
        
            
                
            
        

    
It Takes Three


A 5 Book First-Time Menage Collection

Exploring His Fantasy

Menage a Geek

The Babysitter's First Menage

The Ride of My Life

Share Me

Britney Bale


IT TAKES THREE

© 2021 by Reba Bale

Second Edition

© 2024 by Britney Bale

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. No portion of this book may be reproduced, scanned, transmitted, downloaded, decompiled, reverse engineered, or stored in or introduced into any information storage retrieval system in any form by any means without express permission from the author or publisher, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law. For permissions contact the publisher at authorrebabale@outlook.com.

Warning: the unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in prison and a fine of $250,000.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, organizations, or locals is entirely coincidental. Trademark names are used editorially with no infringement of the respective owner’s trademark. All activities depicted occur between consenting characters 18 years or older who are not blood related.

NO AI TRAINING: Without in any way limiting the author’s and publisher’s exclusive rights under copyright, any use of this publication to “train” generative artificial intelligence (AI) technologies to generate text is expressly prohibited. The author reserves all rights to license uses of this work for generative AI training and development of machine learning language models.

Cover by Reba Bale


Contents



About This Book
Stay in Touch with Britney Bale
Exploring His Fantasy
Menage a Geek
The Babysitter's First Menage
The Ride of My Life
Share Me



About This Book



This book was originally published as "It Takes Three" by Reba Bale

Two is fun, but three is hot, hot, hot…..


When it comes to spicing things up in the bedroom, sometimes adding a third person is just what you need to take things to the next level.  Whether it’s a fun experiment between friends, an unexpected addition to the party, or a last-ditch effort to save a relationship, when the clothes come off, the fun starts.  This great collection includes five steamy standalone stories of people trying a ménage for the first time, including:


Exploring His Fantasy
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.


Ménage a Geek
Three best friends. One crazy weekend. The three-way to end all three-ways. Delilah, Wesley, and Kent are the three-person I.T. team for the company. Best friends for years, they spend most of their time together, both at work and on their personal time. Delilah has been fighting her attraction to the two men for a long time, but she has no idea they also want more until a game of “Two Truths and a Lie” reveals their interest. Fortunately, she doesn’t need to choose between them because the guys know how to share.


The Babysitter’s First Ménage
Sammie has a big secret. The college co-ed works as a daytime nanny for Mr. and Mrs. Ruiz after her morning classes. While Mr. Ruiz works at home, Sammie watches the baby. Except sometimes when the baby is taking his nap, Sammie takes care of Mr. Ruiz instead. Until the day Mrs. Ruiz unexpectedly comes home to find Sammie kissing her husband in a very private place. She’s afraid Mrs. Ruiz is going to fire her for seducing her husband, but instead, his wife demands to get in on the action.


The Ride of My Life
When divorced single mom Laurie signs up as a driver for a popular ride-hailing service to make money, she never imagines that she will find herself engaging in a ménage a trois with two total strangers. On her last call of the night Laurie picks up a pair of handsome younger men who are interested in sharing more than just a ride – the best friends also want to share her! When Dion and Erik proposition her, she agrees to take a different kind of ride – a smoking hot adventure that has a very happy ending for all of them.


Share Me
Cheryl is devastated to learn that her husband Michael has cheated on her with some skank he met in a bar. Desperate to save his marriage, Michael promises todo anything Cheryl asks. She devises a devious punishment: she will cheat on him with a hot guy she met at the gym -- and her husband will watch. Michael gets more than he expected as he gets a hard spanking and watches his hot wife enjoy another man.


Buy your copy today!


Stay in Touch with Britney Bale



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

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



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

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

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

But will this fantasy be the end of their relationship?

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

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


Chapter One



“Have you ever thought about a threesome?”

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

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

I saw the instant he made the connection.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She nodded in agreement.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Two



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She looked towards guy number four.

“Come here Brooke.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Three



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

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

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

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

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

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

“Go to the bedroom,” Rick instructed.

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

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

“Um, what?” she hesitated.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Rick! Oh my god!”

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

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


Chapter Four



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Five



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

They both shivered at his dominant tone.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Six



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Thwack!

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

Thwack!

Thwack!

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

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

Thwack!

Thwack!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Seven



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

***
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About This Book



This book was previously published as "Menage a Geek" by Reba Bale


Three best friends. One crazy weekend. The three-way to end all three-ways.

When the CEO of Toys for Grown-Ups, the leading national retailer for adult activities, takes his entire staff to the mountains for a team-building retreat, things get a little crazy.

Delilah, Wesley and Kent are the three-person I.T. team for the company. Best friends for years, they spend most of their time together, both at work and on their personal time.

Delilah has been fighting her attraction to the two men for a long time, but she has no idea they also want more until a game of “Two Truths and a Lie” reveals their interest. Fortunately, she doesn’t need to choose between them, because the guys know how to share.

When things get a little out of hand in the hot tub, Delilah decides to explore their attraction.

Can their friendship survive a vacation fling? Or will their relationship turn into something even better?

Ménage a Geek is part of the Toys for Grown-Ups series. This steamy story is a standalone story featuring a strong woman, two alpha men, and a very happy ending.

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


Prologue



E-Mail

TO: All Staff

FROM: Robert Calloway, President & CEO, Toys for Grown-Ups

Hello Toys for Grown-Ups team!

I’m pleased to announce that we will be sponsoring an all-staff team-building retreat next month. The leadership team is looking forward to spending this time with you to build rapport, strengthen our teams, brainstorm for new ideas and most importantly, relax and have fun!

The retreat is mandatory. We understand that for some of you a weekend event may be inconvenient and ask that you make whatever arrangements are needed to ensure that you attend. You will, of course, be compensated for your time during scheduled activities.

Here are the deets about this super fun event:

Dates: The retreat will begin at 10:00 a.m. Friday February 7 and end at 3:00 p.m. Sunday February 9th

Location: We’ve rented out the entire Timber Pines Retreat Center in Timberdale for our exclusive use. Timber Pines features a variety of entertainment options including hiking, hot tubs, biking, game room, gym, spa, on-site movie theater and more. Click here to view their website.

Transportation: Buses will pick you up from the office on Friday and bring you back Sunday. Timber Pines is about a 90-minute drive from here.

Accommodations: Each employee will have a private room or cabin at the center; please note that most rooms have shared bathrooms. Human Resources will contact you with your room assignment.

Meals: All meals will be included and served at scheduled times in the resort dining room buffet style. Snacks and beverages will also be provided, including a full selection of alcohol. We expect you to know your limits and drink responsibly.

Dress: Please dress comfortably. We suggest jeans, yoga pants and workout gear, comfortable shoes and of course your swimsuit for the hot tub. Sweaters or jackets are recommended as the resort is at a higher elevation and may be chilly at night. We may even have some snow – fingers crossed!

Activities: Activities will be scheduled throughout the day and early evening Friday and Saturday, and Sunday morning before our departure. A full schedule will be provided at departure. Expect team building and get-to-know-you activities as well as time to pitch new product ideas and discuss marketing. There will also be ample free time for you to avail yourself of the facilities and enjoy your co-workers.


Chapter One



Delilah Dawson walked down the aisle of the luxury tour bus, her tote bag banging against the seats as she walked.

“Hey D.D., back here!”

She looked up and saw her two best work buddies, Wesley Harrington and Kent Wilson, sitting in the very back row of the bus. She gave them a bright smile and slipped into the empty seat right in front of them. “Good morning boys, you ready to retreat?”

Delilah, Wesley and Kent worked in the IT department at Toys for Grown-Ups, the largest sex toy retailer in the United States and Canada. Toys for Grown-Ups sold a wide variety of erotic accessories catering to all tastes from vanilla to hardcore BDSM, both online and in bricks and mortar stores.

Since they were the only three employees in their small IT department, Delilah, Wesley and Kent worked very closely together. They maintained the employee workstations and managed the company’s website and purchasing portal. They spent most of their time working in their large group office in the basement, right next to the room with network servers. Their fellow employees jokingly called them the Three Musketeers. Not very original, but accurate, nonetheless.

The company had been growing steadily and management was looking at expanding the department sometime soon. Although they were super busy, they weren’t looking forward to adding a new person to the mix and messing with the synergy of their team.

After several years of working together the three had become close friends, and besides spending their days together at work often hung out after work as well. Kent and Wesley shared an apartment close to work and Delilah often went to their place after work to play video games or watch movies and decompress from work.

“So, what do you think about this company retreat?” Kent asked them. “I can’t believe that they’re taking every single employee to this fancy resort.”

“Yeah, it’s going to be fun,” Wesley said. “It’s not like we’re going to be needed in the product development meeting, that means plenty of time to party in the hot tub.”

He raised his eyebrows up and down lasciviously. Delilah rolled her eyes and tried not to notice the way the movement drew her attention to Wesley’s beautiful blue eyes. His eyes were the thing that Delilah found most attractive about him. They were a stark contrast against the pale skin and white blond hair that came from his Nordic heritage. He was average height, probably just under six feet tall, and had the lean body and muscular shoulders of a swimmer.

He was a stark contrast to Kent. With a black mother and a Puerto Rican father, Kent had dark brown eyes, light caramel skin and black curly hair that he kept cropped close to his head. He was tall and broad shouldered and sturdy, like a football player.

Delilah sometimes felt like a plain little church mouse in between them. She had stick straight mousy brown hair that she perked up with neon red highlights, and brown eyes she somethings covered with funky red glasses. She was short and curvy and liked to wear vintage clothes.

The three friends chatted together on the ninety-minute drive to the retreat center and the time passed quickly. The bus pulled into the long circular drive in front of their weekend home.

“Wow,” Delilah said. “Check this place out!”

The focal point of the Timber Pines Retreat Center was a giant lodge building, made out of thick logs. The main floor of the lodge included the dining room, game room, gym, a small movie theater, a commercial kitchen, a library and several meeting rooms. The second and third floors were made up of small guest rooms with shared bathrooms clustered on opposite sides of each floor. Each room connected to the next one through an interior door.

Rows of tiny cabins jutted out on one side of the property, and a series of hot tubs on the other. The grounds included extensive hiking trails, a tennis court, a basketball and plenty of outdoor seating.

Delilah, Kent and Wesley walked into the lobby, looking around.

“Ah, the Three Musketeers.” Vanessa Lyons was the agency receptionist and the person that was handing out everyone’s room keys. “You’re all in a row, rooms 301, 303 and 305. There’s connecting doors on both sides in every room.”

“Whoo-hoo!” Wesley crowed. “We can open all the doors and have a slumber party.”

Delilah rolled her eyes and pretended like the thought didn’t give her a tiny thrill. She mentally shook her head and pushed the thought away. She would never admit it, but she had a bit of a crush on both of her two friends. She couldn’t understand why they both appealed to her equally, but she chalked it up to her chronic datelessness and all the time they spent together.

They lugged their stuff up to the third floor, eschewing the elevator. “You take the middle room DD,” Kent said. Early on the boys, as Delilah referred to them in her head, started calling her by her initials. She always felt a little feeling of warmth at their nickname.

She had scarcely dropped her bag on her bed when there was a knock on one of her connecting doors. She opened it to see Wesley grinning on the other side. He held up a bottle of tequila and three shot glasses. “I thought we’d have a little opening drink.”

He crossed her room and knocked on the other connecting door. “Kent, get your ass in here and have a drink!”

Wesley ambled in and sat on Delilah’s bed. He patted the comforter. “Take a load off, kids.”

Kent and Delilah sat on either side of him and took the proffered shots of tequila. They clinked glasses.

“To friends,” Delilah toasted.


Chapter Two



Delilah, Kent and Wesley strolled into the lodge’s dining room and commandeered a small table. Technically they probably should have joined a larger table with some of their coworkers, but they were used to it just being the three of them. That’s how they liked it, really.

“Can I have a fry?” Delilah asked as she snagged one off of Kent’s plate.

“DD, why do you do that?” Kent asked.

“What?”

“You know you want fries, but you tell yourself you shouldn’t have the food you want, like fries, but then you steal them from me and Wesley,” he explained. “Why don’t you just cut yourself a break and get the damn fries?”

“I don’t do that,” she protested.

“Yes, you do!” the boys said in unison.

“I’m trying to avoid junk,” she answered primly. “I need to watch my weight.”

“Don’t be stupid,” Wesley said bluntly. “You look totally hot just the way you are.”

Delilah laughed. “Yeah, OK.”

Wesley reached out and caught her chin, forcing her to look at him. His blues eyes were intent when they met hers. “I mean it, don’t talk like that again,” he ordered, his voice deepening. “You’re not fat.”

Delilah was suddenly aware of how close they were to each other. His hand burned on her chin, and she felt her breathing quicken. They stared into each other’s eyes for a long time, communicating silently, and she realized with a start that he was as attracted to her as she was to him. She could see the heat in his eyes.

Her eyes widened with the realization, and she pulled away. There was no way she would start something with one of them and ruin the relationship with the third person.

She shot a nervous glance over the Kent. He was watching them intently, but he didn’t seem angry or annoyed. His gaze was more speculative. Maybe she was wrong, but it seemed like he had enjoyed watching the scene with Delilah and Wesley. That was weird.

Her thoughts were interrupted by the CEO Robert Calloway. He stood at the front of the dining room, banging his fork on a glass to get everyone’s attention.

“All right team, welcome to the Timber Pines Retreat Center. I hope you enjoyed lunch. Now it’s time for our opening activity!”

Robert Calloway was a strong presence in the room, commanding everyone’s attention. He was tall, fit, good looking -- a little bit of a silver fox. His creativity and business acumen were legendary. But he was also a thoughtful and approachable boss who was almost universally liked by the Toys for Grown-Ups employees.

“We’re going to make the first activity an easy one: two truths and a lie,” he informed them. “You know the rules I’m sure. Everyone can play at their table, then we after you’ve finished the game we suggest that you find at least one other person and do something fun of your choosing. We’ll meet back here at 5:00 for some product development brainstorming.”

Kent rubbed his hands together. “I love this game,” he said. “But this is going to be hard since we know each other so well. I’ll start.”

He looked at Delilah and Wesley and visibly adopted a neutral expression. “I have a tattoo on my ass. I’ve had a threesome. I’ve never been in a hot tub. What’s the lie?”

“Hot tub,” Wesley said.

“Threesome,” Delilah said.

Kent laughed. “You’re both wrong.”

Delilah looked at him in surprise. “You’ve had a threesome?” she asked. “Seriously?”

Kent shrugged. “Several of them,” he answered, as if it were no big deal. “They’re fun, with the right people.” His gaze turned intense again.

“Hmm,” she answered thoughtfully.

“I’ll go next,” Wesley said.

“I once shared a girlfriend with another man. I love to masturbate in the shower. I have a secret crush on one of my friends.”

Delilah felt her heart stutter a bit as she wondered if it was her. Don’t be ridiculous, she admonished herself. He’s totally hot, he could date models.

She flashed on the look in his eyes when he’d caught her chin a few minutes ago. Maybe…

“I think it’s a lie that you shared a girlfriend,” she said confidently.

“Shower masturbation,” Kent said.

“Oh come on Kent,” Delilah said. “Men love masturbation.”

“I understand women do as well,” Wesley said. “But Kent’s right. I prefer to recline for my self-pleasuring. Just in case my knees give out.”

Delilah’s gaze swung to him in shock. “You shared a girlfriend?” she asked incredulously. “With another guy?”

Wesley and Kent looked at each other before Wesley responded. “Yes. I shared her with Kent, as a matter of fact.”

Both men were watching her carefully, as if waiting for a reaction. Delilah felt her face heat up as she glanced between her two best friends. Sharing a girlfriend? Threesomes? She had no clue that they were into that.

This could be the answer to your being attracted to both of them, she thought. She wondered why they were just mentioning this now. Were they trying to see if she would be interested in trying a threesome? A little thrill ran up her at the thought, and she instinctively pressed her legs together, realizing the thought was arousing.

Would she like that kind of thing? Did she have the guts to try it? There was only one way to find out, she needed to be brave.

“My turn,” she said. “I always wanted to try a threesome. I have a crush on two different guys. My skin is purple.”

She heard Kent inhale sharply as he realized what she was saying.

Wesley glanced at Kent, then shot her what could only be called a predatory look. “How about we continue this conversation in the hot tub?”


Chapter Three



Am I crazy? Delilah questioned herself as she pulled on her bathing suit. She didn’t want to ruin her friendship with Wesley and Kent, and she certainly didn’t want to impact their work team.

She eyed herself critically in the mirror. She had never worn a bikini before, but when she had seen this one in the store it had called to her. It was dark red and an engineering marvel. The top pushed her breasts up, making them look large and inviting. The bottom covered her generous bottom but rose on up each side, connecting with strings, and creating a slimming effect.

She heard a knock on the door to the hallway. “You ready babe? Kent called.

“Get a move on DD,” Wesley added.

She pulled a tunic over her suit, covering her to mid-thigh, and grabbed a towel. “I’m coming,” she called out as she opened the door. “Did you bring the…. uh…um.”

Her words stuttered out as she took in the site in front of her: two hot half naked men, one dark, one pale, both looking like male models. She felt a jolt of awareness shoot right to her core, and her bikini bottoms dampened.

She had never seen either of them in anything besides jeans or shorts and t-shirts. The guys were wearing matching blue swimsuits that hit them midway down their muscular thighs. Even though their bodies were different the suits made them both look fabulous.

Her eyes traveled up to find…washboard abs?

“Holy crap, you guys were hiding six packs under your Star Wars shirts?” she asked incredulously. “I had no idea you two were so fit.”

Kent shook his head. “You know we go to the gym together every morning,” he reminded her.

“Yeah, I know, but…,” she stammered. “I just didn’t realize…,” she paused, and looked from one to the other again. “Wow,” she finished lamely, then pulled herself together. “Let’s go.”

They made their way down to the hot tub nearest the path to the cabins. The boys jumped in while Delilah removed her tunic and placed it on a nearby chair.

“Holy shit,” she heard Wesley whisper.

“Jesus,” Kent added.

She turned and saw both men watching her. “What?” she asked self-consciously, glancing down at her generous curves. “Do I look bad in this suit?”

“Fuck no,” Kent replied. “You are rocking that bikini, DD.”

“Totally hot,” Wesley added.

She felt a blush rising up her cheeks at their words. She stepped into the hot tub and moved to the seat across from the guys.

“Oh no,” Kent said, shaking his head and pointing to the space between him and Wesley. “Come over here.”

“Um, OK.” She slipped onto the bench between them, and they slid closer, boxing her in between them.

“So, about this crush,” Kent started. She looked at him in apprehension. Did she misunderstand something? Were they going to try to let her down easy?

“I’m just going to put this out there DD,” he said. “Wesley and I have been lusting after you for a long time.”

“What?” she squealed incredulously. “I thought we were all friends.”

“We are,” Kent replied. “That’s why we’ve never said anything before. We didn’t want to do anything to ruin our friendship, but our attraction to you just won’t go away. It keeps getting stronger every day. We thought we would put out some hints and see if you were interested. In us, both of us I mean. As more than friends.”

She looked over at Wesley, who nodded in confirmation. “We’ve been fantasizing about sharing you for ages. It’s a favorite selection in my spank bank.”

Delilah’s eyes were wide as saucers, and her mouth dropped open in shock. All these years, all this time they had spent together, and she had had no idea that they felt this way.

The silence stretched long as Wesley watched her reaction. Then slowly, ever so slowly, he reached his hand up and cupped the back of her head. Giving her plenty of time to back away, he moved closer, until his lips were a millimeter away from hers.

He widened his eyes in question, and she gave him a tiny nod.

Wesley’s lips touched her, soft at first. Pressing softly, getting the feel for her. He licked along the seam of her lips and she opened for him. His tongue slid in, moving over hers, exploring. He tasted like tequila and something uniquely him.

“Mmm,” she hummed. Delilah moved one hand to his thick blonde hair, pulling softly as they kissed.

Wesley pulled away slowly and she noticed that he was breathing as quickly as she was.

“That was hot,” Kent said from behind her.

She turned her head to look at him. He moved in slowly for a kiss of his own.

As their lips met she saw Elaine Robertson in her peripheral vision, walking by with a shocked expression on her face. Elaine was the head of their finance team and totally uptight. Even though they were at a retreat Elaine was wearing business attire and sensible heels. What a weirdo, she thought.

Then Kent’s lips met hers and she forget all about their controller. Kent was more aggressive with his kiss than Wesley had been. His lips crushed against hers as his large hand wrapped around the back of her neck possessively. He bit her bottom lip, and his thick tongue invaded her mouth like a conquering hero.

When they broke apart they were both panting.

Both of the kisses had made her hot. Delilah shifted to face front, aware that Kent and Wesley were studying her from either side.

“So, um, how does this work?” she finally asked, still staring straight ahead. “Do you guys, um, are you with each other too? Are you bi?”

“No,” Wesley responded. “We’re not attracted to each other that way. But we both get off on watching each other with someone else. We trust each other enough to share.”

“How do we decide who is with who and for how long?” she asked. “Do we just switch back and forth or are we all together at once or…?”

“Don’t overthink it baby,” Kent interrupted her. “It just happens organically. Wesley and I are both generous with each other, and with the woman we are with. We’ve done this many times and everyone involved has had fun.”

Her brow wrinkled as she thought about the logistics.

Wesley leaned across her to look at Kent. “Let’s just show her.”


Chapter Four



Delilah’s heart was racing so hard she was afraid she was going to have a heart attack. This felt big. Momentous. She had never remotely considered having a threesome before and yet, it seemed like a natural extension of their friendship.

She started as she felt Kent place on large hand over her breast. He started kneading it softly as Wesley lifted a hand to her other breast. Kent continued kneading one breast while Wesley circled around the nipple of her other breast. She had never had both breasts stimulated at the same time before. It felt incredible.

Wesley captured her nipple between two fingers and pinched it through the fabric of her bikini. “Oh my god,” she whispered, arching her back to press her breasts more firmly into their questing hands.

“I’m going to take this top off,” Kent said.

Before she could process his words he had reached behind her and unclasped her bikini top, tossing it on the ground behind the hot tub. She realized that she was topless in a public place, her boobs floating on the water where any of her coworkers could walk by and see her.

She should have been embarrassed, but it gave her a little thrill. Apparently exhibitionism was another thing she was interested in trying.

Wesley reached down to circle and pinch her breast again, while Kent dropped his face to her shoulder. He nipped the skin lightly, moving across her shoulder and up her neck, leaving a trail of tiny bites. He nipped across her chin, then grabbed her jaw and pulled her in for a long deep kiss.

Meanwhile Wesley continued his assault on her breast, circling and pinching.

Kent broke away, kissing his way back down her neck and moving to her breast. He laved around the areola with his tongue, then flicked his tongue against her nipple. She jumped.

Wesley moved to cup her breast, holding it still in his hand, then whispered “Kiss Me, Delilah.”

She met him in a clash of lips and teeth, moaning into his mouth. Their tongues moved back and forth, creating friction. Then, as if it was choreographed, both men pulled away at the same time.

“Bottoms off,” Kent ordered, his voice deep and dark.

Her head snapped towards him in surprise. She had never heard this voice from him before. It gave her a thrill. Then she registered his command.

“Someone will see,” she protested. “It’s bad enough my tits are on display for everyone.”

“You don’t call the shots here,” Kent replied, his eyes sharp with authority. He reached down and pinched her nipple firmly. The zing of pain went right to her throbbing pussy. “Take. Them. Off.”

With shaking hands Delilah reached down, untying one side of her bikini, then the other. She shifted, lifting her butt off the submerged seats, then handed her bikini bottoms to Kent.

“Happy now?” she asked.

He brought her bikini bottoms up to his face, the red a striking contrast against his dark skin. He sniffed them as Delilah wiggled in embarrassment, wondering if he could smell her arousal on the fabric. She had been wet ever since she saw them in the hallway shirtless, and she knew she had been gushing sweet cream the entire time they were making out.

Kent gently set her bottoms over the edge of the tub. “We’re going to get you off now,” he told her casually, as if they were discussing something mundane like backing up the servers.

All the air left Delilah’s body in one long whoosh. They were going to get her off? Here, together, in the hot tub? It sounded incredible.

Both men shifted towards her so that they were facing her on either side. She looked from one to the other, wondering what she should do.

“Keep facing straight ahead gorgeous,” Wesley said.

He drew his right leg up and bent it onto the bench alongside her hip, then shifted his left leg over hers, hooking his heel over her lower shin by the ankle. Kent mirrored him on the other side. As if by silent agreement, they both pulled their legs back, dragging hers with them and opening her legs wide. She sat spread-eagled on the bench, trapped by their muscular legs.

Delilah felt a flush of embarrassment as both men stared down at her pussy, visibly pink even under the gently moving water.

Kent bent at the waist and took her nipple into his mouth just above the water line, taking a long pull. A split-second later Wesley did the same with her other breast. The sensation of the continuous sucking motion and their roving tongues was almost enough to make her come.

As if sensing this, they pulled off.

“Clit or hole?” Wesley asked.

“I’ll take the hole,” Kent said. “I’ll get her stretched out nice for us.”

Before she could process their weird conversation, she felt hands moving up her thighs towards her shaved pussy. She gasped as Kent slid one thick dark finger into her channel. He began moving his finger in and out of her slowly, his finger looking wavy and distorted under the water. Meanwhile Wesley rubbed his way along her inner thigh, sliding close to her pussy then moving away again. Teasing her.

“Man, she’s fucking soaking,” Kent told Wesley before meeting Delilah’s eyes. “You really like all this attention, don’t you DD?”

When she didn’t answer, he pinched the closest nipple. Hard. It was already swollen and sensitive from his attention a few minutes before and the pain shot through her body. “Fuck!” she cried. “That hurt!”

“You gotta answer us Delilah,” Kent said. “Be a good girl and do what you’re told, and we will make you feel good. Real good.”

Delilah was reeling in shock from this side of Kent she had never seen before today. He was usually so easy going, she had no idea he had this alpha side. She had considered him attractive before, but this just brought it up to another level.

“Now. Do you like it when I fuck you with my fingers Delilah?” Kent asked again.

“Yes,” she whispered.

“God girl,” Kent replied. He added a second finger, scissoring them out to stretch her tight channel. “You’re so tight baby, how long has it been?”

“Um. Two years maybe?” she answered. It was hard to concentrate with Kent’s fingers moving in and out of her.

He inhaled sharply but didn’t answer.

Wesley moved his hand up, searching for the bundle of nerves at the top of her sex. “Your little clit is poking out looking for us,” Wesley told her. He started brushing his fingertip around the sensitive button, slowly torturing her as Kent continued to fuck her with his fingers.

Her hips started moving of their own accord, pushing towards them, seeking more.

Wesley leaned down and took a breast into his mouth again. He started circling her nipple with his tongue in time with the circles around her clit. It was overwhelming. She tried to pull her legs together, but they were firmly spread apart by both men’s legs.

“Wesley! Kent!,” she cried. “Oh my god, it’s too much!”

“It’s not too much,” Kent denied. “You can take it. Relax.”

The words were scarcely out of his mouth when she heard voices coming towards the hot tub. She stiffened in alarm. “Stop! Someone’s coming!” she hissed.

Kent and Wesley sat up but continued working her pussy under the water while holding her legs spread out wide.

Two people came into view: Vanessa Lyons, their receptionist, and Collin Hemsworth, the chief operating operator, second in command at Toys for Grown-Ups.

“Be still baby,” Kent whispered. “Or else they’re gonna know we’re fingering that sweet pussy of yours.” Delilah’s face was so red she could feel it.

“Hey guys, how’s it going?” Vanessa called out with a friendly wave.

“Hey Vanessa, Collin,” Kent replied, his fingers picking up speed, slipping back and forth in her channel roughly. Delilah dug her fingers in his arm, trying to keep herself from moving her pelvis against his fingers like every cell in her body was begging her to do.

“Going great,” Wesley called back at the same time, totally casual, as if he was just sitting there soaking and not massaging her clit. As their two coworkers passed, Wesley suddenly pinched her clit sharply.

“Ahh!” she moaned. Vanessa and Collin looked back curiously, and she willed her face to stay neutral.

As they moved out of sight Kent said, “They know what you’re doing Delilah, getting fingered by two men. It’s written all over your face.”

She whimpered as both men increased the pressure of their fingers.

“Plus, your delicious tits are floating on top of the water on full display,” Wesley added.

She looked down in a panic. She was so distracted that she had totally forgotten. “Oh my god!”

Kent leaned over and bit her earlobe, pulling it away from her head with his teeth.

“They probably think I’m a slut,” Delilah said miserably.

“You’re our slut,” Wesley responded. “Now come for us Delilah!”

Wesley dropped his head and bit her shoulder hard and pinched her clit again. Kent released her ear lobe and licked around the shell of her ear.

It was too much. The soft licking of her ear, the biting suction on her shoulder, the pinch on her clit and the relentless thrusting in her channel all coalesced. Every muscle in Delilah’s body stiffened, and then she started spasming, jerking against them as her orgasm hit her like a tsunami.

“Fuck, fuck, fuuuuck,” she chanted loudly as she shook and shook with her orgasm. It seemed to go on forever.

The fingers in her pussy gradually slowed, and both men slid their hands out. Kent grabbed her head and gave her a fast, hard kiss, then shifted her to face Wesley for a kiss of his own.

They both let her go and moved slightly away. She sank down in the water, submerging her breasts and leaning her head back against the side of the hot tub. She squeezed her eyes tightly and fought to catch her breath.

Finally, she opened her eyes. Wesley and Kent were watching her closely.

“That was super hot,” Wesley said. “You look sexy as hell when you come.”

Kent boosted himself out of the tub. He gathered both pieces of her bikini and handed them to her. “We should probably go get cleaned up,” he said casually. “I want to grab a snack before our product development meeting. But that was incredible DD. Let’s do more of that later.”


Chapter Five



Delilah slipped into the back of the conference room just as Seth Grossman, their chief product designer, started the meeting.

Kent and Wesley had knocked on her door asking her to join them for a snack before the meeting started, but she wanted a few minutes alone to process what had happened. They knew her well enough not to argue.

She felt someone looking at her and glanced up to see the guys staring at her from across the room, their brows creased in concern. They were worried that she was freaked out, she realized. She shot them a grin and a wink and they visibly relaxed.

“How are you enjoying the retreat so far?”

She looked at the person next to her and did a double take. It was Elaine Robertson, their finance director, looking at her with a friendly smile. Delilah would have bet money that Elaine Robertson didn’t even know how to smile. She usually wore a distracted scowl at the office.

“So far, so good,” Delilah answered with a smile of her own.

Elaine looked different, softer somehow. She kept shifting in her seat as if she couldn’t sit comfortably. Delilah noticed that their CEO Robert was on Elaine’s other side, his leg pressed subtly against Elaine’s. The two kept sharing looks. Interesting. Something was going on there. Whatever it was, Delilah was glad that Robert had seemingly pulled that stick out of Elaine’s ass.

“We’re going to start with word association, just to get the juices flowing,” Seth told the group. “Then we’ll start brainstorming for new ideas. I’ll say a word and if I point at you, don’t think about it, just say the first word that pops into your mind. Susie and Jamie will alternate writing the words on the flipcharts.”

Seth looked at a pad in his hand. “First word: sex.” He pointed at someone in the first row, who shouted out “swing”.

“Leather,” Seth called, pointing to someone on the side of the room.

“Corset,” they responded.

The call and response continued for a few minutes with Seth moving around the room like a game show host.

“Hot,” Seth called, pointing at Elaine.

“Spanking,” she replied enthusiastically. Every head in the room turned towards her in shock. Elaine slid down in her seat, her face blushing bright red. Out of the corner of her eye Delilah saw Robert reach over and caress Elaine’s hand, giving her a sweet smile.

Ah, that’s why she can’t sit comfortably, Delilah thought to herself. That silver fox boss of ours is a spanker.

A few minutes later Seth’s attention landed on Delilah. “Ménage,” he called.

“Geek!” Delilah blurted out. Once again everyone in the room turned around to look their direction.

She heard giggling and looked over her shoulder to see Vanessa and Collin sitting together behind her. If they were unsure about what they’d seen in the hot tub, they probably knew for sure now, she thought in embarrassment.

A few hours later Delilah realized that she wasn’t the one engaging in embarrassing behavior today. After a successful product meeting, the resort opened the bar for them. Someone started passing around boxes and tins of edibles. As the free alcohol started flowing and the THC from edibles hit their systems, inhibitions dropped. And given that they all worked at a sex toy factory, that said a lot.

Pretty much everyone was feeling no pain by the time dinner came, and they all kept on drinking. The mood was festive and increasingly wild. Someone turned on some dance music in the dining room and a few people were dancing. Other people hung out on the main floor of the lodge in little groups, talking or playing games.

At one table a large group of her coworkers was playing a raucous game of Cards Against Humanity. Another group was playing strip poker and, judging by the amount of clothes her competitors had already dropped to the floor, Lacey from marketing was winning.

Delilah circulated around the main floor, chatting with coworkers, enjoying herself. She knew almost everyone by name. The nice thing about working in IT is that you got a chance to interact with all of your coworkers on a regular basis.

She slipped into one room where someone had hung one of the Toys for Grown-Ups sex swings from a rafter. A woman was laying face down in the swing while a guy from the mail room pounded into her from behind, his hands gripping her hips to pull her in and out of his strokes. Meanwhile Jim from shipping was standing on the other side, pants around his knees while the swing woman sucked him off. His face was screwed up in ecstasy.

Delilah watched in fascination, wondering if she could do that with Kent and Wesley.

“Fancy trying that later this weekend?”

She turned to see the guys standing behind her, watching her carefully. “It looks kind of fun,” she admitted, and saw their eyes flash hot.

“You’ve got to come see what’s happening in the gym,” Kent told her, grabbing her hand. He pulled her along with Wesley trailing behind them.

There was a glass large window allowing a view of the gym, and a couple of people were clustered around, watching in fascination. Delilah squeezed in and gasped.

A woman stood underneath the chin up bar, totally nude except for a pair of red high heel shoes. Her wrists were tied together and held over her head by another rope connected to the chin up bar. A length of rope was wrapped around her hips, holding something in front of her pussy.

“Is that a...?”

“Yep,” Kent answered her. “He’s got a vibrator tied right over her clit. When we left to find you, he was running a feather up and down her body while she ground into the vibe.”

The group fell silent, waiting to see what would happen next.

Suddenly there was a cracking sound and the woman cried out. The man behind her started spanking her with a riding crop. Her body moved forward slightly with each strike. Her eyes were squeezed shut and she cried out with each strike, but she had a look of pleasure on her face. Clearly she was totally into it.

“I’m coming,” she wailed, as the vibrator brought her to orgasm. Her body was shaking so hard they could see it through the window. The guy kept spanking her through the orgasm as she screamed unintelligible sounds. When it was over, he kissed her tenderly and started to untie her wrists.

“Holy fuck, that’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen,” Delilah gasped. She turned around to look at her two best friends standing right behind her, crowding her. “Let’s go upstairs.”


Chapter Six



The trio walked quickly down the hall on their way towards the stairs. They had only gone a few feet when they saw Robert and Elaine.

Robert had pushed their controller up against the wall, his face buried in her neck. Elaine’s prissy skirt was hiked up to her hips and her legs were wrapped tightly around his waist. Scraps of silk were on the floor beside them, Elaine’s underwear, presumably. Robert was drilling her like a jackhammer, slamming her against the wall with each hard thrust while she clutched his shoulders and moaned his name over and over like a prayer.

Delilah and the guys kept moving and raced up the first flight of stairs. As they rounded the corner between the landing and the second flight of stairs they heard grunting. They saw a guy kneeling on a stair about halfway up, his hands braced on a higher stair. Another guy kneeled behind him and one stair down, a death grip on the other guy’s hips as he fucked him in the ass.

They skirted around them and continued up the stairs, not that the men seemed to notice. They were lost in their own world.

Delilah was so aroused it hurt to walk. Her pussy and clit felt engorged, and her nipples were like glass against her shirt. As they approached her room she grabbed her key and slammed her door open so hard it banged into the wall behind it.

The guys rushed in after her, hot on her heels. She turned around and pointed at them. “Clothes off. Now.”

She whipped her shirt off and reached for her bra, then realized they were just standing there in surprise. “You wanna stand there gawking, or do you want to fuck?” she asked. The guys started undressing without a word.

Once she was fully naked Delilah moved to lay on her back in the center of the large king-size bed that took up most of the room. She crooked her finger at them, and they jumped on the bed, one on either side.

Wesley moved first. “I want you so bad Delilah,” he whispered, lowering his head to kiss her.

She met his mouth eagerly and bit his lower lip. His eyes flared and he opened his mouth, allowing her tongue to be the aggressor. He tilted his head and they deepened the kiss. He slid one hand up to her pert nipple and began gently circling the tip with the rough pad of his thumb until it turned hard.

Kent slid down her body, then pushed her thighs apart.

“What are you doing?” she asked, breaking her kiss with Wesley.

“If you don’t know, you really have been celibate too long,” Kent answered, shoving his broad shoulders between her thighs. He dropped his head and licked her slowly from one end to the other. She shuddered in pleasure. He was good at this.

Kent began lapping at her steadily, like a cat eating cream, his hands firm on her hips to hold her in place. Her hips strained to move into his touch, but they were immobilized by his grip.

Wesley shifted so he was leaning over her. He rested his arms on either side of her head, his fingers tangling into her hair. His chest pressed down against her breasts as he lowered his head for a deep kiss. Delilah realized with a thrill that she was trapped in place by her two friends. She should have been alarmed, but instead she felt safe.

Kent moved up a bit to focus on swirling his tongue around her clit. He inserted first one, then two fingers into her channel, roughly pumping in and out.

She whimpered into Wesley’s mouth. She was already horny as hell and primed to go after what they had witnessed downstairs. And on the stairs. It wasn’t going to take much for her to get off.

She wrenched her head away from Wesley as her orgasm came rushing through her faster than she expected. “Oh my god,” she wailed. “Oh my god you guys.”

As her shaking subsided Kent slid out from between her legs and got up off the bed. “Where are you going?” Delilah asked in confusion.

“Condom,” he answered, grabbing his pants off the floor. He took one and dropped the rest of the strip onto the bedside table.

She sat up on her elbows as Wesley absently rubbed her stomach. They both watched Kent roll a condom onto his impressively large dick. Delilah’s mouth watered.

Kent looked up at Wesley. “Mind if I go first?” he asked.

“Not at all,” Wesley said. He sat up and shifted so that he was sitting behind Delilah, lounging back against the headboard. He grabbed her under her arms and slid her up a bit so she was sitting on his lap, her legs spread out on top of his. Her head was resting against his shoulder, his penis poking insistently into her lower back.

He bent his knees up towards his chest, which pushed her legs up in the air, with the back of her thighs resting on top of his. Shifting them down a little more, Wesley slowly opened his knees, holding onto each of her thighs to keep her balanced on top of him. Delilah’s legs pulled apart, opening her glistening pussy to Kent’s intent gaze.

“Perfect,” Kent said, looking at them in approval. He walked up the bed on his knees until he was between Delilah and Wesley’s thighs, then leaned over her, his hands braced on the outside of her body. Kent lowered his head, sucked as much of her breast into his mouth as he could, and took a long hard draw as Delilah moaned and wiggled on Wesley’s lap.

Wesley moved his hand around to grasp the nipple of her other breast between his fingers. His other hand came to her chin, twisting her head sideways so he could meet her mouth for a quick kiss.

Delilah moaned again and felt moisture gushing out between the lips of her pussy. Kent lifted his head and smiled, his gaze feral. “You ready baby?” he asked.

“Yes,” she answered. “Please. I need to feel you inside me.”

Without another word Kent sunk his giant cock into her. She sucked in a startled breath as everything tensed. He was so big he bottomed out at her cervix and her muscles clamped tight around his cock.

“Relax,” Kent told her.

Wesley pinched her nipple hard, making her cry out and drawing her attention away from the invasion of Kent’s cock. Her internal muscles relaxed with the distraction, and she was able to breathe again.

Kent started pumping in and out of her steadily while Wesley held her against his chest, fingering both nipples in lazy circles. Kent’s teeth flashed white against his dark face. “You feel so good Delilah, I’ve been dreaming about this forever.”

Trapped between the hard body beneath her and the hard body on top of her, Delilah felt her excitement rise. “I’m getting close,” she whispered.

Without a word Wesley lowered his hand from her breast to slide between her and Kent and find her clit. He circled it roughly as Kent continued to piston in and out of her.

“Come for us Delilah,” Wesley whispered in her ear, trailing tiny kisses down the side of her face.

“Come now!” Kent ordered.

“Ahhhh!” Delilah screamed as she came apart, startling herself with the intensity of her vocalization.

“I’m coming too,” Kent warned, a second before she felt him empty his warm seed into the condom. “Fuck!”

Kent collapsed on top of her as the last waves of her orgasm squeezed him dry. He rolled off her with a groan, laying on his side facing her. “Your turn Wesley,” he drawled lazily.

Without a word Wesley shifted her forward until she was on her hands and knees. She heard the crinkle of the condom wrapper and braced herself as Wesley came to his knees behind her and slowly slid himself into her dripping pussy. Wesley reached forward with one hand, wrapping her hair firmly around his fist and pulling her head back. The sting of pain felt delicious.

Holding her hair, he sped up his pace, sliding in and out of her quickly. “I’m not going to last long this time Delilah,” he warned. “It was all I could do not to come before when your sweet ass was sliding along my cock as Kent pounded your hole.”

Delilah gasped. Of the two of them, she would have figured that Kent was the dirty talker.

Kent shifted onto his back and slid underneath her so he could suck her tits while Wesley worked her pussy. Impossibly, she felt an orgasm building up in her again. She had come more in the last few hours than she had in the last few months, and all those instances involved a vibrator.

“You like this, don’t you Delilah?” Wesley asked. “Tell me that you like us sharing you and fucking you soundly like a dirty little slut?”

The feminist in her rebelled at his words.

She heard a crack as Wesley smacked her ass with one hand. Thwack!

“You like us treating you like a slut?” he asked again. “Taking turns pounding into your tight little cunt?”

Thwack!

“Ahhh,” she cried. “Yes, I do. That feels so good!”

Thwack!

“I like it,” she sobbed. “I never knew I would, but I do, god help me.”

He smacked her other butt cheek again and the pain vibrated all the way down to her clit. Thwack!

She came with another loud scream. Wesley was right behind her, stiffening and grunting as his own orgasm hit him.

Kent chuckled as he slid out from beneath her. “I never knew you were a screamer, DD.”

“I never was until today,” she gasped. Wesley pulled out and she collapsed on her stomach, her face shoved into the sheets, succumbing to exhaustion.


Chapter Seven



Delilah woke up to someone stroking her back.

“Wakey wakey DD.”

She rolled over with a groan. Wesley and Kent were sitting on the bed, side by side, looking at her intently.

“What time is it?” she grumbled.

“Seven,” Kent answered.

She sat upright in alarm. “In the morning?”

“Yes,” Kent laughed. “You slept like a log.”

Wiping her eyes, she glanced at her two friends, who looked wide awake and cheerful. They were both naked and rocking impressive morning erections. “Speaking of logs…,” she said drily.

“Breakfast isn’t until 8:30,” Wesley started, “But we were hoping you would want a repeat of last night.”

She smiled, then caught a whiff of her breath. “Ugh, let me pee and brush my teeth first.”

She pushed off the bed and found her robe. Grabbing her toiletries bag, she headed down the hall to the women’s restroom. Several women were already there, most of them looking as bleary and well used as she did.

She tried not to gawk as someone went by with red stripes across her naked ass. Someone got caned, she thought.

“I can’t believe last night,” another woman whispered to her friend. “I’ve never had group sex before.”

Delilah smiled to herself as she brushed her teeth. Apparently everyone had enjoyed a wild night.

Her mind flashed to her experiences with the guys yesterday and she felt a rush of warmth. It had all seemed so natural and surprisingly, there had been no weirdness between the three of them. She had never given more than a passing thought to a threesome before yesterday but after she had come her brains out multiple times she realized that it felt right. For her. For all of them.

When she returned to the room, minty fresh, the guys were laying on either side of the bed, slowly stroking their erect cocks. She smiled and felt her nipples tighten. They looked beautiful.

“What’s on the agenda this morning boys?” she asked.

“Come over here and let us ravish you,” Wesley replied in a saucy tone.

Delilah crawled up the bed and settled on her back between them. Kent leaned over and planted a tender kiss on her lips. “Good morning.”

She smiled, then turned her head for Wesley’s brief kiss. “Good morning sunshine,” he said.

As if they had planned it, they both leaned over at the same time and took a nipple in their mouths. Delilah could feel their tongues swirling around her nipple and areola. Wesley continued circling her right nipple gently, but Kent slipped her nipple between his teeth and bit her softly.

“Ahhh,” she cried.

Two hands slid down her body. One hand started circling her clit, which was already distended with arousal, while the fingers of the other hand slid into her slick channel. “That feels so good you guys,” she whispered, staring up at the ceiling.

Two handsome guys worshipping her body? How had she gotten so lucky?

The guys kept stimulating her nipples and working her clit and channel until her first orgasm of the day hit her. She stiffened, then her body started shaking as waves of pleasure released through her body.

Finally, she came down, and the guys moved back, settling on their sides beside her.

“Well that’s a great way to wake a girl up,” she said dreamily.

She sat up between them, facing them, then reached one hand out in either direction to grab both of their erect cocks. As she looked back and forth between them, she worked her hands up and down their cocks, sliding and pulling. She could feel them swelling and become even more aroused in her hands. The sounds of their harsh breathing filled the room.

“Um, Delilah?” Wesley asked. “How do you feel about anal?”

She paused. “I’ve never done it, so I don’t know.”

Both men groaned.

“An anal virgin,” Wesley said. “Dibs”.

She looked at them curiously. “What do you have in mind?”

“You’ll see,” Kent said. “I’ll grab the lube.”

Kent disappeared into his room for a few minutes, then returned with a white tube that he tossed at Wesley. He pulled Delilah to a standing position against his hard body. Leaning down, he slid his fingers into her hair and licked at her lips until she opened her mouth, then he swept his tongue in. Claiming her. Delilah sighed, pushing herself closer against him.

Wesley came up behind her, trailing kisses on the back of her neck and top of her shoulders. He opened his mouth at the point where her shoulder met her neck and sucked the skin in, biting down and adding pressure. Marking her.

Delilah was already descending into a mindless state. The only thing in the world was their three bodies working against each other. She rocked her hips back in forth, grinding against Kent’s penis with her pussy and Wesley’s with her ass.

Kent kept kissing her as Wesley fell to his knees behind her, trailing kisses along her back as he lowered down. She realized with a start his face was right by her butt.

She pulled her head away from Kent. “Are you kissing my butt?” she asked curiously, unsure if she was grossed out or turned on.

“Mmm,” Wesley mumbled.

He grabbed her butt cheeks, one in each hand, and spread them apart, opening her so he could look at her. “Look at that tiny puckered little butthole,” he whispered reverently. “All mine.”

Delilah gasped as he speared his tongue into her back passage, sliding in and out shallowly. It felt weird, but good. She had never had anyone do that before, but now she definitely understood the appeal.

She dropped her hand and grabbed Kent’s dick, hard against her stomach, and started rubbing him in time to the thrusts of Wesley’s tongue.

Wesley moved back, then she felt a coolness as he squirted lube down her crack. She heard another squirt as he liberally coated his index finger with lube, then slid it in. Delilah’s eyes widened as he pushed past the ring of muscles and started moving back and forth, fucking her ass with his finger. Somehow he kept stroking Kent’s dick, matching Wesley’s pace.

Wesley inserted a second finger and scissored his fingers out, stretching her. It felt dirty and delicious.

“You about ready?” Kent asked Wesley.

At his affirmative response, Kent took Delilah’s hand and headed towards the bed. Kent sat on the edge, then laid back, keeping his feet on the floor. He looked at Delilah and pointed to his erect cock. “Hop on, baby.”

She smiled and moved to straddle his hips. Slowly she lowered herself down, impaling herself on his thick cock. “Jesus,” she gasped. “You fill me up so good.”

“You’re about to be even more filled up, DD,” Wesley said darkly. He pushed gently on her back so that she moved forward to lay on top of Kent’s chest. Kent began thrusting his hips up into hers, moving in and out of her pussy in fast, shallow thrusts.

Wesley came up behind her, shifting so that he was standing between Kent’s legs. Kent stopped moving, waiting.

Wesley grabbed her butt cheeks, spreading her again, then ran his cock slowly up and down her crack, before stopping with the tip pointed right at her hidden star. “Are you read DD?” he asked, his voice excited.

“Yeah,” she said. “Do it.”

Wesley pushed into her ass, his cock broaching the ring of muscles and popping in. “Holy fuck!” she screamed.

It felt like Wesley was splitting her in two. Once he was fully seated, he stopped to give her time to adjust. For a long moment none of them moved, but the room was filled with the sounds of their panting breath. Delilah realized that the room smelled of sex and arousal.

Kent broke the silence. “I’ve gotta move baby.” He started pumping up into her pussy again, holding her hips to control the movement.

Wesley leaned forward and rested his hands on her back, then started his own thrusting. It was an unbelievable feeling, being completely filled up with two penises.

Held between the two men, all she could do was take the pounding strokes, in and out of both of her holes. The guys seemed to catch a rhythm so that they both thrust into her at the same time, then slowly pulled out. Every stroke in drew her higher, every stroke out left her feeling momentarily empty.

“I…I can’t believe…this feels so good,” she stammered.

“You’re our little plaything,” Wesley whispered. “Our dirty little plaything.” His words thrilled her in a way she didn’t want to examine too closely.

“I’m getting close,” Kent groaned beneath her.

“Me too,” Wesley responded. “You gotta try this soon. Her asshole is so tight it’s squeezing the cum right out of me.”

Kent snaked a hand between them and pinched her nipple, and she whimpered as the pain shooting right down her core.

“You ready to come for us Delilah?” Wesley asked. “Come like the dirty little slut we know you are.”

Wesley never spoke like this in real life, yet his words seemed dark and dangerous and made her feel even more aroused.

Wesley reached down and wrapped her hair around his fist, pulling her head back, then slid his hand around her throat. He tightened just enough to let her know he was in control, but not enough to stop her breath. Suddenly she was coming with a long, loud moan.

“Kent! Wesley!” she screeched, “I’m coming. Fuck. I’m coming again!”

They guys continued pounding into her two holes as her orgasm moved through her body, fucking her through one orgasm and leading into another.

“Delilah!” Kent groaned as he thrust up one more time, stiffened and shot his seed into her pussy. She felt his warm come paint her internal walls and dimly realized they weren’t using a condom. She had been so eager to have them fuck her again the thought of protection had never entered her mind. Thank god she was on the pill.

Her thoughts were interrupted by Wesley groaning loudly behind her. His hands clutched at her hair and around her throat and as he shot long ropes of come into her ass. “Fuck,” he groaned. “Delilah!”

He collapsed against her back, pressing her into Kent before taking a deep breath and raising back up. She felt his cock slip out of her ass, then he moved to grab the Kleenex box. He wiped off his dick, then gently cleaned the come and lube that was still in her ass crack.

Gingerly she moved off of Kent. Wesley handed them the Kleenex box for their own clean up.

The all moved to the center of the bed, the buys bookending her again, snuggling.

Delilah saw the guys meet each other’s eyes over her head, silently communicating. “What?” she asked them. “Did I do something wrong?”

“God no, baby,” Kent hastened to answer. “We wanted to, well we wanted to ask you something.”

He looked uncharacteristically uncertain of himself, his eyes vulnerable. She reached up and stroked his cheek, and he leaned into her hand. “What is it?” she asked softly.

“We want to be with you, Delilah,” Kent said, his eyes dark and hopeful.

“Exclusively,” Wesley piped up from her other side.

She turned to face him as he added, “We want you to move in with us too.”

She felt shocked. “You want us to all live together?” she asked. “But we just started, um, doing this. I assumed you guys wanted this to be more than a vacation thing?”

“We may have just started the sexual side of our relationship, but we’ve been best friends for years,” Kent pointed out. “It’s not like we need to get know each other better. Other than sexually, of course.”

They certainly had the sexual side down already too. She looked from Kent to Wesley and back again. “We would be exclusive?” she clarified.

Both men nodded.

“Polyamorous relationships are more common than you might expect,” Wesley explained. “We know a few people who live together as a throuple.”

“Remember we’ve basically been a throuple for years, we’re just adding in sex,” Kent added. “Hopefully lots of hot and steamy sex. Because after what’s happened here, I’m ruined for anyone else.”

She smiled as happiness flowed through her. A loving, committed relationship with her two best friends, and the added benefit of endless orgasms as they worshipped her body? Sign her up!

She realized the guys were both still staring at her, waiting for her response. “I’ll say yes on one condition,” she told them, making her voice serious.

“What?” they said in unison, their eyes lighting up with hope.

“We need to get one of those sex swings in our house.”

***
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About This Book



Sammie has a big secret – and it involves her older boss!

The college co-ed works as a daytime nanny for Mr. and Mrs. Ruiz after her morning classes. While Mr. Romanov works at home, Sammie watches the baby.

Except sometimes when the baby is taking his nap, Sammie takes care of her boss instead. She knows it’s wrong, but the handsome older man makes her feel things that she’s never felt before. Naughty things.

Until the day Mrs. Ruiz unexpectedly comes home to find Sammie kissing her husband. The babysitter is afraid Mrs. Ruiz is going to fire her for seducing her husband, but instead his wife demands to get in on the action.

There’s nothing like a good hard pounding to relieve an awkward situation…

“The Babysitter’s First Ménage” is the second book in the “Paying for Tuition” series. This steamy story features a curvy young college student, an older man who should know better, and a forbidden interlude that neither of them will ever forget.

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

Author’s Note: This book was previously published as “The Babysitter’s First Menage” by Reba Bale.

Be sure to check out a free preview at the end of this book!


Chapter One



“Is the baby down for his nap?”

Sammie looked up from her homework with a start. She was working at the dining room table, a baby monitor next to her on the polished oak, ready to alert her if the baby woke up.

She smiled up at Mr. Ruiz.

She had been babysitting for him and his wife for the past year. It was a perfect arrangement: she took her college classes in the morning, then came to the Ruiz house and watched the baby from noon until 6 p.m. when Mrs. Ruiz came home from work.

Sometimes Mr. Ruiz was gone at meetings, but most of the time he was shut up in his home office, working on the computer or doing video calls.

It didn’t make too much difference to Sammie. The baby was super easy to take care of, and Mr. Ruiz barely made a peep when he was holed up in his office. Sometimes she would totally forget he was there, until he would come out for something.

Every time she caught her breath. He was movie star handsome.

Mr. Ruiz was tall and dark, his olive-colored skin and dark eyes a testament to his Hispanic heritage. He had thick dark black hair that always looked a little scruffy, like he was past due for a haircut. He was leanly muscled and clearly took care of himself, his thick biceps and strong shoulders leading down to a narrow waist and thickly muscled legs. He had a strong face and square chin, shadowed with a hint of scruff .

She loved to feel that scruff between her thighs.

She couldn’t say for sure how it happened. One day a few months ago she was babysitting and ran into Mr. Ruiz in the kitchen. They had both been on their way to the refrigerator to get a drink.

Their eyes had met, and the air had become charged as they looked at each other. Then to her shock her boss had stepped forward, pinned her against the counter with his lean hips, and kissed her senseless.

She had always been attracted to him but had no idea that he thought of her as anything other than the college girl was nannied for him. But when she felt the hardness of his erection between them, she knew that the feeling was mutual.

He had apologized profusely afterward, but when she made it clear that she didn’t mind – in fact, she had enjoyed it very much -- they started having sex a couple of times a week when Mr. Ruiz was free during the baby’s naptime.

Sammie had had a few unsatisfying encounters with boys her own age but being with Mr. Ruiz was completely different. He was dominant but kind, and he knew his way around a woman’s body. He was much older than her of course, and Sammie guessed he had a lot more experience.

Clearly Mrs. Ruiz was a lucky woman. Her husband was both incredibly good looking and a sex god. Who could complain about that?

She knew she should be ashamed of her behavior. After all, everything they did was forbidden.

Sammie was realistic enough to know this wasn’t love for either of them, but it was definitely super hot and satisfying sex that she just couldn’t say no to. The sexual attraction between them was so strong, and the fear of getting caught, the hint of the forbidden, all made it so much more exciting.

She looked up with a sultry smile and met his eyes. They immediately darkened with arousal.

“Yeah, the little guy is sleeping.”

Mr. Ruiz smiled, crinkles appearing in the corner of his eyes. He pointed at the floor in front of him.

“On your knees little girl!”

Sammie felt a thrill. She loved it when he ordered her around his deep voice. It made her panties wet instantaneously.

She slid off her chair and crawled to him on her hands and knees, watching his eyes blaze down with desire. She kneeled in front of him and looked up, waiting for instructions.

This was part of the game they played, and she loved it.

“Take it out!” he ordered, his voice getting deeper as he became more aroused.

Sammie eagerly unzipped his jeans and pulled his jeans and boxers down to his strong hairy thighs. His thick cock popped out eagerly, bouncing against his stomach. It was already glistening with a drop of pre-cum, and Sammie thrilled at how she affected him.

She looked up and when Mr. Ruiz nodded, she placed a hand on each of his thighs, leaned forward, and slowly took his enormous cock into her eager mouth. He was neatly manscaped, which she appreciated.

They groaned in unison as she closed her lips around his steely cock. He tasted so good. Salty and earthy.

Sammie started sliding forward until the head of his cock touched the back of her throat, then slid back again. She started slowly, then picked up speed. She could feel her long blonde ponytail bobbing with the effort, and wetness trickled down, soaking her panties.

“Yeah, little girl, you like that don’t you?” Mr. Ruiz groaned. “You suck me off like an expert.”

That was another thing she loved about Mr. Ruiz. He was normally so polite to her, almost formal, but when their clothes came off, he was a dirty talker.

He put his hands up on his head and let her control the movement. She started moving faster, sliding her tongue along the ridges of his cock while sucking hard. His hips slammed against her mouth every time she took him deeper.

Sammie moved one hand to fondle his balls, already heavy with his arousal. She knew from experience he was getting close, and started moving quicker, hallowing her cheeks to suck him off more. She hummed happily and he groaned in response.

She heard a noise and froze, Mr. Ruiz’s cock deep in her mouth, and drool dribbling down her chin. They both stopped moving as they heard a voice from the hallway.

Sammie turned her eyes to look and gasped around the thick member in her mouth. It was Mrs. Ruiz! She was home early!


Chapter Two



“Well, well, what do we have here?” Mrs. Ruiz asked. “I had no idea this was one of the services you offered Sammie.”

Sammie’s heart stopped. Shit. They had been caught. Mrs. Ruiz was going to fire her and how would she pay for her college classes then? This was such a good job for her, perfect for her schedule, with plenty of quiet time to work on her homework.

To her shock, instead of pulling out of her Mr. Ruiz gripped her head, his fingers tangling into her hair almost painfully. He resumed thrusting into her mouth as if his wife hadn’t just walked in on him cheating with her. She looked up at him with eyes wide with alarm.

“What’s the matter little girl? You don’t like an audience?” he asked darkly. “Show my lovely wife your expert blowjob skills. I know she likes to watch.”

Sammie had no choice but to continue sucking him off. His grip on her head was so hard it was almost painful. He started fucking her face roughly.

She could see Mrs. Ruiz standing just in her periphery, watching intently. She looked fascinated.

“Oh yes Sammie, don’t stop on my account,” Mrs. Ruiz said.

She closed her eyes and focused on sucking him off as Mr. Ruiz continued to roughly jam his cock into her throat. Her eyes were watering from the rough treatment, yet she was so excited she could feel her nipples poking against the fabric of her shirt.

A few minutes passed, the room so silent that the wet squelching sound of Mr. Ruiz pounding in and out of her mouth sounded incredibly loud.

He pulled out suddenly, groaning as he took his weeping cock into his hand. He gave himself two hard strokes and then long ropes of milky cum shot out of him, covering her face and neck.

“Doesn’t she look lovely covered in my cum sweetheart?” Mr. Ruiz asked his wife.

“Indeed,” she answered, amusement in her tone. “I had no idea she was such a slut. She looked like such a sweet little girl.”

Sammie felt her cheeks flame in humiliation at her words. This was so confusing. Why wasn’t Mrs. Ruiz angry with them? Before she could respond Mr. Ruiz spoke again.

“Why are you home early honey?” he asked his wife.

“We closed early because the power went out,” she responded. “You should have told me about your little…hobby.”

Not knowing what to do, Sammie remained on her knees, cum dripping down her chin. Mrs. Ruiz walked into the kitchen, then returned with a handful of paper towels which she thrust at Sammie.

“Wipe yourself off before you drip all over my rugs,” she told Sammie.

Her voice sounded slightly annoyed, but not the angry shock she would have expected from a woman who just discovered her husband getting sucked off by the babysitter.

Mrs. Ruiz looked between Sammie and her husband, one eyebrow raised speculatively.

“You need a little relief now?” Mr. Ruiz asked.

“Yes,” she and Mrs. Ruiz spoke at the same time. Mr. Ruiz laughed, his deep voice echoing in the quiet room.

“I think can take care of both of you,” he said. He looked pleased. “This will be fun.”

He pointed at Mrs. Ruiz and lowered his voice in command. “Take off your clothes and lay down on the coffee table.”

Mrs. Ruiz smiled in delight, and rushed towards the living room, shedding clothes as she went.

Mr. Ruiz grabbed Sammie’s hand and pulled her up to standing. “Come on little girl, you’re still on the clock.”

They followed Mrs. Ruiz into the living room. She had moved a plant off the coffee table and was laying back on her elbows, her legs open slightly.

Sammie couldn’t help but look at her naked cunt. It was neatly groomed, with dark curly hair covering her mound. She had never really looked closely at another woman before, and she was fascinated as she catalogued the difference in appearance between Mrs. Ruiz’s brown pussy and her own pale one.

Mr. Ruiz gave Sammie a little shove, knocking her out of her reverie. When he spoke, his voice was so deep she shivered.

“Have you ever gone down on another woman?” he asked.

“No,” she whispered, both horrified and fascinated.

“On your knees,” he ordered. “I want you to make my wife come while I watch.”

He settled on the couch, and Sammie realized that he still had his pants down. He grabbed his stiffening cock in his hand, then jutted his chin in the direction of his wife’s snatch.

“What are you waiting for little girl? Get licking.”

He gave her a smile that was full of sensual promise. “If you’re a good girl and make my wife come, you’ll get a nice reward. Show her how great your oral skills are.”


Chapter Three



Sammie kneeled by the coffee table as Mrs. Ruiz spread her legs. Like her husband, she was in her early forties, about twenty years older than Sammie.

She had long thick dark hair that she wore straight down, and burnished brown skin. She was slim and her skin was still surprisingly tight. Her legs were long and leanly muscled, and her stomach was surprisingly flat. Sammie remembered that Mrs. Ruiz ran marathons. Clearly the exercise had kept her slim.

Sammie leaned in, placing her hands on Mrs. Ruiz’s thighs, and gave her an experimental lick. To her surprise, it tasted better than a cock. It was almost sweet. She hummed with pleasure, then flattened her tongue and started licking Mrs. Ruiz from her asshole all the way to her clit.

She used long strokes, getting her ready. She could feel Mrs. Ruiz getting wetter beneath her tongue, and sped up, adding more pressure. Mrs. Ruiz groaned and started grinding her hips up into Sammie’s face.

Sammie licked her essence, swallowing it down with pleasure.

“Put your fingers inside her,” Mr. Ruiz ordered. “Fuck her with your fingers and focus your tongue on her clit.”

Sammie obeyed immediately, sliding two fingers into the wet heat of her boss’s cunt. She curled her tongue and circled the hard pearl on the top of Mrs. Ruiz’s slick channel.

“Oh my god!” Mrs. Ruiz moaned, her tone high pitched. “She’s got the tongue of a porn star.”

Mr. Ruiz chuckled.

“You see why I like her, right? All that youthful enthusiasm.” He pointed at Sammie. “You love going down on people don’t you little girl?”

Sammie nodded and continued swirling her tongue around Mrs. Ruiz’s clit. Her body was humming with arousal. She furtively snuck one hand into her pants, touching her own clit while she continued to work Mrs. Ruiz with her other hand and her tongue.

“Are you close honey?” Mr. Ruiz asked casually. “You two look hot as shit. This is going into my spank bank for sure.”

“I’m close,” Mrs. Ruiz gasped.

“Pinch her tit,” Mr. Ruiz instructed.

Sammie moved her hand from her own pants and reached up to capture one of Mrs. Ruiz’s nipples between her fingers. She gave it a firm pinch.

Mrs. Ruiz wailed as Sammie curved her fingers in her channel, hitting the rough tissue of her G-spot. At the same time, she sucked Mrs. Ruiz’s sweet little clit in between her teeth, adding some pressure.

Mrs. Ruiz broke apart, thrashing so hard Sammie had to let go of her nipple and use her hand to keep Mrs. Ruiz from flying off the table.

“Fuuuuuuucck!” she screamed as she convulsed with her orgasm.

Sammie continued finger fucking her until Mrs. Ruiz stopped spasming and her orgasm finished.

She leaned back on her heels, licking her lips, and feeling a strange sense of satisfaction. Before today, Sammie would have said she was firmly heterosexual, yet going down on Mrs. Ruiz had been hot as hell. She was so aroused her panties were saturated, and sweet cream was dripping down her thighs underneath her loose yoga pants.

“That was fucking hot,” Mr. Ruiz growled, echoing her own thoughts. He continued to roughly stroke his cock.

“I need to fuck you now Sammie,” he said. “You want that little girl?”

Sammie nodded eagerly. Mrs. Ruiz sat up and pinched Sammie’s nipple hard.

“You speak when you’re spoken to, girl.”

Sammie gasped. She knew that pinch was meant to hurt, but it had sent a zing right down to her cunt. She licked her lips, and whispered, “Yes please Mr. Ruiz, I want you so bad.”

He stood up quickly and kicked his pants to the floor. His dick was so engorged it looked painful.

“Undress her,” he said to his wife. “Then get her over the couch.”

Mrs. Ruiz hastened to obey him. She quickly stripped Sammie down until she was standing there in the broad daylight of the living room, stark naked. She could feel both Mr. and Mrs. Ruiz staring at her, examining her body.

For all the times they had fucked, she had never been totally naked in front of Mr. Ruiz. They always kept partially clothed.

She felt suddenly self-conscious and lowered her hand to cover her bare pussy. She was much curvier than Mrs. Ruiz, despite her youth, with soft hips, a soft belly, and thighs that touched at the top. Normally she felt pretty confident about her body, but with Mrs. Ruiz’s thin grace next to her, she felt fat and frumpy.

Mrs. Ruiz grabbed her hand, pulling it away from her body, and gave her pussy a hard slap. Sammie gasped in shock.

“It’s a little too late to play shy, you little slut,” Mrs. Ruiz said sharply. “You weren’t shy when you were fucking my husband.”

She slapped Sammie’s pussy again with her open hand and Sammie made a whining noise, resisting the urge to step back. It hurt, and yet…it felt good. As if she read her mind, Mrs. Ruiz looked at her pussy, then slid her finger between Sammie’s pussy lips, sliding easily through the wetness there. She smiled at her husband.

“Looks like your little fuck toy gets off on pain,” she said with satisfaction.

Sammie looked at Mr. Ruiz as her face flushed even more. He looked pleased.

Mrs. Ruiz helped Sammie lean over the back of the couch, bracing her hands against the back cushion. She was forced to stand on her toes, her ass and cunt open to the air.

“Stay still, just like that,” Mr. Ruiz ordered as he kicked her feet wider apart.

He walked behind her and with no warning slammed his giant cock into her channel. Sammie gasped as his hips made contact with her ass cheeks.

“Oh my god!” she wailed.

He gripped her hips hard enough to bruise, and started pounding into her, setting a brutal pace. Sammie was glad she was so aroused already. She was already painfully stretched, without lubrication his rough fucking of her from behind would have hurt.

“I’m not going to last long,” Mr. Ruiz growled.

“I’ll help her get there,” Mrs. Ruiz told him. She stepped around to stand in front of the couch facing Sammie, then reached up and pinched one of her bare nipples, pulling it firmly away from the breast.

Sammie gasped as the pain turned into pleasure.

Mrs. Ruiz continued pinching her nipples, pulling roughly, as Mr. Ruiz pounded into her from behind. He was moving so forcefully that the heavy couch was shaking beneath them.

She was so close, whining loudly and without shame. Having both of them touch her at the same time was better than anything she had ever imagined.

Mrs. Ruiz leaned in, grabbed Sammie’s head, and kissed her roughly, shoving her tongue in deep. She used her other hand to continue tweaking Sammie’s nipple. It was the first time that Sammie had kissed a woman. Mrs. Ruiz tasted sweet, as if she had chewed some fruit-flavored gum before she came home.

All the sensation was too much. The rough thrusts of Mr. Ruiz’s huge cock, the matching thrust of Mrs. Ruiz’s tongue, the bite of Mr. Ruiz’s hard fingers on her hips, the pain on her nipple…

Her orgasm hit her like a freight train, her entire body stiffening for a long moment, then starting to spasm uncontrollably. She moaned loudly against Mrs. Ruiz’s tongue.

She heard Mr. Ruiz’s shout through the haze of her orgasm and felt the warm jets of his release spraying against the walls of her womb as he jerked against her a few more times.

He pulled out just as Mrs. Ruiz stepped back, and Sammie collapsed over the back of the couch, feeling completely boneless. She was panting as if she had just run a mile.

Mr. Ruiz pulled her up by her ponytail, forcing her to stand up.

“We’re not done yet, little girl.”


Chapter Four



“So, you two have something in common,” Mr. Ruiz told them.

“We both like to suck your cock?” Mrs. Ruiz asked, her voice dry with amusement.

Mr. Ruiz chuckled. “And you both get off on pain.”

His voice had a dark promise and Sammie stiffened. Where was this going?

He walked towards his pants, completely unconcerned that he was naked from the waist down. As if reading her thoughts, he reached behind his head and pulled off his shirt, so he was totally naked. His chest was covered in a thin layer of dark hair, but the muscle definition was evident beneath it.

Mr. Ruiz slid his belt out of his pant, folded it in half, and then smacked it lightly against his other palm.

“Who’s first?”

Sammie backed up. “Um, I don’t know about this,” she stuttered.

“You’ve been a bad girl Sammie,” he growled. “Come take your punishment like a good girl and I’ll reward you after.”

Sammie’s heart was pounding furiously. She had never been spanked, never even thought about pain, but when Mrs. Ruiz had smacked her it had felt incredible. Did she dare?

“Over the couch, both of you,” Mr. Ruiz ordered.

Sammie resumed leaning over the couch, and Mrs. Ruiz did the same, leaving about two feet of space between them.

Sammie heard a whiz through the air a moment before she felt the belt strike her bare ass. It was hard enough to sting, and she gasped. “Ow!”

Mr. Ruiz didn’t respond, instead moving to smack her other butt cheek. She felt the heat of the hit, which then turned almost immediately into pleasure.

“Mmm,” she whispered, and Mr. Ruiz laughed behind her.

“I guess my wife is right, you are a pain slut too,” he said, his voice thick with masculine satisfaction. “Your tight little ass is getting so red, it’s making me hard again.”

Thwack!

Thwack!

Mr. Ruiz continued to rain blows on her ass, just hard enough to hurt, but not enough be unbearable. Every hit build on the last one, enhancing the sensation. Her clit was so swollen it was painful, and she tried to press it against the back of the couch to bring herself some relief.

“She’s getting herself off on the couch,” Mr. Ruiz checked. He slid his fingers roughly into her channel then wiped them off on the small of her back. She could feel the stickiness of her wetness there as he said, “She is dripping!”

He gave her two more firm smacks with the belt, then she heard him move. Sammie turned her head to see Mrs. Ruiz getting her own smacks. Her eyes were closed, and she was smiling in pleasure.

Thwack!

Thwack!

“Yes!” Mrs. Ruiz smacked, lifting her hips to meet the belt. “Harder.”

Thwack!

Thwack!

Mr. Ruiz smacked her a few more times, then growled, “Get closer.”

Mrs. Ruiz slid over towards Sammie until their naked hips were touching. She turned her face and leaned in to kiss her. Sammie met her halfway, their tongues tangling. Sammie wondered if Mrs. Ruiz could taste her own arousal on Sammie’s lips.

“Yes!” Mr. Ruiz said. “That’s it.”

They continued to kiss as he resumed spanking them. He alternated between them in a random pattern, sometimes slapping across both of their cheeks at once, other times focusing on one then the other.

Sammie felt like her ass was on fire, but it only added to her excitement.

“On the floor!” Mr. Ruiz suddenly demanded.

Sammie and Mrs. Ruiz broke their kiss and stood up gingerly. Sammie caught a glimpse of the bright red welts on Mrs. Ruiz’s ass and knew hers must look the same. She wondered if it was going to hurt to sit down later. She hoped so.

They both followed Mr. Ruiz to an open spot on the floor. He laid down on his back, his brown skin stark against the white carpet, his giant cock pointing straight up and glistening at the tip.

He pointed at his wife. “Ride me sweetheart.”

Mrs. Ruiz hastened over and knelt down, throwing one leg over until she straddled his thighs. She grabbed his cock and rubbed it against her clit while Sammie watched in fascination. She moaned as she got herself off with her husband’s cock.

Finally, she moved up, lined his cock up with her opening, and slammed herself down. She and her husband both moaned. Neither of them moved for a long moment.

“Sammie,” Mr. Ruiz ordered. “Sit on my face, facing my wife.”

Sammie felt a thrill of excitement. She happily climbed over Mr. Ruiz until her ass was by his chin. He gripped her hips and pulled her back, giving her weeping channel a long lick. Sammie knew she was dripping wet, but she couldn’t feel embarrassed.

“Lean forward,” he instructed. “I want you to suck my wife’s titties while I get you off.”

Sammie placed both of her hands on Mrs. Ruiz’s shoulders, anchoring herself, and lowered her face to her breasts. She grabbed one brown nipple in her mouth, sucking it firmly, her body raising and lowering with Mrs. Ruiz as the woman worked herself on her husband’s cock.

Meanwhile Mr. Ruiz speared her with his tongue, fucking her pussy with his tongue as his cock slid into and out of his wife at the same time.

It took a moment for the three of them to fall into a rhythm but after a few awkward moments they became synchronized. They moved together as if they had done this a million times together.

Sammie moved to Mrs. Ruiz’s other breast and bit down sharply.

Mrs. Ruiz screeched. “I’m coming!”

It set off a chain reaction. Sammie’s body stiffed and then she felt herself squirting all over Mr. Ruiz’s mouth. He groaned in satisfaction, then shuddered as he released his own orgasm, thrusting his hips up into his wife’s waiting pussy.

They all groaned as they rode out their mutual orgasms.

Mr. Ruiz rolled to his side, knocking them all in a heap on the floor. He pulled his wife up and kissed her deeply on the mouth as his hand rubbed Sammie’s shoulder. They broke apart and then Mr. Ruiz kissed Sammie with the same passion.

“I’m glad you came home early,” Mr. Ruiz told his wife. “That was fun. We haven’t shared a pet together in a long time.”

“It was, but we made a bit of a mess,” Mrs. Ruiz responded, her voice sleepy.

“Sammie!”

She jerked back to attention as Mr. Ruiz called her name.

“Clean us up.”

Mrs. Ruiz rolled onto her back, and Sammie slid up between her legs, licking her clean with her tongue. She could taste the combined arousal of both her and her husband and it made her hot again.

“Good lord, you can’t get enough, can you little slut?” Mrs. Ruiz gasped. There was no heat in her words though. “Let’s save some for next time, huh?”

When she finished with Mrs. Ruiz she moved over to lick Mr. Ruiz clean, admiring the way his softened cock nestled on his leg. He pushed her away gently.

“That’s enough for today,” he said with a fond pat on the head.

Just then the baby monitor sounded from the dining room.

“The baby is up,” Sammie said. “Time to go back to work.”

She stood up and quickly put her clothes back on, leaving the couple lounging naked on the floor. She looked over her shoulder to see Mrs. Ruiz resting her head on Mr. Ruiz’s naked chest. They seemed sweetly relaxed.

As she left the room she heard Mrs. Ruiz say, “I’ve gotta come home early again some time.”

Mr. Ruiz chuckled. “Next time I’m going to tie you both up.”

***
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About This Book



This rideshare driver never expected that she’d be the one getting a ride!

When divorced single mom Laurie signs up as a driver for a popular ride hailing service to make some extra money, she thought she’d spend her nights driving drunks home from the bar. She didn’t expect to find herself in the middle of a menage a trois with two total strangers!

But when the curvy driver picks up a pair of hot guys on her last call, she’s in for a big surprise. They might be younger than her, but the best friends know what they want for a nightcap: to share Laurie.

It turns out that a rough pounding is just what this MILF needs to end her night on a high note. This smoking hot DP adventure will have a happy ending for all three of them.

“The Ride of My Life” is a quick and steamy story that features a curvy older woman ready to walk on the wild side, two super fit and creative young guys, and a little back door action they’ll never forget.

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

Author’s Note: This book was previously published as “The Ride of My Life” by Reba Bale.

Be sure to check out a free preview of another great Britney Bale story at the end of this book!


Chapter One



Ihad just dropped off my last ride of the night when my phone chirped. Someone was requesting a pick-up from a popular tourist bar about five minutes away, and they were heading to a hotel that was on my way home anyway. What the hell, I thought, I might as well make a few extra bucks tonight.

I had never imagined that I would be a ride share driver, but when my cheating asshole husband left me for his secretary I was left with huge mortgage, a mountain of expenses and very little income. I was a total cliché, the stay-at-home mom who gets dumped for a younger woman after she pops out a couple of kids.

“You’re just not as attractive as when we first got married,” my ex had told me as he handed me divorce papers. I was too shocked by the papers to point out his receding hairline and the beginning of a beer belly pressing against his belt.

As if I was supposed to have two kids in four years and just bounce back to the smooth tight body I had when I was nineteen. Sure, I had never lost all the baby weight, but it wasn’t like I was obese. I had come to love my larger breasts and my lush hips. I could even tolerate the soft swell of my belly. It was the myriad of stretch marks that bothered me most.

And I still had my looks. No one ever guessed I was already thirty-five.

My face was smooth and still unlined, although I could see little creases near my eyes where I knew crows’ feet would appear in a few years. My deep blue eyes and pert nose were proportional. My mouth was a little large for my face, but my lips were thick and full, “blow job lips” my ex used to call them. My thick brown hair fell in gentle waves almost to my bra line and I was quite vain about it.

I might not be as thin and innocent looking as I was in my younger days, but I still looked pretty damn good. Guys asked me out all the time. Unfortunately, with working two jobs and raising two rambunctious boys, I did not have time for a personal life.

I didn’t miss being married, but I really missed sex.

In my opinion, regular sex on demand was the best part of being married. My ex was an asshole, but he definitely knew what he was doing in the sack. I guess that’s why his betrayal shocked me so much, it wasn’t like we weren’t hitting the sheets on a regular basis even after the boys were born.

“Destination ahead,” the robotic voice of my GPS advised me. I slowed down as I looked for Murphy’s Bar. This whole street was filled with one bar after the other, all catering to the many tourists who came here to see the city sites. The street was full of half-drunk twenty-somethings, several of home were squinting at their phones while they waited for a ride.

I double parked my dark Subaru SUV in front of the bar and watched as two hot young guys ambled towards me. Holy shit, I thought as I surreptitiously swiped my hand across my mouth. I’m pretty sure I was drooling.

Get it together Laurie, I told myself sternly. They are babies.

The guys looked to be in their early twenties, barely legal to drink. Their bodies were so similar they could have been brothers except one was white and one was black. They both were about six feet tall, with broad shoulders and enormous biceps that stretched the limits of the tight t-shirts they wore. I wondered idly if they purposely wore their shirts a size too small to highlight their toned pecs and ridged abdomens that were clearly outlined beneath the thin cotton.

Worn jeans lovingly hugged their lean hips and thick thighs. They even wore identical black combat boots. Did they dress alike on purpose?

The white guy looked like an ad for a Viking movie. He had thick white-blond hair, icy blue eyes, and a square jaw with a cleft in the chin.

His friend had dark mahogany skin, stretched tight over high cheek bones. His hair was closely cropped to his skull, and he had large chocolate eyes and blindingly white teeth.

Yum, it would be hard to choose between these two. I wondered how many heartbroken women they had left behind them in the bar tonight. I would expect two guys that looked this hot to have some bubble headed young co-eds on their arm, giggling and batting their eyes.

The guys reached my car, and the white guy opened the door.

“Laurie?” he asked, looking down at the phone in his hand, no doubt comparing me to the picture in the app.

“Yes, are you Erik?” Really the question was unnecessary. Clearly these were my customers since they knew who I was, but I always liked to double check, especially in these areas where there were typically multiple car share drivers picking people up at the same time.

The blond slid into the back seat with a warm smile, moving over to make room for his friend. “Yes, I’m Erik, and this is my friend Dion.”

“Hey pretty lady,” the Black guy greeted me, his smile flirty as he snapped his seatbelt closed. “You ready to give us a ride?”


Chapter Two



“You guys are too much!” I laughed.

This had turned out to be one of the more entertaining rides I had ever had as a ride share driver. The two young men were a hoot – funny, charming, and flirty as hell. As soon as they had slid their bulky bodies into the backseat of my Subaru the three of us had fallen into easy conversation as if we were old friends.

It was weird. Usually I avoided talking to my fares other than the obligatory small talk. Honestly, talking to strangers always felt awkward to me but Dion and Erik had really put me at ease. And their outrageous flirting was incredibly flattering to a middle-aged mom like me.

“How much longer you got to work sweet cheeks?” Dion asked as we neared their hotel on the outskirts of downtown.

“You’re my last ride,” I answered. Another weird thing, I never answered personal questions when my customers asked. Not that the question was super personal.

I glanced in the rearview mirror just in time to see the two guys exchange a long meaningful look, then nod as if silently reaching an agreement about something.

“Hey Laurie, how about joining us for a drink?” Erik asked.

I stiffened in surprise. I had been driving for over a year now and although many guys had flirted with me, this was the first time anyone had actually asked me out. It was flattering, particularly since they were so young and good looking. Why on earth were they asking me?

If only I was fifteen years younger, I would be all over their offer. But I was a thirty-five-year-old single mom. Surely they were just being nice.

“Aw thanks boys, but I’ve got to head home now.” My voice sounded surprisingly regretful. “It’s been great talking to you though.”

“You got a husband waiting for you?” Dion asked.

I shook my head.

“Boyfriend? Girlfriend? Significant other?” he pressed.

I shook my head again. “No, just my two little boys.”

“You’re a mom?” Erik asked with a wide grin. “That’s so cool.” Weird, it was almost like that turned him on.

“Yeah,” I answered as I pulled into the hotel parking lot.

“The kids with a sitter?” Dion asked.

“No,” I answered hesitantly, wondering why they were so curious about me. “They stay at my mom’s when I work nights.”

“Look Laurie, can I be honest?” Erik asked leaning forward to meet my eyes.

I nodded.

“We really like hanging out with you, and you seem like a lady who doesn’t get to have fun very often,” Erik said.

My eyes widened at the accuracy of his words.

“Why not come up for a drink? It’ll be fun and we can all get to know each other better.”

“I don’t know,” I hedged, surprised to realize how tempting this was. Erik smiled at me encouragingly and my breath caught in my throat.

“You have all our contact info, it’s not like we’re total strangers.”

My brow furrowed. I knew there must be something wrong with that logic, but at the moment I could not think what. It had been years since I had done anything impetuous. Something just because I wanted to. It was tempting. Very tempting.

“Maybe you guys should find someone your own age to hang out with,” I suggested. “I’m sure you have a lot of cute young things handing around.”

I could hear the lack of conviction in my voice. The truth was that I wanted to continue hanging out with them. This was the most fun I had had in years. The idea of spending more time with the boys, talking and laughing, was very appealing.

Hanging out is not all you would like to do, my conscience reminded me. I ignored it. There was no way these hot young studs were interested in me as a woman.

“Why would we hang out with some empty-headed little bitches when we could spend time with an intelligent and smoking hot MILF?” Dion asked. He met and held my gaze, his eyes dark and intense. I felt my panties dampen.

I burst out into shocked laughter. “MILF?” I asked incredulously. “Me?!?!? You think I’m a MILF?”

“You got it Momma,” Dion confirmed. “Now go on and pull into that spot over there. Let’s go have a drink and see how things go from there.”


Chapter Three



Imust have lost my mind.

As I followed the guys up to their hotel room, I could not believe I was doing this. This had to be the most reckless thing I had ever done, even when I was younger. Going up to a hotel room alone with not one but two strange guys? No one even knew where I was right now. It was like the set-up for one of the horror movies I liked to watch when I was younger.

Erik slid the key card into the reader, pushing the door open and gesturing for me to go in ahead of him. I looked around curiously. They were staying at a higher end hotel, so the room was large and well-appointed.

There was a giant king-sized bed against one wall, covered in a pristine white comforter and a mound of pillows. On the other side of the room there was a seating nook that included what looked like a sofa bed, a dark wood coffee table and two armchairs upholstered in flower fabric. Tasteful prints were arranged on the walls.

“Sit, sit, make yourself comfortable,” Erik told me warmly, gesturing towards the tan couch. “I’ll get us some drinks.”

Dion moved to one side of the couch, patting the seat, and gesturing for me to sit on the middle cushion. I dropped down next to him and got a whiff of the enticing aftershave he was wearing. I wondered what brand it was. He smelled yummy.

I clasped my hands together nervously, twisting my fingers, and Dion put one large dark hand over them. “We’re just having a drink,” he reminded me. “Relax Laurie.”

I could feel a thrill of electricity where his huge hand engulfed my smaller hands. I glanced down at his feet and wondered if that old saying about the size of man’s hands and feet were proportional to the size of his other parts.

Erik moved towards us, setting a bottle of whisky on the table, then returning with three glasses. He poured two fingers of whiskey into each glass, sliding one towards each of us before coming to sit on my other side.

Erik and Dion shifted together, almost as if they had planned it, turning to face me as I sat sandwiched in the middle of them. Their knees pressed slightly against the outside of both of my thighs, and the air seemed to grow hot and charged. I wondered if it was all in my imagination or if they felt it too.

Erik lifted his glass. “To new friends,” he said with a sexy smile. He clinked my glass, then Dion’s.

“To new friends,” Dion and I echoed enthusiastically.

I took a healthy sip of my whiskey, shuddering a bit as the warm alcohol slid down my throat. I had not done shots since I was in my twenties. I usually stuck with beer and wine.

I eyed the bottle, recognizing it as one of the higher end brands. These boys seemed to come from money. We were probably drinking what was considered sipping whiskey, but I needed an infusion of liquid courage to get over my sudden nervousness. I drained my glass quickly and wondered what the guys had in mind.

To my surprise they chatted idly for at least half an hour while we each had another two shots. I sipped my next two drinks slowly and felt myself relaxing as we returned to the same comfortable conversation we had engaged in when we had been driving over.

The whiskey had left me warm and comfortable. I felt something on my leg and realized that Erik had placed a large hand on my thigh. He met my eye and when I didn’t protest, he started moving his hand softly up and down my thigh, rubbing the soft fabric of my faded jeans, one long finger tracing the inseam.

Dion joined in, rubbing his large black hand on my other thigh. They moved softly, gently, as if I was a skittish kitten they were trying to calm down. I let myself relax into their touch, wondering where this was going.

I didn’t have to wonder for very long. Dion reached his other hand up, cupping the back of my neck and turning me to face him. “I want to taste your sweet lips,” he whispered, leaning in. I could smell a hint of whiskey on his breath.

His lips touched mine and I felt a jolt of awareness right in my center. Was I really in a strange hotel room kissing a young stranger that I had just met an hour ago?

Dion gently nipped at my lower lip, and I opened for him. His large tongue swept in, exploring the recesses of my mouth. It had been such a long time since I had been kissed like this. It felt so good. I could feel my nipples hardening painfully against the satin fabric of my bra.

We kissed for a few minutes before we broke apart. “She tastes even better than I imagined brother,” Dion said to Erik with a satisfied smile.

Erik gripped my chin lightly and turned me to face him. “My turn to taste,” he growled, as he captured my lips. His lips were thinner and firmer than Dion’s, but no less exciting. Our tongues dueled for a few long moments before we broke apart for air.

Both of these guys were gifted kissers. Clearly they had a lot of experience despite their young age.

“Laurie, there’s something you should know about us,” Erik said, holding my gaze. “Dion and I have been friends since kindergarten. We met when we shared a box of crayons, and we’ve been sharing everything, and I do mean everything, since the day we met. We especially like to share beautiful things.”

My eyes widened as I realized what he meant. A threesome? They wanted to have a threesome? With me? Was I really the kind of woman who could do a threesome?

I felt Dion’s hand cup my large breast, giving it a firm squeeze, and my breath hitched in my throat. “That’s right mama,” he drawled. “Tonight, we want to share you.”


Chapter Four



My eyes widened at Dion’s declaration. I had always been a vanilla girl. Missionary sex with maybe a bit of cowgirl thrown in on special occasions. I wasn’t even totally sure how a threesome was supposed to work. Were they punking me?

But as I looked turned from Dion’s hot gaze, filled with lust for me, and saw the same expression on Erik’s handsome face, I felt a thrill of desire hit me like a lightning strike. Their attraction to me was written all over their faces, and I shared their desire.

Suddenly I wanted to know exactly how this threesome thing worked. Preferably through firsthand experience.

I think the guys took my long silence as hesitance. Erik shifted off the couch, pushed the coffee table out of the way and kneeled in front of me, capturing my left hand in his. He watched me carefully. My eyes roamed from his handsome face, down his chest until I noticed his impressive package, already partly erect and visible through his jeans. My eyes widened. Holy cow.

“I’ve never done anything like this before,” I admitted quietly.

“We’re not going to force you Laurie,” Erik responded. “But you’re hot as hell and we feel a connection to you. And we know what we’re doing. I promise it will be good for you.”

“You do know I’m much older than you, right?” I felt compelled to ask. “Much older.”

Dion took my right hand and moved it towards him, setting it on his cock. Like Erik he was already getting hard, and I nearly gasped at the size of him. I had never felt a dick that big.

“I don’t care how old you are mama,” Dion said with a sinful smile. “Feel what you do to me.”

His eyes darkened as my hand gripped his hard length, rubbing him through his pants. He smiled with satisfaction. “Should we move to the bed?”

I looked between them one more time and decided, what the hell. I wanted to see where this would go. I had to see where this would go.

I stood up and Erik led me to the bed, Dion trailing behind us. I stood facing Erik. “How does this work?” I asked, suddenly nervous again.

Erik stepped closer. “If you don’t like something, you tell us. If you want to stop at any time, you tell us, and we stop immediately.” His hands moved to my shoulders. “Otherwise you just relax and let us worship that sexy body of yours.”

He leaned in and started kissing me thoroughly, his hands threading through my hair to hold me close. I felt Dion move up behind me and his strong arms wrapped around me, hands settling on my breasts. He began to knead my breasts roughly while tracing the shell of my ear with his tongue.

I could feel Erik’s hardness pressed against my stomach and Dion’s erection poking my lower back. I felt incredibly powerful knowing that I was able to bring these two young attractive guys to a state of arousal.

Dion’s hands slid down to grab the bottom of my shirt and Erik broke our kiss to allow him to lift the plain cotton shirt I wore up and over my head. I felt a snap and soon my bra was being pulled down my arms by Dion while Erik watched like someone was unwrapping a present.

“Oh my god, you’re beautiful,” Erik whispered roughly, his eyes glittering as he started circling one hand around my left areola. I shivered. He homed in on the nipple, pinching it softly, and I gasped, the sound loud in the quiet hotel room.

Moving closer again, Dion peppered kisses along my neck and the top of my shoulders. Meanwhile Erik shifted his attention back and forth between my pendulous breasts, teasing and pinching the nipples into hard peaks.

I was so turned on I swear I could smell my own arousal soaking the crotch of my panties.

Erik stepped back and removed his t-shirt, revealing the sculpted chest and washboard abs I had seen hints of beneath the thin cotton. “Wow,” I whispered. “I guess you work out.” He winked.

I felt a hand on my hip and Dion turned me around to face him. He had also removed his shirt and his chest and stomach were equally impressive beneath the dark wiry hair covering its surface. Maybe they worked out together? He pulled me close, and I could feel his thick erection pressing against my body again.

It was Dion’s turn to kiss me. His kiss was more demanding, less sweet, than Erik’s, but equally arousing. The button on my jeans snapped and I pulled back slightly as Erik unzipped my pants from behind me, sliding the denim slowly down to my ankles.

I stood wedged between them wearing only my silky bikini briefs. I sent up a quick prayer of gratitude that I was wearing cute panties and not the worn-out old cotton briefs I sometimes wore for comfort. Erik made quick work of the panties, pushing them down to my ankles then lifting my legs one by one to pull them the rest of the way off.

I was totally nude and sandwiched between two rock hard male bodies. It was like the fantasy I never knew I had.

I reached forward and unzipped Dion’s jeans, shoving them downward. His erection peeked over the waistband of his boxers. Fascinated, I shoved those down as well and his thick black cock popped out towards me, bobbing slightly as if it was waving at me.

My eyes widened. I had never seen a cock this big outside of a porn video. I could not wait to touch it, sliding my hands from end to end as Dion let out a little grunt of approval.

I pumped him several times then turned back around to where Erik was waiting patiently and got to work on his pants, eagerly pushing his jeans and his briefs down with one hard pull.

“You boys are both quite impressive,” I said teasingly as Erik’s erection sprang free.

“Oh, we’re no boys mama,” Dion responded. “We are both one hundred percent pure American man and you’re about to have the ride of your life.”

His words should have sounded cheesy but somehow they only served to increase my desire. The room filled with a haze of pheromones.

Erik gestured to the large king size bed. “Sit down sweet Laurie, let’s get a taste of you.”

I obeyed without hesitation, sitting at the edge of the bed. Dion moved behind me, sliding his legs on either side of my hips and pulling me back until I sat flush against him, my back against his front, his cock poking into my hips. He shifted my long hair to one side and began kissing my neck. I never thought of my neck as an erogenous zone, but I swear I could have come just from him kissing my neck.

Erik kneeled in front of us, using his large hands to push my legs wider apart. He smiled as he took in my waxed pussy. I knew it was already glistening with desire. He lowered his head to slide his tongue up my slit from end to end and I moaned. “Oh my god that feels so good,” I moaned.

“You taste delicious Laurie,” Erik whispered happily, licking me again. “Like the sweetest honey.”

I shifted against the pressure of his tongue, feeling over stimulated, and he grabbed my legs, moving them over Dion’s and hooking my feet over his dark calves. Dion immediately widened his legs, bringing my legs with him, opening me up and causing me to shift me back deeper against his pelvis and chest. I grasped his thick forearms for balance.

I was completely exposed in this position, but I didn’t mind, not with Erik looking at my pussy like it was a rare delicacy. He began licking me in earnest, his thick tongue moving up and down my slit repeatedly before spearing into my weeping channel.

Dion nipped my ear lightly as he wrapped one arm around my waist, holding me to him tightly. His other hand slid slowly down my body until it found my throbbing clit. With one long finger he began to circle my clit, over and over again, gradually increasing the pressure against the throbbing bundle of nerves while Erik fucked me enthusiastically with his tongue.

The pressure built quickly, much more quickly than it ever had in my life, and I knew I was already close to orgasm. As if sensing how close I was, Dion nipped my ear again, then shifted so his free hand moved from my waist to one breast.

“Come for us mama,” he ordered, giving my nipple a sharp pinch with one hand while his other one pressed firmly against my clit.

Suddenly I was coming, my body shaking uncontrollably as I shoved my pelvis against Erik’s face. “Ahhh,” I cried, unable to form words.

Erik continue to lick me through my orgasm until I collapsed back against Dion’s chest, completely boneless. My breath came in sharp pants as I willed my heart rate to return to normal.

“Holy shit,” I whispered in awe when I could finally get breath. “You guys really are good at this.”

Erik stood up and I could see the wetness of my cum glistening against his lips and chin. “That was just a preview of our night together Laurie,” he told me.

Dion gently pushed me off his lap then pressed down lightly on my shoulders. “Get on your knees.”


Chapter Five



Idropped to my knees without a word, the fibers of the carpet rough against my knees. Erik and Dion stood hip to hip, their hard cocks jutting in front of my face. I studied them for a moment, noting the contrast.

Dion’s cock was thick and dark, almost jet black, while Erik’s was a mottled pink and red, almost angry looking, and curving slightly up. They were both impressive and I could not wait to taste both of them.

I started with Erik, slowly leaning forward to capture the mushroom top tip between my lips. I made a low sound of approval in my throat as I took him deeper into my mouth. I wrapped one hand at the base and began to move up and down, dragging my tongue against the vein running along the bottom.

“Yes, Laurie, yes,” he gasped, his hands fisted at his hips. “Just like that.”

I worked Erik for a few moments until I felt Dion wrap his fingers into my hair and tug me towards him. “My turn,” he said. I didn’t hesitate to follow his direction.

I wrapped my mouth around Dion’s cock and began sucking on him. He was longer and thicker than Erik and I felt him hitting the back of my throat with every thrust. Where Erik had been content for me to move my head back and forth to set the pace, Dion kept my head still with his fingers wrapped tightly in my hair, fucking my mouth with his hard length.

I continued to move back and forth between the two of them every few minutes. When one was in my mouth, the other guy would lazily work himself with his hand, watching me suck off his friend. I pulled back from Dion just as Erik moaned, “I’m going to come.”

I glanced over just in time to see long spurts of cum squirt out over his hand. I was close enough that some of it hit my chin and mouth and I licked my lip, tasting his salty goodness. I made a sound of satisfaction in the back of my throat; he tasted good. Erik’s eyes widened and he pointed his cock more directly at me as he continued to jerk himself off. The next bursts of cum hit me squarely in the face and dripped down my chin as I lapped up what I could reach with my tongue.

“I’m gonna come all over those beautiful tits of yours mama,” Dion warned a second later. He moved closer, then he unloaded all over my chest, groaning loudly and leaving thick white stripes of cum dripping down my body.

I had never let a guy come on me before, at least not on purpose, because it had always seemed demeaning. But somehow with Erik’s spunk on my chin and Dion’s on my breasts, I felt sexy and desired and incredibly turned on.

Erik moved away and returned with a box of Kleenex, handing the to me. I grabbed a few tissues to clean myself up a bit, although my skin was still sticky with the remnants of their creamy desire. Somehow I didn’t mind.

“Lay down on the bed,” Dion instructed as I slowly moved to my feet. “Right in the center.”

I crawled into the middle of the large bed and the guys followed, one on each side. They switched off for a while. Dion would kiss me while Erik suckled my breast, then by some unspoken agreement Erik would start kissing me while Dion moved to take care of the breast on his side.

Meanwhile their rough hands roamed up and down my body, stroking and pinching and working me up into a frenzy. There was so much sensation and it seemed like there were hands and lips everywhere on my body at once. I was vibrating with need, whimpering against their mouths, and shifting restlessly between them.

Finally, I broke away and stared at the ceiling, trying to form words. “I need…. Um….I need….” I was so incredibly aroused I had lost my capacity for speech.

“Oh, we know what you need,” Erik teased. He moved down my body between my legs, pushing my knees up towards my chest and without warning shoved his giant cock deep into my channel.

“Oh my god!” I screamed, just as Dion’s lips caught mine again. His kiss was almost painfully hard.

Erik immediately began pumping into me, his hips moving rapidly. I could hear the slap of his balls hitting my ass as he set a brutally fast pace. Dion continued kissing me and stroking my breasts until I broke away, screaming as my orgasm hit me like a nuclear bomb.

“Ahhh,” I screamed. “Holy shit!”

I was not even done when I heard Erik grunt, “I’m coming!”. He stiffened and gave a three more hard thrust before stiffening and shooting his warm seed into my pussy, marking the walls of my womb. He collapsed against me before rolling to the side, a satisfied smile on his handsome face. We were both panting loudly as we came down from the high of coming.

I gasped as I felt Dion pinch my nipple sharply to get my attention. “You ready to go again mama?” he asked. “Cuz I don’t know if I can wait much longer after seeing that.”

My body came immediately alive again at his words and I nodded eagerly. It was a heady feeling to be the object of so much desire, to know that these guys could not seem to keep their hands off of me.

Dion leaned down to kiss me long and hard before pulling away with another one of his sinful smiles. “Now that Erik got you warmed up, I’m going to fuck you right into this damn mattress,” he promised.

He shifted over my body, his legs between mine. Erik was still on my side, idly rubbing his hands over my body.

I felt the tip of Dion’s penis against my opening. “You ready for me?” he asked, gliding just the tip in. It felt heavenly. “Yes,” I gasped.

Without another word Dion entered me quickly, pushing hard and bottoming out against my cervix with a primal grunt. I screamed in shock. He was so thick and big it felt like he was splitting me open. Dion hovered over me, balancing his weight on his arms as he waited for my body to adjust to his impressive size.

My hips started grinding up against him of their own volition and he smiled. “There she is.”

Dion brought my legs out wide, resting my calves against his shoulders, and began to pound into me roughly, setting a brutal pace. It felt incredible as his cock rocked back and forth against the already sensitized nerves in my core.

Erik had been completely quiet when he fucked me, but Dion was a talker. A dirty talker. And I loved it.

“You like this?” he asked, his voice deep and dark. “You like it when my big cock pounds into you like you’re a filthy whore?”

“Yes,” I moaned. “Oh my god it feels so good Dion.”

He thrust into me so hard I slid several inches up the mattress.

“You drive around in your Subaru like some kind of a suburban soccer mom, but I knew, I knew the minute I saw you that you were a nasty girl,” he continued, each word accompanied by a hard thrust of his hips against mine. We moved a little bit up the bed with each thrust.

“You sucked my cock like a champ, and it wasn’t enough for you, was it?” he asked. “You needed my big black cock inside you, filling you up, didn’t you? You. Dirty. Little. Slut.”

I should have hated him talking to me like this, but it was hot. My back was on fire from the friction against the mattress and my heart was pounding so hard I had a brief worry that I might have a heart attack.

“Dion,” I moaned. “Oh my god,” I chanted. “Oh my god.”

I felt his large hand slap my ass with a loud crack and I moaned so loud I was sure they heard me throughout the hotel. Another first for me. No man had ever spanked me before.

“You like it rough, don’t you mama?” Dion asked, a satisfied gleam in his eye. He smacked my ass again and again while he continued to pound into my eager pussy. I had no idea I would like to be spanked, I considered myself a feminist after all, yet every hard slap of his palm against the sensitive skin of my ass seemed to go directly to my clit. The pain only heightened my arousal.

Erik leaned down and captured my breast in his mouth, sucking on me deeply while his other hand pinched my nipple. There was so much going on that I couldn’t decide where to focus. My mind completely emptied for once in my life and I was totally and completely aware of every nerve in my body. Suddenly my entire body stiffened, and my back bowed off the bed as I started to come.

“Fuck. Oh my god. Fuck.” I gasped as my channeled spasmed violently against Dion’s hard cock. I came so hard I nearly blacked out. It went on and on and on.

I was still trembling with aftershocks when I heard Dion growl, “I’m coming.” He pressed into me so hard I swear I thought his cock was going to come out through my back.

“Take it,” he ordered as he shot his thick stream into me. “Take all my cum like the dirty slut you are.”

He collapsed on top of me, pinning me beneath his heavy weight, his face pressed against my neck as his breath came in short pants. The room gradually quieted as we recovered. He was so heavy that I could not move with his weight on top of me.

Finally, Dion rolled off me and onto his side. I took a deep breath. We all lay there quietly, lost in our own thoughts, until Erik’s voice broke the comfortable silence.

“That was hot as fuck. What’s next?”


Chapter Six



None of us could keep our hands to ourselves. The sweat had barely dried from our last round before I felt two sets of hands exploring my eager body. Their touch was like a drug, and I could not wait for the next hit. I lay on my back, giving them full access to my body. I pumped their dicks, one in each hand, while Dion and Erik worshipped my body, kissing and nipping at me from head to toe.

I had never felt so comfortable with a lover before.

Eventually our excitement rose. They were both growing longer and harder in my hands, with pre-cum dripping from their tips. Meanwhile I could feel my own arousal dripping down my slit and over my ass. I wondered idly if I was leaving a wet spot on the sheets.

I had never had a problem getting wet before, but the amount of lubrication I was putting out tonight was insane. I was practically gushing.

Dion nudged me with his shoulder and slid down to the bottom of the bed. With his feet resting on the floor and his ass near the edge of the bed he laid back, propping his head on a pillow that Erik tossed at his face.

“Hop on mama,” he said, pointing at his enormous black erection that was jutting straight up to the ceiling. “I know that hungry little pussy of yours wants more of this.”

I looked at Erik for confirmation and when he smiled, I rose and made my way to the end of the bed. I placed one knee on either side of Dion’s narrow hips and braced my hands on his chest. Slowly I started rubbing my slit back and forth against the top of his cock, teasing us both.

Dion finally grabbed my hips, his fingers bruisingly strong, and pulled me down hard onto his cock. Our pelvises met with a little thunk. The breath whooshed out of my body. Even after everything we had done and being stretched out by both boys earlier, I still felt incredibly full with that giant cock inside me.

He didn’t give me a chance to adjust this time, instead he started moving me up and down on his cock, fucking himself with me as if I weighed nothing. I was in awe of his brute strength; I was no skinny mini. His giant biceps flexed each time he lifted me off him before slamming back down.

Erik kneeled by Dion’s shoulders, facing me, and started passionately kissing me. I was amazed how he tuned right into our rhythm, keeping the kiss going even as Dion continued to move me up and down on his cock.

Erik broke away. “Jesus Laurie, you look so sexy with your tits bouncing like that.”

I looked down and saw my large pendulous breasts moving up and down, shimmering in the dim light of the hotel room. They were not as perky as they had been before I had my babies, but my breasts still looked pretty good for a thirty-five-year-old woman. I gave him a grateful smile.

“This is your first threesome, yeah?” Erik asked.

I nodded, suddenly wondering if I was disappointing them. Dion slowed to a stop beneath me, keeping me impaled on his cock.

“Have you had anal before?” Erik asked.

“No,” I said. Honestly, it had never appealed to me before, but I had a feeling where this was going and suddenly anal sounded very enticing.

Erik’s eyes blazed with excitement. “An anal virgin. Oh my god Laurie you are like a dream come true for us. It’s time for some DP.”

“DP?” I asked in confusion.

“Double penetration,” Erik answered. “I’m going to fuck your delicious ass while Dion fucks your pussy. Women love it, especially when it’s done right. And we do it right.”

I swear I was so excited that my heart stopped.

He raised his eyebrow, giving me time to say no, but instead I nodded. “OK, let’s try it,” I answered. Erik’s smile was delighted and full of approval. I felt myself glow with happiness.

“This is what we gonna do,” Dion said. “We’ll hang out like we are for a hot minute while Erik gets settled. He’s gonna lube up and slide inside your ass nice and slow. When he meets resistance, you’re gonna need to push out with your muscles, bear down, and that will help him get in without causing you pain.”

“Got it,” I answered, secretly grateful that it was not Dion going in there. Erik wasn’t small by any means, but Dion’s giant cock would split me right in two.

Erik came behind me and lightly pushed between my shoulder blades until I was laying across Dion’s chest. Dion wrapped his arms around me, and I lowered my head to meet his lips. Our tongues dueled as I heard the weird squicking sound of lube being pushed out of a tube. I broke the kiss and squealed a little as the cold lube dripped down my butt crack.

Dion held my gaze as Erik slowly massaged lube around my tight little hole, rubbing around and around before he breached me with one long thick finger, lubricating my insides. He pushed in and out a few times and I moaned at the sensation. I could hear the wet sound of the lube being spread but that didn’t lessen the feeling of arousal his action caused.

Dion grabbed my hands with his own, pressing our joined hands against his shoulders, then gave me a brief kiss. “You ready mama?” he asked.

“Yeah,” I said, my voice a little hoarse. I was surprised that I wasn’t more nervous about Erik’s cock breaching my back passage.

Erik grabbed my hips firmly and I felt him slide in my ass just a little. I inhaled sharply. It was a little painful but mostly it just felt weird. Dion squeezed my hands and Erik slid his cock in a little more. He hit the ring of my sphincter and remembering the instructions, I pushed back against him, opening the ring of muscle and letting him slide all the way with a long slow push.

“Sweet Jesus this feels incredible,” Erik gasped from behind me. “I thought your pussy was tight, but this is off the charts. You’re squeezing all the blood right out of my dick Laurie.”

As my internal muscles relaxed more Erik began sliding slowly in and out, stretching me out. Having a dick in that back hole felt different than vaginal sex, but it definitely felt good. I was surprised how comfortable and arousing it was.

After a few more thrusts Dion grabbed my waist and started slowly thrusting his pelvis up in time with Erik’s back door thrusts. The guys fell into a smooth and practiced rhythm which told me that they had done this many times before. Erik would slide deeper in my ass at the exact same time that Dion would thrust up into my pussy, then they would slide back most of the way out simultaneously and repeat the action again.

The feeling of being filled by two cocks was indescribably. It was beyond feeling full. Separated by a thin layer of tissue and keeping the same pace it was almost like they were one giant cock inside me instead of two.

I was so full that every thrust brought stimulation to my G-spot and all the nerves in both my pussy and my ass. Dion’s pelvis rubbed against my clit with every stroke, heightening the sensation even more. My entire core was like one giant nerve ending, constantly stimulated by one of the giant cocks moving inside me.

Just when I thought I would pass out from more stimulation, Dion reached between us and roughly pinched both my breasts simultaneously. I moaned loudly as the pain turned quickly to pleasure.

“You like this dirty girl?” Dion asked me. “You like having both your holes filled by our two giant cocks?”

I nodded and continued moaning in ecstasy.

“I knew you was a bad girl the minute I saw you,” Dion drawled. “You look all sugar and spice, but you like to be fucked like a little slut.”

I heard a sharp crack a half second before it registered that Erik had slapped my ass. He continued pounding into my back passage while alternating sides to spank my butt cheeks. I could feel them jigging a bit under his palms as the heat from the smacks added to my pleasure.

“Your ass looks incredible,” Erik said reverently. “I can’t decide what I like more – seeing my cock sneaking in and out of your little hole or seeing my handprints on your ass cheeks.”

I knew I was going to be sore tomorrow, especially my poor ass, but I didn’t care. The soreness would be a welcome reminder of the best sex of my life.

The guys sped up their thrusts and sensation rose. I wailed out a warning right before I came harder than I had ever come in my life. I came so hard I could feel my moisture squirting out of my pussy and dripping down onto Dion’s balls and my legs.

I sagged onto Dion’s chest, happily sated, but he lifted me a little, saying “Uh uh, you’re gonna come at least once more before we release our load in you. And you’re gonna take it like the dirty little slut you are.”

By unspoken agreement both guys picked up the pace even more, still amazingly synchronized. Erik held onto my hips tightly again, pounding into my asshole so hard that I knew I would feel it for days, especially with my cheeks still burning from his spanking.

Meanwhile Dion dug into my waist, his dark fingers leaving bruises on my pale skin as he pistoned his hips up into my weeping pussy over and over and over again.

It was pretty rare that I could orgasm more than once, especially with vaginal penetration and yet impossibly I could feel another orgasm coming on.

I never imagined how incredible it could feel to be filled with two cocks. For that matter, I never, even in my wildest fantasies, imagined having sex with two guys at one time. Now I finally understood what all the fuss was about.

I had also forgotten just how much stamina young guys like Dion and Erik had. They were pounding my holes with a seemingly bottomless well of energy and enthusiasm.

I heard a high-pitched scream that ended on a long moan and realized with a shock that it was me. I didn’t even know I could make a noise like that.

My orgasm seemed to go on and on forever as my muscles rippled and squeezed the two cocks inside me. That seemed to set them both off.

“I’m coming, I’m coming in your sweet ass,” Erik groaned. I felt him stiffen behind me before sending a stream of hot sperm right up into my asshole.

“I’m gonna paint this inside of your sweet little cunt, you horny little slut,” Dion gasped a moment later, his handsome face screwed up in ecstasy. “You gonna be finding me inside you for weeks.” I felt a thrill at his dirty words. He jutted roughly up, almost tossing me off him as he pressed his impossibly long dick deeper than I thought was possible, unloading his cum inside me like a man on a mission.

Once Dion finished with a groan, Erik slid out from inside me, patting my butt cheeks lightly as he exited with a loud wet pop. “Jesus Christ that was incredible,” he gasped before falling face first on the bed.

Dion gently moved me off of him as well, lifting me to lay on the bed between him and Erik and pulling the blanket up to cover the three of us. I realized dimly that I was super sticky, with spunk dripping out both my holes, but I didn’t care at the moment. I was boneless and exhausted and more satisfied than I had ever been in my entire life.

I slept for a while then slipped out of the bed, moving slowly and carefully so as to not wake up Dion and Erik. I stood at the foot of the bed for a moment to watch the guys sleep, my chest warm with happiness. They both looked impossibly young and handsome, their faces slack with sleep, their amazing cocks resting against their legs.

Gingerly I slid into my clothes and looking around to make sure I had everything, quietly slipped out of the room. As I walked through the hotel lobby I wondered if people could tell looking at me that I had just been thoroughly fucked by two young studs.

Retrieving my car, I drove home with a smile on my face. I was so glad that I took that last fare. What a night!

***
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About This Book



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

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

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

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

Is this new dynamic the key to saving their marriage?

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

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

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


Chapter One



“You did WHAT?!?!?”

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

An affair. He’d had an affair.

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

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

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

“What?” I asked harshly.

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

“Damn right you did!” I said.

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Two



The doorbell rang promptly at seven p.m.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes Cheryl,” he said docilely.

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

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

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

Whoosh. Smack.

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

Whoosh. Smack.

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

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

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

Michael made a choking noise.

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

“Yes Cheryl,” he responded meekly.

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

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

Whoosh. Smack.

“Twenty-nine. Thank you, Cheryl.”

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

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

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

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

“Cheryl,” he started.

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


Chapter Three



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

“Wow, someone looks ready,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Move it!” I ordered with a glare.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Four



“You ready for more baby?” Damon asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You ready baby?” Damon asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“See you at the gym, baby.”

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


Chapter Five



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I frowned. “What is it?” I asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

***
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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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