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      It’s our ten year wedding anniversary, so why can’t I focus on my husband and stop staring at the new girl?

      For our anniversary, my husband took me back to the resort we spent our honeymoon in.  But things are different this time.  The romance has fled.  All I want is to get it back, but I keep getting distracted.  By her.

      The first time I see her, I realize that maybe my body isn’t so dead after all.  Maybe there’s still some life thrumming inside me.  Each time I see her, I desire my husband again as if he was new and we were still young.

      Then, she slips into our private hot tub accidentally and we officially meet.  Now that I know her name, I can’t forget her face.  She’s all I see when I’m with my husband, and he’s starting to catch on.  I’m desperate for a new experience, and my husband is going to help make my anniversary wish come true.

      

      This is an LGBT (Lesbian, Gay, Bisexual, Transgender) short story with romance themes.
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      The Hawaiian resort sprawled along the beach, with ground floor villas and a few buildings that were several stories high.  Palm trees and hibiscus flowers lined each wall, and there was a large waterfall inside the hotel lobby.  My husband, Brock, wrapped his thick arm around my waist and tugged me close to him.  “Ten years, baby,” he whispered in my ear.  “Ten fucking years.  Can you believe it?”

      My cheeks flushed with heat and I smiled.  Brock and I were celebrating our ten year wedding anniversary, revisiting the resort we’d spent our honeymoon in.  But this time, I knew things would be different.  The passion hadn’t been quite what it was in our twenties.  I hoped this vacation would change that, but I couldn’t be certain that it would.  Maybe all we needed was some alone time together.  Then again, maybe we were drifting apart and growing tired of one another.

      Our lives back home were dull.  We both worked full time, had two kids, and we only saw each other for a few hours each day.  Despite barely seeing each other, we knew everything about one another and it took away some of the magic we had when we were younger and still filled with wild dreams about our futures.

      Brock kissed me on the cheek and led me to the reception desk to check in.  We’d reserved one of the ground floor villas with a small, private yard and an outdoor in-ground hot tub.  The yard was surrounded by short hedges and beyond those, you could see and hear the ocean.  It was the exact same style villa that we stayed in on our honeymoon.

      We took our keys and rolled our luggage to our new room for the week.  Brock dropped his suitcase at the door and threw himself on the bed.  He leaned up on his elbows and patted beside him.  “Come here, baby.  Let me ravish you.”

      I wasn’t really in the mood.  Not yet.  I’d hoped to be wined and dined first, eased into it.  It had been a long time since I felt like I could just tear off my clothes and be ready to go.  I was a mother now and I was tired.  But more than that, I missed romance.  I missed lust.  And while my husband was as hot as could be – well built, tan and with a dazzling smile – I just couldn’t turn myself on like a light switch anymore.

      “I have a headache,” I lied.  Brock frowned.  I knew he probably didn’t believe me, but he’d never been one to pressure me either.

      “That’s alright, babe.  We’ll save the fun for tonight.  I want to check out the beach anyway.”

      Brock and I changed into our swimwear and headed to the beach where all the other hotel guests were lounging around.  One girl in particular stood out, probably because she had the best figure I’d ever seen.  She was heading into the ocean, the waves lapping at her ankles, then her calves, and finally her thighs.  She turned back with a laugh and I wondered who she was laughing at.  I followed her gaze to a group of friends about her age – ten or so years younger than me and Brock – and I smiled.

      I missed those days of youth with every fiber of my being.

      The girl waved her arms over her head, her tan body stretched out and her long dark hair flowing behind her.  Two other girls came running in after her, but neither of them could compare to the first girl’s looks.  She was stunning, so much so that it was hard to peel my eyes away from her.

      I turned to Brock to see if he was looking.  I wouldn’t have blamed him if he was.  Unfortunately, his sunglasses were on so I had no idea what he was looking at, though he was staring in their direction.

      One of the girls called after the first girl, saying, “Alexis! Wait up!”  I settled into my lounge chair and exhaled slowly.  Alexis, I thought.

      I looked down at my own body, feeling insecure about the cesarean scar that was still on my stomach.  I placed a hand over it to hide it, when a shiver ran through me.  It was a shiver I remember from long ago, back when arousal was easier for me.  I dragged my finger along the scar which ran along my bikini line, and I felt the shiver intensify.  I glanced back up in Alexis’ direction and watched her bounce around in the waves, her dazzling face alight with youth and her breasts floating in the water.  I continued dragging my finger back and forth over my scar mindlessly as I felt the shiver intensify and settle between my legs.  Heat burned between my thighs and my nipples puckered in my bikini top.  I suddenly felt the urge to lower my fingers further and touch my pussy which had now soaked my bikini bottoms.

      “I’m going to go for a swim,” I said, hoping to wash away proof of my arousal in the ocean.

      “I’ll join you,” said Brock.

      The two of us slipped into the water which was still on the cooler side, sending chills across my skin.  Brock snuck up behind me and wrapped his arms around my waist, and my whole body came alive against his.  I let out a squeal, my eyes landing on Alexis who was nearby, and her eyes landed back on me.  She watched us and I felt even more aroused than I’d felt on the beach.

      I turned to face my husband, wrapping my arms around his neck, and gave him a hot and heavy kiss on the lips.  He pressed his full body against mine, claiming me with his tongue.  I could feel his erection pressing against my stomach.  I wrapped my legs around his waist and began gliding my pussy against the length of him, desperate for a release.  As we kissed and moaned, I kept sneaking glances in Alexis’ direction, her eyes still fixed on us.

      Brock did the unthinkable and pulled his cock free from his boxers and slid my bikini bottoms to the side.  We were deep enough in the water that no one could see what he was up to, but still I knew Alexis was watching.

      Good, I thought.  Let her watch.

      Brock slipped the length of his hard cock inside me and I moaned against his mouth.  He pulled back and thrust himself back in, filling me deep and fast.  He pressed his forehead to mine, and we stared into each other’s eyes when I wasn’t sneaking peeks at a very curious Alexis.  Brock moved his thumb to my clit and circled it while he pumped in and out of me.

      I hadn’t had an orgasm in months, so when it started spreading through me it caught me by surprise.  My body was hot in the cold water and I clutched to Brock for dear life as he continued filling me up.  He let out a low groan and I felt his cum shoot deep inside me.  He held his cock in place while we came down and then he pulled it free.

      We readjusted our clothes and I looked back at the place where Alexis had last been, but she was gone.
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        * * *

      

      After dinner that night, we decided to take a dip in the inground hot tub in our private yard.  I slipped in first and Brock brought me a flute of champagne to match his.  He slipped in beside me and wrapped his arm around me.  “I guess your headache went away earlier,” he said.

      I swallowed a gulp of champagne and nodded.  “I guess so.”

      Brock buried his nose against my neck and peppered my skin with kisses.  “You drove me wild earlier,” he said.  “I think this vacation might be really good for us.”  He slipped a hand between my legs and I shifted.  I tried to grind against his hand to find a spot that would give me the same shiver as earlier, but I couldn’t find it.  I closed my eyes and thought about Alexis in the water, bobbing up and down as she watched me fuck my husband.  My thighs spread and I felt the familiar shiver from earlier.

      “Guys, wait up!” I heard Alexis call, and I realized my vision was so real that I could hear her voice clearly.  The wind rustled the leaves of the surrounding hedges and then there was a splash that made my eyes open wide while Brock removed his hand.

      “What the fuck?” he asked.

      I couldn’t believe it.  I was staring straight at Alexis as she slipped into our hot tub.  She looked up, her eyes hooded, and then smiled.  “Oh shit.”  She looked around her and started to laugh.  “Oh shit, oh shit, oh shit.  I’m sorry.  This is the wrong villa.”

      “You think?” Brock asked, but I took his hand in mine.  I didn’t want to scare her off, even though her presence made me uneasy.

      Alexis starting pulling herself out of our hot tub and I watched her perfect figure as it bent over and stood up.  I noticed Brock was staring at her harder than I was.  “I’m so sorry,” she said, tiptoeing back toward the hedges.  “I’m like…so sorry.”

      With that, she disappeared probably back to the villa she’d meant to go to.  But her presence was enough for me to swing my legs over my husband’s lap and grind against his hard cock.  He untied my bikini top and let it fall into the water.  He sucked in one nipple then the other and used teeth to tug and twist at them.  My back arched, my pussy desperate to feel him again.  I reached down and pulled it free from his trunks while pushing my bikini bottoms to the side like earlier.

      I rode his cock while he sucked and kneaded my breasts, but all I could think about was Alexis and how she’d just seen us here while Brock’s hand had been between my thighs.  I thought about the way Brock stared at her as she climbed out of our hot tub and that was enough to send warm chills through my body that led to a violent explosion.  I rode my husband until I came for the second time that day and he filled me with his cum again.

      That night, Brock slept soundly, pleased with how romantic our vacation had been so far.  Despite his happiness, I was a nervous wreck.  I didn’t want all of this to disappear when we went back home.  Because I knew there was only one reason I’d been able to come twice in one day, and it wasn’t because of my husband.

      It was because of Alexis.
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        * * *

      

      The next day at breakfast, we took a seat on the patio near the stone railing.  We were shielded by an umbrella as I ate a piece of toast and my husband devoured his bacon.  In my peripheral, I saw a figure coming toward us but it wasn’t until I turned that I realized who it was.  Alexis.

      “Heeey you guuuys!” she said in an awkward tone.  She came to the table and took a seat like she’d been invited.  “I just want to say I’m so sorry for what happened last night.”  She paused, looking from me to my husband.  “It was your hot tub I slipped into, wasn’t it?”

      Brock chuckled.  “It was ours.”

      Alexis wiped a hand over her forehead dramatically.  “Okay, that’s what I thought.  I mean, I was drunk, but I wasn’t that drunk.  I could’ve sworn I’d seen my friends go in that direction.  Anyway, I hope I didn’t ruin your night or anything.”  Alexis’s gaze was fixed on me as she said this and my cheeks felt warm.

      “No,” I said, trying to stifle my nerves.  “Not at all.”

      Alexis wore a smirk while her gaze shifted back to Brock.  “I saw you guys at the beach yesterday, too.”

      “Did you?” he asked.  He looked at her like he was as amused by her.  He smiled like he was about to laugh at everything she said.

      “Yeah,” Alexis said, running a hand through her dark hair.  “You guys were totally fucking.”

      My mouth hung open and Brock chuckled.  “That obvious, hm?”

      “Oh please,” she teased.  “You guys were moaning and groaning like you were virgins.  I’m guessing it was your first time together?”

      I hung my head in embarrassment, but Brock just lifted his chin proudly.  “Actually, we’re celebrating our ten year wedding anniversary.”

      “Oh, no shit,” Alexis said.  “Right on.  So you guys are rekindling the romance, so to speak?”

      I looked at Brock through the top of my eyes, keeping my head down.  “We’re trying to,” I said.

      Brock shot me a look.  “There’s nothing that needs to be rekindled,” he argued.  “We’re just enjoying our time away from the kids.”

      Alexis nodded, rocking back and forth in her chair.  She was more comfortable in herself than I’d ever been.  “I feel you,” she said.  “But you guys should be careful.”

      “Oh yeah? Why is that?” I asked, suddenly feeling defensive.

      “You never know what pervs you’re going to turn on with all that public moaning.”  Her gaze held mine and she smiled.  “Well, I should get back to my friends.”  She turned over her shoulder and waved to the group of college kids at a nearby table.  Then she stood and pushed her chair back in.  Before leaving, she extended her hand across the table and said, “I’m Alexis, by the way.”

      “Brock,” said my husband, taking her hand in his.

      I took it next.  “Jessica.”  Her hand was soft as silk as it slid against my palm.  She was warm and sent a jolt of electricity through me that made me want to keep her near us forever.  But I knew I had to let her go.  This was already getting out of hand.  “Nice to meet you.”

      Alexis skipped off to her friends and resumed eating my toast.  My panties were already wet again and my cheeks were flushed.  Brock stared at me as a long silence stretched between us.  “Alexis is an interesting character,” he finally said.  “Attractive too.”

      I lifted my gaze, unsure of what he was trying to do.  “You’re not supposed to tell your wife when you find another girl attractive,” I said despite having no problem with this particular instance.

      Brock chuckled.  “I think it’s safe when my wife finds the same girl attractive.”

      “What?  I do not.  I mean, sure, she’s young and cute.  I wish I looked like her, but that’s it.”

      Brock leaned across the table on his elbows.  “That is not it,” he said.  “I didn’t remember her from the beach until she said something, but now I do.  You kept looking at her the whole time I was balls deep inside you.  And in the hot tub?  You didn’t get your groove back until after she’d dipped in the water.”

      My husband was too astute for his own good.  His observations could only hurt our marriage, not help it.  I took another bite of my toast.  “I don’t know what you want me to say.”

      “She’s clearly into you,” he said.  “Or us.  I can’t tell.  But you heard what she said.  You never know who you’re turning on with all that moaning.”

      “She said what pervs we were turning on.  I doubt she was talking about herself.”  Still, the thought of her being aroused by us having sex made my body flush with heat.

      “I don’t know,” he said.  “If she wasn’t talking about herself, then why does she keep looking over at you while she’s with her group of friends.”

      I swallowed my bite of toast and looked over at her.  It scratched my throat on the way down. She was staring right at me and even lifted her hand for a little wave.  I waved back at her as I shrank into my seat.

      “Maybe you should invite her up to our room sometime,” Brock said.  “We could have a threesome.”

      The idea of bringing a hot girl into my bed and sharing my husband with her should’ve revolted me, but it didn’t.  My body felt more alive than it had felt in years.  “Don’t be ridiculous,” I said.  “She’s so young.”

      “She’s not that young,” he said.  “She’s old enough to drink alcohol.”

      I ended the discussion with Brock because it was ridiculous.  We couldn’t invite a strange, college-aged girl up to have a threesome with us.  We weren’t college-aged anymore and we were far too old for something like that.  Still, my mind wandered to the thought of being with Alexis and sharing Brock with her.  It excited me, and made me wish I was brave enough to approach her.
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        * * *

      

      We didn’t see Alexis anymore until that night.  My husband and I had gone down to the bar for drinks and she was dancing with her friends on the dance floor.  She noticed us instantly and waved.

      “Now’s your chance,” Brock teased.  “Go get your girl.”

      My heart raced but I dismissed him.  “I’m not discussing this anymore.”

      Brock rolled his eyes and pushed himself up from the bar.  “Alright then,” he said.  “Time for me to work my magic.”  I reached for his wrist to stop him, but I was too slow.  He’d already made it to the middle of the room where Alexis was.

      I watched as he leaned down and whispered into her ear.  Her eyes widened, but then she smiled.  My chest fluttered with the feeling of hope and also a hint of nausea.  The nausea was my body preparing to be let down.  Why was my husband doing this to me?  I groaned and took a sip of my water – I always hydrated before drinking alcohol – and when I looked back at them, they were dancing.

      Alexis had her back to my husband, grinding her ass against his crotch while his hands rested on her hips.  He looked at me and smiled, but I felt paralyzed by the sight.  In my entire marriage, I’d never seen Brock dance with another woman like that.  He leaned down and kissed her neck as she grinded on him.  She angled her face up to his and their lips met.  She turned in his arms and he slipped a thigh between her legs while they danced and kissed like he was some single guy trying to get laid.

      What the fuck was happening here?

      Before I could get too worked up about the situation, Alexis took Brock’s hand and led him back toward the bar.  Brock took a seat and Alexis came so close to me, I could feel the heat of her body sweep across my skin.  She brushed my hair away from my ear and pressed her lips to my lobe.  “Your husband says you want a three-way,” she whispered.  My whole body turned to molten lava.  Alexis pulled back and studied my face for the truth, to see if it was something I really wanted.  But was it what I wanted?  And if so, could I admit it out loud?

      I shrugged, trying to seem casual.  “I might’ve said something like that once upon a time.”

      Brock heard me and laughed.  “Don’t let her dismiss you like that, Alexis.  My wife’s pussy gets soaked whenever you’re around.”

      I felt humiliated, but Alexis only smiled at me.  Her cheeks had pinked at the comment, but otherwise, her gaze was hot and heavy.  She turned to Brock and said, “Give us a head start.  Come after us in twenty.”

      Brock’s eyes were wide, but he didn’t budge.  Alexis took my hand and pulled me from the stool.  “You got your room key?” she asked.  I nodded.  “Good.”
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        * * *

      

      “I don’t normally do this kind of thing,” I said as I led her to the room.  I pushed the door open and we stepped inside, her hand still in mine.

      Alexis faced me and cupped my cheek.  “What kind of thing?” I started to answer, but she was already leaning forward, pressing her soft lips to mine.  As we kissed, she slowly backed me up to the nearest walls, our breasts brushing against each other’s as the heat of our bodies enveloped us completely.

      Her lips parted and her tongue slipped between my lips, until my tongue met hers and they swirled and danced wildly.  She placed one hand on my waist, inching it up over my dress until she was cupping my breast.  I moaned through our kiss and she laughed before slowly kissing her way down my neck to my collarbone.  She cupped both of my breasts, rubbing her thumbs along my nipples through the fabric.

      I didn’t know what to do with my hands.  I’d never been with a girl before.  I put one on her head, my fingers sliding through her soft hair.  I placed another one on the soft curve of her hip.  Her hands found the zipper to my dress and she tugged down, letting it fall around my ankles and revealing my white lingerie.  It was the same lingerie I’d worn on my honeymoon for my husband.  It was strangely comforting to be wearing it now for her.

      Alexis stood up and drank me in while she unzipped her own dress.  She let it pool at her feet, revealing her own luscious lingerie in hot pink.  The color suited her better than any color I could’ve imagined.

      She unclasped her bra and rolled her panties down her long legs.  My mouth watered at the sight of her naked body.  Her breasts were perky and the perfect shape with two little pink bullets for nipples.  Her pussy was completely shaved and looked puffy with arousal.  I was so close to her body, I could still feel the heat of her as she came toward me.

      Her hands slipped behind my back and unclasped my bra, her breath on my cheek as she leaned forward.  She dropped it to the floor then took my breasts in her hands, taking turns sucking on each nipple.  Her mouth was hot and wet, but her sucking was softer than my husband’s and sent a tingle down between my legs.

      Alexis’s fingers slipped my panties down over my hips and she trailed kisses along my stomach as she lowered down to take them off.  Once on the floor, she stayed there looking up at me.

      “You and your husband really turned me on yesterday,” she said as her thumb tugged the skin just above my clit.  She opened her mouth and dragged her tongue along my slit.

      “You turned us on,” I said, leaving out the part about it being all my doing.  “I couldn’t help but notice you as you were getting into the water.”

      I had to stop talking because the sensation of her hot mouth devouring me was so intense.  I ran my fingers through her dark locks and met her gaze as she sucked and licked at my folds and clit.  She slipped two fingers inside me, filling me as she sucked.  She pumped them in and out, seeming eager to make me moan.  She succeeded because the moans came like thunder and I couldn’t stop them.

      Just as I was starting to come, there was a knock on the door.  Alexis pulled away from me and I groaned.  “Damn,” she said.  “He’s early.”

      She moved to the door and looked through the peephole.  “Quick,” she added.  “Go lay on the bed.”

      My pussy ached with the desire to come, especially now that I’d been denied.  I hurried to the bed and lay on my back while I waited for further instruction.  Alexis came toward me, crawling on the bed and placing her hands on my thighs.

      “Come in!” she called before slipping her tongue back between my pussy lips.

      Brock came in and gasped.  “Fuck.  You ladies didn’t waste any time did you?”

      Alexis wiggled her butt in the air as she devoured me again, but this time she was nice and slow as if she didn’t want me to come just yet.

      Brock tore off his clothes as he made his way toward us.  His dick was rock hard.  He walked up behind Alexis and spit in his hand before stroking it along his thick shaft.  My heart raced.  This was really happening.  I wasn’t just sleeping with a girl, I was about to watch my husband fuck her too.

      I had half a mind to call it quits, but the curiosity overwhelmed me and won out against the jealousy.  Jealousy churned in my stomach but my body was on fire, eager to see this through.  Alexis’s eyes rolled back as my husband slid inside of her from behind, and she looked even more beautiful than before.

      “Fuck,” she breathed.  “Your husband’s cock feels so fucking good.”

      She pushed her hips back against him and he gripped her ass while he fucked her hard.  Her tits swayed beneath her, her tongue returning to my pussy.  She slipped three fingers inside me this time, filling me up as she sucked and moaned against my pussy.  I arched my back, rocking my hips against her as I felt my orgasm wash over me like the ocean outside.

      I whimpered and moaned as Alexis’s moans sent me over the edge.  I heard the slapping of my husband’s pelvis against her ass and wanted to see more.  I crawled out from under Alexis and joined my husband’s side to watch his cock disappear inside her perfect pussy.  I was overcome with jealousy, but not just of her…of him too.  I wanted to be inside her, even if it was just my tongue or my fingers.

      So I slipped a finger into my husband’s mouth.  At first he bit gently down and then he wrapped his lips around it, coating it in his saliva.  I pulled it free and trailed Alexis’s ass, watching it pucker deliciously.  She moaned as I gently pushed it inside her, alternating thrusts with my husband’s cock.

      “Ohhh,” she moaned as I fingered her asshole and my husband fucked her tight pussy.  My husband leaned over and kissed me as he groaned.  He picked up speed until finally freezing inside her with one long guttural groan.  I knew then that he was coming.  He was filling up this stranger’s pussy with his cum.

      Brock slowly pulled his cock free from her pussy and I watched his cum slip out of her folds, dripping down her thigh.  I moved behind her and licked it up while I continued to finger her asshole.  Alexis pushed her hips back against me, moaning with ecstasy as I licked my husband’s cum from her pussy and thrust my finger in her ass.

      “I’m coming!” she warned.  I could feel her pussy clench around my tongue and her ass clench around my finger.  Her whole body quaked and quivered until she finally came down in a panting mess on the bed.

      I pulled back and withdrew my finger and she laid back on the bed.  She looked gorgeous like that, naked and sweaty.  “You guys were even better than I imagined,” she said, looking up at me.

      “You imagined us?” I asked and she nodded.

      “Don’t give us all the credit,” said Brock.  “My wife was practically in heat any time you were around.”

      My cheeks flushed and so did Alexis’s.  She smiled up at me.  “Well, I should probably return to my friends before they wonder where I’ve gone off to.”  The three of us started to dress ourselves.  “But um, let me know if you guys want to do this again.  I’ll be here for the next week.”

      I glanced at Brock, his eyes wide with hope, and I nodded.  “Yeah,” I said.  “Definitely.  Let’s do this again.”

      Alexis, fully dressed, leaned into me and kissed me goodbye.  “I’ll look for you guys.  And now I know what room you’re staying in.”

      “For sure,” said Brock.  She leaned up to him and gave him a kiss goodbye too which made my gut twist and my heart flutter at the same time.  With that, Alexis slipped out of our room leaving us alone.

      “Is this crazy?” I asked.  “Doing this on our ten year anniversary?  We should be celebrating how monogamous we are not fucking random strangers.”

      Brock wrapped his arms around me and kissed the top of my head.  “Relax.  I think it was the best anniversary gift ever.  For both of us.”

      I smiled and held him back, my body still thrumming with electricity.  “Yeah.  Yeah I guess it was.”

      “And the good thing, is it’s not over yet.”  My heart raced.  Yeah, that was a very good thing.  Because I was far from done with Alexis.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Want more FFM menage stories by Selena?

      Giving In

      Friend Zone

      New Horizons

      All the Way

      Gifted

      The Game

      Deep Trouble

      Borrowed

      New Desires

      The Job

      The Wedding

      Hotline

      Getting Even

      Exposed

      Ex-Girlfriend

      The Real Deal

      Special Delivery

      Uncertain

      Little Secrets

      Older Woman Next Door

      Hot Nights

      High Stakes

      V-Card

      Getting Ahead

      Dirty Dreams

      Just For Tonight

      Hard Job

      Dirty Secrets

      His Gift

      Friendly Competition

      Spring Break

      The Club

      Fertile Doctor

      Loud Neighbors

      Rebound

      Crush

      Assistant

      Secretary

      House Sitter

      Experimenting

      Maid Caught

      For Hire

      The Test

      The Gift

      Taking the Bait

      Big Job

      Hands On

      Getaway

      Holiday Fun

      Home Movie

      Caught with the Professor

      After Hours

      Naughty Nanny

      Big Picture

      Easy Fix

      Beach Head

      Boss’s Orders

      Donor

      Betrayal

      Landlord

      Hitchhiker

      Hot Summer

      The Wedding

      Caught

      Starlet

      Pulled Over

      His Professor

      Proposition

      Commune

      Exchange Student

      Cheater

      Bachelorette

      Road Trip

      Jealous

      Newlyweds

      Nurses

      The Number

      Study Buddies

      The Call

      The Hostess

      Lawyer

      Resolution

      The Visit

      Billionaire Boss

      Groupie

      Sitter Exposed

      Whatever It Takes

      Show Me the Ropes

      Double Trouble

      Party Girls

      Full Service

      Locked Out

      Making the Squad

      Stealing Him

      Hired Help

      Camping Trip

      Adventure

      Nude Beach

      Training

      Tattoo Artist

      Honeymoon

      Trying New Things

      Spare Room

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Want New Stories?

          

        

      

    

    
      Are you interested in being the first to know when I release my next story?

      Interested in a free book promo or two?

      Then join below to be added to my mailing list.

      No spam, just romance goodies!

      

       Click Here to Join

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            About the Author

          

        

      

    

    
      Selena Hart is an author of bisexual ffm short stories.

      Through her writing, she explores ideas of growing up and adventures with other women.

      Some events are loosely based on her personal experiences and some are pure fantasy.

      To read more of Selena’s stories, click below.

      Books by Selena Hart

    

  


cover.jpeg
ANNIVERSARY

Selena Hart





