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Stay in Touch with Britney Bale


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

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


About This Book


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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“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?
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