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About This Book



Is fifteen years with the same partner too long?

Neal and Molly have been together since he invited her to the Homecoming dance sophomore year. The high school sweethearts have shared everything: their first kiss, their first romantic relationship, their first everything...but with their tenth wedding anniversary approaching, it's clear that the passion has faded. Their relationship is stale and boring.

When Molly realizes that she's attracted to someone who isn't her husband, she decides it's time to take action to save her marriage. She signs them up for a "Marriage Survival" retreat at a hedonistic beach resort in the Bahamas. It will be a chance for the couple to relax, reconnect, and add some spice to their marriage. It's also a chance for them to explore something else they share...a secret fantasy to explore the hotwife lifestyle.

Will the resort's "Rent a Bull" service save their marriage? Or will it be the final death knell for their relationship?

"Hot Wife on the Beach" is part of the "Hot Wife Happy Life" series.  Join these needy hotwives as their husbands share them with other men -- and then reclaim them as their own! Remember, it's not cheating if your husband knows!

Be sure to check out a free preview of “Hotwife for a Bet” by Britney Bale at the end of this book!


Stay in Touch with Britney Bale



Hey smut lover, did you know that Britney has a newsletter?  Sign up to be the first to know about new releases, giveaways, and special sales.  Find out more and sign up for my mailing list here.

You can also follow Britney Bale's Amazon page at https://www.amazon.com/author/britneybale to get all the updates on new releases and book recommendations.


Dedication



For everyone who still loves their high school sweetheart – even if you’re not still together.


Prologue



“Mmm, Dale, yes! Right there!”

Molly woke up with a start. Her heart raced as she looked around and saw the other side of the bed was empty. Thank goodness. She collapsed back onto the pillows and rubbed her thighs together, trying to ease the ache that the dream had created in her body.

The dream. She was having sex dreams about her boss. Hot, explicit, illicit sex dreams about her boss. Her very married boss. In the same bed where Molly slept with her husband. She knew logically that she couldn’t help what her dreams were, yet she felt guilty.

She stared up at the ceiling, resisting the urge to slide her fingers down to her dripping pussy. She was not going to masturbate to the idea of another man. She loved her husband, but lately she’d been looking at her boss in a different way. Dale was handsome, for sure. But the truth was, her eyes were straying because she was bored. It sounded terrible, she knew, but her marriage had grown stale. She just didn’t know what to do about it.

She had met Neal her freshman year of high school. He was a year older than her, and her fourteen-year-old heart had immediately developed a huge crush on him. They became friends sophomore year when they found themselves in a couple of classes together. She was over the moon when he invited her to the Homecoming dance.

They’d been together ever since. Neal was her first kiss, her first and only lover, and her best friend. But now, after fifteen years together – ten of them married – Molly was starting to ask herself “what if”. What if she’d dated other guys besides Neal? What if she’d slept with someone else? What if she hadn’t gotten married so young? What if she got divorced?

She was starting to think that she had made a mistake getting married so young and only being with one man her whole life. Maybe she should have gone away to college, lived in the dorms, and sowed her wild oats like most of her girlfriends had done. It wasn’t that she didn’t love and appreciate her husband, it was just…well, she didn’t have anyone else to compare him to. And lately, she was starting to wonder what she was missing out on.

She shook her head and made herself get up, disgusted with herself. Why was she being so disloyal to her husband? Most women would kill for a husband like Neal. He was a good guy. Sweet. Thoughtful. Steady. What on Earth was wrong with her that somehow that didn’t seem like enough anymore?

As she padded into the kitchen to get herself some coffee – already made for her, thanks to her sweet husband – her eyes caught on the corner of a brochure sticking out of her laptop bag.

Molly had met her best friend for lunch yesterday and Bella had been glowing. She and her husband had just returned from an adults only resort in the Bahamas called “Temptation in Paradise” where they’d attended a “Marriage Survival” retreat.

“It was incredible,” Bella told her. “It totally changed my relationship with Marc.”

“How so?” Molly asked.

“Well, you know how Marc has been so jealous and possessive and weird about me with other men? How he always had doubts if I was faithful to him?”

Molly nodded. Her friend had complained about that quite a bit over the years. That was yet another reason she should appreciate her husband, he’d never acted jealous or untrusting like Bella’s husband Marc.

“The counselors at the retreat suggested that I sleep with another man and let Marc watch. So, we did.”

“What?” She’d choked on her iced tea, sending a spray of liquid over the table. “Sorry about that, I thought you said you slept with someone else while Marc watched.”

Bella nodded. “The people who run the retreat, they do an extensive evaluation of your marriage and your secret desires. I’ve always been a bit of an exhibitionist, and it turns out Marc’s jealousy was his way of tamping down his desire to be humiliated. Him watching me with another man fulfilled both of our fantasies. Marc loved being in control of who I can sleep with, and I was glad to give up my own control in exchange for more orgasms than I’ve had in my entire life. I hooked up with this growly silver fox. It was so freaking hot.”

“Wow.” Molly wasn’t sure what else to say to that.

“They even offer a group of guys you can choose from for experimenting with different lifestyles. They call it the ‘Rent a Bull’ program, isn’t that hilarious? They’re all hot as hell, of course.”

Molly squirmed in her chair, getting a sudden picture of herself being fucked by a strange man while her husband watched. She had never even heard of that kind of thing. Yet it felt…like what she’d been waiting for her entire life.

“I can’t believe Marc was okay with you cheating.”

“It’s not cheating when your husband knows about it and you both agree to do it,” Bella said. “Anyway, I brought you a brochure, just in case you think you and Neal could benefit.” She lowered her voice. “I know you’ve mentioned that things have gotten…stale. This might be just what you need.”

Molly thumbed through the brochure as she drank her coffee, wondering if she should suggest to Neal that the two of them do one of these retreats. He might freak out, but it was either that, or think about getting a divorce. Yes, she decided, it was definitely time to have a hard conversation with her husband.


Chapter One



One month later…

Molly looked around the spacious office, appreciating the tasteful wicker furniture and the floor to ceiling windows that seemed to bring the beach inside. She and Neal had arrived at Temptation in Paradise Monday night, and after spending Tuesday exploring the resort and completing their orientation and individual interviews with the retreat people, they were ready to hear what suggestions they had to help them fix their marriage.

It had been much easier than she’d expected to convince her husband to come to the retreat. They’d had a good talk, with both of them being candid about the rut they were in, and then Neal had talked to Bella’s husband Marc. The two men played basketball together in a rec league once a week. After hearing Marc recommend attending a Marriage Survival Retreat, Neal had been sold.

And now they were ready to hear their assignment.

They looked up as the retreat facilitators walked in. They were an odd couple. Magda was an older white lady with a long gray braid. She wore a colorful caftan that, combined with the Birkenstocks on her feet, made her look like someone who should be running a vegan café in some hipster city, not leading sex positive kink retreats. She was warm and chatty and slightly inappropriate, or maybe she just liked to shock people.

Her partner appeared to be quite a bit younger than Magda. Jackson was a tall black man, broad shouldered and muscled, with a blindingly white smile. He was one of those guys that didn’t say a lot but seemed to closely observe everything around him.

At first Molly thought the two of them were just coworkers, but they learned that the couple was actually happily married, and had been for almost twenty years. It appeared to be a strong marriage, if their easy affection and steamy glances were anything to go by.

“How are you two enjoying the resort so far?” Magda asked.

“It’s lovely,” Molly answered. “I mean, we’re not really used to all the nudity and stuff, but it’s still nice.”

She lowered her voice, even though no one else was in the room besides the four of them. “I didn’t even know places like this existed until my friend Bella told me about it.”

She’d thought she was a pretty modern woman but being in a clothing optional resort had been eye-opening. There was naked volleyball, people having sex in the open, even a dungeon here. She was looking forward to exploring it even more. It was exciting to see so many people completely open with their sexuality and committed to trying new things.

“Yes, Temptation in Paradise Resort is a special place,” Magda agreed. “We live here year round and we quite enjoy it. Now, are you ready to hear our recommendations?”

“Yes,” she and Neal said at the same time. They looked at each other and smiled.

“One of the things we love about our individual assessments is that we often discover that both the husband and the wife have similar fantasies,” Magda began. “Because people often have a lot of shame associated with their fantasies, they are afraid to share them with their partners. It’s often part of a larger communication problem. That’s where we come in.”

“Are you saying that Molly and I both have the same fantasy?” Neal asked, clearly surprised. He glanced over at her, as if he could figure out if it was true.

“Molly, you have strong exhibitionist tendencies, and while you clearly love your husband very deeply, you long to bring someone else into the marriage.”

Molly felt a flush rise up her face as she frantically tried to remember what she would have said to lead them to that conclusion. Of course, they were totally right.

“I don’t think I said that exactly,” she replied, sending an apologetic look towards her husband.

“Now Molly, this will only work if you’re honest,” Jackson chastised, speaking up for the first time. “I can see from your physical response that our assessment is correct. You’re flushed, and the way your pulse picked up in your neck and how your nipples hardened confirm that you have these desires.”

Damn those traitorous nipples. They had a mind of their own.

She turned to Neal and took a deep breath, resolving to take a risk and be totally honest.

“I’m sorry, I love you, and I swear I would never do anything to hurt you. I’ve always been completely faithful to you. But it’s true, I do have a fantasy where you, um, give me away for the night and then fuck me long and hard when he’s done with me.”

To her shock, her husband didn’t look mad or hurt, he looked intrigued. “If we’re being honest here, Molly, when other men have complimented you or said how beautiful you are, I’ve often wondered what it would be like to let them have you.”

“This is a very common fantasy,” Magda continued. “Neal, you love the feeling of power that comes with having a beautiful wife who other men desire. You long to see her in a situation like one might watch in a porno movie, where someone else uses her at your whim. Thinking about watching her with another man while you control the scene like a puppet master gets you excited.”

She held up her hand as Neal tried to talk. “It doesn’t mean you don’t respect your wife. Quite the contrary. You respect her so much that you want her to have her own secret desires fulfilled and you want to keep her satisfied, as long as she comes back to you. You have what’s called a ‘hotwife’ fantasy.”

“Well, my wife certainly is hot,” he joked.

“In a hotwife scene, a man loans his wife to another man, often younger, often better looking,” Magda explained. “Sometimes they also participate, sometimes they just watch. Often they take their wife after they’re with the other man, as a way to reassert dominance and possession.”

Just hearing about this was making Molly’s panties damp. She glanced down and saw her husband cross his legs, trying to hide his growing erection. Good Lord, if just talking about it had this effect on them, how would they respond putting the idea into action?

Neal looked deeply into Molly’s eyes. “Do you really want this?”

She nodded. “It sounds hot as hell. I totally want to try it. What about you?”

“I feel the same. Let’s try it here, where things are safe and controlled and then we’ll know whether this works for us.”

She felt a thrill of excitement. “Sounds great.”

She turned back to Magda and asked, “How does this work?”

“You’re welcome to approach another guest, but your simplest and safest option is to use our ‘Rent a Bull’ program. They are all hand-picked and screened for STDs and temperament.”

Molly nodded. “Tell us more.”


Chapter Two



Afew hours later Molly and Neal were relaxing at the beach. They were laying side by side on beach loungers, staring at the water and reviewing the options for a guy who would fuck Molly while her husband watched. They’d learned that this role was called a ‘bull’. Magda had shared the names, interests, and physical descriptions of staff members who were available as escorts to help the guests fulfil their fantasies.

She glanced over at her husband as he reviewed the papers. He was still as handsome as he was in high school. He had sandy blonde hair that he kept short, and dark brown eyes. Normally clean-shaven, today he had a little vacation scruff that just added to his attractiveness. He had the lean body of a swimmer, and although he no longer had the totally cut abs and pecs he had when they were younger, he was still in good shape for someone in his thirties.

Molly still couldn’t believe that they were going to do this, but she knew in her heart that it would help. She’d never in a million years have guessed that her husband had a secret kinky side, but she was glad he did. It opened the door for them to try lots of new things, including Neal giving her to another man. It turned out that they both had several common fantasies that the other one was completely unaware of, but the hotwife fantasy was number one on both of their lists. It was a good thing that part of their retreat program was taking communication seminars.

A drop of sweat rolled down the side of her face.

“I’m going to take a dip and cool off a bit.”

“OK honey,” Neal said, still distracted by picking out the best man for her to fuck.

She stood up and walked slowly to the water. The beach was clothing optional, but she wasn’t quite comfortable enough to go without a suit. At least not yet.

She was wearing a brand new black swimsuit that she’d bought just for this trip. The top was a bra-type bikini top that actually lifted her heavy breasts and made her look even more well-endowed than she was. The bottom was a pair of swim shorts that had a skirt, kind of like a tennis dress. The waistband was cut just in the right place to make her bare waist look narrow and her stomach look flat.

The suit was a bit conservative, especially for someone with her trim figure, but she loved the way she looked. Based on the look in her husband’s eyes when he first saw her, Neal agreed.

Molly waded into the water until she was about thigh high, then stopped before she went any further. The water was warm and the clearest blue she’d ever seen, and the sand was warm beneath her bare feet. It was incredibly beautiful here, truly paradise. She tipped her head back to stare at the cloudless sky, her long blonde hair reaching almost to her waist.

Gradually she became aware of someone watching her. Turning her head, she saw a guy walking towards her, a surfboard under his arm. He was about her age, maybe a few years younger, with shaggy blonde hair that was lightened from the sun. He was dressed only in a skintight bathing suit that clung to his thickly muscled thighs. His abs were ridged with muscles, and his biceps bulged from carrying the surfboard. Damn, he looked good, like a male model.

As he came closer, he gave her a broad smile, his white teeth startling against his darkly tanned skin.

“Hi there, how are you?”

The stranger’s voice was deep, with an accent that she thought was probably Australian. It ratcheted up his hotness score by a factor of ten. Like most girls, she was a sucker for a nice accent.

“Hi.”

He shot his hand out. “I’m Alec.”

She felt a shiver go through her as they shook hands. She was instantly attracted to him in a way that she hadn’t been with anyone else for a long time. She had the occasional passing attraction, sure, but not this bone deep feeling of “I want this guy, right now.”

Maybe it was because she knew that her options were open in a way that they weren’t when she woke up this morning. Before today, she would never let herself think about being with another guy – her nighttime fantasies about her boss notwithstanding. But now that she knew Neal was willing to let her sleep with someone else? Suddenly the world looked a lot different. And that world was filled with hot young Aussies.

“Hi Alec, I’m Molly.”

“You here with someone, baby girl?”

Her eyes widened at his forwardness, but then again, at this resort it was anything goes.

“My husband, Neal.” She pointed over to where Neal was reclining on a chair. Alec gave her a smirk she couldn’t interpret.

“What about you? Are you here with your…girlfriend?”

“I’m not a guest. I work here,” he replied.

“What do you do?”

He gave her a long look. “Whatever is needed. Sometimes I work in the bar, sometimes I work at the surf shack, and sometimes I do escort work.”

“Escort work?”

“Yeah, a lot of people who come here are looking to have a little fling, or they want to add someone to their menage, that kind of thing,” he explained. “If they like me, and I find them reasonably attractive, well, I’m happy to help.”

She nodded like this was a normal conversation, talking about being an escort. Doing sex work. Sleeping with strangers. This was one of the weirdest conversations she’d ever had, but it felt fortuitous. She and Neal were looking for someone to play with tonight, and this cute younger guy would do just fine.

“I’d love to introduce you to my husband.”


Chapter Three



“Oh my God, I feel way more nervous about this than I expected.”

Molly looked over her shoulder at her husband, gesturing at him to help her zip up her dress. She’d chosen to go with a classic little black dress tonight. It hugged her curves like an old friend, and between the cut of the skirt and the high heels she was wearing, her legs looked about a mile long. She walked over to the mirror to check her make-up, then gave herself a nod. She looked good. She could pass for someone in her twenties, not an old married woman.

Her mind flashed back to meeting Alec on the beach today, and the stroke of luck that the guy who’d been flirting with her on the beach was actually available for the night. It seemed like fate. And Neal had warmed up to him right away, another good sign. She hoped to Christ her husband didn’t chicken out.

After talking through a few options on the beach today, Neal and Alec had reached agreement for how the night would go. The “scene” as she learned it was called, would begin at dinner. They’d learned this morning that another fantasy they had in common was roleplay. They could combine both fantasies and hopefully have a great night together with the handsome Aussie she’d met on the beach.

Alec would be the rich, handsome stranger who tries to flirt with her at the next table. He and Neal would come to an agreement about the terms of sharing, then the three of them would go back to hers and Neal’s cabana to do…whatever felt good.

She’d expected Neal to have second thoughts after he met someone who was younger, hotter, and fitter, but he looked positively giddy as they walked back to their beachside cabana to shower and rest before dinner.

“Did you see how he looked at you?” Neal pulled her underneath his arm, his hip bumping against hers. “He wants you, baby. He wishes he could have a woman as hot as you. Unfortunately for him, you’re all mine.”

She felt a jolt of pleasure. Neal hadn’t done more than a perfunctory comment on her appearance in years. They’d grown complacent, and she was pretty sure he didn’t even see her anymore. This experience was opening his eyes again, that was for sure.

She wasn’t sure how the night was going to go, but she was going to enjoy it. She was relieved that Neal was totally getting into it as well. She guessed that proved that Magda and Jackson really knew what they were talking about.

Molly and Neal headed over to one of the fancier restaurants at the resort. There were several dining options to choose from, but they’d felt the occasion called for something a little more upscale. It would be hard to do a “giving my wife to the millionaire” scene at the buffet.

Molly saw Alec as soon as he sat down at the table next to them. He situated himself so that he was facing both her and Neal.

Even though she knew who he was and why he was here, she couldn’t help but do a double take when she noticed Alec staring at her like she was the hottest woman in the room. It was great for a girl’s ego, that’s for sure.

He was dressed in an expensive looking black suit, with a narrow silver tie. His hair was nicely slicked back, and a fancy looking watch adorned his wrist. If she didn’t know better, she would definitely think he was a rich businessman.

“Good evening,” he called, biting his lower lip, and giving her a look that was downright filthy.

Restaurant Alec was way more intense than beach Alec. She liked it.

They didn’t talk to Alec again the entire meal. She and Neal talked a bit, but were mostly silent, each of them anticipating the next part of the evening. Suddenly Neal turned his chair to face Alec, his gaze calculating, but his posture relaxed.

“You seem to be interested in my wife,” he noted. “You’ve been watching her all night.”

It was true, he had been staring at her with such open lust that her panties were wet.

“Who wouldn’t be?” Alec asked. “She’s a beautiful woman. Every man in the room would be happy to have a woman like her. You’re a very lucky man.” Alec’s gaze flicked to Molly before returning to Neal. “But I’m sure you already know that.”

Neal reached over to squeeze her hand. “I really am. Since you’re here alone tonight, maybe you’d like to join us in our cabana for a drink?”

Alec feigned surprise. “I’d love that, but I have to tell you, it will be hard to be close to your wife and keep my hands to myself.”

“Maybe my wife and I wouldn’t mind that,” Neal replied.

“In that case, let’s go.”

Molly couldn’t help but notice that they didn’t ask her. She felt a thrill of excitement at the idea of her husband offering her to another man as if it were only up to him.

The three of them made their way from the restaurant to the cabana, Molly and Neal walking hand in hand, with Alec walking close to her on the other side. Walking in silence, Molly could feel the anticipation growing between them the closer they got to the cabana.

Once inside, Neal poured them each a couple of fingers of scotch. She sat on the couch next to her husband and sipped her drink slowly, wanting to be clear-headed for whatever came next.

A look passed between the two men. Neal set his glass down on the coffee table, then grabbed her glass and set it down as well. One large hand wrapped around the back of her neck, pulling her towards him.

Neal’s kiss was hot and hard and demanding. Molly realized that he hadn’t kissed her with that much passion for many years. When he finally pulled back, several long moments later, her lips were swollen, and she was breathing heavily. Alec was watching them carefully, clearly enjoying the show.

“Looks like our friend here is a little uncomfortable,” Neal said, pointing at the erection that was tenting Alec’s pants. “Why don’t you give him some relief, baby?”

She started to get up, but her husband’s hand clamped on her shoulder. “Crawl.”

She shot him a glance of surprise, then slid to the floor, moving around the coffee table on hands and knees. She stopped in front of Alec, kneeling with her butt on her heels.

“Be a good girl and suck him off.”

With one quick glance over her shoulder, she shifted to kneel between the Aussie’s spread legs. Molly caught a whiff of a spicy cologne which tickled her nose. Alec’s face was expressionless, but the twinkle in his eyes let her know he was enjoying this game.

She opened his belt, then slid his zipper down. His cock was pressing against his briefs, the tip trying to escape the waistband. Carefully, she slid his pants and underwear down, freeing his cock. She gasped.

“What is it?” Neal asked.

“He’s so big!”

She’d only ever slept with her husband, and she’d always assumed that his cock was a decent size, but Alec was a whole different level. His cock was longer and thicker, with a pulsing vein running down one side. He was also neatly groomed down there, as opposed to her husband.

Her mouth watered. Her heart was thundering so hard it was making her lightheaded.

Molly leaned forward and gave the tip of Alec’s cock an experimental lick. She raised her eyes to meet Alec’s and took about half of him into her mouth before popping off again.

“Take it all, honey,” Alec growled. “You know you want it. Let your husband see what a cock slut you are.”

No one had ever talked to Molly like that in her life, and she was surprised to realize that in this context, she liked it. Widening her mouth, she slid down Alec’s cock until the tip hit the back of her throat, wrapping one fist around the root of him. He groaned and dug his fingers into her hair, tightening almost painfully.

His hands directed her speed and she tried not to gag as he repeatedly hit the back of her throat. She could feel drool pooling on the sides of her mouth, before dripping down her chin.

“Your wife’s mouth feels incredible,” Alec told her husband. His breath was coming more quickly now, and he was lifting his hips to meet her mouth and push deeper down her throat.

“She’s very good at giving head,” Neal agreed, sounding almost pleased by the compliment. “You can tell she really enjoys it.”

It was totally true. She loved sucking cock.

Alec groaned, the only warning she had before he began shooting long spurts of warm, salty cum down her throat. She swallowed furiously, trying to take it all down. When he sagged back down to the couch, she pulled off slowly, almost sad to let him go.

“Don’t leave our guest like that,” Neal chided, his voice tinged with a hint of amusement that told her that Neal knew how much she’d liked it. “Clean him up like a good girl.”

Molly leaned forward again, licking all the cum off Alec until he patted her head to stop.

“You’re a good little slut.”

She turned around on her knees, noting that her husband was sporting some wood of his own. Clearly Magda had been right; this was her husband’s fantasy as much as hers.

“And now the fun begins,” her husband announced. “Lose the dress.”


Chapter Four



Molly stood up slowly and shot her husband another look, just to make sure that they were still on the same page. God, she hoped they were still on the same page. After getting a taste of Alec’s huge cock, she couldn’t wait for him to fuck her.

She slipped out of her dress, standing before the men in just her lace panties and high heels.

“Beautiful,” Alec breathed.

“I agree.”

Neal got up and came to stand next to her, his eyes raking over her body as if he’d never seen it before. The truth was he’d started taking her for granted, and seeing how desirable she was in the eyes of a younger and more handsome man had helped open his eyes to how beautiful his wife still was. It had also made him fully hard.

He reached down to cup her mound over her panties, chuckling softly. “You really liked sucking Alec off, didn’t you, baby? You’re dripping wet.”

Her face heated with embarrassment as both men eyed her lace-covered pussy.

“Take them off,” Neal ordered. His voice was stern, but his eyes flashed with amusement, and he gave her a wink.

She slid her panties down her legs, but Neal stopped her before she could remove her shoes.

“Leave those on.” He sat back down on the couch. “Get us another drink please sweetheart.”

Walking around naked was both thrilling and humiliating. The men started talking, completely ignoring her as she grabbed their glasses, poured them more bourbon, then handed them their drinks. Unsure what to do next, she moved to sit back down, but again, her husband stopped her.

“Lay on the coffee table where we can look at you.”

Their cabana had a large wicker coffee table in the middle of the seating area, covered with a large glass top. She looked at it dubiously, hoping she wouldn’t break it. She awkwardly lowered herself on top, and laid back with her head on one end, her hips on the other. It wasn’t long enough for her to stretch out, so she settled her feet on the floor.

“Open your legs, let us see that pretty pussy,” Neal encouraged.

Her face flamed again, but she complied. She’d never been on display like this, not with one man let alone two, both still fully clothed. She knew if the men looked closely, they would see she was dripping with arousal. She’d never realized that she had a humiliation kink until this moment.

The men ignored her for several minutes, talking quietly about sports as if she wasn’t laying there naked, waiting for them to do something to her, or with her. The suspense was killing her.

After about ten minutes, her husband fished an ice cube out of his glass and leaned forward, rolling it around the closest nipple. She yelped at the sensation, and he slapped her pussy lightly with his palm. “Be still or I’ll put you over my knee.”

She almost came on the spot, juices running down her slit and onto the edge of the table. Of course Alec noticed. “I think she’d like that, Neal. Look how she’s dripping.”

Her husband chuckled. “You want me to spank you sweetheart? Maybe later, if you’re good.”

She stifled a moan. They had literally never talked about spanking before – her husband always treated her like glass, even when they were younger -- but suddenly she was dying to try it.

But Neal just continued sliding the melting ice around one nipple, then moved to the other while Alec watched, his gaze hooded. Her nipples were sharp enough to cut glass, almost painfully engorged. She was shaking with excitement, already desperate to come.

Just when she thought she’d have to take things into her own hands, so to speak, Neal spoke up again. “Do you want to fuck my wife now, Alec?”

“I’d love to,” he replied promptly, his tone as casual as if Neal had asked him if he wanted a second serving of mashed potatoes at dinner. “Seeing her spread out on the table like a gift is incredibly hot. Her tits are incredible.”

“They are, aren’t they?”

He reached down and pinched one nipple. She gasped, and he slapped her pussy again, a little harder this time. “Quiet.”

He looked over at Alec. “How do you want her?”

“On her back,” he said without hesitation. “I want to come on those tits.”

Neal gave her a hand to help pull her up to standing. Hand in hand, they walked into the bedroom, with Alec close behind them. He gestured to the bed, and Molly sat on the edge, waiting for further instructions. She wasn’t normally docile, but it was definitely turning her on even more, letting the men take the lead.

Neal pulled over a chair from the seating area, settling himself a few feet away from the bed.

Alec removed a foil-wrapped condom from his pocket, then shucked his clothes. Molly couldn’t help but check him out. He was probably close to ten years younger than she and her husband, with bulging biceps, broad shoulders, and washboard abs. There wasn’t an ounce of fat on his smooth body. She wondered idly how hairy he was naturally, and how much time he had to spend manscaping to get his body so smooth.

Alec placed a gentle hand on her sternum, silently instructing her to lay back. She lowered to her elbows, and he kneeled in front of her, spreading her legs wide.

“So pretty,” he whispered, staring almost reverently at her pussy. She silently thanked the woman who’d given her a waxing before she came; she’d done a great job.

He pulled her legs over his broad shoulders and lowered his head, licking her from top to bottom. She inhaled sharply as his flat tongue worked through her folds a few times before homing in on her clit. He tapped it several times with his tongue, then licked around it, then repeated the motion.

Meanwhile, Alec slipped one of his fingers through her folds, picking up her natural lubrication, and drawing it down to her puckered asshole. Gently he slid his digit in, and she tensed despite herself.

With his other hand he lightly smacked her thigh. “Relax.”

She let out a breath and his finger popped all the way in. He moved it in and out of her ass a few times then looked up to meet her eyes. “Does your husband fuck your ass?”

She shook her head.

His smile was dark. “But you want him to.”

When she didn’t answer, he smacked her thigh again. “Should I take your virgin asshole today, little cum slut? Or are you saving that for your husband?”

“I don’t know,” she gasped. Between the finger moving in her asshole and his tongue making swipes of her slit, she could scarcely think of anything besides the sensations rolling through her body.

She felt Alec turn to look at her husband, before adding, “We’ll save that for Neal.”

He kept pumping his finger in and out of her ass at the same time as he resumed eating her out like she was his last meal. She was close to coming, so close. She turned her head to see that Neal had undone his pants. His heavy cock was in his fist, and he was stroking it slowly while staring at her with dark eyes that were full of carnal intent.

The sight of that set her off, and she came with a shriek. Her body shook beneath Alec’s tongue, and he continued licking her until she finally collapsed down on the bed, spent.

Alec popped off the floor to his feet, drawing her gaze. His cock looked painfully erect, pre-cum dripping from the tip. He rolled the condom on and gestured for her to slide up on the bed. He followed, crawling up her body to give her a kiss.

It was the first time she’d kissed another man since she was a sophomore in high school. It felt wrong and right at the same time. It felt different. Forbidden. Hot. Alec’s tongue swept into her mouth, exploring, while his hands slid between them to cup her breasts. He squeezed them almost painfully, and she cried out against his lips.

Finally, he pulled back and met her gaze. “Tell me you want me to fuck you,” he instructed, his voice deep and firm. “Tell me you want my cock.”

Still trembling with the aftershocks of that orgasm, she had no choice but to tell him the truth. “I want you, Alec.”

“Ask your husband for permission.”

She looked over at Neal, her face burning with embarrassment. Her husband smirked and raised one eyebrow. “Tell me what you want, baby.”

“I want Alec’s cock,” she whispered. “I want him to fuck my pussy.”

“You’re a very dirty girl, aren’t you Molly? Asking a total stranger to fuck you while your husband watches.” Neal’s voice was one hundred percent stern headmaster. My God, where had that voice been their whole marriage?

Later, she would marvel at how simultaneously weird and wonderful this was, but now all she could think was that she was going to die if Alec didn’t finish what he started.

“Please,” she whimpered.

“Do it.”

He looked over at Alec. “You can fuck my wife now, Alec.”


Chapter Five



Neal’s words were scarcely out of his mouth before Alec grabbed her thighs roughly, shoved them farther apart, and speared her with his huge cock. She cried out at the burning feeling of being stretched wider than she ever had before.

He bottomed out inside her, then paused for a moment while she adjusted. She appreciated the effort. Alec was larger than her husband, she could feel every inch of him inside her, filling her up.

Alec grabbed her hands and lifted them to either side of her head, holding them down in his much larger hands. Trapped under Alec’s weight, with her hands immobilized by her head, she felt completely dominated by him. She was at his mercy, and she loved it.

Alec started pounding into her roughly, his hips moving fast. She wrapped her legs around his waist and tilted her hips, allowing him to go deeper. His pelvis ground against her with every stroke.

“Fuck!” she gasped. “You feel so good.”

“You’re so damn tight,” he grunted.

“Does your husband fuck you like this?” he asked as he kept up a relentless pace, totally controlling her body.

“Not for a long time,” she answered truthfully. “Maybe never.”

Maybe it was disloyal to admit that, but Alec’s cock was like some kind of a truth serum. The passion between her and Neal had faded over the years, but she did vaguely remember those days when it felt like they couldn’t get enough of each other. But it had never felt this primal, this rough, this good, as it did with Alex right now.

He was moving so fast and hard now that she was sliding up the bed with each stroke. Their joined hands were just touching the headboard when her second orgasm snuck up on her like a sneaker wave on the beach. Unable to move with Alec’s larger weight holding her down, she shook beneath him, her mouth open but no sound coming out.

She was still shaking when Alec abruptly pulled out of her and rose up onto his knees between her legs. He ripped the condom off and tossed it on the bed. Pumping his enormous cock a few times in one large hand, he blew his load. Ropes of cum landed on her chest, her belly, even her chin, as Alec came with a long groan of his own. When he was done, she was a sticky mess. Her husband had never come on her before, at least not on purpose. She would never have thought that she’d like that, but it felt good to be marked, to be owned, by this stranger.

Alex kneeled back, moving away from her as he caught his breath. Molly pushed herself to seated and started to wipe her chin, but stopped as her husband growled, “Leave it.”

“I think your husband likes seeing another man’s cum on you,” Alec told her with a pleased smile.

He popped off the bed and casually walked over to his clothes, pulling them on quickly and shoving his tie into his pocket.

“Well, thanks for a fun evening,” he said, his tone as casual as if he’d just joined them for dinner instead of fucking someone’s wife in front of her husband. “I’ll leave you two now. If you want to play again, leave me a message at the desk.”

Molly watched him leave with her mouth open. He was just going to fuck her and leave?

As if he’d read her mind, her husband said, “We agreed that he would leave as soon as he was done.”

She nodded, feeling suddenly uncertain.

Neal moved to standing, shoving his pants and boxers the rest of the way off. He reached behind him pulling off his shirt. As he walked towards her she could see that he was still fully erect, painfully so, based on how red and angry his cock looked. He stopped in front of where she was sitting on the bed.

“Look at you, covered in another man’s cum, acting like a common slut. I think you need to be punished.”

Her entire body tightened in excitement. She looked up at him from underneath her lashes, and asked in her most sultry voice, “What are you going to do?”

“Get over the chair.”

Her husband gestured to the armchair he’d just vacated. She stood up slowly, wondering if he was really going to go through with it. Neal had already surprised her today. Some part of her had fully expected him to bail on their plan for her to have sex with Alec, but to her shock, he seemed to enjoy it as much as she had. Every time she looked over at him, he’d been very obviously enjoying the show.

She sauntered over to her husband, still wearing the high heels she’d put on for dinner, and added an extra sway to her hips. Her husband watched her hungrily.

Neal arranged her so that she was leaning over the arm of the chair, her hands on the seat cushion and her naked ass in the air. She’d scarcely settled into place when his hand came down, hard.

Smack!

She jolted and cried out in shock.

“That hurts!”

“Be still,” he ordered.

Smack!

Smack!

“You’ve been a very bad girl Molly,” he intoned. “Sucking on another man’s cock, letting him fuck you like you’re not a married woman.”

Smack!

Smack!

Neal rained down a volley of sharp spanks, alternating between butt cheeks. Each smack was hard enough that she could feel her ass jiggle with the movement, and heat warmed her skin. It was painful, but not terribly so, and most shockingly, it was completely arousing. Soon she found herself lifting her ass to meet his hand. She snuck a glance up at her husband and saw him smiling like he was having the time of his life.

Smack!

Smack!

“All these years I thought you were a good girl, but now I see the truth. You want it rough and dirty, don’t you, baby?”

Smack!

Smack!

“Answer me!”

“Yes,” she gasped. “God, I liked it so much.”

With a few final smacks, her husband picked her up by the waist and strode over to the bed, dropping her onto the mattress.

“Hands and knees.”

She glanced up in surprise. Her husband was a thoughtful lover, but not very imaginative. In all the years they’d been together he’d never wanted to try doggy style. In fairness, she had never communicated that she wanted more in the bedroom. Instead, she had always followed his lead. He had always treated her like glass, gentle and respectful. She appreciated it, but sometimes a girl just wanted it a little rough, a little interesting, especially after so many years together.

She hustled up to a kneeling position and Neal moved behind her, filling her with his cock in one long stroke. She gasped.

Gripping one hip, he began fucking her from behind, hard and rough. For someone who’d never wanted to fuck her like this, he sure was good at it. He pounded into her for several moments, then pulled out and smacked her ass a few more times. She moaned, torn between the sensations of pleasure and pain. Her ass was on fire, her clit was throbbing, and her thighs were slick with arousal that couldn’t stay contained.

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

Molly felt Neal push between her shoulder blades, lowering her chest to the bed but keeping her ass up high in the air. She gripped the bedspread with her hands as he shoved inside her again. With the change in angle, his cock was so deep inside her she couldn’t even tell where it ended, and she began. One hand came to grip the back of her neck, holding her down. She thrilled at his dominance. Where had he been hiding this all these years?

Neal was hitting her in just the right spot, and it didn’t take long for her orgasm to roll through her body. She’d never felt so alive, so desired, so excited. She shuddered and shook and chanted her husband’s name as her orgasm went on and on for what seemed like forever. Her vision blurred, her muscles spasmed, and a loud shriek pierced the silence of the room. When she was done, her knees gave out and she collapsed down, flat on the bed.

Neal lowered himself over her back, gripping the back of her shoulders to hold her still against his hard thrusts. He continued fucking her until he finally came inside her with a long groan. He laid over her back, panting, and pressing soft kisses to her shoulder. After a few minutes, he rolled off her and turned to his side. She followed suit, facing him.

His face was soft, his tone concerned, his dominant side under wraps again.

“How was tonight?” he asked, stroking her hair tenderly. “Was it too much?”

She met his gaze. “It was incredible. I’m so grateful that we were able to have this experience together, but…”

“What? What’s wrong?” he asked when she paused.

“I’ve never seen this side of you before,” she explained. “Even when we were kids you were so kind, so respectful. Don’t get me wrong, I appreciate that. I love that you’re such a good guy but….why haven’t I seen this dominant side of you before?”

He shrugged. “It’s always been there, but I guess it always felt kind of disrespectful. Like, you’re my wife, right? I thought that meant I should treat you with respect, not like a common whore.”

“You can treat me with respect and still give me the variety that we have both obviously been craving. In the bedroom, I’m glad to be your dirty whore, Neal.” She reached up to cup his stubbled cheek. “Not every time of course, I still want to make love with you, but sometimes, sometimes I’m going to want you just to fuck me hard and rough, especially now that I’ve seen how good it can be.”

“Yeah, I see that now. I realized when I was meeting with Magda and Jackson for my individual counseling session that I had a pretty skewed version about what was appropriate to do with your wife. I felt like if I treated you roughly or talked about my, um, fantasies you’d run away screaming, or it was too disrespectful of you.”

“Except it turns out we have the same fantasies though,” she reminded him. “We missed a lot of years of incredible sex because we both kept our true needs to ourselves. Clearly we need to work on our communication, because I never shared that I was dissatisfied either, for the same reasons as you. The problems in our marriage, in our sex life, well, that’s on both of us.”

“What happens now?”

She gave him a sleepy smile. “Now we need to sleep. But tomorrow, let’s figure out what other fantasies we want to try while we’re here. We have three more days here at Temptation in Paradise to try whatever we’re interested in.”

“Like what?” he asked, wiggling his eyebrows at her.

“Tomorrow I’ll tell you about a fantasy I have involving rope and a blindfold. Maybe we can check out that dungeon.”

“I can’t wait.”

“I love you Neal. Thanks for making my fantasies come true.”

“And I love you too, Molly.”


Epilogue



Three years later…

“Hi honey.”

Neal walked into the living room and gave me a kiss. “I’ve got big news. I just booked our annual trip to the Temptation in Paradise Resort for next month.”

Molly jumped up excitedly. “Yay.”

They’d made it a tradition to return to the adults only resort in the Bahamas once a year. The resort was a safe place to indulge in their fantasies, and also to try out new things. On previous visits they’d done more hotwife scenes, participated in a couple of swingers parties, and worked their way around the dungeon learning what they liked in the BDSM scene. They hadn’t liked every experience as much as their first hotwife scene with Alec, but they were both committed to trying anything that sounded exciting to one or both of them.

Meanwhile back at home they’d incorporated some extracurricular activities into their life. A couple of years ago Neal met a guy at the gym who loved to play with them, and they saw Micah at least once a month to do a scene.

The Marriage Survival Retreat had saved their marriage for sure. In addition to helping them find what they liked sexually, the annual retreats offered opportunities for them to work on communication and problem solving, further strengthening their marriage. They always took full advantage of the seminars that were offered to learn more about healthy relationships.

“I’ve got another surprise for you,” Neal added.

“What?”

Neal pulled a blindfold out of his back pocket. “I’ve invited a friend over.”

She gave him a sultry smile. “Let me take off my clothes.”

***

Curious about the Marriage Survival Retreats that Molly and Neal attend? Check out the “Marriage Survival” series by Britney Bale here to see how other couples save their marriage with the most unconventional – and incredibly hot – methods proposed by Magda and Jackson.

If you liked this book, please consider leaving a review or rating on my author page to let me know. Reviews and ratings help authors know what you like!

Join my newsletter here and receive a free book. Be the first to hear about new releases, free promotions, and special sales. And keep reading for a free preview of "Hotwife for a Bet" by Britney Bale.


Special Preview: Hotwife for a Bet by Britney Bale



“Are you sure you’re okay with this?”

I watched my husband’s expression carefully, looking for any signs of discomfort. All I see is a kind of resolute determination. Maybe a touch of excitement.

“You won the bet fair and square,” he reminded me. “We negotiated the rules. And we both know, if you had lost, I would have made you go through with it.”

My husband and I were big on betting. We’d started off as friends back in college, and he’d suckered me into going out with him by betting on a football game. If I won, he’d write my History of Western Civilizations paper. If he won, I’d go on a date with him. I guess we both won that time, because we fell in love and have been together ever since.

Over the years, our bets have been increasingly crazy. I guess after fifteen years of marriage you need something to keep the excitement going. That’s why when we bet on the American football championship game, we decided to go big.

If San Francisco had won, I would have had to allow Chuck to lead me through the mall on a leash while wearing cat ears, a collar, and short shorts with a hole cut in the back to make room for a butt plug with a cat tail on it.

I’d been nervous as hell the entire game, but when Kansas City pulled it out and won, I’d been elated. I’d won the bet and I’d won the one thing I’d been fantasizing about for years: a night with the owner of my company.

Seth was a sexy silver fox, rich as fuck, and he’d had his eye on me since the day we met. Rumor was he’d never dated the same woman twice but that one time always left them satisfied.

We had some friends in common and happened to be at a dinner party when Chuck and I were planning our bet. It was crazy, but when Seth suggested that I get a night with him if I won, I couldn’t agree fast enough. There had always been a strong attraction between us, and I was eager to explore it.

When we talked later that night, my husband had confessed that ever since he saw that movie where a millionaire offered a couple a million dollars to sleep with the wife, he’d wanted that to happen with us. Seth wasn’t giving us any money, but hopefully he’d be giving me at least one orgasm.

I was surprised to learn that my husband had long fantasized about sharing me with someone richer and more powerful than him. Since we both knew Seth, it added a layer of safety that we both appreciated.

When it was time for my date with Seth I dressed in my sexiest dress and a sky high pair of heels, kissed my husband goodbye, then drove over to my boss’s condo.

The doorman sent me up in a special elevator that opened directly into the foyer of Seth’s penthouse. My eyes widened as I walked inside, my heels clicking on the hard marble. This place was enormous! The living room was the size of the entire first floor of my house, with floor to ceiling windows that gave me an incredible view of the lights of the city down below. Everything here was expensive but tasteful. It wasn’t the kind of place I’d choose to live in, but it was definitely a gorgeous place.

“Teresa! I thought I heard the elevator. Welcome.”

I turned to see Seth striding towards me. He was wearing dress pants with a crease you could cut glass with and a white dress shirt, the top button undone. It looked like he’d taken off his jacket and tie after work but didn’t finish changing.

“Would you like a glass of wine? I have a lovely merlot breathing right now.”

“Yes please.”

It felt weird, being here with him alone. I’d been in a million meetings with him, and we often were at the same social occasions. But this, this was different. The air between us felt heavy and charged, like it was right before a thunderstorm.

Seth studied me while we drank our wine.

“Do you still want to do this?” he asked.

I appreciated the out. I also appreciated the way the thin fabric of his shirt clung to what I knew from a few pool parties we’d attended were some very nice pecs.

“I do.”

“And it won’t cause trouble with your husband?”

I shook my head. “He seems…oddly excited about it.”

“His wife is a beautiful woman. It must be an ego boost to know how many men wish they could have her.”

I laughed. “I don’t know about ‘many men’, but I guess I’m aging okay.”

He raised one eyebrow. “Why don’t you show me your tits and I’ll be the judge of that.”

For more of the story, check out “Hotwife for a Bet” by Britney Bale, available for immediate download today at https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B0CZ1847RN.
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