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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.
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      Can’t open the link?  Just copy and paste this link into your browser: https://mailchi.mp/c44f97845f6a/selena-hart

      

      No spam, just romance goodies!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Dedication

          

        

      

    

    
      Dedicated to all my loyal and amazing readers who allow me to pursue my passion of writing romance stories about love and exploration.

      

      Thank you for your unconditional support and for giving me the opportunity to do write I love.
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      The corridors of the literature building seemed narrower than usual, their walls pressing in with the weight of looming deadlines. I clutched my notebook tightly, its corners dog-eared and pages scrawled with the chaotic notes. The semester had barely begun, and yet it already demanded more than I felt I could give. It was precisely why I was on my way to Professor’ Williams’ office. She had written notes on my paper and I needed to make sure I understood them clearly.

      Each step echoed through the hallway, a metronome ticking down the minutes.

      I was late. Professor Williams’ office hours slipped away as quickly as they came, like so many other opportunities this semester. My mind raced as I tried to formulate apologies. An overrun class. An urgent email. But deep down, I knew I needed to get my act together if I wanted to pass this class.

      As I hurried past the faded posters of literary greats, the most attractive man I’d ever seen caught my attention. He walked ahead with a composed confidence, very different from my frantic pace. His suit was impeccably tailored, and his dark hair was slicked back in a way that seemed effortlessly perfect. He carried himself with an air of authority that made me feel like I was playing dress-up.

      He reached Professor Williams’ door before me, turning the handle and stepping inside without hesitation. My heart sank. I had hoped to catch her before she left for the day and discuss the paper that haunted my every waking thought. I should’ve turned to leave, but something about this man drew me closer—not just his appearance, though that in itself was striking—but an undeniable allure that compelled me to linger just outside the door.

      I hesitated there, feeling the thrill of eavesdropping on conversations not meant for my ears. Their voices were muted at first, mingling with the rustle of papers and clinking of glasses.

      Then their tones shifted, growing softer—playful even—and I heard Professor Williams laugh in a way she never did during lectures. My curiosity piqued further when their flirtatious exchanges transformed into kissing and moaning.

      Heat rushed to my cheeks; it wasn’t embarrassment so much as a sense of witnessing something intensely private and unbidden. Was this man her husband? Boyfriend? I suddenly felt jealous of Professor Williams’, and yet it all made sense. She was gorgeous and sophisticated. A perfect match for the perfect man.

      I was nothing but a humdrum student trying to make my life better, but failing miserably. A part of me wanted to flee immediately, but another part—a darker curiosity—kept me glued to the spot longer than I cared to admit.

      Eventually, I came to my senses. I stepped back quietly from the door. Nothing could be gained from remaining there except further complicating my school standing.

      I decided to catch Professor Williams another day. As I turned away from her door, though, I couldn’t shake the image of him—the sexy man who had stirred something inside me. His charismatic stride seemed imprinted in memory now as vividly as ink on paper.

      And as much as I'd try to push him from my thoughts—I knew he’d linger there too. Even as I slipped into bed later that night.
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        * * *

      

      The next day, I decided to go to her office early rather than late. Once outside the door, I heard a strange thumping sound. I knocked and called out, “Professor Williams?” The door was unlocked, and when I pushed it open, my books dropped from my hands.

      The attractive man from yesterday had Professor Williams bent over the desk as he pounded into her from behind. In her mouth was a pair of panties, silencing her moans.

      They both stared at me but continued fucking. “Close the door,” the man said, his voice husky.

      I closed it, realizing only after that he probably meant with me on the other side of it, not trapped in there with them.

      The man smirked. “Looks like she likes to watch.”

      Professor Williams studied me as the man pounded into her. Her tits were hanging out of her blouse, squeezed against the desk beneath her.

      I clenched my thighs, feeling a pool or arousal between them. What was I doing? And why weren’t they stopping?

      Finally, the man groaned, froze, and emptied his load deep inside of her. Professor Williams’ eyes rolled back and the panties fell from her mouth. The man withdrew like it was all business, and Professor Williams stood up, buttoning her blouse and pulling her panties back on.

      The man went to put his cock back in his pants when the professor stopped him. “Hun, don’t do that just yet.” She studied me and smirked. “Sasha, right?”

      I swallowed and nodded.

      “I remember your paper. I know you could use a little help in my class. How about an extra credit assignment?”

      “Brianne,” said the man. “It’s fine to do this at home, but not with one of your students.”

      Professor Williams brushed him off. “Don’t worry, Tim. She won’t say anything. Will you?” She pinned me with a look.

      My throat tightened. “Um, no. Of course not.”

      Tim arched his brow. “You haven’t heard her assignment yet. There’s a reason I haven’t put my cock away, sweetie.”

      I suddenly realized what was happening. “Smart girl,” said Professor Williams, or Brianne, when she saw me putting it all together.

      “You want me to…with him? Is he your…?”

      “Husband? Yes, he is. And I want to see you get on your knees and suck his cock. Especially now that it’s covered in my juices.” She was smiling. I couldn’t believe she was smiling. This was such a strange, surreal, unconventional request. Was she serious? Surely, she couldn’t be serious.

      “Well?”

      I met Tim’s gaze. “I’m down if you are, sweetie.”

      Hearing him call me sweetie in that thick, husky voice was such a turn-on. And my panties were already soaked. What did I really have to lose? I stepped toward him, unsure of what I was doing. When I was within a foot of him, he cupped my neck and pulled me in for a kiss.

      His tongue swiped over my lower lip first, then my upper, then it pushed its way past both of them. He massaged my tongue with his until my nipples puckered and my panties were soaked.

      “She likes you,” said Brianne from her seat on the desk. “She wants this. I can tell.”

      And oh how I did. But this felt so horribly wrong. Was I dreaming? Would I get expelled? Professor Williams could get fired for this, and yet she was the one pushing it.

      And now, she was the one pushing me. She’d moved behind me and pressed her hands on my shoulders, pushing me toward the floor. I dropped to my knees and she scooped my hair back into a ponytail. “Now, open wide,” she whispered against my ear.

      As I knelt there, everything seemed to slow down and sharpen at once. The office air was filled with the scent of musk and sweat. It was intoxicating. Tim's cock stood before me, glistening with Brianne's arousal. The reality of what I was about to do hit me like a wave, and yet I felt drawn in.

      I hesitated for just a moment, feeling Brianne's presence behind me like a shadow. Her hands were gentle but firm on my shoulders, a reminder that she was in charge.

      “Good girl,” she murmured, her voice a caress that sent shivers down my spine.

      With one last glance up at Tim’s face—a blend of anticipation and raw hunger—I leaned forward and parted my lips. The taste of salt and skin met my tongue as I took him in, inch by inch. His sharp intake of breath echoed in the silent room.

      He groaned low in his throat, his fingers curling into my hair alongside Brianne’s hold. Encouraged, I began to move, hollowing my cheeks as I found a rhythm that elicited more of those delicious sounds from him.

      “Use your tongue more, Sasha,” Brianne instructed quietly. “Swirl it around the tip.”

      Her guidance was strangely arousing. I obeyed, flicking my tongue against the sensitive underside as Tim let out a deep moan that reverberated through me like thunder.

      I felt Brianne’s hands leave my hair briefly before they returned with something cool—the fabric of her panties from earlier. She ran them over my cheek softly before bringing them to her face, breathing in deeply as she watched us both with hooded eyes.

      Tim’s hips began to meet my movements, each thrust pushing him deeper into my mouth until he filled me completely. My eyes watered slightly from the depth but I didn’t stop.

      “You’re doing so well,” Brianne praised, and it was her words that finally undid Tim. With a strangled cry, his grip tightened almost painfully in my hair as he came hard against the back of my throat. The salty warmth pooled in my mouth and I swallowed without hesitation.

      Tim shuddered above me, his release leaving him momentarily breathless and sagging against the wall for support.

      “That’s a good girl. Why don’t I change that grade on your paper to an A?” Brianne said playfully as she helped me rise on unsteady legs.

      Still dazed from it all, I nodded weakly while wiping the corners of my mouth with the back of my hand. My heart was racing faster than ever. What had we just done?

      Brianne adjusted her clothes with an easy grace before tossing me an appreciative smile. “I trust you’ll keep this little meeting off record?”

      The thrill still buzzing through me made it easy to agree. “Of course,” I replied softly.

      Tim stuffed his cock back in his pants and met my gaze. “Allow me to walk you out.”

      He put his hand on my lower back and an electric current pulsed through me. I looked back once at Professor Williams who was sparking up a cigarette as we left.

      “I’m sorry for my wife. She’s never asked that of a student before.”

      I cleared my throat. “Does she ask that of other women?”

      He smiled. “Yeah. It’s kind of our thing.”

      “Cheating?”

      He tilted his head. “No. Not cheating. I only sleep with women she tells me to.”

      My heart began to race. Could I have slept with him? All the way?

      We reached the exterior doors of the building. “Regardless, I wanted to make sure you were okay.”

      “I’m fine,” I assured him.

      “My wife could lose her job if this got out. So, if you have any problems, I’d be more than happy to help settle them for you.”

      Tempted to place a hand on his chest, I decided against it. “Thank you, but there won’t be any issues.”

      “Good.” He winked. “Maybe I’ll see you again.”

      I smiled. “Maybe.”

      Classes were strange after that. Professor Williams pretended I didn’t exist for weeks, which was for the best. As much as I enjoyed myself, I didn’t want a strange relationship to get in the way of my studies.

      It wasn’t until we received our next papers back that I got a note from her. “Here’s my address. If you’re looking for some more extra credit. Tonight. 8 pm.”

      I took the paper home and got ready. I knew how much she was risking by giving me a note like that. I knew it meant she trusted me. That or she knew how much I wanted to sleep with her attractive husband.

      I pulled out a few dresses from my closet.

      My eyes settled on a deep crimson number that had always made me feel confident and alluring. It hugged my curves in all the right places and left just enough to the imagination. I slipped it over my head and felt the fabric glide smoothly down, settling snugly around my hips.

      In front of the mirror, I applied a touch of foundation, sweeping blush across my cheekbones for a slight flush. My fingers trembled slightly as I added a smoky layer of eyeliner, accentuating the uncertainty swirling within me about what the night held. I finished with a coat of mascara that made my lashes long and fluttering—a subtle invitation.

      As I curled my hair into loose waves, my mind drifted to Tim. The way he looked at me during our last encounter sent shivers up my spine. His strong hands, the way they gripped my hair, were imprinted firmly in my memory. I imagined them exploring more of me; tracing every curve, every inch.

      I slipped into a pair of black stilettos that added a few inches to my height, elongating my legs as they clicked sharply against the wooden floor. Looking at myself in the mirror, I knew I was ready for whatever awaited me at their home.

      The tension built as I grabbed a clutch to match my dress, placing Professor Williams’ note inside with meticulous care. With one last glance at my reflection—lips painted in a daring red—I ventured out into the night.

      The drive over to their house was filled with anticipation, each passing streetlamp casting shadows across the interior of my car mirrored by the fantasies flitting through my mind. When I pulled up to their driveway, the house loomed invitingly under the moonlight.

      I took a deep breath before walking up to their door and ringing the bell. My heart pounded fiercely in my chest as footsteps approached from within. The door swung open to reveal Brianne's sultry smile and Tim standing behind her with his hands tucked casually into his pockets.

      “Welcome,” she said smoothly, stepping aside to let me in. “So glad you could make it.”

      I crossed the threshold into their world once more, exhilarated by what lay ahead; tonight was going to be even more thrilling than before.

      The house was dimly lit, a mix of modern decor and eclectic art adorning the walls. A sense of intimacy enveloped me as Brianne guided me into the living room, where ambient music played softly in the background.

      There was a silent understanding between us; we all knew what I had come for.

      Brianne settled beside me on the plush sofa, her perfume intoxicatingly rich and floral. She turned slightly, her gaze catching mine with a knowing glint. “You look stunning,” she whispered, her voice laced with genuine admiration.

      “Thank you,” I replied, feeling my cheeks warm under her scrutiny. Tim watched us from across the room, his eyes dark and intense, like he was memorizing every detail of the moment.

      The evening unfolded like a slow dance; our conversation flowing seamlessly from one topic to another. It was surreal how comfortable it felt to be here with them.

      Brianne stood gracefully after a while, extending a hand toward me. “Shall we?”

      I placed my hand in hers, warmth flooding through me as she led me down a softly lit hallway. Tim followed silently behind us, his presence steady and reassuring.

      We entered their bedroom and paused for a heartbeat at its threshold, exchanging looks.

      Tim removed his tie and then unbuttoned his shirt, letting both drop to the floor.

      Brianne's fingers found the zipper of my dress, easing it down slowly while Tim closed the door with a quiet click that resonated through the room's intimate silence.

      As my dress pooled around my feet on the floor, I stepped out of it feeling liberated yet vulnerable in just my black lingerie.

      Brianne stepped out of her own dress, and I saw her full figure covered only in red lacy lingerie. She moved to the corner of the room where there was a chair and sat down. She spread her legs slightly, her hands traveling over her thighs as her husband approached me from behind.

      I could feel his breath against my neck just a moment before he kissed the skin there. His fingers worked at the clasp of my bra, unhooking it.

      I felt the cool air brush against my skin as the straps slipped down my arms. The bra joined my dress on the floor, and a shiver ran through me.

      Tim's hands were warm, his touch confident yet gentle as he traced lines along my spine. My breath hitched when his fingertips slid beneath the waistband of my panties, easing them over my hips until they fell away completely.

      Brianne watched us with an intensity that made my heart race. Her eyes were heavy-lidded, a silent approval in their depths as she reclined in her chair. Her fingers danced ever so slightly over her skin with each breath she took.

      Tim's hands found their way to my hips, steadying me as he pressed his body lightly against mine. His lips brushed over my shoulder, and a soft sigh escaped me before I could stop it.

      His fingers traveled lower, teasing lightly before dipping between my thighs. I gasped, involuntarily leaning back against him as his touch became more insistent, exploring intimately.

      One hand cupped my breast, pinching and teasing my nipple while the other played with my clit. My hips instinctively rocked against him, craving more and more of his touch.

      Every nerve seemed alive. The sensation of being both exposed and cherished heightened each gentle stroke. I tilted my head back against his chest, eyes fluttering shut as I surrendered to the moment.

      Brianne's quiet moan mirrored my own. Desire and trepidation swirled like smoke around us.

      Tim slid two fingers inside me, curling them in just the right way while his thumb circled my clit. His other arm wrapped around me securely, anchoring me against him.

      Just when I was about to come, he withdrew his fingers and spun me to face him. Cupping my cheek with his slick fingers, he said, “Lay on the bed. Spread your legs.”

      I glanced at Brianne before obeying orders and found her teasing her pussy through her panties. This was my professor. I saw her every day in class, though not like this. The entire situation was like a dream, surreal and fantastical.

      As I moved to the bed, Tim unfastened his belt and stepped out of his slacks and briefs. I’d seen his dick before, but not on his completely naked muscular Adonis-like body.

      He was gorgeous, and for some twisted reason, Professor Williams wanted to share him with other women.

      I reclined on the bed and Tim positioned himself between my legs. He leaned over me and kissed my nose, my lips, my chin. He continued to kiss down my neck and collarbone, sucking in a breast then the other. His kisses trained down over my stomach until landing right between my thighs.

      His tongue darted out and swept over my clit, sending a jolt of electricity through me. I clasped the sheets and lifted my hips to meet him. He put a palm on my pelvic bone and lowered me down, torturing me with his mouth.

      “Mmm, just like that,” Brianne told him. “Make her earn it.”

      Tim's tongue moved expertly, teasing and taunting as my body writhed beneath him. Every flick, every swirl sent ripples of euphoria coursing through me, pulling me deeper into the whirlwind of sensation. His hands held me steady, grounding me even as I felt like I might float away.

      I stole a glance at Brianne, who was now openly caressing herself. Her eyes bore into mine, unreadable yet full of something primal that made my pulse quicken. The cool demeanor she wore in class had melted away to reveal a woman enthralled by the scene before her.

      Tim’s stubble grazed the sensitive skin on the inside of my thighs as he shifted his focus, his tongue delving deeper while his nose nudged against my clit. Each movement was intentional, drawing out every sound, every gasp from my lips.

      The room felt charged, as if the very air pulsed with our shared heat. My fingers plunged into Tim's hair, encouraging him to continue his delicious torment. His responding groan vibrated through me like a physical entity, unraveling threads of tension buried deep within.

      “Tell us what you want,” Brianne's voice was a sultry command as she continued to pleasure herself at the edge of her seat.

      “I... I want...” The words tangled in my throat, each one a bridge between desire and vulnerability.

      Tim doubled down on his efforts at my hesitant confession, increasing the rhythm and pressure until I could do nothing but let go. Every muscle coiled tight one moment before unraveling in a wave of bliss that washed over me.

      Tim withdrew slightly but kept close, his breath warm against my skin as he whispered praise against my thigh. I lay there panting, feeling both exposed and invincible under Brianne’s approving gaze.

      “Now fuck her,” Brianne told him, and before I could catch my breath, Tim gripped my hips and flipped me onto my stomach like I weighed nothing.

      He pulled my ass toward him and he brushed the tip of his cock against my slick entrance. “Make her beg for it,” Brianne added. I knew he wouldn’t need to do anything, I was ready to beg.

      Tim teased my sore clit with the bulbous head of his cock. I wiggled my hips against him, desperate to feel him inside me. “Please,” I begged. “Please, fuck me.”

      I could hear the smirk in his voice when he said, “With pleasure.” And then he sank into me with a groan.

      The length of him filled me completely, a perfect, relentless pressure that left me gasping. I gripped the sheets beneath me, fingers twisting in the fabric as he began to move. Each thrust was deliberate, making my body respond in ways it never had before—arch, tremble, surrender.

      Brianne's low moans mingled with our own pleasure, a constant reminder of her presence. Her eyes never left us, drinking in every arch of my back, every shuddering breath I took. It was intoxicating, knowing she found delight in our union, her own fingers dancing in time with Tim's rhythm.

      Tim's hands traveled up my back, sending shivers through me as they traced the curve of my spine. He leaned forward, his breath hot on my ear as he murmured, “God, you feel so good.”

      His pace increased, each movement pushing us closer to the edge. My body responded instinctively, meeting him stroke for stroke. The friction and heat built between us until it was almost unbearable—a wire drawn tighter with each thrust.

      I heard Brianne's gasp as she tipped over the edge first, her release spurring Tim into a frenzy. His grip tightened on my hips as he chased his own climax, each drive more urgent than the last.

      Finally, with a shuddering groan that reverberated through both of us, Tim came. His body stilled against mine, and for a moment we remained locked together—breathless and spent in the aftermath.

      Brianne watched us with satisfaction etched across her flushed features. She stood up as her husband pulled his cock from me. Then she came over and lowered herself behind me, where he’d just been.

      Her gentle hands coaxed my legs further apart, her breath warm against my skin.

      I felt the soft brush of her lips first. She kissed along my inner thighs, each touch sending electric sparks racing through me. Slowly, deliberately, she worked her way up until her mouth hovered over my sore pussy.

      Tim had moved to sit beside us, his fingers lightly tracing patterns on my arm as he watched his wife with a hunger that mirrored my own. I felt his gaze on me—heavy and intense—even as I was enveloped in the sensation of Brianne’s tongue gently sweeping over me.

      She moaned softly against me, savoring the mixture of our desires as though it were the finest delicacy. Her mouth was both tender and demanding, coaxing every last ripple of pleasure from my trembling body.

      I gasped as she explored deeper, her tongue delving into me in long, languid strokes that made my toes curl in ecstasy. The world around us faded to a distant hum.

      Brianne's moans vibrated through me, bringing me right back to the edge I thought I'd just left. I arched into her touch, surrendering completely once more to the waves crashing through me.

      When Brianne finally pulled away, she looked up at me with eyes alight with mischief, her lips glistening. “After that performance, I’m tempted to give you an ‘A’ for the whole semester.”

      I flipped onto my back, looking at the two of them in awe and with respect. I’d never known another couple like them, and I never wanted to leave their world. “I’m alright with that,” I joked, knowing grades were the farthest thing from my mind.

      As my heartbeat slowly returned to normal, I knew that this night would change everything—not just between us three but within myself. There was no going back to who I was only hours ago.
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