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About This Book



Being older doesn’t always mean wiser, at least not when lust takes over…

A visit with a psychiatrist leads to some unconventional therapy.

A married man gives his college student cleaning lady a bonus that she wasn’t expecting.

And a priest helps a young woman forget about her grief by breaking his vow of celibacy.

It’s lust at first sight when these dominant silver foxes hook up with off-limits younger women, leading to some very inappropriate quickies.

“Silver Fox Secrets” is a collection of three quick and steamy stories of people getting down and dirty with strangers while hoping that they don’t get caught. Or maybe they’re hoping that they will…

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

Be sure to check out a free preview of another fun story 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 and sign up for my mailing list here.

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.


I Rode My New Psychiatrist’s Cock in His Office the First Time I Met Him

He filled me right before he filled my prescription


“Miss Maplethorpe? The doctor will see you now.”

I gave the receptionist a smile and headed through the heavy wooden door. Inside it was a typical psychiatrist’s office — a large, cluttered desk on one side and a seating area on the other, complete with a small couch, a coffee table, and two comfy looking chairs.

A door on the far side opened, the sound of water running telling me it was a private bathroom, and out walked the hottest psychiatrist I’d seen in my life.

I don’t say that flippantly either, I’ve been seeing shrinks since I was eleven years old. At twenty-two, I was a bit of a shrink connoisseur. My last doctor had gone on maternity leave and never came back so I needed someone who could refill my anxiety medication.

My primary care provider refused to prescribe any psych meds without someone seeing a psychiatrist first. Given that I’d been on the same meds for years, I was super annoyed about being made to jump through these hoops. I would be finding a new PCP soon, but first I needed my damned meds. Anxiety was clawing at my skin, getting worse every day, and if I didn’t get a refill on my meds soon, I was going to be in a world of hurt.

Hot psychiatrist reached out to shake my hand and I felt a little jolt of arousal. He was tall, at least a couple of inches over six foot, with silver hair, a square jaw, and deep brown eyes. I’d never been super interested in the silver fox look, but damned if I didn’t just revise my opinion. This guy looked like he could be in an ad for one of those “dating after fifty” services.

“Amy? It’s lovely to meet you. I’m Doctor Brian.”

He wanted his patients to call him by his first name? That was pretty unusual. He gestured towards the little couch.

“Shall we have a seat?”

When I sat down my scoop neck tee gapped a bit, giving the fine doctor a nice view of my cleavage. I could pinpoint the exact second he realized that I wasn’t wearing a bra. His eyes widened slightly, and in what I was sure was an unconscious move, the tip of his tongue peeked out and swiped across his upper lip.

I knew then that Dr. Brian was going to be the answer to two pressing issues I had right now: the need for a prescription refill and the need to have my pussy filled with a nice cock. The doctor was a big guy, and I didn’t doubt that he’d be big all over. I pressed my thighs together in anticipation.

Over the years I’d developed several coping mechanisms for my anxiety: getting drunk, getting high, and getting fucked, all of which took the edge off — at least for a little while.

Dr. Brian cleared his throat, looking somewhere over my left shoulder.

“I see from your file that you were a patient of Dr. Miller’s.”

“Yes, I saw her for several years,” I replied. “She gave me a prescription for anxiety meds to last me through her maternity leave, but then she didn’t return, leaving me high and dry.”

He nodded, his eyes thoughtful.

“Tell me about your anxiety.”

I leaned forward, giving him a better view of my tits.

“What’s to tell? I’ve had anxiety for a long time — as long as I can remember — and after trying different options, we found that these meds are the only ones that really help me. I can sometimes get by for a while with other measures, but nothing works as well as the medication. I don’t have side effects from it, and I’ve been taking it for at least five years, so I don’t want to mess with something else and risk spiraling.”

“What other measures help you feel better?” he asked.

I crossed my legs, making my short skirt rise up my thighs. His eyes bounced towards my crotch before returning to my face. I was suddenly sorry that I’d worn panties today.

“Tequila. Pot. And…,” I uncrossed my legs and crossed them the other way, moving slowly so he could get a flash of my red panties. “A good dicking.”

Dr. Brian made a little choking noise.

“A good dicking?”

I gave him a flirty smile. “You know. A trip to Pound Town. A little P in V action. A hard and fast fuck, the rougher the better.”

He cleared his throat, his eyes going back to my breasts.

“I see.”

“Maybe I could…show you?”

His eyes widened comically. “Show me?”

I nodded. “I’m super anxious about this appointment today, what with meeting a new doctor and all. I’m sure you can see how… frazzled I am.”

He nodded, but didn’t respond.

I stood up and strutted over to him, climbing onto his lap and straddling him. When he didn’t tell me to get off him, I placed my hands on his shoulders and glanced down at his lap. Sure enough, a nice-sized bulge was pressing against his slacks.

“You know, I’ve never fucked a doctor before.”

That was a total lie. I’d fucked plenty of doctors before, including two of my previous psychiatrists, but I knew enough to understand that the thought of being my first — for something — would appeal to him. Just like my innocent ingenue routine would.

Older men were nothing if not predictable.

I grabbed the hem of my tee shirt, pulling it over my head and exposing my bare breasts.

“I’ve never been with an older guy before either,” I liked. “At least not such a handsome one.”

Dr. Brian seemed mesmerized by my tits. I wasn’t surprised, that happened a lot. I wasn’t huge, but I was more than a handful. My breasts were round and perky, with perfect nipples surrounded by rosy circles that guys just loved to get their tongues on.

“Go ahead,” I urged. “Take a taste. I won’t tell anyone.”

Dr. Brian leaned forward and gave my left nipple a tentative swipe. I slid my fingers into his thick silver hair.

“Yeah, that’s it,” I said, intentionally making my voice higher and breathier, “Suck my titties, Dr. Brian. It makes me feel so good.”

I didn’t have to ask him twice. He leaned forward a bit more and latched on, sucking like half of my boob into his mouth and teasing my nipple with his tongue. Damn, that felt good. I let loose with a soft little moan of encouragement, arching my back and pressing closer.

After a few minutes, he switched to my other breast, giving me the same treatment until both nipples were hard enough to cut glass and my panties were soaked.

“So fucking beautiful,” he growled before he raised his head and crushed his lips against mine.

His breath tasted like coffee, and he wasted no time shoving his tongue into my mouth, tangling against mine. This is what I loved about older guys – they kissed with confidence and experience.

I snaked my hand between us, cupping the impressive package in his pants. Unable to wait any longer to get my hands on that thing, I unfastened his pants, slid his zipper down, and tugged his briefs down to release his cock. It popped up like an overly eager jack-in-the-box.

Breaking the kiss, I pulled back to get a look. It was long and thick and dripping with pre-cum, making my mouth water.

“Ooh, you’re so big,” I cooed, deliberately widening my eyes. “I want you Dr. Brian, but I don’t know if you’re going to fit inside me.”

Honestly, I’d had bigger, but I knew what he needed to hear in order to give me what I needed — a good hard fuck.

“Oh I’ll fit sweetheart,” he growled, arrogance seeping into his tone. “You’ll take my whole cock like a good little whore.”

I loved it when they talked dirty. It made me even hotter.

He shoved my skirt up to my hips revealing the tiny patch of red fabric that covered my pussy.

“A thong,” he groaned. “I should have known.”

I pushed the fabric to the side, giving him a nice view of my waxed pussy. I didn’t need to be a mind reader to know that he liked what he saw. A lot. He slid his thick finger between my pussy lips, one corner of his mouth quirking up as he discovered that I was practically dripping with arousal.

When he removed his hand, I grabbed his wrist, bringing his finger to my lips and sucking him into my mouth. I stared into his eyes as I sucked my lady juices off his finger.

Releasing him, I whispered, “Fuck me, Dr. Brian. Fuck me now. I want you so bad.”

Well, I didn’t have to ask this guy twice. He grabbed my hips and lifted me over his cock, lining it up with my opening before sliding me down in one long move. I gasped at the sensation of being full. I loved that first part of sex, where you could scarcely breathe from the fullness.

Bracing my hands on my shoulders, I began bouncing up and down, riding his cock. Apparently content with my efforts, he shifted his hands up to cup my tits, squeezing and pulling and pinching until I was panting with desire.

This was the best thing about sleeping with older guys: they knew exactly what they were doing.

“You’re so tight,” he bit out.

I hid a smile. Every guy said that. I did a lot of Kegels to keep things firm down there.

“I need more,” I whispered, mindful of the receptionist outside. “Make me forget all the anxious thoughts.”

Dutifully he let go of my breasts so he could hold onto my hip with one hand and use his other one to find my needy little nub. He rolled it between his fingers, adding pressure to get me where I needed to go. My heart rate sped up and my breathing became labored.

“Oh, Dr. Brian,” I panted. “I’m going to come!”

He covered his mouth with mine even as he pressed down on my clit, making an orgasm crash through me. I moaned into his mouth as I continued grinding against his cock, prolonging my pleasure.

I was still shaking large hands came to my hips, fingers biting into my flesh as Dr. Brian began slamming me up and down roughly, fucking himself with my body. The force of his thrusts made my tits jiggle almost painfully. I tightened my inner muscles, helping him along.

He pulled away long enough to gasp, “I’m coming. Tell me if I should pull out.”

“Don’t pull out,” I told him. “Fill me with your cum!”

He lowered his face to my shoulder, biting down on the skin as he pushed deep inside me, releasing his cum in several bursts. I could feel him filling me up with his seed and debated telling him that I wasn’t on birth control. I knew a lot of guys had a breeding kink.

I decided against it. If I was going to get a good fucking every time I had to come in for a refill, I absolutely did not want to freak him out about being a daddy if he wasn’t into it. Of course, I’d totally pick up some Plan B on my way home. I wasn’t stupid. I was way too young to be a mother.

“Fuck!”

Dr. Brian sagged against me, breathing heavily. I wrapped my arms around his broad shoulders, pulling him close and peppering little kisses along the side of his face.

“That was fun,” I said. “Now how about that prescription? I want to get to the pharmacy before they close.”

He looked up, his gaze calculating as the passion haze cleared.

“Okay, but I’m going to need to see you again next month.” He gave me a smile that was almost feral. “And don’t wear panties, little slut.”


My Silver Fox Client Took Me From Behind in His Bathroom

It was the perfect way to end a long day of work.


Isighed deeply as I entered the penthouse. It was my last housekeeping client of the day and as usual, my coworker had blown me off and left early. Her mother owned the company, so she could basically do whatever she wanted. At least this client was usually pretty neat. After the day I’d had, if I had to deal with a huge mess, I would have freaked the fuck out.

I spent the next hour wiping and dusting and vacuuming, saving the bathroom for last. I hated cleaning bathrooms, but it was part of the job. This one was impressive. The space was larger than the living room AND kitchen in my tiny one bedroom apartment. It had a shower and a tub, a double sink with ample counter space, and a toilet that literally reminded me of a throne.

Looking longingly at the deep jacuzzi tub, I set my phone on the counter, turned on some tunes, and got to work cleaning the rest of the bathroom. I was on my knees, leaning over the side of the tub, when I heard something behind me.

“Hi.”

I shrieked and fumbled my rag. Turning quickly around, I sank down to sit on my heels, my hand coming to my pounding heart.

“You scared me!” I said to a pair of expensive leather shoes that probably cost more than my car.

I looked up — way up — my eyes traveling up past thick thighs covered by nicely creased dress pants, a thin leather belt, and a starched white shirt. The man was wearing a navy blue tie that was loosened around his neck, and a suit jacket was hung over his shoulder in the crook of the man’s pointer finger.

“I’m Bob.”

He had dark hair, generously threaded through with silver, cut in one of those rich guy haircuts. He was clean shaven with a square jaw and a little dimple in his chin.

Despite the fact that he had to be twenty years older than me, Bob was incredibly handsome — a total silver fox. His dark eyes crinkled as he gave me the ghost of a smile and for a second I forgot to breathe.

“And you are?”

“Valentina,” I answered. “I’m sorry, I’m running behind today, but I’m done now. I’ll get out of here.”

My boss was very strict about the rules. The cleaning crew was never to be seen. We were supposed to slip in while the clients were at work, slip out long before they returned home, and leave no trace of our presence. She wanted it to be as if little elves had magically cleaned people’s homes while they were out.

“It’s no problem. I came home earlier than usual today.”

I pushed to my feet, but after kneeling for so long my legs were stiff. When I stumbled forward, Bob caught me, large hands going almost all the way around my biceps.

“Oh, I’m so sorry,” I apologized again.

I noticed that he’d dropped his suit jacket on the floor when he rushed over to catch me.

“Don’t be. Accidents happen.”

His hands remained in place on my bare arms, and I felt a little shimmer of awareness move between us. I stared up at his handsome face, my breath becoming more erratic the longer we stayed here. His eyes darkened, telling me that he felt it too.

He shifted slightly, and I saw the light glimmer off his wedding ring, reminding me of the wedding picture on the fireplace mantel. When I tried to pull back, he caught my hand in his.

“How old are you?” he asked, his voice husky.

I shivered with awareness. “Nineteen.”

He closed his eyes for just a second, mumbling something that sounded like ‘so young and fresh’.

“You’re a very beautiful girl,” he said, opening his eyes to slowly look down at my body. “But I guess you must hear that all the time.”

His gaze felt like a touch. My nipples tightened almost painfully under his perusal, and I could tell by the way his eyes widened slightly that he’d noticed. My bra was thin, just enough to give me a bit of modesty under the light fabric of the “Mona’s Maids” V-neck tee shirt I wore. Outside of work I didn’t bother with a bra, one of the benefits of having breasts that were on the smaller side.

“I don’t hear that nearly enough,” I said teasingly.

I wasn’t normally a flirty girl, but something about Bob made me feel wanton.

I chanced a glance downward, and when I noticed the bulge growing beneath his belt, I couldn’t help but check it out. I slid my hand between us, palming his cock, feeling the weight of it in my hand. He was larger than I’d expected, and he wasn’t even fully erect.

Bob made a noise that was somewhere between a groan and a growl, and my fatigue fell away, replaced with excitement. That thick cock would wreck my pussy in the best way, and I was here for it.

Bob stepped closer, one fist wrapping around my long dark ponytail. He stared at me for a long moment, waiting for me to step away, and when I didn’t, he claimed my mouth in a rough kiss.

In the back of my mind, I knew I should push him away. He was a client. He was married. He was old enough to be my father.

But right now, I didn’t care about any of that. It had been too long since I’d been touched by a man, and even longer since I’d been touched by a man who knew what to do with a woman.

Bob looked like a man who knew his way around a woman’s body.

When his other hand snaked up under my shirt to squeeze my breast, I knew I was correct. He gave me just the right amount of pressure as he kneaded my breast, then circled his thumb around my nipple. I groaned against his mouth.

“Do you want this?” he asked as we pulled away.

“Yes,” I gasped, “but your wife…”

I wanted to fuck this guy, but I couldn’t afford to lose my job either.

“She won’t be home for a few hours,” he said quickly, his voice thick with distaste. “Then she’ll go to her room and ignore me. We live separate lives.”

I wasn’t looking for his life story. I just wanted to know if an angry wife was going to interrupt us before I got off. Maybe that made me a slut or a home wrecker or whatever, but I was single. I wasn’t the one cheating. If Bob wanted to fuck a woman while married to another one, that was on him.

My conscious would be clean. As clean as the bathroom I’d just finished.

Gripping the hem of my shirt, I pulled it over my head, then made quick work of removing my flimsy bra. My nipples were hard points, a dark red that stood out against the light brown flesh of my breasts.

Bob leaned down and pulled one into his mouth, teasing it with his tongue before sucking as much into his mouth as he could. I grabbed the countertop for support as he ministered to one breast and then the other.

Damn, he was really good at that.

When he pulled back, his eyes were glazed, and his lips were a little puffy. I went up on my tiptoes and pulled his bottom lip into my mouth, giving it a little nip.

“Take off your shorts,” he growled.

Ooh, I liked this dominant side of him.

I shoved my denim cut-offs down my thighs, dragging my bikini briefs along with them, then shimmied them down to my ankles and kicked them away. I stood proudly naked in front of my client, letting him drink his fill of my small waist, slightly rounded hips, and clean shaven pussy. I felt a rush of pleasure at his obvious appreciation for how I looked. I worked hard at keeping in shape and the look on his face made every time I skipped dessert totally worth it.

Reaching forward, Bob slid one long finger along my crease and back up again. On the second pass, he dipped between my lower lips. I sighed happily.

“You’re so wet already.”

He sounded surprised. I bet his wife was one of those dried up old hags who couldn’t have sex without lube.

I grabbed his tie and gave it a little tug. “I want you. Don’t make me wait.”

He fumbled a bit with his belt, wrenching it open then unzipping his pants. He was wearing boring blue boxers underneath, which he shoved down too. He didn’t even bother to remove them, just left everything bunched up around his knees.

Not that I cared about his pants. My attention was fixed on his cock. It was long, thick, and curved slightly to the left. My left not his. I wrapped as much of my hand as I could around his length, giving him a couple hard yanks, pausing to give him little squeezes that made the tip glisten with precum.

Bob grabbed my shoulders and spun me around until I was facing the long mirror that ran behind the two sinks. Rich people. Why did they need two sinks? They couldn’t take turns brushing their teeth?

I planted my hands on the expensive marble countertops and spread my legs, eager for the invasion I knew was coming.

Bob stepped closer and slid his erect cock inside my folds until he found my opening, then he wasted no time sliding right inside me, nice and deep. I was dripping wet, but it was still a tight fit, and Bob grunted as he shoved in deep until he was fully seated inside me.

“You’re so big,” I gasped. “I feel so full.”

His dick twitched inside me, and I resisted a smirk. It worked every time. Although this time my flattery was actually true. This was the biggest dick I’d ever taken, and my tissues burned with how much they were being stretched by him.

I loved it.

Bob latched onto my hips, firm fingers pressing into my soft flesh hard enough to bruise, then he slowly moved backwards until only the tip remained inside me. With a punch of his hips, he filled me up again. Each shove of his hips lifted me up onto my tiptoes and as he picked up speed, I could see my tits jiggling wildly in the mirror.

“You have such a hot, tight little body,” he grunted as he drilled into me. “So young and fit.”

I arched my back, the movement allowing me to tilt my hips a little more, and suddenly Bob’s cock was hitting me in just the right spot.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” I chanted.

He reached around my hip to catch my clit between his fingers, squeezing and pressing it until I was ready to explode.

“I’m coming,” I wailed about ten seconds before my muscles spasmed around him. I threw my head back, eyes closing in pleasure as I rode the waves of my orgasm.

Bob’s thrusts faltered, and his hand returned to my hip. When I looked in the mirror his eyes were fixed on my tits. I arched my back a little more and pressed them forward to give him the best view. He grunted, and then Bob pressed in deep as he painted my womb with long spurts of his cum.

I pushed back against him, crying out, “Yes, yes, fill me up with your cum!”

When he was finished, Bob leaned his chest against my back, his chin coming to my shoulder as he met my eyes in the mirror.

“That was fucking incredible.” He was breathing heavily, and his face was flushed with exertion.

We stayed still for a few long moments until I started feeling chilly. I pushed back a bit, and he stepped away, separating our bodies. Without a word, I found my shorts and panties, pulling them over my hips. Then I put my tee shirt back on, shoving my bra in the pocket of my shorts. No sense putting it back on now.

“Are you leaving?” he seemed confused, like maybe he thought I’d hang out and cuddle, maybe have a glass of wine. It was kind of cute.

“I’ve got to get going,” I confirmed, keeping my voice light. “I’m done with my shift, and I should be getting home.”

My body felt electric, totally sated from that orgasm, but there was no reason to linger. We wouldn’t be having a second round.

“Um, okay then.”

His eyes searched my face and I gave him a bright smile.

“Thanks for the orgasm.”

I reached around him to grab my phone off the counter, shutting off the music that was still playing, then picked up my bucket of cleaning supplies and headed out of the bathroom door without another word.

My phone buzzed as I got into my car, and I looked down to find a text from my boss.

“Your last client was very satisfied with your work. He left you $100 tip.”



I laughed as I drove away. I had a feeling this wouldn’t be the last time that Bob came home early.


My Priest Offered Me His Cock as Comfort After the Funeral

“You have no idea how dirty I am. I’ll have to tell you all about it in confession later.”


“Your father was a good man, and I know that you will miss him.”

I looked up from where I was praying in the front row of the church. The mourners had all left, leaving me alone with the empty casket. The casket was just for show during the funeral; we’d had Dad’s body cremated according to his instructions.

“Thank you, Father. You’ve been a comfort to us all.”

The priest slid onto the bench next to me and I pushed off my knees to sit beside him, turning slightly so I could see his face. Father Mike was new to this parish, only here less than a year, and I’d never met him before today. Someone told me that the priest had worked closely with my father in his role as a deacon.

As I studied his handsome face, I thought it was a damned shame that he was a man of the cloth. Unlike most priests who were old and ugly, Father Mike was smoking hot. If all the priests looked like this, maybe I wouldn’t have stayed away from the church for so long.

In his late forties or early fifties, Father Mike had dark hair, dark eyes, and this late in the day, he had a dark shadow of stubble across his jaw. His boring black pants and shirt did little to hide his muscled body. Thick biceps stretched the limits of his shirt sleeves, a hint of ink peeking out beneath the fabric.

Father Mike followed my eyes.

“I ran with a bad crowd when I was younger,” he said. “That’s when I got the tattoos.”

“Before you found God?” I asked with a smirk.

“Something like that.”

We sat in silence for a few minutes before I said, “I guess I’m an orphan now. No siblings, and both of my parents gone.”

I couldn’t help the little sob that escaped my mouth. My dad hadn’t been the best father, but he’d tried, especially after my mother died, and that’s all I could have asked for. Father Mike wrapped one beefy arm around my shoulders to comfort me.

“You’ll be all right, Mary Elizabeth, I know you will.”

For a moment I let myself lean into his comfort. He was so big and strong. My hand rested on his thigh, and I breathed in his scent, surprised to realize that he wore some kind of cologne. I wouldn’t have thought that was allowed.

I glanced up at Father Mike through my lashes. He was staring intently at something. When I followed his gaze, I realized that in this position the neckline of my black dress was gaping open, giving him a direct view of my unrestrained breasts.

Maybe it was disrespectful not to wear a bra at my own father’s funeral, but I was small breasted and hated feeling confined by a bra. Some small, slutty part of me couldn’t help feeling gratified by his reaction to seeing my breasts.

Then I realized that I was flashing a man of the cloth and getting off on it. It had been a while since my catechism days, but I was pretty sure that qualified as one of the more major sins. I cleared my throat.

The priest’s face flushed a bit as he dragged his gaze away from my breasts and towards the altar. When he shifted against me, I couldn’t resist looking down. Sure enough, he was hard as a rock, his cock tenting against the front of his pants.

My eyes widened. Father Mike was blessed. Truly blessed. Too bad he’d taken a vow of celibacy. A cock that large should not be wasted on a God who may or may not exist. I suddenly felt hot and needy. Seeing his reaction to my body, I couldn’t help but wonder how hard I’d have to push him to make him break his vow.

If I was going to hell, I might as well have fun along the way.

“How long have you been a priest, Father Mike?”

“Almost five years,” he answered, still staring at the altar.

He’d come to the priesthood late, which meant he’d understood exactly what he was giving up when he took that vow of celibacy.

“Don’t you get lonely?” I asked. “Living alone in that rectory with no one to talk to?”

I’d been in the house behind the church that was reserved for the priest in residence. It was tiny and austere. I couldn’t imagine such a big and vigorous man living there. I wonder if he lay in his narrow bed and masturbated, or if that wasn’t allowed either.

Father Mike turned to face me.

“Yes, I do get lonely, but it’s my punishment,” he confided. “I lived a very sinful life before I became a priest.”

“How so?” I couldn’t resist asking.

“Sex. Drugs. Violence. Illegal activities.”

“See, that’s what I don’t get. How is sex sinful? God gave us these bodies, why shouldn’t we enjoy them?” I asked, pointing my breasts at him and arching my back slightly. “Sex is good exercise, and it’s a great stress reliever. I just love the way it takes your mind off your troubles.”

His expression turned teasing, almost flirty. “You make a good point.”

I dropped my hand back to his thigh, this time closer to the that steel rod in his pants.

“I could use some distraction, what with my father being dead and all. Something to make me forget everything, for just a little while.”

I hadn’t had sex in months. Now it was all I could think about.

“Mary Elizabeth.”

His tone was a warning, but his eyes were interested.

I inched my hand closer to his cock. When my pinkie grazed his bulge, he jumped, then put his hand on top of mine. I noticed he didn’t move it away though.

“What are you doing?”

I lowered my voice, making my voice low. Sultry.

“I’m so stressed out,” I told him, batting my eyelashes at him. “You’re the only one who cares. Everyone else paid their respects, then took off, leaving me along here. You’re the only one who stayed to give me comfort. The only one who can take care of me and give me what I really need.”

“You want me to take care of you?” he asked.

I knew at that moment that we were both saying the same thing.

“Yes, Father.”

I lifted his hand, bringing it to my breast. He closed it around me almost reflexively. His eyes were fixed on my lips.

“I took a vow of celibacy,” he reminded me, even as he kneaded my breast. I could feel my nipple hardening beneath his palm.

“I didn’t.”

Before he knew what was happening, I surged forward, sitting onto his lap and straddling him. He changed positions so that he was facing forward again, and I pressed my knees on the wooden bench on either side of him.

We stared at each other for a long moment, each of us daring the other to make the next move. I guessed it would be me.

I inched my skirt up my thighs, teasing him by going slow, and he groaned low in his throat when he saw the black lace panties I was wearing. Almost against his will, his hand cupped my mound, stroking me over the fabric.

“Your panties are already damp,” he said in surprise.

“I got wet watching you do the mass,” I said boldly. “You looked so handsome and in charge up there. I love a dominant older man.”

“Then take out your tits,” he ordered, his voice gruff. “I want to see them up close.”

I rushed to comply, pulling the knit fabric of my dress down under my breasts.

He leaned forward, taking my nipple into his mouth. I threw my head back, my long blonde hair flowing down my back, and focused on the sensations of Father Mike suckling my breast. It felt incredible.

When my nipple hardened into a sharp point, he turned his attention to the other, teasing it with his tongue. I ground my pussy against his erection, but I needed more.

Sliding my hands between us, I reached for his pants. He wasn’t wearing a belt with his priest uniform, so I quickly unsnapped his pants and slid down his zipper.

Father Mike released my breast with a pop, staring down at my hands while I carefully pulled his cock out from his briefs and gave him several long hard strokes. His cock was beautiful, long, thick, and so aroused it almost looked angry. Precum dripped from the tip, and I smeared it around the head with my thumb.

“I need to feel you inside me,” I whined.

I was a horny, needy mess right now. I didn’t care where we were, I didn’t care how wrong this was, all I cared about was filling the empty space inside me.

Father Mike shoved the crotch of my panties to the side, and I lined up our bodies until his hard cock was pressed against my opening. I paused, looking into his eyes, then I slowly impaled myself on his cock.

“Oh my God! You’re so thick,” I gasped. “I feel so full, Father Mike.”

His eyes flared with something feral, and then he took control. Father Mike grabbed my hips, his grip bruising against my soft skin, and began to slam me up and down his cock roughly, getting himself off with me like I was his own personal sex toy. I loved it.

I was so full, my pussy stretched wider than it ever had been before. I moaned loudly.

“Yes, oh yes, just like that!”

“You’re a slutty little girl, aren’t you, Mary Elizabeth?”

I gave him a mischievous smile as I made a figure eight with my hips. He looked up towards the ceiling like he was searching for divine intervention.

“You have no idea how dirty I am. I’ll have to tell you all about it in confession later. Then you can make me suck your cock in penance.”

My words seemed to spur him on, his movements getting harder and rougher. All I could do was hold on while he slammed our hips together over and over again. He stared intently at my breasts, watching them bounce wildly with every thrust.

I could feel my body tightening as I reached for the release I desperately needed.

“I’m so close,” I gasped, sliding one hand between us to toy with my clit.

Father Mike shifted one hand down until he found my clit, catching it between his fingers, giving it a hard pinch. The bite of pain sent me right over the edge.

“Fuck, oh my God. Fuck.”

I gripped his shoulders tightly, shaking with the force of my orgasm. My mind emptied of all thought just as Father Mike emptied himself deep inside my pussy. He groaned my name like a prayer, pushing up as I ground down, prolonging our orgasms until I was filled with his cum.

He sagged against the bench, and I lowered my head to his shoulder, giving him a tight hug as our bodies stayed connected. His hand came up to stroke my back.

“Do you feel better, Mary Elizabeth?” Father Mike asked gently.

“For now, Father. But I may need more priestly comfort later.”

I felt his cock twitch inside me. I leaned forward and gave him a fast, hard kiss.

“I’ll come visit you tonight, then you can make me come until I see the face of God.”

“You are a naughty little slut, Mary Elizabeth,” he growled, but I could tell he was down for another round.

He leaned forward to bite the shell of my ear, then whispered, “Wear something sexy.”

***

If you liked this book, please leave me a review on my author page. Keep reading for a sneak preview of another sexy book.
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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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