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About This Book



This year they’ll give each other a special Christmas gift…someone else!

Nancy and James have been married for ten years, and things have gotten stale. Dull. Boring. Until the morning they finally open up to each other about their fantasies and realize that neither one of them is as vanilla as they assumed.

The couple decides to dip their toes into the swingers lifestyle with an attractive couple who have offered to play with them in the past and things quickly get hot. As they swap partners and engage in sexy times with someone else, Nancy and James realize just how exciting it can be to have a first time with someone else. But is this Christmas swap what they need to save their marriage? Or will it end in disaster?

It’s not cheating when your spouse is in the room…

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 Christmas Swap” by Reba Bale.

Be sure to check out a free preview of “Spanking Justice: A Middle-Aged Divorcee’s First Spanking” 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



“Happy Christmas Eve.”

I rolled over and looked at my husband with a smile. He looked adorably rumpled with his hair standing up in all directions and jaw full of stubble. Out of the corner of my eye I could see him tenting the sheet with his morning wood.

“Thanks baby.”

I gave him a peck on the cheek, ignoring the disappointed look in his eyes when I moved to get out of bed. I knew why he’d woken me up, but the truth was, I was getting bored with our sex life lately. Also, I had some biological needs I needed to address.

“I have to pee,” I explained.

He rolled over with a sigh. I felt like a jerk. I couldn’t really explain why my interest in him had been waning lately. Well, that wasn’t totally true. I loved my husband, I really did, but he was a little…vanilla. He thought reverse cowboy was daring.

It wasn’t that my husband wasn’t good in bed. He was a kind and thoughtful lover who always made sure I came first. I’d appreciated that in the beginning, but now after so many years, I longed for something more. Something different. Something less routine. Something a little more…exciting.

My waning interest didn’t make a lot of sense. My husband was a very attractive man and I still found him hot as hell. Sure, he was in his mid-thirties now, but women still checked him out whenever we went anywhere.

He worked out regularly, so his body was well-defined and muscular, without being bulky. He had wide shoulders, a trim waist, and the hint of a six-pack on his abs. His arms and legs were strong.

He was good looking too. He had thick brown hair that he kept longer on the top and shorter on the sides, highlighting his angular face. His eyes were almond shaped with thick brown lashes, and he had a little dimple in his left cheek that made an appearance when he smiled. Really the only thing that detracted from his appearance was a larger than normal nose that had a tiny bump at the bridge from being broken too many times playing basketball.

As I washed my hands and exited the bathroom I sighed. What was wrong with me? I had a handsome husband who loved me, and it wasn’t like I was necessarily attracted to someone else. How had everything gone so stale between us?

A little while later my husband and I sat across from each other at the breakfast table. James was eating toast and scrolling through something on his phone, and I was spooning out a grapefruit and staring into space. This was another thing that had changed over the years. When we’d first gotten together we’d been able to talk for hours. Now we couldn’t sustain a conversation over breakfast.

Suddenly James pushed his plate away, set down his phone, and met my eyes over the kitchen table. He looked a bit nervous.

“I have something to tell you, and I’m not sure if you’re going to like it.”

I stiffened. Was my husband having an affair? He’d seemed different lately, but I thought he was just feeling that same sense of boredom that I was feeling. Had he acted on his?

I set my spoon down and eyed him warily. “What’s the matter?”

He looked up the ceiling as if seeking inspiration, then returned his gaze to mine. “I’ve been seeing a counselor the last couple of months.”

I shook my head in confusion. “A counselor? You mean like a therapist?”

He nodded. “Yes, she’s been encouraging me to talk to you about our marriage.”

“OK.” I felt a sudden flash of fear. Was my marriage in even worse shape than I thought? Was James about to ask me for a divorce? I gripped the edge of the table tightly.

“I want to start by saying I really love you Molly, but I think we both know that things have gotten…stale. I want you, but I can tell you’re dissatisfied. And honestly, so am I. It feels like we’re both phoning it in at this point, especially in the bedroom.”

I felt a little nauseous, but also relieved. He was putting it all out there, and I resolved to be as honest as James was being. This might be the only chance we had to save our marriage.

“I love you too, but, well if we’re being honest, it feels like every time we make love it’s exactly the same. We kiss for a few minutes, you eat me out, sometimes I suck you off, then we fuck missionary style and roll over and go to sleep.”

His face showed his hurt and I hastened to add, “It’s not that I don’t like that, and it’s not that I don’t find you attractive, it’s just that…well, I need more variety. We need to keep it fresh.”

“My therapist suggested that we should share our fantasies with each other, see if there were some things we wanted to try together,” James told me. “Maybe we should start there, see what fantasies we have in common that we could try.”

“OK. What are yours?”

He looked super vulnerable for a moment, and I realized that we’d never really talked about sexual preferences before.

“Sometimes I fantasize about…”

James paused and I leaned forward eagerly. “I promise I won’t judge you. If I’m not into it, I’ll just tell you, and you can do the same with me.”

He nodded and looked resolved.

“Don’t freak out, but some time I’d like to tie you to the headboard and have you totally at my mercy,” he started. “Or take you over my knee and spank you until your ass turns red under my palms. I think I’d like that.”

My eyes widened and I felt a rush of arousal flood my panties. I’d known James for ten years now, and we’d been married for eight. Never, not once, did I have even a glimmer of an idea that he wanted to be dominant or get a little rough. How had he been hiding this from me all these years? I wish he’d said something earlier.

“I LOVE that idea,” I told him adamantly. “You should definitely do that.”

He looked pleased and surprised. Maybe there was more to my husband than I thought. Hidden depths. Clearly he had been holding back. And maybe I should have been more communicative about my needs as well.

“What else have you got?” I asked curiously. “Any other fantasies you want to share?”

He nodded and met my eyes again.

“Remember that time we had dinner with Frank and Ashley last month?” he asked, referencing a friend of his from the gym and his wife. We had gone on a double date recently and had a fun time together. Frank was about ten years older than James and me, but Ashley was a little younger than us, but we seemed to have a lot of interests in common.

“Yeah, what about it?”

“When you and Ashley went to the ladies room together, Frank told me something I didn’t know. He shared that, well, they’re swingers.”

My eyes widened in surprise. I had no idea those two were anything but vanilla. “Swingers? What, like they swap partners and have an open marriage?”

“I guess so. They don’t date other people or anything, but they do swap with other couples. Frank said that he and Ashley had already discussed that they were both super attracted to us and that he should feel me out. He told me that if we were ever interested in trying a swap, exploring something new, then we should hit them up.”

“No way! I can’t believe they’re swingers!” I was shocked, and a little bit turned on just thinking about it.

“I never said anything about it at the time because I wasn’t sure if it would freak you out. You’ve always seemed pretty conservative about sex.”

Good lord, it was clear my husband didn’t know me at all. And that was my own fault. Yeah, I suddenly realized that we really should have had this conversation a long time ago. Thank god James brought this subject up today. I gave him a smile.

“Wait here. I’ll be right back.”

I went into the den and got my laptop. I brought it back to the kitchen and sat down in the chair next to James, opening it up. While he watched, I went to my browser history and clicked on the most recent link. A video opened up, showing two couples going at it on one huge bed. They were a tangle of arms and legs and body parts. It was one of my favorite videos to watch when I was alone.

My husband’s brows rose to his hairline, and when I glanced down I could see he was half hard just from watching a brief snippet. I took a deep breath and laid it all on the line.

“I’ve always fantasized about another man getting me off while you watched.”

“Oh yeah, what else do you fantasize about?” he asked, his voice darker than I’d ever heard it.

“Sometimes when I masturbate I imagine that after you watch us, you fuck me roughly to show us both who I belong to,” I told my husband. “Or you punish me.”

He gave me a mischievous smile.

“We have the exact same fantasy.”

“Yep.” I popped the ‘p’ sound for emphasis. I felt happier than I’d felt in a while. It was such a relief to get this all out on the table.

“How did we not know this?”

“I think we need to work on our communication skills as well as our sex life,” I told him.

He nodded.

“Now that we’ve put all our cards on the table, what do we do next?”

“Let’s see what Frank and Ashley are doing for Christmas.”


Chapter Two



The doorbell rang and I smoothed down my black cocktail dress nervously. James had called Frank yesterday and after talking for a while, they had agreed that Frank and Ashley would come over to our house tonight after they were finished with their family’s Christmas dinner.

I’d dressed up in my nicest dress paired with black stilettos that made my muscular calves look good. My daily runs kept my trim even though I was in my mid-thirties now, and the dress I was wearing highlighted my curves nicely.

I’d left my long blonde hair down, cascading over my shoulders in soft waves, and added a touch of mascara to bring out the brown in my eyes. I looked good, and it helped me feel less nervous about what was going to happen tonight. Fantasy was one thing, reality was another.

James opened the door and let our friends in. The men shook hands as Ashley and I hugged.

Frank looked dashing in a black suit that he’d paired with a white button-down shirt and a tie covered in cartoon Santas. His dark hair was slicked back, and his brown eyes darkened as they ran up and down my body, checking me out. I shivered and pressed my legs together to relieve the pressure.

Meanwhile Ashley was sizing up my husband like a piece of leftover turkey. She was wearing a red velvet dress that stopped just above the knee, with sky-high red heels. Her brown hair was pulled to her nape is an elegant chignon, and her brown eyes were artfully made up in the classic “smoky eye”. She was stunning.

It was clear from the way that they dressed that the couple had some money. The two of them looked like they were going to the opera, not coming to our suburban townhouse for a tryst.

James opened a bottle of wine and we all sat down in the living room, sipping our wine, and chatting about our holiday. It all seemed so…normal. Finally, I couldn’t take the suspense any longer and addressed the elephant in the room.

“Um, so how does this work?”

James shot me a grateful look.

“The first thing I want to say is that Ashley and I know that this is the first time you’ve done this,” Frank began. “Not everyone likes the experience, and the key to making this enjoyable for everyone is communication. We’ll agree to ground rules and boundaries before we start, and if at any time either of you become uncomfortable and want to stop, all you have to do is say the word ‘red’. That’s your safe word. If you say red we stop immediately. No hesitation, no questions, no hard feelings.”

James and I nodded.

Ashley added, “If you just want things to slow down a bit, like you need a minute but you’re not sure you want to stop, just say ‘yellow’ and that tells us to back off a bit.”

I laughed, recalling those movies from a few years ago. “This is all very fifty shades.”

“The lifestyle – that’s what we call it – the swinger lifestyle is similar to BDSM in that there are elements of power and control, and a successful experience is always based on clear communication and a total focus on your partner’s needs,” Frank explained.

“OK.”

“Because this is your first time, we’re going to recommend that we stick with a soft swap.”

At our confused look he continued, “A soft swap is when we exchange partners, but we all agree that there won’t be full-on intercourse with them. That means that it’s OK for us to kiss each other’s partners, give them oral or manual stimulation, maybe even come on them, but there’s no vaginal or anal penetration with the penis. How does that sound to you guys?”

“That sounds like exactly what we’ve been talking about,” James responded after looking to me for confirmation. “What is it called when there is intercourse?” he asked curiously.

“That’s called a full swap,” Frank responded. “Most people only agree to that when they’ve played together before and there’s already a good foundation of trust between all four partners. We might move onto that in the future if we all agree to do this again, depending on how everyone feels about it.”

“Sounds like a good plan,” I confirmed. James nodded in agreement.

“We can go into separate rooms if you want,” Ashley told us, “But we actually find it much hotter to all be together in one place so we can watch each other and know what’s happening at all times. It also makes it easier to swap back to our regular partners without killing the mood if we want to finish off with the full Monty.”

“Do we do this here?” I asked. “Or do you want to go into the bedroom? We have a king size bed.” I’d changed the sheets earlier just in case.

“What do you prefer?” Frank asked me.

I appreciated him leaving the decision up to us. I was hesitant to bring this couple into our marital bed, so I suggested we stay in the living room, and James agreed.

We turned down off all but one of the living room lights to set the mood, and James turned on the gas fireplace to add a romantic ambience. Between the fire, a table lamp in the corner, and the lights of the Christmas tree, the room was bathed in soft light, giving everything an almost surreal quality.

“Are you guys ready to get started?” Frank asked.

We both nodded. I felt a thrill of excitement. I couldn’t believe we were actually going through with this.

“Don’t forget, there’s no shame in using your safe words,” Ashley reminded us. “Everything we do tonight should feel good,” she giggled, “even if it hurts.”

James and I smiled at each other as we nodded in tandem again.

I was standing over by the fireplace and Frank stood up and stalked towards me, his gaze suddenly hot and dominant.

“You’re mine now, pet,” he told me, his voice so deep I felt a shiver of awareness run through my body. “Come here.”

Moisture flooded my core as I walked towards Frank. I couldn’t believe we were actually doing this.

As soon as I got close enough, he wrapped one hand around the back of my head and drew me towards him. His hard lips crashed down on mine and I gasped from the feeling of kissing someone new after ten years with my husband. It felt different, but good. Frank’s tongue swept in, exploring my mouth confidently as he lined our bodies up together. There was a hint of mint on his breath, and I realized that he must have popped a mint after we’d drunk the wine.

He was taller than my husband, which forced me to raise my chin more in order to stay connected to Frank’s mouth. I rose up on my toes, bracing my hands against his shoulders. I could feel him hardening against my abdomen and knew that my nipples were already hard enough to cut glass.

We kissed until we were breathless, and then Frank tore his mouth away. Frank nipped along my jaw and down my neck to my collarbone, leaving stinging kisses in his wake.

He moved to stand behind me, hands seeking out the hidden zipper on the back of my dress. I looked up to see James watching us. I was too far away to see his eyes, but from his face I could tell he was already excited.

He was sitting on the couch, Ashley straddling his lap with her skirt shoved to the top of her thighs. His hands slid up and down her creamy thighs and I expected to feel jealous, but instead I just felt turned on. Ashely looked over her shoulder at me and her husband and gave us a saucy wink.

James roughly grabbed her hair, drawing her attention back to him. He pulled her down towards him and kissed her roughly, more roughly than I ever remembered him kissing me. I wondered idly why my husband had always treated me like fine china instead of giving me the rough treatment I’d always longed for.

I felt the cool air on my skin, bringing my attention back to my partner for the night. My dress slid off my shoulders and onto the floor, so I stood in front of Frank wearing only my black lace underwear. He walked around, his eyes hot as he examined me.

“You’re so hot,” he breathed appreciatively. I smiled.

“On your knees,” he ordered, his voice dropping to a deep growl.

I dropped to my knees, automatically responding to his order. Normally I was a strong and independent woman, but I couldn’t deny that being bossed around in this circumstance gave me a thrill.

He nodded towards his crotch. “Take it out.”

I met and held Frank’s gaze while I reached up to unsnap his dress pants. I slid the zipper down slowly and opened up his pants. He exhaled roughly. I could see his erection straining against his boxers, so I grabbed the waistband and used both hands to shove his pants and boxers down to his mid-thigh.

His cock popped up, bouncing against his shirt, and I couldn’t help but lick my lips as I noticed pre-cum already glistening on the head. Frank was a strong and powerful man, and it gave me pleasure to know that he was attracted to me.

I studied him, automatically categorizing all the ways his cock was different from my husband’s. They were both about the same length, but Frank was much thicker. Where James’ penis curved a little to the side, Frank’s was straight as a ruler and almost purple and angry looking with his arousal.

When he didn’t say anything, I finally whispered, “May I?”

His cock twitched in front of my eyes. “You want to suck my cock like a little slut? Go ahead, do it!”

A rush of moisture hit my already dampened panties. My heart was racing so fast I could feel my pulse in my ears. I couldn’t say why I liked his dirty talk, but god help me, I did. Knowing that my husband could hear him talk to me this way made me even more excited.

I leaned forward and traced around the mushroom head of his cock with my tongue. I heard Frank inhale sharply as I circled the tip a few times. Slowly, so slowly, I fed him into my mouth until he hit the back of my throat. I wrapped one hand around the base of his dick, the other on the back of his thigh, and began to suck him off in earnest.

My eyes darted to the couch. Ashley was still straddling James, but her dress was unzipped now, the top pushed down to her waist, her bra nowhere in sight. Ashely was standing on her knees, giving my husband better access as he sucked one of her tits into his mouth. She was a little younger than me, and I couldn’t help but feel a tiny flare of jealousy that her tits were so much perkier than mine. I wondered if James liked hers better than mine.

Frank slid his fingers into my hair and tugged, the bite of pain grabbing my attention. I looked up.

“Eyes on me, slut.”

He began pounding into my mouth roughly, his fingers tight in my hair to hold my head in place. Totally immobilized, I was helpless as Frank fucked my mouth, using me to get himself off. I choked every time the tip of his cock banged into the back of my throat. Frank was so big it felt like my jaw would detach from my head, and my lips were stretched open as far as they would go.

I hallowed out my cheeks, alternating between sucking and humming, knowing that he could feel the vibration on his cock.

“Oh yeah Molly, you’re so good at that.” I saw him look over directly at my husband as he continued, “You suck me off like you’re a pro. You like this, don’t you? You like me fucking your mouth like you’re some little whore.”

His fingers tightened in my hair, and I moaned loudly. Frank’s gaze returned to mine.

“I’m close. You’re going to swallow it all down, everything I give you, understand?”

I nodded, tightening my lips against his hard dick. Moving one hand up to cup his balls, I squeezed him slightly.

Frank came with a loud shout. “Fuck!”

I swallowed furiously as he spurted his warm, salty cum into my mouth. My husband’s semen had a sweeter flavor, and Frank’s was a little more earthy, but it was still good, and I drank it down eagerly. I’d always loved this part of a blowjob, the part where the guy completely lost control.

Frank finally finished with one last jerk. He pulled out noisily. I rubbed my mouth and chin, catching a stream of drool and whisking it away. I lowered my ass to my heels, waiting for my next instructions.

My husband’s friend pulled me to standing and reached around to unclasp my bra, sliding it off me and tossing it to the side. My heavy breast bounced as they were freed, and Frank watched the movement with his dark eyes.

“Move onto the loveseat Molly,” he ordered. “Lay on your back and face your husband.”


Chapter Three



Istrolled over to the loveseat, checking out the action on the couch as I walked by. While I’d been sucking off her husband, Ashely had lost the rest of her clothes, and divested my husband of his as well. He was sprawled over her naked form, kissing her passionately while her nails raked up and down his back, leaving marks that were visible even in the dim light.

I lay down, resting my head on a pillow, and turned my head to watch them.

Frank dropped to his knees next to me, then smacked one thigh sharply. “Open! I want to see your pussy.”

I widened my legs, and he slid off my black panties, leaving me completely naked except for my black stilettos. When Frank didn’t say anything, I began to squirm. Turning my head to look at him, I saw that he was staring at the glistening folds of my pussy.

Finally, he spoke. “I see you like to keep it natural.”

I closed my legs, embarrassed, but he shoved his hand between them, keeping me exposed.

“Don’t hide from me Molly. I like a woman to look like a woman, not a little girl.”

His words made me feel unaccountably proud. One long finger lowered and pressed between my labia. Frank explored my slit, moving back and forth a few times with this long finger as he spread my wetness.

I heard a moan and looked over towards the couch. James and Ashley had shifted, and now they lay side by side on the couch in the classic sixty-nine position. The younger woman was sucking my husband’s erect cock while his face was buried in her pussy.

“Shall we see who’s better at eating your pussy?” Frank asked. “Me or your husband?”

I jumped as I felt his wet tongue slide between my folds. From his place kneeling on the floor, he leaned over one of my legs, immobilizing it and pinning me to the loveseat. I lifted the other leg to rest on the back, opening myself wider as Frank eagerly licked me from top to bottom and back again.

Frank’s thick tongue slid in and out of my channel as he started to fuck me with tongue. I writhed beneath him, moaning softly. He reached up and caught one nipple in his fingers, pinching it sharply.

I yelped, and my husband’s head popped up from between Ashley’s thighs as if he wanted to make sure I was OK. His eyes took in Frank’s fingers pinching my nipples and he smiled. My husband knew how sensitive my nipples were and normally he was extra careful with them. I realized at that moment that nipples like mine were made to be pinched and bitten, not treated tenderly. The pain was intoxicating, and it added to my arousal.

After a few long minutes, Frank turned his attention to the swollen bundle of nerves at the apex of my thighs. He began tapping my clit with his tongue.

“That feels so good,” I gasped. “Frank! Keep doing that. Please!”

I’d never begged for anything in my life but right now I was desperate. Without warning, he shoved one thick finger roughly into my channel and I gasped again at the unexpected invasion.

That was another thing I was dissatisfied with about sex with James: he had a routine, and he went through it step by step the same way every time. It was like my body was a paint by number or something.

Now, laying on my loveseat watching my husband with another woman, I felt alive for the first time in years. I loved not knowing what Frank would do next, not knowing where he would touch me, whether he would use his fingers or his tongue, whether he would be rough or gentle.

He added a second finger and started pumping in and out of me while continuing to tap at my clit with his tongue. Periodically he would take a break from the tapping and circle the edges with the tip of his tongue, working me up into a frenzy before returning to the sharp tongue flicks.

Frank curved his fingers inside me and touched a spot no one else had ever managed to find. It was all overwhelming. The fingers stroking my G-spot. The strong torso holding my leg down, trapping me beneath him. The sharp jabs of his tongue.

Frank tightened his fingers around my nipple again, pinching sharply with his nails, and my orgasm hit me with the force of one of those cartoon characters crashing into a rock.

“Oh my god!” I wailed. “Frank!”

My entire body spasmed beneath him, moisture flooding over his fingers as I came harder than I’d ever come in my life. My vision grew fuzzy, and my breathing stuttered as wave after wave of pleasure coursed through my body. Minutes later, I lay there shaking through the aftershocks until finally I relaxed into the fabric of the loveseat.

I heard James grunt out, “I’m coming,” then heard slurping sounds as Ashley drank him down. I lay still, trying to catch my breath, and a minute or two later I heard a high-pitched wail as Ashely found her own orgasm with my husband.

Frank leaned down and kissed me deeply, and I could taste myself on his lips. It was intoxicating. We were interrupted by my husband’s voice, sounding deeper than I’d ever heard it before.

“I want to fuck my wife now. Let’s swap.”

Frank gave him a pleased smile. “Gladly.”

He stalked over towards Ashley while James pulled me to standing. I wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed him, plastering my naked body against his. Despite the fact that I’d heard him come just a few minutes before, I felt a poke against my belly as he started to harden again.

We broke apart for breath just as I heard another high-pitched wail from Ashley. She was straddling Frank on the couch, reverse cowgirl style, and they both were watching us. His fingers were tight on her narrow hips, and he was bouncing her up and down on his cock while she moaned happily, her face pinched in ecstasy.

“Get on the floor on your hands and knees,” James commanded me. “Be where you can face them.”

My husband had never ordered me to do anything in his life. I dropped down to my knees, then lowered my hands to the floor, presenting my ass to my husband.

He kneeled behind me, then wrapped his front over my back, and bit my ear sharply. I cried out in surprise, and he growled, “Did you like sucking another man’s cock?”

When I didn’t answer, he lifted up on his knees and brought his hand down on my ass in a sharp crack.

Thwack!

“Answer me!”

Thwack!

Thwack!

Thwack!

He landed several more sharp slaps to my right ass cheek, hitting me with enough force that the sensation vibrated through my body. Pain and pleasure mingled in my mind. I’d just come with Frank a few minutes ago, but my greedy pussy was already hungry for more.

“Did you like it?” he ground out as he landed another sharp smack.

Thwack!

“Yes!” I cried out. “I loved sucking his giant cock!”

Thwack!

Thwack!

James slapped my ass twice more, and I knew my cheek had to be red from the force of those slaps. The skin was stinging and hot.

I felt his fingers dig into my hips hard enough to bruise, and that was the only warning I had before my husband pushed into me roughly, pushing his cock deep into my weeping pussy with one long, hard thrust. I cried out as he bottomed out in me with a grunt.

Thwack!

“Ahhh!”

This time James slapped my left butt cheek as he pulled almost all the way out of me, then thrust in hard again.

Thwack!

He repeated the move, pushing into me so hard that I would have fallen over if he wasn’t gripping my hip with his other hand.

Thwack!

Thwack!

My husband reached up and grabbed my hair, wrapping it around his fist and pulling my head back. I gasped at the pain, but it only added to my pleasure.

Across the room Frank came with a shout, and his wife soon followed him. I stared at the expressions of pure bliss on their faces, getting off on watching them fuck at the same time that James fucked me from behind. He continued to pound into me roughly and tugged my head back a little more. I gasped in pain.

“Come,” he ordered. “Come now you dirty little whore!”

I broke apart beneath him with a loud screech. Bucking and shaking with the force of my orgasm, my internal muscles squeezed James tightly until he finally succumbed to his own orgasm. I felt his hot seed pour into me in long spurts, filling my womb.

When he was finally done, James collapsed on top of me, and my knees gave out, sending us both sprawling flat on the floor. I was nearly suffocating, trapped under his weight, and it felt amazing. As I lay under my husband I realized that this was the first time in the ten years that we’d been together that we’d fucked doggy-style. I hoped it wouldn’t be the last.

Before today I would have thought doggy-style was the most daring thing I could imagine my husband doing. Now I knew better.

James finally rolled off me and I took a few deep breaths before I sat up. Frank and Ashley were still on the couch, leaning back and watching us contentedly.

“How was it?” Ashley called to us. “Did we all have fun?”

James rolled to sitting and leaned back against the couch, then lifted me up to sit between his open legs. I leaned back against his chest, and he circled his arms around my waist. It should have seemed weird, sitting there completely naked while talking to another naked couple, but somehow it felt completely natural. I realized that even after a short time together, the four of us had created a strange kind of intimacy between us.

“That was the single-most hottest experience of my life,” I answered her, shifting a little as the carpet pressed against my sore butt cheeks. My ass was still stinging from that spanking from James.

He chuckled and leaned forward to whisper in my ear, “Next time I spank you, I’ll make sure you can’t sit for a week.”

I shivered in response. “Is that a promise?”


Epilogue



One year later…

“What time are Frank and Ashley coming over for dinner?”

It was Christmas Eve, and James and I were spending the evening with our friends. Since our first night together last year, the four of us had become quite close.

We got together at least twice a month to have a couples date. We would have dinner, go to a movie, play miniature golf, whatever struck our fancy, before ending up “playing together”, as Ashley called it.

Sometimes we would swap partners at the beginning of the night, ratcheting up the foreplay until we were desperate to get home and fuck each other, while other nights we stayed in our original pairs, only switching when we got home.

I honestly believed that getting into the lifestyle saved our marriage. We were now exclusive with Frank and Ashley. We’d tried playing with other couples, and while it was fun, there was not the four-way mutual attraction that James and I had with Ashley and Frank. When the other couple shared that they’d lost interest in their other play partners, we had all happily committed to exclusivity.

With that hurdle out of the way, we’d added the option of a full swap when the mood struck us. Allowing my husband to fuck Ashley, and Frank to fuck me, had only increased the pleasure for all of us.

A few times Ashley and I had even made out with each other. Our husbands loved to masturbate, stroking their hot cocks as they watched us kiss and fondle each other’s breasts. Lately Ashley and I had been talking about proposing that we take things a little farther. Neither of us thought that our husbands were ready to cross swords with each other, but I was definitely ready to get a taste of Ashley’s pussy. My husband told me that it tasted delicious.

No matter how far we went with each other, the night always ended with my husband punishing me for being with another man. I looked forward to the inevitable hard spanking and rough fucking from James as much as I looked forward to the fun we had as a group.

Our relationship with Frank and Ashely took nothing away from our relationship with each other. In fact, our sex life was more active now than it had ever been, and James and I had acted out several more of our fantasies together.

The doorbell rang and James hurried to let our friends in. We all exchanged hugs, then Frank held up a box, wrapped in holiday wrapping paper.

“Merry Christmas! I brought us some toys to play with tonight. I thought we’d try anal.”

I met my husband’s eyes and we smiled at each other. It was definitely going to be a merry Christmas for all of us.

***
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“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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