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Hey smut lover, did you know that Britney has a newsletter?  Sign up to be the first to know about new releases, giveaways, and special sales.  Find out more at bit.ly/BritneyBale.
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Santa’s got a new wife – and she’s a little ho ho ho!

When I signed up for mail order bride service, I had no idea that “Nick who lives up North” was actually Santa Claus. But that’s not the biggest surprise. It turns out that Santa is fit, funny, and very, very naughty.

When my husband suggests we embrace the hotwife lifestyle, it turns out to be just what we need to keep the sugar and spice in our relationship.  

Santa gives hot younger men a special gift for the holidays – his wife.  Being shared with other men really jingles my bells, and when they’re done filling my stocking with their candy canes, it’s time for me to ride on Santa’s long hard...sleigh.

Christmas only comes once a year, but when you’re Santa’s hotwife, you come over and over again...

This book includes explicit sexual activity between consenting adults. It is intended for mature audiences only.

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

I glanced behind me in confusion. I didn’t see anyone else in the nearly empty mall.

“Who?”

My husband – a man you might know as Santa Claus – gave me a sexy smirk.  

“The janitor in the Santa hat. Over there, by the food court.”

Here’s the thing: you might think you know Santa, but you don’t know him the way I know him. He’s got this reputation as a jolly old guy, and in a lot of ways he is, but he’s also a kinky old bastard who gets his jollies watching me fuck randos.

He says it turns him on.  And I guess it does, because after he watches me fuck someone, he’s on me like a fat kid on a cupcake, pounding me so hard I usually am walking funny for days.

Some people look at us and think we’re an odd couple.  After all, Santa is much older than me. We had a real May-December romance.  A few years ago, Mrs. Santa discovered feminism.  All those years trapped up at the North Pole talking to elves and reindeer and playing second fiddle to the big man just wasn’t working for her anymore.  

Honestly, I didn’t blame her. It wasn’t exactly a glamorous life. All those elves ever talk about are toys.

Anyway, Mrs. Claus – Diana—went to a women’s studies retreat down in Maine, and the next thing you know, she’s wearing a vest and Birkenstocks, driving a Volvo, and dating a woman named Marge. I don’t think Santa really minded that his wife turned into a lesbian.  What he minded was that she wasn’t the fun kind.  

He got drunk at Marge and Diana’s wedding and kept telling all the guests that he wanted to jack off while watching the two women have sex. Marge punched him in the face and now he and the ex-Mrs. Santa don’t talk anymore.

She still keeps in touch with the elves though.

I met Santa when I answered an ad for a mail order bride.  The ad said the man lived up North, but I had no idea just how far North was. I got off the train at the North Pole Station with two large suitcases and a cat I’d named Pussy as a joke. I’d taken one look at Santa and fallen hard. 

Fortunately, he felt the same.

It was early Spring when we met. I didn’t know my new hubby was going to be Santa.  The mail order bride place just gave me the name Nick and told me he was a business owner.  I figured this Nick was probably some kind of troll, but I was two days away from being homeless and with no prospects for work, I figured marrying some lonely old man was my best option. Even if he was fat.

I’d been pleasantly surprised that Santa was pretty fit. Swole, even. He wore padding for his annual holiday work, which suited him.  That way, the rest of the year he was incognito.  People would say to him all the time, “You look like Santa’s hot younger brother”.  He loved that.

My husband totally had that sexy silver fox thing going on for him, and he didn’t hesitate to use it to his advantage.

Santa and I had been married about six months when he first broached the subject of my being a hotwife.  At first, I thought he was just complimenting my looks in the hopes of getting a blowjob, but it turns out he was talking about something very different. 

He wanted to share me with other men and watch them fuck me. I agreed to try it.  I loved sex, and I certainly didn’t mind having more of it. I had two conditions.  First, I could always veto any guy Santa picked out for me to fuck.  And second, no anal.  

Santa was cool with both of those. He loved me and wanted me to keep me happy, plus he liked to save my puckered back door all for himself.

Fast forward five years and I was standing in the mall staring over at a strange janitor and wondering if he’d be down for a little fun. I hoped so. I hadn’t had sex in three days, and I was getting horny.

I pulled the collar of my short red velvet dress down a little lower to make the most of my assets.  Santa had given me new boobs for my birthday the year after we were married, and it was the best gift I’d ever received.  These babies got me free drinks and helped me get out of speeding tickets, and they were the perfect lure for the men Santa picked out for me to fuck.

I sashayed over to the edge of the food court where the janitor was just finishing sweeping the floor. I fluttered my eyelashes and arched my back, subtly pointing my breasts at him. Well, okay, not that subtly, but this wasn’t my first rodeo, I knew exactly what to do to get men’s attention. Sure enough, his eyes dropped to my cleavage and stayed there.

“Hi there.”  I made my voice high and breathy, the way men liked it. It was the same voice I used on Santa when I wanted something.

“Hey.”  He directed his answer towards my breasts.

“My husband would like to talk to you for a minute, if you don’t mind.”

Santa liked me to see if they were interested before he started any negotiations with them.

The janitor’s eyes snapped up to my face, and a red flush rose up his cheeks. He looked around, clearly wondering if he was about to get his ass kicked for ogling some dude’s wife’s tits.

“Uh, husband?”

I pointed over my shoulder.  “Santa.”

My husband must have waved, because the janitor awkwardly waved back.

“You’re married to Santa?” he asked incredulously.  

He was probably wondering how some seemingly fat old guy got a hot young chick like me.  We got that a lot.

“Follow me.”

The guy had the good grace to walk alongside of me instead walking behind where he could watch my ass.  It was too bad, I had a great ass.  Dasher was married to a human pilates instructor named Bunny, and I attended her classes religiously.  After we worked on our abs, she made us do squats until we fell over.

That was another nice thing about Santa. He was one of those “No wife of mine will work” kind of guys, so I was free to fill my days as I saw fit. As long as I had dinner on the table when he got home from work, Santa didn’t really care what I did in the daytime. It left me lots of free time for things like working out and getting my nails done.

The janitor and I walked over to the throne-like chair where Santa would be talking to whining kids all day.  Fortunately, he kept a bottle of bourbon in his sack.  It helped take the edge off. Despite his job, my husband really wasn’t that much of a kid person. But when you come from a long line of Santa Clauses, you’re kind of expected to go into the family business.

“Santa, this is, uh...”  I looked at the janitor and raised one eyebrow.

“Um. Ed. My name’s Ed.”

Ed was good looking in that blue collar sort of way. He was tall and stocky, but not fat, with broad shoulders, thick thighs, and a neck that was almost the same width as his head. I would bet my last jingle bell that this guy played football in high school, then became a janitor when his NFL dreams didn’t pan out.

“Nice to meet you, Ed. This is my wife. Chastity.”

I know. I couldn’t believe it either. It was like my mama and daddy were just daring me to turn into a big old slut with that name. It worked too.  I lost my virginity at fifteen and hadn’t looked back since.  They about dropped their teeth when they heard that I was actually getting married.

“Pleasure to meet you Santa, and you, Chastity.”  Ed’s tone was exceedingly polite.

“I called you over here because I noticed you looking at my wife.”

Even though Ed could easily take my husband in a fight, he suddenly looked nervous.

“Oh no, um, Santa, I wasn’t looking at her, I mean, I didn’t know she was your wife, and...”

My husband held up his hand.  “It’s quite all right young man, my wife is an incredibly sexy woman, wouldn’t you agree?”

Poor Ed didn’t know what to say.  He turned even redder than Santa’s suit, stammering syllables that weren’t even words.  I decided to put him out of his misery.

“Santa, don’t you have a proposal for Ed here?” I prompted.

My husband’s eyes twinkled as he gave me an indulgent smile.

“Why yes, I do.  My wife here has a problem, Ed. She has a very needy pussy.  She likes to have it filled quite regularly. Isn’t that true, honey?”

Ed made a choking sound, like he’d swallowed his tongue.

“It sure is, Santa,” I replied quickly.

My husband continued, “I checked my list and saw that you asked for a sexy woman for Christmas, Ed.”  

Santa waved his hand at me like he was Vanna White revealing the letters for a puzzle.

“I have a sexy woman right here for you. I’m going to loan you my wife for a little while. Think of it as an early Christmas present.”
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Ed’s eyes swung to mine, then looked around us like he was searching for the hidden cameras. Giving him a wide encouraging smile, I grabbed his hand.

“Come on, Ed. We don’t have a lot of time before Mrs. Santa and I have to start work.”

With my husband trailing behind us, I pulled Ed to the small waiting room that the mall manager had given us as a combination dressing room and break room.  It wasn’t very big, but it was big enough for what we wanted.

Scanning the keycard, I opened the door and waited for Ed and my husband to enter the room.  Ed still looked confused.

“Here’s how this is going to work,” Santa said, using the deep authoritative voice that very few people ever heard. I called it his ‘Santa Dom’ voice. The elves called it his ‘bossy asshole’ voice.

“I’m going to sit in this chair,” Santa pointed at an upholstered armchair in the corner, “and you can have your way with my wife while I watch.  Just don’t get her too messy, and don’t mess with her hair. She gets cranky when someone messes up her hair. Oh, and no anal.”

“You’re going to watch us?” Ed confirmed. “You want me to fuck her while you watch?”

“You don’t want to fuck me?” I asked with a pout.

“Oh well, yeah, if it’s okay with Santa, I really do.”

Santa sat in the chair and spread his legs wide, leaving room for the enormous erection he would no doubt be sporting quite soon. 

“You may begin, Ed.”

The janitor still looked like he thought this was all a trick, so I sauntered over to him, gripped his belt with my hand to hold him still, and pulled his head down with my other hand so I could give him a kiss. I pressed my lip against his firmly, then licked along the seam of his mouth until he opened it for me. I licked into his mouth, tasting coffee on his breath. 

Ed let me lead for about thirty seconds before he came out of his trance.  Suddenly he cupped my face, tilted me to get a better angle as he shoved his tongue in my mouth. His kiss was hard and rough, and what he lacked in technique, he made up for in enthusiasm.

By the time he pulled away, we were both breathing heavily, and Ed was sporting the beginnings of a nice hard-on.  My husband gave him a smile.

“Go on, do whatever you want to her. And be sure to talk dirty to her, degradation is one of her many kinks.”

Santa wasn’t wrong. 

Ed placed his hands on top of my shoulders, pressing down slightly.

“On your knees, slut. I want you to suck me off.”

Holding his gaze, I licked my lips and slowly sank to my knees.

With one last questioning look at my husband, Ed unbuckled his pants, opened the fly, and dropped his pants and boxers to his knees.  He was already mostly hard, so I reached out and gave him a few firm strokes until he’d lengthened a bit more.

He had a nice cock, long and thick and not too veiney. I was pleased to see he did some manscaping as well. There was nothing worse than pressing your nose into a mess.

I leaned forward and circled the tip of his cock with my tongue, sliding around and around like he was a lollipop. Slowly I pushed forward, taking more of him into my mouth, flattening my tongue against the underside as I went along.

Ed made a groaning noise that I took as approval, so I unhinged my jaw and took as much as him inside as I could. He was too big for me to take him all, so I wrapped my fingers around his base, and began sliding my mouth up and down his length, my fingers following my motion.

I glanced up from beneath my eyelids to see Ed’s eyes closed in pleasure.

The next time I swallowed his cock, Ed tangled his fingers into my hair and held me in place.  I heard my husband chuckle as we both realized that Ed was fixing to take charge of this situation.

He started fucking my face roughly and I hummed in pleasure. I loved it when men used me like this. It made me feel simultaneously used and powerful. Ed was pressing against the back of my throat now, and I struggled not to choke as he cut off my airway with every hard thrust of his cock.

My eyes watered, and I felt drool dripping down my chin. I slid one hand between his legs to cup his heavy balls.  I thought for sure that Ed was going to finish off like this, but I guess he had other ideas because suddenly he pulled out, moving so fast that I almost fell over.

“Take off your panties and get on the desk,” he ordered, pointing at the battered metal desk in the corner.  “Face down so I can see that sexy ass.”

When I looked over at Santa, he was palming his cock through the fabric of his red pants, a look of excitement on his face.  My husband loved having a wife that other men desired. It made him feel powerful – and super horny – to share me with them. 

I quite enjoyed it as well. I loved knowing that multiple men were going wild with desire for me. It made all that pilates totally worth it.

Shifting to my feet, I slid out of my panties and tossed them to Santa. He caught them with one hand. I took my time walking to the desk, wanting to prolong the excitement. I pressed my pelvis against the edge, and Ed gently pushed me down with a hand between my shoulder blades.

I made a little pillow with my hands and turned my head so I could watch my husband watching this guy fuck me. My skirt was short enough that I could feel the lower curves of my ass peeking out from beneath my skirt.

Ed gripped my skirt, uncovering my ass and pussy all the way, and bunched the fabric around my waist.

“Do I need a condom?” he asked.

“You’re good,” I said quickly. 

I loved having them take me bareback so I could feel every single inch of their cocks in my pussy.  Santa didn’t want to have kids, and frankly I wasn’t really into it either, so I’d had my tubes tied a while back. It gave me free reign to fuck whoever my husband wanted me to fuck, without worrying about getting knocked up.

Ed grabbed my ass cheeks and gave them a firm squeeze that made me moan loudly. Spreading me wide, he lined up his cock with my opening, not bothering with any more foreplay. It was all good though.  That blowjob was as much foreplay as I needed to get going.  I was already dripping wet. I’d done enough of these scenes that it didn’t take much to rev my engines.

I watched my husband’s face as Ed slid his cock inside me in one long, slow thrust.  We both moaned as he bottomed out in me, and I took a deep breath to help my inner muscles relax as Ed started thrusting in and out of me at a steady pace.

Santa’s nose and cheekbones were turning red, the way they did when he was excited, and he was unbuttoning his pants now, eager to free his cock.  Even from across the room I could see that he was already hard as a rock.

He jacked himself slowly with his hand, keeping time with Ed’s movements, his eyes trained on where Ed’s cock entered my body.

“Ed. Harder!” I ordered.

The thing about being the current Mrs. Santa was that sometimes men treated me a little too gently.  It was like they couldn’t reconcile who I was with the way I was acting.  In the story books Mrs. Claus made cookies and looked after Santa. In real life, Mrs. Claus fucked strange men while Santa looked after her.

I liked real life way better. Besides, I sucked at baking.

Heeding my instructions, Ed began moving more quickly, gripping my hips tightly as he pounded into me from behind.  With every thrust he slammed my hips against the desk, and I was just at the right angle that my clit slid against the metal with every hard thrust.

“I can’t...” thrust “believe...” thrust “I’m fucking...” thrust “Mrs. Santa!”

The desk was sliding a bit with our movements, the metal scraping on the concrete floor. Ed’s movements became erratic, telling me he was close to blowing his load.  

When I glanced over at my husband, he was using my discarded panties to stroke his dick.  That was all it took for me to come so hard I was surprised I didn’t bring some of the ceiling tiles down with my shriek of pleasure.

“I’m coming,” Ed grunted, right before he painted my cave with spurt after spurt of his warm cum.  “Fuck!”

He fell forward, laying his front over my back until he caught his breath.  Planting a hand on either side of me, he levered up to standing, allowing his now-soft dick to slide out of my body. I heard the sound of his zipper as he pulled his pants back up.

Ed offered me a hand, his touch almost tender. I stood up, pulling the skirt of my dress back down and making myself decent.  Well, decent for me.

The janitor pulled me in for a quick kiss, then gave me a single smack on the ass.

“Thanks,” he whispered. “I really needed that.”

He turned to my husband.  “That was the best Christmas gift ever, Santa.  Thank you.”

My husband nodded. “You’re welcome, Ed. You took such good care of my wife, I’ll be sure to leave you another present on Christmas morning.”

It wouldn’t be me, that’s for sure.  Santa and I always spent Christmas morning at his mother’s house. The old biddy insisted that we join her for brunch every year even though she knew that her son had been working all night.

Ed walked over to shake my husband’s hand, then thought better of it when he saw that Santa’s hand was full of cock.

“Bye Santa, bye Mrs. Santa.  Merry Christmas.”
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“That looks painful,” I said teasingly, pointing at Santa’s erection as Ed hurried out of the room. 

My husband thrust his hips up lewdly.  His fat cock was so hard it looked like it was going to burst.  I could see a little trail of pre-cum dripping down on the panties that he’d been using to get himself off.

“How about your show me those tits I bought you, and hop on up to ride Santa’s sleigh?”

Slowly, teasingly, I pulled my dress over my head. Since my husband already had my panties, I was left standing in a crimson red push-up bra and black leather boots with spiky heels. I reached behind me to unclasp my bra, releasing my breasts.  Santa watched with avid interest as they bounced against my rib cage, dark red nipples pointing right at him.

I walked forward and placed one hand on each side of the armchair, bending at the waist to dangle my heavy breasts in front of his face.  My husband caught one nipple in his mouth, biting down hard enough to make me squeal, while he reached around me and gave me a hard smack on the ass.

“Did you like having Ed fuck you?” he asked.

This was part of the routine. He needed to know that I enjoyed our little games as much as he did. It made it that much hotter for him.

“Yes, he had a nice thick cock that stretched me wide,” I said coquettishly. “He really got me ready for you.”

My husband smiled approvingly.  He loved me to tell him that he was bigger and better than the other men I slept with. It was usually true too. Santa really knew how to jingle my bells. He gave me an orgasm every single time without fail.

I scooted onto the chair, settling my knees on either side of Santa’s lap, then grabbed his huge cock and lined it up with my opening. Keeping eye contact the entire time, I slowly lowered myself onto him until he was fully seated inside me.

“You feel so good filling my stocking, Santa,” I told him with a wink.

One thing about living at the North Pole, you really got into using witty Christmas euphemisms in daily conversation.  Santa found it endlessly entertaining.

I started circling my hips, teasing us both, while my husband teased my breasts, licking and sucking them until I was dripping all over this cock like the needy slut I was. I’d already had one orgasm today, but I was dying to have another.

Without warning, teasing Santa left the building, leaving behind my alpha husband. He released my tit, gripped my curvy hips hard enough to bruise, and began fucking me roughly. He lifted me until I was almost disconnected from his cock, then dropped me down, over and over again. 

Santa loved using my tight little body as a toy.  As he fucked himself with me, that’s totally what I was.  It felt like I could have been any woman in this moment. There were no words of endearment, no concerns about how I was feeling, just a single-minded focus on rutting into me like an animal.

I gripped his shoulders for balance and threw back my head in pleasure as he plowed me like he’d never get enough.

And then the dirty talk started.

“You’re such a filthy little slut,” he grunted as he thrust upwards just as he slammed me down onto his cock hard enough that my teeth rattled.

“You love it when strange men use you, don’t you?”

“Yes, Santa,” I moaned. “I love it.”

“Your needy cunt practically sucked that guy’s dick inside you,” he continued. “You were moaning like a porn star the entire time.”

He gave me a few more brutal thrusts.

“You are mine, Chastity. Mine.  This pussy is mine to do with whatever I please.”

“Yes,” I moaned in agreement.

“I’m going to wreck this pussy,” he promised. “I want you to feel me splitting you open for the rest of the day.”

“I will,” I promised.

“Tell me that you’re mine,” he ordered, never slowing his forceful thrusts.

“I’m yours, Santa. Only yours.”

“And don’t you forget it,” he ordered. 

He leaned forward and gripped the skin over my left breast between his teeth, biting down hard enough that I was surprised he didn’t break the skin.  He sucked hard, and an orgasm tore through my body, wrecking me.  I shuddered against him, but he held me in place with his large hands, giving me no escape from his cock.

I was mindless with pleasure, my entire body vibrating as my heart tried to pound its way right out of my chest. 

“Santa, oh my God, Santa!” I wailed.

My husband released the skin of my breast, and his movements became more erratic, telling me that his own orgasm was near. I opened my eyes and gave him a smile.

“Fill me up, Santa. Mark me with your cum.”

My husband shouted as he shot a long stream of cum deep inside my pussy.  I thought he’d finish inside me, but he pulled out, aiming his cock so that when the second wave of cum squirted out, it covered my breasts.  Two more smaller eruptions left milky cum over my belly before Santa sagged back with a deep sigh, leaving me with cum dripping down my body.

With his eyes closed and his chest heaving, he was the very picture of a satisfied male. I reached down to slide his now-soft cock back into his pants, mindful that we were due to start working with the children too.

The entire front of my body was a sticky mess, and when I looked down, I could see very clear teeth marks surrounding the large red hickey that Santa had left on my chest.  When I looked up again, my husband was staring at the spot with a look of masculine satisfaction.

“I should clean this up,” I said, gesturing to the cum on my torso. 

I rose up on my knees, intending to get up, but Santa’s hand whipped out, smacking my ass hard enough to sting. I cried out.

“You will wear my cum today, my slutty little wife,” he ordered.  “I want you to wear my mark inside and outside your body, reminding us both that you’re mine, Chastity. Mine to fuck. Mine to do what I want to.”

My husband was such a kinky bastard.  I was going to have to dry clean the cum stains off my dress after today, but I shrugged and grabbed my panties from beside his leg.

“I’ll need these.”

Santa watched me as I stepped into my panties, wrangled my breasts into my bra, and slid my dress down over my head.  I checked my hair in the mirror, then put my discarded Santa hat back on over my long blonde locks.  

When I was presentable, I walked over to my husband and pulled him down for a long kiss.

“Thank you, love.” I whispered.  “That was fun.”

He reached around and squeezed my ass cheeks as he kissed me long and deep.  We pulled away regretfully, needing to get to work before the mall manager came looking for us.

“Maybe tonight we can find some other eager young man to play with,” he suggested.  “The holidays make me horny as fuck.”

I thrilled at the idea of more orgasms.  “Sounds good, honey. I love you.”

“I love you too, Chastity. So much.”

I threaded my fingers through his and we walked together out to the center of the mall where a line of children were already waiting for the big man to make his appearance.  

“Oh, and Santa?”

“Yes, dear?”

“Merry Christmas.”

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

Keep reading for a free preview from my alter ego Josie Bale’s “Divorce Recovery” series, available now on select retailers.
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Spanking Justice: A Middle-Aged Divorcee’s First Spanking

The Divorce Recovery Team Series Book 1

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 fifties, 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 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” on your favorite retail sites today. 

***
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Want to keep up on all the new releases, giveaways, and special sales?  Subscribe to Britney Bale’s newsletter at bit.ly/BritneyBale and stay in the loop! 

Or follow me on Amazon at www.amazon.com/author/britneybale for updates. 
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Check out my other books, available now here:

Hot Wife Happy Life  (with Reba Bale)

Hotwife Under the Tree

A Hotwife’s Retreat

Hotwife in the Woods

Hotwife on the Beach

Paying for Tuition Series

The Babysitter’s Ride Home

The Babysitter’s First Menage

The Teaching Assistant’s Lesson

The Billionaire’s Assistant

Toys for Grown-Ups Series

Financial Punishment

Menage a Geek

The Marriage Survival Series

Finding His Alpha: A Wife’s First Spanking

Watching His Wife:  The First Time Sharing

Exploring His Fantasy:  A First Time Gay Ménage 

Standalones: 

Share Me: A Cheating Husband’s Punishment

The Ride of My Life

Shafted

Hello, Sexy Stranger

Santa’s Sexy Secret

The Christmas Swap
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Want to keep up on all the new releases, giveaways, and special sales?  Subscribe to Britney Bale’s newsletter at bit.ly/BritneyBale or follow me on Amazon at https://www.amazon.com/author/britneybale.




About the Author

Britney Bale loves writing quick smutty stories about characters who experience punishment, humiliation, sex with strangers, or other activities on the non-vanilla side of life. When Britney is not writing she is reading the same naughty stories she likes to write – one handed.  😉 

You can be the first to know about new release by following Britney on Amazon at https://www.amazon.com/author/britneybale or signing up for her newsletter.  Happy reading!
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