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About This Book



Facing the possibility of divorce, three loving couples decide to try something drastic in this 3 book collection… sharing their deepest, darkest fantasies. 


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

The retreat at a luxury Caribbean island sounded like just the ticket to safely explore their fantasies and save their relationships.  But little do these three couples know that these “non-traditional approaches” will include spanking, threesomes, cuckolding, exhibitionism, and a whole lot of steam. When the power dynamics shift, and people are pushed way outside their comfort zone will they reignite their relationships? Or will they call it quits?

“Spicing Up My Marriage” is a collection of three previously published stories in the Marriage Survival Retreat Series, bundled together for one low price.   This volume includes:

	Finding His Alpha: A Wife’s First Spanking

	Watching His Wife:  The First Time Sharing

	Exploring His Fantasy: A First Time Gay Menage





Stay in Touch with Britney Bale



Hey smut lover, did you know that Britney has a newsletter?  Sign up to be the first to know about new releases, giveaways, and special sales.  Find out more at bit.ly/BritneyBale.

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



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

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

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

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

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

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

Be sure to check out a free preview of “The Reluctant Bride's First Spanking” at the end of this book!


Chapter One



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Two



“Welcome to Resuscitate Your Marriage!”

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

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

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

The group tittered nervously.

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

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

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

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

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

Muriel nodded, feeling Bill do the same.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Three



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Thwack. Thwack. Thwack.

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

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

Thwack. Thwack. Thwack.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Four



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes!” Muriel piped up enthusiastically.

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

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

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

Muriel and Bill nodded.

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


Chapter Five



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Pinch your nipples,” Bill ordered.

“Wh-what?” she asked breathlessly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Six



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes,” she whispered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

***
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About This Book



He’s about to share his wife with another man. The only question is which of them will enjoy it more?

Marc and Bella are heading for divorce if Marc can't get his jealousy and insecurity under control. As a last ditch effort to save their relationship, the couple attend a “Resuscitate Your Marriage" retreat at an adults-only resort.

When psychological tests show that Marc secretly longs to relinquish control, he decides to share his hot wife for the night. His fantasies resonate with Bella, a natural exhibitionist, and they agree to bring a dark island stranger into their bed. The stranger brings Bella to levels of pleasure she’s never experienced before. And to Marc’s surprise, watching it happen is exactly what he needs.

Will the steamy encounters and shifting power dynamics in their relationship spice up Marc and Bella's marriage and strengthen their bond? Or will Bella's obvious attraction to a man who is not her husband split them up for good?

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

Be sure to check out a free preview of “The Reluctant Bride's First Spanking” at the end of this book!


Chapter One



“You want me to share my wife?!?! What the hell?”

Bella’s mouth dropped open in shock. She thought she had been hearing things, but Marc’s outburst told her she had in fact heard correctly.

They were sitting on a lovely floral sofa in a counseling room on Bliss Island in the Caribbean. Marc and Bella had come to the island for a “Resuscitate Your Marriage” retreat, specially designed for couples whose marriages were in serious trouble. The flier had promised unconventional approaches to problems that had not responded to other interventions. The retreat facilitators, Magda and Jackson, sat across from them, calmly watching their reaction.

Bella spoke up. “We came here because Marc’s jealousy and insecurity about our relationship is destroying our marriage. We rarely have sex, we can’t communicate, and we fight all the time about Marc’s completely irrational fears that I’ll betray him. I’m confused how my actually cheating on him would help anything.”

Magda leaned forward earnestly. Her loose caftan slipped off one shoulder. Ignoring Bella, she met Marc’s eyes and smiled kindly.

“Marc dear,” she began, brushing a chunk of her long grey hair back behind her ear. “In your intake counseling session, you talked about your history in foster care, and how that has led to a fear of abandonment. Children in that position often feel out of control, and as adults, they tend to try to control everything around them. But deep down, they crave the feeling of letting go.”

Marc frowned, little lines appearing on the side of his eyes as he looked back at Magda. “So, you’re telling me that because I had no control as a kid I want to both have control and not have control as an adult? That makes no sense.”

Magda continued. “When you were a child, the control was taken from you. As an adult, you long to voluntarily give someone control so you can take a break from always maintaining your rigid control. It’s a very common phenomenon.”

“And how does that translate into me cheating on my husband?” Bella asked. “Or him being less obsessively jealous?”

“In our assessments, we saw that in addition to control issues, Marc has strong voyeuristic tendencies. He also feels a measure of pride that his wife is so desirable to other men, a perception that he won you, beating out more attractive men,” Magda explained.

Bella frowned.

“Bella, have strong exhibitionist tendencies, as well as a deep-seated need to feel wanted and some latent dominant tendencies. That combination means that bringing a safe but attractive third party into the relationship will likely reinforce your bond by meeting both of your needs.”

“I’m not buying this,” Marc said, shaking his head. The motion made his sandy brown hair fall over his eyebrow, giving him a boyish look despite being in his forties.

Jackson spoke up for the first time since he had sat down. “Allow me to give you a demonstration,” he said, his voice deep and confident. He stood up and Bella noticed how tall and handsome he was, his dark black skin gleaming in the sunlight that filled the little room.

“I’m going to kiss your wife. Come here, Bella.”

Bella’s heart raced as she stood up, instinctively obeying Jackson’s order, yet looking to Marc for permission. To her surprise, he nodded, though his eyes were wide. She walked to stand in front of Jackson, in full view of both Magda and Marc. She was pretty sure Magda and Jackson were partners, yet Magda showed no outward reaction to Jackson’s announcement that he wanted to kiss her.

Jackson stood still for a long moment, his eyes slowly traveling up and down her body as if he were mentally undressing her. Bella felt a tingling of awareness. Jackson stepped closer to her until they were separated by an inch. He raised his large hand and cupped the side of her face, staring deeply into her eyes. “Bella,” he drawled. “You are so incredibly beautiful. I’ve been wanting to do this since I came into the room.”

Moving his hand to the back of her head, Jackson leaned in slowly and touched his lips to hers. She gasped at the unfamiliar sensation of strange lips kissing her after so many years married to Marc. He took advantage of her gasp by slipping his tongue into her mouth. Jackson was a skilled kisser, both gentle and dominating, and Bella melted into the kiss. Her arms came around his waist as he pulled her flush against him, and she felt her nipples tighten painfully against his chest.

He broke the kiss and moved to the side of her head, gently nipping at her ear. She felt his large hand slip between them to cup her breast, kneading it softly. She sighed. This felt so good, and yet so wrong. She hadn’t even looked at another man since she’d married her husband, and with one kiss Jackson had her soaking her panties. Maybe Marc’s constant fear of her cheating on him wasn’t that far-fetched after all.

Jackson returned to her mouth, plundering with his tongue, and reached around to roughly grasp the cheeks of her ass, squeezing. The action pushed her closer to his enormous erection and she moaned in the back of her throat.

Slowly Jackson eased away, leaving her standing there swaying, feeling flushed and aroused. As she came back into her own head, she felt a rush of shame. Was Marc upset? She looked over at him and to her complete shock he was staring at her glassy eyed, his hand rubbing his own erection through the thin fabric of his shorts. He was totally turned on by seeing her kiss Jackson.

Magda broke the silence. “As you can see, you both liked that experience. Your homework for today is to go back to your cabin and have sex, then spend some time talking about your fantasies. We’ll see you in the morning for the group work, and when we have our individual session tomorrow, we will talk about your new sexual partner.”


Chapter Two



Bella and Marc walked back to their cabin in silence. Bella’s mind raced frantically. What did this all mean? She loved her husband, and she had no doubt he loved her too. But kissing Jackson with Marc watching had been incredibly erotic, doubly so once she saw that it had turned Marc on. It still didn’t make sense to her that being with another man would help Marc feel more secure in their relationship.

Marc entered the cabin before her, and as she stepped over the threshold, he slammed the door closed, pushing her against it with a thud.

“Marc? Wha--?” Her words were cut off as he gripped her face and covered her mouth with his. He kissed her deeply, his tongue taking possession of her mouth. Bella felt instantly hot. He hadn’t kissed her with this much passion in, well forever. And she was still half aroused from that kiss with Jackson.

Marc broke the kiss, both of them gasping for air. He reached down and pulled on the edges of her shirt, sending buttons fly as he ripped it off her.

“Hey!” she said indignantly. “I like that shirt!”

Instead of responding he pulled the shirt down and made quick work of removing her bra. He shoved her shirt up to the top of her thighs and boosted her up against the door. Her legs automatically wrapped around his hips, her core moist and hot through her panties as it lined up with his long hard cock. She ground against him, making little noises of pleasure.

“Did you like having that black guy’s hard cock pressed against you Bella?” he growled.

She paused, uncertain how to answer.

“Answer me,” he said, painfully digging his fingers into her hips.

“Yes,” she whispered. “And I liked you watching him press it against me,” she answered honestly.

Marc groaned and she felt him harden more against her core. He dropped his head and opened his mouth on the spot where her neck and shoulder met, biting her hard.

“Ow!” she yelped.

He applied suction and she knew she’d have a mark there. His mark. He broke the suction and soothed it with his tongue.

Bella heard Marc open his zipper. He reached down to shove the crotch of her panties aside and entered her in one long thrust, spearing her against the door with the impact. They both moaned.

Marc grabbed her hands and pushed them against the door on either side of her head, holding her immobile with pressure on her wrists. He began a punishing rhythm, pounding into her, rattling the door behind her. Pinned by her wrists, all she could do was keep her legs around his waist and take his rough thrusts. Bella realized this was the best sex they had enjoyed in years, and the first time they had both been fully present in the moment in quite a while.

He looked into her eyes as he continued to thrust his hips. “You may have kissed him Bella, but you belong to me.” He thrust inside her so deeply her eyes watered. “You’re mine, even if I share you with someone.”

She nodded, and he thrust hard again, hitting her G spot. The door rattled behind her.

“I’m yours,” she gasped as her orgasm hit her. “I love you Marc.”

He groaned as his own orgasm hit him, sending spurts of his seed deep inside her womb. “I love you too Bella. Always.”

“How was your night?” Magda asked them expectantly. The four of them were meeting in the treatment room again, everyone in the same seats as yesterday.

Bella smiled shyly. “Great.”

“Awesome,” Marc affirmed. “Things were, um, different than usual.”

Magda cocked her head and raised an eyebrow to encourage him to continue.

“Honestly, it was probably the hottest sex we’ve had since we’ve been together.”

Magda nodded. “I’m not surprised. Research has shown that men who share your particular desire to share feel a biological urge to mark their women and reassert their dominance after sharing.” She pointed at Bella. “That giant hickey on Bella’s neck tells me that’s exactly what happened here.”

Bella felt herself blush scarlet.

“And you Bella, how was it for you?” Magda prodded.

“The same. Totally hot. Exciting.” Bella answered. “And knowing that Marc had given me permission to kiss Jackson and wasn’t going to be wrapped up in that jealous spinning he gets into…,” she smiled apologetically at Marc, “sorry honey but you do, and that really kills the desire for me, worrying that you’re going to be acting like an insecure jerk. Having the weight of that off me really helped me to let go.”

Marc nodded thoughtfully. Bella could see his brain working, processing her words.

There was a knock on the door. An incredibly beautiful man entered, that was the only way to describe him. He looked to be about thirty, maybe ten years younger than she and Marc. He was tall, wide shouldered and buff, his arms bulging in the confines of his shirt. His caramel colored skin hinted at a white ancestor somewhere in his Caribbean background. He smiled, his teeth blindingly white, his smile lighting up his startlingly handsome face. He could be a model in a men’s magazine.

He walked over to Marc, who stood to shake his hand. “Hi Marc, Bella,” he said, his deep voice accented. “I’m Graham. I’ll be your partner for the next few days.”

He turned towards Bella, taking her proffered hand, and bringing it up to his lips for a kiss. She giggled nervously; no man had ever kissed her hand before.

“Right on time as always Graham,” Magda said approvingly. “Have a seat while we finalize the details.”

Jackson and Magda explained that they had selected Graham for their partner in their wife sharing game. “He’s highly rated,” Magda told them, as if they were discussing a plumber or an accountant instead of a sex partner. “In your folder you’ll see he has a clean bill of health, as well as recent STD tests showing he’s clean. And proof that he’s had a vasectomy. That makes him 100% safe for unprotected sex.”

Bella felt herself blush as she looked at Marc out of the corner of her eye.

Jackson spoke up. “We’ve been working with Graham for a long time,” he said. “He understands how this works and can be as gentle or as rough as you’d like. He’s in high demand with our repeat clients.” He stopped and looked at Marc meaningfully. “And if you are interested in exploring a ménage, he’s available for that as well.”

Bella looked at Marc questioningly. Like most guys, he joked around from time to time about having a threesome. She wondered if he would be interested in that with Graham though. She had to admit, the idea thrilled her.

The five of them hashed through the details of their upcoming liaison, then Graham got up with a smile. “I’ll look forward to seeing you tonight,” he said to her with a sexy smile. Turning towards Marc he added, “Both of you.”

A few minutes later Magda excused Jackson and Marc. “Let me walk you through some potential scenarios you could try.”

“I can’t wait,” Bella said excitedly.


Chapter Three



Graham knocked on the door of their cabin at 8 o’clock sharp, just as they’d agreed. Bella jumped guiltily. She knew they had all agreed on this game, but she still felt nervous.

She tightened the belt of her short silk robe, relishing the feeling of being completely naked underneath. Although she was in her early forties, she knew she looked good. She worked out regularly and took care of herself with regular grooming and beauty routines.

She opened the door to find Graham on the porch, dressed like a UPS driver. Mentally she rolled her eyes, wondering if they even had UPS here. Oh well, if this game could help her marriage, she would just go along with it.

“I have a package for you Mrs. Bella,” Graham said, exaggerating his accent. He pushed a small box towards her, then handed her a clip board. “I just need you to sign here.”

“You look hot, Mr. Driver,” she said throatily. “Maybe you should come in for a cold beverage.”

Graham made a show of looking around. “Isn’t your husband home ma’am?”

She shook her head. “No, he’s gone. Come on in.”

Graham walked in and closed the door behind him, the click sounding loud in the quiet of the room.

Bella boldly walked up to him, running her hand up his chest, feeling his defined pecs underneath the boring brown shirt. “My! You’re so muscled from lifting packages,” she said throatily. “So much stronger than my husband.”

Graham met her eyes. “Where is your husband ma’am?” he asked.

“Who cares?” she responded, knowing full well that Marc was outside the window, watching them carefully as they had planned. She reached down and untied her belt, opening her robe enough to give Graham a glimpse of her generous breasts and her newly shaved pussy. “He can’t satisfy me anyway.”

Graham grabbed her shoulders and kissed her roughly. Excitement hit her like a sledgehammer. He was a good kisser. She tasted the mint of his toothpaste as he skillfully explored her mouth with his tongue. He slid her robe off her shoulders until she stood naked in front of the open window, fully in view of her husband.

“Take off this hideous uniform Mr. UPS Man,” she growled, unsnapping his shirt, and shoving it off his shoulders. She stopped to appreciate the magnificence of his broad and muscled chest. It was clean shaven, and his caramel colored skin stretched tight over his washboard abs. Mercy, he was quite a specimen. Her husband was fit for his age, but Graham was in a whole different class of fitness.

He reached to drop his brown shorts, and she realized he was commando. Her eyes widened at the sight of his fully erect brown cock. He was enormous. She could almost sense Marc comparing their sizes through the open window. She reached down to grip him in one hand and realized her small hand couldn’t even close around his girth.

This is going to be a tight fit,” she thought, shivering.

Graham pumped himself in her hands a few times before moving her back to the dining room table. He lifted her hips until she was sitting at the edge, then kneeled down. His lips closed around one rosy nipple, licking around her before sucking her. “Mmmm,” she whimpered, feeling a rush of arousal in her core.

He gave attention to this other nipple, then slowly kissed his way down her body. “Lean back,” he ordered, pushing lightly on her stomach. She lowered herself to her elbows as Graham bent her knees up, placing feet on the table and opening her wide to his assessing gaze.

Bella turned her head and saw Marc’s outline in the shadows outside the window. His eyes were glowing brightly, and she sensed his excitement, ratcheting up her own.

Graham slid down and began to lick her slit from end to end, his hands tight on her knees. He came up and looked at her with dark passionate eyes. “Oh, you taste so good Mrs. Bella. I bet your skinny white husband never went down on you as good as me.”

“No,” she lied. “He’s terrible in bed. Totally boring. That’s why I need to get my orgasms someplace else.”

Bella was amazed at how easily she had slipped into this role. She was also amazed at how incredible Graham’s tongue was. It circled her clit methodically, building her up higher and higher. She felt him insert one long finger into her weeping channel and begin pumping in and out while he continued to ravish her clit. Her body began to vibrate as her orgasm came down on her.

“Oh my god, Graham!” she moaned loudly. “Don’t stop!”

Her body shook under his ministrations until she finally sagged back to the table, panting and exhausted. “Holy shit,” she gasped. Graham moved her to a sitting position, standing between her legs and kissing her deeply. She could taste herself on his tongue, which only heightened her arousal.

“What’s going on here?” Marc roared, coming in the door. She and Graham both jumped, even though they were expecting him.

“I’m doing what you can’t do,” Graham told him, meeting his eyes aggressively. “Satisfying your woman. We were just about to move this party into the bedroom. Maybe you want to watch and see how a real man does it.”

Bella looked down and saw that Marc was fully erect, his penis pressing out against his pants. His eyes were hooded with desire, and he was panting loudly.

“Yes, why don’t you come watch how it’s done Marc?” she asked seductively. “If you’re good, you can have me when he’s done.”


Chapter Four



Bella led Graham into the bedroom, aware that Marc was trailing behind them. Remembering what Magda had taught her, she took control. “Sit their Marc!” she ordered with a derisive look, pointing at a chair in the corner.

Marc’s eyes blazed as he dropped into the chair. “You can touch yourself, but don’t you dare cum.”

She turned to Graham. “Now where were we, Mr. UPS Man?”

Graham grabbed her hips and picked her up, throwing her lightly on the bed while she laughed. “Oooh, you’re so big and strong.”

He crawled up her body slowly, his engorged penis sliding up into the notch between her legs. He tilted his hips sliding the tip through her wetness as she panted.

“Kiss me,” she sighed. “Fuck me, Graham!”

Graham kissed her deeply then balanced his weight on his elbows, trapping her beneath him. He entered her without warning, in one long push.

“Oh my god, it feels like you’re splitting me open,” she gasped as she wrapped her legs around his back. This was not part of the role play. The feeling of his cock stretching her inner walls, so much thicker than her husband’s perfectly average sized one, brought a delicious pain she hadn’t felt since she lost her virginity 25 years ago.

“Take it,” Graham growled. “Take my big cock inside you, Bella.”

He began to pump into her roughly, the bed squeaking loudly beneath them. Her hips rose up to meet every thrust. She had never been this turned on in her life. She could feel Marc watching them intently, his excitement vibrating across the room, matching their own. She heard the sound of a zipper and saw that Marc had taken himself out of his pants and was stroking himself as he watched them.

“Ignore your husband,” Graham ordered, forcibly turning her head back to look at him again. “You’re with me now.”

His dark words coupled with the weight of Marc’s intense stare was enough to start another orgasm. “I’m coming,” she wailed. “I’m coming again!”

Her back bowed as her entire body stiffened, then relaxed into her orgasm. Wave after wave ran through her body.

Graham moaned above her. “I’m coming Bella, take my spunk into your tight little pussy.” She felt Graham’s hot seed spill into her channel as he came in long spurts. It triggered little aftershocks from her orgasm, and she moaned beneath him.

Graham collapsed, and then rolled onto his back, bringing her into the circle of his arms. He kissed her head and whispered in her ear, “Do you want me to hang out for a while, or hit the road?”

“I think we’re good for now,” she whispered back. “You can go. Thank you. That was awesome.”

She added more loudly, “Oh Graham, that was so good. I don’t think I’ve ever come as hard as I did on your big cock.”

Graham stood up, proudly naked. He gave Marc an aggressive stare. “Thanks for loaning me your wife, man. She was incredible.” Then he was gone.


Chapter Five



The room fell silent for a moment after Graham left. Bella turned to her side to face Marc, who was still in the chair watching her, one hand gently rubbing his penis.

She crooked a finger. “Come here Marc,” she ordered.

He jumped up and stalked towards her. She pointed at the floor next to her bed. “Kneel there.” To her surprise he kneeled as instructed, his erect cock bobbing in her direction through his open zipper.

Bella met his intense gaze. “You liked sharing me, didn’t you?” she asked.

He nodded.

“Tell me. Tell me you liked watching Graham’s black cock pounding into my pussy, filling me up like I never have been before.” His eyes widened and his cock seemed to grow even more as she spoke. “Tell me!”

His voice was deep and scratchy with emotion. “I liked it Bella. It was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

She nodded and gave him a small smile, then shifted sideways on the bed. She placed her legs on Marc’s shoulders and pointed at her dripping cunt. “Clean me up,” she ordered. “Clean me up. If you can give me another orgasm, I will let you come when I’m done.”

When she had read the instructions and talked through this scenario with Magda, it had all seemed ridiculous, but Bella couldn’t argue with the results. Marc eagerly leaned forward and began to lick her from end to end, paying special attention to her clit. She felt the pressure building up inside her immediately and knew another orgasm was imminent.

“I can taste him on you, and in you,” Marc said darkly. She met his eyes and saw the truth in them: he loved it. He leaned down again and wrapped his lips around her clit, applying suction. He inserted two long fingers into her channel and bent them upward, hitting her G spot. She came with a scream, her body shaking.

It was her third orgasm of the night. Three orgasms. She had never had more than two in one night. It was an incredible feeling. She smiled as she came back down to earth.

“You’ve been a good boy Marc,” she said imperiously. “You can come now. How do you want it?”

“Your hand Bella,” he answered without hesitation. “Get me off with your hand and let me come on you.”

She hid her surprise and motioned for him to stand up. He had never made a request like that before in over 15 years together. She gripped his weeping cock in both hands and began to stroke him from end to end, practiced after years together.

Marc’s breath came in short pants, and she knew he was close. She dropped her hands, and he groaned in pain. “Please Bella, please. I need to come.”

Bella moved him a bit sideways with her hands on his hips, then resumed stroking him with one hand. Without warning she slid her other hands between his butt cheeks and slid one finger roughly into his puckered asshole. He roared, then the first spurts of his orgasm came. He gripped his cock in his hand and pointed it more fully at her, marking her breasts and belly with his cum before collapsing down to his knees and dropping his head on her lap, completely sated.

“I think we’ll do this again tomorrow,” Bella said cheerfully.


Chapter Six



Bella and Marc spent a peaceful day together. After the group retreat sessions in the morning, they debriefed with Magda and Jackson and discussed options for their upcoming night. Hearing how Marc had responded to Bella giving him orders, Magda offered her a list of several other potential things to try.

Like the night before Graham arrived promptly at 8:00 p.m. By previous agreement they would skip the role playing tonight. No need to pretend that this was something other than what it was. Magda had explained to Bella about men who got off being a cuckhold, and she understood now what would help Marc let go and feel more secure.

Bella answered the door with a smile. “Graham, right on time. Come on in, I’m horny as hell.”

Graham smiled and reached to tuck her hair behind her ear. “Great! All day I have been looking forward to feeling that sweet little pussy hugging my dick again,” he answered, his voice deep and silky. He looked fabulous in black slacks and a light blue t-shirt stretched thin over his muscular chest and bulging biceps.

She turned on her heel and moved towards the bedroom. “OK you two, come with me.” Bella found she enjoyed her new-found power. She had never felt so desired or confident in her sexual attractiveness before. All she did was give an order, and two attractive men jumped to fulfill her desires.

Reaching the bedroom, she pointed at the armchair. “Marc, sit there until I call you,” she ordered. He made a small choking noise but obeyed.

She looked at Graham. “Strip,” she instructed him as she removed her own clothes. When they both were naked, she moved closer and he grabbed her shoulders, pulling her closer. Her breasts collided with his chest and his mouth crashed down on her, kissing her deeply.

Graham walked her towards the dresser, and lifted her up easily, moving into the circle of her legs as he continued to kiss her. She squeezed the firm black globes of his ass as he began rubbing his pelvis against hers.

“You are so buff Graham,” she said breathlessly. “I love your body. I’ve never been with someone so big and strong like you before.”

“You are beautiful Bella,” he answered, looking at her with admiration. “I was hard this morning remembering how it felt to come inside you.”

“Bella!” Marc groaned from his chair, sounding as if he were in physical pain.

“What’s the matter Marc,” she called. “Can’t you see Graham getting me wet and excited from over there?”

She pushed Graham back and slid to the floor, then pointed to Marc. “Take your clothes off and sit on the bed with your back to the headboard,” she instructed.

Marc complied, shedding his clothes as he moved to sit on the bed. His penis was already hard and angry looking.

Bella took Graham’s hand and led him to the bed. She slid up on the bed and sat between Marc’s legs, her back against his front, her legs spread out along the inside of his. “Graham, eat me out while Marc plays with my nipples,” she said.

“Yes ma’am,” Graham said with an amused smile. He lay on his stomach on the bed between hers and Marc’s legs, and immediately dropped his head. She shifted against Marc to recline more and give him a better angle, looping her legs over the top of Marc’s.

Graham began to lick her gently.

“Marc, my nipples!” she said harshly. “Can’t you follow instructions?”

She felt Marc grow harder against her back as he reached out and began to circle her nipples with the pads of his fingers. He flicked her nipples with his fingers while Graham continued to lick her slit, focusing most of his attention on her clit, which was already throbbing with arousal.

“Oh Graham, your tongue on my pussy feels so good,” she wailed. Marc’s fingers tightened on her nipples, giving her delicious pressure.

“I’m about to come,” she announced. “Marc, watch how good Graham makes me come.”

Marc rested his chin on her shoulder, still rubbing her nipples, while Graham doubled his efforts on her clit. The orgasm hit her hard and she screamed. “Graham, oh my fucking god!” She bucked against Graham’s mouth and pushed back against Marc as he gripped her hips to keep her in place.

Gradually she came down, collapsing against Marc’s chest, panting.

Graham sat up on his knees, his huge black erection jutting out proudly. “Your cock is a work of art Graham,” she said. “I want to have it in my mouth. Lay back.”

Graham moved to lay on his back, his head at the bottom of the bed. Bella moved to her hands and knees and wrapped her mouth around Graham’s erect cock. It was so thick she had a hard time getting it in her mouth.

She gave him a few sucks then released his cock and began to lick up the underside like he was a lollipop. She stopped to snap, “Marc, don’t just sit there being useless. Finger me.”

Marc shifted and she felt his eager fingers begin to move in and out of her weeping cunt as she continued to move her mouth over Graham. “I’m getting close Bella,” Graham groaned.

She pulled out. “I want you to come inside me,” she said. She moved to straddle Graham in reverse cowgirl, so she was facing her husband while she lowered herself onto Graham’s rigid cock and began to move up and down on him. “Oh my god, Graham, you are filling me up so good. Mark my insides with your cum.”

Graham’s dark hands gripped her hips, a stark contrast to her white skin, and slid her up and down his giant cock while he thrust his hips up to meet her. Bella met Marc’s excited eyes before he lowered his gaze, apparently mesmerized by the sight of Graham’s cock moving in and out of her body. Bella reached up and pinched her nipples, setting off a powerful orgasm.

“Graham,” she shouted, staring at Marc. “You’re making me come so hard.”

Graham groaned behind her, stiffening as he shot his load into her. “Damn Bella, you’re so hot,” he panted. “I love coming inside you, baby.”

She pulled off his penis and crawled to Marc with a predatory look in her eyes. She pushed him onto his back and moved up his body until her dripping core was over his face. “Lick me,” she ordered. “Clean me off.”

Marc grabbed her thighs on either side of his head and began to lap at her like a kitten with cream. “Mmmm,” he groaned beneath her.

“You like the taste of Graham’s cum Marc?” she asked. “You like licking another man’s cum from my swollen pussy?”

“Yes,” he said between licks. “I love it.”

Bella moved down and rolled onto her back next to Marc. She saw Graham sitting at the end of the bed, stroking himself as his erection began to return.

“You think you can make me cum now Marc?” she asked. “You think you can make it good for me with your tiny cock after I just had a big strong man like Graham?”

“Yes. Please,” Marc choked. “Please let me fuck you now.”

She pretended to think. “OK Marc, you can fuck me. But you’d better make it good.”

Marc roared as he leapt on top of her. He whipped her legs out wider and thrust his leaking penis into her slit so hard she moved up the mattress a couple of inches. “Oh my god,” she squealed.

Marc began to move inside her, thrusting harder and faster than he ever had in all the years they were together. He was like a rutting animal. He dropped his head and took her nipple into his mouth, biting it sharply. She cried out in delicious pain, and he soothed it with his tongue, before moving to bite the other nipple.

He continued to piston his hips, his balls slapping against her butt with every hard thrust. The headboard banged against the wall ominously. Bella felt her orgasm building again.

“Marc, I’m close honey, so close,” she gasped, looking at her husband but aware that Graham was still behind her, watching.

Marc met her eyes, his eyes more intense than she had ever seen them. “Come for me, Bella, come for me, your husband.”

As he spoke Marc reached down to pinch her clit and she came harder than she ever had in her life. “Marc! Maaaarc!” she wailed as all the blood in her body rushed to her pussy.

He came a second behind her. “Bella!” he shouted. She felt his hot seed spurt inside her, washing away any evidence of Graham in her body.

When he was finished, he collapsed on top of her, panting. After a minute he lifted his head to give her a sweet kiss. “I love you,” he said, pushing her hair away from her face with a beautiful smile. “Thank you for doing this for me. I can feel it’s already made a big difference.”

She felt love for him in every cell of her body. “The pleasure was all mine,” she said with amusement.

“And mine,” Graham called from the bottom of the bed.

They laughed. “Bye Graham,” Bella said. “See you tomorrow night.”

***
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About This Book



Is there room in their marriage for another man to join them?

After ten years of marriage, Brooke finally tells her husband her ultimate fantasy: a ménage a trois -- with two men. Michael has always been staunchly straight, so he is shocked when Brooke’s suggestion brings up a secret desire to have his first gay experience.

A Marriage Survival Retreat seems like the perfect opportunity for them to explore their secret desires and have a hot adventure in a safe environment. When they’re matched up with an older alpha male named Rick, the couple finds out just how much fun an uninhibited threesome can be.

But will this fantasy be the end of their relationship?

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!


Chapter One



“Have you ever thought about a threesome?”

My husband Michael’s dark eyebrows raised nearly to his hairline. He laughed. “Of course Brooke, what red-blooded guy hasn’t.”

“No Michael,” she said. “Not that kind of threesome.”

I saw the instant he made the connection.

“Are you saying you want to sleep with another man?” Michael asked.

It was decision time. Should she tell him the truth?

Michael was a good-looking guy. You would never know looking at him that he was pushing forty. He had a full head of dark hair with a little wave in it, beautiful brown eyes, a strong square jaw with a chin dimple, and a toned body he worked almost every day at the gym. He had that tall dark and handsome thing going for him and most women found him attractive. Hell, she found him attractive.

Brooke loved her husband but had been bored with their sex life for many years. She couldn’t say why. Maybe they had been together too long. Or maybe she just longed for something exciting, something forbidden. Like public sex or a ménage a trois.

When she was alone with her assortment of vibrators she liked to put one in her channel and one in her back entrance while she daydreamed about being taken by two guys at once. It had always been her forbidden fantasy and the older she got, the more she thought about it.

“I’m saying that I want to sleep with another man – and you,” she said, meeting his eyes. “I mean, tell the truth, our sex life isn’t what it used to be, is it? You hardly touch me anymore, and everything just seems so….routine.”

Michael’s face turned ruddy. “I’m going to the gym,” he announced, grabbing his wallet and keys. The door slammed behind him, but Brooke wasn’t concerned.

They had been together for over ten years, and she knew him well. Brooke knew that when Michael felt angry or criticized, his first reaction was anger, but then he’d work through his feelings at the gym and be in a more reasonable state of mind later.

Sure enough, he returned home two hours later ready to talk. Michael had done some hard thinking at the gym and realized that part of his reaction to Brooke’s suggestion was the unexpected thrill he had felt when she suggested they bring another man to their bed. He had never had any gay urges, but he couldn’t deny that the idea intrigued him.

While he had sat alone in the jacuzzi after his workout he had closed his eyes and tried to imagine the scene. He pictured his hot wife, still stunning at age 35. He pictured her long dark hair splayed over her naked shoulders, large breasts bouncing as she rode him in reverse cowgirl while another man kissed her. Then he imagined the man leaning over her shoulder and kissing him, and he had been shocked to feel his cock hardening in the warm water.

Michael sat down across from his wife at the kitchen table, where she was working on her laptop.

“You’re right Brooke,” he said haltingly. “Our sex life is in trouble. I love you so much, but I don’t feel like we have actual intimacy, you know?”

She nodded in agreement.

“We need to find a way to be closer,” he said. “And to have a sex life that’s fulfilling to both of us. I have to say I find your suggestion intriguing, but I don’t know about picking up some rando for a three-way. It seems dangerous. How would we even find somebody who was into that?”

Brooke held up her finger. She tapped out a couple of keys on the computer, then turned the screen around to show him a webpage. “I saw something the other day that I think might help, plus it’ll give us a chance to get away from this snowy weather. The Yelp reviews are all five stars.”

He looked at the webpage advertising “Marriage Survival Retreat Services, LLC”.

He read out loud: “Is your marriage on the rocks? Looking for ways to get closer to your spouse? Hoping to spice up your sex life? Our Resuscitate Your Marriage retreat will help you move past your marital issues and bring new life to your relationship. Our experienced facilitators use non-traditional approaches innovative ideas to breathe new life into your marriage.”

Michael rubbed his hand along his jawline, the scratchy sound of his weekend scruff sounding loud in the silence of the room. “OK,” he said, making a decision. “Let’s try it.”

Two weeks later Michael and Brooke exited the shuttle van and entered into their island paradise for the next week. He snatched her hand as they walked towards the reception building, looking around with a smile.

“This is beautiful honey,” he told her. “I already feel more relaxed. I think this is going to be good for us.”

They checked in with the friendly local working at the desk. She gave them information about the retreat center and their schedule for the week. Located on a remote island in the Caribbean, the entire retreat center was isolated and designated as adults only. Everyone there was like them: couples trying to bring the excitement back into their marriages.

The clerk winked at them, “Bathing suits are optional on the beach, and no one will mind if you want some public hanky panky.”

Brooke felt her cheeks warm up. She wasn’t used to people being so open about sex, particularly strangers.

“That’s what this trip is about, right?” Michael reminded her, correctly interpreting her expression. “Spicing things up.”

Brooke nodded and shot him a smile. “Let’s get spicy, baby.”


Chapter Two



“Which one of these handsome men do you like best?”

Michael and Brooke were sitting on the comfortable couch in the consultation room. They had already spent an hour with the facilitators, Magda and Jackson, going over their extensive surveys and discussing the challenges in their relationship.

“We have a lot of great guys you can experiment with, very skilled at threesomes,” Magda had assured them.

She had a bit of an Earth Mother vibe, with her flowing caftan, long grey hair and multitude of rings and bracelets. Her partner Jackson was a significantly younger black man. Where Magda was chatty, he spoke infrequently. Where Magda was soft and casual, he was muscled and wore starched designer clothes.

But apparently their differences worked for them. Brooke could tell from the casual touches and the way they could communicate with only their eyes that they had a level of intimacy that she and Michael could only hope to find.

Five men were lined up in the front of the room, each more handsome than the last. They were all tall and well-muscled, which was easy to tell since not one of them was wearing a shirt. They were all in board shorts and flip flops, seemingly at ease with being displayed like sale items.

“You want us just to pick one, like we’re selecting a melon from the grocery store?” Michael asked incredulously.

Brook squeezed his hand. “They’re all very attractive Magda, but I think what Michael’s trying to say is…how do we know who to pick?”

Jackson spoke up for only the third time since they’d come into the room. “You gotta test them out,” he said, his voice deep and authoritative. “Brooke, you come over here and do a test kiss with each of these guys, see who excites you the most.”

Brooke felt a rush of excitement. Jackson wanted her to kiss five guys in front of everyone? This was getting good already. She glanced at Michael to make sure he was OK with the idea, and he nodded in agreement.

She stood up, brushing down her sundress, and went to the first guy. He looked like the stereotypical surfer dude, with long thick blonde hair. His demeanor was easygoing. He stepped closer and placed his large hands on Brooke’s bare shoulders. Leaning in, he gently touched his lips to hers. His soft lips explored her for a few moments before he licked the seam of her lips, sweeping his tongue inside. He kissed her deeply for a moment before pulling back. It was nice. Sweet. Seductive. Meh. Not that hot.

The same for the second guy, a very attractive black man with fascinating light eyes. The kiss was nice, but not heart stopping.

Brooke came to the third guy. He looked to be Asian maybe. While the other two only touched her shoulders, this guy pulled her close to him, then cupped the back of her head and went right in, his tongue sweet and commanding. He leaned her back like a romance novel, her pelvis pressed against his. When they broke apart, she was panting a bit. Definitely a contender.

As she had with the other two guys, she looked at Michael after the kiss. He seemed interested, but not particularly affected.

She looked towards guy number four.

“Come here Brooke.”

She looked up in surprise. Bachelor number four was beckoning her over with one long finger. He seemed a little bit older than the other guys and had some grey flecking his sideburns and beard. Definitely a silver fox. There was something intense and commanding about him and she found herself obeying him instinctively.

The silver fox slid his hands around her waist, then dropped them to her butt, squeezing her cheeks slightly to pull her into his body.

“Kiss me Brooke,” he commanded, his voice deep and serious. She leaned in and touched her lips to his, feeling the scratch of his beard on her cheeks.

He crushed his mouth to hers, his tongue invading her mouth while he pinned her to his hard body. She moaned as her heart rate picked up. It felt like the temperature in the room had risen about twenty degrees. This guy could really kiss. He ground his pelvis against hers forcefully, taking what he wanted.

She looked up in surprise at his force, and realized he wasn’t looking at her. His eyes were trained behind her, where Michael was standing. He was staring at Michael while he kissed his wife. As the kiss ended she looked between them and noticed to her shock that her husband was tenting his shorts. Watching that hot kiss had clearly excited him.

Silver Fox made assertive eye contract with each of them before speaking. “To be clear, if the three of us hook up, I’m in charge. You’ll both do whatever I tell you, without question. Understood?”

“Yes,” Brooke squeaked. She felt a rush of dampness soak her panties.

“We’ve seen enough,” Michael told Magda and Jackson. “This is our guy.”

Brooke nodded. There was still another guy in the line-up, but she knew instinctively that he couldn’t beat the guy who had just kissed her. She was pretty sure no one could. The silver fox was their threesome partner; she couldn’t wait.


Chapter Three



The couple made arrangements with Silver Fox, who they learned was named Rick, to get together that evening.

“Should we do anything to prepare?” Brooke had asked.

“Don’t wear panties,” had been Rick’s only response. Clearly he was a man of few words, and those words were growly.

Brooke and Michael enjoyed a light dinner on the patio of one of the resort’s many restaurants, watching the sun sink towards the ocean as they shared a bottle of wine. They strolled back to their cottage, arriving just as Rick came around the corner.

Rick followed them in, immediately dispelling their awkwardness by issuing instructions. They knew he helped with marriage fantasies regularly here at the resort, so this was probably old hat to him. Brooke liked the fact that he seemed experienced and willing to take control, she had a feeling neither she nor Michael was up to the task yet.

She looked at her husband. Michael looked a bit nervous, but excited.

“Go to the bedroom,” Rick instructed.

As soon as they crossed the threshold Rick grabbed Brooke and pushed her against the wall. Her back made contact with a thud. Without a word he aligned her body with his, locking her against the wall with his hips, and kissed her deeply. She moaned as his mouth swept inside hers, wordlessly taking control. By the time they ended the kiss she was gasping for breath.

“Take this off,” Rick demanded, flicking his fingers at her dress.

“Um, what?” she hesitated.

Rick leaned forward and grasped the neckline of her dress, neatly ripping it in half and tearing it off her body. She gasped in shock and excitement. She stood there nude except for her strappy sandals, her arousal dripping down her thighs.

“First rule,” Rick growled. “When I give you instructions you follow them. Immediately.”

She shivered. She had never been with an alpha male before. It was kind of hot.

He reached forward and circled one of her nipples with his fingers, before pulling it firmly. She gasped at the delicious pinch of pain. Rick circled the other breast and gave that nipple the same treatment.

“Your tits are incredible,” he told her. “More than a handful, just like I like them.” To demonstrate he grabbed a breast in each hand, squeezing them and pushing them together. “I can’t wait to fuck these later.”

Brooke couldn’t respond if her life depended on it. Her brain was totally short-circuited.

Rick turned and pointed to Michael, who was standing uncertainly a few feet away watching them with interest. “You too, take your clothes off.”

Michael quickly reached behind him and pulled off his t-shirt, then pulled down his shorts and briefs with one big pull. He was already half-erect, a fact that Rick noticed immediately.

“You like seeing your wife with another man?” he asked, stepping closer. “Or are you just hoping for the same treatment?”

Before Michael could respond, Rick reached down and palmed his semi-erect cock. He gave it several firm pumps as it grew in his hand. Michael’s eyes were wide as saucers. He never thought he would be excited by a man, but clearly it was possible.

Rick roughly grabbed the back of Michael’s head and brought him in for a kiss. It was the first time he had ever been kissed by a man. It was new and exciting, and it felt like a relief to let someone else take control. Rick circled his tongue around Michael’s, asserting dominance, while his hand continued to pump up Michael’s cock with rough strokes.

When Rick stepped back Michael just stared at him, dazed. Now he understood why Brooke had seemed so out of it when Rick kissed her: the man was incredible. His kisses were like drugs.

Rick started stripping and the couple stared in shock: for a guy who was at least 50 years old, he was totally buff. His chest was hard and muscled, his abs ripped into a six pack, his legs long and lean. He had a fine covering of hair on his chest, and a happy trail leading down to his enormous cock.

Michael and Brooke looked at Rick, then at each other and both had the same thought at the same time: they had never seen such an enormous cock before.

As if Rick could read their minds he laughed, telling them, “Yeah, I’ve been blessed. This thing is going to fill you up good.” He looked Michael in the eye then added, “Both of you.”

Rick moved over and settled himself on the bed on his back, propping some pillows behind his head.

“Let’s get everyone primed and ready to go,” he announced, as if he had no idea that he could probably bring them both to orgasm with another kiss.

He gestured to Brooke. “Come sit on my face honey,” he said. “I want to taste that sweet little pussy of yours.”

Brooke didn’t hesitate. She moved to the bed and straddled Rick, walking up on her knees until she was by Rick’s face.

He pointed at Michael. “You too, kid. Get me ready. Use your hands, nice and firm, like when you jerk yourself off.”

Without any conscious decision, Michael moved to straddle Rick’s legs. Tentatively he reached out to touch Rick’s giant cock with his fingers. He slid one finger up and down his length before wrapping his hand around it. Rick was much bigger than him, and his cock felt good in Michael’s hand.

“That’s it,” Rick encouraged. “Smooth and tight, keep a good rhythm, just like you do with your own cock.”

As Michael’s touch became more confident, Rick sighed and grabbed Brooke’s hips, moving her so that her core was over his lips. He licked her slit then laughed. “Wow, you’re already wet for us. You really are a kinky little thing, aren’t you?”

Brooke felt momentarily embarrassed but then that long tongue speared her core without warning, moving in and out quickly. She moaned loudly as he moved her hips back and forth over his face. The feeling of Rick fucking her with his tongue was incredible.

Her heart was racing, and she knew she had to be dripping on Rick’s face. She grabbed onto the headboard behind him for leverage as she tried to forestall her orgasm. It was too soon to come, he would think she was some kind of a deviant.

Rick reached up and pinched one nipple harshly, removing his tongue long enough to order, “Come for me Brooke.”

The naughty sensation of being with a stranger who wasn’t her husband coupled with Rick’s exceptional oral skills was too much to take. The orgasm hit her hard, like those waves she had seen crashing against the beach outside.

“Rick! Oh my god!”

She moaned loud and long before collapsing against Rick’s chest. He gently shifted her to the side and they both looked down at Michael.

“Your wife tastes delicious Michael,” Rick said. “How about you get a taste of a real man now?”


Chapter Four



Michael knew he should be jealous, watching the silver fox bringing his wife to orgasm faster than he ever had, but the truth was it was the hottest thing he had ever seen. He had found himself stroking Rick in time to the movements of his wife’s hips on his face. Her moans were turning him on so bad.

Hearing Rick’s instructions he moved down the bed without thinking. He couldn’t believe he was about to suck another man’s cock, and he really couldn’t believe how excited he was. Stroking Rick had been surprisingly fun. Rick felt different in his hand than his own cock did, probably because the size and shape of Rick’s cock was different.

He slid his body between Rick’s strong thighs. The rough hair on Rick’s thighs tickled his shoulders.

He had never looked at a man and felt sexual arousal before, but right now he was dying to taste the giant cock in front of him. He stuck out his tongue and tasted the pre-cum dripping at the end. It tasted delicious – salty and warm and something else undefinable. No wonder Brooke liked sucking him off; he had no idea come tasted so good.

Emboldened, Michael lowered his head and took more of Rick’s cock into his wet mouth. He loosened his jaw but still couldn’t take it all. It was just too long. Rick’s cock hit the back of Michael’s throat and he choked a bit before moving back. Slowly he moved his head up and down, sliding over the cock, sucking in his cheeks a bit to get some suction going.

“Ahhh, yeah Michael that feels great,” Rick groaned. “You suck cock like a pro. Now massage my balls too.”

Michael looked up to see both Rick and his wife watching him. They both looked aroused. Brooke leaned against the bed frame by Rick’s head, pulling and circling one of her distended nipples, her face flushed like she was getting off on it.

Michael hummed against Rick’s cock, knowing how good the vibration would feel.

Suddenly Rick sat up. “That’s enough,” he said. “I don’t want this to be over too soon.”

Michael pushed back and sat on his knees, waiting for instructions. He noted idly that he had quickly assumed a subordinate role with the alpha older man.

Rick walked over to a massage table set up on one side of the large suite, his enormous erection bobbing as he walked. His ass was a work of art, firm muscled globes that contracted with every step.

Rick patted one side of the upholstered table and called over his shoulder, “Brooke, get up here on your hands and knees with your ass close to the edge.”

Brooke awkwardly climbed up on the table and shifted onto her hands and knees, watching Rick with curiosity.

“Michael’s been a good boy,” he told her. “Very patient. You can suck him off while I take your sweet pussy.”

Rick moved behind her and lined himself up with Brooke’s dripping core, one hand on her hip. He gestured to Michael to move to the other side. The table was set on a low height setting, which put Brooke at the perfect height to have both her pussy and her face fucked while the men stood on opposite sides of the table.

Michael walked closer and Brooke shuffled forward a bit, eagerly taking his cock into her hot mouth. Brooke always seemed to love sucking his cock and god knows he loved having her do it. He moaned as she began to move her mouth back and forth the length of him. “Yeah baby, just like that,” he told her. “You know how I like it.”

He heard her gasp and looked up just in time to see Rick pushing his enormous cock into Brooke’s pussy. The vibration of the moan felt wonderful on his engorged cock. Michael noted that Rick was taking his wife bare, but Brooke was on the pill, so he wasn’t concerned. Magda had assured them that every staff person at the resort was tested for STDs monthly as a condition of employment.

Michael threaded his fingers in Brooke’s long dark hair to help direct her head up and down his staff. Rick started ramming himself into his wife’s pussy, and each thrust pushed her farther onto Michael’s cock. Her large pendulous breasts shook back and forth with every movement. Within a couple of strokes they had a good rhythm going.

Every time Rick bottomed out in his wife she was pushed forward a bit, and Michael’s own penis slammed against her throat. She was making little gasping noises with every thrust. He could tell it cut off her air a little bit to have his cock so deep in her throat and he smiled with a feeling of power. He was never this rough with Brooke, maybe he should be in the future. It was great and she sure seemed to be enjoying it.

Michael felt a tingle begin at the base of his spine. “Oh my god, Brooke honey, I’m going to come.”

He thrust harder as he came in long squirts. Rush after rush of his seed hit her throat, and she swallowed furiously to keep from choking. “That’s it baby,” he groaned. “Take it all. Suck me dry.”

He heard Rick groan loudly as his own orgasm started. Rick stiffened, his face frozen in grim lines as he unloaded his sperm into Michael’s wife. She moaned against his cock that was still in her mouth, her eyes wide and excited.

Michael pulled himself off Brooke with a pop as Rick finished and slid out of his wife’s sweet pussy. His eyes widened as her realized that Rick was still half hard even after his massive orgasm. That guy had some staying power for an old dude.

“That was fun, but Brooke didn’t get to come this round,” Rick told them. “You two ready for more?”


Chapter Five



Brooke moved to the bed and, at Rick’s instruction, lay on her back. She wondered what Rick had planned for them next. She might not have come during their last activity, but she had enjoyed it immensely. It was even hotter than she imagined having two men pound into her from both ends.

The bed dipped on both sides at once. Rick came to one side, and Michael to the other, both of them stretching out next to her naked body. Rick gave her a quick, hard kiss then moved down to one breast. Gesturing at Michael to do the same, each man took one breast in their mouth.

Rick applied hard suction, biting the nipple and pulling it as he moved his mouth on her breast. Meanwhile Michael was circling her left breast with his tongue, gently teasing her with soft friction.

The double stimulation, each side so different, was driving her crazy. Her hips were thrusting up and down, fucking the air, she was making loud moaning sounds that would wake the dead. It felt like her whole body was on fire. She couldn’t believe how incredible it felt to have two handsome men servicing her at once.

“Please,” she sobbed. “Please Rick, I need to come. I need to come.”

“You wanna eat her out and make her come?” Rick asked Michael.

Michael unlatched and nodded eagerly. “Yes, please.”

Michael was that rare guy that enjoyed giving oral as much as he liked receiving. He slid down and settled himself between her thighs, bringing her legs up on his shoulders and breathing heavily on her dripping pussy. He gave her a tentative lick from bottom to top and they both moaned in satisfaction.

“How does my come taste in your wife’s cunt?” Rick asked him proudly.

“Oh my god, it tastes so different than usual,” Michael answered. “So good.”

“Your wife let me fuck her like some brazen little slut,” Rick said. “Clean her up for me.”

They both shivered at his dominant tone.

Michael dropped his head and began licking her slit in earnest, paying extra attention to her tight little hole that was still dripping with fluid.

Meanwhile Rick leaned over her, pulling her hands over her head, and holding her immobile with one large hand. Incredibly she could feel an orgasm building up again. After the first one she figured she was done for the night.

Sensing her body tightening, Michael started fingering her clit while his tongue worked in and out of her channel. Rick leaned down and bit the space where her neck and shoulder connected – hard. The bite of pain pushed her over the edge.

“Oh my god, fuck, oh my god,” she wailed, shaking uncontrollably, fighting against Rick’s hold on her hands and Michael’s hold on her thighs. The feeling of being immobilized heightened her arousal and she came longer and hard than she had in her entire life.

Brooke sighed happily as she floated back down. It had been incredibly hot feeling her husband’s rough tongue cleaning Rick’s come and her own milky secretions from her. Rick was the first guy besides her husband who had fucked her in over ten years. It had been different and exciting and felt so forbidden.

Rick gave her a sweet kiss, then got up and moved to stand down at the very bottom of the bed. While Michael continued lapping gently at her pussy Rick grabbed Michael and pulled his hips up, so he was on his knees. Michael had his firm ass up in the air while his face was still in Brooke’s crotch.

“I’m going to fuck you in the ass now Michael,” Rick told him. “Get ready.”


Chapter Six



“Have you had anal before?” Rick asked Michael, his voice like gravel.

Michael lifted his head and looked over his shoulder at Rick. “No. Brooke’s never even wanted to put a finger in there. I’ve never even been rimmed.”

Rick growled with satisfaction, his eyes darkening with excitement. “An anal virgin, it’s my lucky night. I’m going to fill you up so good Michael, you’ll wonder why you waited so long.”

Rick strode over to the nightstand and found one of the containers of lube that the resort stocked in every room. He squeezed out a long strip of lubricant and used his fingers to smear it around Michael’s virgin asshole. He gently slid one long finger inside, spreading the lube until he was met with the hard ring of Michael’s sphincter.

“This will work better if you try to relax the muscles as I go in,” Rick explained, his voice gentle. “I’m big and you’ve never been stretched before so it’s going to be a tight fit.”

As Rick spoke he slid his finger and out slowly, spreading the lubricant inside as he gently started to loosen up Michael’s back channel. Her husband groaned, a look of stunned enjoyment on his handsome face.

Oh my god, that’s so hot, Brooke thought with a smile as she watched. It reminded her of the gay porn videos she secretly watched on her laptop sometimes when she was alone.

Rick raised Michael a little higher on his knees, then leaned his strong thick thighs against the back of Michael’s. Her husband was breathing heavily, and she noticed he was fully erect again, his cock red and angry looking. Michael was about to have his first gay experience and he was clearly ready to enjoy it.

Grasping one of Michael’s butt cheeks in each hand, Rick spread him wide and started sliding the head of his enormous cock slowly into Michael’s virgin asshole. Rick’s face was a mask of intense control as he resisted his instinct to jam his cock in hard and fast. Michael’s firm round ass was way too tempting.

“Ahhhh,” Michael shouted in pain, lifting his head from Brooke’s pelvis, and gasping for breath as his entire body froze. “Stop! You’re splitting me open!”

Thwack!

Rick brought his large hand down and firmly smacked Michael’s ass cheek as Brooke watched with widened eyes.

Thwack!

Thwack!

“Relax and take it,” Rick ordered sternly as he continued to sharply spank Michael’s butt cheeks. “You will take all of my giant cock into your tight little asshole, damn it, and you’ll like it.”

Michael’s forgot about tightening his sphincter as his whole body shuddered and focused on the feeling of being spanked. He had never been spanked in his life. Although he had also never been fucked in the ass either. To his surprise, he seemed to enjoy both experiences.

Thwack!

Thwack!

Michael cried out with each smack. The pain was delicious. It heightened his enjoyment. He made a mental note that he and Brooke should add spanking to their bedroom activities.

His cock was so hard right now it was painful, and he couldn’t seem to fully inflate his lungs to take a full breath. He was overwhelmed with sensation.

“Brooke, help your husband loosen up more, massage his cock.”

Brooke obediently shifted so that she could reach Michael’s cock with her tiny little hand. His cock was hard as a rock and while Michael was not a small man to start with, she could swear that his cock had grown a couple inches tonight. She smiled in satisfaction.

She gave him a few long hard strokes and that must have relaxed him enough to bring his focus away from his asshole. She saw Rick push forward as he passed through the hardened ring of Michael’s resistance. He grabbed both of Michael’s hips firmly and seated his cock all the way in, only stopping when his balls slapped against Michael’s ass.

“I can’t believe how good this feels,” Michael whispered in awe. “I never... Oh my god, I never imagined.”

Rick smiled at Brooke, his look triumphant. “Your husband’s ass is wrapped around me like a fucking vise,” he told her as he started to move slowly in and out. “Look how much he loves being fucked by a man.”

Rick slid in and out a few more times, as Brooke stared in fascination at the look of ecstasy on her husband’s face. Both men were breathing heavily and covered in a fine sheen of sweat as their hard bodies pushed into each other. They were so handsome. She knew she would remember this moment forever.

“Brooke, slide underneath and put his cock in you so I can fuck you both at the same time,” Rick instructed.

It was a little awkward at first. She shimmied underneath her husband, who was swaying back and forth under Rick’s gentle pumping. She shoved a pillow under her hips to get a good angle for her husband’s cock to make connection with her pussy. That raised her pelvis up enough that Michael could slide into her channel with Rick still settled deep inside his ass. She widened her legs as far apart as they could go and bent her knees, pressing her heels into the mattress to keep from sliding up the mattress with the forceful strokes of the men above her.

Bracing his strong arms on both sides of Brooke’s feet for leverage, Rick let himself go. He began pounding his thick cock into Michael’s tight asshole, the sound of their large masculine bodies slamming together echoing through the otherwise quiet room.

“That’s right Michael,” Rick grunted. “Take it. You feel so good against my cock.”

Michael was in heaven. He had always enjoyed sex with women, and of course he masturbated as much as the next guy. But this, this was something altogether different. He felt completely filled up, and the stimulation of his prostate was like nothing he had ever experienced. His heart was pounding so fast he could hear his pulse in his ears.

Heightening his enjoyment, the rough motion of Rick’s deep thrusts jerked Michael’s hips forward, forcing his cock deep into his wife. With every strong thrust into Michael’s ass, Rick thrust Michael’s cock into Brooke’s pussy while Brooke thrust her hips up to meet him. At the end of every stroke he was essentially trapped between Rick’s pelvis behind him and Brooke’s underneath him as the three of them pounding into each other.

They were all sweating and grunting as they became caught up in their erotic dance. It felt so wrong, and yet it felt so incredibly good. For the first time in his life he felt complete, like every moment had led up to this one experience.

Brooke came first, releasing a high-pitched wail as she stiffened beneath him. She spasmed around her husband’s cock, shaking uncontrollably with the force of her orgasm. She collapsed boneless beneath them. She had never in her life come three times in one night, it was going to take her a while to recover from this.

She was still coming down when she felt the rush of wetness in her core.

Michael screamed, “Oh my god, I’m coming!” The dual stimulation of Rick’s cock in his ass and the tight heat of his wife’s channel spasming around him drew out the longest and most intense orgasm that Michael had ever had. He jerked uncontrollably as he rode out his release, chanting “oh my god, oh my god” over and over again.

Michael collapsed on top of Brooke just as Rick grunted and spurted his seed deep into Michael’s asshole. It was an incredible sensation, feeling the warmth spreading through his lower bowels. Rick’s come added to the lubrication, making the slide in and out easier.

Michael had honestly never had a gay thought in his life, but he had to admit the feeling of Rick pounding into his asshole was one of the best things he had experienced.

He had heard that anal sex stimulated the prostate and increased sexual desire, but he had no idea it would be this good. What did this mean? Michael wondered dimly how he could go back to regular heterosexual sex after this. Was it Rick, or was it the experience of having sex with Rick and Brooke simultaneously?


Chapter Seven



Rick, Brooke, and Michael all settled on the bed as they came down from the intense experience. Brooke was sandwiched between the two men, sleepily rubbing her hands up and down each man’s arm.

Rick’s deep voice broke the silence. “What did you think of your first ménage, Brooke?” he asked. “Was it everything you dreamed of?”

She sighed happily. “Yes, it was wonderful Rick,” she responded. “Thank you so much. This was the hottest night of my life.”

“For now,” Rick said teasingly. “Remember you’ve got the full-service package. You are free to have one of us join you for up to three hours every day, either me again or another guy of your choosing.”

Brooke leaned over and planted a soft kiss on his chest. “I think it’s highly unlikely any of those other guys will give us as much satisfaction as you did. You were wonderful.”

Rick rolled to one side and met Michael’s eyes with a gentle smile. “And you Michael? Was your first gay experience everything you fantasized about?”

Michael smiled back, then reached over to take Rick’s hand. They clasped their hands together and rested them on Brooke’s stomach. She placed her small hand on top of theirs and started drifting off to a satisfied sleep.

“I never even knew I had this fantasy until Brooke first brought up the idea a couple of weeks ago,” he explained. “But I have to confess that once she planted the seed, it’s all I thought about. I couldn’t imagine how it would be, but I was fascinated with the idea of trying. It’s like once I allowed myself to think about it, it just felt, I don’t know, I guess it felt like something I had to try.”

“And now that you tried it?” Rick prompted.

“You were right Rick,” Michael admitted. “I’m only sorry I didn’t try it before now. I had no idea my ass or prostate was an erogenous zone, but feeling you fill me up, it was like nothing else I’ve ever experienced.”

He shook his head and continued, “It would have been great just the two of us but having Brooke with us just added to the enjoyment. It’s like we were three parts that came together to make a perfect whole.”

“Speaking of holes,” Rick said with a chuckle. “You’ve got five more nights here. If you’ll have me, I wouldn’t mind fucking your wife and pounding your tight hole every night.”

“You’re on,” Michael answered with a big smile. “You’re on.”

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


Special Preview: The Reluctant Bride's First Spanking by Josie Bale

A Spanking Therapy Clinic Adventure


“Are we ever going to get married Rebecca?”

Jacob’s forceful words burst out suddenly in the silent room, fast and loud, making me jump. I looked up from my e-reader with a frown.

“What?” I asked. “Where is this coming from?”

Jacob moved closer to me on the couch, reaching to take my hand. His touch was familiar and comforting. He stared at me intently until I looked up and met his deep blue eyes.

“I don’t understand what the problem is, Rebecca,” he said earnestly. “I asked you to marry me two years ago, and you keep refusing to set a date. We’ve been together five years now. Don’t you love me anymore?”

I suppressed a sigh. “Yes, of course I do Jacob, it’s, just –”

“What?” he asked impatiently, shaking his head. A lock of his thick blonde hair fell over his forehead with the motion, giving him a boyish appearance that belied his 35 years.

I studied him for a long moment, choosing my words carefully. “I don’t feel ready yet,” I finally answered lamely. “I need more time.”

Jacob’s handsome face pinched with frustration. “More time? It’s been five years!” he pointed out. “What’s holding you back? We have a good thing, right? We love each other. We’re compatible. I just don’t get it.”

I shook my head miserably and looked at my fingers twisting in my lap. “I’m sorry Jacob,” I whispered. “I do love you, you know I do, but I’m just not ready. Not yet.”

“When will you be ready Rebecca?” he asked. “Will you ever be ready? Or am I supposed to wait forever?”

I shook my head, my eyes filling with tears. When I didn’t say anything more, he got up off the couch and stalked out of the room without another word, leaving me alone with my thoughts.

I couldn’t blame him for being angry, I had been putting him off for a long time. The truth was, I had a nagging sense of dissatisfaction with our relationship. I truly loved Jacob, but something was missing. I couldn’t quite put my finger on it, so I had no idea how to discuss it with him.

My girlfriends all told me I was crazy to not have locked him down already. Jacob was the perfect man: attentive, generous, supportive, and kind. He had a good job, worked out, ate healthy, didn’t drink excessively or smoke or do drugs. He treated me like a princess.

And not that this was a deal breaker or anything, but he was quite good looking: about six feet tall with wide shoulders, washboard abs, brilliant blue eyes, and a strong chin with a dimple in the center. Honestly, he could have been a model.

We had a lot of fun together and we were quite compatible. The only negative really was that our love making was….just fine. Vanilla. Kind of bland. It was nothing to write home about. Jacob was a missionary man, if you know what I mean. He mostly gravitated to that one position, resisting my efforts to try something else. And we rarely had sex outside of the bed. Shower sex was a special treat in our world.

Don’t get me wrong, Jacob almost always got me off, he was really considerate that way. He was a master of eating pussy, quite talented in that department. But I longed for some passion, some excitement, something less predictable.

Sometimes when I was home alone, I would burrow under the covers with my vibrator and fantasize about a different kind of lover: someone who would push me up against a wall, shove aside my panties and really fuck me, hard and rough, like he couldn’t wait another moment to be inside me. Someone who would take me from behind while slapping my ass. Someone who would talk dirty and pinch my nipples.

It was ridiculous really. Here I was, a dyed-in-the-wool feminist engaged to an enlightened man who treated me like an equal and I longed for someone more alpha. Just in the bedroom, mind you. I did not want to be bossed around in real life, but a little domination in the bedroom? That’s what got me off in my private moments. But there was no way I could tell Jacob that.

Later that night I lay awake in the bed, listening to Jacob snoring softly, and tried to convince myself to set a date for the wedding. I told myself I should either marry him or break up with him. But I couldn’t do either. Was this all there was?

The next day I woke up in a funk. I had a bad feeling that Jacob was nearing the end of his patience and even though I wasn’t ready to marry him, I didn’t want to lose him either. I sat in the coffee shop near my office, brooding as I sipped my chai latte and thumbed through our city’s alternative weekly. Suddenly an ad seemed to jump off the page.

“Do you need to be punished? Do you have emotional blocks preventing you from living your best life? Our experienced Spanking Therapists can help set you straight. Call today.”

My heart was pounding as I read and re-read that ad. Did I dare? I had never even heard of spanking therapy, but I couldn’t deny that the thought of being spanked by a stranger was strangely titillating. And I couldn’t get past the thought that this might be exactly what I needed to get past whatever was bothering me and help me to make up my mind about my relationship with Jacob. Maybe if I just tried it once I could get it out of my system and settle down with Jacob.

Before I could change my mind, I locked myself into the single stall restroom and made the call. A professional sounding woman picked up and explained how the process worked.

“I’ll send you a questionnaire via email to fill out and return to us. You might find it a bit intrusive but it’s really necessary for us to design the best therapeutic experience for you so please answer honestly,” the woman explained. “Once we receive the questionnaire and your deposit, I will contact you to schedule your first appointment.”

“How many appointments does it usually take?” I asked timidly, feeling a little over my head.

“It depends on the person,” the lady answered. “Some people come once and experience a level of catharsis that lets them move on. Others prefer to come in regularly, kind of like maintenance. It’ll be up to you and the therapist to figure out a treatment plan that works best for you and your particular issues.”

Before I could change my mind, I went back to my table in the coffee shop and filled out the extensive questionnaire in my e-mail, sending it back with a $250 deposit. My hands shook as I pressed “send”. Excitement and dread warred for my attention. Would I have the guts to actually do this? Would it help?

Within an hour I received an email back offering me an appointment for the following day. Suddenly I felt resolved to check it out. Spanking therapy….it was worth a try, right?

For more of the story, check out “The Reluctant Bride’s First Spanking” by Josie Bale, part of the "Spanking Therapy Series" available now at https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0CY3YRQ4V
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