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About This Book



She’s about to learn a painful lesson – while everyone in her class watches!

Spoiled college student Jenny missed the sign-up deadline for work-study jobs, so now she’s stuck with whatever jobs they have left. She figures she’s looking at a future wearing a hairnet and flipping burgers in the cafeteria, until her advisor tells her about a teaching assistant job with the notoriously stern Doctor Abrams.

Dr. Abrams goes through teaching assistants like tissue, but Jenny is good at charming older men. She’s sure she can flirt her way into an easy job that doesn’t interfere with her busy party schedule. And, she can make some extra money selling the answer key to his tests.

When the professor catches her in the act, he gives her an ultimatum: be a test subject for his biology class or be expelled for cheating. Once she’s in front of the group, the filthy Doctor teaches her a lesson she will never forget, one that involves humiliation and a very public pelvic exam...

And every student in the class will get in on the action!

“The Teaching Assistant’s Lesson” is the third book in the “Paying for Tuition” series. This steamy standalone story features a curvy young college student, an older professor who likes hands on learning, and eager biology students who will see more than they expected in their lab class.

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 Teaching Assistant’s Lesson” 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



“What do you mean there are no work study jobs left?”

Miss Smith looked at Jenny over the tops of her boring black reading glasses. “You missed the deadline for jobs Jenny, and the good jobs go quickly. Since you waited so long, you’re going to have to take whatever is left.”

Jenny frowned. She was a bit spoiled – OK, a lot spoiled – and she was used to getting her way. If there was one thing she had learned in life it was that there was nothing that she couldn’t resolve with a little charm, or a little help from her parents.

“I don’t think you understand Miss Smith, my parents are major donors to this university,” she said in her sweetest voice. “Since you require every student to have a job, you need to place me. And given my position, it should be some place good. You wouldn’t want to upset my parents now, would you?”

Miss Smith glared at her. “Your parents being donors doesn’t exempt you from deadlines and requirements Jenny. I’m afraid that you’re going to have to work in the cafeteria. It’s the only work-study job left.”

“I can’t work in the cafeteria!” Jenny protested. “Those hairnet things will do terrible things to my hairstyle. Not to mention that sweating is bad for my complexion.”

“You should have thought of that earlier,” Miss Smith said. She clearly was not going to budge.

Jenny tried another tactic. She leaned forward, putting her generous cleavage on display, in case Miss Smith was a lesbian, and gave the woman her most eager smile.

“Surely there’s something else I can do besides flipping burgers?” she asked. “Please Miss Smith, can you help me?”

Miss Smith shook her head, clearly not fooled by her change in demeanor. Just then the receptionist walked up and handed Miss Smith a message slip. The woman’s eyebrows rose, then she gave what could only be described as a sadistic smile.

“Well, it looks like you’re in luck Jenny,” she said, waving the paper in front of her. “Dr. Abrams just fired another teaching assistant.”

She scribbled an address on the back of the paper. “Head over to his office now and get yourself set up.”

She slid the paper over towards Jenny and laughed. “Good luck with that.”

Jenny perked up. An easy placement thank god, she told herself. This is going to be a piece of cake.

Three weeks later…

Jenny breezed into her cubicle outside of Dr. Abrams’ office and sat down with a smile. She slid back in her chair, put her feet on her desk, and pulled out her phone. Opening her Venmo app, her eyes widened. She had made $1,000 in the last 24 hours, with almost no effort on her part.

This is the best job ever, she told herself with a secret smile. All she had to do was grade some papers for Dr. Abrams, do some filing and copying, and avoid the grouchy professor at all costs.

She had purposely set up her schedule so that she mostly worked when he was teaching other classes. It gave her more freedom to come late, leave early, and check her social media accounts while she was here.

It also forced Dr. Abrams to communicate with her through email, saving her from dealing with his grouchy ass.

And jeez, he really was grouchy. Usually, she could charm the older guys, well any guys, but Dr. Abrams seemed immune to her charms. It was too bad really because he was super hot. For an old guy.

The guy had to be at least fifty, which made him the same age as her dad. But where her dad was soft and paunchy, Dr. Abrams was as fit as a guy 30 years younger than him. He had broad shoulders, large biceps that always seemed to be testing the limit of his dress shirts, a flat stomach, and a thin waist. And his butt, O.M.G., it was a work of art. So round and muscular.

Yet, it was best to avoid him so she could stay out of trouble.

“Jenny!”

She nearly fell off her chair at the harsh voice behind her.

“Dr. Abrams?” she asked in confusion. “I thought you were in class right now.”

His eyes narrowed and she looked at his face carefully. His chocolate brown eyes were narrowed in anger, and there was no sign of the dimple that popped out on his left cheek when he smiled. He looked pissed, even for him.

“My other T.A. Mark is teaching class,” he told her, his voice dripping with acid. “In my office. Now!?”

She popped up and followed him, nearly running to keep up. He dropped into his desk chair and barked, “Close the door!”

Jenny complied, then stood in front of the door uncertainly. He looked her up and down, taking in her high platform heels, super short skirt, and the tight baby doll tee that was both low cut and short, leaving a sliver of her toned abdomen bare. She flipped her long blonde hair over her shoulder and broke the silence.

“How can I help you Dr. Abrams?” she asked, trying to act business like.

“You can help me by explaining why ten people in my intro to biology class got exactly the same answer on all 100 questions on yesterday’s test.”

Jenny felt a tremor of nervousness but tried her best to hide it. “I have no idea Dr. Abrams.”

He leaned forward, pinning her with a glare.

“Here’s a tip: if you’re going to cheat, be sure you are using the right answer key.”

“I don’t know what you mean,” she bluffed, as she felt a trickle of sweat drip down her spine.

Shit, if I get in trouble my parents are going to kill me. How did she get the wrong answer key?

“Really Jenny? Are you going to make this worse by lying?” he asked. His voice was deadly cold. “I have gotten ten separate students who each signed a statement that you sold them the answer key to yesterday’s test for $100 each. The wrong answer key. Needless to say, they were all angry enough to sell you out in a minute, especially if it helped them avoid expulsion for cheating.”

Shit. Her heart dropped.

“I can explain.” Really she couldn’t, but she wanted to buy herself some time to come up with a plausible excuse. She had talked herself out of worse situations.

His brows raised and he held up a hand to forestall whatever bullshit she was concocting in her head. She had a bad feeling this was going to be the first thing she couldn’t charm her way out of.

But she had to try. It was time to bring out her biggest guns, so to speak.

She moved into the office and leaned her elbows on the desk, subtly squeezing her arms to the sides of her chest and pointing her breasts at him. She knew from this position he could see down her shirt pretty easily, and her cleavage looked fantastic in her best push-up bra.

Her breasts were her best feature, many people had told her that in the past. He looked like a guy who could use a good boob shot.

Dr. Abrams just rolled his eyes. Uh oh.

“Here’s how this is going to work Jenny,” he started, sitting back and staring at her face intently. “Either I’m going to turn you into the dean, and you’ll be expelled, no doubt embarrassing your parents.”

She sat straight up, stiffening her spine.

“Or you will agree to be a lab subject for my pre-med biology class.”

Oh, that didn’t sound bad.

“Yeah, sure, what does being a lab subject involve?” she asked, making her voice as flirtatious as possible. “Do I have to take some coordination tests or something?”

His eyes gleamed and he almost looked predatory.

“We need a human subject to practice examination on Jenny,” he explained. “It’s not the same with cadavers. The students need to learn how to do exams without causing discomfort. And you don’t appear to be at all shy, so you would be perfect for this project.”

“An examination?” she whispered, suddenly nervous.

“Yes, we are mid-way through our unit on female reproduction. You will help the students learn how to exam a woman, inside and out.”

Jenny gasped in outrage. “What?!? I’m not going to do that! There’s got to be another option.”

He nodded.

“You’ve got two options Jenny, and it’s completely your choice. You can choose expulsion or one day in the lab, letting us do whatever we need to do to you to learn more about female anatomy.”

“One day of exams in the lab and I’m off the hook?” she asked suspiciously.

“Yes, but remember, you will allow the students to exam you in any and all ways that I see fit. And you will sign an iron-clad contract stating that you are willing to participate, no questions asked.”

He leaned forward and slid a piece of paper towards her. “Sign this or be expelled Jenny. Your choice.”


Chapter Two



Jenny felt nervous walking into the biology lab, but she tried to hide it.

You can do this, she told herself. Two hours in the lab and you’re off the hook for selling those test results. How bad can it be? It’s not like you haven’t had a gyno exam before.

“Jenny!”

She jumped as Dr. Abrams barked her name from across the room and glowered at her.

“You’re late!”

She took a deep breath, reminding herself to act confident, and walked over to where he stood with his other TA Mark.

Mark was in graduate school she knew, so he got to actually teach classes and lead lab assignments rather than doing busy work like grading tests. He wasn’t bad looking, kind of tall and thin, but he had a handsome face. She shot him her most charming smile and was gratified to see a flush rising on his cheeks. She loved flustering men.

Dr. Abrams tossed a hospital gown at her.

“Get undressed. We’re starting now,” he ordered. “Wear it with the opening in the front.”

Jenny looked around the large auditorium. “Um, where?”

Dr. Abrams sighed, then pointed to the corner where there was a flimsy screen. “Back there. Take everything off, leave your clothes back there.”

She opened her mouth to protest, but he cut her off.

“Just for the record, and in front of a witness,” he nodded at Mark. “You were caught cheating. I gave you the option of expulsion or volunteering to be our practice subject for medical exams. You choose to let me use your body for any exams I deem necessary for my students’ learning.”

She shivered at the phrase “use your body”. It seemed kind of…depraved. Yet in Dr. Abrams’ deep voice, it also sounded kind of sexy. She nodded.

“I need your verbal confirmation Jenny, in front of Mark as our witness, that we agreed to this. I want you to conform that you signed a contract agreeing to this, you understand that we will be using your body for learning, and that you are doing this of your own free will.”

Her mind raced, and unable to think of a way to get out of this, she nodded. “Yes Dr. Abrams, I am agreeing to this as per the terms of our contract.”

Mark the TA gave her a look that seemed slightly lascivious, and she tried not to react. Weirdo.

“Fine,” Dr. Abrams replied. “Now take off everything except the gown, get on the exam table…,” he pointed towards the middle of the lab where a group of about six people were waiting, watching all the action, “and keep your mouth shut for the rest of class.”

She turned with a huff. How dare he talk to me like this? My parents will have his job!

The voice of her conscience answered, They’ll have your ass if he tells them what you did.

Jenny moved behind the thin screen and removed her clothing. She was tempted to at least leave her underwear on, but she didn’t want to prolong this torture any more than she had to.

She shuffled out into the lab, carefully holding her gown closed, shivering in the chill of the room. Fortunately, the gown was much bigger than her very slim size two body, so it was easy to keep her modesty. But she knew that wasn’t going to last long.

At Dr. Abram’s direction, she sat up on the exam table, her feet dangling off like a little kid. She suddenly felt very young, and very nervous. She had a bad feeling about this.

“Lay back please Jenny,” Dr. Abrams instructed, his voice kinder than she had ever heard it.

“It’s important to put the patient completely at ease,” he instructed the class. She looked around. In addition to Dr. Abrams and Mark, there were six students: two girls and four boys. The girls looked a bit uncomfortable, but the boys looked oddly eager.

Perverts, she thought. Getting off on watching a gyno exam. Probably the only coochie they’ll be seeing any time soon.

Jenny laid down and Dr. Abrams draped a cloth over her lap.

“It’s important to preserve the patient’s sense of privacy,” he lectured the students. “Usually, you will want to keep any part of the body that you are not actively examining covered to help them feel comfortable.”

He moved up towards her head and pulled open the top of the gown. “We’ll start with a breast exam,” he said. “Who wants to go first?”

Jenny tried not to shudder as four male hands shot up. Her breasts were fabulous, full but perky, and she knew she looked good laying there topless. She subtly pushed her shoulders together underneath her to help them stand up more.

“You, Ben, you start,” Dr. Abrams ordered. “I’ll walk you through it.”

Ben stepped forward. He was OK looking, kind of bland, a little short for her taste. His blue eyes were wide with excitement, like he had never seen a tit before.

“Start off by circling the breast, pushing in slightly, looking for anything lumpy.”

Ben’s clammy hand landed on the side of her breast, squeezing hard.

“Hey!” she squeaked. “Be careful with those! My breasts are very sensitive.”

“Let me show you,” Dr. Abrams interjected. “Follow my lead.”

Dr. Abrams lowered his hand to the top of the nearest breast, and started gently circling all around, gradually deepening the pressure. Ben did the same on this side, following the doctor’s lead. It felt kind of nice, almost like a little breast massage. She felt her heart speed up a bit.

Dr. Abrams began moving around the nipple, circling the red areola, and to her horror her nipples perked up. The hardened nubs extended as the two men examined her nipples. It felt…oddly arousing.

“You may notice that she’s getting a nipple hard on,” Dr. Abrams lectured the students. “See how her nipples are getting redder and sticking up? That’s a typical sign of arousal. Some women get aroused with any stimulation, no matter how innocent it is.”

Several students leaned in to look more carefully at her breasts. Jenny caught her breath. For some reason, this was making her even more excited. What is wrong with me?

One by one Dr. Abrams led the other students through the exam. The two girls were very clinical in their exams, shooting her apologetic looks, having no doubt been through it themselves. But the four guys were clearly enjoying rubbing and staring at her magnificent breasts.

“I think I feel something,” one of the girls said. “Feel right here.”

Dr. Abrams reached across her body and placed his fingers near the student’s and pressed around the tissue with his fingertips.

“Ah, yes Janie, that’s a good observation. Jenny has some fibrous tissue there. It’s very common with naturally large breasts like she has,” he explained. “Everyone, come touch this part of the breast and feel how it’s different.”

Multiple hands shot out over her, groping at her boob. Each set of hands felt different, some touched her tentatively like they had never felt a breast before, other groped and squeezed her like she was a piece of fruit in the grocery store.

It was a lot to take in, all the different feelings, and all the rubbing and pressing and pulling on her nipples was making her even more excited. Her breath was coming in short pants, and she could feel dampness gathering between her legs.

Jenny hoped they wouldn’t be able to tell how much this was making her excited.

“Someone grab the speculum,” Dr. Abrams said as the last student finished massaging her now hyper-sensitive breasts. “Let’s open her up.”


Chapter Three



Jenny felt Dr. Abrams pull her feet up one by one into the stirrups attached to the table, then start to spread her legs out as wide as the stirrups would go. Her inner thighs protested the stretch, and she suddenly felt really embarrassed.

The students seeing her topless was one thing but seeing her….down there….that was another thing altogether. Somehow she hadn’t thought about the fact that six students, a TA, and her professor would all be staring at her naked vajayjay. She probably should have waxed.

Someone whipped the sheet off her pelvis and suddenly there she was, totally naked on the table. The cold air in the room teased the curls at the top of her mound. She heard someone take a sharp intake of breath, but she continued to stare at the ceiling.

Just pretend you’re not here, she told herself.

She heard a squelching noise as Dr. Abrams said, “First you want to get the speculum nice and lubricated so it slides in easily. It will hurt more if they’re not lubricated.”

“Looks like she’s already pretty lubricated,” one guy laughed.

Jenny felt her face flush.

Dr. Abrams looked up at her from between her legs, tapping her thigh to get her attention. She met his amused gaze.

“Jenny, do you find this experience arousing?”

She didn’t answer.

He slapped her inner thigh hard, and she gasped.

“Answer me girl!”

She nodded. “Um, yeah, I guess I got turned on a little,” she whispered.

Dr. Abrams nodded, then turned to the students. “Often you’ll find some women have some kind of sexual response to their gynecological exams. Just like we saw with her breasts, some women are easily aroused just be having their labia touched.”

“What do we do when that happens?” someone asked. “Do we just pretend that we don’t see her cunt dripping cream?”

Dr. Abrams chuckled. “Well, in the old days doctors believed that if the female was horny during her exam, it meant she was either a slut or repressed. Either way, they would typically give her some relief. It was believed that a good orgasm would cure both problems.”

“I don’t think she’s repressed,” one guy called out. “Do you see those tiny skirts and tight tops she wears? She definitely is in the slut category.”

Several people laughed. Jenny felt her face flame in embarrassment. Just because she liked to dress in cute provocative outfits, that didn’t make her a slut. She had a banging body, she figured she might as well enjoy it while she was young and still looked good.

Dr. Abrams continued, “Of course nowadays that approach has fallen out of favor. You don’t see a lot of doctors giving their patients orgasms anymore.”

Jenny felt oddly disappointed, until he continued.

“But there are still many benefits to a woman having an orgasm,” Dr. Abrams added. “It’s good for anxiety, phobias, insomnia, stress, and frigidity, to name a few things. If the female is consenting, of course you can help her out. And your observation is correct John. Clearly Jenny is a bit of an exhibitionist. She’s totally getting off on all of us staring at her like this, like she’s some slut in a porno movie.”

Jenny stiffened in shock. What was he talking about? She never heard anything about gynos getting people off. And he was calling her a slut? She had only ever been with two guys in her 19 years of life. This was crazy.

She lifted her head. “I didn’t sign up for this,” she said, her voice haughty. “I never agreed to be groped and insulted.”

“You signed a contract saying you consented to, quote, anything and everything I might choose to do with your body, end quote,” he reminded her as he hit her with a stern glare. “Are you canceling the contract and choosing expulsion?”

“No…I don’t know,” she said in a small voice. “What are you going to do?”

“I’m going to teach these students how to do a pelvic and perianal exam of course,” Dr. Abrams said as if he hadn’t been talking about giving patients orgasms. “May I continue?”

“Yes,” her voice was quiet and small. What choice did she have? She couldn’t get expelled.

She gasped as she heard Dr. Abrams begin cranking open the speculum. She hated this part, it always pinched, and the speculum always felt cold.

“Someone please shine the light over here,” Dr. Abrams instructed as he stretched her opening with the tool. “Everyone, come take a look inside this vagina.”

“It’s hard to see,” one guy complained. “Can she open up more?”

“Of course,” Dr. Abrams said as he started cranking the speculum wider. “Remember a woman’s body can expand enough to get an entire baby out.”

He paused, then added with a chuckle, “Or a man’s entire fist in.”

Jenny felt a whoosh of wetness in her core at his words, followed by someone calling out, “Well she liked that idea.”

Dr. Abrams allowed each student in turn to look inside her cranked open pussy, pointing out the cervix and inviting each student to physically exam her pussy lips, clit, taint, and the area around her asshole.

She squeezed her eyes closed against the feeling of all those hands touching her. Her breath was coming in short pants and her heart was racing so fast she thought she might faint. And through it all, she could feel her pussy dripping with so much moisture it was sliding down her ass.

“What does it feel like inside the ass?” one student asked as he examined her perianal area.

“Lube up your finger and check it out,” Dr. Abrams responded. “See for yourself. I’m sure Jenny won’t mind.”

Before she could protest his words someone was jamming their lubricated finger up her asshole. Jenny stiffened in pain and shock.

“It’s easier if you push out Jenny, like you do when you’re taking a shit,” Dr. Abrams instructed. “It’ll help relax the sphincter and make the insertion easier.”

She followed his instructions and the guy’s finger slid easily into her asshole. It felt…weird. In fact, it felt kind of good. Her entire body was vibrating with arousal.

“Have you ever had any anal stimulation Jenny?” the doctor asked.

“No.”

“Give her some strokes Scott, let’s see if it increases her arousal.”

Scott began pumping his finger in and out of her forbidden hole and within a couple of strokes she realized she was pumping her hips to meet him. She had never done this before, but it was hot as hell.

She had no idea she could get so turned on just by someone playing with her ass. Her pussy was practically weeping, and her nipples were so hard she could cut glass. Her clit was swollen and throbbing in time with her elevated heartrate.

“I’d like to learn more about what works to heighten female arousal,” one girl said. “For research purposes of course.”

“Great idea Susan,” Dr. Abrams said. “It’s time for us to learn more about the physiology of female arousal.”


Chapter Four



Jenny gasped. She knew she should be embarrassed. She knew she should be ashamed. But right now, all she could think about was how desperate she was to come. Did Dr. Abrams mean they were going to bring her to orgasm? She had never been so horny in her entire life.

She felt Dr. Abrams remove the speculum, and her overstretched pussy hole relaxed. At the same time, Scott slid his fingers out of her ass.

“There are several ways to bring arousal,” Dr. Abrams told the class. “There’s kissing, nipple stimulation, anal play, clitoral stimulation, and of course, vaginal penetration. You’ve seen Jenny here respond to all of those mechanism.”

“We sure have,” one guy said with a lewd laugh. She heard others join in his merriment.

“She’s responsive all right,” someone else added.

“For best results, you’ll want to incorporate all of these methods,” Dr. Abrams continued. “That will increase the chances of the woman letting go and achieving the relief of an orgasm.”

He placed his left hand on the bottom of Jenny’s stomach, just above her snatch, then slid one finger into her pussy. It was so wet it made a weird sound as the doctor inserted the digit.

He started pumping in and out as he explained the biological mechanisms in play with vaginal arousal. He pressed the heel of his hand firmly over her clit, and she squealed with pleasure.

Jenny was trying so hard not to come, yet her body was pushing against him of its volition. She tossed her head from side to side, whimpering as she prayed for Dr. Abrams to give her some relief.

“This is so hot,” someone called from the group.

Dr. Abrams looked up at the clock. “I’ll tell you what, class is officially dismissed. But anyone who wants to stay to learn more about female arousal can stay. But it is on your own time, and the university is not liable for anything that happens if you stay.”

He looked around, but no one moved. They were all staring at her intently like she was a porno movie or something. Belatedly she realized that she was still humping Dr. Abram’s hand. She bit her lip.

He reached down and pinched her clit hard, and Jenny came with a long wail. Her entire body stiffened, then started shaking with her orgasm, liquid squirting out as her orgasm went on. It was the longest, hardest orgasm she had ever had. It was so intense that her vision blacked out a bit at the edges until she started to come back.

“Holy fuck,” someone whispered. “That was hot.”

Jenny lifted her head and saw that all the male students, plus Mark the TA, had unzipped their pants, and were stroking their naked cocks as they watched Dr. Abrams get her off. One woman had her hand down her pants, clearly stroking her own clit, while the second female student was all flushed and sweaty like she had come just by watching.

“Who else wants to try to get her off?” Dr. Abrams asked.

“Me! Me! Me!”

Several voices called out at once. Dr. Abrams chuckled.

“OK how about we take turns?” he suggested. “Mark, you’re light. You get on top of the table and do some oral stimulation. Two of you can each take a breast to do some stimulation there. And as for this sweet pussy,” she heard the sound of a zipper. “I’m going in first.”

Before she could say anything, Mark the TA was on his knees on the table, straddling her neck. He leaned down over her on his hands and knees, then shoved his cock into her mouth. It was already dripping with pre-cum. It was kind of skinny, like Mark himself, but long enough to hit the back of her throat every time he dropped his hips down to hump her face.

Her eyes watered and she began to drool. She felt hands on both of her breasts, she had no idea who they belonged to, and strange fingers began to pull, pinch, and stroke her nipples.

She groaned around Mark’s cock, then screamed as she felt a ginormous cock push into her pussy with no warning.

Holy crap! Dr. Abrams was so big and thick it felt like he was splitting her open. She was wetter than she had ever been in her life, but even that wasn’t enough to avoid the discomfort as she waited for her body to adjust to his enormous girth.

Dr. Abrams lifted her legs to his shoulders and started pounding into her pussy. Jenny could feel the other students stroking their fingers all over her body, exploring.

Mark stiffened above her, suddenly shouting, “Take it bitch, take it all,” as he shot his load into her mouth. Jenny swallowed frantically, trying to get it all down without choking as his balls slapped against her chin.

Meanwhile the pounding below was bringing her close, so close, to the relief she craved.

Mark slipped off her face just as Dr. Abrams said, “Someone stimulate her clit for me.”

Rough fingers circled her swollen bud, then pulled it away in a hard pinch.

Jenny came with a high pitched scream. “Oh my god! Oh my fucking god!”

Her pussy squeezed around Dr. Abrams’ cock, triggering his own orgasm. He emptied himself into her womb with a deep shout.

She was still coming down when she felt warm, roping spurts of liquid hit her torso and chest from all sides. There were two guys on each side of her, frantically stroking their cocks, and one by one they shot their loads on her, covering her in warm cum.

Jenny couldn’t believe how the entire class was using her body for their own pleasure. And yet, it was like everything she had ever dreamed of, in her darkest fantasies. She felt desirable. She felt used. She felt both powerful and powerless at the same time. It was a total mind fuck, and she loved it.

“Who’s next?” Dr. Abrams called. “You all can see how much she’s enjoying being our little fuck toy.”

“I want in,” Scott called.

“My turn!” Susan said at the same time.

Jenny looked around at their eager faces and smiled. She could easily do this again.

“Look how happy she is,” someone said, shock clear in their tone. “She loved that! I can’t believe what a slut she is.”

“Let’s talk about sexual perversion,” Dr. Abrams said. “Many people are turned on by being used, as you see with Jenny here. They may like being with more than one person at a time, being humiliated, having people watch them. Some people classify this as a mental disorder of some sort, but in truth, it’s usually just that the person is a dirty little whore who gets off on being used and abused.”

Jenny moaned.

He grabbed both of her feet that were hanging off the side of the table limply and held them up with one hand the way you would do with a baby when you were changing a diaper. The legs up position clearly showed her ass to the entire group.

Dr. Abrams smacked her with his open palm, startling a gasp out of her.

Thwack!

Thwack!

“You like being used like a toy, don’t you slut?” he growled, as he wailed on her ass.

“Yes,” she moaned. “Please. More.”

He continued to spank her in front of the group until she could feel her butt cheeks were even redder than her face. Each hard smack from Dr. Abrams’ large hand made her butt cheeks jiggle. Pain bloomed from each place he struck her, but as the pain receded, jolts of awareness went right to her core, heightening her excitement even more.

Soon she was pushing her hips towards Dr. Abrams, meeting each smack, and moaning loudly. “Yes! Please!”

When he finally stopped, her ass was on fire, and she was close to orgasm again.

“See class?” Dr. Abrams said, his voice full of smug satisfaction. “Sexual Perversion.”


Chapter Five



“Iwant a chance with that sweet ass,” Scott spoke up into the silence. “Is that Okay Dr. Abrams?”

Dr. Abrams slid his finger around the outside of her asshole, and she shuddered. “Have you ever had anal Jenny?”

“No,” she answered. She could scarcely talk. She felt a strange combination of embarrassment, humiliation, excitement, and contentment.

“OK then, use lots of lube Scott,” Dr. Abrams instructed.

Susan swung her leg up on the table by Jenny’s head. “No reason the boys should have all the fun,” she said. “You can eat my pussy now, slut.”

Jenny felt her mouth water. What the hell? She had never been with a woman before, never even kissed one, but looking up at Susan’s bare pussy as she pulled up her skirt, she couldn’t wait to taste her. Her folds were pink and glistening with excitement. Jenny licked her lips in anticipation.

“Turn around Susan,” one of the guys instructed. “I want to try out those tits.”

Susan shifted so she was sitting directly over Jenny’s face, then lowered her weeping slit towards Jenny’s mouth. “Get licking little slut.”

Jenny reached out with her tongue, running it from Susan’s asshole to her clit. Susan sighed happily and lowered herself more. “Yeah, that’s good Jenny. Keep going just like that.”

Jenny started licking her in earnest as one of the guys got on top of her, straddling her waist. She had never seen him before today, so she had no clue who he was. The guy roughly pushed her large breasts together and shoved his cock between them, pushing in and out as he fucked the tunnel he made between her boobs.

The sensation was so much that Jenny almost didn’t realize what was happening down below until she felt Scott’s dick breach her asshole. She screamed up into Susan’s dripping pussy as Scott pushed past the ring of muscles in her ass and seated himself fully inside her.

It burned for a moment, then she felt a rush of heat as Scott began to fuck her virgin asshole.

“I’ll get the pussy,” someone said, and Jenny felt someone slide two fingers inside her channel. They started pumping in and out roughly while Scott picked up speed, pounding in and out of her ass.

She felt impossibly full. It was indescribable. Her senses were overloaded with pleasure.

“Keep licking,” Susan chastised from above her face. Jenny resumed her efforts.

Her mind was completely blank now. Her entire focus was on her body, on the people using her body for their own pleasure – and for hers. This was every secret fantasy she’d ever had coming to life, all at the same time.

The guy fucking her breasts suddenly groaned. “I’m coming!”

Hot cum shot through her breasts, coating her neck and shoulders. Jenny tasted some salty cum in her mouth and knew he had shot some far enough to also hit Susan’s pussy.

No sooner had the thought entered her mind than Susan started her own orgasm, squirting all over Jenny’s face as Susan screamed her release. “Yes Jenny, yes. You lick me like a fucking champ!”

It was all too much. Jenny stiffened, then she felt herself coming again. Her body was violently convulsing as her pussy squeezed against the fingers that were fucking her so roughly. Her ears rang, her heart was pounding out of her chest, and for a second Jenny thought she might black out.

Scott groaned and she felt warmth as he emptied himself into her ass with a loud groan. He pulled out and collapsed on the floor, as if his legs couldn’t hold him anymore, whispering from the floor, “Good god that was incredible.”

She heard a few more groans as some of the bystanders finished themselves off by coming on her body, soaking her once again in cum. There was so much of it that it was dripping off the sides of her body and pooling on the table.

Suddenly the room was completely silent other than the sound of multiple people breathing harshly. Susan and the guy straddling her slid off, and Jenny lifted herself to her elbows, looking around.

Everyone looked completely satisfied. She was covered from head to toe in sticky cum and god knows what else and in that moment, she also felt completely satisfied. She had never felt so powerful as she did in that moment.

Dr. Abrams reached for her hand, helping her sit up.

“Well, you turned out to be quite a willing participant in our medical learning today Jenny. Maybe you should try to cheat more often. I’m sure everyone in the room was…satisfied…by your participation.”

He handed her a small hand towel to wipe herself off, but she was so sticky it was pointless. She had cum weeping out of all of her holes anyway, she really needed to go home and take a shower. It gave her a little thrill to know she would be walking across campus covered in cum, and no one would be the wiser.

She slid off the table, noting with amusement that everyone else seemed a bit shell shocked.

“Can I go now?” she asked Dr. Abrams with a small smile.

“Yes Jenny, you did very well.” He gifted her with a magnificent smile, his dimple deep in his cheek as he met her eyes with his warm gaze. “Thank you for your contribution to medical science.”

She laughed and looked around.

“Yeah, thank you all for the orgasms. See you in class.”

***
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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?
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