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Follow Me!



Get Britney’s Newsletter!

Hey smut lover, did you know that Britney has more great books? Follow her at https://www.amazon.com/author/britneybale to keep up to date on all the new releases!


About This Book



What happens when the people who make your pleasure toys decide to let their hair down?

Toys for Grown-Ups is the leading national retailer for adult activities. But even toy developers need downtime, so CEO Robert Calloway decides to take his team to the mountains for a team-building retreat. One that will have plenty of time for fun…

Elaine Robertson feels like the lone voice of reason in her company. As the chief financial officer, she’s more worried about audits and spreadsheets than testing new products or soaking in the hot tub. And she certainly doesn’t intend to get wild with her crazy coworkers!

When her boss forces her to attend the weekend retreat over her objections, Elaine throws a tantrum. Unfortunately for her, Robert knows just the way to respond to a tantrum – and it starts with a trip over his knee. Will a good hard spanking help Elaine relax and enjoy her weekend away?

“Financial Punishment” is part of the Toys for Grown-Ups series. This steamy story is a standalone with a happy ending.

The book includes explicit spanking scenes and sexual activity between consenting adults. It is intended for mature audiences only.

Be sure to check out a free preview of “Spanking Justice: A Middle-Aged Divorcee’s First Spanking” at the end of this book!


Prologue



E-Mail

TO: All Staff

FROM: Robert Calloway, President & CEO, Toys for Grown-Ups

Hello Toys for Grown-Ups team!

I’m pleased to announce that we will be sponsoring an all-staff team-building retreat next month. The leadership team is looking forward to spending this time with you to build rapport, strengthen our teams, brainstorm for new ideas and most importantly, relax and have fun!

The retreat is mandatory. We understand that for some of you a weekend event may be inconvenient and ask that you make whatever arrangements are needed to ensure that you attend. You will, of course, be compensated for your time during scheduled activities.

Here are the deets about this super fun event:

Dates: The retreat will begin at 10:00 a.m. Friday February 7 and end at 3:00 p.m. Sunday February 9th

Location: We’ve rented out the entire Timber Pines Retreat Center in Timberdale for our exclusive use. Timber Pines features a variety of entertainment options including hiking, hot tubs, biking, game room, gym, spa, on-site movie theater and more. Click here to view their website.

Transportation: Buses will pick you up from the office on Friday and bring you back on Sunday. Timber Pines is about a 90-minute drive from here.

Accommodations: Each employee will have a private room or cabin at the center; please note that most rooms have shared bathrooms. Human Resources will contact you with your room assignment.

Meals: All meals will be included and served at scheduled times in the resort dining room buffet style. Snacks and beverages will also be provided, including a full selection of alcohol. We expect you to know your limits and drink responsibly.

Dress: Please dress comfortably. We suggest jeans, yoga pants and workout gear, comfortable shoes and of course your swimsuit for the hot tub. Sweaters or jackets are recommended as the resort is at a higher elevation and may be chilly at night. We may even have some snow – fingers crossed!

Activities: Activities will be scheduled throughout the day and early evening Friday and Saturday, and Sunday morning before our departure. A full schedule will be provided at departure. Expect team building and get-to-know-you activities as well as time to pitch new product ideas and discuss marketing. There will also be ample free time for you to avail yourself of the facilities, enjoy your co-workers, and test out our new line of sex toys. We’ll supply condoms and lube.


Chapter One



Elaine Robertson glared at her computer screen, her brown eyes flashing in disbelief. A weekend teambuilding retreat! What the hell? A retreat during the workday was annoying enough, but she certainly had no interest in spending an entire weekend with her coworkers. The whole idea sounded like a frivolous waste of time and money.

As the controller and chief financial officer at Toys for Grown-Ups Elaine was used to being the sole voice of reason among her fun-loving coworkers. She was a Certified Public Accountant with a master’s in business administration for cripe’s sake, she was paid to be serious and responsible with money.

Her employer Toys for Grown-Ups was the premiere adult toy store in the country. With both online and physical stores, Toys for Grown-Ups had cornered the market on adult toys in both the United States and Canada. They sold everything a person needed to get off and get their kink on, including vibrators, handcuffs, whips, sex swings, anal plugs, edible underwear, videos and everything in between.

When Elaine got her MBA from Stanford, she never imagined that she would end up in such an unusual industry. She had been recruited for the job by a headhunter and could not turn down the generous salary and profit-sharing plan. Toys for Grown-Ups wasn’t a Fortune 500 company, but then again, the rules of accounting and finance were the same no matter what the business specialized in.

The retreat was definitely a problem. Elaine was in the middle of getting ready for their annual independent audit. She didn’t have time to go play in the mountains and talk about sex toys. Since she didn’t work in product development, she was sure her boss would let her off the hook.

Unfortunately, she was wrong.

“I’m sorry Elaine,” her boss Robert had told her when she went down to his office to explain why she couldn’t come. “This event is mandatory for all staff. Everyone from the receptionist to the janitor is expected to come. No exceptions. Besides, it’ll be good for you to loosen up and relax with your coworkers and get to know them a little better. You spend way too much time in that office of yours.”

“But Robert,” she argued. “It’s audit season. I have way too much to do to get ready.”

“The audit can wait three days,” he had responded, his tone brooking no argument. “And a break will help you refresh and focus on the audit more when you get back.”

She tried to bring it up two more times in the next few weeks and was immediately shut down by her boss. There was no way around it, she would have to suck it up and go.

On the first day of the retreat Elaine was lined up in the parking lot waiting her turn to get on the bus, a roller suitcase gripped tightly in one hand, her laptop bag in the other. She tapped her toe impatiently as people straggled onto the bus.

“Hey Lainey!” Elaine gritted her teeth as Seth Grossman, their chief product designer, sidled up to her with a smirk.

“I’ve told you, I prefer Elaine,” she bit back.

Seth ignored her snipe. “This is gonna be a fun weekend, huh? We’ve all been looking forward to this.”

“Not me,” Elaine sniped. “I don’t have time for nonsense I have real work to do.”

“Team building is real work,” she startled as she heard her boss’s deep voice behind her. “And why are you dressed like that?”

Seth faded from sight as Elaine turned around to respond to Robert. He looked hot and irritated and she felt a flush of excitement. She subtly pressed her thighs together to relieve the sudden flush of arousal in her pussy.

The fact is that Elaine had always been attracted to Robert. He had that silver fox thing going on. He was tall and broad shouldered and fit, with thick black hair liberally streaked with silver and bright blue eyes. He was dressed casually in faded jeans that hugged his muscular thighs lovingly, a blue plaid shirt left open over a lighter blue t-shirt and well-worn hiking boots.

She looked down at herself in confusion. “What’s wrong with my outfit?”

As usual she wore what she thought of as her work “uniform”: a fitted pencil skirt, button up blouse and black pumps. Robert’s eyes slid down up her body, taking in her slim calves, ample hips, small waist, and generous breasts pushing against the buttons of her blouse.

His gaze lingered for a moment on her lips and Elaine shivered, biting her bottom lip. His eyes snapped back up to hers.

“You’re dressed for an IRS audit Elaine, not a relaxing weekend.”

“I don’t have time to relax,” she snapped. “You know that I have a lot of work to do.”

Robert narrowed his eyes. “You had better get that attitude under control before we get to Timber Pines, and I expect you to fully participate this weekend,” he told her firmly. “I don’t want to have to punish you. But I will if I have to.”


Chapter Two



“All right team, welcome to the Timber Pines Retreat Center. I hope you enjoyed lunch. Now it’s time for our opening activity!”

Robert looked around, smiling at the group crowded around the tables in the dining room.

“We’re going to make the first activity an easy one: two truths and a lie,” he informed them. “You know the rules, I’m sure. Everyone can play at their table, then we ask that you find at least one other person and do something fun of your choosing. We’ll meet back here at 5:00 for some product development brainstorming.”

Elaine sighed loudly. The bus ride had been interminably long. She had tried to get some work done by balancing her laptop on her knees, but between the lurching of the bus and the constant chattering around her, she had gotten very little done. That was 90 minutes of her life she would never get back.

When they arrived at the retreat, she had hurried to her little cabin, breathing a sigh of relief at escaping her coworkers. The only good thing about this whole thing was that she was one of the lucky ones who had gotten one of the private cabins that ringed the retreat center. That meant that she had more space, more quiet and also a private bathroom. Thank god, the last thing she wanted to do was have to engage in pointless small talk on her way back from the shower in the morning.

As she struggled to open the sticking lock to her cabin, she noticed Robert and Collin, the Chief Operating Officer, walking by, heading towards the larger cabins at the end of the row. While most of the cabins were one room with an attached bath, she had seen on the resort website that there were two larger cabins with two bedrooms and a separate living area. It made sense that the two top executives at Toys for Grown-Ups would get the best cabins.

She settled in and worked in her quiet little cabin for a couple of hours, completely skipping the group lunch. No one would notice, she figured. There were about fifty staff in attendance, one less person would not be too obvious.

She worked in her room right up until 1:00 when the after-lunch activity was scheduled. She snuck in the side door and looked around uncomfortably. Everyone was grouped around tables, talking and laughing.

Elaine realized with a pang that she really didn’t have friends at work. It made it hard to decide where to sit, especially since it was more obvious than she thought it would be that she had skipped the luncheon. She had slid into a chair at a nearby table, joining two women from marketing, two guys from product development and some guy that she thought worked in IT.

They greeted her cautiously. Apparently her stand-offish reputation preceded her.

The “Two Truths and a Lie” game started. The others at the table took turns listing three things while the others guessed which one was a lie. Elaine didn’t participate, choosing instead to stare into space and make her mental “to do” list. She saw her table mates giving her the side eye and looking at each other in silent conversation about her, but she ignored it. She was the last one to go.

“OK Elaine, I guess you actually have to talk to us now,” one of the women from marketing chuckled. Elaine thought her name was Lacey. Or maybe Lisa?

Elaine looked around the table then said in an annoyed voice, “I’m having fun. I wish I were analyzing the year-end reports right now. I hate retreats. Guess which one is a lie.”

Her table companions all frowned. “You could at least try to participate Elaine,” Lacey/Lisa chastised her. “It won’t kill you to get off your high horse and talk to the little people.”

Elaine felt someone’s gaze on her and looked up to see Robert standing near the table, looking annoyed. “I think you can do better than that Elaine,” he growled, his eyes hard. “Go again.”

“I don’t want to. This is stupid!”

She knew she was being a bitch, but somehow she couldn’t help it. She felt uncomfortable and out of place here in the group. She preferred solitude. She preferred to be working.

“That’s okay Robert, let her go,” Lacey/Lisa said. “We’ll have more fun without her bringing us down with her negative attitude.”

“Oh great, I’ll be going then,” Elaine said, perking up. She jumped up and started to move away from the table, when she felt a large hand come down on her shoulder, stopping her. Robert.

“Elaine, I want to see you in my office in one hour, don’t be late!” Robert’s voice was dark and dangerous, and she felt a shiver of unease. Maybe she should have dialed it down a bit.

“Your office?” she asked him in confusion. “What office?”

“I have an office in my cabin. It’s cabin number ten,” he answered. “Be there at three o’clock sharp.”

She nodded meekly and went to find the restroom. After lingering as long as she thought she could, she returned to the dining room, surprised to see most of the staff had gone. She moved to the snack table to grab some food and a can of coke since she had missed lunch.

“Where did everyone go?” she asked someone who was helping himself to a cup of trail mix.

“We have a couple hours of free time,” the guys told her. “Everyone is hanging out and having fun.”

She nodded and headed towards the lobby of the retreat center. She heard loud peals of laughter and stuck her head into the room off to the side, curious. Someone had set up one of the company’s sex swings, hanging it from one of the overhead beams.

Lacey/Lisa was in the swing, legs wide but thankfully fully dressed, while a guy from order fulfillment teased her over her clothes with a giant blue vibrator. Elaine’s eyes widened as the guy moved the vibrator around their coworker’s breasts, the movement bunching her shirt up a bit, revealing a tone midriff.

“That tickles,” Lacey/Lisa squealed as she swayed back and forth in the swing.

“The Blue Thunder is a powerhouse,” Order Fulfillment Guy said in a deep voice. “One of our best sellers too. Wait until you feel it on your clit, you’ll come in about ten seconds.”

Elaine gasped, drawing their attention to her.

“Speaking of people who need to get laid,” Lacey/Lisa said meanly, shooting her a glare. “Did you come in here to kill our fun Elaine?”

Elaine backed up and hurried out of the room without responding.

She hustled past the large hot tub on the side of the main building. Two people were kissing passionately while a third person watched intently. As she drew even with them the woman in the middle pulled away, switching to kiss the guy on her other side. Her eyes bulged out of her head as she wondered if they were going to have a threesome. That certainly didn’t seem professional.

She crossed the lush green lawn, heading towards the path to the cabins. A few yards away a small group of people were tossing around what appeared to be a balloon fashioned out of a day-glow condom.

Oh my god, she thought. If this is how people are acting now, what will they do when they open the bar?


Chapter Three



Elaine knocked on the door of Cabin Ten promptly at three o’clock p.m., unwilling to irritate her boss any more than she already had.

She and Robert usually had a good relationship, if a little distant. She met with him and Collin monthly to go over the financial reports, but other than that she mostly communicated with him via e-mail.

That worked for her. She might put on a cool and controlled demeanor, but underneath it all Elaine was actually a very anxious person. She had learned long ago that the best way to control her anxiety was to control everything around her and make sure there were no surprises.

Plus, Robert made her nervous, he was way too good looking for her taste.

Elaine did whatever she could to avoid situations that triggered her anxiety. She was the kind of person who went to bed at the same time every night and got up at the same time every morning, even on weekends. Her house and her office were organized and neat. She had a small circle of friends that she had known for years, but mostly talked to them via text. Some might say she was boring, but she appreciated order and control.

The cabin door opened, bringing her out of her thoughts. Robert glowered at her from the doorway. He had removed his flannel shirt and she noticed how his biceps strained at the sleeves of his blue t-shirt. They were thick and muscular. Elaine had never noticed his arms before, probably because he was usually wearing a suit. She let her eyes linger on him for a long moment: total arm porn.

“Elaine, come in,” Robert said gruffly. He pointed to a room just inside the front door. “Go into my office please.”

She followed him and looked around. It was a basic set up: a battered old wooden desk, a few straight-backed chairs, a bookshelf with a motley assortment of paperbacks.

Robert closed the door behind him with a click.

“Elaine, I’m very disappointed in you,” Robert began. Elaine felt a shock of dismay. She knew she had been a bitch earlier, but she had never been reprimanded at work before.

“As a member of this company’s leadership team, I expect you to be a team player and set a good example for the rest of the staff,” he lectured. “Instead, you’ve acted like a spoiled brat ever since you stomped into the parking lot this morning.”

She shifted uncomfortably, hands folder at her waist.

“With all due respect Robert, my work is high quality. You know I work nights and weekends to make sure that this company’s finances are above reproach.”

“I appreciate your dedication to your work Elaine, but you’re also part of a team here,” he told her. “You separate yourself from the group with your fancy clothes, skipping lunch, refusing to fully participate in the activities….”

“Robert,” she interrupted. “This is ridiculous. I have no obligation to play games.”

“You may remember your job description says ‘other duties as assigned’ and this falls under other duties Elaine,” he reminded her. “Retreats are good for productivity; a team that gets along well and has positive feelings towards the company produces better results. But instead of focusing on that, you’ve been acting like a naughty little brat.”

“I have not,” she protested hotly. “Don’t talk about me as if I were a child who lost her toy.”

“If you act like a child, I’ll treat you like one,” Robert warned. “And I’ll punish you like one too.”

Before she could process his words, he pulled out one of the high-backed wooden chairs and sat down, patting his lap. “Over my knee Elaine, it’s time for your punishment.”

Elaine’s breath stopped and her eyes widened as big as saucers. “Um. What?”

“I warned you before we left that if you continued acting like a brat I would punish you,” he said, his voice deep and dark. “Honestly you’ve needed a good spanking since the day I met you.”

Elaine stiffened in outrage. “You can’t talk to me like that!”

“Insubordination is a violation of your employment contract Elaine,” he growled, his eyes serious. “You have two choices, take your punishment like a good girl, or uber your ass out of here and tender your resignation. Which one will it be?”

She stood frozen to the spot, staring at the handsome face of her boss. Was he serious? She took in his steely expression and realized he was. He might own a sex toy company, but Robert didn’t play around when it came to people who crossed him. She had seen him ruthlessly stomp out the competition to make Toys for Grown-Ups the nationwide phenomenon it was now.

Elaine debated her choices. Robert was right, insubordination was clearly outlined as a violation of her employment contract. She could fight the contract termination or file a sexual harassment claim with the state, or even sue him, but she knew her meager savings would be no match for Robert’s unlimited resources. He was as stubborn as he was rich. She had no doubt he would fight her with his last dollar.

“What’s it going to be, Elaine?” Robert asked impatiently, breaking the silence. “Are you breaking your contract and leaving us now?”

“No,” she said quietly, looking down at her feet miserably.

“Then pull up that tight little skirt and get your ass over here,” he growled. “The more you stall the more I’m gonna redden that fine ass of yours.”


Chapter Four



Elaine walked slowly to stand next to Robert, refusing to meet his eyes.

“Pull up your skirt and lay over my lap,” he instructed.

She looked up in alarm.

“You’ll get a proper spanking from me,” he said with a cocky smirk, reading her thoughts. “No skirt.”

She moved to his side, eyes downcast, and slowly slid her skirt up to her waist, face reddening in mortification. She was close enough to him that she heard his inhalation of breath as she revealed her plain white cotton panties. It’s not like she was expecting anyone else to see her panties today.

Gingerly, she laid herself across his lap. He shifted her so that her weight was balanced over both of his strong thighs, and she braced her hands on the floor.

“Look at these virginal white panties,” Robert crowed. “Is the rest of you virginal as well?”

Elaine gasped in outrage. “Of course not Robert. What the hell? I’m thirty years old not a child.”

“And yet you act like one,” he retorted.

She was formulating her response when she felt his large hand come down on her ass with a firm strike.

Thwack!

Elaine gasped. She had never been spanked before, even as a child.

Thwack!

“Ow! Robert! That hurts!” she chastised as she shifted on his lap, trying to evade his large hands.

Thwack!

“It’s supposed to hurt,” he said, shifting her back to the center of his lap. “Quit being a baby, I haven’t even gotten started yet.”

Thwack!

Thwack!

Elaine felt warmth spread across her butt. It felt painful. It felt humiliating. It felt…arousing. Sure the spanking hurt, but it wasn’t so bad, she thought. Not as bad as she would have expected.

She felt Robert pull at the waistband of her panties.

“What are you doing?” she asked, scandalized, reaching her hand back to stop him.

“Now that you’re warmed up, you’ll be spanked on the bare,” Robert said. “That’s the proper way.”

“Wait!” she shouted, smacking at his hand again. “It’s bad enough you’re looking at my underwear, I’m sure as hell not going to let you look at my naked ass.”

Thwack!

“Hands on the floor!”

She grudgingly complied.

Thwack!

This strike was harder than the preceding ones had been. “Stop Robert,” she said. “You’re hurting me. You need to stop now.”

“Are you breaking your contract Elaine?” he asked quietly. “Shall we call you an uber?”

Thwack!

“No damn it,” she said. “I’m not.”

“OK then.” She felt Robert slide her panties down to her knees and she tried not to squirm on his lap. She could feel him staring at her ass and she flushed with embarrassment. She never worked out since she was in the office so much. She knew her butt was larger than average and dimpled with cellulite.

She started as she felt Robert’s hand gently caress the skin of her bottom. “Pinking up nicely,” he said with satisfaction.

Thwack!

Elaine’s ass rippled under the force of his next spank.

Thwack!

Thwack!

Robert spanked her with a steady rhythm, moving from cheek to cheek, each spank building on the last one. The pain increased with each strike. And yet…somehow it also felt kind of good.

Thwack!

Elaine realized that she was lifting her butt to meet his firm hand. Robert stopped and rubbed her butt cheeks again, humming under his breath.

Oh good, it’s over, she thought, shifting slightly. Her movement brought her closer to his cock and she realized that his cock was erect and poking into her side insistently. He’s getting off on this, she thought in wonderment.

Robert’s hand slid down her butt and between her legs. Instinctively she widened her legs until the elastic of her panties around her knees stopped her from moving farther. He slid one long finger in between the lips of her dripping pussy. It was throbbing like it had its own heartbeat.

“Elaine, you little slut, you like this don’t you?” he asked darkly, moving his fingers along her slit.

“No.” She choked out the lie, ashamed at how much she did like it. She was a strong independent woman, why was she getting off on this as much as he was? It made no sense. She had never had so much as an inkling that she would enjoy punishment.

“Don’t lie to me,” he barked. “Your pussy is weeping it’s so wet. Tell me what you want.”

“I want you to stop,” she lied stubbornly, even as her body vibrated and begged her to ask for more. Robert was a big guy and judging by the wide rod shoved into her side, he was big all over. She had a flash of him shoving his giant cock deep into her pussy until she was totally filled up and she shivered.

“Too bad,” he snapped. “I’m not done with your sweet ass yet. Clearly you haven’t learned your lesson yet. It’s time for the next part of your punishment.”


Chapter Five



“Get up,” Robert ordered.

Elaine struggled to her feet, almost falling over when her legs refused to hold her. Robert caught her by the arm, helping her stabilize. Embarrassed, she refused to meet his eye.

“Lose the panties and the skirt,” he instructed. “Get over the desk.”

She looked up at him in confusion, trying not to notice how hot he was when he was all glowery like this.

He pointed towards the desk, then reached down to unbuckle his belt. The whisper of the leather sliding against the fabric of his pants seemed to fill the room. She stared at the belt, frozen in fear.

“Don’t make me ask you twice Elaine.” His voice was dark, and she shivered at his menacing tone. “You won’t like it.”

She moved quickly over to the desk, leaning over the top. Robert placed one hand on her shoulder and gently pushed her down until her upper body was draped across the surface. The desk was the perfect height for her, lifting her ass in the air and putting her dripping pussy on full display. She felt a flush of redness creep up her face.

“Tell me why you’re being punished,” Robert demanded, his hand still pressing on her back.

“Because I would rather work than play childish games,” Elaine said sullenly. In the dim recesses of her mind, she realized that she was purposely baiting him to prolong her punishment. What was wrong with her?

She heard a whoosh of air a split second before the leather belt cracked across her ass.

Thwack!

Elaine yowled in pain. The belt was so much more intense than his hands had been, and her ass was still throbbing from his thorough hand spanking. The pain seemed to increase even more in the seconds after the belt left her skin.

“You don’t know how to relax,” Robert ground out. “You’re inflexible and stubborn.”

Thwack!

“You’re not a team player. You hold yourself apart like you’re better than everyone else here.”

Thwack!

Elaine felt her eyes well up with tears. She hadn’t cried since she was a child.

Thwack!

The belt hit her on the underside of her butt cheeks, right where they connected to her thighs. The tender flesh there burned like it was on fire.

“Robert please stop,” she sobbed, fat tears running down her face. The pain overrode her stubbornness and embarrassment. “I’ll play the team games, I promise.”

He paused, then she felt the comforting touch of his warm hands again. “I don’t know if I believe you,” he said softly. “You’re still resisting me.”

“No, I’m not,” she insisted. His finger slid back into her warm slit and she whimpered. Robert slid his finger back and forth slowly, spreading her moisture up to her clit. He circled her tight bundle of nerves with his thick fingers, and she moaned loudly.

“Robert, please.”

“Tell me what you want Elaine,” he whispered.

She willed herself to tell him what her body wanted, but the words wouldn’t leave her lips. Her brain was still in control.

Thwack!

“You need to let go of your control Elaine,” he lectured. “You’re wound so tight you’re gonna have a heart attack before you’re forty.”

Thwack!

Thwack!

The pain continued to intensify, overwhelming her until it was the only thing she could think about. There were no thoughts of spreadsheets or audits, just the waves of pain moving across her ass with every strike of the belt. Suddenly Elaine felt herself relaxing onto the desk. She gave herself over to the pain and let it wash through her, cleansing her. She sighed in relief.

Thwack!

Thwack!

The room fell silent, and Elaine realized that Robert had dropped the belt. He massaged her butt cheeks with both hands, pressing into the welts from the belt, while she trembled beneath his touch. The radiating pain coupled with the incredible softness of his stroking hands coalesced, sending all her blood to her pussy. Elaine’s nipples hardened painfully against the unforgiving surface of the desk as arousal crashed through her body like a wave.

Elaine was so horny she could feel her arousal dripping down her legs. She lifted her hips desperately towards Robert, desperate for relief.

“Please Robert,” she sobbed. “Please make me come. I want to come.”

The words were barely out of her mouth when Robert shoved one thick finger into her tight channel.

“Ahh,” she cried, as he began to pump the finger in and out of her. He added a second finger, stretching her and increasing his rhythm while his other hand gently stroked the burning red skin of her ass. One hand pushed her higher while the other hand relaxed her. The sensation was exquisite.

“You’re so tight and wet,” Robert said in a wondering voice. “How long has it been since someone had your hot little pussy?”

“Three years,” she admitted reluctantly.

“Jesus Christ,” he groaned. “No wonder you’re wound so tight. I can’t believe it’s been that long since you’ve been fucked by another man.”

“It’s been three years since I’ve been fucked by anyone,” she admitted.

He paused. “Are you saying what I think you’re saying?” he asked incredulously. “You haven’t gotten yourself off either?”

“No,” she said miserably.

Robert started pumping his fingers in and out of her pussy again and she sighed in relief.

“You work in a sex toy factory,” he reminded her. “We have tools to help.”

“I know. I’ve tried, but I just can’t get the job done,” she told him. “If I’m concentrating on the, um, action, the mechanics of it, then I can’t seem to relax too.”

Robert whistled through his teeth. “That explains a lot. I wish I had known about your problem, I would have interceded sooner.”

He shifted to stand more fully behind her and brought his other hand to her clit. His thumb circled firmly around her the bundle of nerves while he continued pumping his other fingers into her channel, steadily increasing his pace.

Elaine moaned, pressing herself against his hands, moaning and chasing her release. It felt so good. She was so damn close.

Robert’s magic hands moved deeper and stroked harder. He leaned over her back, covering her with his body and bringing his mouth close to her ear. “Come for me Elaine,” he whispered darkly. “Come now!”

He sank his teeth into her neck, right where it met her shoulder, and drew her skin into his mouth, sucking hard and leaving an angry red mark.

Elaine’s orgasm hit her like an explosion. Every muscle in her body froze, then started trembling as wave after wave rushed through her. She felt like she was levitating off the desk despite being firmly trapped between the hard wood and Robert’s equally hard body draped over her back. His hard cock pressed urgently between her butt cheeks, straining to push out of his pants.

“Robert!” she shrieked as her orgasm went on and on. “Oh my god. Robert.”

He gentled his strokes as she came down from her orgasm, then removed his hands to either side of the desk, keeping her trapped. Elaine panted, trying to catch her breath as Robert lifted himself off her.

“Now it’s my turn.”


Chapter Six



Elaine caught her breath as she heard the sound of a zipper, followed by the telltale sound of plastic ripping. The condom wrapper.

Robert was suiting up, this was really happening. After all these years of secretly lusting after her boss, Elaine couldn’t believe he was about to fuck her. And based on that mind-blowing orgasm he had just given her, she had a feeling it was going to be good. Really good.

She was still laying on the surface of the desk, boneless. Robert grabbed her blonde ponytail, wrapping it around his fist. She welcomed the slight sting of pain on her scalp.

“Tell me you want this,” Robert said behind her, his voice sounding oddly vulnerable despite his alpha demeanor. “Tell me what you want Elaine.”

“I want you to fuck me,” she answered, her voice strengthening as she added, “I want to feel your giant cock inside me Robert, filling me up.”

Without another word Robert slid into her with one long stroke, not allowing her time to change her mind. He was so big, and she was so tight, it felt like he was splitting her in two. He paused, giving her body time to adjust as she exhaled slowly, willing her body to relax.

One strong hand was braced on the desk near her shoulder, and she could see his muscles trembling with the effort to hold himself back. She was oddly touched by his thoughtfulness, but it wasn’t necessary. She wanted this as much as he did.

“Don’t hold back Robert,” she instructed. “It’s been a long time and I want you more than my next breath. Show me what I’ve been missing, keeping people away. Give me everything you’ve got.”

He released her hair and moved to grab both of her lush hips, his fingers digging painfully into her skin. That’ll be another mark, she thought wryly.

He started moving in long forceful strokes, setting a hard pace. She longed to lean her pelvis back to meet him, but he held her hips, keeping her immobile. She was totally at his mercy.

“I’m in control here Elaine,” he growled as he sensed her trying to move. “You take what I give you.”

She moaned loudly as he pounded into her like a wild animal, grunting with exertion. She was crushed against the unforgiving wood of the desk, her body flattening with every stroke. She could hear his breathing quicken and knew he was close.

“Elaine,” he gasped. “I’ve wanted to fuck your tight little pussy since the day you started at Toys for Grown-Ups.”

“What?” she said in shock. “That was three years ago. I didn’t even think you noticed me.”

“Oh, I noticed you,” he growled. “Wearing all those tight little skirts, taunting me with your juicy ass.” He let go of one hip and slapped her butt cheek sharply. “Such a naughty little slut, teasing me, keeping me away while your eyes were begging me to make you mine.”

“Yes Robert,” she cried. “Make me yours.”

He slapped her ass one more time, then stiffened. He roared like a wild animal, as he shot his cum into the condom, warming her up from the inside. “Elaine, you’re so hot. You feel so good baby.”

Another orgasm tore through her body at his words, shocking her with its intensity. Her channel contracted against him, milking the last of his orgasm out of his still-hard cock. He collapsed on top of her with a long groan, once again squishing her against the desk, as they both tried to catch their breath.

Finally, Robert heaved a great sigh and stood up, gently pulling Elaine off the desk and into a standing position. Her legs gave out and she lurched forward against his chest. He caught her in his arms, pulling her close. He smelled woodsy and manly, and she snuggled into his chest happily.

“I never would have guessed that you were into pain,” he said fondly. “And so responsive too. I never knew that under all those prim outfits you were such a dirty girl.”

“I’m as surprised as you are,” she replied honestly.

“Your ass looked so beautiful, striped with my belt,” he continued, smiling as he looked into her eyes. “That was hot as hell. It’s like you were made for me.”

He leaned down and caught her lips, pressing his tongue against the seam of her lips until she opened for his marauding tongue. Elaine realized with a start that after all they’d done this afternoon, all the ways he had ravaged her body, this was their first kiss.

She opened with a sigh, her tongue sliding over his as they thoroughly explored each other’s mouths, their bodies pressed tightly against each other. He kissed her thoroughly, then pulled back to look into her eyes for a long moment.

“You’re mine now Elaine,” he said firmly. “Everything changed today. I want us to be together when we go back home. You’re what I’ve been waiting for my whole life and from now on, no one touches you but me.”

She felt a warmth in her heart at his tender words of possession. Her growly alpha, so sweet.

“And you’re mine Robert,” she responded happily. “I better not catch you looking at any other women.”

He smiled, then kissed the tip of her nose. “You asking for another spanking already baby?”

She laughed. “How about we try out your bed instead?”

***

If you liked this book, please consider leaving a review and following my author page to hear about new releases.

Keep reading for a free preview from my alter ego Josie Bale’s “Divorce Recovery” series, available now on select retailers.


Special Preview

Spanking Justice: A Middle-Aged Divorcee’s First Spanking by Josie Bale


“Congratulations Amy, you’re officially divorced.”

Mark Winston, her divorce attorney, slid the folder of papers across the heavy wooden desk. Amy leaned forward hesitantly and placed her hand on the folder without picking it up. She could still see a faint tan line where her wedding ring used to be.

She bit her lip and sighed. “Thanks. I guess.”

“What is it?” Mark asked, his deep voice causing a shiver down her spine. “Most people are relieved when the process is finally completed. You’re free to move forward with your life now, like your ex-husband will do.”

Amy nodded. “I know. I hope that feeling of relief will come later. It’s just…”

“Just what?” Mark asked, tipping his head to the side curiously.

Amy studied him for a moment. He really was a handsome man. She estimated his age to be early fifties, about ten years older than she was. She had turned forty a few months ago. His hair was dark and thick, with silver highlights near his temples giving him a distinguished air. Small lines bracketed his mouth as he gave her a small encouraging smile. Something about him made her feel comfortable confiding in him.

“I can’t help but think about all the things I did wrong in the relationship,” she said, her voice small. “If I knew now what I know then, would I have done some things differently to save the relationship.”

Mark looked at her intently. “You gave almost twenty years to your marriage Amy. You put your own career on the back burner to raise your son. You kept the house. And then your husband decided to move on to someone younger. It’s a pretty typical story, honestly.”

“I know,” she nodded. “But I’ve been thinking of all the times I nagged, all the times I was too tired from running around with my son to take care of myself, all the times I said no to sex or date night. John cheated and there’s absolutely no excuse for that. But I realize at some point I gave up on the marriage too. I’m having a hard time forgiving myself for the things I did, or didn’t do, to keep the relationship alive.”

Mark looked at her thoughtfully. “You’ll need to forgive yourself in order to move on,” he said. “Otherwise you’ll just stagnate and think about the past. You do want to move on, don’t you?”

Amy nodded again. “Yes, of course. I just need to stop beating myself up.”

Mark steepled his hands on the desk and stared at her intently until she met his gaze for the first time since she walked into the office. His eyes were serious. “What if I told you that we have a way to help you move on? A service that has helped so many women like yourselves recover from their divorces and go on to have a happy life.”

She looked at him curiously. “How? What do you mean?”

“Our firm offers a unique service for people like you. People who want to, shall we say, accept the consequences of their own part in the demise of their marriage. We will punish you for your actions, then you can move on. We give you an absolution of sorts. Then you are able to forgive yourself too.”

“Punish me? Like what, a spanking?” she laughed, ignoring the small thrill in her belly when she said it.

Mark’s eyes sparked as if he knew what she was thinking. “Yes, that’s exactly right. We call it our Divorce Discipline package. You agree to be spanked or punished by us for everything you did wrong, then it’s over and you can move on.”

“You’re offering to spank me?” she squeaked.

“That’s exactly what I’m offering you. It’s safe, confidential, and quite therapeutic,” he said, pulling an envelope out of his drawer.

“I know it’s a lot to think about so take some time. Here’s the contract for our Divorce Discipline package. Read it over, and if you decide you want to move forward, call my assistant, and tell her you want a DD appointment with me after hours. I’ll handle your case myself.”

“Is this a joke?” she asked, looking around for a hidden camera.

For more of the story, check out “Spanking Justice” on your favorite retail sites today.
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