
        
            
                
            
        

    


      
        SELENA HART

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Copyright

      

      
        Selena Hart’s Newsletter

      

      
        Dedication

      

      
        The Flirt Next Door

      

      
        New Release Updates

      

      
        Want More Stories?

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Copyright

          

        

      

    

    
      This is a work of fiction.  Names, characters, organizations, places, events, and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously.  Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Text copyright 2025 by Selena Hart

      

      All rights reserved.

      

      No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

      

      Published by Selena Hart.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Selena Hart’s Newsletter

          

        

      

    

    
      Thank you for picking up one of my 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://e-book-newsletter.kit.com/19623d01cc

      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.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            The Flirt Next Door

          

        

      

    

    
      The towels were still warm from the sun when I started folding them—soft, a little damp, smelling like sunscreen and chlorine. I wasn’t doing it because they needed to be folded right that second. It was more about keeping my hands busy. Because if I wasn’t folding towels, I was probably staring.

      At my husband.

      Or worse—at the neighbor staring at my husband. Sabrina.

      Mark was shirtless and sweaty, pulling weeds along the back fence with that same quiet determination he used for everything. His back flexed every time he leaned forward, muscles shifting under golden skin, shorts slung low enough to make my mouth go dry.

      He looked good. Too good.

      And Sabrina noticed.

      She was stretched out next door in a barely-there red bikini, laid across a lounger like it was made for her. Hips like a pin-up. Sunglasses the size of half her face. One leg crossed over the other, glistening with oil like she was getting ready for a photoshoot instead of just sunbathing alone.

      Her face was tilted toward Mark, not even pretending to be subtle. And when he stood up to wipe the sweat off his brow, she pulled her sunglasses down to get a better look. Bold.

      Mark saw her, too. I watched his grin twitch as he bent back down—like he was flattered. Like it was funny.

      I tightened my grip on the towel.

      Sabrina didn’t wave. Didn’t call out. She just smiled. Slow. Knowing. Like she’d already figured out what made him tick.

      I turned back to my stack of towels, folding with a little more force than necessary, ignoring the twist low in my belly.

      Later, when Mark came inside, I tried to play it cool.

      “She’s so obvious,” I said casually as I rinsed strawberries at the sink. My bikini was still damp under the loose shirt I’d thrown on, clinging between my thighs in a way that was suddenly distracting.

      Mark pulled a bottle of water from the fridge. “Who?”

      “Sabrina,” I said, slicing a berry in half. “Your new admirer.”

      He grinned as he took a sip. “She’s just being friendly.”

      “She was being friendly with your abs.”

      That made him laugh. He came up behind me, slid his hand over my hip. “Can you blame her?”

      “Modest,” I murmured, even though the warmth of his palm was making it hard to stay annoyed.

      “She’s harmless,” he said, brushing a kiss across the back of my shoulder. “Just one of those girls who flirts with everyone.”

      I stayed quiet, chewing on the inside of my cheek as I stared out the kitchen window.

      She was still there.

      Same lounger. Same legs. Same tilt of her head toward our yard like she was waiting for Mark to reappear.

      I didn’t want to admit it, but there was something about her. Something magnetic. Not just the curves or the tan or the pouty lips—though she had all of those, too. It was the way she looked at people. Like she was undressing them with her eyes and daring them to like it.

      Women like that used to annoy me. Now I wasn’t so sure.

      “Well, she’s definitely not shy,” I muttered, mostly to myself.

      The thought followed me the rest of the day—through the laundry, the dishes, even while I pretended not to glance out the window every time I passed it.

      It wasn’t until the next morning, when I was trimming the basil planter by the patio, that I finally let it go. Or tried to. The sun was already high, my hands were deep in the leaves, and I was just starting to relax again when I heard her voice.

      “Hey there, neighbor.”

      I looked up—and there she was.

      Sabrina.

      She was standing at the edge of her lawn, one bare foot curling into the grass, red bikini practically spray-painted onto her curves. Her sunglasses were pushed up into her hair, and she smiled at me like we were already friends. Like we had a history. Like we shared secrets.

      Our yards backed into each other with no fence in between—just a strip of mulch and a few half-hearted shrubs planted by the HOA. Good for curb appeal. Terrible for boundaries. But I didn’t mind it until now. Until I had a neighbor who looked like her.

      “Hi,” I said, wiping my hands on my shorts. “I’m Alyssa.”

      She gave me a little wave. “Sabrina. Figured I should introduce myself, since I’ve already seen more of your husband than I probably should.”

      I blinked. “Excuse me?”

      She laughed. “I mean shirtless. Relax.” Her grin widened. “Although I wouldn’t complain about more.”

      My stomach flipped. I wasn’t sure if I wanted to laugh or glare at her. She said it like it was nothing. Like we were girlfriends gossiping over iced coffee instead of two women with barely six feet of grass and a shirtless man between them.

      I forced a smile. “At least you’re honest.”

      “Always.” She shaded her eyes and looked toward our patio. “He around?”

      “Finishing up some stuff in the garage,” I said carefully. “Why?”

      She shrugged. “Just figured I’d offer to help. I’m great with power tools. Handy with wood, too.” Her mouth curled around the last word like she wanted me to notice.

      And I did.

      I didn’t respond. Just turned back to my basil like I wasn’t suddenly sweating under my tank top.

      “You’ve got a nice yard,” she said, still lingering. “And your husband’s really… diligent. That body doesn’t come from lifting grocery bags.”

      I pressed my lips together. She was testing me, I was sure of it. And not in a bitchy way. It wasn’t passive-aggressive. If anything, it was kind of… playful. Flirty, even. With me.

      “He does keep busy,” I said lightly, brushing dirt off my palm.

      Then the door opened, and there he was—Mark, stepping out shirtless, towel slung over one shoulder, water bottle in hand. Skin still warm from the shower, hair damp, chest on full display.

      Sabrina didn’t even pretend not to look.

      Her gaze swept over him in slow, open appreciation. “Speak of the devil,” she murmured.

      Mark saw her. He did a double take, like he wasn’t expecting her to be that close. “Morning,” he said, glancing between us. “Everything okay?”

      “We were just chatting,” I said quickly.

      Sabrina tilted her head. “I was telling Alyssa I’d be happy to help you out if you’ve got a project. I like getting dirty.”

      Mark blinked. Then smiled—carefully. “Appreciate it, but I’ve got it under control.”

      She nodded. “Offer stands.”

      She looked at me again, and this time her smile was slower, more deliberate. “Don’t worry—I know how to keep my hands to myself… unless asked otherwise.”

      My mouth opened. Closed. I had no idea what to say.

      Mark laughed, clearly trying to keep it light, and walked over to the hose to rinse off his hands. I stood there, caught between disbelief and something far more confusing. Because I should’ve been pissed. Or at least annoyed. But watching her flirt with him like that—open, unapologetic, right in front of me—didn’t make me angry.

      It made me hot.

      I could feel it blooming low in my belly, that tight ache I hadn’t expected. It wasn’t just jealousy. It wasn’t just discomfort. It was hunger. And the worst part?

      Sabrina saw it.

      She didn’t say anything else. Just smiled again, then turned and sauntered back to her lounger, hips swaying like a metronome set to tempt.

      Mark looked at me after she was gone. “She’s… something.”

      “Mm-hmm,” I murmured, pretending to focus on the basil again.

      I could still feel the heat of Sabrina’s gaze on my skin, the echo of her voice in my ears. That unbothered confidence. That teasing edge. The way she looked at my husband like he was a snack she might be allowed to taste.

      And for a second, the thought slipped through before I could stop it:

      What if I let her?
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        * * *

      

      A few hours later, she showed up again.

      It was already scorching by late morning, the kind of heat that made everything feel sticky and slow. I had just finished rinsing the patio chairs when I heard Sabrina’s voice again—cheerful, close, and completely uninvited.

      “Hope you don’t mind me dropping by,” she called out as she stepped onto our lawn without hesitation. “Your pool was looking awfully tempting.”

      She was barefoot this time, wearing the same red bikini and an open white button-up that barely reached the curve of her thighs. Her hair was tied up in a messy bun, damp at the ends like she'd been under the hose—or maybe just wanted to look like she had.

      I blinked. “You… want to swim?”

      She grinned. “Only if you’re offering.”

      Technically, I hadn’t. But I also had yet to say no.

      “It’s hot,” I said, stepping aside so she could pass. “Help yourself.”

      Sabrina tossed her towel onto the nearest chair and dropped her shirt without ceremony. Her bikini clung to her like a second skin, thin enough that I could see the darker circles of her nipples through the fabric. She stretched—arms overhead, arching her back, not even pretending not to perform—and then dove straight in.

      She dove in like it was a show and I was the audience.

      I stood there for a second, blinking, before I remembered I was still holding the garden hose. I shut it off and coiled it mechanically, trying not to watch as she surfaced, slick and glistening, water sliding over her curves like it couldn’t wait to get off her.

      She paddled over to the edge and hooked her elbows over the side. “You coming in?”

      I shook my head. “I already swam earlier.”

      “Shame,” she said, letting her head fall back against the edge. “Would’ve liked to see you in a bikini.”

      The air between us tightened. My mouth opened, but before I could think of a clever reply, the sliding door behind me opened—and Mark stepped out.

      Shirtless. Again.

      Because of course he was.

      He had a drink in one hand and a rolled-up blueprint in the other, probably something for his garage project. He paused when he saw Sabrina in the pool. “Oh. Morning.”

      “Afternoon, technically,” she said, eyes raking over him. “I was just borrowing your pool.”

      Mark looked at me, eyebrows raised slightly.

      “She asked,” I said quickly. “I said it was fine.”

      He nodded, setting his drink down on the patio table. “You need anything?”

      Sabrina swam over to the steps and climbed out slowly, water sliding down her body in glistening rivulets. She squeezed her hair out at the nape of her neck, then shook it over one shoulder as she grabbed a towel.

      “You know,” she said, toweling off without any real urgency, “if you ever need help with that garage project, I really am handy.”

      Mark raised an eyebrow. “Oh yeah? You build?”

      “I tinker,” she said, smoothing her hands over her hips. “And I’m good at obeying orders.” Her gaze slid to me, then back to him.

      He chuckled. “That so?”

      “Mm-hmm.” She stretched again—either habit or strategy, I wasn’t sure—and wrapped her towel loosely around her waist. “Just saying the offer’s there. I like working with my hands.”

      I swallowed.

      Mark glanced at me again, something unreadable in his eyes. “I appreciate it,” he said, his voice light. “But I’ve got it covered.”

      Sabrina didn’t look offended. If anything, she seemed more amused than anything else. She sat on the edge of the lounger and began slowly rubbing lotion onto her legs, watching him with lazy interest.

      “You ever take breaks?” she asked.

      Mark blinked. “I mean, yeah.”

      She gave him a look. “Good. You should. Especially when you’ve got such a nice view waiting for you.”

      It took me a second to realize she meant me.

      My cheeks flushed hot, and I looked away, suddenly very interested in adjusting the pool skimmer that didn’t need adjusting.

      Mark smiled, but it was thinner now. Less sure.

      “Anyway,” Sabrina said, standing again. “Thanks for the water, both of you. I’ll let you get back to… whatever you were doing.”

      She didn’t wait for a reply. Just picked up her shirt, tossed it over her shoulder, and strolled across the lawn like she owned it. Her hips swayed with every step, bare feet quiet on the grass.

      Mark turned to me once she was gone. “Is it me, or is she getting bolder?”

      I let out a breath I didn’t realize I’d been holding. “That’s one word for it.”

      “Did you invite her over?”

      “She invited herself,” I said. “I just didn’t stop her.”

      He nodded slowly. “I’m surprised by that.”

      I paused, not sure how to reply. The way I felt when I saw her talking to Mark… lounging in our pool… licking water from her lips like she wanted him to watch?

      I wasn’t sure what I felt.

      Turned on. Confused. A little reckless.

      “I think,” I said quietly, “I was curious what you’d do.”

      Mark didn’t answer right away. His gaze flicked to mine, and I saw the tension in his jaw—subtle, but there.

      “I thought you were testing me,” he said finally.

      He stepped in, close enough that I felt the heat of him, his hand grazing the small of my back.

      “Were you?”

      I didn’t answer. How could I?

      “Let me know when you figure it out.” He went back inside, leaving the door open behind him.

      I stood there, heart racing, staring across the lawn where Sabrina’s footprints were still pressed into the grass.

      Maybe I had been testing him.

      But now I wasn’t so sure who was testing who.
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        * * *

      

      I hadn’t meant to spy.

      I’d gone looking for the broom. That was it. The garage door was open, and I figured Mark might’ve left it in there after clearing the patio. But the second I stepped into the shade of the side yard, I heard her laugh.

      Sabrina.

      Soft. Throaty. Close.

      I froze at the corner of the house, heart already thudding. I told myself not to be ridiculous, not to creep like some jealous teenager, but then I heard his low and amused voice. Not nervous. Not pushing her away.

      And I couldn’t help it.

      I moved closer.

      The garage door was halfway open, casting a wedge of sunlight across the floor. They were standing inside just a few feet apart. Mark had a drill in one hand and that unfinished shelf in front of him, but he wasn’t working.

      Sabrina was facing him, one hand resting lightly on his forearm. She was wearing a different outfit now—tight black bike shorts and a cropped white tank, no bra. Her hair was loose, a little damp still from her swim in our pool. She looked casual. Comfortable. Like this wasn’t the first time she’d touched him.

      He didn’t pull away.

      That’s what made my stomach flip. He didn’t step back. He didn’t glance around like he was guilty. He just stood there, holding the drill, looking down at her hand on his arm like he didn’t know what to do with it.

      Or maybe like he didn’t want to move.

      Sabrina leaned in slightly, her voice low enough that I couldn’t make out the words—but the tone said enough. Intimate. Teasing. Like a dare. Mark said something back, and she laughed again, trailing her fingers down his wrist, just shy of holding his hand.

      I should’ve stepped in.

      I should’ve said something—cleared my throat, made some excuse, done anything to remind them they weren’t alone.

      But I didn’t.

      I watched.

      Hidden in the shadow of the side wall, I stood there with my pulse thudding in my ears, skin prickling with heat. Not from anger, and not from jealousy.

      But from need running deeper and hotter.

      Sabrina’s fingers paused, curled lightly around his wrist, and for a second I thought she was going to pull him closer. But then she looked toward the garage door and her eyes met mine.

      I sucked in a breath.

      She didn’t startle. Didn’t flinch. She just… held my gaze.

      And then she smiled.

      Not apologetically. Not like she was caught.

      Like she knew I wanted this. Even before I did.

      Mark hadn’t seen me yet. His head was turned slightly, still half-focused on her, oblivious to the current snapping between us like live wire. Sabrina didn’t say anything, and she didn’t let go of him. She just smiled at me like we were sharing something. Like I was in on it now.

      Like she wanted me to keep watching.

      I stepped back, breath caught in my throat, heart hammering. My legs felt shaky as I turned and headed inside quickly, not trusting myself to stay out there a second longer.

      In the kitchen, I gripped the edge of the counter and closed my eyes.

      What the hell was I doing?

      What kind of wife sees that and doesn’t put a stop to it?

      But I hadn’t been angry. I’d been aroused.

      That’s what scared me.

      Because I could still see it in my mind—Sabrina’s hand on Mark’s forearm, his gaze lingering on her chest, the almost-kiss of it all. The moment they hadn’t crossed a line, but could have. Should have. And the way Sabrina had looked at me—like I wasn’t a threat. Like I wasn’t a rival.

      Like I was hers, too.
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        * * *

      

      I didn’t say anything that night.

      Mark made dinner like nothing happened—grilled tofu, rice, sliced avocado on the side. He asked if I wanted sesame seeds on mine. I nodded. Said thanks. Ate half my plate without tasting any of it.

      He didn’t act like a man who’d just been caught with another woman’s hand on him. Granted, it wasn’t like they kissed. Still, he simply laughed at a dumb video we watched over dinner, kissed my shoulder as he rinsed the dishes. He didn’t bring up Sabrina.

      And I didn’t either.

      Not until we were getting into bed.

      The lights were off. The fan was humming. He was stretched out beside me in nothing but boxers, still warm from the shower. I lay on my side, facing away from him, staring at the wall, blanket bunched at my waist. My heart had been beating weirdly all day. Not panicked—just tight. Like something needed to be said or it was going to choke me.

      I took a breath and said it.

      “I saw you with her.”

      There was a pause—maybe a second, maybe longer. Then the sheets rustled.

      “Sabrina?” he asked.

      “In the garage.”

      He didn’t say anything for a beat. “Nothing happened.”

      “She touched you.”

      “She touches everyone.”

      “That wasn’t casual,” I said, finally rolling onto my back. “That was… flirty. Intimate.”

      He sighed, rubbing a hand over his chest. “I didn’t do anything.”

      “I know.”

      “She leaned in. I didn’t let it go further.”

      “I know that too.”

      Another silence stretched between us. He shifted onto his side, facing me in the dark. “Are you mad?”

      I thought about it.

      “I thought I would be.”

      “What does that mean?”

      I exhaled slowly. “Now I’m confused.”

      His hand found my hip under the sheet, fingers warm, careful. “Tell me what’s bothering you.”

      “I should’ve walked in,” I said, my voice quieter now. “Said something. But I didn’t. I stood there. I watched you. And I…” I swallowed. “I couldn’t stop watching.”

      His thumb stroked along the curve of my hip. Gentle. Grounding. “Because you didn’t trust me?”

      “No,” I said quickly. “Not that. I trust you. That’s not the problem.”

      “Then what is?”

      I stared at the ceiling, pulse thick in my throat. “I think I was curious.”

      He didn’t move. “Curious how far I’d go?”

      “No.” I turned to look at him. “Curious what it would look like. If you… if she…”

      Mark’s brows furrowed slightly, even in the dark. “You wanted to see me go further with her?”

      I felt heat crawl up my neck. “I don’t know. Maybe. Something about it just—”

      “Turned you on?”

      My breath hitched.

      His voice was soft, but certain. “I could feel it. After she left. You were different.”

      I looked at him then, really looked. His eyes were wide open, watching me like he was afraid to breathe too hard. Like he didn’t want to scare whatever this was away.

      “I didn’t plan it,” I whispered. “I didn’t even know I could feel that way. But she touches you and doesn’t care that I’m there. And you…” My voice caught. “You liked it.”

      He didn’t deny it.

      “Do you want her?” I asked.

      His jaw tightened, then relaxed. “I mean… she’s sexy. That’s obvious. But I love you. I wouldn’t do anything without you.”

      That shouldn’t have made me throb between my thighs, but it did.

      The idea that he wanted her. That he could have her. But that he’d still want me.

      “Even if I told you I liked watching?”

      Mark’s hand slid higher, resting just below my ribs. “Are you telling me that?”

      I didn’t answer right away. I just reached for his hand and pulled it to my chest, pressing it over my breast.

      It was pounding.

      “I don’t know what I’m saying,” I whispered. “Except that I can’t stop thinking about it.”

      He kissed my shoulder again, slower this time. Then my collarbone. His lips warm, patient.

      “You’re allowed to want new things,” he said softly.

      I turned toward him, our foreheads nearly touching now.

      “I want to see you fuck someone else,” I said before I could think twice. “I want to see what you’d do with her. How far she’d go. How far you’d let her.”

      His breath caught.

      “And I want to be there,” I added, softer now. “Not pushed aside. Not ignored. I want to be in the room.”

      Mark made a sound—half exhale, half groan—and then he was on top of me, kissing me like something in him had just broken loose. Like I’d just given him permission to imagine all the things he’d been holding back.

      His mouth crushed against mine, all heat and urgency, his hands sliding under my shirt like he couldn’t get to my skin fast enough. When he touched me, it wasn’t careful. It was hungry. His palms skimmed over my ribs, cupped my breasts through the thin cotton, thumbs brushing my nipples until I gasped into his mouth.

      “Say it again,” he murmured, lips at my jaw, my throat, my collarbone. “Tell me what you want.”

      “I want to see you lose control,” I breathed. “With her. With me watching. I want to know what you’d do if I told you it was okay.”

      He growled—growled—and dragged my shirt up and off, tossing it aside before taking one nipple into his mouth. I arched beneath him, fingers fisting in his hair, my thighs parting without thought. Everything inside me was liquid heat now, thick and rising. I’d never seen him like this—wild, almost rough, but still so attuned to my body it made my heart ache.

      “You’d watch?” he asked, voice hoarse as he kissed his way down my stomach, slow and deliberate.

      “Yes,” I whispered. “I’d watch every second. I’d tell you what to do to her.”

      His fingers slid under the waistband of my panties, pulling them down in one smooth motion. He kissed the inside of my thigh, then again higher, grazing his teeth just enough to make me jolt. His mouth hovered where I needed it most, his breath hot.

      “And while I was fucking her…” he said, his voice almost broken now, “you’d be wet like this?”

      I nodded, breath shuddering. “Worse. I’d be dripping.”

      His tongue moved over me in slow, devastating strokes, and my hips rose to meet him. I moaned—louder than I meant to—and he didn’t stop. Didn’t hold back. His tongue flicked, circled, pressed, until my legs trembled and I had to grab the sheets just to keep from flying apart.

      “Mark—”

      He crawled back up my body, mouth slick, eyes dark. He kissed me hard, like he wanted me to taste myself on his lips. Then he reached down and pushed his boxers off, his cock hot and thick against my thigh.

      “You’d sit in the corner,” he said, grinding against me. “You’d touch yourself while you watched me fuck her.”

      “Yes,” I gasped, wrapping my legs around him. “But only if you looked at me while you did it.”

      He groaned again and thrust into me all at once—deep, slow, filling me completely. I cried out, grabbing his shoulders as he started to move, each stroke hitting something raw and perfect inside me.

      We didn’t talk after that. We just moved—hard and slow, then fast and desperate, every thrust a release of everything we’d both been afraid to say. My nails scraped his back. His fingers dug into my hips. And when I came, it wasn’t quiet. It ripped through me with a heat I hadn’t felt in years.

      Mark followed seconds later, holding me tight, panting against my neck like he couldn’t let go even if he wanted to.

      After, we lay tangled in sweat and sheets, too spent to speak, too wired to sleep.

      And even then, in the afterglow, my mind drifted back to her.

      To what it would look like.

      To what it would feel like.

      To the heat in his eyes if I said yes.
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        * * *

      

      It started with stretching.

      I was on the patio folding towels again—because apparently that’s all I do now—when I saw her. Sabrina. At the edge of her lawn, again. This time in a tight gray sports bra and matching shorts, yoga mat rolled out on the grass.

      She caught me looking and waved. “You want to join me?” she called. “It’s nothing fancy. Just trying to undo all the crap I did to my spine in my twenties.”

      I laughed, more surprised than anything. “I’ll pass.”

      “Come on. I won’t bite. Unless your husband asks me to.”

      That last part was said with a wink. I pretended to roll my eyes, but my stomach fluttered. How could she be so bold unless she knew I wanted something more?

      She lowered herself into a lunge, hands behind her head, breasts pushed up and forward with no shame whatsoever. I turned away before I could stare too long.

      But I didn’t go back inside.

      I told myself I was keeping an eye on her. For Mark’s sake.

      For my sake.

      Ten minutes later, Mark stepped out of the garage, wiping his hands on a rag. The moment he spotted her, he froze.

      “Jesus,” he muttered.

      “Stretching, apparently,” I said without looking up.

      He stood next to me, watching her move through a slow series of poses. Bent over. Arching. Showing off, whether she admitted it or not.

      “You think she’s doing this on purpose?” he asked.

      “She’s definitely not doing it on accident.”

      Sabrina turned her head and caught us both staring. She smiled—openly this time—and motioned for Mark to come over.

      “I’m good,” he called, but she was already walking toward us, mat tucked under one arm, still glistening with sweat from the sun.

      She stopped a few feet from where we stood and dropped her mat. “You two always watch, but you never join.”

      Mark looked at me. I said nothing.

      Sabrina raised an eyebrow. “You sure you don’t want a demonstration?”

      Mark gave her a look. “Of what?”

      Without asking, she stepped behind him and placed her hands on his shoulders. “Here,” she said smoothly, “sink into your heels.”

      He did.

      She lowered into a squat behind him, aligning their bodies like she’d done this before. Her hands slid down his arms. “Now chest up—yes, like that.”

      From where I stood, I had a clear view of her pressed flush against his back. Her breasts were practically molded to him. And Mark wasn’t stopping her. He was letting her touch him. Guide him. Flirt.

      Right in front of me.

      She leaned in close to his ear. “You're a natural.”

      I cleared my throat—not angry, not warning. Just enough to remind them I was still there.

      Sabrina glanced at me over Mark’s shoulder. “I hope I’m not overstepping.”

      I shrugged, even though I felt like my heart was trying to escape my chest. “You’re fine.”

      Her eyes searched mine like she didn’t quite believe me.

      “I know what this looks like,” she said quietly. “And I don’t want to make things weird between you two.”

      Mark stepped out of the pose and turned to face her. “You’re very… forward.”

      She grinned. “It’s part of my charm.” Then she turned back to me. “Seriously, though. If this is making you uncomfortable, say the word.”

      I didn’t say it.

      Instead, I asked, “If I didn’t know better, I’d think you were trying to seduce my husband.”

      Sabrina tilted her head. “What if I am?”

      “Then I’d ask if you want me too.”

      That wiped the smirk off her face—just for a second. Then her mouth curved into something slower. Deeper.

      “I think you already know the answer to that.”

      Mark looked between us like he wasn’t sure if he was in trouble or being handed a fantasy.

      “I’m not trying to steal anyone,” Sabrina said. “But I’m also not blind. You’re both hot. You’ve got chemistry, and… sometimes I like stepping into the heat.”

      Mark stood there in silence, his eyes locked on mine, waiting for a cue.

      I gave none.

      Sabrina stepped back, but her energy didn’t falter. “Just something to think about,” she said. “You know where to find me.”

      Then she picked up her mat, tossed me a final look I felt between my legs, and strolled back toward her house—barefoot, glowing, not bothering to look back.

      Mark turned to me. “You okay?”

      I nodded. “I think so.”

      “We really let that happen.”

      “I know.”

      He waited a beat. “And you liked it?”

      I exhaled slowly. “More than I should.” Then I added, “If she flirts again, I want to see how far you’d go.”
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        * * *

      

      It was my idea.

      I told him to invite her over. Casual. No pressure. Just a normal afternoon. No locked doors, no secrets. And no pretending it was anything but what it was.

      Mark didn’t ask questions. He just looked at me like he was trying to read between the lines. But there weren’t any. Not this time.

      “Are you sure?” he’d asked.

      “Yes,” I said. “I want to watch.”

      So we cleaned the patio. Put on music. Set out a pitcher of ice water like we were hosting a book club instead of… whatever this was about to be.

      When Sabrina arrived, she wore denim shorts, a black bikini top, and a smile like she already knew she was walking into something more than a pool visit.

      “Cute setup,” she said, stepping through the side gate. “Almost like you were expecting me.”

      Mark gave her a look. “We were.”

      She raised a brow, glancing at me. “Oh?”

      I met her gaze. “Have a seat.”

      She did. Slowly. Carefully. Like she was checking for traps.

      I sat across from her. Mark stood between us, leaning on the railing, arms crossed. His jaw was tight.

      I could feel my pulse in my wrists.

      “You said,” I began, “that you like stepping into the heat.”

      Sabrina nodded, her expression calm. “Still true.”

      “And you said you weren’t trying to steal anyone.”

      “Also true.”

      I took a breath. “So what if I said I wanted to watch you with my husband?”

      That made her pause. Not out of hesitation—more like she was savoring the words. Like she was tasting them before she swallowed.

      Then she smiled. “I’d say... tell me where to start.”

      Mark’s throat bobbed as he swallowed. His hands flexed at his sides. I saw the shift in him—the flicker of raw, barely restrained want. Not for her alone.

      For me, letting him.

      I stood. “Come inside.”

      No one said anything as we walked through the sliding glass door.

      The house felt too quiet. Too clean. I led them to the living room, where the curtains were still open and the afternoon sun poured across the hardwood floors. I took a seat on the couch.

      Neither of them moved at first.

      Sabrina looked at me. “You’re sure?”

      “I’m sure.”

      She turned to Mark. “And you?”

      His voice was low. “If she wants this... yes.”

      There was a pause—a beat of breathless silence.

      Then Sabrina stepped forward and kissed him.

      It wasn’t soft.

      It was slow and deliberate, her fingers curling around the back of his neck, her body pressing into his as she tilted her head and deepened the kiss. I could hear it—the slide of their mouths, the sharp inhale Mark made when she flicked her tongue against his.

      I didn’t move. Didn’t interrupt.

      I just watched.

      My legs pressed together, the ache already building. My heart was racing, but I wasn’t panicking. I wasn’t jealous.

      I was lit up.

      Mark's hands landed on her hips. Hesitant at first. Then firmer. He pulled her closer, kissed her harder. I saw the way her body responded—the way she arched, the way her hands slid down his chest.

      I shifted on the couch.

      She broke the kiss first, breathless, flushed. “Still okay?”

      “Yes,” I said. My voice came out low, uneven.

      She turned to Mark. “It’s hot having your wife watch us.”

      Mark looked at me then. Really looked. Like he was seeing me differently now—like I was more than just allowing this.

      Like I was the reason it was happening.

      “Touch her,” I said.

      He did.

      He reached up and cupped Sabrina’s breast through her bikini top. She moaned, biting her lip, eyes fluttering closed.

      I leaned back into the couch, my hand sliding between my thighs, slow and cautious, like I was the intruder now.

      But I wasn’t.

      This was my show.

      And they were just getting started.

      Sabrina’s breath hitched when Mark slid his hand beneath the thin triangle of her bikini top, his thumb brushing over her nipple in a way that made her gasp and lean into him. Her hips shifted, her body already tuned to him, like this wasn’t the first time they’d touched.

      But it was.

      I watched every second.

      Mark looked dazed—his mouth parted, his other hand sliding down her back, slow and hungry at once. She kissed him again, slower this time, deeper, curling her fingers into his hair.

      I was still on the couch, legs parted, one hand between my thighs, the other gripping the edge of the cushion. I hadn’t even meant to touch myself. I just... needed to. Watching them like this wasn’t just arousing—it was electric. It made me feel more alive than I had in years.

      Sabrina turned her head slightly and looked at me. She was breathing hard, lips swollen, eyes dark.

      “Do you want me to stop?” she asked.

      My voice came out hoarse. “No.”

      She took Mark’s hand and pulled it lower, sliding it under the waistband of her shorts. He let out a sound I’d never heard from him before—half growl, half groan—and started stroking her in slow, deliberate circles.

      I watched her mouth fall open, her body rocking against his fingers.

      Mark’s gaze met mine.

      I expected guilt. Hesitation. But all I saw was heat—and something close to reverence.

      “This turns you on, doesn’t it? Seeing me touch her.”

      It did. I was flushed and panting and trembling on the couch, watching him touch another woman like he was being given the most dangerous, intimate gift.

      Sabrina moaned again, her head dropping to Mark’s shoulder. He whispered something in her ear and she laughed softly, then looked at me again.

      “You’re really just going to sit there?”

      “I—” I licked my lips. “I said I wanted to watch.”

      “You’re close enough to touch us. What’s stopping you?”

      She walked toward me without warning, hips swaying, cheeks still flushed from Mark’s touch. She stopped right in front of me, standing between my open knees. Then she reached down and took my hand—the one between my thighs—and brought it to her mouth.

      She kissed my knuckles. Then my wrist. Then higher.

      My whole body tensed.

      She pushed my shorts aside, but didn’t touch where I was dripping. Not yet. She was taking her time—and it made me crazy. “I think,” she whispered, “you want to do more than watch.”

      Mark was still standing a few feet behind her, his chest rising and falling like he’d just run a mile. He didn’t say anything. Didn’t move. Just waited.

      Letting me choose.

      I curled my fingers into Sabrina’s waistband and tugged her down gently. She knelt between my legs, hands on my thighs, face tilted up like she was waiting for permission.

      “I’ve never—” I began.

      She smiled. “That’s okay. I have.”

      Her lips brushed my inner thigh, light and teasing, and my head dropped back with a moan. Her mouth was warm, soft, careful but confident, kissing a path up the inside of my leg while her fingers found the edge of my panties and slid them gently to the side.

      I gasped when her tongue touched me—slow and deliberate, like she wasn’t in any hurry to get anywhere. She licked me like she was savoring every reaction, every tremble, every breathless sound I made.

      I reached for Mark without thinking. He came instantly, kneeling beside me, kissing my neck, my shoulder, his hands everywhere.

      “I can’t believe I’m watching this,” he whispered. “You’re so fucking hot.”

      Sabrina hummed against me, sending vibrations straight through my core. I moaned louder, my legs tightening around her shoulders.

      Mark pulled one of my breasts free from my top, his mouth finding my nipple, tongue circling it until my back arched. My body was on fire, surrounded, worshipped, undone.

      It didn’t take long.

      The orgasm hit fast—hard—rolling through me in hot, rhythmic waves that left me breathless and half-wild, my fingers tangled in Sabrina’s hair, Mark’s name on my lips.

      When it passed, I collapsed back against the couch, trembling.

      Sabrina pulled back slowly, licking her lips. She looked at Mark, then at me.

      “Still want to just watch?”

      I laughed—hoarse and ruined.

      “No,” I said. “Not anymore.”

      I was still catching my breath when Sabrina leaned up between my thighs, lips slick, cheeks flushed, and gave me a smile that made my stomach clench all over again.

      “You taste like you’ve been waiting a long time for that,” she whispered.

      I didn’t answer. Couldn’t. My body was still trembling, nerves fired raw, the couch beneath me damp from my skin and hers. My legs felt useless. My lungs, too.

      Mark knelt beside me, brushing damp hair from my forehead. “You okay?”

      I nodded. Slowly. “More than.”

      He smiled, but there was still that look in his eyes—restraint. Like he wasn’t sure what came next.

      I reached out, fingers curling around his wrist, tugging him closer. “You’ve been watching, too.”

      His gaze dropped to my mouth. “Hard not to.”

      I looked at Sabrina, then back at him. “Keep going.”

      Mark didn’t hesitate.

      He turned to her, cupped her face in both hands, and kissed her.

      Not like before. This was deeper. Dirtier. All heat and hunger. She moaned into his mouth and pressed her body against him, her hands already tugging at his waistband. He lifted his shirt over his head, revealing a chest I knew well but suddenly wanted to see through her eyes.

      I sat up, watching as he undressed her—slid her sports bra up and over, baring her breasts. His mouth dropped to one immediately, sucking, licking, and she arched like she’d been waiting for it since the moment she walked through the gate.

      I slipped out of my top, bare now between them, the heat rising in my chest again.

      Sabrina caught my eye as Mark’s hands slid down her sides. “You’re still in charge here,” she said, breathless. “Just say the word.”

      I stood and stepped behind her, pressing my body to her back, kissing the curve of her shoulder as I reached around and cupped one of her breasts. She gasped, head tipping back against me, and I felt her body tremble.

      Mark watched us—eyes dark, cock straining in his jeans.

      “Take them off,” I told him.

      He did, fast, and when he stepped forward, his length hanging thick and hard, I saw her reach for him.

      “Wait,” I said.

      They both froze. My fingers grazed Sabrina’s waist, teasing just above the band of her shorts. “I want to see you come undone first.”

      Sabrina looked over her shoulder. “And you want to help?”

      I smiled. “Yes.”

      Together, we lowered her shorts and panties in one smooth motion, exposing her completely. Mark sat on the couch—my seat—watching us, fisting his cock slowly as we lowered her to the rug in front of him.

      I knelt beside her and kissed her. Just once. Soft and certain.

      Then I spread her legs and began to touch her, fingers slow, mouth grazing the inside of her thigh. She moaned, reached for my hand, clutched it like she needed something to hold onto as I found her rhythm and circled her clit.

      “Fuck,” she whimpered. “That’s so—yes, right there.”

      Mark knelt beside us, stroking himself harder now, eyes locked on the way Sabrina writhed under my hands.

      “You’ve got her so wet,” he murmured. “I want to taste you both.”

      “Then come here,” I said.

      We kissed her together—him at her breasts, me between her thighs—and I felt her come apart with both our mouths on her, moaning like she’d forgotten which one of us to beg for.

      She came hard. Shaking. Gasping. And I felt proud of it—powerful in a way I hadn’t expected.

      And then she turned to me, kissed me again—tongue slick, hungry, grateful—and whispered, “Now it’s your turn to watch.”

      She pulled Mark toward her, guiding him into her body with a hiss of pleasure, and for a moment, I felt something twist in my chest.

      But it wasn’t jealousy.

      It was heat. Pure, molten heat.

      He moved slowly at first, like he thought I might stop him. Like he needed my blessing.

      I gave it with a nod—and didn’t look away.

      They moved together, tangled and slick, bodies joining right there on our living room rug, and I touched myself shamelessly as I watched, knowing they were putting on a show just for me.

      Mark looked at me as he fucked her. His hand reached for mine.

      “You still with me?” he asked, panting.

      I smiled. “I’m the one who let her in, remember?”

      And when I came again—watching him buried inside her, Sabrina moaning my name this time—it was sharper. Hotter. A surrender I’d chosen.

      We didn’t speak for a while after.

      Mark was sprawled on the rug, chest rising and falling, one arm thrown across his forehead. Sabrina lay next to him, her hand lazily tracing circles over his stomach, a small, satisfied smile playing at her lips. Her hair was a mess. My inner thighs were sticky. The whole room smelled like sweat and sex and summer air.

      I sat on the edge of the couch—bare, spent, glowing.

      I should have felt exposed.

      Instead, I felt invincible.

      Mark turned his head toward me, eyes soft. “You okay?”

      I nodded. “I’m amazing.”

      Sabrina rolled onto her side, propping herself up on one elbow. “So,” she said, voice still husky. “That a one-time thing, or are we just getting started?”

      I didn’t answer right away.

      Because I was looking at Mark. And then at her. And then at myself—this version of me I hadn’t known was hiding under all the quiet restraint and folded towels and neighborly smiles.

      I reached for my water, took a slow sip, and smiled.

      “Let’s just say... I’m not done watching.”

      Sabrina grinned.

      Mark laughed.

      And I leaned back into the cushions, heat still pulsing low in my belly, already wondering how far I might let them go next time.
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