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Follow Me!



Hey smut lover, do you want to be the first to know about new releases, giveaways, and special sales? Follow me on Amazon for all the updates at https://www.amazon.com/author/britneybale


About This Book



This book was previously published as "Menage a Geek" by Reba Bale


Three best friends. One crazy weekend. The three-way to end all three-ways.

When the CEO of Toys for Grown-Ups, the leading national retailer for adult activities, takes his entire staff to the mountains for a team-building retreat, things get a little crazy.

Delilah, Wesley and Kent are the three-person I.T. team for the company. Best friends for years, they spend most of their time together, both at work and on their personal time.

Delilah has been fighting her attraction to the two men for a long time, but she has no idea they also want more until a game of “Two Truths and a Lie” reveals their interest. Fortunately, she doesn’t need to choose between them, because the guys know how to share.

When things get a little out of hand in the hot tub, Delilah decides to explore their attraction.

Can their friendship survive a vacation fling? Or will their relationship turn into something even better?

Ménage a Geek is part of the Toys for Grown-Ups series. This steamy story is a standalone story featuring a strong woman, two alpha men, and a very happy ending.

Be sure to check out a free preview of “Spanking Justice: A Middle-Aged Divorcee’s First Spanking” at the end of this book!


Prologue



E-Mail

TO: All Staff

FROM: Robert Calloway, President & CEO, Toys for Grown-Ups

Hello Toys for Grown-Ups team!

I’m pleased to announce that we will be sponsoring an all-staff team-building retreat next month. The leadership team is looking forward to spending this time with you to build rapport, strengthen our teams, brainstorm for new ideas and most importantly, relax and have fun!

The retreat is mandatory. We understand that for some of you a weekend event may be inconvenient and ask that you make whatever arrangements are needed to ensure that you attend. You will, of course, be compensated for your time during scheduled activities.

Here are the deets about this super fun event:

Dates: The retreat will begin at 10:00 a.m. Friday February 7 and end at 3:00 p.m. Sunday February 9th

Location: We’ve rented out the entire Timber Pines Retreat Center in Timberdale for our exclusive use. Timber Pines features a variety of entertainment options including hiking, hot tubs, biking, game room, gym, spa, on-site movie theater and more. Click here to view their website.

Transportation: Buses will pick you up from the office on Friday and bring you back Sunday. Timber Pines is about a 90-minute drive from here.

Accommodations: Each employee will have a private room or cabin at the center; please note that most rooms have shared bathrooms. Human Resources will contact you with your room assignment.

Meals: All meals will be included and served at scheduled times in the resort dining room buffet style. Snacks and beverages will also be provided, including a full selection of alcohol. We expect you to know your limits and drink responsibly.

Dress: Please dress comfortably. We suggest jeans, yoga pants and workout gear, comfortable shoes and of course your swimsuit for the hot tub. Sweaters or jackets are recommended as the resort is at a higher elevation and may be chilly at night. We may even have some snow – fingers crossed!

Activities: Activities will be scheduled throughout the day and early evening Friday and Saturday, and Sunday morning before our departure. A full schedule will be provided at departure. Expect team building and get-to-know-you activities as well as time to pitch new product ideas and discuss marketing. There will also be ample free time for you to avail yourself of the facilities and enjoy your co-workers.


Chapter One



Delilah Dawson walked down the aisle of the luxury tour bus, her tote bag banging against the seats as she walked.

“Hey D.D., back here!”

She looked up and saw her two best work buddies, Wesley Harrington and Kent Wilson, sitting in the very back row of the bus. She gave them a bright smile and slipped into the empty seat right in front of them. “Good morning boys, you ready to retreat?”

Delilah, Wesley and Kent worked in the IT department at Toys for Grown-Ups, the largest sex toy retailer in the United States and Canada. Toys for Grown-Ups sold a wide variety of erotic accessories catering to all tastes from vanilla to hardcore BDSM, both online and in bricks and mortar stores.

Since they were the only three employees in their small IT department, Delilah, Wesley and Kent worked very closely together. They maintained the employee workstations and managed the company’s website and purchasing portal. They spent most of their time working in their large group office in the basement, right next to the room with network servers. Their fellow employees jokingly called them the Three Musketeers. Not very original, but accurate, nonetheless.

The company had been growing steadily and management was looking at expanding the department sometime soon. Although they were super busy, they weren’t looking forward to adding a new person to the mix and messing with the synergy of their team.

After several years of working together the three had become close friends, and besides spending their days together at work often hung out after work as well. Kent and Wesley shared an apartment close to work and Delilah often went to their place after work to play video games or watch movies and decompress from work.

“So, what do you think about this company retreat?” Kent asked them. “I can’t believe that they’re taking every single employee to this fancy resort.”

“Yeah, it’s going to be fun,” Wesley said. “It’s not like we’re going to be needed in the product development meeting, that means plenty of time to party in the hot tub.”

He raised his eyebrows up and down lasciviously. Delilah rolled her eyes and tried not to notice the way the movement drew her attention to Wesley’s beautiful blue eyes. His eyes were the thing that Delilah found most attractive about him. They were a stark contrast against the pale skin and white blond hair that came from his Nordic heritage. He was average height, probably just under six feet tall, and had the lean body and muscular shoulders of a swimmer.

He was a stark contrast to Kent. With a black mother and a Puerto Rican father, Kent had dark brown eyes, light caramel skin and black curly hair that he kept cropped close to his head. He was tall and broad shouldered and sturdy, like a football player.

Delilah sometimes felt like a plain little church mouse in between them. She had stick straight mousy brown hair that she perked up with neon red highlights, and brown eyes she somethings covered with funky red glasses. She was short and curvy and liked to wear vintage clothes.

The three friends chatted together on the ninety-minute drive to the retreat center and the time passed quickly. The bus pulled into the long circular drive in front of their weekend home.

“Wow,” Delilah said. “Check this place out!”

The focal point of the Timber Pines Retreat Center was a giant lodge building, made out of thick logs. The main floor of the lodge included the dining room, game room, gym, a small movie theater, a commercial kitchen, a library and several meeting rooms. The second and third floors were made up of small guest rooms with shared bathrooms clustered on opposite sides of each floor. Each room connected to the next one through an interior door.

Rows of tiny cabins jutted out on one side of the property, and a series of hot tubs on the other. The grounds included extensive hiking trails, a tennis court, a basketball and plenty of outdoor seating.

Delilah, Kent and Wesley walked into the lobby, looking around.

“Ah, the Three Musketeers.” Vanessa Lyons was the agency receptionist and the person that was handing out everyone’s room keys. “You’re all in a row, rooms 301, 303 and 305. There’s connecting doors on both sides in every room.”

“Whoo-hoo!” Wesley crowed. “We can open all the doors and have a slumber party.”

Delilah rolled her eyes and pretended like the thought didn’t give her a tiny thrill. She mentally shook her head and pushed the thought away. She would never admit it, but she had a bit of a crush on both of her two friends. She couldn’t understand why they both appealed to her equally, but she chalked it up to her chronic datelessness and all the time they spent together.

They lugged their stuff up to the third floor, eschewing the elevator. “You take the middle room DD,” Kent said. Early on the boys, as Delilah referred to them in her head, started calling her by her initials. She always felt a little feeling of warmth at their nickname.

She had scarcely dropped her bag on her bed when there was a knock on one of her connecting doors. She opened it to see Wesley grinning on the other side. He held up a bottle of tequila and three shot glasses. “I thought we’d have a little opening drink.”

He crossed her room and knocked on the other connecting door. “Kent, get your ass in here and have a drink!”

Wesley ambled in and sat on Delilah’s bed. He patted the comforter. “Take a load off, kids.”

Kent and Delilah sat on either side of him and took the proffered shots of tequila. They clinked glasses.

“To friends,” Delilah toasted.


Chapter Two



Delilah, Kent and Wesley strolled into the lodge’s dining room and commandeered a small table. Technically they probably should have joined a larger table with some of their coworkers, but they were used to it just being the three of them. That’s how they liked it, really.

“Can I have a fry?” Delilah asked as she snagged one off of Kent’s plate.

“DD, why do you do that?” Kent asked.

“What?”

“You know you want fries, but you tell yourself you shouldn’t have the food you want, like fries, but then you steal them from me and Wesley,” he explained. “Why don’t you just cut yourself a break and get the damn fries?”

“I don’t do that,” she protested.

“Yes, you do!” the boys said in unison.

“I’m trying to avoid junk,” she answered primly. “I need to watch my weight.”

“Don’t be stupid,” Wesley said bluntly. “You look totally hot just the way you are.”

Delilah laughed. “Yeah, OK.”

Wesley reached out and caught her chin, forcing her to look at him. His blues eyes were intent when they met hers. “I mean it, don’t talk like that again,” he ordered, his voice deepening. “You’re not fat.”

Delilah was suddenly aware of how close they were to each other. His hand burned on her chin, and she felt her breathing quicken. They stared into each other’s eyes for a long time, communicating silently, and she realized with a start that he was as attracted to her as she was to him. She could see the heat in his eyes.

Her eyes widened with the realization, and she pulled away. There was no way she would start something with one of them and ruin the relationship with the third person.

She shot a nervous glance over the Kent. He was watching them intently, but he didn’t seem angry or annoyed. His gaze was more speculative. Maybe she was wrong, but it seemed like he had enjoyed watching the scene with Delilah and Wesley. That was weird.

Her thoughts were interrupted by the CEO Robert Calloway. He stood at the front of the dining room, banging his fork on a glass to get everyone’s attention.

“All right team, welcome to the Timber Pines Retreat Center. I hope you enjoyed lunch. Now it’s time for our opening activity!”

Robert Calloway was a strong presence in the room, commanding everyone’s attention. He was tall, fit, good looking -- a little bit of a silver fox. His creativity and business acumen were legendary. But he was also a thoughtful and approachable boss who was almost universally liked by the Toys for Grown-Ups employees.

“We’re going to make the first activity an easy one: two truths and a lie,” he informed them. “You know the rules I’m sure. Everyone can play at their table, then we after you’ve finished the game we suggest that you find at least one other person and do something fun of your choosing. We’ll meet back here at 5:00 for some product development brainstorming.”

Kent rubbed his hands together. “I love this game,” he said. “But this is going to be hard since we know each other so well. I’ll start.”

He looked at Delilah and Wesley and visibly adopted a neutral expression. “I have a tattoo on my ass. I’ve had a threesome. I’ve never been in a hot tub. What’s the lie?”

“Hot tub,” Wesley said.

“Threesome,” Delilah said.

Kent laughed. “You’re both wrong.”

Delilah looked at him in surprise. “You’ve had a threesome?” she asked. “Seriously?”

Kent shrugged. “Several of them,” he answered, as if it were no big deal. “They’re fun, with the right people.” His gaze turned intense again.

“Hmm,” she answered thoughtfully.

“I’ll go next,” Wesley said.

“I once shared a girlfriend with another man. I love to masturbate in the shower. I have a secret crush on one of my friends.”

Delilah felt her heart stutter a bit as she wondered if it was her. Don’t be ridiculous, she admonished herself. He’s totally hot, he could date models.

She flashed on the look in his eyes when he’d caught her chin a few minutes ago. Maybe…

“I think it’s a lie that you shared a girlfriend,” she said confidently.

“Shower masturbation,” Kent said.

“Oh come on Kent,” Delilah said. “Men love masturbation.”

“I understand women do as well,” Wesley said. “But Kent’s right. I prefer to recline for my self-pleasuring. Just in case my knees give out.”

Delilah’s gaze swung to him in shock. “You shared a girlfriend?” she asked incredulously. “With another guy?”

Wesley and Kent looked at each other before Wesley responded. “Yes. I shared her with Kent, as a matter of fact.”

Both men were watching her carefully, as if waiting for a reaction. Delilah felt her face heat up as she glanced between her two best friends. Sharing a girlfriend? Threesomes? She had no clue that they were into that.

This could be the answer to your being attracted to both of them, she thought. She wondered why they were just mentioning this now. Were they trying to see if she would be interested in trying a threesome? A little thrill ran up her at the thought, and she instinctively pressed her legs together, realizing the thought was arousing.

Would she like that kind of thing? Did she have the guts to try it? There was only one way to find out, she needed to be brave.

“My turn,” she said. “I always wanted to try a threesome. I have a crush on two different guys. My skin is purple.”

She heard Kent inhale sharply as he realized what she was saying.

Wesley glanced at Kent, then shot her what could only be called a predatory look. “How about we continue this conversation in the hot tub?”


Chapter Three



Am I crazy? Delilah questioned herself as she pulled on her bathing suit. She didn’t want to ruin her friendship with Wesley and Kent, and she certainly didn’t want to impact their work team.

She eyed herself critically in the mirror. She had never worn a bikini before, but when she had seen this one in the store it had called to her. It was dark red and an engineering marvel. The top pushed her breasts up, making them look large and inviting. The bottom covered her generous bottom but rose on up each side, connecting with strings, and creating a slimming effect.

She heard a knock on the door to the hallway. “You ready babe? Kent called.

“Get a move on DD,” Wesley added.

She pulled a tunic over her suit, covering her to mid-thigh, and grabbed a towel. “I’m coming,” she called out as she opened the door. “Did you bring the…. uh…um.”

Her words stuttered out as she took in the site in front of her: two hot half naked men, one dark, one pale, both looking like male models. She felt a jolt of awareness shoot right to her core, and her bikini bottoms dampened.

She had never seen either of them in anything besides jeans or shorts and t-shirts. The guys were wearing matching blue swimsuits that hit them midway down their muscular thighs. Even though their bodies were different the suits made them both look fabulous.

Her eyes traveled up to find…washboard abs?

“Holy crap, you guys were hiding six packs under your Star Wars shirts?” she asked incredulously. “I had no idea you two were so fit.”

Kent shook his head. “You know we go to the gym together every morning,” he reminded her.

“Yeah, I know, but…,” she stammered. “I just didn’t realize…,” she paused, and looked from one to the other again. “Wow,” she finished lamely, then pulled herself together. “Let’s go.”

They made their way down to the hot tub nearest the path to the cabins. The boys jumped in while Delilah removed her tunic and placed it on a nearby chair.

“Holy shit,” she heard Wesley whisper.

“Jesus,” Kent added.

She turned and saw both men watching her. “What?” she asked self-consciously, glancing down at her generous curves. “Do I look bad in this suit?”

“Fuck no,” Kent replied. “You are rocking that bikini, DD.”

“Totally hot,” Wesley added.

She felt a blush rising up her cheeks at their words. She stepped into the hot tub and moved to the seat across from the guys.

“Oh no,” Kent said, shaking his head and pointing to the space between him and Wesley. “Come over here.”

“Um, OK.” She slipped onto the bench between them, and they slid closer, boxing her in between them.

“So, about this crush,” Kent started. She looked at him in apprehension. Did she misunderstand something? Were they going to try to let her down easy?

“I’m just going to put this out there DD,” he said. “Wesley and I have been lusting after you for a long time.”

“What?” she squealed incredulously. “I thought we were all friends.”

“We are,” Kent replied. “That’s why we’ve never said anything before. We didn’t want to do anything to ruin our friendship, but our attraction to you just won’t go away. It keeps getting stronger every day. We thought we would put out some hints and see if you were interested. In us, both of us I mean. As more than friends.”

She looked over at Wesley, who nodded in confirmation. “We’ve been fantasizing about sharing you for ages. It’s a favorite selection in my spank bank.”

Delilah’s eyes were wide as saucers, and her mouth dropped open in shock. All these years, all this time they had spent together, and she had had no idea that they felt this way.

The silence stretched long as Wesley watched her reaction. Then slowly, ever so slowly, he reached his hand up and cupped the back of her head. Giving her plenty of time to back away, he moved closer, until his lips were a millimeter away from hers.

He widened his eyes in question, and she gave him a tiny nod.

Wesley’s lips touched her, soft at first. Pressing softly, getting the feel for her. He licked along the seam of her lips and she opened for him. His tongue slid in, moving over hers, exploring. He tasted like tequila and something uniquely him.

“Mmm,” she hummed. Delilah moved one hand to his thick blonde hair, pulling softly as they kissed.

Wesley pulled away slowly and she noticed that he was breathing as quickly as she was.

“That was hot,” Kent said from behind her.

She turned her head to look at him. He moved in slowly for a kiss of his own.

As their lips met she saw Elaine Robertson in her peripheral vision, walking by with a shocked expression on her face. Elaine was the head of their finance team and totally uptight. Even though they were at a retreat Elaine was wearing business attire and sensible heels. What a weirdo, she thought.

Then Kent’s lips met hers and she forget all about their controller. Kent was more aggressive with his kiss than Wesley had been. His lips crushed against hers as his large hand wrapped around the back of her neck possessively. He bit her bottom lip, and his thick tongue invaded her mouth like a conquering hero.

When they broke apart they were both panting.

Both of the kisses had made her hot. Delilah shifted to face front, aware that Kent and Wesley were studying her from either side.

“So, um, how does this work?” she finally asked, still staring straight ahead. “Do you guys, um, are you with each other too? Are you bi?”

“No,” Wesley responded. “We’re not attracted to each other that way. But we both get off on watching each other with someone else. We trust each other enough to share.”

“How do we decide who is with who and for how long?” she asked. “Do we just switch back and forth or are we all together at once or…?”

“Don’t overthink it baby,” Kent interrupted her. “It just happens organically. Wesley and I are both generous with each other, and with the woman we are with. We’ve done this many times and everyone involved has had fun.”

Her brow wrinkled as she thought about the logistics.

Wesley leaned across her to look at Kent. “Let’s just show her.”


Chapter Four



Delilah’s heart was racing so hard she was afraid she was going to have a heart attack. This felt big. Momentous. She had never remotely considered having a threesome before and yet, it seemed like a natural extension of their friendship.

She started as she felt Kent place on large hand over her breast. He started kneading it softly as Wesley lifted a hand to her other breast. Kent continued kneading one breast while Wesley circled around the nipple of her other breast. She had never had both breasts stimulated at the same time before. It felt incredible.

Wesley captured her nipple between two fingers and pinched it through the fabric of her bikini. “Oh my god,” she whispered, arching her back to press her breasts more firmly into their questing hands.

“I’m going to take this top off,” Kent said.

Before she could process his words he had reached behind her and unclasped her bikini top, tossing it on the ground behind the hot tub. She realized that she was topless in a public place, her boobs floating on the water where any of her coworkers could walk by and see her.

She should have been embarrassed, but it gave her a little thrill. Apparently exhibitionism was another thing she was interested in trying.

Wesley reached down to circle and pinch her breast again, while Kent dropped his face to her shoulder. He nipped the skin lightly, moving across her shoulder and up her neck, leaving a trail of tiny bites. He nipped across her chin, then grabbed her jaw and pulled her in for a long deep kiss.

Meanwhile Wesley continued his assault on her breast, circling and pinching.

Kent broke away, kissing his way back down her neck and moving to her breast. He laved around the areola with his tongue, then flicked his tongue against her nipple. She jumped.

Wesley moved to cup her breast, holding it still in his hand, then whispered “Kiss Me, Delilah.”

She met him in a clash of lips and teeth, moaning into his mouth. Their tongues moved back and forth, creating friction. Then, as if it was choreographed, both men pulled away at the same time.

“Bottoms off,” Kent ordered, his voice deep and dark.

Her head snapped towards him in surprise. She had never heard this voice from him before. It gave her a thrill. Then she registered his command.

“Someone will see,” she protested. “It’s bad enough my tits are on display for everyone.”

“You don’t call the shots here,” Kent replied, his eyes sharp with authority. He reached down and pinched her nipple firmly. The zing of pain went right to her throbbing pussy. “Take. Them. Off.”

With shaking hands Delilah reached down, untying one side of her bikini, then the other. She shifted, lifting her butt off the submerged seats, then handed her bikini bottoms to Kent.

“Happy now?” she asked.

He brought her bikini bottoms up to his face, the red a striking contrast against his dark skin. He sniffed them as Delilah wiggled in embarrassment, wondering if he could smell her arousal on the fabric. She had been wet ever since she saw them in the hallway shirtless, and she knew she had been gushing sweet cream the entire time they were making out.

Kent gently set her bottoms over the edge of the tub. “We’re going to get you off now,” he told her casually, as if they were discussing something mundane like backing up the servers.

All the air left Delilah’s body in one long whoosh. They were going to get her off? Here, together, in the hot tub? It sounded incredible.

Both men shifted towards her so that they were facing her on either side. She looked from one to the other, wondering what she should do.

“Keep facing straight ahead gorgeous,” Wesley said.

He drew his right leg up and bent it onto the bench alongside her hip, then shifted his left leg over hers, hooking his heel over her lower shin by the ankle. Kent mirrored him on the other side. As if by silent agreement, they both pulled their legs back, dragging hers with them and opening her legs wide. She sat spread-eagled on the bench, trapped by their muscular legs.

Delilah felt a flush of embarrassment as both men stared down at her pussy, visibly pink even under the gently moving water.

Kent bent at the waist and took her nipple into his mouth just above the water line, taking a long pull. A split-second later Wesley did the same with her other breast. The sensation of the continuous sucking motion and their roving tongues was almost enough to make her come.

As if sensing this, they pulled off.

“Clit or hole?” Wesley asked.

“I’ll take the hole,” Kent said. “I’ll get her stretched out nice for us.”

Before she could process their weird conversation, she felt hands moving up her thighs towards her shaved pussy. She gasped as Kent slid one thick dark finger into her channel. He began moving his finger in and out of her slowly, his finger looking wavy and distorted under the water. Meanwhile Wesley rubbed his way along her inner thigh, sliding close to her pussy then moving away again. Teasing her.

“Man, she’s fucking soaking,” Kent told Wesley before meeting Delilah’s eyes. “You really like all this attention, don’t you DD?”

When she didn’t answer, he pinched the closest nipple. Hard. It was already swollen and sensitive from his attention a few minutes before and the pain shot through her body. “Fuck!” she cried. “That hurt!”

“You gotta answer us Delilah,” Kent said. “Be a good girl and do what you’re told, and we will make you feel good. Real good.”

Delilah was reeling in shock from this side of Kent she had never seen before today. He was usually so easy going, she had no idea he had this alpha side. She had considered him attractive before, but this just brought it up to another level.

“Now. Do you like it when I fuck you with my fingers Delilah?” Kent asked again.

“Yes,” she whispered.

“God girl,” Kent replied. He added a second finger, scissoring them out to stretch her tight channel. “You’re so tight baby, how long has it been?”

“Um. Two years maybe?” she answered. It was hard to concentrate with Kent’s fingers moving in and out of her.

He inhaled sharply but didn’t answer.

Wesley moved his hand up, searching for the bundle of nerves at the top of her sex. “Your little clit is poking out looking for us,” Wesley told her. He started brushing his fingertip around the sensitive button, slowly torturing her as Kent continued to fuck her with his fingers.

Her hips started moving of their own accord, pushing towards them, seeking more.

Wesley leaned down and took a breast into his mouth again. He started circling her nipple with his tongue in time with the circles around her clit. It was overwhelming. She tried to pull her legs together, but they were firmly spread apart by both men’s legs.

“Wesley! Kent!,” she cried. “Oh my god, it’s too much!”

“It’s not too much,” Kent denied. “You can take it. Relax.”

The words were scarcely out of his mouth when she heard voices coming towards the hot tub. She stiffened in alarm. “Stop! Someone’s coming!” she hissed.

Kent and Wesley sat up but continued working her pussy under the water while holding her legs spread out wide.

Two people came into view: Vanessa Lyons, their receptionist, and Collin Hemsworth, the chief operating operator, second in command at Toys for Grown-Ups.

“Be still baby,” Kent whispered. “Or else they’re gonna know we’re fingering that sweet pussy of yours.” Delilah’s face was so red she could feel it.

“Hey guys, how’s it going?” Vanessa called out with a friendly wave.

“Hey Vanessa, Collin,” Kent replied, his fingers picking up speed, slipping back and forth in her channel roughly. Delilah dug her fingers in his arm, trying to keep herself from moving her pelvis against his fingers like every cell in her body was begging her to do.

“Going great,” Wesley called back at the same time, totally casual, as if he was just sitting there soaking and not massaging her clit. As their two coworkers passed, Wesley suddenly pinched her clit sharply.

“Ahh!” she moaned. Vanessa and Collin looked back curiously, and she willed her face to stay neutral.

As they moved out of sight Kent said, “They know what you’re doing Delilah, getting fingered by two men. It’s written all over your face.”

She whimpered as both men increased the pressure of their fingers.

“Plus, your delicious tits are floating on top of the water on full display,” Wesley added.

She looked down in a panic. She was so distracted that she had totally forgotten. “Oh my god!”

Kent leaned over and bit her earlobe, pulling it away from her head with his teeth.

“They probably think I’m a slut,” Delilah said miserably.

“You’re our slut,” Wesley responded. “Now come for us Delilah!”

Wesley dropped his head and bit her shoulder hard and pinched her clit again. Kent released her ear lobe and licked around the shell of her ear.

It was too much. The soft licking of her ear, the biting suction on her shoulder, the pinch on her clit and the relentless thrusting in her channel all coalesced. Every muscle in Delilah’s body stiffened, and then she started spasming, jerking against them as her orgasm hit her like a tsunami.

“Fuck, fuck, fuuuuck,” she chanted loudly as she shook and shook with her orgasm. It seemed to go on forever.

The fingers in her pussy gradually slowed, and both men slid their hands out. Kent grabbed her head and gave her a fast, hard kiss, then shifted her to face Wesley for a kiss of his own.

They both let her go and moved slightly away. She sank down in the water, submerging her breasts and leaning her head back against the side of the hot tub. She squeezed her eyes tightly and fought to catch her breath.

Finally, she opened her eyes. Wesley and Kent were watching her closely.

“That was super hot,” Wesley said. “You look sexy as hell when you come.”

Kent boosted himself out of the tub. He gathered both pieces of her bikini and handed them to her. “We should probably go get cleaned up,” he said casually. “I want to grab a snack before our product development meeting. But that was incredible DD. Let’s do more of that later.”


Chapter Five



Delilah slipped into the back of the conference room just as Seth Grossman, their chief product designer, started the meeting.

Kent and Wesley had knocked on her door asking her to join them for a snack before the meeting started, but she wanted a few minutes alone to process what had happened. They knew her well enough not to argue.

She felt someone looking at her and glanced up to see the guys staring at her from across the room, their brows creased in concern. They were worried that she was freaked out, she realized. She shot them a grin and a wink and they visibly relaxed.

“How are you enjoying the retreat so far?”

She looked at the person next to her and did a double take. It was Elaine Robertson, their finance director, looking at her with a friendly smile. Delilah would have bet money that Elaine Robertson didn’t even know how to smile. She usually wore a distracted scowl at the office.

“So far, so good,” Delilah answered with a smile of her own.

Elaine looked different, softer somehow. She kept shifting in her seat as if she couldn’t sit comfortably. Delilah noticed that their CEO Robert was on Elaine’s other side, his leg pressed subtly against Elaine’s. The two kept sharing looks. Interesting. Something was going on there. Whatever it was, Delilah was glad that Robert had seemingly pulled that stick out of Elaine’s ass.

“We’re going to start with word association, just to get the juices flowing,” Seth told the group. “Then we’ll start brainstorming for new ideas. I’ll say a word and if I point at you, don’t think about it, just say the first word that pops into your mind. Susie and Jamie will alternate writing the words on the flipcharts.”

Seth looked at a pad in his hand. “First word: sex.” He pointed at someone in the first row, who shouted out “swing”.

“Leather,” Seth called, pointing to someone on the side of the room.

“Corset,” they responded.

The call and response continued for a few minutes with Seth moving around the room like a game show host.

“Hot,” Seth called, pointing at Elaine.

“Spanking,” she replied enthusiastically. Every head in the room turned towards her in shock. Elaine slid down in her seat, her face blushing bright red. Out of the corner of her eye Delilah saw Robert reach over and caress Elaine’s hand, giving her a sweet smile.

Ah, that’s why she can’t sit comfortably, Delilah thought to herself. That silver fox boss of ours is a spanker.

A few minutes later Seth’s attention landed on Delilah. “Ménage,” he called.

“Geek!” Delilah blurted out. Once again everyone in the room turned around to look their direction.

She heard giggling and looked over her shoulder to see Vanessa and Collin sitting together behind her. If they were unsure about what they’d seen in the hot tub, they probably knew for sure now, she thought in embarrassment.

A few hours later Delilah realized that she wasn’t the one engaging in embarrassing behavior today. After a successful product meeting, the resort opened the bar for them. Someone started passing around boxes and tins of edibles. As the free alcohol started flowing and the THC from edibles hit their systems, inhibitions dropped. And given that they all worked at a sex toy factory, that said a lot.

Pretty much everyone was feeling no pain by the time dinner came, and they all kept on drinking. The mood was festive and increasingly wild. Someone turned on some dance music in the dining room and a few people were dancing. Other people hung out on the main floor of the lodge in little groups, talking or playing games.

At one table a large group of her coworkers was playing a raucous game of Cards Against Humanity. Another group was playing strip poker and, judging by the amount of clothes her competitors had already dropped to the floor, Lacey from marketing was winning.

Delilah circulated around the main floor, chatting with coworkers, enjoying herself. She knew almost everyone by name. The nice thing about working in IT is that you got a chance to interact with all of your coworkers on a regular basis.

She slipped into one room where someone had hung one of the Toys for Grown-Ups sex swings from a rafter. A woman was laying face down in the swing while a guy from the mail room pounded into her from behind, his hands gripping her hips to pull her in and out of his strokes. Meanwhile Jim from shipping was standing on the other side, pants around his knees while the swing woman sucked him off. His face was screwed up in ecstasy.

Delilah watched in fascination, wondering if she could do that with Kent and Wesley.

“Fancy trying that later this weekend?”

She turned to see the guys standing behind her, watching her carefully. “It looks kind of fun,” she admitted, and saw their eyes flash hot.

“You’ve got to come see what’s happening in the gym,” Kent told her, grabbing her hand. He pulled her along with Wesley trailing behind them.

There was a glass large window allowing a view of the gym, and a couple of people were clustered around, watching in fascination. Delilah squeezed in and gasped.

A woman stood underneath the chin up bar, totally nude except for a pair of red high heel shoes. Her wrists were tied together and held over her head by another rope connected to the chin up bar. A length of rope was wrapped around her hips, holding something in front of her pussy.

“Is that a...?”

“Yep,” Kent answered her. “He’s got a vibrator tied right over her clit. When we left to find you, he was running a feather up and down her body while she ground into the vibe.”

The group fell silent, waiting to see what would happen next.

Suddenly there was a cracking sound and the woman cried out. The man behind her started spanking her with a riding crop. Her body moved forward slightly with each strike. Her eyes were squeezed shut and she cried out with each strike, but she had a look of pleasure on her face. Clearly she was totally into it.

“I’m coming,” she wailed, as the vibrator brought her to orgasm. Her body was shaking so hard they could see it through the window. The guy kept spanking her through the orgasm as she screamed unintelligible sounds. When it was over, he kissed her tenderly and started to untie her wrists.

“Holy fuck, that’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen,” Delilah gasped. She turned around to look at her two best friends standing right behind her, crowding her. “Let’s go upstairs.”


Chapter Six



The trio walked quickly down the hall on their way towards the stairs. They had only gone a few feet when they saw Robert and Elaine.

Robert had pushed their controller up against the wall, his face buried in her neck. Elaine’s prissy skirt was hiked up to her hips and her legs were wrapped tightly around his waist. Scraps of silk were on the floor beside them, Elaine’s underwear, presumably. Robert was drilling her like a jackhammer, slamming her against the wall with each hard thrust while she clutched his shoulders and moaned his name over and over like a prayer.

Delilah and the guys kept moving and raced up the first flight of stairs. As they rounded the corner between the landing and the second flight of stairs they heard grunting. They saw a guy kneeling on a stair about halfway up, his hands braced on a higher stair. Another guy kneeled behind him and one stair down, a death grip on the other guy’s hips as he fucked him in the ass.

They skirted around them and continued up the stairs, not that the men seemed to notice. They were lost in their own world.

Delilah was so aroused it hurt to walk. Her pussy and clit felt engorged, and her nipples were like glass against her shirt. As they approached her room she grabbed her key and slammed her door open so hard it banged into the wall behind it.

The guys rushed in after her, hot on her heels. She turned around and pointed at them. “Clothes off. Now.”

She whipped her shirt off and reached for her bra, then realized they were just standing there in surprise. “You wanna stand there gawking, or do you want to fuck?” she asked. The guys started undressing without a word.

Once she was fully naked Delilah moved to lay on her back in the center of the large king-size bed that took up most of the room. She crooked her finger at them, and they jumped on the bed, one on either side.

Wesley moved first. “I want you so bad Delilah,” he whispered, lowering his head to kiss her.

She met his mouth eagerly and bit his lower lip. His eyes flared and he opened his mouth, allowing her tongue to be the aggressor. He tilted his head and they deepened the kiss. He slid one hand up to her pert nipple and began gently circling the tip with the rough pad of his thumb until it turned hard.

Kent slid down her body, then pushed her thighs apart.

“What are you doing?” she asked, breaking her kiss with Wesley.

“If you don’t know, you really have been celibate too long,” Kent answered, shoving his broad shoulders between her thighs. He dropped his head and licked her slowly from one end to the other. She shuddered in pleasure. He was good at this.

Kent began lapping at her steadily, like a cat eating cream, his hands firm on her hips to hold her in place. Her hips strained to move into his touch, but they were immobilized by his grip.

Wesley shifted so he was leaning over her. He rested his arms on either side of her head, his fingers tangling into her hair. His chest pressed down against her breasts as he lowered his head for a deep kiss. Delilah realized with a thrill that she was trapped in place by her two friends. She should have been alarmed, but instead she felt safe.

Kent moved up a bit to focus on swirling his tongue around her clit. He inserted first one, then two fingers into her channel, roughly pumping in and out.

She whimpered into Wesley’s mouth. She was already horny as hell and primed to go after what they had witnessed downstairs. And on the stairs. It wasn’t going to take much for her to get off.

She wrenched her head away from Wesley as her orgasm came rushing through her faster than she expected. “Oh my god,” she wailed. “Oh my god you guys.”

As her shaking subsided Kent slid out from between her legs and got up off the bed. “Where are you going?” Delilah asked in confusion.

“Condom,” he answered, grabbing his pants off the floor. He took one and dropped the rest of the strip onto the bedside table.

She sat up on her elbows as Wesley absently rubbed her stomach. They both watched Kent roll a condom onto his impressively large dick. Delilah’s mouth watered.

Kent looked up at Wesley. “Mind if I go first?” he asked.

“Not at all,” Wesley said. He sat up and shifted so that he was sitting behind Delilah, lounging back against the headboard. He grabbed her under her arms and slid her up a bit so she was sitting on his lap, her legs spread out on top of his. Her head was resting against his shoulder, his penis poking insistently into her lower back.

He bent his knees up towards his chest, which pushed her legs up in the air, with the back of her thighs resting on top of his. Shifting them down a little more, Wesley slowly opened his knees, holding onto each of her thighs to keep her balanced on top of him. Delilah’s legs pulled apart, opening her glistening pussy to Kent’s intent gaze.

“Perfect,” Kent said, looking at them in approval. He walked up the bed on his knees until he was between Delilah and Wesley’s thighs, then leaned over her, his hands braced on the outside of her body. Kent lowered his head, sucked as much of her breast into his mouth as he could, and took a long hard draw as Delilah moaned and wiggled on Wesley’s lap.

Wesley moved his hand around to grasp the nipple of her other breast between his fingers. His other hand came to her chin, twisting her head sideways so he could meet her mouth for a quick kiss.

Delilah moaned again and felt moisture gushing out between the lips of her pussy. Kent lifted his head and smiled, his gaze feral. “You ready baby?” he asked.

“Yes,” she answered. “Please. I need to feel you inside me.”

Without another word Kent sunk his giant cock into her. She sucked in a startled breath as everything tensed. He was so big he bottomed out at her cervix and her muscles clamped tight around his cock.

“Relax,” Kent told her.

Wesley pinched her nipple hard, making her cry out and drawing her attention away from the invasion of Kent’s cock. Her internal muscles relaxed with the distraction, and she was able to breathe again.

Kent started pumping in and out of her steadily while Wesley held her against his chest, fingering both nipples in lazy circles. Kent’s teeth flashed white against his dark face. “You feel so good Delilah, I’ve been dreaming about this forever.”

Trapped between the hard body beneath her and the hard body on top of her, Delilah felt her excitement rise. “I’m getting close,” she whispered.

Without a word Wesley lowered his hand from her breast to slide between her and Kent and find her clit. He circled it roughly as Kent continued to piston in and out of her.

“Come for us Delilah,” Wesley whispered in her ear, trailing tiny kisses down the side of her face.

“Come now!” Kent ordered.

“Ahhhh!” Delilah screamed as she came apart, startling herself with the intensity of her vocalization.

“I’m coming too,” Kent warned, a second before she felt him empty his warm seed into the condom. “Fuck!”

Kent collapsed on top of her as the last waves of her orgasm squeezed him dry. He rolled off her with a groan, laying on his side facing her. “Your turn Wesley,” he drawled lazily.

Without a word Wesley shifted her forward until she was on her hands and knees. She heard the crinkle of the condom wrapper and braced herself as Wesley came to his knees behind her and slowly slid himself into her dripping pussy. Wesley reached forward with one hand, wrapping her hair firmly around his fist and pulling her head back. The sting of pain felt delicious.

Holding her hair, he sped up his pace, sliding in and out of her quickly. “I’m not going to last long this time Delilah,” he warned. “It was all I could do not to come before when your sweet ass was sliding along my cock as Kent pounded your hole.”

Delilah gasped. Of the two of them, she would have figured that Kent was the dirty talker.

Kent shifted onto his back and slid underneath her so he could suck her tits while Wesley worked her pussy. Impossibly, she felt an orgasm building up in her again. She had come more in the last few hours than she had in the last few months, and all those instances involved a vibrator.

“You like this, don’t you Delilah?” Wesley asked. “Tell me that you like us sharing you and fucking you soundly like a dirty little slut?”

The feminist in her rebelled at his words.

She heard a crack as Wesley smacked her ass with one hand. Thwack!

“You like us treating you like a slut?” he asked again. “Taking turns pounding into your tight little cunt?”

Thwack!

“Ahhh,” she cried. “Yes, I do. That feels so good!”

Thwack!

“I like it,” she sobbed. “I never knew I would, but I do, god help me.”

He smacked her other butt cheek again and the pain vibrated all the way down to her clit. Thwack!

She came with another loud scream. Wesley was right behind her, stiffening and grunting as his own orgasm hit him.

Kent chuckled as he slid out from beneath her. “I never knew you were a screamer, DD.”

“I never was until today,” she gasped. Wesley pulled out and she collapsed on her stomach, her face shoved into the sheets, succumbing to exhaustion.


Chapter Seven



Delilah woke up to someone stroking her back.

“Wakey wakey DD.”

She rolled over with a groan. Wesley and Kent were sitting on the bed, side by side, looking at her intently.

“What time is it?” she grumbled.

“Seven,” Kent answered.

She sat upright in alarm. “In the morning?”

“Yes,” Kent laughed. “You slept like a log.”

Wiping her eyes, she glanced at her two friends, who looked wide awake and cheerful. They were both naked and rocking impressive morning erections. “Speaking of logs…,” she said drily.

“Breakfast isn’t until 8:30,” Wesley started, “But we were hoping you would want a repeat of last night.”

She smiled, then caught a whiff of her breath. “Ugh, let me pee and brush my teeth first.”

She pushed off the bed and found her robe. Grabbing her toiletries bag, she headed down the hall to the women’s restroom. Several women were already there, most of them looking as bleary and well used as she did.

She tried not to gawk as someone went by with red stripes across her naked ass. Someone got caned, she thought.

“I can’t believe last night,” another woman whispered to her friend. “I’ve never had group sex before.”

Delilah smiled to herself as she brushed her teeth. Apparently everyone had enjoyed a wild night.

Her mind flashed to her experiences with the guys yesterday and she felt a rush of warmth. It had all seemed so natural and surprisingly, there had been no weirdness between the three of them. She had never given more than a passing thought to a threesome before yesterday but after she had come her brains out multiple times she realized that it felt right. For her. For all of them.

When she returned to the room, minty fresh, the guys were laying on either side of the bed, slowly stroking their erect cocks. She smiled and felt her nipples tighten. They looked beautiful.

“What’s on the agenda this morning boys?” she asked.

“Come over here and let us ravish you,” Wesley replied in a saucy tone.

Delilah crawled up the bed and settled on her back between them. Kent leaned over and planted a tender kiss on her lips. “Good morning.”

She smiled, then turned her head for Wesley’s brief kiss. “Good morning sunshine,” he said.

As if they had planned it, they both leaned over at the same time and took a nipple in their mouths. Delilah could feel their tongues swirling around her nipple and areola. Wesley continued circling her right nipple gently, but Kent slipped her nipple between his teeth and bit her softly.

“Ahhh,” she cried.

Two hands slid down her body. One hand started circling her clit, which was already distended with arousal, while the fingers of the other hand slid into her slick channel. “That feels so good you guys,” she whispered, staring up at the ceiling.

Two handsome guys worshipping her body? How had she gotten so lucky?

The guys kept stimulating her nipples and working her clit and channel until her first orgasm of the day hit her. She stiffened, then her body started shaking as waves of pleasure released through her body.

Finally, she came down, and the guys moved back, settling on their sides beside her.

“Well that’s a great way to wake a girl up,” she said dreamily.

She sat up between them, facing them, then reached one hand out in either direction to grab both of their erect cocks. As she looked back and forth between them, she worked her hands up and down their cocks, sliding and pulling. She could feel them swelling and become even more aroused in her hands. The sounds of their harsh breathing filled the room.

“Um, Delilah?” Wesley asked. “How do you feel about anal?”

She paused. “I’ve never done it, so I don’t know.”

Both men groaned.

“An anal virgin,” Wesley said. “Dibs”.

She looked at them curiously. “What do you have in mind?”

“You’ll see,” Kent said. “I’ll grab the lube.”

Kent disappeared into his room for a few minutes, then returned with a white tube that he tossed at Wesley. He pulled Delilah to a standing position against his hard body. Leaning down, he slid his fingers into her hair and licked at her lips until she opened her mouth, then he swept his tongue in. Claiming her. Delilah sighed, pushing herself closer against him.

Wesley came up behind her, trailing kisses on the back of her neck and top of her shoulders. He opened his mouth at the point where her shoulder met her neck and sucked the skin in, biting down and adding pressure. Marking her.

Delilah was already descending into a mindless state. The only thing in the world was their three bodies working against each other. She rocked her hips back in forth, grinding against Kent’s penis with her pussy and Wesley’s with her ass.

Kent kept kissing her as Wesley fell to his knees behind her, trailing kisses along her back as he lowered down. She realized with a start his face was right by her butt.

She pulled her head away from Kent. “Are you kissing my butt?” she asked curiously, unsure if she was grossed out or turned on.

“Mmm,” Wesley mumbled.

He grabbed her butt cheeks, one in each hand, and spread them apart, opening her so he could look at her. “Look at that tiny puckered little butthole,” he whispered reverently. “All mine.”

Delilah gasped as he speared his tongue into her back passage, sliding in and out shallowly. It felt weird, but good. She had never had anyone do that before, but now she definitely understood the appeal.

She dropped her hand and grabbed Kent’s dick, hard against her stomach, and started rubbing him in time to the thrusts of Wesley’s tongue.

Wesley moved back, then she felt a coolness as he squirted lube down her crack. She heard another squirt as he liberally coated his index finger with lube, then slid it in. Delilah’s eyes widened as he pushed past the ring of muscles and started moving back and forth, fucking her ass with his finger. Somehow he kept stroking Kent’s dick, matching Wesley’s pace.

Wesley inserted a second finger and scissored his fingers out, stretching her. It felt dirty and delicious.

“You about ready?” Kent asked Wesley.

At his affirmative response, Kent took Delilah’s hand and headed towards the bed. Kent sat on the edge, then laid back, keeping his feet on the floor. He looked at Delilah and pointed to his erect cock. “Hop on, baby.”

She smiled and moved to straddle his hips. Slowly she lowered herself down, impaling herself on his thick cock. “Jesus,” she gasped. “You fill me up so good.”

“You’re about to be even more filled up, DD,” Wesley said darkly. He pushed gently on her back so that she moved forward to lay on top of Kent’s chest. Kent began thrusting his hips up into hers, moving in and out of her pussy in fast, shallow thrusts.

Wesley came up behind her, shifting so that he was standing between Kent’s legs. Kent stopped moving, waiting.

Wesley grabbed her butt cheeks, spreading her again, then ran his cock slowly up and down her crack, before stopping with the tip pointed right at her hidden star. “Are you read DD?” he asked, his voice excited.

“Yeah,” she said. “Do it.”

Wesley pushed into her ass, his cock broaching the ring of muscles and popping in. “Holy fuck!” she screamed.

It felt like Wesley was splitting her in two. Once he was fully seated, he stopped to give her time to adjust. For a long moment none of them moved, but the room was filled with the sounds of their panting breath. Delilah realized that the room smelled of sex and arousal.

Kent broke the silence. “I’ve gotta move baby.” He started pumping up into her pussy again, holding her hips to control the movement.

Wesley leaned forward and rested his hands on her back, then started his own thrusting. It was an unbelievable feeling, being completely filled up with two penises.

Held between the two men, all she could do was take the pounding strokes, in and out of both of her holes. The guys seemed to catch a rhythm so that they both thrust into her at the same time, then slowly pulled out. Every stroke in drew her higher, every stroke out left her feeling momentarily empty.

“I…I can’t believe…this feels so good,” she stammered.

“You’re our little plaything,” Wesley whispered. “Our dirty little plaything.” His words thrilled her in a way she didn’t want to examine too closely.

“I’m getting close,” Kent groaned beneath her.

“Me too,” Wesley responded. “You gotta try this soon. Her asshole is so tight it’s squeezing the cum right out of me.”

Kent snaked a hand between them and pinched her nipple, and she whimpered as the pain shooting right down her core.

“You ready to come for us Delilah?” Wesley asked. “Come like the dirty little slut we know you are.”

Wesley never spoke like this in real life, yet his words seemed dark and dangerous and made her feel even more aroused.

Wesley reached down and wrapped her hair around his fist, pulling her head back, then slid his hand around her throat. He tightened just enough to let her know he was in control, but not enough to stop her breath. Suddenly she was coming with a long, loud moan.

“Kent! Wesley!” she screeched, “I’m coming. Fuck. I’m coming again!”

They guys continued pounding into her two holes as her orgasm moved through her body, fucking her through one orgasm and leading into another.

“Delilah!” Kent groaned as he thrust up one more time, stiffened and shot his seed into her pussy. She felt his warm come paint her internal walls and dimly realized they weren’t using a condom. She had been so eager to have them fuck her again the thought of protection had never entered her mind. Thank god she was on the pill.

Her thoughts were interrupted by Wesley groaning loudly behind her. His hands clutched at her hair and around her throat and as he shot long ropes of come into her ass. “Fuck,” he groaned. “Delilah!”

He collapsed against her back, pressing her into Kent before taking a deep breath and raising back up. She felt his cock slip out of her ass, then he moved to grab the Kleenex box. He wiped off his dick, then gently cleaned the come and lube that was still in her ass crack.

Gingerly she moved off of Kent. Wesley handed them the Kleenex box for their own clean up.

The all moved to the center of the bed, the buys bookending her again, snuggling.

Delilah saw the guys meet each other’s eyes over her head, silently communicating. “What?” she asked them. “Did I do something wrong?”

“God no, baby,” Kent hastened to answer. “We wanted to, well we wanted to ask you something.”

He looked uncharacteristically uncertain of himself, his eyes vulnerable. She reached up and stroked his cheek, and he leaned into her hand. “What is it?” she asked softly.

“We want to be with you, Delilah,” Kent said, his eyes dark and hopeful.

“Exclusively,” Wesley piped up from her other side.

She turned to face him as he added, “We want you to move in with us too.”

She felt shocked. “You want us to all live together?” she asked. “But we just started, um, doing this. I assumed you guys wanted this to be more than a vacation thing?”

“We may have just started the sexual side of our relationship, but we’ve been best friends for years,” Kent pointed out. “It’s not like we need to get know each other better. Other than sexually, of course.”

They certainly had the sexual side down already too. She looked from Kent to Wesley and back again. “We would be exclusive?” she clarified.

Both men nodded.

“Polyamorous relationships are more common than you might expect,” Wesley explained. “We know a few people who live together as a throuple.”

“Remember we’ve basically been a throuple for years, we’re just adding in sex,” Kent added. “Hopefully lots of hot and steamy sex. Because after what’s happened here, I’m ruined for anyone else.”

She smiled as happiness flowed through her. A loving, committed relationship with her two best friends, and the added benefit of endless orgasms as they worshipped her body? Sign her up!

She realized the guys were both still staring at her, waiting for her response. “I’ll say yes on one condition,” she told them, making her voice serious.

“What?” they said in unison, their eyes lighting up with hope.

“We need to get one of those sex swings in our house.”

***
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Spanking Justice: A Middle-Aged Divorcee’s First Spanking by Josie Bale


“Congratulations Amy, you’re officially divorced.”

Mark Winston, her divorce attorney, slid the folder of papers across the heavy wooden desk. Amy leaned forward hesitantly and placed her hand on the folder without picking it up. She could still see a faint tan line where her wedding ring used to be.

She bit her lip and sighed. “Thanks. I guess.”

“What is it?” Mark asked, his deep voice causing a shiver down her spine. “Most people are relieved when the process is finally completed. You’re free to move forward with your life now, like your ex-husband will do.”

Amy nodded. “I know. I hope that feeling of relief will come later. It’s just…”

“Just what?” Mark asked, tipping his head to the side curiously.

Amy studied him for a moment. He really was a handsome man. She estimated his age to be early 50s, about ten years older than she was. She had turned forty a few months ago. His hair was dark and thick, with silver highlights near his temples giving him a distinguished air. Small lines bracketed his mouth as he gave her a small encouraging smile. Something about him made her feel comfortable confiding in him.

“I can’t help but think about all the things I did wrong in the relationship,” she said, her voice small. “If I knew now what I know then, would I have done some things differently to save the relationship.”

Mark looked at her intently. “You gave almost twenty years to your marriage Amy. You put your own career on the back burner to raise your son. You kept the house. And then your husband decided to move on to someone younger. It’s a pretty typical story, honestly.”

“I know,” she nodded. “But I’ve been thinking of all the times I nagged, all the times I was too tired from running around with my son to take care of myself, all the times I said no to sex or date night. John cheated and there’s absolutely no excuse for that. But I realize at some point I gave up on the marriage too. I’m having a hard time forgiving myself for the things I did, or didn’t do, to keep the relationship alive.”

Mark looked at her thoughtfully. “You’ll need to forgive yourself in order to move on,” he said. “Otherwise, you’ll just stagnate and think about the past. You do want to move on, don’t you?”

Amy nodded again. “Yes, of course. I just need to stop beating myself up.”

Mark steepled his hands on the desk and stared at her intently until she met his gaze for the first time since she walked into the office. His eyes were serious. “What if I told you that we have a way to help you move on? A service that has helped so many women like yourselves recover from their divorces and go on to have a happy life.”

She looked at him curiously. “How? What do you mean?”

“Our firm offers a unique service for people like you. People who want to, shall we say, accept the consequences of their own part in the demise of their marriage. We will punish you for your actions, then you can move on. We give you an absolution of a sorts. Then you are able to forgive yourself too.”

“Punish me? Like what, a spanking?” she laughed, ignoring the small thrill in her belly when she said it.

Mark’s eyes sparked as if he knew what she was thinking. “Yes, that’s exactly right. We call it our Divorce Discipline package. You agree to be spanked or punished by us for everything you did wrong, then it’s over and you can move on.”

“You’re offering to spank me?” she squeaked.

“That’s exactly what I’m offering you. It’s safe, confidential and quite therapeutic,” he said, pulling an envelope out of his drawer.

“I know it’s a lot to think about so take some time. Here’s the contract for our Divorce Discipline package. Read it over, and if you decide you want to move forward, call my assistant, and tell her you want a DD appointment with me after hours. I’ll handle your case myself.”

“Is this a joke?” she asked, looking around for a hidden camera.

For more of the story, check out “Spanking Justice” by Josie Bale, available for immediate download on your favorite retail sites today.
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