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About This Book



Sammie has a big secret – and it involves her older boss!

The college co-ed works as a daytime nanny for Mr. and Mrs. Ruiz after her morning classes. While Mr. Romanov works at home, Sammie watches the baby.

Except sometimes when the baby is taking his nap, Sammie takes care of her boss instead. She knows it’s wrong, but the handsome older man makes her feel things that she’s never felt before. Naughty things.

Until the day Mrs. Ruiz unexpectedly comes home to find Sammie kissing her husband. The babysitter is afraid Mrs. Ruiz is going to fire her for seducing her husband, but instead his wife demands to get in on the action.

There’s nothing like a good hard pounding to relieve an awkward situation…

“The Babysitter’s First Ménage” is the second book in the “Paying for Tuition” series. This steamy story features a curvy young college student, an older man who should know better, and a forbidden interlude that neither of them will ever forget.

This book includes explicit sexual activity between consenting adults. It is intended for mature audiences only.

Author’s Note: This book was previously published as “The Babysitter’s First Menage” by Reba Bale.

Be sure to check out a free preview at the end of this book!


Stay in Touch with Britney Bale



Hey smut lover, did you know that Britney has a newsletter?  Sign up to be the first to know about new releases, giveaways, and special sales.  Find out more at bit.ly/BritneyBale.

You can also follow Britney Bale's Amazon page at https://www.amazon.com/author/britneybale to get all the updates on new releases and book recommendations.


Chapter One



“Is the baby down for his nap?”

Sammie looked up from her homework with a start. She was working at the dining room table, a baby monitor next to her on the polished oak, ready to alert her if the baby woke up.

She smiled up at Mr. Ruiz.

She had been babysitting for him and his wife for the past year. It was a perfect arrangement: she took her college classes in the morning, then came to the Ruiz house and watched the baby from noon until 6 p.m. when Mrs. Ruiz came home from work.

Sometimes Mr. Ruiz was gone at meetings, but most of the time he was shut up in his home office, working on the computer or doing video calls.

It didn’t make too much difference to Sammie. The baby was super easy to take care of, and Mr. Ruiz barely made a peep when he was holed up in his office. Sometimes she would totally forget he was there, until he would come out for something.

Every time she caught her breath. He was movie star handsome.

Mr. Ruiz was tall and dark, his olive-colored skin and dark eyes a testament to his Hispanic heritage. He had thick dark black hair that always looked a little scruffy, like he was past due for a haircut. He was leanly muscled and clearly took care of himself, his thick biceps and strong shoulders leading down to a narrow waist and thickly muscled legs. He had a strong face and square chin, shadowed with a hint of scruff .

She loved to feel that scruff between her thighs.

She couldn’t say for sure how it happened. One day a few months ago she was babysitting and ran into Mr. Ruiz in the kitchen. They had both been on their way to the refrigerator to get a drink.

Their eyes had met, and the air had become charged as they looked at each other. Then to her shock her boss had stepped forward, pinned her against the counter with his lean hips, and kissed her senseless.

She had always been attracted to him but had no idea that he thought of her as anything other than the college girl was nannied for him. But when she felt the hardness of his erection between them, she knew that the feeling was mutual.

He had apologized profusely afterward, but when she made it clear that she didn’t mind – in fact, she had enjoyed it very much -- they started having sex a couple of times a week when Mr. Ruiz was free during the baby’s naptime.

Sammie had had a few unsatisfying encounters with boys her own age but being with Mr. Ruiz was completely different. He was dominant but kind, and he knew his way around a woman’s body. He was much older than her of course, and Sammie guessed he had a lot more experience.

Clearly Mrs. Ruiz was a lucky woman. Her husband was both incredibly good looking and a sex god. Who could complain about that?

She knew she should be ashamed of her behavior. After all, everything they did was forbidden.

Sammie was realistic enough to know this wasn’t love for either of them, but it was definitely super hot and satisfying sex that she just couldn’t say no to. The sexual attraction between them was so strong, and the fear of getting caught, the hint of the forbidden, all made it so much more exciting.

She looked up with a sultry smile and met his eyes. They immediately darkened with arousal.

“Yeah, the little guy is sleeping.”

Mr. Ruiz smiled, crinkles appearing in the corner of his eyes. He pointed at the floor in front of him.

“On your knees little girl!”

Sammie felt a thrill. She loved it when he ordered her around his deep voice. It made her panties wet instantaneously.

She slid off her chair and crawled to him on her hands and knees, watching his eyes blaze down with desire. She kneeled in front of him and looked up, waiting for instructions.

This was part of the game they played, and she loved it.

“Take it out!” he ordered, his voice getting deeper as he became more aroused.

Sammie eagerly unzipped his jeans and pulled his jeans and boxers down to his strong hairy thighs. His thick cock popped out eagerly, bouncing against his stomach. It was already glistening with a drop of pre-cum, and Sammie thrilled at how she affected him.

She looked up and when Mr. Ruiz nodded, she placed a hand on each of his thighs, leaned forward, and slowly took his enormous cock into her eager mouth. He was neatly manscaped, which she appreciated.

They groaned in unison as she closed her lips around his steely cock. He tasted so good. Salty and earthy.

Sammie started sliding forward until the head of his cock touched the back of her throat, then slid back again. She started slowly, then picked up speed. She could feel her long blonde ponytail bobbing with the effort, and wetness trickled down, soaking her panties.

“Yeah, little girl, you like that don’t you?” Mr. Ruiz groaned. “You suck me off like an expert.”

That was another thing she loved about Mr. Ruiz. He was normally so polite to her, almost formal, but when their clothes came off, he was a dirty talker.

He put his hands up on his head and let her control the movement. She started moving faster, sliding her tongue along the ridges of his cock while sucking hard. His hips slammed against her mouth every time she took him deeper.

Sammie moved one hand to fondle his balls, already heavy with his arousal. She knew from experience he was getting close, and started moving quicker, hallowing her cheeks to suck him off more. She hummed happily and he groaned in response.

She heard a noise and froze, Mr. Ruiz’s cock deep in her mouth, and drool dribbling down her chin. They both stopped moving as they heard a voice from the hallway.

Sammie turned her eyes to look and gasped around the thick member in her mouth. It was Mrs. Ruiz! She was home early!


Chapter Two



“Well, well, what do we have here?” Mrs. Ruiz asked. “I had no idea this was one of the services you offered Sammie.”

Sammie’s heart stopped. Shit. They had been caught. Mrs. Ruiz was going to fire her and how would she pay for her college classes then? This was such a good job for her, perfect for her schedule, with plenty of quiet time to work on her homework.

To her shock, instead of pulling out of her Mr. Ruiz gripped her head, his fingers tangling into her hair almost painfully. He resumed thrusting into her mouth as if his wife hadn’t just walked in on him cheating with her. She looked up at him with eyes wide with alarm.

“What’s the matter little girl? You don’t like an audience?” he asked darkly. “Show my lovely wife your expert blowjob skills. I know she likes to watch.”

Sammie had no choice but to continue sucking him off. His grip on her head was so hard it was almost painful. He started fucking her face roughly.

She could see Mrs. Ruiz standing just in her periphery, watching intently. She looked fascinated.

“Oh yes Sammie, don’t stop on my account,” Mrs. Ruiz said.

She closed her eyes and focused on sucking him off as Mr. Ruiz continued to roughly jam his cock into her throat. Her eyes were watering from the rough treatment, yet she was so excited she could feel her nipples poking against the fabric of her shirt.

A few minutes passed, the room so silent that the wet squelching sound of Mr. Ruiz pounding in and out of her mouth sounded incredibly loud.

He pulled out suddenly, groaning as he took his weeping cock into his hand. He gave himself two hard strokes and then long ropes of milky cum shot out of him, covering her face and neck.

“Doesn’t she look lovely covered in my cum sweetheart?” Mr. Ruiz asked his wife.

“Indeed,” she answered, amusement in her tone. “I had no idea she was such a slut. She looked like such a sweet little girl.”

Sammie felt her cheeks flame in humiliation at her words. This was so confusing. Why wasn’t Mrs. Ruiz angry with them? Before she could respond Mr. Ruiz spoke again.

“Why are you home early honey?” he asked his wife.

“We closed early because the power went out,” she responded. “You should have told me about your little…hobby.”

Not knowing what to do, Sammie remained on her knees, cum dripping down her chin. Mrs. Ruiz walked into the kitchen, then returned with a handful of paper towels which she thrust at Sammie.

“Wipe yourself off before you drip all over my rugs,” she told Sammie.

Her voice sounded slightly annoyed, but not the angry shock she would have expected from a woman who just discovered her husband getting sucked off by the babysitter.

Mrs. Ruiz looked between Sammie and her husband, one eyebrow raised speculatively.

“You need a little relief now?” Mr. Ruiz asked.

“Yes,” she and Mrs. Ruiz spoke at the same time. Mr. Ruiz laughed, his deep voice echoing in the quiet room.

“I think can take care of both of you,” he said. He looked pleased. “This will be fun.”

He pointed at Mrs. Ruiz and lowered his voice in command. “Take off your clothes and lay down on the coffee table.”

Mrs. Ruiz smiled in delight, and rushed towards the living room, shedding clothes as she went.

Mr. Ruiz grabbed Sammie’s hand and pulled her up to standing. “Come on little girl, you’re still on the clock.”

They followed Mrs. Ruiz into the living room. She had moved a plant off the coffee table and was laying back on her elbows, her legs open slightly.

Sammie couldn’t help but look at her naked cunt. It was neatly groomed, with dark curly hair covering her mound. She had never really looked closely at another woman before, and she was fascinated as she catalogued the difference in appearance between Mrs. Ruiz’s brown pussy and her own pale one.

Mr. Ruiz gave Sammie a little shove, knocking her out of her reverie. When he spoke, his voice was so deep she shivered.

“Have you ever gone down on another woman?” he asked.

“No,” she whispered, both horrified and fascinated.

“On your knees,” he ordered. “I want you to make my wife come while I watch.”

He settled on the couch, and Sammie realized that he still had his pants down. He grabbed his stiffening cock in his hand, then jutted his chin in the direction of his wife’s snatch.

“What are you waiting for little girl? Get licking.”

He gave her a smile that was full of sensual promise. “If you’re a good girl and make my wife come, you’ll get a nice reward. Show her how great your oral skills are.”


Chapter Three



Sammie kneeled by the coffee table as Mrs. Ruiz spread her legs. Like her husband, she was in her early forties, about twenty years older than Sammie.

She had long thick dark hair that she wore straight down, and burnished brown skin. She was slim and her skin was still surprisingly tight. Her legs were long and leanly muscled, and her stomach was surprisingly flat. Sammie remembered that Mrs. Ruiz ran marathons. Clearly the exercise had kept her slim.

Sammie leaned in, placing her hands on Mrs. Ruiz’s thighs, and gave her an experimental lick. To her surprise, it tasted better than a cock. It was almost sweet. She hummed with pleasure, then flattened her tongue and started licking Mrs. Ruiz from her asshole all the way to her clit.

She used long strokes, getting her ready. She could feel Mrs. Ruiz getting wetter beneath her tongue, and sped up, adding more pressure. Mrs. Ruiz groaned and started grinding her hips up into Sammie’s face.

Sammie licked her essence, swallowing it down with pleasure.

“Put your fingers inside her,” Mr. Ruiz ordered. “Fuck her with your fingers and focus your tongue on her clit.”

Sammie obeyed immediately, sliding two fingers into the wet heat of her boss’s cunt. She curled her tongue and circled the hard pearl on the top of Mrs. Ruiz’s slick channel.

“Oh my god!” Mrs. Ruiz moaned, her tone high pitched. “She’s got the tongue of a porn star.”

Mr. Ruiz chuckled.

“You see why I like her, right? All that youthful enthusiasm.” He pointed at Sammie. “You love going down on people don’t you little girl?”

Sammie nodded and continued swirling her tongue around Mrs. Ruiz’s clit. Her body was humming with arousal. She furtively snuck one hand into her pants, touching her own clit while she continued to work Mrs. Ruiz with her other hand and her tongue.

“Are you close honey?” Mr. Ruiz asked casually. “You two look hot as shit. This is going into my spank bank for sure.”

“I’m close,” Mrs. Ruiz gasped.

“Pinch her tit,” Mr. Ruiz instructed.

Sammie moved her hand from her own pants and reached up to capture one of Mrs. Ruiz’s nipples between her fingers. She gave it a firm pinch.

Mrs. Ruiz wailed as Sammie curved her fingers in her channel, hitting the rough tissue of her G-spot. At the same time, she sucked Mrs. Ruiz’s sweet little clit in between her teeth, adding some pressure.

Mrs. Ruiz broke apart, thrashing so hard Sammie had to let go of her nipple and use her hand to keep Mrs. Ruiz from flying off the table.

“Fuuuuuuucck!” she screamed as she convulsed with her orgasm.

Sammie continued finger fucking her until Mrs. Ruiz stopped spasming and her orgasm finished.

She leaned back on her heels, licking her lips, and feeling a strange sense of satisfaction. Before today, Sammie would have said she was firmly heterosexual, yet going down on Mrs. Ruiz had been hot as hell. She was so aroused her panties were saturated, and sweet cream was dripping down her thighs underneath her loose yoga pants.

“That was fucking hot,” Mr. Ruiz growled, echoing her own thoughts. He continued to roughly stroke his cock.

“I need to fuck you now Sammie,” he said. “You want that little girl?”

Sammie nodded eagerly. Mrs. Ruiz sat up and pinched Sammie’s nipple hard.

“You speak when you’re spoken to, girl.”

Sammie gasped. She knew that pinch was meant to hurt, but it had sent a zing right down to her cunt. She licked her lips, and whispered, “Yes please Mr. Ruiz, I want you so bad.”

He stood up quickly and kicked his pants to the floor. His dick was so engorged it looked painful.

“Undress her,” he said to his wife. “Then get her over the couch.”

Mrs. Ruiz hastened to obey him. She quickly stripped Sammie down until she was standing there in the broad daylight of the living room, stark naked. She could feel both Mr. and Mrs. Ruiz staring at her, examining her body.

For all the times they had fucked, she had never been totally naked in front of Mr. Ruiz. They always kept partially clothed.

She felt suddenly self-conscious and lowered her hand to cover her bare pussy. She was much curvier than Mrs. Ruiz, despite her youth, with soft hips, a soft belly, and thighs that touched at the top. Normally she felt pretty confident about her body, but with Mrs. Ruiz’s thin grace next to her, she felt fat and frumpy.

Mrs. Ruiz grabbed her hand, pulling it away from her body, and gave her pussy a hard slap. Sammie gasped in shock.

“It’s a little too late to play shy, you little slut,” Mrs. Ruiz said sharply. “You weren’t shy when you were fucking my husband.”

She slapped Sammie’s pussy again with her open hand and Sammie made a whining noise, resisting the urge to step back. It hurt, and yet…it felt good. As if she read her mind, Mrs. Ruiz looked at her pussy, then slid her finger between Sammie’s pussy lips, sliding easily through the wetness there. She smiled at her husband.

“Looks like your little fuck toy gets off on pain,” she said with satisfaction.

Sammie looked at Mr. Ruiz as her face flushed even more. He looked pleased.

Mrs. Ruiz helped Sammie lean over the back of the couch, bracing her hands against the back cushion. She was forced to stand on her toes, her ass and cunt open to the air.

“Stay still, just like that,” Mr. Ruiz ordered as he kicked her feet wider apart.

He walked behind her and with no warning slammed his giant cock into her channel. Sammie gasped as his hips made contact with her ass cheeks.

“Oh my god!” she wailed.

He gripped her hips hard enough to bruise, and started pounding into her, setting a brutal pace. Sammie was glad she was so aroused already. She was already painfully stretched, without lubrication his rough fucking of her from behind would have hurt.

“I’m not going to last long,” Mr. Ruiz growled.

“I’ll help her get there,” Mrs. Ruiz told him. She stepped around to stand in front of the couch facing Sammie, then reached up and pinched one of her bare nipples, pulling it firmly away from the breast.

Sammie gasped as the pain turned into pleasure.

Mrs. Ruiz continued pinching her nipples, pulling roughly, as Mr. Ruiz pounded into her from behind. He was moving so forcefully that the heavy couch was shaking beneath them.

She was so close, whining loudly and without shame. Having both of them touch her at the same time was better than anything she had ever imagined.

Mrs. Ruiz leaned in, grabbed Sammie’s head, and kissed her roughly, shoving her tongue in deep. She used her other hand to continue tweaking Sammie’s nipple. It was the first time that Sammie had kissed a woman. Mrs. Ruiz tasted sweet, as if she had chewed some fruit-flavored gum before she came home.

All the sensation was too much. The rough thrusts of Mr. Ruiz’s huge cock, the matching thrust of Mrs. Ruiz’s tongue, the bite of Mr. Ruiz’s hard fingers on her hips, the pain on her nipple…

Her orgasm hit her like a freight train, her entire body stiffening for a long moment, then starting to spasm uncontrollably. She moaned loudly against Mrs. Ruiz’s tongue.

She heard Mr. Ruiz’s shout through the haze of her orgasm and felt the warm jets of his release spraying against the walls of her womb as he jerked against her a few more times.

He pulled out just as Mrs. Ruiz stepped back, and Sammie collapsed over the back of the couch, feeling completely boneless. She was panting as if she had just run a mile.

Mr. Ruiz pulled her up by her ponytail, forcing her to stand up.

“We’re not done yet, little girl.”


Chapter Four



“So, you two have something in common,” Mr. Ruiz told them.

“We both like to suck your cock?” Mrs. Ruiz asked, her voice dry with amusement.

Mr. Ruiz chuckled. “And you both get off on pain.”

His voice had a dark promise and Sammie stiffened. Where was this going?

He walked towards his pants, completely unconcerned that he was naked from the waist down. As if reading her thoughts, he reached behind his head and pulled off his shirt, so he was totally naked. His chest was covered in a thin layer of dark hair, but the muscle definition was evident beneath it.

Mr. Ruiz slid his belt out of his pant, folded it in half, and then smacked it lightly against his other palm.

“Who’s first?”

Sammie backed up. “Um, I don’t know about this,” she stuttered.

“You’ve been a bad girl Sammie,” he growled. “Come take your punishment like a good girl and I’ll reward you after.”

Sammie’s heart was pounding furiously. She had never been spanked, never even thought about pain, but when Mrs. Ruiz had smacked her it had felt incredible. Did she dare?

“Over the couch, both of you,” Mr. Ruiz ordered.

Sammie resumed leaning over the couch, and Mrs. Ruiz did the same, leaving about two feet of space between them.

Sammie heard a whiz through the air a moment before she felt the belt strike her bare ass. It was hard enough to sting, and she gasped. “Ow!”

Mr. Ruiz didn’t respond, instead moving to smack her other butt cheek. She felt the heat of the hit, which then turned almost immediately into pleasure.

“Mmm,” she whispered, and Mr. Ruiz laughed behind her.

“I guess my wife is right, you are a pain slut too,” he said, his voice thick with masculine satisfaction. “Your tight little ass is getting so red, it’s making me hard again.”

Thwack!

Thwack!

Mr. Ruiz continued to rain blows on her ass, just hard enough to hurt, but not enough be unbearable. Every hit build on the last one, enhancing the sensation. Her clit was so swollen it was painful, and she tried to press it against the back of the couch to bring herself some relief.

“She’s getting herself off on the couch,” Mr. Ruiz checked. He slid his fingers roughly into her channel then wiped them off on the small of her back. She could feel the stickiness of her wetness there as he said, “She is dripping!”

He gave her two more firm smacks with the belt, then she heard him move. Sammie turned her head to see Mrs. Ruiz getting her own smacks. Her eyes were closed, and she was smiling in pleasure.

Thwack!

Thwack!

“Yes!” Mrs. Ruiz smacked, lifting her hips to meet the belt. “Harder.”

Thwack!

Thwack!

Mr. Ruiz smacked her a few more times, then growled, “Get closer.”

Mrs. Ruiz slid over towards Sammie until their naked hips were touching. She turned her face and leaned in to kiss her. Sammie met her halfway, their tongues tangling. Sammie wondered if Mrs. Ruiz could taste her own arousal on Sammie’s lips.

“Yes!” Mr. Ruiz said. “That’s it.”

They continued to kiss as he resumed spanking them. He alternated between them in a random pattern, sometimes slapping across both of their cheeks at once, other times focusing on one then the other.

Sammie felt like her ass was on fire, but it only added to her excitement.

“On the floor!” Mr. Ruiz suddenly demanded.

Sammie and Mrs. Ruiz broke their kiss and stood up gingerly. Sammie caught a glimpse of the bright red welts on Mrs. Ruiz’s ass and knew hers must look the same. She wondered if it was going to hurt to sit down later. She hoped so.

They both followed Mr. Ruiz to an open spot on the floor. He laid down on his back, his brown skin stark against the white carpet, his giant cock pointing straight up and glistening at the tip.

He pointed at his wife. “Ride me sweetheart.”

Mrs. Ruiz hastened over and knelt down, throwing one leg over until she straddled his thighs. She grabbed his cock and rubbed it against her clit while Sammie watched in fascination. She moaned as she got herself off with her husband’s cock.

Finally, she moved up, lined his cock up with her opening, and slammed herself down. She and her husband both moaned. Neither of them moved for a long moment.

“Sammie,” Mr. Ruiz ordered. “Sit on my face, facing my wife.”

Sammie felt a thrill of excitement. She happily climbed over Mr. Ruiz until her ass was by his chin. He gripped her hips and pulled her back, giving her weeping channel a long lick. Sammie knew she was dripping wet, but she couldn’t feel embarrassed.

“Lean forward,” he instructed. “I want you to suck my wife’s titties while I get you off.”

Sammie placed both of her hands on Mrs. Ruiz’s shoulders, anchoring herself, and lowered her face to her breasts. She grabbed one brown nipple in her mouth, sucking it firmly, her body raising and lowering with Mrs. Ruiz as the woman worked herself on her husband’s cock.

Meanwhile Mr. Ruiz speared her with his tongue, fucking her pussy with his tongue as his cock slid into and out of his wife at the same time.

It took a moment for the three of them to fall into a rhythm but after a few awkward moments they became synchronized. They moved together as if they had done this a million times together.

Sammie moved to Mrs. Ruiz’s other breast and bit down sharply.

Mrs. Ruiz screeched. “I’m coming!”

It set off a chain reaction. Sammie’s body stiffed and then she felt herself squirting all over Mr. Ruiz’s mouth. He groaned in satisfaction, then shuddered as he released his own orgasm, thrusting his hips up into his wife’s waiting pussy.

They all groaned as they rode out their mutual orgasms.

Mr. Ruiz rolled to his side, knocking them all in a heap on the floor. He pulled his wife up and kissed her deeply on the mouth as his hand rubbed Sammie’s shoulder. They broke apart and then Mr. Ruiz kissed Sammie with the same passion.

“I’m glad you came home early,” Mr. Ruiz told his wife. “That was fun. We haven’t shared a pet together in a long time.”

“It was, but we made a bit of a mess,” Mrs. Ruiz responded, her voice sleepy.

“Sammie!”

She jerked back to attention as Mr. Ruiz called her name.

“Clean us up.”

Mrs. Ruiz rolled onto her back, and Sammie slid up between her legs, licking her clean with her tongue. She could taste the combined arousal of both her and her husband and it made her hot again.

“Good lord, you can’t get enough, can you little slut?” Mrs. Ruiz gasped. There was no heat in her words though. “Let’s save some for next time, huh?”

When she finished with Mrs. Ruiz she moved over to lick Mr. Ruiz clean, admiring the way his softened cock nestled on his leg. He pushed her away gently.

“That’s enough for today,” he said with a fond pat on the head.

Just then the baby monitor sounded from the dining room.

“The baby is up,” Sammie said. “Time to go back to work.”

She stood up and quickly put her clothes back on, leaving the couple lounging naked on the floor. She looked over her shoulder to see Mrs. Ruiz resting her head on Mr. Ruiz’s naked chest. They seemed sweetly relaxed.

As she left the room she heard Mrs. Ruiz say, “I’ve gotta come home early again some time.”

Mr. Ruiz chuckled. “Next time I’m going to tie you both up.”

***
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Special Preview: The Reluctant Bride's First Spanking by Josie Bale

A Spanking Therapy Clinic Adventure


“Are we ever going to get married Rebecca?”

Jacob’s forceful words burst out suddenly in the silent room, fast and loud, making me jump. I looked up from my e-reader with a frown.

“What?” I asked. “Where is this coming from?”

Jacob moved closer to me on the couch, reaching to take my hand. His touch was familiar and comforting. He stared at me intently until I looked up and met his deep blue eyes.

“I don’t understand what the problem is, Rebecca,” he said earnestly. “I asked you to marry me two years ago, and you keep refusing to set a date. We’ve been together five years now. Don’t you love me anymore?”

I suppressed a sigh. “Yes, of course I do Jacob, it’s, just –”

“What?” he asked impatiently, shaking his head. A lock of his thick blonde hair fell over his forehead with the motion, giving him a boyish appearance that belied his 35 years.

I studied him for a long moment, choosing my words carefully. “I don’t feel ready yet,” I finally answered lamely. “I need more time.”

Jacob’s handsome face pinched with frustration. “More time? It’s been five years!” he pointed out. “What’s holding you back? We have a good thing, right? We love each other. We’re compatible. I just don’t get it.”

I shook my head miserably and looked at my fingers twisting in my lap. “I’m sorry Jacob,” I whispered. “I do love you, you know I do, but I’m just not ready. Not yet.”

“When will you be ready Rebecca?” he asked. “Will you ever be ready? Or am I supposed to wait forever?”

I shook my head, my eyes filling with tears. When I didn’t say anything more, he got up off the couch and stalked out of the room without another word, leaving me alone with my thoughts.

I couldn’t blame him for being angry, I had been putting him off for a long time. The truth was, I had a nagging sense of dissatisfaction with our relationship. I truly loved Jacob, but something was missing. I couldn’t quite put my finger on it, so I had no idea how to discuss it with him.

My girlfriends all told me I was crazy to not have locked him down already. Jacob was the perfect man: attentive, generous, supportive, and kind. He had a good job, worked out, ate healthy, didn’t drink excessively or smoke or do drugs. He treated me like a princess.

And not that this was a deal breaker or anything, but he was quite good looking: about six feet tall with wide shoulders, washboard abs, brilliant blue eyes, and a strong chin with a dimple in the center. Honestly, he could have been a model.

We had a lot of fun together and we were quite compatible. The only negative really was that our love making was….just fine. Vanilla. Kind of bland. It was nothing to write home about. Jacob was a missionary man, if you know what I mean. He mostly gravitated to that one position, resisting my efforts to try something else. And we rarely had sex outside of the bed. Shower sex was a special treat in our world.

Don’t get me wrong, Jacob almost always got me off, he was really considerate that way. He was a master of eating pussy, quite talented in that department. But I longed for some passion, some excitement, something less predictable.

Sometimes when I was home alone, I would burrow under the covers with my vibrator and fantasize about a different kind of lover: someone who would push me up against a wall, shove aside my panties and really fuck me, hard and rough, like he couldn’t wait another moment to be inside me. Someone who would take me from behind while slapping my ass. Someone who would talk dirty and pinch my nipples.

It was ridiculous really. Here I was, a dyed-in-the-wool feminist engaged to an enlightened man who treated me like an equal and I longed for someone more alpha. Just in the bedroom, mind you. I did not want to be bossed around in real life, but a little domination in the bedroom? That’s what got me off in my private moments. But there was no way I could tell Jacob that.

Later that night I lay awake in the bed, listening to Jacob snoring softly, and tried to convince myself to set a date for the wedding. I told myself I should either marry him or break up with him. But I couldn’t do either. Was this all there was?

The next day I woke up in a funk. I had a bad feeling that Jacob was nearing the end of his patience and even though I wasn’t ready to marry him, I didn’t want to lose him either. I sat in the coffee shop near my office, brooding as I sipped my chai latte and thumbed through our city’s alternative weekly. Suddenly an ad seemed to jump off the page.

“Do you need to be punished? Do you have emotional blocks preventing you from living your best life? Our experienced Spanking Therapists can help set you straight. Call today.”

My heart was pounding as I read and re-read that ad. Did I dare? I had never even heard of spanking therapy, but I couldn’t deny that the thought of being spanked by a stranger was strangely titillating. And I couldn’t get past the thought that this might be exactly what I needed to get past whatever was bothering me and help me to make up my mind about my relationship with Jacob. Maybe if I just tried it once I could get it out of my system and settle down with Jacob.

Before I could change my mind, I locked myself into the single stall restroom and made the call. A professional sounding woman picked up and explained how the process worked.

“I’ll send you a questionnaire via email to fill out and return to us. You might find it a bit intrusive but it’s really necessary for us to design the best therapeutic experience for you so please answer honestly,” the woman explained. “Once we receive the questionnaire and your deposit, I will contact you to schedule your first appointment.”

“How many appointments does it usually take?” I asked timidly, feeling a little over my head.

“It depends on the person,” the lady answered. “Some people come once and experience a level of catharsis that lets them move on. Others prefer to come in regularly, kind of like maintenance. It’ll be up to you and the therapist to figure out a treatment plan that works best for you and your particular issues.”

Before I could change my mind, I went back to my table in the coffee shop and filled out the extensive questionnaire in my e-mail, sending it back with a $250 deposit. My hands shook as I pressed “send”. Excitement and dread warred for my attention. Would I have the guts to actually do this? Would it help?

Within an hour I received an email back offering me an appointment for the following day. Suddenly I felt resolved to check it out. Spanking therapy….it was worth a try, right?

For more of the story, check out “The Reluctant Bride’s First Spanking” by Josie Bale, part of the "Spanking Therapy Series" available now at https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0CY3YRQ4V
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