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About This Book



She’s going to make his pay for his infidelity – and they are both going to enjoy his punishment!

Cheryl is devastated to learn that her husband Michael cheated on her with some slut he met in a bar. Desperate to make it up to her, Michael promises to do anything Cheryl asks. She devises a devious punishment: she will cheat on him right back, and Michael has to watch.

Michael gets a hard spanking before watching his hot wife enjoy being railed by another man. Another man who is younger, more attractive, and much larger…

To his surprise – being turned into a cuckhold really gets Michael excited. Neither of them ever imagined how much Cheryl would enjoy dominating her husband, or how much he would love being humiliated.

Is this new dynamic the key to saving their marriage?

“Share Me” is a steamy short story about a cheating husband, a wife set on revenge, and the man who might be the only person who can help them save their marriage. This book includes explicit sexual activity between consenting adults. It is intended for mature audiences only.

Author’s Note: This book was previously published as “Share Me” by Reba Bale.

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


Stay in Touch with Britney Bale



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

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


Chapter One



“You did WHAT?!?!?”

My voice raised to a level only dogs could hear as I looked across the table at my husband Michael, my vision tinged with a red rage. His floppy brown hair was ruffled from repeatedly running his hands through it as he had stammered out the story that had rocked my world.

An affair. He’d had an affair.

I knew something had been bothering him the last month. He had been withdrawn and jumpy.

“It was only once,” he told me haltingly as we finished dinner tonight, his gaze fixed on his mostly empty plate. “Well, one night. It happened when I was on that business trip last month to Seattle.”

He had looked at me for the first time since he started his bumbling confession. “I’m really sorry. I love you so much Cheryl, I really do. It’s just…”

“What?” I asked harshly.

“I stopped at the bar after the conference, and she was flirting with me, and you know, it was flattering for this cute girl to be hitting on me. It seemed so new and exciting. I convinced myself that I was bored with you. That I wanted something more. But then I woke up and I felt so guilty. So empty. I knew I made a huge mistake.”

“Damn right you did!” I said.

“Please don’t kick me out Cheryl. It will never happen again, I swear to you,” he begged. “My friends told me I should take my secret to the grave, but I wanted to be honest. Every time I have kissed you since it happened, I felt so bad. I love you too much to lie to you. I’ll do anything to make it up to you, just please, tell me we’ll get through this.”

I stared at him for a long moment, my mind racing. We had been married for just over ten years, and I had been faithful to him the whole time. I was an attractive woman in my mid-thirties who took good care of herself, and I got propositioned all the time: at the gym, on the street, even a couple of coworkers had hit on me.

Honestly, the magic had gone out of our marriage a long time ago. What used to be really good sex had fizzled to a pro forma tumble once a month. We hardly talked, both of us staring at our devices over dinner, or watching TV. Truth be told, I had been increasingly tempted to cheat on Michael myself. Only my love for him, and my respect for my marriage vows, had held me back. But now…suddenly I had an idea.

I met Michael’s eyes. “You say you’ll do anything?” He nodded. “OK. Then to make things even I’m going to sleep with someone else – and you’re going to watch me.”

***

As I turned up the speed on my treadmill, I looked around the gym for my target. There he was, over by the weights: Damon. He was a dark-skinned god. Tall, broad shoulders, bulging pecs, washboard abs, super short black hair, and a bright smile that lit up the room.

Damon had propositioned me about once a week the past few months. It was the same every time: he would come over and flirt with me. And I admit, I would flirt back. A little harmless flirting never hurt anyone, right? Then invariably he would ask if I wanted to get together with him outside the gym, and I would remind him that I was married. Every time he would laugh and say, “The more the merrier.”

Rumor around the gym was that he was a great fuck, but always insisted on no strings. All fun, no relationship. Perfect for what I had planned. Damon would be the perfect person to help me even the scales, and honestly, fucking him would be no hardship. That giant bulge in his shorts promised good things. After over ten long years with the same man, I was looking forward to a little variety.

Just like clockwork Damon came over to chat as I slowed to a walk on the treadmill, doing my cool down. I gave him a big smile. “Damon,” I said enthusiastically. “Just the man I wanted to see.”

He smiled back, his dazzling white teeth a contrast against his dark skin. “Oh yeah? Whatcha want, sweet girl?”

I stopped the treadmill and got off, wrapping a towel around my neck, and gestured to a table in the nearby juice bar. I expected to feel nervous, but instead I felt confident and powerful.

“I want to take you up on your invitation to sleep with me,” I told him, meeting his gaze.

Demon’s eyes widened, then darkened with excitement. “And your husband?” he asked.

“I want him to be there too,” I said. “He’s being punished.”

I explained about Michael’s affair, and the bargain we had struck. Then I outlined my plan to punish him for his actions. Damon listened with rapt attention, nodding. “What do you think, are you up for that?”

“Hell yeah!” Damon said enthusiastically. “When should I come over?”


Chapter Two



The doorbell rang promptly at seven p.m.

“Right on time,” I smiled, looking over at Michael.

He looked vaguely ill. I knew he was not looking forward to his punishment. Too bad. He had agreed that tonight I had full control, to punish him and make him do anything I ordered, and to do anything I wanted with Damon. No questions asked, no recrimination. I had told him this was his only option. If he wanted to save our marriage, he would comply. If not, I was filing for divorce. He chose to be punished. Maybe it was twisted, but I was really looking forward to tonight.

I opened the door and walked right into Damon’s comfortable hug. “Hey there hot stuff, you ready for me?” he asked, his voice flirty.

“You know it,” I answered. I gestured to my husband. “That’s my husband Michael. You can call him Cheater.”

Michael’s eyes widened but he said nothing as Damon moved towards him and gripped his hand in a strong shake. “Hey there man, good to meet you. I been wondering who was stupid enough to hurt this magnificent woman. But I have a feeling by the end of the night, I’ll be glad you did.”

I walked by them. “Come on boys,” I said, “Let’s head for the bedroom.”

I led the way to our large master suite. Both men stood just inside the doorway, looking to me for direction. I turned to face them and with a smile, pulling on the waist tie of my black wrap dress. I shrugged my shoulders and it fell to the floor, revealing the black lace corset and panties I was wearing underneath.

Michael’s eyes flashed as he recognized the lingerie. “Yes, that’s right Cheater, you get to watch me fuck another man in the lingerie you bought for our anniversary.” I pointed to the wingback chair near the window. “Now take off your clothes and bend over the back of that chair.”

Michael removed his clothes and I noted with interest he was already half hard. Maybe he was enjoying the idea of his punishment a little too much.

“Damon,” I said, holding out my hand. “I’d like to borrow your belt please.”

Without a word Damon slid his belt through the loops of his pants, folding it over in half and handing it to me with a speculative gaze. “Make yourself comfortable while I take care of this,” I told him, gesturing towards the bed.

I stalked over towards Michael, all feminine power. “Um. What are you going to do?” he asked with a squeak.

I pushed at the top of his back, forcibly leaning him over the back of the chair. He gripped the side arms to keep his balance.

“I told you to lean over the chair, Cheater. You’ll get five extra licks for disobeying me.”

I stepped closer, tapping the belt lightly against my palm. “You ever been spanked before, Cheater?” I asked him.

“No,” he whispered. I heard Damon laugh from the bed and saw a telltale flush of humiliation color Michael’s cheeks.

“Let’s be clear how this is going to go down,” I told him, my voice steely and authoritative. “I’m going to give you twenty-four hits with this belt, one for every day you waited to tell me you cheated. And an extra five for disobeying me. You will count off and thank me after each one.”

I grabbed his chin and turned him to face Damon, who was lounging in our bed, leaning back against the headboard like he was totally relaxed. “You will face Damon the whole time so he can witness the look on your face while you are being punished and see what a lying useless disgusting cheater you are. Do you understand?” I squeezed his chin hard.

“Yes Cheryl,” he said docilely.

I straightened and without warning I struck his bare ass with the belt. He groaned, then said, “One. Thank you, Cheryl.”

I felt a sense of deep satisfaction as he obeyed my instructions. I started off with lighter strikes, my research having advised me to warm up the skin first to avoid damage.

As his white ass pinked up, I increased the intensity of my strokes, moving from one side to the other to ensure I covered both cheeks equally. The belt made a satisfying whoosh as it moved through the air with each strike.

Whoosh. Smack.

As I continued to smack him with the belt began to grunt and shake, his face a mask of pain. I wondered idly if he would cry. I had never seen Michael cry before, and it looked like he was trying hard not to.

Whoosh. Smack.

“Twenty-four. Thank you, Cheryl,” he said.

I glanced over at Damon. At some point he had unzipped his pants. I could see him stroking his thick black cock. I raised my eyebrows at him.

“I couldn’t help it babe,” he said with a shit-eating grin. “Watching you play dominatrix in that outfit is hot as hell. And that looks like it hurts, his ass is red as one of those monkeys you see on the Nature channel.”

Michael made a choking noise.

“Ready for your last five Cheater?” I asked.

“Yes Cheryl,” he responded meekly.

I hit him five times quickly, aiming my strike across both butt cheeks together, watching the globes of his ass vibrate under my strikes. These were my hardest strikes yet, and my husband hissed in pain. I knew it had to be killing him not to cry out, especially with Damon watching.

I felt a strong sense of satisfaction. Michael had hurt me badly with his cheating. Instead of being one a doormat, I was taking back my power. And it felt awesome.

Whoosh. Smack.

“Twenty-nine. Thank you, Cheryl.”

“Stand up you useless Cheater,” I ordered as I threw the belt to the ground. He stood up shakily and when I glanced down and raised my eyebrows in shock. His penis was fully erect.

I pointed at his erection. “I see your tiny wienie is standing at attention Cheater,” I noted in my most condescending voice. “I guess you like being beaten in front of an audience, huh? Maybe I should have taken you in hand long ago, then you wouldn’t have betrayed me and broken our marriage vows.”

Michael dropped his eyes and shook his head. I had never seen him look so embarrassed and humiliated.

I turned the chair around and pointed. “Now sit there and watch me enjoy Damon’s giant cock, the way you enjoyed some skank’s filthy pussy.”

“Cheryl,” he started.

“Don’t say a word,” I snapped. “Not one fucking word. And you had better not cum when you watch Damon fuck me, you Cheater. If you cum without my permission you will get another twenty-nine licks with Damon’s belt, and this time I’ll have Damon do the whipping.”


Chapter Three



Damon stood as I approached the bed, his giant cock erect. It was huge, much larger than anyone I had ever been with before. That thing would split me right open.

“Wow, someone looks ready,” I said.

Damon’s eyes darkened as he met my eyes. “On your knees baby girl, I’m done watching.” His deep authoritative voice made a shiver run through me. “I want you to suck my cock.”

Without hesitation I dropped to my knees, eye level with his cock. I could see the glisten of pre-cum on the tip. I licked my lips. Right now, I wanted to suck him off more than I had ever wanted to do anything in my life. I was literally shaking with excitement.

I leaned forward and ran my tongue along the bottom, feeling the velvet heat of his long hard shaft. Damon slid the tip between my lips, and I opened, taking as much of him in as I could. His cock was long and thick, and I had to widen my mouth all the way to work around him. He slid slowly into my mouth, hitting the back of my throat, and then pulling back out as I started to gag. My eyes watered as he began to move slowly in and out of my open mouth.

He tasted delicious, a mixture of salt and musk and something uniquely Damon. He picked up the pace grabbed my hair as he began to fuck my face. “Take it baby, take my cock down your throat, as far as you can.”

I looked up at him as he continued to push in and out, but his gaze was fixed over my head, staring at my husband. “Your wife gives good head, man,” he said to Michael. “She’s got a mouth like a porn star. Too bad I’m so big she can’t take all of me.”

Damon continued to thrust rhythmically while he aggressively stared at Michael.

“I’m about to cum,” he told me with a squeeze of my hair. “You take it all down your throat, you hear me? Swallow it all, baby.”

I felt him begin to cum in my mouth, long spurts of salty seed. I swallowed eagerly, not wanting to waste a drop. He groaned above me as he shot the last of his load into my mouth. He pulled out and I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand as he smiled down at me with pure masculine satisfaction.

He grabbed my shoulders and helped me stand. “That was fucking outstanding,” he told me, leaning down to give me a long, hard kiss.

“I can taste myself in your mouth,” he said when we finally broke apart. “That’s so hot.”

Damon leaned down and picked me up, one arm under my knees, one across my back. Cradling me to his chest, he moved towards the bed and set my down near the bottom, my legs dangling off the side. I braced myself with my hands, then turned my head and saw Michael watching intently.

“Did you like watching Damon cum in my mouth Cheater?” I asked him with a satisfied smile. “Because I sure enjoyed it.”

Damon kneeled in front of me, widening my legs to make space for his hulking frame. “I love this sexy black lace,” he drawled. “But I’ve been dreaming of touching your perky little titties for months.”

With one hand on each side of the neckline, he pulled hard, shredding the lace, and ripping the corset in half. My breasts popped out happily, nipples hard and flushed. He took a breast in each hand, plumping them up and flicking the nipples with his fingertips. My nipples were so hard they could cut diamonds.

“Mmm,” he said. “I gotta get me a taste of these.”

I felt Damon’s lips close around one breast, licking around the nipple before sucking hard. I moaned. It felt like there was a direct line from my nipples to my clit. His hands slid around my waist, holding me in place as he licked and sucked my nipple. I dug my fingers into his shoulders, feeling my panties dampen with a rush of arousal.

He moved his attention to the other breast, while his hands stroked up and down my back. I was panting so loud I knew Michael could hear me from his seat across the room. I turned my head and saw him stroking himself while staring at Damon sucking my nipple. Clearly the sight of me getting suckled by a man who was essentially a stranger was exciting for him.

The power was heady. It was at that moment I resolved to take more power in our relationship going forward.

Damon kissed his way down my stomach, then put one large hand on my flat abs, pushing me to lay back. I complied without a word, vibrating with excitement. My hair fanned around my head on the bedspread.

He yanked my panties off, half pulling and half ripping them to reveal my glistening sex.

“What a pretty pink pussy,” he drawled. “I gotta taste this too.”

He licked me up and down like a lollipop as I started moaning, tightening my legs around his broad shoulders, and thrusting my hips up to meet his mouth. His large tongue homed in on the bundle of nerves at the top of my sex and he began licking circles around my clit. My body was vibrating with need, and I was panting like I had just run a 50-yard dash.

“Oh my god Damon, that feels so good,” I sighed.

“I had a lot of practice,” Damon bragged, pausing to look over at Michael.

Damon slipped one large finger into my tight channel. “Ooh, you are tight baby. I guess your cheating husband isn’t big enough to stretch you out the way you need to be.”

I moaned loudly and he laughed. “Don’t worry, I’ll give you what you need.”

He began to pump in and out of me, the friction delicious, then added a second finger. As he roughly finger fucked me, he leaned over and ran his mouth along the ridge of my hip. “I think I’ll leave you a souvenir,” he said, taking the skin of my hip between his teeth and sucking hard.

“Ahhh!” I shouted as an orgasm slammed into me. “Damon!”

My back bowed as sensation flooded my body, the pain of Damon giving me a hickey and knowing that Michael was watching us adding to the excitement. Pain and pleasure mixed as all of my blood seemed to rush towards my heated core, fueling my orgasm. Damon continued pumping his fingers into me until the spasms subsided.

I heard Damon remove his fingers from my channel with a pop, and knew his fingers were soaked with my arousal. I grabbed Damon’s wrist with my hand.

“Cheater!” I called, looking over at Michael. “Get over here and clean Damon’s fingers for me like a good boy. And be sure to thank him for giving your wife the best finger fucking of her life.”

Michael’s eyes glowed with humiliation as he shuffled towards us.

“Move it!” I ordered with a glare.

My husband increased his pace, coming to stand next to us on the side of the bed. I sat up and moved Damon’s hand towards Michael’s mouth. “Clean him!” I demanded.

Michael opened his mouth and took Damon’s fingers in, sucking the slick coating of my cum from his long black fingers. I met Michael’s eyes as he licked off Damon’s fingers.

Damon chuckled. “Look at his little white dick,” he said with amusement. “He’s hard as a post, like he’s getting off on sucking my fingers. How is it feel to know I made your wife come harder than you ever could, little man?”

Damon removed his fingers, wiping them off on the bedspread, and Michael said meekly, “Thank you for making my wife cum Damon.”

I never would have thought I would get off on humiliating and dominating my husband, but I have to say, it was a total rush. We were a typical couple in most respects, both of us sharing power and responsibility in the relationship. Both of us giving and taking in the bedroom, but other than the occasional playful smack on the ass, mostly vanilla.

I never dreamed Michael would like something like this. For all his looks of misery, there was no denying the excitement on his face or the indisputable evidence of his engorged penis.

For me this was way more than paying him back for humiliating me by cheating; any desire I had for this kind of thing had been well hidden. I loved it; it was a total rush. And now that it was out, I knew we could never go back to how we were before his confession.


Chapter Four



“You ready for more baby?” Damon asked.

I lit up like a Christmas tree. “Oh yeah, I am,” I responded.

I pointed to the floor by the bed. “Kneel Cheater,” I ordered. “Keep your eyes on us at all times. And don’t cum.”

Michael complied and I leaned up to kiss Damon. He was a great kisser, just the right amount of pressure, not sloppy or jabbing you with his tongue like a lot of guys. He ran his hands up and down my back lightly while we necked like teenagers. I could feel his erection growing bigger again and poking into my stomach as we kissed.

We broke off, gasping for air. “On your knees,” Damon ordered, pointing at the bed. “Let’s give this cheating asshole a show to remember.”

I crawled onto the bed, completely uninhibited, knowing I looked good. Damon stood at the foot of the bed and gripped my hips, moving me back until my ass was lined up with his enormous penis.

For a moment I wondered what it would feel like for Damon to take my virgin asshole. I had never been into that before but right now, it sounded incredibly hot. Maybe next time….

“You ready baby?” Damon asked.

“Fuck me Damon,” I ordered, with a glare aimed towards my husband.

Without another word Damon rammed his monster cock into my tight channel. I cried out loudly as I felt him stretch me wider than I had ever been stretched before, every muscle in my body tightening in shock.

“Holy shit Damon,” I gasped. “You’re huge! I’m not sure if you’re going to fit!”

Damon chuckled behind me. “I’m definitely larger than your cheating husband, that’s for sure. Don’t worry baby, you can take it. I’ll fill you up the way you need.”

He began to move in and out of me slowly as my internal muscles relaxed. “You feel so good,” I told him with a sigh. “I can feel you everywhere in my body.”

I gasped in pleasure and shock as Damon bottomed out and hit my cervix. “Ahhh!” I shouted.

“Take it,” Damon demanded. “Take every inch of my monster cock!”

He gripped my hips painfully to hold me in place and rutted in and out of me like a wild animal. I could feel my breasts jigging with every deep thrust. He was gripping my hips so hard I knew he would leave bruises. Impossibly I could feel another orgasm building up, even though I had just cum so hard a few moments before.

“Harder Damon, please. I’m getting close,” I gasped. “Give me it all”.

I heard a whimper from my husband, as if he were in pain. I wasn’t sure if it was from arousal or seeing Damon’s cock pump in and out of me, and at that moment I didn’t care. I was totally focused on the feeling of Damon’s cock in my cunt. Every pull out created a moist sucking sound from my arousal, every push in made me gasp.

Suddenly Damon moved one hand and reached around to pinch my swollen clit. “Come for me baby, come for me now.”

I screamed my release as waves of pleasure hit me. “Yes! Damon. Yes. Oh my god. Yes!”

My orgasm hit me so hard I was seeing stars. I may have even blacked out for a moment. I know I stopped breathing.

“I’m cumming now too,” Damon announced as he stiffened. He squirted his seed into my pussy in long hot spurts, grunting behind me in relief.

I collapsed on the bed, falling onto my stomach, and gasping for breath as Damon fell next to me, breathing heavily.

“You are totally hot baby,” he said. “I had no idea you were such a screamer. I bet your husband didn’t either.”

He leaned over and kissed me, then gave me a wink as he levered back to standing.

“Thanks for letting me fuck your wife, man,” he said to Michael. “I’ll tap that fine white ass any time you feel like acting a fool.”

“See you at the gym, baby.”

He gave me a brief smack on the butt and grabbing his clothes, he left the house.


Chapter Five



When I heard the front door close behind Damon I rolled over to my side, looking at my husband kneeling on the floor. His face had a look of embarrassment and humiliation, yet he held his erect cock in his hand, lightly stroking it.

“Did you enjoy that, Cheater?” I asked him with a stern look. “Did you like seeing someone else’s cock pound in and out of my pussy, like yours did with that slut from the bar?”

Michael met my eyes, his gaze pleading. “Please Cheryl,” he said softly. “I’m so sorry. Can I cum now?”

“No!” I said harshly, as I watched his eyes widen. “Get up here and clean me up. I’m filled with another man’s sperm because of you!”

I scooted back to lay on the pillows, opening my legs wide and dropping my knees to the side.

Michael scooted between my legs and tentatively licked my soaking wet pussy. “That’s right eat it up,” I ordered. “Another man’s sperm is in me right now, Michael. A man who is not my husband. That’s all on you. Now clean it up like a good boy.”

He began to lick me in earnest. I knew he could taste Damon’s sperm mixed with my own arousal. Idly I wondered if he liked the taste. I looked down over his lean back and realized he was grinding his cock into the mattress as he licked me clean. Yeah, he liked it alright.

The combination of my husband’s tongue and the power I had over him was making me aroused again. I could not believe it. I had rarely orgasmed twice in a night, and never three times. I guess there’s a first time for everything.

“I’ll make you a deal Michael,” I said. “If you can make me cum with your pitiful lying tongue, then I’ll let you cum too. You have got five minutes. If I don’t get off by then, neither do you.”

His eyes brightened as he looked up at me, then he lowered his head and started eating me out in earnest. Honestly, he had never been that enthusiastic about this particular activity, but right now he was going after it like a champ. I was dripping with arousal, and he was licking it up like it was the sweetest thing he had ever tasted. He stuck his tongue deep into my channel, licking and probing, while his fingers circled my throbbing clit.

I was already half primed from my time with Damon, and I felt myself chasing the orgasm much more quickly than I had expected. Every muscle in my body tightened. I came suddenly and with a long wail, spasming against my husband’s tongue as his fingers continued to massage my clit through the aftershocks.

“You are so beautiful Cheryl,” Michael said in a reverent voice, pressing a soft kiss against my lower stomach. “I love you so much.”

I didn’t answer, waiting to catch my breath for a moment. “OK, I will let you cum now,” I finally told him. “Get on your back.”

He clamored up the bed and moved onto his back, his penis sticking up and weeping with pre-cum. He shifted his hips uncomfortably.

I frowned. “What is it?” I asked.

His voice was soft with embarrassment. “My ass hurts,” he said. “From you spanking me with that belt,” he added, as if I wasn’t sure why it would hurt.

“Roll over and let me see,” I ordered.

He obediently rolled to one side. His normally pale buttocks were red and angry looking, with stripes of red crisscrossing the surface from the hits with the belt. I leaned closer and ran my finger over the angriest looking welt, and he hissed in pain.

“I think you liked that pain,” I said with a satisfied smile. “Or maybe you liked being humiliated in front of another man. Either way, your ass is a lovely shade of red. I love it.”

I gave him a hard smack with my hand, and he groaned. “Every time you sit down, I want you to remember how it felt to have that belt striping your ass. What happened to you because you were a bad boy. Because if I need to, I will do it again. And I won’t go so easy on you next time.”

Out of the corner of my eye I saw his cock jump excitedly.

I pushed him back onto his back and straddled him, then without warning came down on his cock hard, shoving him deep into my pussy. Our hip bones collided as I dropped down on him. Balancing my hands on his chest, I began to move up and down on him, giving him the friction he needed.

I dug my fingers into his pecs and squeezed hard, scratching down hard enough to draw blood. He groaned in pain, and I felt a strong sense of satisfaction.

“Cheryl,” he gasped. “Please! Please, I need to cum!”

I met his eyes and dug my fingers into his chest once more. “Cum then, you cheating asshole, cum!”

Michael stiffened beneath me and shouted my name, his eyes glazing over as his orgasm rolled through his body like a wave. He groaned loudly, pumping up into me wildly, shooting his warm sperm deep into my womb until he collapsed, panting.

“Oh my god, oh my god Cheryl,” he panted. “I don’t think I’ve ever come so hard in my life.”

I rolled off him and moved to lay on my side, resting my head on his shoulder, the way I had a million times before. He reached up to play with my hair, his touch tender.

We lay there for a while, contented, until Michael finally broke the silence. “Will we be okay Cheryl?” he asked. “Please tell me we will be okay. I don’t know what I’d do without you.”

I rolled onto my side and propped my head on my head, looking down at him. Idly I twisted a clump of chest hair around my fingers, then pulled hard. I felt a rush as he hissed in pain and surprise.

“You know, I think we will be okay Michael,” I told him. “But we will never be the same. Our relationship will be different now.”

I pulled on the clump of hair again. “I’m in charge now. You’ll never hurt me again.”

Later that night as Michael cuddled against my back in a way that he had not done in years, I knew that we would be okay now. Our relationship would be stronger, and I was stronger. The fun was just beginning.

***

If you liked this book, please consider leave a review on my author page.
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I’d been dating my boyfriend Kyle for about seven months now, and this was our first Thanksgiving together. I didn’t have any family in town and neither did Kyle, so when he suggested we make our own special Thanksgiving dinner together I readily agreed.

We weren’t living together yet, but I was pretty sure we would be soon.

Things were going great between us, and I was planning to spend the four day holiday weekend at Kyle’s house. Hopefully, it would show him how great it would be to have me there twenty-four seven.

I kept imagining how it would feel to share this space with him for real. Would he still look at me like that every morning? Would he still kiss my neck while I made coffee in his T-shirt? Or would the magic fade once we moved in together?

“Mmm, everything smells delicious.”

Kyle came up to me while I was checking on the food in the oven, careful not to touch me until Igot the pans back inside. As soon as I stood up, his lips went to my neck.

“It’s so hot watching you cook for me.”

I rolled my eyes.

“That’s the heat from oven. Besides, you promised to help me, remember?”

If Kyle thought I was going to wait on him all weekend, he had another thing coming.

“That’s exactly what I came in here to do,” he reassured me.

“It’s half time, isn’t it?” I guessed as I turned around.

He gave me a boyish grin. “Yeah. But I still want to help.”

I gave him a long look.  His hair was tousled, making him look younger, and he hadn’t shaved today, leaving his square jaw covered in scruff.  His broad shoulders stretched against the thin tee shirt he wore, and when I glanced down, I could see he was sporting a semi.  I was pretty sure I knew exactly how he wanted to help.

“You can mash the potatoes,” I suggested with a smirk.

“I have a better idea.”

I felt that familiar coil of heat tighten low in my belly. It didn’t matter how many times he touched me like this, it always hit me like a sucker punch, fast and hot. And yet, I wanted more than just lust from him. I wanted the happily ever after.

He pulled me against him, kissing me deeply. His tongue slid into my mouth, his kiss hard and dominant.  While we kissed, he walked us towards the kitchen table. When my hips hit the table, I pulled away.

“How is this helping me cook?” I asked.

“I’m relaxing you.”

He grabbed my hips, lifting me up to sit on the table, then pulled my tee shirt over my head. He made quick work of removing my bra, tossing it over his shoulder and leaning down to take one nipple in his mouth. I gasped as his lips clamped down, drawing on my tit. I’d always been super sensitive and the sensation of him sucking on my tight bud was incredible.

“Kyle!”

My fingers went to his dark hair, holding him closely as he teased the nipple into a stiff peak before moving onto the other one. My breasts felt full and heavy from the attention, and my panties were rapidly growing damp.

Who was I kidding? They were soaked.

God, why did this turn me on so much? I should have felt awkward or shy, but instead, I felt powerful. Desired. Like every time he touched me, I became someone bolder. Someone I didn’t always recognize, but I kind of liked her.

Kyle pulled away, a mischievous smile on his face as he stepped back to unzip his jeans. I watched as he shoved his jeans down to his ankles, followed by his briefs. His thick cock bobbed free, fully hard now and dripping with pre-cum.

I reached out to give it a few tugs before Kyle pressed on my sternum, laying me down on the kitchen table. I was wearing a plain cotton skirt that hit me just above the knee, and he shoved it upwards, bunching it around my waist.

“You’re wearing panties with cartoon turkeys on them?” he asked with a laugh.

“Well, it is Thanksgiving,” I reminded him.

He pulled my panties down my legs, baring my shaved pussy, then bunched the panties up and stuffed them in my mouth. I moaned around the damp fabric. My hands were free so I could have pulled them out, but being gagged with my own panties was hot enough that I didn’t want to remove them.

“The Johnsons are having company today,” he told me, referring to our upstairs neighbors. “They don’t need to listen to you having a screaming orgasm while they eat.”

I narrowed my eyes at him in mock anger, but he was right. I was a screamer, especially with someone who knew how to play my body. And Kyle knew how to play my body.

He dragged my ass to the edge of the table, lifting my legs around his hips. Without preamble, he shoved his giant cock into my opening and began thrusting slowly in and out of my pussy.

I cried out against the panties in my mouth. I was wet, but not wet enough for this invasion. My channel stung from being stretched so quickly. Kyle shifted to bring one thumb to my clit, strumming it back and forth to ratchet up my arousal and help me relax.

“You’re so fucking tight,” he grit out as he plundered my pussy. “I love that about you.”

As my inner muscles relaxed, he picked up his pace. Strong fingers bit into my hips as he snapped his hips back and forth with increasing roughness.

I gripped the side of the table to keep him from fucking me across the room. With every thrust, my breasts bounced wildly, and when I looked at Kyle, he was staring at them as if he was hypnotized.

“These fucking tits…”

“Oh, oops. Sorry.”

We both paused as a man entered the kitchen. He looked vaguely familiar…
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