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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.


About This Book



To save her marriage, she’s going to have to submit to her husband!

After twenty years of marriage, Muriel and Bill are heading for divorce. As a last ditch effort, their therapist suggests they attend a Resuscitate Your Marriage retreat at an adults-only resort.

On the secluded tropical island the counselors encourage Bill to tap into his "inner alpha”, making him realize how much he craves being in charge and dominating his wife.

Muriel is shocked to learn that her gentle husband fantasizes about spanking her. But she’s even more shocked to realize how exciting she finds it. She longs to be taken roughly and brought to her knees.

But can their marriage survive this extreme change in their power dynamic?

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 “The Reluctant Bride's First Spanking” at the end of this book!


Chapter One



Muriel looked out the airplane window with a contented sigh. The white clouds made a blanket above and below the plane, but she knew they were getting close to their destination: Bliss Island. The private Caribbean island was home to a large adults-only resort where she and her husband Bill were heading for a long weekend. She felt relaxed already.

It wasn’t strictly a vacation though. She and Bill were going to the island to attend a 5-day couples’ seminar for people whose marriages were in trouble. Muriel’s counselor had given her the flier and encouraged her to talk to Bill about attending.

“Is your marriage on the rocks?” the flier had asked. “Our Resuscitate Your Marriage retreat will help you move past your marital issues and bring new life to your relationship.” The retreat promised to use “non-traditional approaches” and “innovative ideas” to save even the most troubled marriage.

She and Bill had discussed it at length. It wasn’t that their marriage was horrible. The truth was they were bored with each other, and she knew in her heart that sooner or later one of them would stray. They had been wildly in love when they got married. But then they had dedicated their entire married life to raising their children to the detriment of their relationship. Once the kids had all moved out, there was nothing there. No common interests. No attraction. Not even friendship. They were like two strangers would didn’t particularly like each other but didn’t hate each other either.

And yet, they had been married for twenty years. And they had loved each other once. Neither of them was ready to just quit.

Muriel especially missed the intimacy and, frankly, the sex. She remembered the first five years of their marriage, they couldn’t get enough of each other. They’d had sex daily, often multiple times a day. Gradually their passion had waned, lost in the chaos of raising kids. The few times they had tried to have sex the last five years had been abysmal. Neither of them felt satisfied. They were 45 years old – too young to give up on sex entirely. And there was only so much a woman could do with a vibrator and her imagination.

This weekend was their chance to see if there was any spark left, any way to rebuild what they once had. They would either come out of this weekend stronger than ever, or ready to get divorced. That was one thing they had both agreed on: this weekend was their last-ditch effort to see if their marriage would survive.

As the plane began its descent into the tropical paradise, Muriel felt a small glimmer of hope for the first time in a long time. She hoped they would find some bliss on Bliss Island.


Chapter Two



“Welcome to Resuscitate Your Marriage!”

The lady at the front of the room looked around at the assembled couples with a beaming smile. She wore a long flowing caftan, and her gray hair was long and wavy. Like an aging hippie, Muriel thought wryly.

The workshop leader continued. “My name is Magda, and I’ll be your co-facilitator for this week, along with my partner Jackson.” She pointed to the man standing next to her. He was a good 15 years younger than Magda, tall and broad, with skin as dark as mahogany. His bald head gleamed under the lights. They were an odd couple. Muriel wondered idly if they were together romantically, or just worked together on the retreat.

“You are all here because your marriages are in trouble. You’ve tried conventional therapy and failed. Now you are ready to try something different,” Magda started. “Fair warning in case you didn’t read the fine print in your participation contract: Jackson and I are going to push you. We will push you out of your comfort zones, so far out that your comfort zones will be little specks in the horizon.”

The group tittered nervously.

Jackson spoke up for the first time. “You gotta be willing to try something new,” he said, his voice deep and warm yet authoritative. “Your same old ways of interacting aren’t working. Magda and I and the rest of the team, we are gonna dig into your issues, be they communication, sex, respect, roles in the relationship, whatever. Then we will offer new ways to interact. New things to do together, both inside and outside of the bedroom.”

“You will try them,” he ordered, stopping to make eye contact with every person in the room. “You will try them, and you will be glad you did, because we’ve learned through our program exactly how to help you. Remember we are the experts.”

Magda stepped in again. “’Everyone, please commit yourself to this process. Trust the process, let go of your judgement, and trust us to help you move forward. Now onto today’s agenda…..”

After a morning full of communication exercises, Muriel and Bill went in for their first private session. They sat quietly side by side on the couch, waiting. Magda and Jackson swept in together, sitting on the couch opposite them.

“Muriel, Bill, thanks for waiting,” Magda began. “We’ve reviewed your file from your medical exams and your intake counseling session yesterday. Are you ready to get started on the real work?”

Muriel nodded, feeling Bill do the same.

“OK then,” Magda started. “First things first. Once we are done here, you are both to go the spa. I’ve scheduled sessions for both of you: waxing, exfoliation, haircuts, the works.”

“Waxing?” Bill asked. “What do you mean?”

“I’ll be blunt,” Magda responded. “That hairy mess of a crotch you have going on is not attractive to anyone. I saw the pictures in the medical report. No one wants to get their face near that.”

At Muriel’s snicker Magda turned her attention and added, “And same for you, missy, that bush is a disaster. And your hairstyle is not flattering. You both need to get back to taking pride in your appearance to amp up the attraction between you.”

“Then, your homework,” Jackson spoke up, handing them both folders. “Bill, you’re going to start tapping into your inner alpha. We believe you’ve both spent too many years denying your true natures. Tonight I want you to spank Muriel into submission and then give her an orgasm with your fingers. Then you Muriel will thank him for disciplining you by sucking him off and giving him some anal play. But you will not have intercourse until we give you permission to do so.”

“WHAT?” Muriel screeched while Bill made a garbled sound.

“Do you need some instruction on this?” Magda asked kindly.

“I, um, I don’t understand, how will this help?” Muriel asked.

“Are you committed to saving your marriage or not?” Jackson asked harshly.

Bill finally spoke. “We are Jackson, but this seems a little extreme for us. We’ve never tried, well anything like that.”

“We get it, you’ve been mostly a missionary man, we read the intake,” Jackson said. “And that’s why you’ve lost interest in each other, you’re not tapping into your secret desires. If you can’t trust each other enough to have the kind of sex you both crave, this is never going to work. The tests have shown us that you have a deep desire to explore your inner alpha, and Muriel is craving discipline. Now let me show you the set up for tonight.”

Muriel felt her eyes widen as Magda got up and without a word, pulled her flowing dress up to her waist and arranged herself over Jackson’s lap. Jackson pulled down Magda’s panties, baring her pale white ass.

“A couple of key things here Bill,” Jackson said matter-of-factly, ignoring their shocked faces. “You want to center her weight over your thighs like this,” he said, adjusting Magda in his lap. “Have her ass by where you can spank her with your dominant hand. Like me, I’m a lefty so I have her go this way. And you gotta go on the bare bottom man, otherwise it doesn’t have any impact. Now get over here so I can show you the kind of pressure you’re looking for.”

Bill walked over as Jackson demonstrated how hard to spank and where to aim the strikes. “Do you want to try it?” he asked.

“NO!” Bill said too loudly, shooting an alarmed look at Muriel. He’s protesting too much, Muriel thought to herself.

Magda piped up, “It’s OK Bill, try it on me so you don’t hurt Muriel – more than you want to anyway.” She giggled.

To Muriel’s shock Bill gave Magda’s bare ass a couple of spanks. “Harder man,” Jackson coached. “You want to get that white ass to pink up more. Leave some handprints.”

Bill gave a few more enthusiastic slaps while Magda encouraged him. “Great. That feels good Bill. It hurts, but then the pain turns to pleasure. Be sure to mix it up and surprise me with where you’ll strike next.”

Muriel realized that Bill was getting an erection from the experience. She stared at his crotch in fascination until Jackson spoke up. “It’s normal for this to be arousing. Hop up Magda,” he said with one last tap.

Magda stood up, unselfconsciously adjusting her underwear while Jackson stood up and pointed at his crotch. “See? I’m half hard after a few taps and we’re just doing a clinical demo here, we’re not even into it. Now Muriel, let me walk you through how to make the blow job work better for both of you.”


Chapter Three



Muriel came out of the living room of their cottage and looked at Bill. His face was impassive as he stood staring out the window, and she wondered if he felt as nervous as she did. They had spent the afternoon apart, both of them being plucked and waxed and groomed. Bill looked handsome with his new haircut and freshly shaved jaw. She noticed he was starting to get streaks of grey in his hair and wondered how she had missed that.

She had to admit, after their time at the spa she was feeling more attractive than she had in a long time.

As per their homework instructions, she was wearing the outfit she had been provided: a tight and low-cut white button-up blouse with a plaid schoolgirl skirt, over a white lace bra and plain white panties. White knee socks completed the outfit. She had pulled her hair into two short pigtails, one at each side of her head. She felt a little ridiculous being dressed this way at her age, but she and Bill had agreed that they would give this unconventional approach a shot if it would save their marriage.

She cleared her throat and Bill turned around, his eyes widening. “Wow,” he whispered. “You look – different.” He closed his eyes for a moment, then straightened his spine, bringing himself up to full height. When he spoke again his voice was deeper and more authoritative than she had ever heard it and she felt a thrill of arousal run down her spine.

“Young lady,” he growled, getting into character. “You’ve been a bad girl. Coming home after curfew. Smoking. You’re in big trouble.”

“Please sir,” Muriel responded, affecting a high breathy voice. “Don’t punish me.”

Bill moved to a sturdy wooden chair. “Over my knee,” he ordered. “Now!”

Muriel felt nervous excitement run through her as she made her way over to Bill. Carefully she draped herself over his lap, giggling. He shifted her more fully over his thighs and she planted her hands on the ground for balance. He moved her skirt up until it was bunched around her waist, then began to rub her butt through her plain white cotton panties.

“You still have a great ass Muriel,” he said quietly. He reached for the elastic and shoved her panties down to her thighs. “All day I’ve been looking forward to seeing it turn pink like Magda’s did today.”

As he spoke his hand came down hard, striking one bare butt cheek. She gasped in shock. His hand came down again, striking the other side.

“Ow! Bill, that actually hurts,” she said, moving one hand up to cover her butt.

Bill grabbed her hand and held it by her waist and shifted her to one thigh so he could wrap his other leg over her flailing legs. “It’s supposed to hurt, you’ve been a very bad girl Muriel.”

He started spanking her in earnest as she struggled against his hold. She hadn’t realized how strong he still was. She was held completely immobile, unable to escape his steady spanking. She was embarrassed to feel her eyes filling with tears as the pain radiated through her body.

Thwack. Thwack. Thwack.

Muriel felt the heat in her ass as he continued to spank her. But with the heat she felt something else too: a sense of excitement. Being held down. The pain of the spanking. The feel of his obviously growing erection at her hip. It all combined to make her feel…excited. Aroused in a way she hadn’t felt in years. Her heartbeat sped up.

She couldn’t believe it. She had never even fantasized about being spanked and yet here she was, totally turned on.

Thwack. Thwack. Thwack.

Bill’s spanks moved around until every inch of her ass felt like it was on fire. Finally, he slowed down, and began gently rubbing her cheeks with one large palm.

“Your ass is so nice and pink,” he said proudly. He slid his hand down to feel between her legs, and she knew before he spoke that she was soaking wet.

“Oh my god, you are totally turned on by this,” he noted, a touch of awe in his voice. He shoved one finger roughly into her weeping channel. His voice deepened again. “I never knew you were a pain slut.”

Muriel moaned as his finger pumped in and out of her channel, his dirty words heightening her excitement. Bill had never talked to her this way, he was always so respectful, even at the height of passion.

“I think maybe you’re enjoying this too much,” Bill said darkly. “Maybe I need to punish you some more.” He slid his finger out and began spanking her again, harder this time, and despite herself she felt her ass lift to meet every slap. Her entire body seemed to vibrate with every hard hit of his hand.

He continued to spank her until she lost count and the pain and pleasure blurred into one. When he stopped again, her seat was throbbing like it had its own pulse.

Bill loosened his leg from around hers. “Open wide, slut,” he barked.

She obeyed without a thought, snapping her legs open wide across his hard thigh, her hands returning to the floor as she balanced on his lap with her hip pressed against his hard erection. He slid his large hand through her slit from end to end before sliding a finger into her channel again. She could feel her arousal dripping down her pussy lips and knew she must be soaking his slacks.

He started pumping first one, then two fingers inside her, stretching her wide and picking up speed. His other hand reached around a found a nipple, pinching it sharply. Muriel cried out, “Ahhh!”

“Come for me Muriel,” he ordered, pinching her nipple again. “Come now!”

She felt herself stiffen over his lap, her back arching as her orgasm hit her in waves. “Bill! Oh my god, Bill!” she shrieked, as wave after wave hit her. He continued to finger her until the spasms slowed, then removed his hand, wiping his sticky fingers on the redness of her ass.

As her breathing slowed, he gave a bounce of his thighs. “On your knees slut,” he ordered. “I want you to suck me off to thank me for spanking you.”

Muriel slid to her knees, amazed at this side of Bill. And equally amazed at how much she liked it. He unzipped his pants and his cock popped out, red and angry and already leaking pre-cum.

“Suck it!” he ordered, shoving his cock towards her lips.

She opened her mouth and took his cock, licking up and down his length like a lollipop. She began to apply suction, moving back and forth on him with her mouth while his hands tightened painfully in her hair.

Usually he was a passive receiver when she gave him a blow job but following the instructions they had received earlier, today he was the aggressor, using his tight hold on her hair to move her mouth roughly up and down his cock, fucking her face and ramming his cock against the back of her throat.

She reached around him and grabbed his ass, digging her nails in deeply as he hissed with both pleasure and pain. “Fuuuck….,” he groaned.

She reached down and lubricated one finger with her own juices, before returning to slide it tentatively into his ass as Jackson had instructed her. They had never experimented with anal play before. It felt…weird. “Muriel, baby, oh my god,” he gasped, as she began to move inside his tightly muscled back channel. Bill seemed to like it.

His pace picked up and his muscles began to stiffen. She knew he was close. Suddenly he pulled out and grabbed his cock. “Ahhh!” he moaned as his orgasm came. He shot his seed onto her cleavage, soaking her shirt over her breasts and groaning loudly as he painted her with his salty ropes of semen.

Muriel was shocked. In over twenty years together, he had never ejaculated on her like this. The last spurts hit her neck as he relaxed. She looked up from her position on her knees and met his gaze. His eyes were filled with pure masculine satisfaction.

“I’ve wanted to come on your tits since the day I met you,” he confessed to her complete surprise. “That was totally hot.”


Chapter Four



The next couple of days were some of the most enjoyable that Muriel had ever spent with Bill. In the mornings they joined the other couples for group seminars and communication exercises. Then they would have a meeting with Magda and Jackson to discuss their progress with their nightly homework and plan for the upcoming evening.

Muriel and Bill spent every waking moment together, attending the retreat sessions, taking long walks on the beach, even taking a bath together in the giant jacuzzi tub. They had thrown themselves into the assigned exercises. The alpha role seemed to fit Bill more naturally than either of them would have guessed and as for Muriel, she was enjoying her nightly punishment.

After that first night over Bill’s knee, the second night Bill spanked her with a hairbrush, then made her stand in the corner by the open windows, her bare red ass evidence of her punishment to anyone who walked by. It was completely humiliating – and Muriel had found it intensely arousing. When her corner time was done, she had given Bill a hand job and he had come all over her red ass while she went to bed unsatisfied, forbidden by Bill to even take things into her own hands.

The third day their homework had been to explore some light bondage.

Bill had tied Muriel to the bedposts, her wrists and ankles tied up by silk scarves and immobilized as Bill brought her close to orgasm again and again. She had never been so frustrated and aroused in her life as she was by the edging. She been sobbing and shaking as she pulled against her restraints and begged Bill to let her come. When he finally brought her to orgasm with his skilled tongue, she had come so hard that she practically blacked out.

Afterwards he straddled her while she was still restrained, fucking her breasts until he came all over her face and breasts.

Tonight was their fourth night, tomorrow they would be leaving to go back home. Muriel felt closer to Bill than she had in years, and he seemed renewed as well. She was filled with hope for the future and looking forward to tonight’s final exercise.

She and Bill sat on the couch in the therapy room, as they had every day, and she realized that they sat much closer than they had that first day. Bill’s arm was wrapped possessively around her shoulders. She felt safe and cherished.

Magda and Jackson came in, smiling at them. “Looks like you two lovebirds are doing well,” Magda observed.

They debriefed on the previous night’s bondage exercise and Muriel marveled at the way the four of them talked about it so casually, like it was no big deal. And she supposed it wasn’t.

“So, I’m guessing you two are ready for full intercourse after all these days of anticipation?” Jackson asked.

“Yes!” Muriel piped up enthusiastically.

“I can’t wait to claim her as my wife again,” Bill said, his voice retaining some of that alpha deepness he had affected this week. “I’m going to fuck her so hard that when I’m done with her, she’s gonna be walking funny.” They all chuckled.

Jackson and Magda explained their last night of homework, demonstrating the finer points for safety, and stressing it was important to see the exercise through before having sex. “And don’t be surprised if when you have sex it feels different than it has before,” Magda advised. “I’m imagining it will be rougher and more energetic than it’s been in a while, if ever.”

She and Jackson stood up and Jackson shook hands with both of them, while Magda opted for a hug. “Good luck guys,” Jackson said. “And remember, what you’ve seen here, what you’ve experienced, that is the real you. Not the polite vanilla bullshit that you’ve been conditioned by society to think is respectful sex. You can respect each other’s limits while still honoring your true nature and pushing each other to greater heights.”

Muriel and Bill nodded.

“I think you two will be a success story,” Magda added. “Be sure to keep in touch.”


Chapter Five



Bill and Muriel spent the rest of the day relaxing on the beach. They lay side by side under the shade of the umbrella, sipping drinks, talking, reading, and napping.

They got dressed for dinner, following the instructions in their homework package. Bill was dressed all in black: a black suit with a black shirt, open at the collar. He looks like a spy, Muriel thought.

Muriel was dressed in a form fitting red dress with a tight bodice and high red heels. She wore no underwear. Normally she would never leave the house like that, but she was determined to follow the program.

“You look beautiful,” Bill told her as they got ready to leave. He gave her a quick peck on the cheek, then handed her a box. “For you,” he said.

Muriel smiled. Bill wasn’t prone to spontaneous gift giving. As if he read her thoughts he added, “Part of the exercise.”

She opened the box and saw a small plastic object. She looked at him questioningly. “Is this…?”

“A bullet vibrator? Yes,” Bill answered. “I’ve got the remote in my pocket. “

His voice deepened. “Go put that in before we leave,” he ordered.

She felt a shiver of excitement and went to the bathroom to insert the small vibrator into her channel. She was already slick with arousal just from the idea of the vibrator. She realized that without wearing panties, her arousal would drip down her legs if she wasn’t careful.

She and Bill went to the resort’s restaurant for dinner and were seated in a secluded booth near the back of the restaurant. They had just ordered drinks when Muriel felt the vibration in her channel. She snapped her head up and saw Bill smiling mischievously. “I have the remote, remember?”

She shifted in her seat, unable to get away from the insistent buzzing in her core. “Bill,” she said warningly.

He raised his eyebrows. “Take it,” he ordered.

She saw his hand move to his pocket and the vibration increased. Muriel’s breath quickened. Her hips involuntarily moved back and forth on the vinyl seat while she held Bill’s stare.

“I can take your order when you’re ready.” The waitress interrupted and they turned guiltily to face her. Knowing the girl was right there while the tiny vibrator was working inside her only ratcheted up her arousal and Muriel struggled to concentrate on placing her order.

Finished, the waitress walked away as Bill smiled at her over his wine glass. Muriel’s breath was coming out in short pants as she fought against the increasing pressure in her core.

“Pinch your nipples,” Bill ordered.

“Wh-what?” she asked breathlessly.

“You heard me. They are poking out like little headlights. I want to see you pinch them. Hard. Imagine it’s me.” His voice was deep and dark, and god help her, but she couldn’t resist him. She reached up with one hand and pinched her nipple, gasping softly as her fingers squeezed around the sensitive peak. She felt the pinch all the way down to her clit.

Meanwhile the vibrator increased its speed. She was so wet she was sure there would be a huge spot on the back of her dress. She looked around furtively and seeing no one looking in their direction, lifted her other hand to work the second nipple. She groaned as she pressed into her own hands, eyes squeezed tightly shut.

“Bill, seriously, I’m about to come,” she whispered anxiously.

“No one’s stopping you,” he responded. “Though you may want to be quiet about it. In fact, why don’t you finish yourself off? Reach down and stroke your clit.”

She looked at him in shock and his gaze hardened authoritatively. “Do it.”

Still watching him, she dropped her hands, snaking one beneath her dress. Unimpeded by panties, her hand slid easily into her folds and found her clit. She moaned as she began to circle the bundle of nerves in time with the vibrations in her core. Bill watched her over his wine glass, his gaze hungry and intense.

Her mouth opened in a silent scream as the orgasm hit her. She stiffened and then shuddered in her seat, as if she was being electrocuted, struggling to be quiet. “Bill, fu…uck….” She whisper-shouted. She felt the vibrator turn off inside her as the waves slowed and she came back to herself, slumped down low in the booth. Sweat dripped down her back and she could feel a sticky trail of her arousal pooling under her pussy.

She met Bill’s amused eyes. “That was hot as shit,” he said. “But I’m going to have to punish you later for making such a mess in your seat you little slut.”


Chapter Six



After dinner they walked back to their cabin hand in hand, Muriel resting her head on Bill’s shoulder contentedly. Their hips bumped together as they walked.

Entering the cabin, Bill turned on the lights, then drew the shears closed, but left the heavier drapes open.

“Turn around,” he ordered darkly. “Let me see your dress.”

Muriel turned around and she heard his inhale as he saw the faint circle of dampness on her skirt where her cum had dripped. He palmed her rear roughly.

“Naughty little slut,” he growled. “Coming in public like that and making a mess.”

He led her over to the thick overstuffed couch and adjusted her so that she was facing the back. “Lean over,” he ordered. “Hold onto the cushions for support.”

Muriel marveled at the change in him as she complied, leaving forward so that her stomach was on the back of the couch, and her hands down the cushion. Bill had never been bossy with her, even with the kids she had been the disciplinarian, but now that he had tapped into his inner alpha, he seemed to be a natural.

The only thing more surprising was how much she loved submitting to him. She felt safe with him, a safety built on over twenty years of trust, and that allowed her to be vulnerable and tap into her submissive side. She had to give Magda and Jackson credit, she never even knew she had a submissive side, but somehow they had seen it in her, just as they had seen that Bill had an alpha side.

Behind her Bill reached up to slide her skirt up to her waist, then tapped her feet wider apart with his foot. He reached between her legs and slid his hand into her folds, sliding up and down a few times. Her body responded immediately, and he noticed.

“Look at you,” he growled. “Dripping wet, even after that shameful display in a public place. I’m going to tan your hide young lady.” He gripped one butt cheek roughly. “When I’m done with you, you won’t sit for a week without remembering what you did, and how I punished you.”

Muriel moaned, then gasped as his hand came down in a hard slap. Bill quickly followed that with a series of hard spanks, covering both cheeks. “You’ve been a bad girl Muriel,” he said as she spanked her bare ass. “Not wearing panties. Feeling yourself up in the restaurant. Ruining your pretty dress with your dirty dirty cum.”

Pain and arousal became indistinguishable, and she arched back to meet every slap. Her ass was hot from the spanking and she knew it had to be pink. She loved this sensation.

Bill suddenly stopped. “Please Bill,” she moaned. “Fuck me. I need you so bad.”

“I’m in charge,” he roared. “And you’re not done with your punishment young lady.”

She shivered as she heard his belt slide through the loops of his pants. Jackson had shown him how to do a belt spanking without causing permanent damage, but she never in a million years imagined that Bill would really do it.

She heard the whoosh a second before she registered the pain of the folded belt whipping across her butt cheek. She shrieked. “OW! Oh my god Bill that hurts like a bitch!”

He hit her again, and she felt the vibration of the hit throughout her body. “Are you calling red?” he asked, referencing their agreed-upon safe word. “Or are you going to take your punishment like a good girl?”

When she didn’t respond he cracked her again with the belt, shaking the flesh of her right butt cheek. “Answer me.”

“No, I’m not calling red,” she sobbed, realizing with a start that she was crying.

Bill continued spanking her with the belt, striping her seat with bright red lines, hard enough to hurt but not break the skin. Muriel sobbed as she absorbed the pain, knowing that it was beneficial for both of them. Somehow the sobbing felt cathartic, as if the pain and her tears were washing her clean and making her reborn.

Gradually her muscles began to loosen, and the pain began to turn into something more. A sense of pleasure took over her as Bill criss crossed her butt cheeks with the belt. Seeing her start to relax, Bill dropped the belt and began to rub his hand gently over her burning butt cheeks.

“There you go,” he soothed. “You’ve accepted the spanking, and now your punishment is over. You did so good Muriel, you’re so strong. I have never loved you more.”

His hand moved to caress her slit, and she heard the sound of his zipper sliding down. “Are you ready for me baby?” he asked. “Ready for your reward?”

“Yes,” she whispered.

She gasped as he gripped her sore butt cheeks, spreading her wide and tilting her hips up to give him fuller access. He bent his knees and plunged his huge erect cock into her tight channel, lifting her to her toes. He began roughly pumping into her, hips pistoning, bottoming out inside her.

“Oh my god Muriel, I’ve missed this,” he gasped over the sound of their skin slapping together. “It’s been so long.”

“Harder,” she told him urgently. “It’s never been this good. Harder, Bill. Give it all to me.”

Bill increased his pace, pounding into her so hard the couch started moving across the floor with every hard stroke.

Muriel felt the tip of his penis hit her g-spot and stiffened. “I’m coming,” she wailed. “Oh my god, Bill honey, I’m coming.”

She came harder than she ever had in her life, and part of her was amazed that at 45 she had discovered a sexual fountain of youth. Every orgasm for the last 20 years paled in comparison to this one.

Bill pounded into her one last time before he stiffened, coming inside her with a groan. She felt his hot seed paint her insides as he groaned out, “Muriel, I love you.”

As he collapsed over her, she turned her head and kissed him. “I love you too Bill. Let’s stay married.”

He chuckled weakly. “Only if I’m still in charge.”

***

If you liked this book, please consider leave a review on my author page.

Keep reading for a free preview from my alter ego Josie Bale’s book "The Reluctant Bride's First Spanking" available now on select retailers.


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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