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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



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.”

***

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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