breath, then he helped her stand, turned her around, and pushed her to her knees.

He quickly undid his belt, pushed down his pants and boxers, and shoved his cock deep into her mouth. Callie nearly choked on his girth, but she had a pretty good idea of what would happen next if she displeased him.

Callie worked on giving the best blowjob of her life. She swirled her tongue, hollowed her cheeks, and took him as deeply as she could. Ryan curled his hand in her hair and fucked her face hard. When he came, Callie swallowed every last drop.

He took a couple of steps back and pulled his clothes back into place while Callie waited on her knees. She didn’t know what he expected of her next, and she didn’t want to do anything to earn another spanking. At least, not right now.

Ryan looked down at her on her knees and gave her a genuine, satisfied smile. He reached out and stroked the top of her head, then let his finger trail down her cheek until it rested on her bottom lip.

“You and I are going to have a lot of fun together, Callie. Now go home and get cleaned up. I want you back at the office in an hour. If you’re not…”

Callie grinned. “Yes, sir.”

The End.


IV

By Her Trainer
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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.


V

By Her Husband
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Chapter 1

Something had to give. Melody hadn’t imagined marriage could make a relationship more boring, but somehow it had. The ceremony had been beautiful. Melody had always dreamed about a beach wedding. It had been the perfect day, with a bright sun shining down on them, crashing waves in the background, and a salty breeze blowing through the crowd filled with their closest friends and family.

Josh seemed to get a little spark back during their honeymoon, but once they returned home to the monotony of their lives, things stagnated between them again. Melody wasn’t ready to settle into a marriage with scheduled sex and an occasional spontaneous quickie being the highlight of their month. She needed more.

Despite trying to communicate these needs to Josh, nothing changed. Melody knew he was feeling the stress from his corporate job, but if they wanted to make this marriage work, then he needed to start making intimacy a priority again.

Melody remembered how things were between them ten years ago. They were both young twenty-somethings, fresh out of college, and eager to explore each other in every imaginable way. They’d even gone to some swinger clubs back in the day. Now their sex life was stale and unfulfilling.

When Josh got home tonight, they were going to have a serious conversation. Melody had it all planned out. An assortment of recently purchased toys lined their bed upstairs that she was eager to try.

Just as Melody poured her favorite red wine into a glass and began setting the table, she heard the garage door open. Butterflies tingled in her stomach at the thought of the conversation she knew she was about to have.

But Melody knew it was time. She was only 31, for Christ’s sake! This was no time to settle for a lackluster sex life. She quickly gulped down half the glass of wine and refilled it before Josh came inside. A little liquid courage couldn’t hurt.

“Hey, gorgeous. How was your day?” Josh walked through the kitchen and took his wife into his arms. He kissed her deeply, and Melody melted in his embrace. She truly did love him. Everything in their lives was pretty perfect, except for their sex life.

“Hi, babe. I had a nice day, and I made us dinner.”

“Wow, and pulled out the wine. Expecting a hot date?” Josh wiggled his eyebrows, and it reminded Melody so strongly of him when they first met. Her cheeks flared with emotion and desire, but she pushed it down. It wasn’t time yet.

“Maybe,” she responded playfully. “Let’s eat first.”

“I’m intrigued,” Josh said. He released Melody and hurried upstairs to change out of his business clothes.

She took a few moments of solitude to compose herself. She needed to stick to the plan and not get off track. If she did this wrong, Josh would feel insecure or like he was being accused of not caring enough. The last thing Melody wanted was to start an argument. Everything had to go perfectly tonight.

When Josh came back downstairs and joined Melody at the table, he took in the impressive dinner and the opened bottle of wine with raised eyebrows. Marie gave him a sly smirk, took a sip of her wine, and started eating.

They talked about normal things as they ate. Josh discussed the new client he was onboarding at work, and Melody told him about the charity auction she was helping organize.

Once they’d both finished their first glass of wine and began working on the second, Melody waited for a lull in the conversation. When it finally happened, she asked tentatively, “Did you see the bed when you went upstairs?”

“I did.” Josh put down his fork and leaned forward. “Did you want me to use them on you?”

Melody blushed. She hadn’t expected him to be so forward, but her body instinctively reacted to his enthusiasm with a low tingling that spread through her core. “I thought that would be fun.”

Josh nodded slowly. “Well, there are some things there that we’ve never even talked about before. Like the spreader bar.”

The glow in Melody’s stomach brightened at the mention of the spreader bar. Clearly, Josh hadn’t just glanced at the items on the bed. He’d taken note of them. Maybe this conversation was going to go better than she’d thought.

“I thought it’d be fun to spice things up a bit, you know?” Melody looked away as Josh’s gaze became more intense. “Remember last year when I told you about that book I read?”

“You read a lot of books, hun.”

“Yeah, but this one was different. It was about the couple with the BDSM relationship.”

“Oh, that book. I do remember you mentioning it. You wanted to see the movie.”

“Right. You told me to go with Joanne.”

“She’s your best friend.”

Melody laughed. “Well, yeah, but she’s not the one I want to do those things with.”

“So, you want to get kinky?” Josh’s expression was more unreadable than Melody had ever seen it. She took another long gulp of wine and tried to think of the best way to respond. Because it wasn’t about the kinkiness. She wanted Josh to take control in the bedroom and to make her feel things she’d never felt before. But Melody didn’t want to make him feel as though she was disappointed with their sex life all these years. Things had been very fun and exciting in the beginning. Now, she was ready for more.

“It’s not just about trying something new. I want…” Melody trailed off, suddenly feeling nervous and insecure.

Josh stood and came to sit beside his wife. He wrapped his strong arm around her shoulders, pulling her against him. “You can tell me anything, babe. You know that. If there’s stuff you want to try, we can do that.”

Melody snuggled against her husband, took a deep breath, and finally admitted, “I want you to dominate me.”
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Chapter 2

There was silence for a moment after Melody spoke. She knew Josh tended to take his time when digesting new information, but right now, she just wanted to know what he was thinking.

Still, she waited silently. There was no point in pushing him to respond before he was ready. The wine glass sitting only inches away on the table looked incredibly tempting, but Melody didn’t want to shatter the moment. This was something she’d been waiting to talk to Josh about for years. His response could literally make or break their relationship. It was worth waiting for.

“You want me to dominate you? As in, take control?” Josh asked quietly. Melody nodded against his shoulder. “You want to try a Dominant/submissive dynamic?”

“Just in the bedroom.” Melody quickly added. She didn’t see herself being happy in a full-time D/s relationship, but it would significantly improve their bedroom activities.

Despite Melody’s concerns, Josh didn’t appear nervous about the suggestion. If anything, the way he squeezed her arm and kissed the top of her head indicated he was excited about the prospect.

“We can try that.”

Melody pulled away from her husband and grinned. “Really?”

“Get your ass upstairs and get naked for me.”

The command was spoken in a low tone, but the sparkle in Josh’s eyes told Melody he was still feeling more playful than dominant. But it was close enough for her, so she scrambled away from the table and practically bolted up the stairs.

As she raced into the bedroom, the sight of the toys she’d lined up on the bed sent a delicious shiver down her spine. Her pussy was already pulsing to the beat of her heart, and she knew this had the potential to be one of the best nights of their entire relationship.

It only took a minute for Melody to throw her clothes aside. Then she stood in the center of the room, unsure of what Josh wanted her to do at this point. They hadn’t discussed any boundaries or rules or any of the things Melody had intended on talking about tonight, but she didn’t care.

The thrill of knowing she was about to be completely at his mercy swept away any lingering anxiety. Josh knew her well enough to know when to push her and when not to. He knew that keeping her waiting for too long would dampen her excitement, so Melody was pleased to hear his footsteps on the stairs just moments after getting undressed.

She cast her gaze around the room and spotted the crumpled pile of clothes on the floor. For a moment, Melody considered picking them up, but the sight of them sparked an idea in her mind that was too tempting to resist.

When Josh walked in, his eyes immediately went to her chest. He let his gaze roam over her naked body as the warmth began to fill his cheeks. Melody walked over and wrapped her arms around his neck, pulling him in for a deep and sensual kiss. When they pulled away, they grinned at each other like horny teenagers, and Melody giggled. She was so in love with this man.

“Are you sure you want me to take complete control?”

“Yes, I’m positive.” Melody glanced over her shoulder at the pile of clothes. She looked back at her husband, gave him a sly grin, and said, “I’ve been a naughty girl. What are you going to do about it?”

Josh chuckled and brought his hand up to the back of Melody’s head. He gripped her hair, pulled her head back just enough to expose her neck, and said, “I think you need to be punished.”

Melody couldn’t help the elated smile from stretching across her face, and Josh’s lips twitched. He was trying so hard to remain serious, but she could tell he was having just as much fun with this as she was.

Josh moved toward the bed, keeping his grip on Melody’s hair and forcing her to come along. He moved to the edge of the bed and released Melody’s hair. He sat and threw her over his knee, eliciting a high-pitched squeal from his eager wife.

His hand fell on her naked bottom, and the smack echoed through their room. She gasped as a sharp pain spread through her ass cheek, but Josh rubbed her butt until the pain faded into a pleasant, tingling warmth.

The spanking was slow, sensual, and not at all painful. There was an instant of pain when his hand first connected with her sensitive flesh, but it quickly turned into something warm and comfortable every time.

It didn’t take long for Melody to start squirming over his lap. Her clit throbbed with desperation, and the constant impact to her bottom only fueled her desire. She wanted her husband inside of her. Now.

“Josh, please. I’ll be a good girl now.”

Josh chuckled above her and continued the slow, methodical swats. Melody mewled and wiggled over his lap as the pressure in her core built to an unbearable level.

“Does my girl want more already?”

“Yes, please.”

“Are you sure? Because I quite like seeing you over my lap like this, and your ass is starting to turn a delicious shade of pink.”

“Josh!” Melody whined and kicked as a particularly firm swat landed on her sensitive sit spot. Josh rubbed her bottom soothingly, and suddenly, his finger was probing between her folds.

Melody moaned and widened her legs to invite him in. She felt his thick digit slide inside her pulsing pussy and started writhing against him. Josh’s other hand fell against her ass, and she gasped as the sensation reverberated inside her.

“You’re going to take everything I do to you, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” Melody gasped. Her breath began coming in short gasps as Josh added a second finger and then a third. She bucked and thrashed over his lap as he fingered her relentlessly. Finally, when Melody thought she couldn’t take any more without falling off the edge, he stopped.

“Lay face down on the bed.”
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Chapter 3

Laying face down gave Melody a heightened sense of vulnerability, and she reveled in the feeling. Josh hovered over her for a minute, watching her squirm. He ran his hand down her spine, sending sparks of pleasure exploding across her skin. His hand cupped her ass, then continued down her legs until he reached her ankles.

Without warning, he thrust her legs apart and lifted her up to rest on her knees. Before Melody knew what was happening, his tongue was probing at her entrance, and she gasped at the amazing sensations that spread through her pussy. She could feel her body contracting and pulsing against him, and she desperately needed more.

“Josh, please fuck me. Please.”

Josh grasped her hips with bruising force and held her in place while he took his time tasting every inch of her that his tongue could reach. He carefully avoided going near her clit, which threw Melody into a frenzy. She was so close to the edge, but without that stimulation, she’d never come. And he knew it.

After what seemed like an eternity of writhing against her husband’s impossibly strong grasp, his tongue suddenly disappeared. Melody felt herself being flipped over and her hair flew across her eyes, obscuring her vision for a moment. The next thing she knew, Josh’s face hovered above her.

He moved her hair out of her face and grabbed her wrists. He pinned them above her head and held them in one of his strong hands effortlessly. Melody moaned and lifted her hips up to grind against him.

Josh grinned devilishly at her and said, “Does my girl want to come?”

“Yes, please! Please, Josh!”

“Not just yet, baby.”

Melody groaned in frustration, but Josh continued to take his time. He started nipping at her neck and licked a trail down to her nipples. He took a nipple into his mouth and swirled his tongue around her sensitive nub, completely immune to her senseless pleading.

By the time he’d played with both her nipples, Melody was a complete mess. She’d never heard herself begging so breathlessly for more, but it was exhilarating. Her sense of identity was shattered. She was no longer Melody. She was just a desperate bundle of nerves, completely dependent on the man on top of her to set her free.

She couldn’t even form a coherent sentence at this point, but Josh seemed to understand. She felt him enter her, and her world shifted into one of pure ecstasy. Despite their efforts, Melody had never been able to come without clitoral stimulation and, for a second, she worried that Josh wouldn’t think to touch her where she needed it the most.

But then she heard the whirring of the new vibrator she’d purchased. A spasm of fear and excitement ran through her body in the split second it took Josh to press it against her needy clit. Would it be too much? She couldn’t remember having ever been this turned on before in her entire life.

The vibrator touched her clit, and she exploded. Melody squeezed her eyes shut as wave after wave of contractions flooded her body. Every muscle tensed and released, exhausting her and relieving the ache that had been growing inside her for ages.

But Josh wasn’t done. He removed the vibrator, placed his hand on the bed alongside her, and fucked her harder than he ever had before. It was like being ripped apart in the best way possible as her fractured nerves struggled the handle the intense sensations.

It didn’t take long for Josh to come either, and she felt his body shuddering on top of her as he found his own release. His hand let go of her wrists and landed on the bed to catch himself. Sweat dripped off his body and onto Melody, and there was something so primal in the air between them at that moment.

It filled her with deep satisfaction, but now that the comforting wave of her life-altering orgasm was over, a chill swept over her exhausted body. She realized she’d been sweating hard too, and now she was chilly.

Melody looked up at Josh’s spent expression and grinned. “That was nice,” she said.

“Nice? It was amazing.”

“We have to use more of those toys tomorrow.”

“Absolutely. Want to take a shower with me?”

“You made my legs stop working.”

Josh laughed loudly and then swooped down to kiss her. He lingered over his lips for a moment, grinning from ear to ear, and said, “Don’t worry, babe. I’ll carry you.”
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Chapter 4

Melody slammed back her drink and shuddered. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d taken straight shots of tequila like this, and the effects were more powerful than she’d remembered. Joanne watched her with sympathetic eyes and nursed her margarita.

“Are you sure he’s not just going through something?”

“Oh, he’s going through something alright. Probably another’s girl’s pussy.” Melody gave a disgusted shake of her head as she spoke and leaned back in her chair as a woozy sensation washed over her.

She’d been drinking with Joanne for hours, trying to hash out what was going on with her husband. A couple of months ago, they’d had an amazing night after Melody suggested trying out a D/s dynamic in the bedroom. It had been one of the best nights of Melody’s life, and for days afterward, she felt almost like she’d fallen in love with Josh again for the very first time. Their connection had grown so strong and intense through that one night.

But it didn’t happen again. Their lives got in the way, and intimacy once again took a back seat to long nights at the office and early mornings to hit the gym. They’d only had sex a handful of times over the last two months, which was never particularly fulfilling.

Melody was starting to feel very insecure. Was Josh not attracted to her anymore? Didn’t he still love her? Was he getting it from somewhere else? Joanne had been trying her best to reassure Melody all evening, but nothing she said could ease the ache in Melody’s heart.

By the time she’d taken another couple of shots, Melody was properly wasted. Her vision swam, and her head started to feel disconnected from the rest of her body. Joanne helped her out of the bar and into her car.

The world flew past Melody in a dizzying spiral of lights and sounds as Joanne drove them back to her house. It was good that they’d been friends for so long and seen each other through so much shit over the years. Nothing else would create the type of bond where Joanne would willingly bring Melody back to her house, knowing she’d be spending the night holding Melody’s hair while her body emptied itself of her regretful decision.

Some time later, as Melody drifted behind a drunken haze and a restless sleep, she heard Joanne on the phone.

“She just needs to rest, Josh. Seriously, trying to move her now would be bad.”

There was silence for a minute as Josh responded. Then Joanne let out a deep sigh and Melody heard her friend stand and pace the room.

“Look, Josh, I love you guys, but something isn’t working. She’s really upset. She thinks you don’t love her anymore or you’re not attracted to her or something. Melody has been my best friend for twenty years. You need to step up.”

Melody wanted to sit up. She wanted to ask for the phone so she could talk to Josh herself, but it was no use. Her body wasn’t responding, and her thoughts were too hazy to create anything that would make sense.

“Well, I don’t know about that. But I do know that she told you what she wants and needs, and you aren’t giving it to her. Maybe you should talk to Ray.” There was a brief pause. “Yeah, I’ll pass you to him. One second.”

The door to the bedroom opened and closed with barely a sound. Melody lay in her best friend’s guest bedroom, squeezed her eyes shut against the building wave of tears, and waited for the world to stop spinning.

* * *

Melody hadn’t been a huge drinker during her college days, but she’d been to her fair share of parties. She’d also experienced more than her fair share of hangovers, but this was nothing like what she remembered from her twenties.

Back then, all it took was a few aspirin, a couple of glasses of water, and a Redbull to get back on her feet. But today, she felt like death. Her head pounded and her skin felt strangely dry. Every part of her body hurt as if she’d been in a car accident. She was never drinking straight shots of tequila again.

By the time she found the strength to crawl out of bed, it was already noon. Melody made her way into the guest bathroom and stood under the burning shower for longer than she had in quite some time.

She felt a little refreshed when she came out but nowhere near 100%. A couple of aspirin waited for her on the counter, and she downed them along with a glass of water too quickly. Her stomach turned, but she did her best to ignore the unpleasant sensation as she redressed in her clothes from the previous evening.

Joanne and her husband Ray were nowhere to be found when Melody made her way downstairs. It was Saturday, so they weren’t working, but Melody assumed they were out visiting Ray’s sister. She’d just had a baby two months ago, and the couple spent most of their weekends visiting the new family of three. It probably wouldn’t be long before Joanne got pregnant and couldn’t run to Melody’s rescue on evenings like last night.

Her purse waited for her on the kitchen counter, along with a handwritten note. Melody skimmed the note, feeling a prickle of embarrassment crawl across her scalp as she realized just how worried Joanne was after last night.

The note explained they were visiting the baby, but said they’d be back later and Melody was welcome to stay and wait for them. But she couldn’t wait. She needed to speak with Josh and do some serious damage control. Maybe a little groveling.

With the clarity of sobriety came the realization that Melody had been overreacting. Yes, her sex life was unfulfilling, but that didn’t mean Josh was cheating on her or unattracted to her. He was just a busy, career-driven man. She’d always appreciated his dedication to his work, and it was something she’d known wouldn’t change.

Melody dug through her bag until she found her phone and cringed at the missed texts and calls from her husband the previous night. She quickly pulled up his name and pressed call. Her heart beat against her chest in a painful rhythm that once again solidified her desire to never drink again.

“Melody? Are you okay?”

Josh didn’t sound angry, and Melody could only hope he’d forgive her minor breakdown without too much groveling involved.

“Yeah, I’m fine. I’m so sorry about last night, babe. I’m at Joanne’s house. Would you want to pick me up?

“Of course.” Josh paused for a moment and Melody could picture him sitting in his study, his brows furrowed as he rubbed his hands across the five o’clock shadow he hadn’t bothered to shave this morning. “When we get home, we’re going to have a serious talk.”

Melody’s stomach dropped. “Josh-”

“Not now. When we get home. I’ll be there in twenty minutes.”
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Chapter 5

The drive home was silent. Melody thought the air between them would feel awkward, but it was strangely charged. Josh didn’t appear angry with her, but the set of his jaw and his grip on the steering wheel told her he’d made up his mind about something.

A thousand scenarios washed through Melody’s mind. Was he going to demand she get some type of therapy? Never drink again? Was he going to tell her that her sexual needs were too much for him and suggest a separation? She felt completely miserable on the drive home and wished she could find the courage to start a conversation with him now, but it was pointless. She’d tried to speak with him when he’d first arrived and he’d shut her down.

So, Melody resolved to wait until they got home to find out what kind of damage she’d done. Even though Melody knew in her bones that she needed more than what she’d been getting lately, she would never want to leave her husband. She loved him more deeply than she’d ever imagined was possible. The thought of losing him over something like this tore at her chest.

She’d do whatever she needed to make this right. If Josh was happy with the occasional quickie, then she’d deal with that. There was plenty of toys and porn she could use to satisfy herself when he wasn’t around. Maybe it was a mistake to bring up her sexual needs. It only seemed to have made things worse.

By the time they got home, Melody felt a little more clear-headed. She had a plan. She’d let Josh say his piece and then explain how much she loved him and all the things she was willing to do to make their relationship work. Everything was going to be fine.

When they got inside, Josh took Melody’s hand and gave her a swift kiss. “Come with me.”

Melody followed him up to their bedroom, her mind still racing with what she should say when it was her turn to speak, and she almost missed the scene he’d set up when they entered the room.

There were toys laid out on the bedside table, handcuffs attached to the headboard, and the spreader bar sat at the foot of the bed. Josh didn’t give her a chance to say a word as he led her over to the corner of the room where her vanity sat.

He pulled out the straight-backed chair, sat down, and pulled Melody face down over his lap. She gasped and wiggled over his lap, caught completely by surprise. Josh wrapped a strong arm around her waist and brought his hand down on her jean-clad ass.

It hurt far worse than the playful smacks she’d received before and Melody instantly stilled as fear and lust mingled in her gut. Her clit throbbed at the burst of pain, but Melody’s mind swam with confusion.

“Josh, what’s going on?”

“Well, I realized something last night. You went out, got drunk, and didn’t talk to me for the entire night. Joanne and Ray helped me see things more clearly.” Josh stopped talking to apply several more harsh swats to Melody’s prone bottom. She gasped and squirmed, surprised by the force he was using. “When you said you wanted to spice things up in the bedroom, you didn’t just want to, did you? You need this.”

Melody felt Josh’s hands tug the waistband of her pants down and lifted her hips to help him slide them to her ankles. Her panties quickly followed and she could already feel moisture beginning to gather between her legs.

“Yes, I do. But if you don’t want to do this-”

A sharp smack cut Melody off and she shuddered at the intensity of the pain. “I never said I didn’t want to, Melody. Sometimes I get too focused on my career. I know that’s something I need to work on. But instead of talking to me about how you were feeling, you ran off like a teenager and got wasted. That is not acceptable.”

The scolding hurt almost as badly as the spanking and Melody hung her head in shame. Her hands curled into fists against the ground as Josh began to lay into her and she bit her lip to stop herself from crying out.

There was nothing playful about this spanking. Josh spanked her hard and fast, peppering her entire ass and the tops of her thighs with stinging swats that burrowed into her skin like a painful memory that would never leave.

“I’m sorry, Josh.”

“You need to learn to communicate with me, Melody. You should have brought this up years ago.”

“Ah!” Melody cried out as a forceful swat caught her by surprise and jolted her across Josh’s lap. He held her in place more firmly and continued to spank her as her legs kicked instinctively and her mind raced.

“I’m going to teach you a lesson you will never forget today.”

The spanking hurt terribly, but somehow it was turning Melody on more than she’d anticipated. She was practically dripping, and her pussy pulsed with each painful swat. Her clit felt painfully swollen, and she was already close to coming despite the pain and the tears leaking from her eyes.

Just as suddenly as the spanking began, it stopped. Josh hauled her to her feet and smacked her hand away when she tried to rub her blistering bottom. He steered her toward the bed and pushed her face down.

Melody barely had time to register what was happening when Josh grabbed her wrists and cuffed them to the headboard. He made his way down to the foot of the bed and put her ankles into the spreader bar, stretching her legs wide apart.

Her chest buzzed with excitement and her entire body began to tingle in anticipation as Josh made his way back to her. He leaned down and whispered in her ear, “First, I’m going to fuck you. Then, I’m going to punish you until you’re screaming. If you’re a very good girl, then I might let you come.”

Melody shivered at the dark promise in his voice and immediately tried to wiggle out of her restraints. It was useless, of course, and the flash of helplessness made her pussy clench. Her clit began to throb in a steady, frantic rhythm, and she was positive she wouldn’t last long.

“Josh-”

“Your safeword is red. I’ll stop if you say that, but otherwise, you’re just going to have to take everything I give you.”

Josh climbed on top of his wife and entered her with a single, violent thrust. She grunted at the burn as her pussy struggled to stretch quickly and accommodate him. Normally, Josh would give her some time to adjust, but not today.

He fucked her hard and fast, with one hand grasping the back of her neck and the other grabbing her hip to hold her in place. His rock-hard cock pounded into her wet, needy pussy and set her delicate nerves on fire.

Melody was surprised by how quickly he came, but clearly, he was just as turned on by seeing her tied up and helpless and it made her feel. As he climbed off of her he landed several harsh spanks to her bottom. They reignited the fire she’d momentarily forgotten about and made her writhe beneath him.

Melody tried to turn her head to see what he was up to, but Josh placed a firm hand against the back of her head and said, “If you keep trying to look, I’ll blindfold you.”

Every inch of Melody’s skin sang with anticipation as Josh circled the bed. Moments later, she felt his hand on the small of her back. A cold drip of lube went down her ass crack and Melody froze. They’d never tried this before.

“Josh, please, I don’t know if I’m ready for that.”

“I’m just using a plug, baby. But you can safeword out if you really want.”

Melody did not want to use her safeword, so she tried her best to relax as a small silicone plug appeared at her back entrance. It slipped inside her, causing a similar burn to the one she’d felt when Josh entered her pussy. After it was seated inside of her, Josh gave her burning ass a few solid swats again.

Getting spanked with a butt plug in was a new experience, and it created a new wave of sensations that made Melody moan with pleasure. Before she could think too deeply about the pleasant sensations Josh had created, she felt a vibrator press against her clit and turn on.

Melody practically screamed. Her orgasm had been building since Josh first pulled her over his knee, and it was impossible to hold herself back now. She came hard and reality practically ripped apart as her body fought to handle the intense wave of pleasure.

As she came down from the orgasm, Melody’s stomach clenched in fear. The vibrator was still sitting against her clit, buzzing and stimulating her. She whimpered and tried to move away, but Josh held her in place with ease. The spreader bar prevented her from squeezing her legs together to get any relief, and Josh’s punishment quickly became unbelievably clear.

“Josh, no, please. I’m sorry!”

“You will be.”

A second orgasm ripped through Melody’s body, sending her into a hazy state filled with a confusing mixture of pleasure and pain. She struggled to dig her way out of the haze, to beg her husband to move the vibrator, but the only sounds she could make were gargled mews and grunts.

The plug in her ass made her feel so full, but she couldn’t express this to her husband and soon she felt a large dildo slid into her pussy. She was too full now and completely overwhelmed as the vibrator worked overtime to build a third orgasm.

“Josh, stop! It’s too much. I can’t do this.”

“You don’t have a choice, Melody. You’re being punished.”

“No, no, no-” Melody chanted the word as if it were a prayer, but it didn’t appear to cause Josh’s resolve to waver in the slightest.

He moved the dildo in and out of her pussy and trapped the vibrator tightly against her clit. Melody’s stomach clenched painfully and her muscles squeezed as the third orgasm built. She desperately tried to get away and her hips bucked like her life depended on it, but it was no use.

The final orgasm destroyed her. She felt the pleasure roll over her body as her muscles contracted painfully. For a second, Melody wondered if she’d pass out, but instead she was forced to ride the waves of extreme sensations.

When she finally came down, hours or days later, she found herself untied and curled on her side in the fetal position. Her hands were shoved between her thighs as if protecting her most sensitive areas and Josh was curled behind her, holding her tightly in his strong and warm arms.

“How are you feeling, baby?”

“I can’t believe you did that.”

“You needed to be punished. Are you going to be a good girl from now on?”

Melody smiled and rolled over to kiss her husband. She leaned back, gazed into his eyes, and said, “Only if you promise to treat me like I’ve been naughty sometimes.”

The End.


VI

Thanks for Reading!

Thank you for reading my Taught A Lesson Series! If you liked this series, you’d love my other collections:

Domestic Discipline Spanking Stories: A Collection

Chloe’s Submission Series: Full Collection

Keep an eye out for my upcoming series! There will be more dominant alpha men punishing naughty, submissive women. Visit my author profile and click that follow button to learn when I post a new story.
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