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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.


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.”

***

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

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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