up 1 roll my shoulders and proceed to open the
door. Yep, definitely morning I think to myself as I
squint my eyes at the sudden shock of brightness.
[ went through the happenings of an almost
normal morning routine. | took a shower, and
promised myself some liquid soap today so | didn’t
have to feel like I have rubber skin when [ wash. |
made a black coffee, ran my fingers through my
hair and said fuck it as I grabbed my bag with the
cash, my phone and the room key, and started my
way to the gym Id found yesterday. | didn’t have
any workout gear, unfortunately those were some
of my prized possessions | had left behind.

Hopefully it wouldn't look too odd to work out in

my jeans and white top I'd snagged from Satisty

yesterday.




[ look behind him and see exactly what | was
looking for, a couple rings, bags, weights and other

things.

“Uh nope. I've got a fight coming up in a couple

days and | haven't been in a ring for a few years,
so | needed somewhere to work off the rust I'm

sure I've gotten”.

He's wonderinge what a precious little thing like
)4 |

me would be doing in a fight, [ bet.

“Alrighty then, come on over and show me what

you can do. Did you bring clothes?"

“Don’t have any and aren't you going to make me
pay something first?”




already beginning to get too hot. I leave my shi
on as | don't have a sports bra, not because I'n
ashamed of my body, but because men can’t Sei
to control themselves when they see a little bit of

lace.

I'he guy, | learned his name is Johnathan, but 1
also learned if 1 called him anvthing other than
Coach that I would be kicked out of the gym
immediately. I like Coach, he's a no bullshit Kind
of guy. He wraps my hands while he asks about my
experience, and I give him a little bit to satisty
him that I won't fall over and break my face but
not so much that he will know my body was built

and raised to be a weapon.

My father, being the sadist asshole he is never




it shut from the outside. He told me through the
door that this was my new room from now on. 1
didn’'t deserve nice things if I couldn’t make him
:nd | wouldn't make him proud until I could
| that %gppened. he would beat me
in my room toughen up. He
iitioning me. | slept for three days
t and blood, trying to will my
ecome stronger before he had
ws pull me out, stripped me and hosed me
down. He would give me one week at a time to
heal. eat and train outside of my room, before he
would take me to the ring and repeat it all over
again. It took me a year before I was able to land a

hit on him. He smiled so brightly at me I th

maybe he might stop and love me. (‘mﬁa;.b

stopped the repeated beatings,
on in his sick plan to what he




“Then how will 1 know how to train you?"

He had a point__but | still wasn't going to give
him my all

After getting him to submit five times, poot coach
was sweating and bleeding in multiple places. He
hadn't landed one hit on me and his ¢go was
hurting him now, but he still wore that amused

ind intrigued expression

‘Hev Coach, why don’t you let me step in and have

agol

I turned my head to see a heavy built man to the




“Please don't go easy on me™ | said to Harley inan

attempt to actually be able to release some

tension and have a good fight.
“Oh I wasn't planning on it....” He trailed off
waiting for me to tell him my name whilst we

began circling each other.

*Violence. vou can call me Violence”
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