
        
            
                
            
        

    


      
        SELENA HART

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Copyright

      

      
        Selena Hart’s Newsletter

      

      
        Dedication

      

      
        Her Billionaire Husband

      

      
        Want 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 2024 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’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

      

      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.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Her Billionaire Husband

          

        

      

    

    
      The bar was humming with the soft chatter of well-dressed patrons and the gentle clinking of glasses. I wiped the counter down absentmindedly, lost in the monotony of mixing drinks for people who seemed to have everything. The evening was routine, predictable until she walked in.

      I looked up and my breath caught in my throat. Helen entered like she owned the room, her presence commanding attention with an understated elegance that was both intimidating and mesmerizing. Her long, dark hair cascaded over her shoulders, and her eyes—an almost impossible shade of blue—seemed to see right through me as they locked onto mine.

      “Hello,” she said, her voice smooth like velvet as she approached the bar. “What do you recommend?”

      I fumbled with the cocktail shaker in my hand, feeling an unfamiliar heat rise to my cheeks. “Uh, depends on what you like,” I stammered, trying desperately to keep my composure.

      She smiled, and it was like sunlight breaking through clouds. “Surprise me.”

      I nodded, praying my hands wouldn’t betray how nervous I felt. As I started preparing a drink that matched neither her elegance nor mystery—a simple gin and tonic—I could feel her eyes on me.

      “I don’t think I’ve seen you here before,” I said, attempting casual conversation while keeping my voice steady.

      Helen leaned against the bar with an easy grace. “I don’t usually come to places like these. But tonight felt…different.”

      “Oh? What’s special about tonight?” I asked, trying not to sound too curious while placing the finished drink in front of her.

      She picked up the glass and took a sip, her gaze never leaving mine as she savored it. “I suppose I just wanted a change of scenery,” she replied cryptically.

      I swallowed hard, feeling a strange mix of envy at how effortlessly captivating she was and a new sensation—a pull that both scared and thrilled me. “Well, we’re glad to have you,” I said, my voice softer than intended.

      Helen chuckled softly. “Glad to be here,” she said before pausing thoughtfully. “What about you? How does someone like you end up working here?”

      “Someone like me?” I echoed, unsure whether to be flattered or defensive.

      “You seem…” She hesitated as if searching for the right words. “Like you belong somewhere more interesting.”

      I laughed nervously, surprised by the compliment masked within her observation. “Yeah? Well, what makes you think bartending isn’t interesting?”

      Her laughter joined mine—light and infectious—and for a moment, it felt like just the two of us were in on a secret no one else knew. “Touché,” she conceded.

      The conversation flowed from there with an ease that surprised me. Each word exchanged was a step deeper into territory I had never ventured before—territory where this woman captivated not just my attention but something deeper within me.

      “You know,” she murmured, “you’re quite enchanting when you smile.”

      Her words sent a shiver down my spine. For reasons I couldn't entirely explain or understand at that moment, all I could do was return her smile.

      That’s when an equally handsome man walked in. It took me a few minutes to realize who he was. Samuel Astor. He ran the biggest law firm in the country and he was a billionaire.

      I watched eagerly as he approached the bar, sliding in beside my new friend, Helen. He kissed her temple and touched her lower back. “Hello, darling,” he said.

      Helen introduced us and I nearly fainted. She was married to him? And was I really meeting the famous billionaire? He reached a hand over the bar with a smile and I placed my shaky hand in his. “It’s nice to meet you, Julie. If my wife likes you, then I like you too.”

      “I like her too,” I croaked.

      He held my hand for a moment, studying me. I wondered if Helen would be upset by how long he was touching me for, but she didn’t seem to be. She seemed to be…intrigued instead.

      He finally let go of my hand and glanced at the bar as if studying the wood grain. “When do you get off work, Julie?”

      I swallowed. Why? Did they want to hunt me for sport or something? “Um, around three in the morning,” I said. It was only ten.

      Samuel glanced at his watch then tapped it while looking at his wife. “I’m going to get back to work, darling. But I’ll be waiting for you two at home.”

      My eyes widened. What? He wanted me to go home with his wife? They hadn’t even asked me…and yet, I knew if they had I’d jump at the opportunity.

      Helen turned towards me, her eyes sparkling with mischief and a challenge. “What do you say, Julie? Care for a change of scenery after your shift?”

      I hesitated, my mind racing through possibilities. What exactly were they proposing? Yet despite the uncertainty, a thrill surged through me—a chance to step into a world I had never dared imagine.

      “I—I’m not sure,” I admitted, trying to mask my growing excitement with caution.

      Helen’s laugh was a soft melody that wrapped around me, soothing yet enticing. “No pressure,” she said. “Just an offer if you’re curious.”

      Curious was an understatement. I’d spent years behind this bar, watching life unfold from the sidelines, and now I was being invited into the center of an intriguing mystery. I nodded slowly, finding my voice. “I might be curious.”

      She finished her drink and gave Samuel a brief goodbye kiss on the cheek before he departed, leaving behind an air of unfulfilled secrets. Helen settled back into her seat with a relaxed grace, and we continued talking as if nothing had changed.

      But everything felt different now—as if potential hovered in the air between us like a palpable entity.

      The hours slipped by faster than usual, filled with conversation that danced between personal confessions and light-hearted banter. Helen had an uncanny ability to draw out stories from me that I’d never shared with anyone else—the ones about childhood dreams and hidden ambitions.

      As closing time approached, the bar quieted down until it was just Helen and me left amid the soft hum of night settling over us.

      Suddenly, Helen moaned. “This is my favorite song,” she said, pointing to the speakers in the ceiling. She reached across the bar for my hands. “Come on, dance with me.”

      I glanced around nervously, expecting Mark, my boss, to reprimand us. But to my surprise, he was leaning against the back wall, arms crossed with a knowing grin. “Don’t disappoint the customers, Julie,” he called out with a wink.

      Helen’s grip on my hands was gentle yet insistent. I swallowed my apprehension and let her guide me from behind the bar to the open space near the center of the room. The music was slow and soulful, a perfect backdrop for this unexpected moment.

      I felt self-conscious for a heartbeat. Here I was in my work uniform, dancing with Helen—effortlessly stunning in a simple yet elegant outfit that managed to steal attention without even trying. But her presence seemed to erase all my awkwardness. She pulled me closer with ease, her body swaying rhythmically as if she was part of the melody itself.

      “See? Not so bad,” Helen said softly, her voice almost drowned by the music.

      I nodded, feeling the warmth of her touch seep through my skin. “You’re right,” I confessed. “It’s nice.”

      We moved together, our steps unhurried and languid as if time no longer mattered. Around us, the world faded into a blur—the clinking of glasses behind the bar, the distant sound of traffic outside—all replaced by the thrum of music and the hypnotic connection between us.

      “So why bartending?” Helen asked after a moment, her eyes locked onto mine.

      I shrugged slightly. “It pays the bills and I get to meet interesting people,” I replied honestly. “Though no one quite like you.”

      She laughed again, that enchanting sound that sent shivers down my spine. “I’m flattered.”

      Her hand slid from mine and rested lightly on my waist. I could feel a flush creeping up my neck but found myself unable to break away from those captivating eyes.

      “And you?” I countered, curiosity bubbling up despite myself. “Why spend your evening here?”

      Helen tilted her head slightly as if considering how much to reveal. “Sometimes it's nice just being Helen,” she said eventually. “Not ‘Mrs. Billionaire’ or anything else people want to label me.”

      There was something raw in her tone that made my heart ache—an undercurrent of vulnerability beneath her poised exterior.

      “I get that,” I murmured finally.

      As we continued to dance beneath the dim lights, I sensed barriers dissolving between us—each step forward taking me deeper into an unexpected kinship that neither of us had planned but perhaps both craved in some inexplicable way.

      The song drew to its close but neither of us moved away immediately; instead choosing to linger in this fleeting pocket of quiet intimacy.

      Eventually, I pulled back from Helen and helped Mark close down the bar. Helen waited for me outside, and when I met her, she smiled.

      Taking my hand, she led me into a black sedan that was waiting for her on the side of the road. We both slid into the passenger seat, and it felt odd to still be in my uniform.

      While the car headed back to Sam and Helen’s place, Helen placed her hand on my bare knee, resting just under my black work skirt. “Tell me, Julie. You’re not a virgin, are you?”

      My breath hitched. Why was she asking me that? I glanced at the driver before replying, “No, I’m not.”

      “And have you ever slept with a woman?”

      “No.” My heart was racing.

      “So no threesomes?”

      I shook my head.

      Her hand slid further up my thigh, making me clench them. My panties were drenched both from the conversation and from her touch. “Have you ever been curious?”

      “Not before you.” The words slipped out before I even knew what they meant.

      Helen smiled and then removed her hand from my thigh. My legs ached from the emptiness.

      Once we were inside their penthouse, I surveyed the lavish surroundings.

      It was everything I imagined and more—floor-to-ceiling windows offering a panoramic view of the city lights, sleek modern furnishings that probably cost more than my entire apartment, and an air of opulence that was hard to ignore.

      Helen gestured toward a hallway as she kicked off her heels. "Come on, let’s get you out of that uniform."

      I hesitated, nerves twisting in my stomach, but the promise of something new and thrilling pulled me forward. The plush carpet felt foreign under my feet as I followed her down the corridor.

      The bedroom was no less impressive. A massive king-sized bed dominated the room, dressed in soft, silken sheets that shimmered under the dimmed lights. On it lay a delicate set of lace lingerie and a stunning black dress, perfectly arranged as if waiting specifically for this moment.

      Helen disappeared into an adjoining room and I heard the gentle rush of water as she turned on the shower. She returned to find me standing awkwardly by the bed.

      “Here,” she said softly, stepping closer. Her fingers brushed against mine as she reached for my shirt buttons, slowly undoing them one by one. Her touch was electric; every graze of her skin against mine sent shivers up my spine.

      I swallowed hard but didn’t stop her as she worked her way down. The shirt slipped from my shoulders and Helen caught it deftly before it could fall to the floor.

      “You okay?” she asked, genuine concern flickering in her eyes.

      “Yeah,” I breathed out, surprised by how much I meant it.

      Helen smiled—a small, reassuring curve of her lips—as she moved to unzip my skirt. It pooled around my ankles and her gaze followed it momentarily before rising back to meet mine.

      I unclasped my bra and stepped out of my panties. Helen exhaled and said, “Beautiful.” My nipples were hard and my pussy was dripping wet. I had an inkling as to why I was there, but I couldn’t be certain.

      She mirrored my actions with her own clothes until both of us stood nearly bare before each other. Her breasts were fuller than mine, her nipples just as hard. Her pussy had neatly trimmed hair and her hips were deliciously wide.

      Taking my hand once more, Helen led me into the bathroom where steam curled invitingly from behind a frosted glass door. She stepped inside first, pulling me gently along with her.

      Warm water cascaded over us as we stood beneath the showerhead.

      Standing behind me, Helen’s hands found their way to my waist. “Still curious?” she whispered into my ear.

      “More than ever,” I replied truthfully, feeling the anticipation thrum through every cell in my body.

      Her hands began to lower until her fingers dipped into the space between my thighs. I shuddered, feeling her breasts heaving against my back. She played with my clit until my whole body was on fire.

      Then, she placed my hands on the far side of the shower, leaning against the wall. She pulled my hips back so I was bent over and she dropped to her knees. Water fell over her head and my lower back, and that’s when I felt her tongue glide over my pussy between my thighs.

      “Fuck,” I hissed.

      I could barely hold myself upright, my knees threatening to give out beneath the slow, deliberate strokes of her tongue. Each lap sent a wave of pleasure rippling through me, and I gripped the cool tiles for support, the water cascading around us like a cocoon of warmth.

      “Is this what you wanted?” Helen’s voice was muffled against my skin, her breath hot and thrilling.

      “Yes,” I gasped, the word slipping from my lips before I even realized I’d spoken.

      She chuckled softly, the vibration sending another jolt of sensation straight to my core. Her hands held me firmly in place, fingers digging gently into my hips as she continued her exquisite torture. I felt her tongue explore every inch of me, circling my clit with a rhythm that matched the pounding of my heart.

      Time seemed to dissolve in the steam-filled air, every second stretching into an eternity of pleasure. Each flick and swirl was precise, calculated to drive me closer and closer to that precipice of release. My breath became ragged as I fought to hold on just a little longer, savoring every delicious moment.

      Helen pulled back slightly, her absence both a relief and an agony. “You’re close,” she murmured teasingly, leaving a trail of kisses along my inner thighs.

      I whimpered in response, straining toward her touch like a flower seeking sunlight. “Please,” I begged softly, desperation threading through my voice.

      With renewed focus, Helen returned to her task, tongue dancing over me with an intensity that left no room for thought—only feeling. She brought one hand up to join her mouth, sliding two fingers inside me with ease. The combination was intoxicating; each stroke brought me higher until there was nowhere left to go but over the edge.

      And then it happened—an eruption of pure ecstasy that shattered through me like a storm. My entire body tensed before unraveling in a cascade of tremors that left me gasping for breath. Helen didn’t stop until the last waves of pleasure ebbed away, leaving me trembling and blissfully spent.

      Helen stood and spun me around to face her. Then she began covering my tender, swollen body with soap. She ran shampoo, then conditioner, through my hair until I was squeaky clean. “There,” she said. “Now you’re ready for my husband.”

      My breath hitched again. I realized now that I was merely an offering. She was preparing me to be with him. I’d never done anything like this before, but the thought of sharing a billionaire with his wife was intoxicating.

      She dried me off then led me back to the bedroom where she dressed me in the lingerie. She picked up the dress, but didn’t put it on me. Instead, she wore the dress, but with no panties or bra underneath. Our hair was still wet, but dry enough to not be dripping. She took my hand, and led me down the hall to another bedroom.

      That’s where we found Samuel waiting. He was shirtless, wearing only his dark slacks. His eyes were haunting as they swept over my body.

      “I like this one,” he told Helen. He motioned with his hand for me to step forward.

      Helen urged me toward him, but she hung back in the shadows on the edge of the room. Sam pulled me to him by my waist and claimed my mouth with his own.

      His hands roamed over my body, my nipples standing to attention. He cupped my breasts over my bra and slowly lowered the straps while kissing the nape of my neck. Chills spread all over my body. He tugged the bra down without unclasping it, until my breasts were free. He lowered his mouth to one of my nipples, sucking on it and making me gasp.

      I ran my fingers through his hair when he bit down. I whimpered and he followed the bite with a tender flick of his tongue, soothing.

      He moved to the other nipple while sliding his fingers inside my panties. He groaned around my nipple when he realized how wet I was.

      He lowered down, tugging my panties to the side rather than pulling them off. He licked the arousal from my folds, then stood back up.

      Cupping my cheek, he said, “I want you to go down on me while my wife watches. Would you like to do that?”

      I couldn’t speak. My throat was closing up with uncertainty. While Helen watched? This was all so unorthodox. But I nodded. My body was too curious and too excited by this strange couple to say no.

      I dropped to my knees and helped Sam unfasten his slacks. When he pulled out his cock, I gasped. It was so long and thick I realized I made a huge mistake. There was no way I’d be able to fit him into my mouth.

      When I heard Helen moaning behind us, I turned to find her sitting in a chair with her dress hiked up to her hips. Her pussy was exposed and she was fingering herself to the sight of us.

      The whole situation turned me on. I turned back to Sam’s cock and glanced up at him. He was smiling down at me, brushing the tip of his cock over my lips. “Open wide,” he said, keeping a hand on the back of my head as he pushed forward.

      I parted my lips and took him in, the heat of him filling my mouth. I had to resist the urge to pull back as my jaw stretched wide to accommodate him. The musky scent enveloped me, and I breathed through my nose, trying to relax into it.

      Sam let out a low groan, his fingers tangling in my hair as he guided me, urging me to take more of him. I wrapped my hand around the base of his cock for support and began moving my mouth over him, slowly at first, getting used to the weight and length.

      Helen's moans grew louder behind me, each sound sending a fresh wave of arousal through me. It was strange but intoxicating, knowing she was there, watching us with her own pleasure blooming.

      "That's it," Sam encouraged, his voice rough with desire. "You're doing so well."

      I swirled my tongue around the tip, tasting the slightly salty precum that leaked from him. His hips bucked involuntarily, and I took it as a sign that he liked what I was doing. I started bobbing my head faster, hollowing my cheeks with every pass.

      Helen's breathing was ragged now, matching the rhythm I set. "You're beautiful together," she murmured between gasps, her eyes half-lidded with lust.

      Sam's grip tightened on my hair as he thrust deeper into my mouth. I tried to suppress a gag reflex but settled into a steady pace that seemed to drive him wild. Feeling daring, I relaxed my throat further and let him push just a little deeper.

      "God, Julie," Sam groaned, his voice thick with impending release.

      I hummed around him in response, the vibrations drawing another guttural sound from his lips. He was close—I could tell by the way his muscles tensed under my touch.

      Helen let out a cry of climax behind us just as Sam lost control. His hips jerked forward one last time as he came into my mouth. The salty warmth filled me and I swallowed instinctively, not wanting to break the connection just yet.

      As Sam's breathing slowed and he gently pulled away, I sat back on my heels and glanced over at Helen. She looked utterly blissful and sated as she met my gaze with a soft smile.

      Sam reached down to help me stand, his touch tender now that the heat of passion had cooled slightly. "I’m going to fuck you now,” he warned, and I nodded. He cupped my face and bit my lower lip before adding, “That’s a good girl.”

      He cupped my ass then lifted me up to his waist where I wrapped my legs around him. Sam was unbelievably strong, and somehow still hard despite just having come. He guided his cock inside me, filling me to the hilt. He was completely bareback, but I couldn’t find it in me to care. I craved the feeling of his skin against mine, damn the consequences.

      My body deflated in his arms. He felt so huge and so good, I could barely keep upright. Sam kissed me again and again as he rocked his hips while standing.

      Behind us, Helen began to crawl to us, stopping right under my ass. She gripped Sam’s thighs and began to lick his balls while he fucked me. It all felt so surreal, so dirty, so wrong for Helen and so right for me.

      Our movements quickly fell into a rhythm. Sam’s powerful thrusts lifted me higher each time, causing a delicious friction that made my entire body hum with pleasure. Helen’s tongue traced patterns along his sensitive skin, her hands steadying both of us as she lavished attention on him.

      "More," I whimpered, clutching tighter around his neck. My voice was breathy, barely above a whisper, but Sam heard me, and his pace quickened in response.

      “You like that?” he asked, a wicked glint dancing in his eyes. His breath was hot against my ear, a stark contrast to the cool air around us. I could only nod, lost for words as wave after wave of pleasure coursed through me.

      Beneath us, Helen’s moans echoed my own. She shifted slightly, pressing her face even closer to where we were joined. Her enthusiasm was palpable—every stroke of her tongue sent shivers up my spine and seemed to drive Sam deeper into me.

      I could feel the tension building again within me, an insistent pressure that demanded release. My fingers dug into Sam’s shoulders; he responded by adjusting his grip on me, angling himself for even deeper penetration.

      “Yes,” I gasped out finally, feeling the dam inside me about to break. “Just like that."

      Sam grunted in agreement as his pace turned frenzied. Each thrust now seemed to blur into the next until I could no longer distinguish where one ended and another began. The room around us disappeared; all that existed was the sensation of him driving into me and Helen’s eager caress below.

      "I’m close," Sam breathed heavily against my skin. His muscles bunched with each movement—a crescendo building alongside my own impending climax.

      Helen pulled back slightly, just enough to watch our faces as we teetered on the edge together. The sight of her watching us so intently pushed me over first; my world shattered into a million shards of ecstasy as I cried out, body arching against Sam’s in abandon.

      Seconds later, Sam followed suit with a roar that echoed through the room. The force of his release rocked through both of us, leaving him trembling and weak-kneed beneath me.

      Finally spent, Sam lowered me to the floor, keeping his arms around me so I stayed upright. Helen stood to kiss Sam gently before turning her gaze to meet mine with an expression that was nothing short of adoration.

      We stayed entwined like that for several moments longer—basking in shared warmth and satisfaction—before slowly easing apart and collapsing onto the mattress nearby.

      "I think we need a breather," Helen said.

      I nodded drowsily from where I lay tangled among them both. There was an intimacy now between us three—a silent understanding born from experiencing something wildly beautiful together—that would bind us long after this night ended.

      “You picked a good one, darling,” Sam told Helen. I blushed with pride. Sam met my gaze and tucked a wet strand of hair behind my ear. “I’m going to want to fuck this one for a while.”

      My mouth went dry or I would’ve told him I wanted that too. I barely knew this couple and yet I felt oddly close to them. They intrigued me and I wanted to know more about their world. With the way they were looking at me, I could tell they wanted to know more about me too. And they would, because I was about to give them everything.
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