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About This Book



She’s not the only one getting a ride!

College student Mia has been babysitting for the Jacksons since she first started school three years ago. She enjoys watching Mr. Jackson’s two adorable toddlers. It’s an easy way to make extra money for her tuition.

But what she loves the most are the intense looks the kids’ father gives her when he thinks she isn’t paying attention. Mia doesn’t have a lot of experience for a girl of twenty-one, but she knows what those looks mean.

Her boss wants her – and she’s not going to say no. Mr. Jackson may be a lot older than she is, but he’s still hotter than any of the boys at school.

When Mr. Jackson gives her a ride home one night, she resolves to test his self-control and see how far he’s willing to go to act on their obvious attraction. Will he stay faithful? Or is this silver fox going to give Mia just what she needs?

“The Babysitter’s Ride Home” is the first 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 Ride Home” by Reba Bale.

Be sure to check out a free preview of 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



“You ready to head home Mia?”

Mia shivered a bit at Mr. Jackson’s deep voice. There was something about it that sent heat rushing straight to her pussy.

She had been babysitting for Mr. Jackson and his wife for three years now, ever since she was a freshman in college. The couple had adorable two kids, a little boy and a little girl who were a year apart in age. They went to bed early, giving Mia plenty of time to do her homework on this babysitting job.

“Yep, I’m ready,” she said. “Bye Mrs. Jackson.” She waved at his wife as they headed out the door.

Mia marveled once again how Anne Jackson had snagged a hottie like her husband. David Jackson was the textbook definition of “DILF”.

Mr. Jackson was in his mid-30s, probably about twelve or thirteen years older than her. He was tall, at least a couple of inches over six feet tall, with broad shoulders and thick biceps that stretched the fabric of his dress shirt tight. His thighs were equally thick and muscled. His waist was trim, and his belly was flat – none of that “dad bod” like so many of the other fathers of the kids she babysat for.

She wasn’t sure what his day job was, but clearly he worked out regularly and took care of himself.

He kept his thick dark hair cut short, and a neatly trimmed beard highlighted his strong jaw. How she would love to feel the scratch of that jaw against her inner thigh. Yum. He was hot as hell – and she was pretty sure he knew it.

Meanwhile his wife looked like a stereotypical soccer mom with her thick waist, poochy belly and sagging boobs. She had given birth to two kids within three years and looking at her four years later she still looked like she was at least a few months pregnant. Clearly she had never lost the baby weight.

She sported one of those “Karen” haircuts that did nothing for her round face. Dark circles under her eyes made her look even older and more washed out. Her clothes were loose and shapeless. Even her shoes were ugly.

Mrs. Jackson had just come back from having a date night with her husband but hadn’t even bothered to put on any make-up. Mia couldn’t believe she went out looking like that. How embarrassing for her.

Mr. Jackson could do way better. Like her for example.

Mia was blessed with a perfect hourglass figure. Her hips were curved but not fat. Her waist was tiny. And her chest was large, way larger than it probably should have been given her petite frame. More than one person had asked her if she’d had implants.

They were 100% real, thank you very much.

She highlighted her curves by dressing well. Tonight she had gone with skinny jeans that hugged her ass like a glove and a snug scoop neck shirt that highlighted her assets.

She kept her blonde hair long, cascading halfway down her back in thick waves. Unlike Mrs. Jackson, she had put on a bit of mascara to highlight her eyes, and her lips were a shiny red, courtesy of her tinted lip gloss.

Mia looked good and she knew it. She had caught Mr. Jackson staring at her a couple of times, and it wasn’t the first time either. Although she had been babysitting for the family a couple of times a month for three years now, something had changed between her and Mr. Jackson. An awareness was growing between them, so strong it was like an entity.

She followed Mr. Jackson out to his SUV, watching his muscular ass move against the thin fabric of his dress pants as she wondered if Mrs. Jackson had noticed how her husband checked her out. Mia doubted it. Mrs. Jackson seemed pretty dull.

“Thanks again for the ride Mr. Jackson,” she said as she buckled herself into the passenger seat.

“No problem Mia,” he responded, starting the engine. “I hope your car is out of the shop soon.”

“Me too. It’s such a pain having to take the bus.”

“So, how’s school?” he asked. “Your classes going OK?”

She sighed inwardly. Did he really only see her as a college student? She wanted him to see her as a woman. A woman with needs. A woman who could satisfy his needs much better than his dowdy and boring wife.

“School is fine,” she said as she infused a sadness into her voice. “My personal life, however, is not as good.”

He looked over with concern, his brown arched. “What’s going on?” he asked curiously. “Do you want to talk about it?”

“Oh, I don’t know,” she said softly. “It’s just that my boyfriend and I broke up.”

“Oh,” he paused. “That sucks.” She could see him frantically trying to figure out what to say. “You’re a beautiful girl Mia, and smart too. I’m sure that you’ll find some boy that appreciates you soon.”

“That’s just it Mr. Jackson,” she responded. “I think I’m done with dating. Dating college boys anyway. They just…they never…oh, never mind.”

“What? They just never what?”

She turned in the seat slightly and looked at his profile. They were stopped at a light, and he turned to meet her gaze. “They can never meet my needs. Sexually I mean.”

“Um….” He pressed the gas as someone honked behind them.

“I mean, how can I be twenty-one years old, and no one has ever given me an orgasm?”

“Um…”

“It would be nice to actually be satisfied for once,” she pouted. “At least, not with something besides my vibrator.”

Mr. Jackson made a choking noise. She was affecting him, and it gave her a tiny thrill.

“I’ve decided that I need a real man. Someone older. Someone with experience who knows their way around a woman’s body.” She deepened her voice. “Someone who can touch me the way I want to be touched.”

His hands tightened on the steering wheel and to her delight, when she looked down she could see a large bulge forming in his pants. She knew he would be well-endowed.

“I need someone like you.”


Chapter Two



Mr. Jackson braked hard and pulled off to the side of the road. Slamming the car into park, he turned to look at her, his expression stern.

Mia liked him stern. She had seen that look on his face when he disciplined his kids once. It was one of her go-to visualizations when she used her battery-operated boyfriend. In her fantasy he was the stern headmaster giving her that look as she explained why her homework was late.

“Mia,” he said, his voice rough. “That’s not appropriate to say that. You know I’m married. And you, you are so very young compared to me.”

She turned more in her seat, pointing her generous chest in his direction, and looking up at him from underneath her eyelashes. “I’m twenty-one Mr. Jackson,” she told him. “Old enough to know what I want.”

She bit her lip, then reached out and placed her hand on his thigh, squeezing it. “I want you.”

She could see his cock jump at her words. He was not immune. It gave her a heady sense of power. Was this really going to happen?

“You’re a very attractive man Mr. Jackson,” she said coquettishly. “You must know that. You can’t possibly be happy with your wife. She really let herself go after she had kids. She looks like she’s your mother, not your wife. I bet she’s terrible in bed.”

He continued to stare at her, his gaze dark and intense, but she noticed that he did not deny her words.

“Don’t you find me attractive Mr. Jackson?” she asked him softly.

She expected him to lie but was thrilled when he answered honestly. “Of course I do Mia, any red-blooded heterosexual man would find you sexy as hell. I’m not immune to your obvious…charms.”

His gaze dropped pointedly to her ample cleavage, and she smiled at him seductively. “Do ever think about me? Not as a babysitter, but as a woman?” she asked.

He gave a jerky nod. “But that doesn’t mean I have to act on it. I love my wife.” His voice sounded uncertain in the quiet of the car. Maybe he did love his wife, but it was clear that the passion had gone out of that marriage a long time ago.

Mia moved her hand to his straining cock. Damn he was big. She gave it a little squeeze and he hissed out a long breath. “What are you doing Mia?”

“I think you know,” she said as she stroked him over his pants. “Do you ever touch yourself like this and think of me? Do you hold this giant cock in your hand, close your eyes and imagine that it was my mouth instead of your palm giving you pleasure?”

She squeezed him again and he gave her another one of those jerky nods. She could hear his breath speeding up as she stroked him, his chest expanding with every movement. It gave her a delicious sense of power.

“Mia….” He stopped, as if he couldn’t decide what he wanted to say. Or maybe he was wrestling with what he wanted to say versus what he knew he was supposed to say.

She decided to spell it out for him once and for all.

“I want you to give me an orgasm Mr. Jackson,” she said firmly. “I want your cock inside me. I need it. I need you to fuck me.”

He shook his head, but his cock swelled under her palm at her words, and he started to pant.

Then she whispered the words that would change everything. “Just this one time. No one ever has to know.”

It was like she had jolted him with a cattle prod. He shoved the gear shift into drive without another word. At first she thought Mr. Jackson was just going to take her home, but instead he raced around the back of the closed strip mall where he had stopped. He skidded into a secluded spot at the farthest edge of the parking lot, behind the loading dock in an area that backed up against some woods.

Mr. Jackson killed the engine and they sat there for a long moment, watching each other in the dim light from the building.

“What do you want from me Mia?” he finally asked. “What are you asking for? Tell me exactly. I want there to be no misunderstanding.”

She unbuckled her seat belt, then pulled her shirt over her head, tossing it on the floor near her backpack. She unsnapped the front closure of her bra and released her large pendulous breasts. Her nipples were already distended and waiting for his touch. His eyes widened.

“I want you to suck on my titties Mr. Jackson,” she told him confidently, marveling at how comfortable she felt asking for what she wanted. “I want to wrap my lips around you and taste that delicious cock of yours.”

He was panting hard now.

“Then I want you to lick my little pussy until I come. When you’re done, I want you to fuck me hard and rough until we both scream and pass out from exhaustion from too many orgasms.”

She smushed her breasts together and offered them to him like a gift. “And then you can take me home and we’ll never speak of this again.”


Chapter Three



Her words seemed to have robbed Mr. Jackson of his power of speech. He unbuckled his seat belt and gestured for her to get out of the car. With a click of his key fob he opened the back hatch of the SUV and leaned in to roughly push the back seat down, creating a larger space in the back of the car.

Mia hopped up onto the back of the car, her breasts swaying with the motion, and crooked her finger at Mr. Jackson. He rushed forward and moved to stand between her legs, pressing his bulge against her core. He leaned in and gave her a rough kiss.

Her entire body thrilled. She threaded her fingers through his hair and pulled him closer as he thrust his tongue into her mouth, exploring. Mr. Jackson was a skilled kisser, much better than the fumbling boys she usually dated, and soon she was making little moaning sounds deep in her throat.

He broke off and leaned down to suck one of her large pink nipples into his mouth. Mia arched her back as he began to circle the areola with his tongue, then clamped down on the nipple with his lips, sucking her hard. With his hand he began kneading the other breast, getting it ready for his hot mouth.

She gasped. Desire flooded into her core, and she could feel her panties growing wet under his ministrations.

She slid her hand down between them and unzipped his pants, then shoved them down along with his boxers. His cock sprang out to greet her, bouncing against his stomach. Even in the dim light Mia could see that it was thick and veiny. It looked delicious.

She pushed Mr. Jackson back a couple of steps and dropped to her knees in front of him.

“Mia,” he gasped as she licked around the tip. It was already dripping with pre-come, just for her. She loved giving head, it always made her feel so powerful.

Mia sucked Mr. Jackson into her mouth as far as she could take him, but there was still some cock left after he hit the back of her throat.

She wrapped her small hands around the base of him, jerking him off in time with the movement of her mouth. His fingers gripped her hair so tight it brought tears to her eyes, and she relished the bite of pain. He took over, fucking her face eagerly.

She could feel Mr. Jackson getting close and wondered if he was going to shoot his load into her mouth. Instead he pulled out, groaned her name loudly and covered her bare breasts with his seed. She looked down and watched in delight as the warm ropes slid down her chest and onto her taut abdomen.

“Oh my god Mia,” he gasped. “You have no idea how many times I fantasized about coming on those beautiful tits.”

Mia slid a finger into his cream, scooped a bit up and sucked it into her mouth as she stared at him from her knees. “Yum,” she said saucily, sucking his essence off her finger.

His dick jerked in front of her face, and she was impressed to realize that his recovery time would be quick. “Take off your pants,” he ordered sternly. “Now.”

She shivered at his tone. Mia pushed her jeans to her ankles, kicking them off and standing in front of him in just a tiny red satin thong. It was soaked, so she pulled it off as well. Mr. Jackson’s eyes glowed dark and intense as the pink skin of her bare pussy came into view.

She felt another thrill as she realized that he liked what he saw. Mia would bet money that Mrs. Jackson hadn’t done any landscaping in quite a while.

Without another word he pulled her up by her shoulders and lifted her up into the back of the SUV, sliding her naked ass right to the edge. It put her at the perfect height for his mouth as this time he was the one falling to his knees. She leaned back on her elbows with a delighted giggle to watch what would happen next.

Mr. Jackson looked up at her from between her thighs, then gave her weeping slit one long slow lick.

“Mmm,” he groaned in appreciation. Pulling her legs onto his shoulders, he leaned in and started eating her out like it was his job, sliding his tongue from the bottom to the top, circling her clit, then going back again. With each pass the bristle of his beard scraped along her thighs chafing her deliciously.

“Mr. Jackson,” she gasped. “Oh my god, no one’s ever done that before. It feels so fucking good. Don’t stop.”

He redoubled his efforts, then he inserted one long thick finger into her opening. It slid in easily because she was already so wet, and he soon followed with two more fingers. He pumped in and out of her channel roughly, heightening her arousal, as he flicked her clit over and over again with his clever tongue.

“Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god,” Mia chanted, vibrating beneath him.

Suddenly an orgasm hit her with a strength of a tsunami. “Ahhh!” she screamed. “Mr. Jackson! Holy fuck.”

Her body bowed off the car floor, but Mr. Jackson held her pelvis in place with one strong hand gripping her hip. He kept stroking her as she slowly came down from her orgasm. Her breath finally slowed as oxygen and blood flow returned to her brain.

Mia felt empty as he slid his fingers out of her. She sighed.

“That was incredible,” she told him.

She was sure her sense of wonder was showing on her face. “I swear I blacked out there for a minute. You are so fucking hot Mr. Jackson.”

She struggled to sit up, her body nearly boneless. Mr. Jackson pulled her up against him and gave her another one of his passionate kisses. She could feel his thickness pressing against her bare stomach and knew he was ready to thoroughly fuck her like she had been dreaming about for the past three years.

She slipped her hand down against his hard length. “Ready again so soon?” she asked coyly, licking her lips suggestively. “Whatever shall we do with that thing?”

“You’re a needy little slut, aren’t you?” he asked, his eyes dark. Despite his words, she could tell he was digging how much she wanted him, just like she was digging his dirty talk.

“For you, I am,” Mia said, boldly meeting his eyes. “Now fuck me properly Mr. Jackson.”


Chapter Four



Mr. Jackson roughly shoved her down and flipped her over onto her stomach in one smooth movement. He was so strong and decisive. Mia loved that about him.

He landed one sharp slap on her ass. “Tease.”

“Ooh, are you going to spank me daddy?” she asked, pitching her voice high like a little girl.

He groaned, then grabbed her hips. “Ass up,” he ordered.

She complied, coming to her hands and knees, and he smacked her ass again. Hard.

Smack!

The impact went right to her pussy, and she moaned shamelessly, shoving her ass back to meet his hand.

Smack!

Smack!

He spanked her two more times, once on each cheek, then rubbed his hands on her soft globes, soothing the sting. “Your ass pinks up nicely for my hand,” he growled. “I want to see my handprints on you.”

Smack!

Smack!

She had never been spanked before, even as a girl, but oh my god this was incredible. The pain of his firm taps immediately turned to pleasure before her butt cheek even stopped jigging.

“You want me to fuck you now Mia?” he asked.

Smack!

Smack!

“You know I do Mr. Jackson,” she replied. “I want you to fuck me the way I need to be fucked. I want you so bad.”

Smack!

Smack!

“I’ve wanted you for such a long time,” she gasped. “Please don’t make me wait any longer.”

Firm hands gripped her hips hard enough that she knew there would be a bruise, but she didn’t mind. She liked the idea of him marking her, even if it was in secret. Then all thought flew from her mind as she absorbed the feeling of Mr. Jackson’s long thick cock ramming into her channel, filling her with one long stroke.

She gasped as he bottomed out inside her, his balls hitting her still tingling ass.

“Fuck Mia, you’re so tight,” he growled. “I can feel every inch of your pussy against my cock. It feels incredible.”

Her internal muscles released as she wondered idly what his wife’s vag felt like. Probably loose and saggy, like the woman herself.

Mr. Jackson pulled out slowly, then rammed back into her again. They both moaned at the feeling.

He started pistoning his hips into her, slamming into Mia with such force that she felt her arms collapse. She laid her cheek against the rough carpet of the cargo hold and he lifted her hips higher and resumed his pushing, but at a slower pace. Her nipples were painfully hard against the floor as they slid back and forth with each thrust.

“Mr. Jackson,” she gasped. “Harder. Please, it feels so good. You fill me up so good.”

Spurred on by her words he started pounding into her, his balls slapping against her ass with every thrust. Mia was moaning so loudly she wondered if they could hear her all the way across town.

Mr. Jackson panted and groaned as he rutted into her like a wild animal on one of those nature shows.

Her entire body was on fire. Her heart was pounding like she was running sprints and she could not catch her breath. Her brain emptied of all thought as she focused on one thing: the rough slide of Mr. Jackson’s thick cock in and out of her greedy cunt.

It was the most incredible feeling ever.

“Mia,” he gasped. “I’m not going to last much longer. You’re so fucking hot, and it’s been a long time for me.”

He reached around and pinched her clit, hard. She shrieked as another orgasm hit her. Mia’s entire body was vibrating with the force of it. It seemed to go on and out.

With a shout Mr. Jackson stiffened behind her for a breath before he exploded deep inside her with one long thrust. Mia could feel his warm seed painting the walls of her womb and she wondered idly if she would get pregnant. It gave her a little thrill, imagining herself holding a baby with her blonde hair and Mr. Jackson’s dark eyes.

She had not even thought of asking him to put on a condom, it had not even crossed her mind. In her past sexual experiences, few as they were, the guys had always worn a condom. It felt so different tonight, but she didn’t know if it was the lack of the condom, or the experienced way Mr. Jackson played her body.

When he finished emptying himself inside of her Mr. Jackson collapsed on top of her. He lay panting in her ear as he squished her between his hard body and the cargo floor. Idly she thought she could stay just like this forever.

Gradually they started to shift, awareness coming back to them, reminding them where they were, and what they had done.

Mia knew she should have felt guilty seducing a married man but honestly all she felt was a sense of womanly triumph. She had suspected that Mr. Jackson had wanted her for a long time, and tonight he had shown her that she was correct.

The attraction between them had never been all one-sided, as she sometimes tried to convince herself.

Mia couldn’t believe that she had wasted all that time with fumbling college boys when she could have been with an experienced man who knew how to please her. And Mr. Jackson had definitely pleased her. He had played her body like a fiddle, and likely ruined her for all other men in the future.

She had no doubt that he had enjoyed the experience as much as she had.

A loud beep sounded from the front of the car and Mr. Jackson groaned. “Fuck, that’s my wife,” he said with annoyance. “She’s probably wondering what’s taking me so long to get back home.”

He slid off her back and she felt the loss of his warm bulk.

He didn’t say anything as he found his pants and put them back on. Mia avoided his gaze as she found her own pants and slid into them, shoving her thong into the pocket. It was way too wet to put back on.

She walked slowly around to the front of the car, refastening her bra as she went. She found her shirt in the front seat and slid it over her head. She turned around and realized that Mr. Jackson was right behind her by the passenger side door.

He slid one long finger under her chin, and she met his warm gaze. “Mia,” he whispered. “I know I should regret what we just did, but somehow…well, I just can’t.”

Mia leaned up and kissed him on the cheek. “Thanks for giving me two orgasms Mr. Jackson,” she told him. “You were just as good as I always dreamed you would be.”

He nodded, looking rather proud, then walked around the hood to slide into the driver’s side. He started the car and they both buckled up.

They completed the rest of the short drive to her house in silence. Mr. Jackson pulled into her parents’ driveway and gave her a sad little smile.

She slid out of the car intending to leave before he said something to blow her off, but he stopped her with a hand on her wrist. She looked over her shoulder at him, a question in her eyes.

“God help me Mia, I shouldn’t ask this, but can I see you again?”

Her entire body flushed with pleasure. “I’m babysitting for you again next weekend Mr. Jackson,” she told him. “Maybe you can give me another ride home.”

***

If you liked this book, please consider leave a review on my author page.

Keep reading for a free preview from Josie Bale’.


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


Other Books by Britney Bale



Check out my other books, available now at https://www.amazon.com/author/britneybale :

Hot Wife Happy Life (with Reba Bale)

Hotwife Under the Tree

A Hotwife’s Retreat

Hotwife in the Woods

Hotwife on the Beach

Hotwife for a Bet

Paying for Tuition Series

The Babysitter’s Ride Home

The Babysitter’s First Menage

The Teaching Assistant’s Lesson

The Billionaire’s Assistant

Toys for Grown-Ups Series

Financial Punishment

Menage a Geek

The Marriage Survival Series

Finding His Alpha: A Wife’s First Spanking

Watching His Wife: The First Time Sharing

Exploring His Fantasy: A First Time Gay Ménage

Standalones:

Share Me: A Cheating Husband’s Punishment

The Ride of My Life

Shafted

Hello, Sexy Stranger

Santa’s Sexy Secret

The Christmas Swap

SecretsBusted

Want to keep up on all the new releases, giveaways, and special sales? Subscribe to Britney Bale’s newsletter at or follow me on Amazon at .


About Britney Bale



Britney Bale loves writing quick smutty stories about characters who experience punishment, humiliation, sex with strangers, or other activities on the non-vanilla side of life. When Britney is not writing she is reading the same naughty stories she likes to write – one handed. 😉

You can be the first to know about new release by following Britney on Amazon at https://www.amazon.com/author/britneybale. Happy reading!
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