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About This Book



His legs don’t work, but that doesn’t mean other body parts don’t…

Kathleen is ecstatic when she gets the most coveted work study job on campus: personal assistant for the university’s biggest donor, Mr. Adams. The job comes with an unusual dress code, but it sure beats working in the library.

Confined to a wheelchair, Mr. Adams is a reclusive billionaire who hires a new female student every year to be a “girl Friday” helping with administrative work and light housekeeping. The handsome older man is a very strict boss, and he doesn’t tolerate any misbehavior.

Kathleen soon learns that failing to obey his rules will result in humiliating punishments, while good performance comes with an unexpected bonus – one that will leave her screaming for more.

Being a good girl is quite satisfying!

“The Billionaire’s Assistant” is the fourth book in the “Paying for Tuition” series. This steamy standalone story features a curvy young college student, a stern billionaire with a firm hand, and a job where “other duties as assigned” takes on a whole new meaning.

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 Billionaire’s Assistant” 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



“Good news Kathleen, you’ve been selected for one of our best work study jobs.”

I looked at my financial aid advisor curiously. “What is it?”

“Have you heard of Daniel Adams?”

“Sure, he’s the billionaire that the library is named after, right?”

“That’s right,” my advisor said, giving me a smile. “He’s an alumnus of the college and he’s been a very generous donor over the years. In addition to his financial support, he also offers a job to one lucky senior every year. This year, that’s you.”

“Wow. What’s the job?” I asked.

“Personal assistant. You see, Mr. Adams is in a wheelchair and requires some assistance with things like answering correspondence, answering phones, getting coffee, filing, and light cleaning.”

“Don’t I have to interview or something?”

She shook her head. “No, we sent your picture and resume to Mr. Adams, and he’s interested in hiring you if you agree to his employment contract.”

“What’s an employment contract?” I asked.

“It’s pretty standard when you work with someone of Mr. Adams’ stature. It will outline your duties, your salary, and the terms of a confidentiality agreement.”

“What’s the pay?”

“Mr. Adams will talk to you about that, but I can tell you that previous assistants have made more than double what we pay for people to work in the offices here. Most girls would die for this job. He’s expecting you today at two o’clock if you’re interested.”

She slid over a sticky note with an address on it.

“Sure, of course, that sounds great. Thank you for considering me.”

I looked down at my outfit. I had a class in a few minutes and by the time it was done, I wouldn’t have time to change clothes before I went to Mr. Adams’ house. But since my advisor said I already had the job, I guessed it would be OK to go over there in jeans and a university t-shirt.

A few hours later I drove up to the gates of an honest-to-God mansion. I couldn’t believe how huge the place was. I pressed the button on the gate and a disembodied gate told me to drive up to the circular drive. I did as instructed, then got out of the car, looking around curiously. I wasn’t poor or anything, I came from a middle class family, but I’d never seen wealth like this outside of TV shows.

A man in a fancy suit answered the door when I knocked. “Ms. Swift? I’m Gary Benson, Mr. Adams’ attorney. Come on in. Mr. Adams is waiting for us in his office.”

The lawyer led me through an ornate foyer and down the hall to a large office. Floor to ceiling windows took up two of the walls, making the space light and airy. In the center of the space was a large oak desk with a laptop, some papers, and a coffee cup.

But it was the man behind the desk that caught my attention. The man was older, probably in his late forties or early fifties, with thick dark hair streaked with silver. His square chin was clean shaven, his lips firm beneath his sharp nose. He had intense looking brown eyes that caught mine. He gave me the hint of a smile.

“Hello Kathleen, I’m Mr. Adams. How do you do?”

“Hello sir,” I said, walking over to shake his hand. My eyes widened as I stepped closer and noticed his thick biceps straining against his tailored white shirt. Mr. Adams might be disabled, but he clearly worked out.

His gaze traveled from my head to my feet, taking in my battered running shoes, faded jeans, t-shirt, and my light blonde hair pulled up in a messy bun. His brows lowered in disapproval. “This is how you dress for a meeting?” he asked, his tone mild.

“I’m sorry,” I rushed to explain. “I had a class right after I heard about the job, and I could either be here on time or go home and change. I chose to be on time.”

He nodded.

“Let’s review the confidentiality agreement and employment contract, and then we can tell you more about the job. How does that sound?”

“Fine, thank you.”

I sat in the chair he pointed to, and the attorney started reviewing the employment contract. He droned on at length about confidentiality and job duties, and honestly I kind of spaced out until he got to the dress code.

“You will wear a skirt every day,” Gary read from the document. The skirt must be at minimum one inch above the knee, but Mr. Adams has a preference for shorter if possible.”

I sat up. “What?”

The lawyer repeated what he’d just read and added, “No bra shall be worn on the premises, and shirts must be form fitting to highlight the chest area.”

“I’m sorry, are you saying I’m supposed to dress like a hooker?”

Gary started to respond, but Mr. Adams interrupted. “You were selected for this job based in part on your appearance Kathleen. I rarely leave the house and I have particular tastes. Previous girls were more than happy to dress to please me in exchange for a generous hourly pay and bonus system, but you are welcome to decline the position if you are not comfortable.”

“It’s just that, well…” I felt a flush rise up my cheeks. “I’m pretty well-endowed.”

“Yes, I noticed that, and it factored into your selection. Are you declining the job, or shall we continue?”

“Um, let’s continue.”

“Here is your list of regular duties. In exchange for working three hours a day, Monday through Friday, you will be paid $1,000 a week in base pay, or a little over $66 an hour. In addition, optional tasks outside of this list will be paid at $200 per task, and performance bonuses will be offered strictly at Mr. Adams’ discretion including a bonus of no less than ten thousand dollars if you successfully work through the end of May.”

I gasped. Sixty-six dollars an hour plus a year-end bonus of ten thousand bucks? That hourly wage was more than four times what I made last year working in the library. I could wear whatever outfit the old pervert wanted for $1,000 a week. And ten thousand dollars at graduation would really help me out.

“The final section outlines the consequences for failing to perform your stated duties,” the lawyer continued. “Poor performance will be judged by Mr. Adams and punishment will be handled accordingly. This may include verbal reprimand, corporal punishment, humiliation, and/or termination of employment. Do you understand these terms?”

“Sure, sure,” I said, not really listening. I was still fixated on that thousand dollar a week paycheck.

“Very well, sign here.”

I scribbled my name without reading the document. I figured the attorney had explained it all.

Mr. Adams gave me a smile that made me shiver. “Very well Kathleen. I’ll see you here tomorrow at two p.m. and please remember to dress appropriately.”


Chapter Two



Iwas surprisingly nervous as I pulled up to my first day of work with Mr. Adams. Remembering his requirements, I was wearing a skirt that hit me just above the knee, as well as a fitted tank top with an open blouse over it. Looking around to make sure no one was around, I reached under my tank and removed my bra, putting it in the console between the seats. There was no way I was going around without it when I was in public.

When I rang the bell, an older woman opened the door. She introduced herself as Mary and explained that she was the housekeeper, and her husband Bob was the gardener and also served as a chauffeur on the rare occasions that Mr. Adams left the house. Just like yesterday, Mr. Adams was seated behind the desk.

He looked up and his sharp eyes assessed my outfit. “You can put that blouse in the closet with your bag. Just the tank will be fine.”

I started to argue, then reminded myself I was making sixty-six dollars an hour. Honestly, I would probably consider working topless for that.

The next three hours passed quickly. I helped Mr. Adams with some filing, prepared some envelopes for the delivery service to pick up, and dusted the bookshelves that lined one wall. Most of the time Mr. Adams seemed absorbed in his work, but every once in a while I would catch him staring at my unrestrained breasts bouncing under my tank. Once I looked back from dusting the bottom shelf to see him staring at my ass. My skirt was just long enough to cover me, but I had the sense he was hoping to get a peek underneath.

My suspicion was confirmed at the end of my shift when I asked if he needed anything else before I left.

“Yes, your panties please.”

“Huh?”

“Please remove your panties and leave them with me Kathleen.” Mr. Adams’ voice was low and authoritative, and I shivered.

“I’ll just go to the bathroom and…”

“Remove them here,” he ordered.

My face flushed with embarrassment, but I complied, wanting to see what might happen next. Maybe this was some kind of a test. It was too bad Mr. Adams was in a wheelchair because for an older guy, he was hot as hell. I reached under my skirt, moving slowly to avoid flashing him, and shimmied out of my plain white panties. Folding them neatly, I walked over to his desk, expecting him to tell me never mind, but instead he held out one large palm. I dropped the panties into his hand, and he immediately pulled them up to his nose, sniffing deeply. I felt dampness flood my now bare pussy.

“Very nice,” he said, putting the panties into his shirt pocket. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

The rest of the week flew by. I found that I worked really well with Mr. Adams, and there were no other requests made about my panties. I couldn’t decide whether I was happy or sad about that.

On Monday I was a little late for work.

“You’re late,” Mr. Adams said disapprovingly as I rushed into his office, breathless.

“Yeah, sorry,” I said breezily. “There was traffic.”

I was totally lying, there was no traffic. I’d been talking to a friend and lost track of time. Mr. Adams sent me a hard look, as if he could tell I was lying.

“You’ll be punished for your tardiness at the end of your shift.”

“I was only ten minutes late,” I protested.

One dark eyebrow raised. There was so much command in that one eyebrow that I felt my panties dampen.

When he didn’t say anything else I said, “I’ll get to work now then.” I spent the entirety of my shift wondering what my punishment would be. I couldn’t even imagine. Five o’clock came quickly and as I finished up the last of my filing I felt Mr. Adams’ eyes on me.

“Come over here Kathleen,” he said. “It’s time for your punishment.”

I walked over to his desk, looking at him curiously.

“You’ll remove your panties and lay face down over the desk please.”

I gaped as he pointed to the side of the desk. I realized that he’d cleared off the surface while I was distracted with the filing cabinet.

“What?”

“If I ask you again Kathleen you will find your punishment will be substantially worse.”

I removed my panties and not knowing what to do with them, I set them on a chair. I walked over to the desk and slowly lowered my body onto the shiny surface. Mr. Adams rolled over closer to me, and I felt cold air hit my ass as he pulled my skirt up to my waist.

“Um, what are you doing?” I asked in a quiet voice.

“Spanking you,” he said matter-of-factly. “Surely you’ve been spanked before?”

“No.”

“Ah well, this will be a special experience then.” He chuckled like I was entertaining him.

Before I had time to process anything else, I felt him bring his large hand down on my ass cheek in a hard slap.

Thwack!

I gasped as pain spread over my butt cheek.

Thwack!

“Ow!” I yelped as I felt my flesh depress with the strength of that second slap. I had the thought that he probably had a close up view of my jiggly ass and bumpy cellulite, but then he started spanking me in earnest and every other thought flew out of my head.

Thwack!

Thwack!

“You will be on time every day,” he ordered.

Thwack!

Thwack!

“You will not question my orders.”

Thwack!

Thwack!

Each spank of my ass heated my flesh more. The pain was getting worse as Mr. Adams spanked every inch of my ass with his firm hand. My eyes filled with tears, but I couldn’t say whether it was from the spanking or the humiliation of my boss sitting so close to my naked ass and spanking me like I was a naughty child.

Thwack!

Thwack!

The next few hits were focused on that area where my ass met my thighs, and I cried out with each smack.

Thwack!

Thwack!

Thwack!

After several more rapid slaps it was finally over. Mr. Adams rubbed his hands over my aggrieved flesh. “Your ass is red with my handprints,” he said with deep satisfaction in his voice. “It’s beautiful.”

Suddenly he squeezed both cheeks hard. The pressure made me yell out and he chuckled softly. “OK, now you may stand in the corner for ten minutes, the exact amount of time you stole from me by being late.”

I leaned up on my elbows. “The corner?”

He pointed to the corner behind his desk. “Now Kathleen.”

I pushed myself up and as I stood my skirt fell off. Mr. Adams reached over and rolled it up around my waist to keep my ass bare then pointed towards the corner again. I walked stiffly towards the corner and turned to face the point where the two walls met.

I stiffened as I heard footsteps coming towards the office. Sensing my movement, Mr. Adams growled, “Be still!”

I heard a feminine laugh behind me. “Oh, I see someone’s been a bad girl then, huh?” Mary laughed and I felt my face redden in humiliation. “I’m surprised it took so long.”

Mr. Adams laughed. “Yeah, they usually get a spanking by the second day.”

“That’s what you get for hiring flighty college students,” she told him.

“Yeah but look at that ass.”

I squirmed in embarrassment knowing that they were both staring at my generous curves. Finally, I heard Mary leave and after ten interminably long minutes I heard the timer go off on Mr. Adams’ phone. “OK Kathleen, your time is up. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

I turned around to see he was already back working on something on his computer, totally ignoring me. I grabbed my panties and my bag and rushed out, telling myself I would not be back. I was lying though. The truth was that I liked working for Mr. Adams and even though the spanking had been humiliating, part of me hadn’t minded at all. In fact, when I stopped in the bathroom to put my panties back on I realized that my pussy was wet.


Chapter Three



The rest of the week passed without incident, and I’d almost forgotten about the spanking until the following Wednesday. I had another problem though: I had developed a crush on my boss. He was so handsome and assertive that I’d begun to fantasize about him at night when I was alone, imagining that after he spanked me he stood up from his wheelchair and fucked me from behind.

I’d arrive in a new skirt. I only had a few skirts to start with, so after I received my paycheck on Friday I’d gone shopping to add more to my wardrobe. On a whim I purchased a short plaid skirt. I wore it Wednesday, paired with a form-fitting white blouse that I tied at the waist. I totally looked like one of the naughty schoolgirl characters I’d seen in porn movies.

I could tell that Mr. Adams thought the same, because his eyes had widened and darkened as he’d examined my outfit.

“Your skirts are getting shorter and tighter I see,” he remarked with an arrogant smirk. “Do you like dressing to please me? Were you hoping to turn me on?”

I blushed but answered honestly. “Yes.”

He nodded. “What would you do if I asked you to suck my fat cock?” he asked, his tone completely neutral, as if he were asking me to get him a cup of coffee.

My eyes dropped to his waist.

“My legs don’t work, but the rest of my body is fully functional,” he added, clearly guessing at my thoughts. “Fully functional.”

I walked closer, and he rolled away from the desk. He pointed towards the floor in front of him. “On your knees Kathleen.”

A thrill ran through my body, and I obeyed without hesitation, dropping to the floor in front of him. My heart was hammering in my chest as I waited for further instruction. Mr. Adams was hot as hell. I’d been dreaming about sucking him off for days.

“Open your shirt and let me see your tits,” Mr. Adams ordered.

I met his dark eyes, and slowly unbuttoned my shirt, pulling it apart so my large breasts were clearly visible.

He looked down and inhaled deeply. “Beautiful. Now touch your breasts. Pinch them nice and hard.”

I rolled my fingers around my nipples, pulling and pinching them the way I liked until they were rigid and swollen. My panties grew damp as I watched Mr. Adams watch me playing with my breasts.

I heard a zipper and realized that he was opening his pants. His cock popped out and bounced up against his dress shirt. Mr. Adams was huge, his thick veiny cock swollen and hard. I licked my lips.

“Suck it.”

I lowered my head and started by circling my tongue around the tip of his cock a few times, tracing the mushroom head. Mr. Adams adjusted his pants, opening them more, and I reached in and pulled his balls above the fabric, cupping them in my palms as I took more of his cock into my mouth.

He was so big my mouth had to stretch painfully wide, and I knew there was no way I could get all of him into my mouth without choking, but I was determined to try. I swallowed as much as I could and began to move back and forth on his cock.

“Yes, just like that,” Mr. Adams growled. “Christ, you’re good at that.”

I felt myself flush with pleasure. I’d had a few boyfriends who’d been very vocal about what made a good blow job, and I’d learned a few ways to please a man. I pulled almost all the way off Mr. Adams, then ran the tip of my tongue along the little slit at the end of his cock, tasting the salty sweet taste of his pre-cum.

Mr. Adams groaned and slid his fingers into my hair, pulling almost painfully. He held my head between his large hands and used his hold on me to start fucking my mouth.

Back and forth, back and forth, he pulled me forward, forcing me to take him more deeply, before pushing me back. Every time he hit the back of my throat he cut off my air for a moment. I held onto his thighs for balance, gripping him tightly with my nails as he hammered into my mouth. I could feel drool moving down my chin.

“I’m close,” he grunted.

I hollowed out my cheeks, giving him suction and he groaned my name. Suddenly he pulled out of my mouth, giving himself one long hard stroke with his own hand, and then he released his seed over my breasts. In several long spurts he painted my breasts and with his warm cum. It dripped over my nipples and down to my stomach in long streams of fluid.

When he was done, he stared at his handiwork with a look of satisfaction. “Beautiful.”

He tucked himself back into his pants and turned back towards his computer, clearly dismissing me. I stood up on shaky legs, my hands going to my buttons. He stopped me with a sharp slap on the outside of my thigh. “Leave it open. I want to admire my work.”

He reached over and handed me a stack of papers, suddenly all business-like again. “These need to be filed please.”

I worked the rest of the day with my blouse open, my sticky breasts swinging in the air. At one point Mary came in to ask if we wanted to have some coffee but if she noticed the cum stains on my naked breasts she didn’t say anything. I guess that’s why Mr. Adams liked her so much; she was quite discreet, and nothing seemed to faze her.

It was the end of the shift before Mr. Adams spoke to me again. He’d been on a conference call for about half my shift, and frowning over emails the rest of the time, but every few minutes his eyes would travel to the stickiness of my breasts, and he would indulge in a satisfied smile.

“You getting ready to go?” he asked, as he saw me gathering up my things.

“Yes, it’s after five o’clock. Do you need anything else before I leave?” I couldn’t help it, my eyes dropped towards his lap, and I licked my lips.

One dark eyebrow raised. “You did well today Kathleen, thank you for your…work. I’ll see you tomorrow.”


Chapter Four



After sucking Mr. Adams off I came in the next day half expecting that he’d expect a blow job every day, but things were totally back to normal. Well, normal for this particular job. I worked around his office, cleaning and doing clerical work, dutifully wearing a short skirt and no bra under my blouse but I didn’t catch him staring at my tits even once.

I became completely obsessed with the blow job I’d given him. He seemed to enjoy it, but maybe he didn’t like it as much as I thought? Before the day I fell to my knees for him, it seemed like Mr. Adams was always staring at me or “accidentally” brushing his hand against my breast or ass. But not anymore.

Every time I changed clothes I would stare at my figure in the mirror, wondering if Mr. Adams didn’t find me attractive anymore. I mean, I couldn’t understand why. Sure, I was a little on the curvier side, but I wore it well. I had a classic hourglass figure, and everything was still perky since I was so young.

I couldn’t figure out why Mr. Adams seemed so disinterested all of a sudden. As one week bled into another, I turned into a horny mess. I was wearing my vibrator out on a nightly basis, imagining that the vibrating silicone cock was really Mr. Adams pounding into me. But my vibrator was a poor replacement.

I was so turned on the entire time I was working that it felt painful to walk. I had lady blue balls every day, my clit throbbing with unrequited need as I constantly pressed my thighs together in a vain effort to relieve the pressure.

Finally, I couldn’t take it anymore. I devised a plan to get Mr. Adams’ attention.

I came to work wearing that short plaid skirt I’d worn the day he’d asked me to suck him off. I paired it with my roommate’s white blouse, which was a size too small. The blouse gapped across my chest just enough to allow peeks of my breasts between the fabric. I braided my hair into two braids, one on each side of my head. And, for the final touch, I decided to forego underwear altogether.

I flounced into work five minutes late on purpose. Mr. Adams was on a call when I got there, so I grabbed the feather duster and started dusting the shelves, paying extra attention to the lowest shelf. I bent over to reach, feeling the cool air on my ass, and knowing that I was giving Mr. Adams a peek at my ass cheeks.

I knew the exact moment Mr. Adams realized what I was doing. He made a kind of choking noise and said, “Bob. I have to call you back,” then hung up the phone.

“Kathleen.” His voice was dark and ominous. “Come here please.”

I glided over in front of his desk, subtly pushing my arms against the side of my breasts to enhance my cleavage. I stopped in front of him and looked out from beneath my eyelashes, giving him my most sultry look. “Yes Mr. Adams?”

“What’s going on here?” he asked, waving his hand up and down to gesture to my attire.

“I don’t know what you mean,” I said, my voice unusually high and breathy.

He studied me for a long moment, then smiled. “Are you feeling neglected Kathleen?”

I met his gaze. “Maybe a little. What happened last week…I thought you liked it.”

His eyes burned darkly. “Yes, I enjoyed it immensely.”

“Then why…why haven’t you touched me again?”

“You are a needy little slut, aren’t you?” He seemed pleased, and I wondered if his ignoring me the last week was some kind of a test.

“Answer me!” he barked, and I jumped.

“I’m a needy little slut for you…sir.”

He growled, honest to God growled. “Get over here!”

I moved around the desk eagerly. Maybe too eagerly.

“Do you know what happens to filthy little girls that try to manipulative men? They get their asses spanked.” He closed his laptop and shoved it in the drawer with the rest of the papers on his desk. “Take off the skirt and get on the desk. Now.”

I rushed to take off my skirt, noting how his eyes went right to my clean shaven pussy. I laid down on the desk like I did the first time he spanked me, resting my chest against the smooth surface, and making a pillow with my hands where I could rest my chin. A rush of cold air hit my naked bottom and I shivered.

His hand came down hard and without warning.

Thwack!

Maybe it was my imagination, but it seemed to smart more than it had last time.

Thwack!

Thwack!

He started raining down a steady stream of blows, each hard enough to flatten my flesh at impact and send heat through my skin. At the same time, I was getting turned on by it. Pain and pleasure melded in my mind, and I began lifting my ass to meet his firm hand.

Thwack!

Thwack!

Mr. Adams stopped suddenly, sliding one long finger down to explore my slit. I was soaking wet, wet enough that my cream was dripping down my thighs, and there was no way I could hide it from him.

“I think you like the pain, don’t you?”

He hit me again, harder this time.

Thwack!

Thwack!

“Answer me! Do you get off on pain, little slut?”

Thwack!

“Yes,” I cried as he began to hit me harder and faster. One strike blended into another, and I felt tears start to fall as Mr. Adams made sure not one single inch of my ass was left unscathed.

Thwack!

Thwack!

Thwack!

He moved his attention to the space where my thighs met my butt, walloping me good there.

Thwack!

Thwack!

“When I’m done with you, you won’t sit for a week,” he barked.

Thwack!

Thwack!

All of my attention was solely focused on the steady strikes from Mr. Adams’ large hands. The pain increased, but so did the pleasure. My skin was burning with heat, and I knew he was marking my skin.

Thwack!

Thwack!

Mr. Adams finally stopped, and the room fell silent except for the soft sobs coming from my mouth and the heavy breathing from my boss. I lay totally still, drained.

He rolled his chair behind my legs without a word. The zipper opening behind me sounded loud in the room, and large hands came to my hips, dragging me backwards until only the top of my body was on the desk.

Mr. Adams move his hands down to my ass roughly, and I cried out. He pinched one cheek painfully hard.

“Quiet!”

Grabbing a handful of ass in each palm, he spread my ass cheeks apart and without another word, pulled me down onto his cock. I gasped and stiffened as I felt that monster cock shove into my tight channel. Thank God I was dripping wet with arousal, or it would have hurt even more. Even still, it felt like he was ripping me in half.

Mr. Adams paused for about thirty seconds as I tried to get my breath back. I was half sitting on his lap, half laying on the desk, his hands like steel bands on the outside of my hips. He began bouncing me up and down on his cock, roughly pounding in and out of me, using me like some kind of a blow-up doll. I loved it.

Up and down, up and down, his pace was so hard and fast I couldn’t keep up. I just gave into it, letting him move my body however he wanted. It was hot as hell.

Mr. Adams shifted me so that he with every stroke he dragged against a spot deep inside of me that made my eyes cross.

“Oh my God! Mr. Adams, sir, I’m going to come!”

I’d barely got the words out before my entire body stiffened. My toes curled in my shoes, my breathing paused, and I opened my mouth wide in a silent scream as an orgasm tore through my body. It was the best orgasm of my life. It went on and on as Mr. Adams continued to plunder me with his giant cock.

I heard a grunt behind me, and his movements slowed as Mr. Adams succumbed to his own orgasm. He pumped into me once, twice, three times as he released his hot cum deep into my womb, claiming me.

When he was done he pulled me to seated position and I leaned my back against his chest, his softening cock still deep inside my pussy. His breath was harsh and rough in my ear as we both recovered.

Finally, he tapped my hip with a sharp slap. “Time to get back to work,” he growled.

I slid off him slowly and found my skirt. As I pulled it over my hips Mr. Adams tucked himself back into his pants and gave me a smile.

“Remind me to give you a bonus Kathleen.”

***
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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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