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About This Book



One woman. Two best friends. Three days of mind-blowing pleasure…

A cozy Thanksgiving dinner with her boyfriend turns into the hottest holiday weekend of her life when his best friend walks in at exactly the right time -- and wants to join the fun. Their quiet night of cooking ends with with a three-course feast of indulgence, complete with spicy surprises and an unforgettable ménage.

She never expected to be the center of attention between two gorgeous men. But when Kyle and Matt make her their shared obsession, she’s more than willing to surrender to the pleasure. They push her limits. Explore her fantasies. And give her a first-time experience that leaves her breathless and begging for more.

They're both strong. Both sexy. And both more than willing to make her wildest fantasies come true.

Over the course of one steamy holiday weekend, she’s stretched in every way—mind, body, and heart. But as things intensify in and out of the bedroom, she’s forced to wonder… can this unexpected trio turn a holiday fling into something more? Or will this be the end of her relationship?

Holiday Heat is a spicy ménage story full of dirty talk, over-the-top steam, and one very lucky heroine who doesn’t have to choose. No cliffhangers, no drama—just pure pleasure and a sizzling happy ending.


Stay in Touch with Britney Bale



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

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


Chapter One: My Boyfriend’s Best Friend Walked in on Us While We Were Having Sex — and Then He Joined In!



I’d been dating my boyfriend Kyle for about seven months now, and this was our first Thanksgiving together. I didn’t have any family in town and neither did Kyle, so when he suggested we make our own special Thanksgiving dinner together I readily agreed.

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

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

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

“Mmm, everything smells delicious.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I have a better idea.”

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

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

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

“I’m relaxing you.”

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

“Kyle!”

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

Who was I kidding? They were soaked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“These fucking tits…”

“Oh, oops. Sorry.”

We both paused as a man entered the kitchen. He looked vaguely familiar. When I saw he was wearing military fatigues, I realized it must be Kyle’s best friend. I hadn’t heard a knock, so the guy must have had a key.

“Matt! I thought you couldn’t get leave for the holiday!”

My boyfriend seemed overjoyed to see his best friend. He also seemed to have forgotten that I was completely naked with his cock buried deep in my channel.

I pulled my panties out of my mouth. “Kyle!”

I kept my voice soft as if that would make his best friend not notice me. Of course, they both looked at me.

“You must be Gina,” Matt said casually. “Nice to meet you.”

I couldn’t believe he was being so casual about finding us in such a compromising position. I squeezed my thighs against Kyle to get his attention.

“Let me up,” I said urgently.

“Don’t stop on my account,” Matt said, pulling up a chair. “I don’t mind watching. I don't get to see things like this in the military, that’s for sure.”

My mouth dropped open in shock. My mind screamed stop this, but something deeper whispered what if…? I was exposed, humiliated, but not protesting. Not yet. And the fact that I didn’t hate it? That scared me more than being watched like this.

Kyle grabbed my discarded panties and slipped them back into my mouth before he slid his hands under my ass, tilted my hips, and started fucking me again. The change in angle made his dick slide against my G spot with every stroke. I panted and moaned around my panties.

“How was your trip?” Kyle asked conversationally as he continued thrusting inside me steadily.

“Not bad.” Matt watched us carefully, his eyes taking in everything as his best friend fucked me. “Your girlfriend is hot, dude.”

“Isn’t she?” my boyfriend said proudly.

Kyle sped up his thrusts, his hips pistoning into me even faster while he talked to his best friend.

I couldn’t believe he could have a conversation while we were doing this. It was like I was just some fuck toy for him right now, here for his pleasure — and his best friend’s. My face burned with humiliation but damned if I didn’t kind of like it. My entire body was lit up.

“This is hot as fuck,” Matt said after a few minutes. “Better than porn.”

He pointed to his crotch. “Do you mind if I…?”

Kyle nodded. “Please. Go right ahead.”

When I turned my head Matt was unzipping his pants, freeing a monster cock that looked like it was even bigger than his best friend’s. It was hard and angry looking. I’d always been totally vanilla in the bedroom, but suddenly I wondered what it would be like to have them both fucking me at the same time.

Matt gave his cock several hard strokes. I realized he was moving in time with his best friend. I stared at his hand on his cock while his best friend continued pounding into me.

Against my will, my fingers moved up to my breasts, pulling on my nipples.

“That’s right sweetheart, get yourself off for us,” Kyle said.

“Here, let me help,” Matt said.

He shifted his chair closer, using his free hand to strum my clit as his best friend continued fucking me roughly. Overcome by sensations, I finally succumbed to my release, screaming around the panties in my mouth as the strongest orgasm I’d ever had hit me.

My back arched off the table and I tightened my legs around Kyle as the two best friends continued to fuck me through my orgasm. I finally sagged back against the table, pulling the panties out of my mouth as I gasped for breath.

My mind was racing as fast as my breath. I should have felt ashamed. Used. But I didn’t. Instead I felt was sexy and powerful. I’d crossed some invisible line inside me, and I wasn’t sure I could ever go back to who I was before this moment, or if I even wanted to.

“Are you thinking what I am?” Kyle asked.

“I sure am,” Matt answered.

Matt stood up suddenly just as Kyle pulled his cock out of my pussy. My boyfriend gave himself two hard strokes, then groaned loudly as cum spurted out, covering my pussy and belly.

His best friend was a second behind him, gasping as he found his own release. Matt’s cum spurted over my belly and breasts, leaving me covered in cum from my neck to the top of my thighs. I was a sticky mess.

When they were done coming, both men stared at my cum-covered body with huge smiles on their faces as if they were proud of themselves.

“That’s fucking beautiful,” Matt said. “Thanks for letting me use your girlfriend.”

“Absolutely,” Kyle agreed. “Maybe after dinner, we can have some more fun.”


Chapter Two: I Sucked Two Cocks After Thanksgiving Dinner



“Ithink yours is definitely thicker, but mine’s a bit longer.”

Their voices carried from the living room, casual and confident. I didn’t recognize the words at first but then I caught the tone and started listening carefully. What was going on?

I looked up from my phone as I walked into the living room, then promptly dropped it on the floor when I saw what was happening. My boyfriend Kyle and his best friend Matt were right next to each other, pants opened as they compared their dicks.

I blinked in shock, then pinched myself to see if I was dreaming. Nope, not dreaming.

“What the hell are you two doing?” I asked, staring at the sight of the two good-sized dicks held side by side. Thank God the blinds were closed.

Kyle looked up with a smile. “We’re seeing whose dick is thicker.”

Was this real life? Had I stepped into a porn parody of Friendsgiving? I opened my mouth to respond and promptly closed it again. My brain was short-circuiting.

This day was getting weirder and weirder. A few hours ago, it was just me and my boyfriend cooking Thanksgiving dinner. I wasn’t expecting his best friend to come in while we were having sex – and I really hadn’t expected him to join us. Being spread out on the table while two guys covered me with cum turned out to be hotter than I would’ve ever imagined.

Needless to say, I’d needed to take a shower after all that.

Afterwards the three of us finished making dinner and sat down to eat a huge holiday feast, like it was just a normal Thanksgiving. Until now.

“Why are you measuring your dicks?” I couldn’t help but ask.

“We figured one of us could fuck you in the ass later while the other was in your pussy. We thought the most courteous thing to do was give you the thinner one in your back door,” Kyle answered.

He said this as calmly as if he were talking about the weather instead of exposing himself in the middle of our living room.

My whole body jolted. The words were crude, almost joking, but my nipples tightened instantly. I should have been offended. Instead, I was wet.

“Kyle won,” Matt added helpfully. “He gets your ass.”

My jaw dropped open, and I felt a flood of arousal dampen my fresh panties.

How did they know?

I’d always wanted to try double penetration, but I’d never shared that fantasy with anyone. I’d never told Kyle I fantasized about it. Not even hinted. And now they were just casually planning it? My heart pounded. My body answered before my brain could catch up. Sign me up!

I stepped closer, my eyes going from one penis to the other. The best friends were definitely blessed in this particular area. Both cocks were long, thick, and straight.

I licked my lips as they both started to grow hard under my perusal. I didn’t just feel aroused, I felt powerful. They wanted me. Both of them. And for once, I didn’t feel shy or self-conscious. I felt completely in control.

“I’m not sure which one of you is really smaller,” I said, my voice low and seductive. “I think I need to find out for myself. You know, sample the merchandise.”

I surprised even myself with how sultry my voice sounded. Somewhere inside, the good girl I used to be was screaming in horror, but she was drowned out by pure, dirty curiosity. Who knew I had an inner bad girl who was so damned slutty?

Striding closer, I dropped to my knees. I slid Kyle’s pants and underwear the rest of the way over his hips and down to his ankles, then did the same with Matt. When I looked up, they were both watching me with rapt attention.

It would be easy to mistake them for brothers instead of best friends. They both had the same square jaw, long nose, and large brown eyes. Kyle had some scruff today, while Matt was clean shaven. Similarly, Kyle’s hair was longer, long enough to put in a little rat tail, but Matt’s was closely cut in a regulation military cut.

Their bodies had similar shapes, but Matt was wider, thicker, and much more muscular. You could really see the differences when you compared their arms or thighs.

My boyfriend had a great body, but his best friend’s was next level. So many yummy muscles. Between them, they hit every single one of my secret kinks.

Their cocks looked almost identical. I stared at them, trying to see a difference, but not really seeing any other than the fact that Matt’s dick had a slight bend and was darker in color. If they were serious about taking me at the same time, I was really going to be stretched wide.

I shivered in anticipation. I was about to do something I’d only fantasized about, something filthy and thrilling and totally unexpected. This holiday was really looking up.

I wrapped my right hand around Kyle’s dick and my left one around Matt’s and began stroking them slowly. They were each growing harder in my hands, reacting to my touch. They groaned under my hands, twitching in response to my touch. I thrilled at the fact that I had this power over them.

When I tightened my grip and began to move more roughly over their cocks, they both groaned, almost in unison. They were both so responsive. This was going to be fun.

I jacked them both with my hands until they were both fully erect, then I wrapped my mouth around the mushroom head of Kyle’s dick. My hand kept moving on his best friend’s cock as I licked around Kyle’s tip a few times before sucking him into my mouth. I gave him a couple of long, hard sucks, then switched dicks.

Despite the fact that they looked so similar, Matt’s dick tasted different somehow. Not that I minded. They were both delicious.

Like I’d done for his best friend, I circled my tongue around the tip a few times before taking him into my mouth. Hallowing out my cheeks, I began to suck hard.

“Damn, your girlfriend gives good head,” Matt groaned.

“I know.” Kyle sounded proud. I tightened my fingers around his cock even more so he wouldn’t feel neglected while I was sucking off his best friend.

Matt’s fingers tunneled into my hair, pulling me closer, as he began to fuck my face. I chocked as his cock pressed against the back of my throat, and then he pulled back a bit before pounding deeply into my mouth again.

My jaw was already aching from taking such a thick cock, but I pulled off slowly and switched. Matt’s cock was slippery with my saliva as I stroked him while wrapping my lips around Kyle’s cock this time.

“Yeah, just like that, baby,” Kyle groaned as I slid my tongue along the underside of his shaft and sucked hard.

I loved doing this. Loved knowing that I was the one who could bring a man to his knees with only my mouth and my hands. In a life full of expectations and filters, this was real. Raw. I was exactly where I wanted to be at this moment.

I almost wished I could put both of their cocks in my mouth at the same time, but they were just too big. At least I had my hands to help.

After switching off a few times between the best friends, I knew that they were getting close. Time to turn up the heat.

Deciding that Kyle should get to come first, since he was my boyfriend and all, I took him as deep as I could in my throat, lightly grazing his cock with my teeth as I bobbed my head up and down his length.

He moaned softly as I reached between his legs and cupped his heavy balls in my palm. I squeezed them gently, then sucked his cock with all my might. His hips punched forward, cutting off my airway for a second before he shifted back and started spurting his warm, salty cum down my throat.

I swallowed rapidly, determined to take it all as his cock jerked inside my mouth.

“Jesus Christ,” he gasped as he slowly pulled out of my mouth, leaving a little strand of saliva stretching in the air between us.

Licking my lips, I turned back to Matt. “Your turn to come now,” I said saucily.

I felt Kyle stroking my hair as I serviced his best friend. The hand in my hair grounded me. His touch wasn’t jealous. It somehow felt proud. Supportive. Somehow that made this feel even hotter, more intimate.

I couldn’t believe that he was okay with this, but I was glad that he was, because this was, hands down, the hottest sexual experience of my life. It was even better than what we’d done in the kitchen a few hours ago.

I glanced up at Matt. His face was screwed up in a mask of concentration and somehow, I knew he was holding back. That look on Matt’s face? I’d seen it before on other men. But this time, I wanted to be the reason he broke. I wanted to destroy his control, one stroke at a time.

Feeling determined, I snaked an arm around his hip and slid my finger between his ass cheeks. He stiffened, and I pressed one finger against his pucker. He sighed deeply, releasing the clench, and I slid my finger inside him up to the first knuckle.

His groan sounded like it was ripped from his body.

I pushed my head up and down his cock, using my other hand to wrap around his base. I hummed around his man meat while I gave him shallow thrusts in the ass with my finger. It only took another minute or two before Matt finally lost control.

“Fuck!” he shouted as he shoved his cock so deep in my throat I knew I’d taste him for days.

His body convulsed. I felt every pulse of his orgasm, and the way he collapsed made me grin with pride. I’d wrecked him. His cum seemed to be ripped from his body, coming in long spurts that I quickly swallowed down until he was completely empty. At least for now.

I removed my finger and released his cock, sitting back on my heels. Matt was totally silent, eyes closed, hands fisted at his sides, breath coming in harsh pants. Kyle smacked him on the shoulder.

“Did she suck the life right out of you?” he teased his best friend.

Matt opened his eyes. “That was definitely worth coming home to.”

Almost perfectly in sync, the two men pulled up their pants, hiding their magnificent cocks behind their zippers. My disappointment must have shown on my face because Kyle patted my head and said, “Don’t worry sweetheart. We’re just getting started. Matt has three whole days of leave!”

Three days of leave. I had no idea what they had planned, but I couldn’t wait to find out.


Chapter Three: A Doubly Good Finale



After lounging on the couch all evening with my boyfriend and his best friend, it was time for bed. I was exhausted after a long day of cooking, eating, and fucking, and apparently the guys were too because they both fell asleep on the couch.

There was something surreal about the calm that followed the scene in the living room. We’d gone from me giving two best friends blow jobs to hanging out watching football and trading jokes like it was the most normal thing in the world.

Part of me wondered if everything would shift back to how it used to be with Kyle, or if we’d crossed into something new. Would we try this with other men? Or only with Matt?

The little ache between my legs said I kind of hoped it would be a regular thing for us.

I headed into bed alone, dirty fantasies racing through my mind as I wondered what would happen next.

I didn’t have to wait long to find out. I was coming out of the shower the next morning, wearing only a towel that I’d tied around my body, when I heard voices coming from Kyle’s bedroom. Sure enough, the guys were sitting on Kyle’s bed, both of them completely naked.

My breath caught. There was no shyness in their posture, no hesitation. Just confidence, heat, and two very obvious erections. My towel suddenly felt way too warm.

“What’s happening here?” I asked, pointing between them.

It was a rhetorical question. If the smiles on their faces wasn’t enough of a hint, the twin dicks pointing in my direction would be. They were both hard as they lazily stroked themselves, clearly waiting for me.

“Get on your back in the middle of the bed,” Kyle ordered, his voice deeper than I’d ever heard it. “We are about to blow your mind.”

The way Kyle said it made my core clench. He sounded cocky. Commanding. And totally irresistible. I didn’t know what they had planned, but my whole body was vibrating with excitement, ready to find out.

They’d blown my mind yesterday – more than once -- but I was up for seeing what they wanted to do with me next.

Dropping my towel, I laid on the bed. Kyle scooted up next to me, kissing me deeply while his hand kneaded my breast, pinching and squeezing my nipple. His mouth was all heat and pressure, his hand rough and familiar.

Meanwhile, Matt shouldered his way between my legs, pulling my lower lips apart so he could lick my center. His tongue was wild and ravenous, like he couldn’t get enough of me.

I moaned against Kyle’s mouth as Matt continued to lick me up and down roughly, heightening my excitement. I could feel my pussy gushing with arousal in response to all the sensations I was feeling.

“You like this, don’t you?” Kyle growled against my lips. “You like being a slut for me and my best friend.”

The words made me flinch, then throb with excitement. There was something about being spoken to that way, claimed that way, that set me on fire. There was no sense denying how much I loved this.

“Yes.”

He pinched my nipple hard enough to make me cry out. “Dirty girl.”

His hard words and Matt’s questing tongue were enough to send me over the edge. I cried out loudly as an orgasm hit me. My body shook under the weight of the two men holding me down, their control over me just increasing my pleasure.

Being pinned, taken, used like a sex toy, it all should have made me feel powerless. Instead, I felt like a goddess being worshiped in the filthiest way.

My inner muscles were still fluttering when Kyle hopped off the bed. The guys exchanged a look, having a silent conversation, then Matt crawled up the bed as Kyle gently pulled me to my feet. He gave me a long, deep kiss, then pulled away to rummage in the bedside drawer.

“Lube,” he said, holding up the container.

I froze. I’d never had anal before and suddenly I was as nervous as a virgin on prom night. I’d fantasized about this before, but now that it was real... it felt huge. Intimate. Scary. But also incredibly exciting.

Kyle noticed my reaction. One hand came up to cup my cheek.

“Don’t worry, baby. You’re gonna love this, I promise.”

It wasn’t just his words, it was his eyes. There was no pressure in them, only love. And that’s what made me nod, heart pounding.

Kyle pressed his lips against mine for just a second before saying, “Now hop on up on Matt and show him how grateful we are for his service.”

On the mattress, Matt snickered.

Kneeling on the bed, I threw one leg over Matt’s body until I was straddling his hips, his erection in front of me.

I used my hand to jack him off a few times, although he didn’t need it. He was already hard as a rock. His cock was hot and velvety in my hand, pulsing slightly with anticipation. The scent of sex filled the air, earthy and sweet.

With a quick glance at Kyle for reassurance, I lined up Matt’s cock with my entrance and slowly lowered my body, not stopping until my hips met his. I gasped as his thick cock stretched me wide, then blew out a slow breath, willing my inner muscles to relax.

I began riding him, the motion making my heavy breasts bounce. Matt’s hands came to my hips, fingers taking control and slowing me down. I heard the squelch of lube behind me, and when I looked over my shoulder, my boyfriend was greasing up his dick. I had no idea how that thing was going to fit but I was excited enough to try.

Kyle pressed on my back until I was draped across Matt’s chest, then he roughly grabbed my ass cheeks.

“Come a little closer,” Kyle said, and Matt slid down a couple of more inches until his feet were on the floor and his ass was right at the edge of the bed.

Kyle squired some lube between my cheeks, spreading it around with his finger.

“Are you read?” he asked.

“Yeah.”

I stifled a scream as I felt the tip of Kyle’s cock breach my back entrance. Matt drew my head down for a kiss, distracting me as Kyle continued to press inside me.

The stretch burned and every muscle in my body clenched up tight. Suddenly I felt a sharp slap on my ass and when I gasped, my muscles relaxed, allowing Kyle to slide all the way in. I reached for Matt’s shoulder to ground myself. This wasn’t just sex—it was surrender.

“Holy fuck.”

I had other words for the sensation, it was a combination of fullness, pressure, and heat. I’d never felt anything so raw and overwhelming. Two giant cocks inside me at the same time was indescribable. Better than I’d ever imagined.

Kyle started thrusting in and out of my ass, slowly at first, then a little more quickly. After a few strokes, Matt began rolling his hips upward, fucking me from below. Sandwiched between these two guys, there was nothing I could do but take it. So I did.

And I didn’t just take it, I wanted it. Every brutal thrust, every inch of stretch. I arched my back, inviting more. Closing my eyes, I relaxed into the sensation, completely surrendering.

The guys’ movements started to sync up, both of them pushing in and pulling out at the same time. The air was filled with the naughty sounds of flesh slapping against flesh.

“Your girlfriend’s pussy feels so good,” Matt said, his voice sounding strangled.

“She’s got a great cunt, nice and tight.”

The guys talking about me like I wasn’t there somehow made me even more excited. I didn’t understand why I liked this so much, but I wasn’t going to question it. Instead I dug my fingers into Matt’s shoulders, moaning loudly as I took both men.

“That’s right baby,” Kyle growled. “We’re going to fill you up with our cum and make you our slut.”

Those words should have made me blush, but instead they made me vibrate with excitement. There was something so filthy, so freeing, about being taken by these two men.

I screamed as my orgasm crashed through me, making me violently shake. It hit like a wave, fast and hard and unstoppable. The pressure, the stretch, the filthy talk, it all collided inside me, sending me spiraling into a world that was only pleasure.

The guys picked up their pace, pounding into me so roughly I could scarcely breathe. I heard Kyle groan my name, and then I felt the warmth deep inside me as he released his cum in my ass.

Matt gave a few more thrusts, his movements turned more erratic, then mumbled “Fuck” as he shot jets of his creamy seed into my womb.

Kyle pulled out of me, moving to the side of the bed, then Matt rolled me over and separated our bodies, leaving me in the middle of the two of them with cum dripping out of both of my holes. I felt completely debauched.

I’d never felt so dirty, so used, or so worshipped. Like I was the center of their universe for one perfect, messy moment.

My boyfriend leaned over and gave me a solicitous look. “Are you okay, baby? Was that too much?”

I gave him a smile. “Nope, that was just enough.”

I’d crossed every line I’d never even considered before, and I had zero regrets. In fact, I was already wondering what they’d do to me next.

I turned my head to look at Matt. “How long is your leave again?”


Epilogue: The Aftermath



The Sunday morning sunlight filtered through the slats in the blinds, warming my bare skin as I stirred awake between Kyle and Matt. My body ached in the best possible way, every muscle humming with the memory of what we’d done the night before. I was sore, stretched, and completely sated.

The sheets smelled like sex -- faintly sweet and sweaty, with a hint of lube and male musk -- and I loved it. It made me feel wanton, thoroughly used, and oddly cherished. One of Kyle’s arms was draped across my waist, his chest warm against my back. Matt was curled up behind me, face buried against my shoulder, his soft breaths brushing across my skin.

I should have felt awkward. Or maybe guilty. But all I felt was content. In every way. My body was thoroughly used, yes, but also more beautiful and desirable than I’d felt in my life.

A small smile curved my lips as I blinked up at the ceiling. Was this real? Or had I somehow fallen into the world’s dirtiest fairytale?

Kyle stirred first, blinking groggily. His messy hair was sticking up on one side, and he looked adorably rumpled. When his eyes landed on mine, he smiled.

“Morning, gorgeous,” he said, voice gravelly with sleep.

“Hey,” I whispered.

He leaned in and kissed my temple, so gentle it almost broke me. Lust was one thing. But his quiet sweetness, this tenderness after everything we’d done to each other’s bodies, it told me that we were good. That what happened yesterday had only strengthened our relationship, not ruined it.

Behind me, Matt groaned, stretching.

“Tell me that wasn’t just a dream,” he muttered, voice hoarse.

“Definitely not a dream,” I said with a soft laugh.

I reached up and ran a finger down his chest, tracing the edge of a faint scar there, then reached back to lace my fingers with Kyle’s.

Matt cracked one eye open. “Because if I wake up at the base, and this was all in my head, I’m throwing myself in front of a tank.”

Kyle chuckled behind me. “Relax, soldier. You’re still in bed with my girlfriend. Lucky bastard.”

“Damn right I am.” Matt stretched again, groaning a little as he rolled onto his side to kiss my shoulder. “Can’t believe you’re real.”

His voice was so sincere that it made my throat tighten unexpectedly. I’d expected dirty talk. I hadn’t expected this tenderness.

“So…” Kyle propped himself up on one elbow, brushing a strand of hair out of my face. “What do you want for breakfast?”

I smirked. “You mean besides another round?”

Matt snorted, and Kyle just grinned, already sliding a hand down my bare hip.

“We did promise to blow your mind,” Kyle said.

“You already did,” I whispered. “But I’m greedy. I want all that I can get.”

We never made it to the kitchen that morning. And I didn’t care. I had everything I needed right here—two men, one bed, and a weekend full of dirty promises.

And for once in my life, I didn’t need to know what came next. I just wanted more of this.

***
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Special Preview: Hotwife for a Bet by Britney Bale



“Are you sure you’re okay with this?”

I watched my husband’s expression carefully, looking for any signs of discomfort. All I see is a kind of resolute determination. Maybe a touch of excitement.

“You won the bet fair and square,” he reminded me. “We negotiated the rules. And we both know, if you had lost, I would have made you go through with it.”

My husband and I were big on betting. We’d started off as friends back in college, and he’d suckered me into going out with him by betting on a football game. If I won, he’d write my History of Western Civilizations paper. If he won, I’d go on a date with him. I guess we both won that time, because we fell in love and have been together ever since.

Over the years, our bets have been increasingly crazy. I guess after fifteen years of marriage you need something to keep the excitement going. That’s why when we bet on the American football championship game, we decided to go big.

If San Francisco had won, I would have had to allow Chuck to lead me through the mall on a leash while wearing cat ears, a collar, and short shorts with a hole cut in the back to make room for a butt plug with a cat tail on it.

I’d been nervous as hell the entire game, but when Kansas City pulled it out and won, I’d been elated. I’d won the bet and I’d won the one thing I’d been fantasizing about for years: a night with the owner of my company.

Seth was a sexy silver fox, rich as fuck, and he’d had his eye on me since the day we met. Rumor was he’d never dated the same woman twice but that one time always left them satisfied.

We had some friends in common and happened to be at a dinner party when Chuck and I were planning our bet. It was crazy, but when Seth suggested that I get a night with him if I won, I couldn’t agree fast enough. There had always been a strong attraction between us, and I was eager to explore it.

When we talked later that night, my husband had confessed that ever since he saw that movie where a millionaire offered a couple a million dollars to sleep with the wife, he’d wanted that to happen with us. Seth wasn’t giving us any money, but hopefully he’d be giving me at least one orgasm.

I was surprised to learn that my husband had long fantasized about sharing me with someone richer and more powerful than him. Since we both knew Seth, it added a layer of safety that we both appreciated.

When it was time for my date with Seth I dressed in my sexiest dress and a sky high pair of heels, kissed my husband goodbye, then drove over to my boss’s condo.

The doorman sent me up in a special elevator that opened directly into the foyer of Seth’s penthouse. My eyes widened as I walked inside, my heels clicking on the hard marble. This place was enormous! The living room was the size of the entire first floor of my house, with floor to ceiling windows that gave me an incredible view of the lights of the city down below. Everything here was expensive but tasteful. It wasn’t the kind of place I’d choose to live in, but it was definitely a gorgeous place.

“Teresa! I thought I heard the elevator. Welcome.”

I turned to see Seth striding towards me. He was wearing dress pants with a crease you could cut glass with and a white dress shirt, the top button undone. It looked like he’d taken off his jacket and tie after work but didn’t finish changing.

“Would you like a glass of wine? I have a lovely merlot breathing right now.”

“Yes please.”

It felt weird, being here with him alone. I’d been in a million meetings with him, and we often were at the same social occasions. But this, this was different. The air between us felt heavy and charged, like it was right before a thunderstorm.

Seth studied me while we drank our wine.

“Do you still want to do this?” he asked.

I appreciated the out. I also appreciated the way the thin fabric of his shirt clung to what I knew from a few pool parties we’d attended were some very nice pecs.

“I do.”

“And it won’t cause trouble with your husband?”

I shook my head. “He seems…oddly excited about it.”

“His wife is a beautiful woman. It must be an ego boost to know how many men wish they could have her.”

I laughed. “I don’t know about ‘many men’, but I guess I’m aging okay.”

He raised one eyebrow. “Why don’t you show me your tits and I’ll be the judge of that.”

For more of the story, check out “Hotwife for a Bet” by Britney Bale, available for immediate download today at https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B0CZ1847RN.
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