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Punishing the Minx - Chapter 1
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Mom and I are just about to pull up to Brat Camp, and I‘m already thinking about running away. This is bullshit, right? I can’t believe she’s making me stay at a camp for misfit young adults. Is this even legal? I’m 23 years old, for Christ’s sake.

As we round the corner, I can see the front of the camp coming into view and I decide now is the time to kick up a fuss. As soon as the car comes to a stop, I turn to my mom. “I don’t want to stay at this stupid camp,” I argue, crossing my arms stubbornly. “It’s dumb and I want to come back with you.”

There’s a look of irritation on her face. “Well, too bad,” she snaps back at me, turning to face me directly. “You’re staying here, and you’d better behave, or you won’t be coming back home.”

What? How dare she threaten me like that! Who is she to make me stay somewhere I don’t want to be? Just as I open my mouth to argue, I can see a woman approaching the car. Crap, it’s too late for me to run now.

Just as the lady gets to the window, I look back at my mom defiantly. “Fine, if this is how you’re going to treat me, then maybe I’ll just find somewhere else to go.” 

I turn back towards the front and fold my arms again. This will show her that I won’t put up with her nonsense anymore.

To my surprise, she just laughs at me. “Alright, fine, whatever, I can handle that. But while you’re ‘somewhere else,’ you won’t be allowed back in the house, and I’ll sell all of your stuff.”

That last comment throws me for a loop. All of my stuff? Yeah, where in the fuck am I going to go with no clothes other than what I packed, no money, and no apartment? Maybe I can be super bratty and get kicked out of this place.

When the lady gives me a questioning look and mouths, ‘is everything okay?’ I just roll my eyes and look out of the window. Let her wonder what’s going on.

“Fine,” I grumble. “I’ll stay here.”

I climb out of the car, gather my bag, and walk off toward the main building, leaving the other woman to follow me, or not. When I reach the door, I turn back and watch as my mom’s car backs out and speeds down the driveway. Fine, whatever. See if I care what she does with herself.

The door opens and I look around, curious to find that it’s none other than the owner of Brat Camp, Mrs. Meyer, walking down the stairs. I know it’s her because I looked this place up online. She looks older than her picture.

As she approaches, she greets me warmly. “You must be Tiffany.” 

When she extends her hand to me, I reluctantly return the gesture. I just want to get this shit over with.

With a big smile on her face, she introduces herself to me. “Nice to meet you, honey. I’m Mrs. Meyer, the owner of Brat Camp.” She chuckles when she sees my obvious annoyance. “Come, I’ll show you to your cabin.”

After I nod and mumble a half-assed greeting, she turns around and walks down a path briskly as I follow silently behind her. When she stops abruptly in front of a tiny cabin that can’t be more than ten feet wide by ten feet long, I nearly bump into her from the sudden motion. I bite my tongue to not cuss at her. I know I’m being extra bratty today, but this sudden life change hasn’t exactly put me in the best of moods.

Without saying anything, she stares at me for a minute before motioning me forward impatiently, and I follow her into a small cabin. Well, this is going to be fun! Not!

Once she sets my suitcase on top of the bed, she explains how the rest of the day will play out. I‘m not listening, but she doesn’t seem to notice, or at the very least, she doesn’t acknowledge that I’m not paying attention.

Once she finishes, she gives me a smile. “Get settled in and Cameron will be around shortly to start your training.”

Before I have a chance to respond or ask her questions, she disappears out the door and leaves me alone. Ugh! What now? I look around the room and note the tiny size. The queen size bed barely fits inside and there are two end tables on either side that take up what little space there is between the bed and wall. A simple dresser with a mirror above it sits next to the bathroom and is the only other furniture in the room. I suppose I should unpack my things, but then what would I do for the rest of the night?

When a knock comes to my door a moment later, I jump in fright. Did they find out that I’m a terrible, ungrateful daughter who can’t appreciate all the sacrifices her mom has made? That’s what my mom said when she announced I was going to Brat Camp this morning.

I open the door with a sullen expression, and I’m face to face with the most gorgeous older man I’ve ever seen. Tall, dark, and handsome are certainly true adjectives for this man’s appearance. And he has the most beautiful green eyes I’ve ever seen, but it’s his huge, muscular frame that really revs my engine. Who knew I’d be so attracted to an older guy? He must be in his forties.

“Hi, I’m Cameron. I’ll be your trainer.”

Oooh, hello you sexy beast, you can train me any day. Luckily, my mouth doesn’t verbalize the thought. What kind of training does this camp give, anyway? I’d take some sexual training from a guy like him.

I’m about to respond to his introduction when he continues. “Your session starts now and there’ll be no fighting it.” When he sees my frown, he smiles kindly and adds reassuringly, “I know you aren’t happy about being here, but you have to admit that you have a tendency to act like a brat, from what I hear.”

What crap did my mother tell them about me? This is total bullshit! I stick my tongue out at him before slamming the door closed with him still outside and locking the door. I hate her!

As I wait for his reaction, I expect him to yell, curse, or even demand that I let him inside, but he does nothing of the sort. Instead, I can hear his deep laughter on the other side of the door, as if this is some big joke. When a few minutes pass and he still doesn’t say anything, I move closer to the door and unlock it so that I can peek outside.

To my utter surprise and embarrassment, Cameron is still standing there calmly with a smug smile on his face. Damn him for being so infuriating and cocky!

As I cross my arms and glare at him, Cameron motions for me to come forward. I hesitate but eventually oblige his request after seeing his stern expression. There’s something about him that makes me want to obey him.

When he offers his hand, I accept it and allow him to guide me toward the main cabin, the one where I met Mrs. Meyer earlier, only instead of going in through the front door, he leads us around to the back and up the porch steps. Once on the porch, he releases my hand and pushes the door open, revealing a room filled with toys and play items, much like a child’s nursery.

Confused about what’s going on, I stand frozen in place until he motions me inside while remaining silent. When I remain stationary, he grabs me firmly by my upper arm, pulling me forward firmly without hurting me.

When we reach the middle of the room, he lets go of my arm and says, “So here’s the deal. You’re free to leave the camp. We’re not holding you hostage. You also need to pick out a safeword to use in case you ever need a break.”

I can leave? Halla-fucking-luja. As soon as he’s done talking to me, I’m so out of here.

He continues. “I don’t know what arrangement you have with your parents, but we won’t try to keep you here if you want to leave.”

Ugh, arrangement with my parents... it’s just been my mom raising me since my dad ditched us when I was four. She claims she spoiled me and now I’m a brat, but screw her. But I think she was serious about selling all my stuff and not letting me back home.

I stew for a moment and then sigh. Well, fuck, I guess I’m stuck here. A grin tugs at the corner of Cameron’s lips, and I can tell he’s amused at my silence. Bastard! I guess I have no choice but to play along and do as he says for now.

Cameron instructs, “While you’re here, you need to behave, listen, and follow directions, otherwise there will be consequences.” 

As he speaks, his eyes move over my body and my nipples stiffen in response, betraying me. What the fuck? Seriously? I shift uncomfortably while he studies me thoughtfully and then goes on with his instructions as though nothing has happened.

My body buzzes. I’m turned on by him checking me out, but that just annoys me more. I let out a deep sigh of discontent and nod at him as a sign of obedience. I’ll let him believe I agree with everything he’s saying, but I honestly have no intention of doing what he wants. Nope, no way.

When I finally respond, my voice wavers. “What happens if I don’t obey?”

Cameron quirks his eyebrows up at my question. “If you act like a child, then your punishment is being treated like one, and you’ll be brought here until you promise to behave.”

I glance around the room at the toys. So, if I’m bad, I get to play with toys... sounds cool, I can play with a bunch of kiddie toys and ignore him. Maybe this place won’t be so bad after all.

Cameron reaches out, cups my chin between his fingers and brings my eyes to meet his, making me suck in a sharp breath from his closeness and the intimacy of the situation. Shit, he smells amazing, too—like a masculine spice cologne. Stop it! I mentally chide my brain.

In a stern but soft tone, he continues. “I know you don’t want to be here. I don’t think anyone would want to spend their summer here if they had the option.”

He grins and leans in close so that he can whisper in my ear. A shiver runs down my spine as his lips graze against my skin. I let out a soft moan, which draws another smile from him. His warm breath sends a rush of arousal straight to my core. 

“But until you decide you want to leave, you might as well make the best of it.”

He pulls away to gauge my reaction, then he winks before releasing me and taking a step back. My entire body hums with desire, and I make a snap decision.
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