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      Thank you for picking up one of my stories! I’m likely in the process of working on a new one.  Did you know I have a catalog of over a hundred stories, all available as a kindle edition?  Subscribing to my author page will let you know when each fun new story comes out.

      

      But there’s also another way to learn about new stories!  I’ve started a newsletter to let all of my amazing readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away exclusive content for free!  The sign up takes about five seconds - so fast!  I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

      

      Click here to join my newsletter!

      

      Can’t open the link?  Just copy and paste this link into your browser: https://mailchi.mp/c44f97845f6a/selena-hart
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      I swiped left on yet another guy with a bathroom selfie and a bio that just said, “Here for a good time, not a long time.” My thumb was starting to ache from the monotony of it all. The dating world felt like a desert—endless, barren, and filled with mirages of connection that evaporated the second you got close. I sighed, leaning back into the couch cushion, my wine glass half-empty on the coffee table. Another Friday night, another round of swiping through profiles that ranged from “meh” to “absolutely not.”

      Then, there he was.

      My thumb froze mid-swipe. Drew. Drew Anderson. Brooke’s Drew. My best friend’s husband. I blinked, as if that would make the picture change. But no—it was him. The same sandy-brown hair, the same crooked smile that Brooke always gushed about. His profile name was “Drew_Adventures,” and his bio read, “Lover of travel, good wine, and spontaneous nights.” My stomach dropped, and I sat up straight, my heart thudding in my chest.

      “What the hell?” I muttered under my breath, my voice trembling. My mind raced. Was this a joke? A fake profile? But no, the pictures were unmistakably him. One of him hiking in the Rockies, another at a beach bonfire, and—oh God—one of him shirtless in a bathroom mirror, flexing. My cheeks burned. I felt like I’d just walked in on him naked.

      I stared at the screen, my thumb hovering over the “like” button. A part of me wanted to swipe right, just to see what would happen. Would he match with me? Would he message me? What would he say? The curiosity was intoxicating, like poking at a bruise just to feel the ache. But then Brooke’s face flashed in my mind—her wide, trusting eyes, her laugh that could fill a room. I groaned, tossing my phone onto the couch like it had burned me.

      “This is so messed up,” I said out loud, pacing the living room. My mind spiraled. Was Drew cheating on Brooke? Or was he just… looking? Either way, it was bad. Really bad. And what was I supposed to do? Tell Brooke? Ruin her marriage? Or keep it to myself and let her live in blissful ignorance? I grabbed my wine glass and downed the rest in one gulp, as if it could wash away the knot in my stomach.

      I picked up my phone again, opening the app. Drew’s profile was still there, smiling up at me like he didn’t have a care in the world. I hovered over the “report” button, but my finger wouldn’t press it. What if I was wrong? What if this was some misunderstanding?

      “Screw it,” I muttered, swiping right. I wasn’t proud of it, but I had to know. If he matched with me, then I’d have myanswer. If not, maybe I could convince myself it was all in my head.

      Drew and I had never officially met. I’d only seen pictures of him on Brooke’s facebook. To Drew, I was just one of many countless friends of Brooke’s from girls’ nights. I was in a few of her photos, but I doubt he’d ever taken notice.

      The app dinged almost immediately. “It’s a match!”

      My stomach lurched. My hands were shaking as I opened the message window. Drew’s picture stared back at me, his smile suddenly sinister. My mind raced. What was I supposed to say? “Hey, aren’t you married?” seemed too confrontational. I needed to play this cool, gather information. But as I stared at the screen, my thoughts took a dangerous turn. What if… what if I flirted back? What if I saw where this went? The idea sent a thrill through me, shameful and electric.

      Before I could talk myself out of it, I typed, “Hey, adventurer. What’s the most spontaneous thing you’ve ever done?”

      He responded almost instantly. “Hey, beautiful. Let’s just say I’m not afraid to take risks. ;)”

      I swallowed hard, my heart pounding. This was bad. This was so bad. But I couldn’t stop. “Risks, huh?” I typed back. “Like what?”

      “Like swiping right on you,” he replied. “You’re stunning. What are you up to tonight?”

      I bit my lip, my mind racing. Brooke’s face flashed in my mind again, but it was getting harder to focus on her. Drew was charming, confident, and devastatingly handsome. And he was flirting with me. Me. Not Brooke. Me.

      “Not much,” I typed, my fingers trembling. “Just hanging out, looking for some excitement.”

      “Let me be your excitement,” he wrote back. “What do you say we meet up?”

      I stared at the screen, my breath shallow. This was crossing a line—a line I’d never thought I’d cross. But the temptation was overwhelming. What would it feel like to kiss him? To have his hands on me? To be the one he chose, even if it was just for one night?

      Brooke’s voice echoed in my head. “You’re my best friend, Ash. I trust you.”

      I closed my eyes, my chest tight. This wasn’t just about Brooke. This was about me. About the loneliness that had been gnawing at me for months. About the way Drew’s words made me feel wanted, desired, alive.

      I opened my eyes and typed, “Where and when?”

      He replied almost instantly. “The bar on 5th—the one with the red awning. In an hour?”

      My hands trembled as I typed back, “See you there.”

      I stared at my phone for a long moment, my stomach in knots. What was I doing? This wasn’t just some random guy—this was Brooke’s husband. My best friend’s husband. The man she loved, the man she trusted. And here I was, agreeing to meet him behind her back.

      I took a deep breath and forced myself to focus. This wasn’t about me. This was about Brooke. About finding out if Drew was really the kind of man who would cheat on her. If he was, then she deserved to know. She deserved the truth. And if I had to play along to get it, then so be it.

      I glanced at myself in the mirror, smoothing down my dress—a fitted black number that hugged my curves in all the right places. I hadn’t worn it in ages, but tonight, it felt necessary. If I was going to do this, I needed to look the part.

      Before I left, I grabbed my phone and sent Brooke a quick text: “Meet me at the bar on 5th with the red awning. It’s important.” I hesitated for a moment before hitting send, my thumb hovering over the screen. Part of me wanted to tell her everything—to warn her, to stop this before it went too far. But another part of me wanted to see how far Drew would go.

      I shoved my phone into my purse and headed out the door, my heart pounding in my chest.
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        * * *

      

      The bar was dimly lit, the air thick with the scent of whiskey and cigarette smoke. I spotted Drew almost immediately, sitting at a corner table with a glass of something amber in his hand. He looked even better in person than he did in his photos—tall, broad-shouldered, with a jawline that could cut glass.

      He stood up as I approached, his eyes sweeping over me appreciatively. “Ashley,” he said, his voice smooth as velvet. “You look incredible.”

      I forced a smile, my stomach churning with guilt and excitement. “Thanks,” I said, sliding into the seat across from him. “You’re not so bad yourself.”

      He grinned and signaled for the waiter. “What are you drinking?”

      “Whiskey sour,” I replied automatically, trying to keep my voice steady.

      He nodded and ordered for me before leaning back in his chair, his eyes never leaving mine. “So,” he said, his tone casual but his gaze intense. “Tell me about yourself.”

      I shrugged, playing along despite the tightness in my chest. “Not much to tell,” I said lightly. “Just your average girl looking for a little fun.”

      He smirked at that, leaning forward slightly. “Fun’s my specialty.”

      I laughed softly, trying to ignore the way his words made my pulse quicken. This was dangerous territory—territory I shouldn’t be anywhere near.

      We talked for a while—light banter about work, travel, hobbies—but there was an undercurrent of something else simmering beneath the surface. His eyes lingered on me a little too long, his smile a little too knowing. Every compliment felt like a step closer to crossing a line neither of us should be near.

      Then, my phone buzzed in my purse. I reached for it discreetly, glancing at the screen under the table. It was Brooke. “I’m here,” her text read.

      My stomach dropped. I didn’t respond immediately. Instead, I glanced around the room, scanning the crowd.

      “Ashley?” Drew’s voice pulled me back to the table. He was watching me intently, his brow furrowed slightly. “Everything okay?”

      I forced another smile, slipping my phone back into my purse. “Yeah, sorry,” I said quickly. “Just... work stuff.”

      He nodded slowly, though his gaze remained fixed on me as if he didn’t quite believe it. “You sure? You seem distracted.”

      I took a sip of my drink to buy myself a moment, the whiskey sour tangy on my tongue. “I’m fine,” I lied. “Just... thinking.”

      “About?” he pressed, leaning closer.

      I hesitated, then decided to go for it—subtly, carefully. “About how strange it is to meet someone new,” I said, meeting his eyes. “Especially when you’re... not exactly single.”

      His expression flickered for just a second—surprise? Guilt?—before he schooled his features into an easy smile. “What makes you think I’m not single?”

      I raised an eyebrow at him, playing coy but keeping my tone light. “Just a hunch.”

      He chuckled softly, leaning back in his chair again. “Well,” he said slowly, swirling the ice in his glass, “maybe I’m not looking for anything serious.”

      “Maybe,” I agreed lightly, though my stomach churned with discomfort.

      “You know,” he said in a low voice that sent a shiver down my spine, “you’re not what I expected.”

      I tilted my head slightly, feigning curiosity even as dread coiled in my gut. “Oh? What did you expect?”

      He shrugged one shoulder lazily but didn’t answer directly; instead he reached out and brushed his fingertips lightly across the top of my hand where it rested on the table—a gesture so casual yet so intimate that it made my breath catch.

      Before either of us could say anything more, a familiar voice cut through the air like a knife. "Well, isn't this cozy?"

      I froze, my heart slamming against my ribs. Slowly, I turned my head to see Brooke standing there, her arm looped through Drew's as if she’d been there all along. She was smiling—too wide, too sharp—and her eyes glittered with something I couldn’t quite place.

      "Drew," she purred, leaning into him slightly. "Having fun?"

      Drew didn’t even flinch. He just grinned up at her, completely unfazed. "Always," he said smoothly, his fingers tightening around hers.

      My mouth went dry. I glanced between them, trying to piece together what was happening. Brooke’s gaze slid to me, and for a moment, I saw something flash in her eyes—amusement? Challenge?

      "Ashley," she said, her voice dripping with sweetness. "looks like you’ve already met my husband."

      Her words hung in the air like a bomb waiting to detonate. I stared at her, my heart pounding so loudly I was sure they could hear it. "Brooke," I started weakly, but she cut me off with a wave of her hand.

      "Relax," she said with a laugh that sounded almost too casual. "I know what you’re thinking. But let me explain."

      Drew leaned back in his chair again, watching us both with an expression that was equal parts amusement and anticipation.

      "You see," Brooke continued, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper, "I have this... little kink." She paused for effect, her eyes locking onto mine. "I like to watch Drew flirt with other women. It’s… exciting."

      I blinked at her, my brain struggling to process what she was saying. "What?"

      My heart pounded in my chest as I glanced between them. Drew looked completely unbothered, sipping his drink as if this were just another Tuesday night.

      “Wait,” I said slowly, trying to process what she was saying. “You… know he’s on dating apps? And you’re okay with it?”

      Brooke shrugged nonchalantly, her grin widening. “It’s all part of the game.”

      I stared at her in disbelief. This wasn’t the Brooke I knew—or thought I knew. The Brooke who laughed too loudly at bad jokes and cried during rom-coms and always insisted on splitting the bill because she hated feeling indebted to anyone.

      “So,” Brooke said suddenly, breaking me out of my thoughts. She looked at me with a mischievous glint in her eye. “Now that you know our little secret… how about you come home with us?”

      My breath caught in my throat as I looked between them again—Brooke’s challenging stare and Drew’s lazy smirk that suggested he already knew my answer.

      “Are you serious?” I finally managed to choke out, my voice barely above a whisper. My palms were sweating, and I could feel the heat creeping up my neck. This was insane. Completely insane.

      Brooke tilted her head, her smile never wavering. “Dead serious,” she replied, her tone light but firm. “You’re my friend, Ash. I trust you. And honestly…” She paused, her gaze flicking to Drew for a moment before returning to me. “I think it would be fun.”

      Fun? Fun? My mind was racing, and I couldn’t tell if I was more shocked or intrigued. And then there was Drew, sitting there like this was the most normal conversation in the world, his arm still draped casually over the back of the chair.

      “But…” I hesitated, searching for the right words. “How would that even work? What about… us? Our friendship?”

      Brooke stepped closer, her expression softening. “Look,” she said gently. “I know this is a lot to take in. But nothing has to change unless you want it to. This is just… something we do sometimes. It doesn’t mean anything more than that.”

      I swallowed hard, my eyes flicking to Drew again. He was watching me with that same amused expression, but there was something else in his eyes now—something darker, more intense that sent a shiver down my spine.

      “Ash,” Brooke said softly, reaching out to touch my arm. “You don’t have to decide anything right now. Just… come home with us. See how it feels. If it’s not for you, no hard feelings.”

      I looked at her hand on my arm, then back up at her face. She seemed so calm, so sure of herself—so different from the Brooke I thought I knew. And yet… there was a part of me that couldn’t deny the pull of curiosity—or the way my stomach fluttered when Drew’s eyes met mine.

      “Okay,” I heard myself say before I could stop it.

      Brooke’s face lit up with a grin so wide it almost made me laugh despite the tension in the air. “Great,” she said brightly, looping her arm through mine as she turned toward the door.

      Drew stood up smoothly, tossing some cash down for the bill as he followed us out of the bar. The night air chilled me, and I took a deep breath, trying to steady my nerves.

      The walk back to their place felt surreal—like I was watching myself from outside my body. Brooke chatted casually about nothing in particular while Drew walked silently beside us, his hands in his pockets and that same lazy smirk playing on his lips.

      When we reached their townhouse, my chest tightened with a mix of anticipation and dread.

      “Here we are,” Brooke said cheerfully as she unlocked the door and ushered me inside.

      The living room was warm and inviting, but I barely noticed any details as Brooke led me straight upstairs toward their bedroom.

      “It’ll be fun, I promise,” she reminded me softly as she paused outside the door, her hand resting on the knob.

      I swallowed hard and nodded, my throat too dry to speak. Brooke opened the door, and I stepped inside, my heart pounding so loudly I was sure they could hear it. The room was dimly lit, the soft glow of a bedside lamp casting shadows across the bed. It felt intimate, almost too intimate, and I hesitated in the doorway.

      Brooke turned to me, her eyes dark with something I couldn’t quite name. “Relax,” she murmured, her voice low and smooth. “We’re just going to have a little fun.”

      She stepped closer, her fingers brushing against my arm, sending a shiver through me. “Let’s get that dress off,” she said softly, her tone almost teasing.

      I swallowed again, my hands trembling as I reached for the zipper at the back of my dress. Brooke’s fingers joined mine, gently helping me slide it down. The fabric pooled at my feet, and I stood there in just my bra and panties, feeling exposed and vulnerable—but also strangely alive.

      Brooke’s eyes roamed over me appreciatively, and she reached out to trace a finger along my collarbone. “You’re beautiful,” she whispered.

      Behind her, Drew leaned against the wall, watching us with that same intense gaze. He started unbuttoning his shirt slowly, his movements deliberate. My breath caught as he revealed his chest—toned and defined—and then he moved to his belt.

      Brooke noticed where my attention had gone and smiled. “Like what you see?” she asked playfully.

      I didn’t answer; I couldn’t. My eyes were fixed on Drew as he pushed his pants down, revealing his cock—thick and hard—and I felt a jolt of heat between my legs.

      Brooke stepped behind me then, her hands sliding around my waist to rest on my stomach. Her lips brushed against my ear as she whispered, “Let me take care of you.”

      Her fingers slipped beneath the waistband of my panties, teasing at first before sliding lower. I gasped as she touched me—soft and wet already—and arched back against her instinctively.

      “That’s it,” Brooke murmured, her breath hot against my neck. “Just let go.”

      Her fingers moved in slow circles, coaxing whimpers from me as pleasure built within me like a fire spreading through dry kindling. Over her shoulder I could see Drew stroking himself slowly while he watched us intently—his eyes burning into mine—and it only heightened everything Brooke was doing to me.

      My knees felt weak but Brooke held me steady; her body pressed firmly against mine kept me upright. Waves of sensation crashed over me relentlessly, my climax hitting hard enough that stars exploded behind closed eyes.

      When Brooke removed her fingers, she whispered, “Why don’t you go have a taste?”

      I stared at Drew’s cock and licked my lips. Brooke helped me remove my bra, her fingers brushing against my nipples as she slid the fabric from my chest. Then she pulled my panties down and helped me step out of them.

      Pushing on my lower back, she sent me closer to her husband. I knelt before him.

      My knees hit the plush rug, and I felt the weight of their attention settle on me. Drew’s cock was inches from my face, and I could see the veins running along its length, the way it twitched slightly as he breathed. My mouth watered, and I hesitated for just a moment before Brooke’s voice cut through the silence.

      “Go on,” she urged softly from behind me. “Suck him.”

      I leaned forward, my lips parting as I took the tip of his cock into my mouth. The taste of him was salty, masculine, and I let out a soft moan as I slid further down, taking more of him in. My hand wrapped around the base of his shaft, stroking what I couldn’t fit into my mouth.

      Brooke let out a low hum of approval, and I glanced up to see her moving toward the armchair in the corner. She hiked up her dress, revealing long, toned legs, and sank into the chair with an air of deliberate elegance. Her fingers trailed up her thigh, and I watched as she slipped them beneath the fabric of her underwear.

      Drew’s hand tangled in my hair, gently guiding my movements as I bobbed my head up and down. His breath hitched, and he let out a low groan that sent a shiver down my spine. I could hear Brooke’s soft sighs from across the room, her fingers working between her legs as she watched us.

      “That’s it,” Brooke murmured, her voice breathless. “Take him deep.”

      I obeyed, hollowing my cheeks as I sucked harder, my tongue sliding along his length. Drew’s grip tightened in my hair, and he began to thrust into my mouth in shallow movements at first, then deeper as he gave in to the sensation.

      Brooke’s moans grew louder, mingling with Drew’s groans and the slick sounds of my mouth around him. Her hips rocked against her hand faster now—I could see it in the way her body moved—and her head fell back against the chair.

      “Fuck,” Drew growled suddenly, his hips stuttering. And then he was coming—hot bursts flooding into my mouth—forcing me to swallow quickly. Brooke’s body tensed and she cried out as she came to the sight of us.

      For several long moments no one spoke; only heavy breaths filled air thick with heat until finally Brooke broke silence first: “Good girl. Go to the bed. I want to reward you.”

      I did as I was told. I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand and lay back on the bed. Brooke came toward me, still fully clothed. Her dress had fallen back into place, and I felt vulnerable beneath her as she slid between my legs.

      She pressed her palm to my stomach to hold me in place as her tongue caressed my slick folds, teasing me in all the right ways.

      I gasped, my back arching off the bed as Brooke’s tongue found its rhythm. She was slow at first, savoring me, her breath hot against my skin. My hands tangled in the sheets, gripping them tightly as she circled my clit with the tip of her tongue.

      “Oh God,” I whimpered, my hips lifting involuntarily. Brooke chuckled softly against me, the vibration sending a jolt of pleasure through my core.

      “You taste so good,” she murmured before diving back in, her tongue working me with purpose now. I could feel the tension building, coiling deep inside me. My moans grew louder, more desperate, and Brooke’s fingers dug into my hips as she held me steady.

      “Brooke—please—” I begged, my voice trembling.

      She didn’t stop. If anything, she intensified her efforts, her tongue swirling and flicking until I was on the edge, teetering precariously. And then she sucked gently on my clit, and I shattered. My body convulsed as waves of pleasure crashed over me, and I cried out, my vision blurring.

      Brooke didn’t pull away until the last tremors had subsided, and even then, she placed a soft kiss on my inner thigh before climbing up to meet me. Her lips found mine in a deep, hungry kiss, and I could taste myself on her tongue—salty and sweet. It was intoxicating.

      She broke the kiss slowly, her eyes locked on mine as she moved to sit behind me. She propped herself against the headboard and pulled me back until my head rested in her lap. Her fingers traced lazy patterns across my chest before they found my breasts, her thumbs brushing over my nipples in slow circles.

      I sighed contentedly, still floating in the aftermath of my orgasm. But then Drew moved closer, his hands finding my hips as he positioned himself between my legs.

      “Ready?” he asked softly.

      I nodded breathlessly, and Brooke’s fingers tightened slightly around my nipples as Drew slid into me in one smooth motion. I gasped at the fullness of him—the way he stretched me perfectly—and Brooke’s lips pressed against my temple.

      “She feels amazing,” Drew groaned, his hips snapping forward in a steady rhythm.

      Brooke hummed in agreement, her hands still teasing my nipples as Drew picked up speed. Her lips brushed against my ear as she whispered praises—how beautiful I looked like this, how good I felt around him.

      The combination of Drew thrusting into me and Brooke’s hands on my chest had me spiraling again. My toes curled against the sheets as pleasure built within me once more—thick and heavy.

      “Come for us,” Brooke urged softly just as Drew reached down to rub my clit with his thumb. That was all it took to send me over the edge again with a cry that echoed through room. Drew grunted loudly. His pace faltered momentarily before he shuddered and filled me bareback.

      Drew collapsed beside me, breathless and spent, while Brooke’s fingers continued to trace patterns across my skin, her touch feather-light. The room felt warm, alive with the weight of what we’d just shared. I lay there between them, my heart still racing, my body humming with satisfaction.

      “So,” Brooke said after a long silence, her voice playful as she twirled a strand of my hair around her finger. “How was that for your first time with us?”

      I laughed softly, turning my head to look up at her. “Are you seriously asking me that right now? I think you both know the answer.”

      Drew propped himself up on his elbow, grinning down at me. “Come on, Ash. Humor us. We like hearing it.”

      I rolled my eyes but couldn’t suppress the smile tugging at my lips. “Fine. It was... incredible. Unbelievable. Did that cover it?”

      Brooke leaned down, her lips brushing against mine in a quick kiss. “Close enough,” she murmured, smirking.

      Drew chuckled, his hand resting on my hip as he traced circles there with his thumb. “So,” he said casually, though his tone held a hint of mischief, “are we talking one-time thing here? Or...?”

      I raised an eyebrow at him, feigning innocence. “Or what?”

      “Or are you up for more?” Brooke finished for him, her gaze steady on mine.

      I pretended to think about it for a moment, tapping my chin dramatically. “Hmm. Let’s see... spend more nights like this with two of the most attractive people I know? That’s a tough decision.”

      Brooke swatted my arm lightly, laughing. “You’re such a brat.”

      “But you love it,” I shot back, grinning.

      “We do,” Drew admitted, his voice softening as he looked at me. “You know that, right? You’re not just... someone we brought into this. You’re our favorite.”

      The sincerity in his words caught me off guard, and for a moment, I didn’t know how to respond. I glanced between them—Brooke’s warm smile, Drew’s earnest gaze—and felt something shift inside me. This wasn’t just about the physical connection we shared; it was deeper than that.

      “I know,” I said finally, my voice quiet but steady. “And you’re mine too.”

      Brooke squeezed my hand gently before leaning over to kiss Drew briefly, and I couldn’t help but smile at the way they looked together—so in sync, so them. They turned back to me almost simultaneously.

      “So,” Brooke said again, her tone light but hopeful this time. “What do you say? Round two sometime soon?”

      I laughed outright at that, shaking my head as I pulled the sheets up around me. “You two are insatiable.”

      “Guilty,” Drew admitted without shame.

      I pretended to consider it for another moment before shrugging nonchalantly. “Well... I suppose if you insist.”
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      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.
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