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      The velvet of my green dress whispered against my legs as Chris and I stepped into the grand, glittering room. Golden light poured from the chandeliers above, refracting against glasses of champagne and sequins on designer gowns. The air was thick with perfume, laughter, and that unmistakable hum of New York City wealth—a mixture of ambition and ease.

      Chris looked stunning in his tailored navy suit, crisp white shirt open at the collar, and just the faintest glint of a gold watch peeking out from his sleeve. His thick, dark hair was swept back in a way that made me want to run my fingers through it later. He leaned down as we paused near the entrance, his lips brushing my ear. "Ready to be dazzling tonight?" he asked with a grin.

      I smiled up at him, my heart skipping because he still had that effect on me after five years of marriage. "Ready as ever," I said, squeezing his arm. He smelled like cedarwood and spice, a cologne I'd gifted him last Christmas that somehow made him even more irresistible.

      Chris nodded toward the crowd before us—a collection of impeccably dressed bodies moving like currents around islands of crystal tables and leather lounge chairs. "Let's make our rounds."

      We moved together, arm in arm, like royalty greeting their court. People turned as we passed—maybe it was just the confidence Chris exuded or how well we'd put ourselves together tonight—but I could feel the weight of their glances.

      "Rebecca!" Chris greeted one of our acquaintances with his easy charm, holding out a hand to shake hers. Rebecca was as elegant as ever in some kind of sculptural black jumpsuit, her silver hair cropped close in an impossibly chic bob.

      "And Hannah," she said warmly, turning to me with a kiss to each cheek. "You look divine tonight—what is that dress? Valentino?"

      "Close," I said with a small laugh. "Vera Wang vintage."

      "Even better." She winked before turning back to Chris to rib him about some Knicks game they'd both suffered through last week.

      I made polite conversation but spent most of the time watching Chris from beneath my lashes. The lines at the corners of his eyes crinkled every time he laughed; his hand rested lightly at my waist when we moved between conversations; he listened intently when people spoke to him, nodding thoughtfully before responding with that smooth baritone voice.

      We navigated through cliques of investment bankers and gallery owners until we reached the bar where I ordered myself a glass of pinot noir while Chris went for a scotch neat.

      "To surviving holiday parties," I joked softly over the rim of my glass once our drinks were in hand.

      "To not spilling wine on your dress," he countered with a wry smile.

      He clinked his glass gently against mine before something—or someone—caught his attention over my shoulder. His gaze flickered briefly past me, quick enough that I barely noticed at first. But then I saw it—the faint tightness in his jaw when he turned back to me too quickly.

      "What is it?" I asked lightly. But even before he could answer—or deflect—I followed his line of sight back toward a darker corner near one of the floor-to-ceiling windows.

      She stood there like a vision conjured out of a memory I had tried not to examine too closely. Naomi. Chris’s ex-wife. And, God help me, she looked stunning.

      Her dress was black, sleek, and impossibly fitted—like it had been poured over her body and then sculpted into art. A slit ran up one side, exposing a toned leg that ended in strappy silver heels. Her dark hair fell in loose waves over bare shoulders that gleamed faintly under the chandelier light. Even from across the room, I caught the edge of her smirk—the one that had always seemed more confident than friendly.

      It hit me like a sucker punch: I’d forgotten how beautiful Naomi was. Or maybe forgotten wasn’t the right word. Suppressed? Repressed? Buried under layers of "she’s in the past" and "Chris chose me." But now, with her standing there so unapologetically gorgeous, all those old insecurities clawed their way back to the surface like they’d just been waiting for this moment.

      Chris cleared his throat beside me, his fingers tightening slightly on his glass. When I glanced up at him, he wasn’t looking at me. His gaze was still on her, lingering longer than it should have.

      "Naomi," he said under his breath, almost like he didn’t mean to say it aloud.

      "Yeah," I murmured, trying to sound casual despite the flare of jealousy warming my chest. "I see her."

      She noticed us then—of course she did—and her eyes sparkled with something that wasn’t quite surprise. She started moving toward us with the unhurried grace of someone who knew every head in the room was turning to watch her.

      Chris downed the rest of his scotch in one smooth motion just as she reached us.

      "Well," Naomi drawled when she was close enough for me to catch the faint scent of jasmine on her skin. "If it isn’t Chris and Hannah."

      Her voice hadn’t changed either—low and smoky, with just enough warmth to make you question if there was an edge beneath it. She tilted her head slightly as she looked between us, her lips curling into that semi-smile that always felt more like a challenge than a greeting.

      "Naomi," Chris said evenly. His voice gave nothing away—not surprise or discomfort—but his shoulders were a little too stiff for me to believe he was entirely unaffected.

      "It’s been... what? Four years?" Naomi said as though she were marveling at a piece of trivia rather than reminding us all exactly how long we’d lived without seeing her shadow fall across our lives.

      "Something like that," Chris replied.

      She shifted her attention to me then, assessing in that subtle but deliberate way women often do when deciding whether you’re competition or not.

      "Hannah," Naomi said finally as though savoring my name on her tongue for reasons I couldn’t quite pin down yet. "You look... lovely."

      Lovely. Not stunning or gorgeous or anything else flattering enough to feel sincere. Just… lovely.

      "Thank you," I said with what I hoped was an effortless smile even though my fingers tightened imperceptibly around the stem of my wine glass. "So do you."

      Her smirk deepened; she knew exactly what she'd done and was clearly enjoying my attempt to play it cool. "Oh, you’re sweet," she purred, her tone dripping with condescension masked as charm. She turned her gaze back to Chris, letting the moment linger just long enough for it to feel pointed. "So, how is married life treating you two?"

      Chris cleared his throat, his hand instinctively brushing against the small of my back. A reassuring gesture—or maybe a reflex—but it wasn’t enough to keep my chest from tightening. "It’s great," he said simply. "We’re happy."

      Naomi raised one dark brow, her smirk softening into something more elusive—fondness, maybe, or something designed to look like it. "That’s wonderful to hear," she said softly, but there was an edge to her words that made me feel like I was being graded on a test I didn’t know I was taking. "You always did have a way of making things work, Chris."

      I could feel heat rising in my cheeks, and I hated that I couldn’t tell if it was anger or discomfort—or some awful blend of both. Naomi’s gaze flitted back to me before settling somewhere near my collarbone.

      "What about you, Hannah?" she asked suddenly, as though including me was an afterthought she’d generously allowed. "Are you enjoying all of this?" Her manicured hand gestured vaguely at the opulent room around us—the glittering chandeliers, the waiters gliding past with trays of champagne flutes, the sound of laughter and clinking glasses that filled every corner.

      It felt like a trick question. She wasn’t asking about the party.

      "Of course," I said quickly, trying not to overthink the way Chris’s fingers had stilled against my back. "It’s beautiful here."

      Naomi hummed as though unconvinced but too polite—or too smug—to say so outright. "It is," she agreed after a beat. Her eyes flicked toward Chris again, and this time he met her gaze without hesitation.

      The air between them felt thicker than it should have been—like an unspoken conversation was happening right there in front of me. My grip tightened on my wine glass until I worried it might shatter.

      Excusing myself felt like surrendering ground I shouldn’t have to give up—but staying felt worse.

      "If you’ll excuse me," I said abruptly, interrupting whatever silent exchange they were having. My voice sounded steadier than I expected as I added with a faint smile, "I need to find the restroom."

      "Oh, let me point you in the right direction," Naomi said before Chris could even react. Her grin widened just enough for me to see the predator lurking behind it. "I know this place inside out."

      She didn’t wait for an answer—just turned and began walking away with the same effortless grace she’d used when crossing the room earlier. For one wild second, I considered just… not following her. But leaving Chris alone with Naomi felt equally unbearable.

      I trailed behind her in silence until we reached a door marked 'Ladies.' She pushed it open without hesitation and stepped inside like she owned the place.

      The bathroom was predictably luxurious: marble countertops, gilded mirrors, soft lighting that made everything look like a movie set . Naomi leaned against the counter, crossing one ankle over the other as she watched me step inside. The door swung shut behind us with a soft click, muffling the sounds of the party outside. For a moment, I hesitated by the door, unsure if I wanted to stay or bolt.

      "You know," Naomi began casually, inspecting her reflection in the mirror as she smoothed an invisible strand of hair back into place. "I’d forgotten how much fun these parties can be. All the glitter, all the performance." Her eyes flicked to mine through the mirror’s reflection. "You’re quite good at it yourself."

      I narrowed my gaze at her, trying to decide if that was supposed to be a compliment. "Thanks," I said shortly, moving toward the sink to wash my hands even though they weren’t dirty. The cool water gave me something to focus on.

      She turned then, leaning her hip against the counter and watching me directly now. Her stare was relentless—sharp and assessing like she was peeling back layers I didn’t even know I had.

      "You don’t have to do this, you know," she said suddenly, her voice softer than before but no less disarming. When I looked up at her, confused, she smiled like she’d caught me in some private joke. "Pretend everything’s perfect."

      "Excuse me?" My voice came out sharper than I intended, but my chest felt tight again, and I couldn’t seem to steady my breathing.

      Naomi tilted her head as if considering whether or not to elaborate. Then she stepped closer—just enough for me to catch the faint scent of her perfume, something dark and floral that made my stomach twist in a way I wasn’t prepared for.

      "Chris gets bored easily," she said matter-of-factly, as though she were commenting on the weather or some universal truth everyone knew but never said aloud. "It’s not a flaw exactly—it’s just who he is."

      I froze, my hands gripping the edge of the sink as I tried to process what she’d just said. My instinct was to argue, to defend him—to defend us—but there was a sliver of doubt lodged so deep in my chest that I couldn’t get the words out fast enough.

      "That’s not true," I managed finally, though it sounded weak even to me.

      Naomi chuckled softly and shook her head. "You’re sweet," she said again, but this time it didn’t sound condescending—it sounded almost affectionate. "I thought the same thing once too." Her gaze softened slightly as if she were letting me in on some secret we both wished wasn’t real.

      "Why are you telling me this?" My voice wavered despite my best efforts to keep it steady.

      She shrugged one shoulder elegantly and took another step closer until we were barely a foot apart now. "Maybe because I think you deserve a fair warning," she said simply. Then her lips curved into that same feline grin from earlier—the one that made her look dangerous and thrilling all at once. "Or maybe because I like stirring things up."

      I wanted to hate her—I really did—but there was something magnetic about her presence that made it impossible to look away.

      "And what makes you so sure you know anything about our marriage?" Naomi’s grin widened, her dark red lips parting just enough to reveal a flash of teeth. She reached past me, her fingers grazing the sink as if she needed an anchor for her next words.

      "Because, Hannah," she said softly, her voice curling around my name in a way that made it feel unfamiliar, "Chris hasn’t changed. He doesn’t reinvent himself for anyone—he only adapts long enough to keep things interesting. But eventually… he gets restless."

      I stiffened at the implication, my nails digging into the cold porcelain of the sink. "You don’t know that," I said firmly, though my conviction was wearing thin under her steady gaze. "People change."

      Naomi shrugged again, nonchalant but deliberate. "Maybe some do." Her eyes flicked over me slowly, lingering for just a beat too long on my lips before returning to meet my stare. "But not Chris."

      The air between us felt charged, and I hated how much space she seemed to take up in this tiny bathroom. It wasn’t just that she was beautiful—though God help me, she was—there was something about her presence that demanded attention, like gravity bending everything in its orbit toward her.

      "I love him," I said finally, my voice quieter now but no less certain.

      Naomi’s expression softened just enough to catch me off guard. For a moment, I thought she might back down—but then she tilted her head again, studying me like I was some rare specimen under glass.

      "I know you do," she said gently, almost wistfully. "And he loves you too. For now."

      My chest tightened at those last two words, and I turned away from her before she could see the flicker of doubt cross my face. The faucet was still running, and I busied myself turning it off even though it didn’t need adjusting.

      "Why are you really saying all this?" I demanded without looking at her. My reflection glared back at me in the mirror—flushed cheeks and wide eyes betraying more than I wanted to admit.

      Naomi took another step closer until I could feel the heat of her body behind me. When she spoke again, her breath brushed against the side of my neck.

      "Because I wonder," she murmured, her tone low and intimate in a way that made my pulse quicken against my will, "if you've ever thought about what you’d want… if he ever got bored."

      I turned sharply to face her, but the movement brought us closer than I intended—close enough that I could see the faint freckles scattered across the bridge of her nose and smell that damn perfume again.

      "You’re wrong about him," I said firmly, though it sounded more like I was trying to convince myself than her.

      She smiled faintly as if expecting exactly that response. Then, slowly—deliberately—she reached out and brushed a strand of hair behind my ear. The touch was so light it could’ve been accidental, but it burned all the same.

      "You don’t have to decide anything tonight," Naomi said softly before letting her hand drop back to her side. "But if you ever get curious…" Her smile turned sly again as she straightened up and adjusted one of the dangling earrings framing her face. "I wouldn’t mind helping you figure it out."

      The breath I had been holding came out in a shaky exhale, and I hated her for noticing. Her eyes sparkled with amusement, like she could see every thought racing through my mind, every crack in the armor I was trying so desperately to keep in place.

      "I’m not… curious," I said, my voice wavering just slightly.

      "Of course not," Naomi replied with a smirk that suggested she didn’t believe me for a second. "You’re far too… proper for that, aren’t you, Hannah? Loyal wife. Devoted. The kind who plays by the rules." Her gaze flicked to my wedding ring, glinting under the fluorescent light above us.

      I clenched my fists at my sides, feeling the cool metal of the ring dig into my skin. "Chris and I are happy," I said sharply. "You don’t get to come back into his life—or mine—and try to undermine that."

      Naomi’s laugh was soft but cutting, like the edge of a blade. "Undermine? Oh, sweetheart, I’m not trying to ruin anything. If anything, I’m offering you… an opportunity."

      I stared at her in disbelief. "An opportunity?"

      She nodded, leaning casually against the wall as if we were discussing nothing more significant than the weather. "To have something most people only ever fantasize about. To keep things exciting, fresh… before they get stale."

      Her words hung in the air between us like smoke—heavy and intoxicating. And as much as I hated myself for it, a small part of me couldn’t help but replay her earlier comment: if you ever get curious.

      I shook my head, desperate to clear it. "You think this is some kind of game?" I asked, ignoring the way my voice cracked on the last word.

      Her expression shifted then—less teasing, more contemplative. For the first time since this conversation began, she looked almost sincere.

      "It’s not a game," she said quietly. "Not for me." She hesitated before adding, "And maybe not for you either."

      I didn’t know how to respond to that. My heart was pounding so loudly I was sure she could hear it.

      Naomi pushed off from the wall and stepped closer again—so close now that there was barely an inch separating us. She reached up and trailed one finger lightly along the strap of my dress where it rested on my shoulder.

      "You’re beautiful," she said softly, almost reverently. "And smart. And strong. But maybe… just maybe... you’re also a little bored too."

      The accusation—or was it an observation?—made my stomach twist uncomfortably because it wasn’t true... was it? My life with Chris was good—stable, even. But stability wasn’t supposed to feel like this knot of unease tugging at the edges of my thoughts.

      "I should go," I said abruptly, stepping back and nearly stumbling over myself in my haste to put distance between us.

      Naomi didn’t try to stop me. Instead, she simply smiled again—that infuriatingly knowing smile—and crossed her arms over her chest as if content to let me wrestle with whatever storm she’d just unleashed inside. “I’m not saying I want this, okay? I’m just asking you to think about it. That’s all.”

      I wanted to pull my hand away, but his warmth was grounding, even in my frustration. My mind was spinning—an emotional cocktail of jealousy, confusion, and something else I didn’t want to name yet. Because if I did… if I admitted that the thought of Chris and Naomi together stirred something dangerous inside me, I wasn’t sure I’d ever be able to look him in the eye again.

      “And what happens if I say no?” I asked quietly, my voice barely audible over the hum of the crowd around us. “Do you just… keep thinking about her?”

      Chris shook his head emphatically. “Hannah, no. This isn’t about her—it’s about us. Our marriage. You’re the only one I want.”

      “Funny way of showing it,” I mumbled, feeling petulant even as the words left my lips.

      “Hannah.” The way he said my name—low and full of emotion—made me look up at him again. His eyes were soft but searching, like he was trying to read a page in a book that had been water-damaged beyond recognition. “If you’re not okay with this, we’ll never speak of it again. But if there’s even a part of you that’s curious…”

      “Curious about what?” The question came out more breathless than accusatory, and the way his brows quirked told me he’d noticed.

      Before Chris could respond, though, a voice behind me cut through the air like smoke curling into a room—smoky, confident, and just cheeky enough to make my heart stutter.

      “Well,” Naomi purred as she stepped into view beside me, her crimson lips curving into a smile that screamed trouble. “If we’re having a vote on this little proposal, count me in.”

      My stomach dropped as my mouth gaped open slightly in shock. How much had she heard? My cheeks burned hot when I realized it didn’t matter—she knew exactly what she was walking into.

      “Naomi,” Chris said sharply, though his tone didn’t hold nearly enough authority for my liking. If anything, there was an edge of amusement there that only infuriated me further.

      “What?” She shrugged innocently before taking a sip from her champagne flute. “I’m just saying—I’m game if you two are.”

      “This isn’t a joke,” I snapped before Chris could say anything else.

      “Oh, sweetheart.” Naomi dragged the word out in that infuriatingly condescending way she always did when talking to me. “I’m not joking.”

      I felt Chris’s hand tighten slightly around mine—a silent anchor—but it did little to quell the storm brewing inside me.

      “I think,” Naomi continued smoothly, her gaze flicking between us like a cat watching two mice scurry across the floor, “that maybe what your marriage needs is a little… spice.”

      “And you think you’re qualified to provide that?” I shot back before I could stop myself.

      Her smile widened, clearly unbothered by my sarcasm. “Well, considering I’ve already had him…” Her eyes glinted mischievously as they lingered on Chris for a beat too long, “...I’d say I’m more than qualified. But this isn’t just about me, sweetheart.” She turned her attention back to me, her gaze piercing, as though stripping away every layer of my resistance. “It’s about you. About what you want.”

      I swallowed hard, feeling the weight of both their eyes on me now. Chris’s hand shifted slightly in mine, his fingers lacing more firmly with mine as if to reassure me—or remind me that he was still here, waiting for my answer. The craziest part? I had no idea what that answer was.

      “This is insane,” I whispered, shaking my head as I stared at the flickering golden lights of the holiday decorations strung across the street. They blurred in my vision like a kaleidoscope of everything I couldn’t make sense of right now.

      “Maybe,” Naomi said lightly, stepping closer so that the scent of her perfume—something dark and floral—wrapped around us like an embrace. “But sometimes a little insanity is exactly what you need to keep things interesting.”

      Chris exhaled sharply beside me, his free hand coming up to pinch the bridge of his nose. “Naomi,” he warned, but it lacked real conviction.

      “What?” She tilted her head at him innocently before turning her full attention back to me. “Hannah, let me ask you something.” Her voice softened now, coaxing but still holding that undercurrent of challenge. “Have you ever wondered what it would feel like to stop holding yourself back? To just… let go?”

      I blinked at her, stunned into silence by the question and by how terrifyingly close it hit to the thoughts swirling in my mind—the ones I’d been too afraid to even acknowledge before tonight.

      “This isn’t about letting go,” I managed after a moment, though my voice betrayed how uncertain I felt. “This is about—about boundaries and trust and… and not getting sucked into some ridiculous fantasy just because—”

      “Because what?” Naomi interrupted smoothly, one perfectly arched brow lifting as she leaned in slightly closer. “Because you’re afraid it might actually excite you?”

      The breath caught in my throat as her words settled over me like a dare I wasn’t ready to take.

      “Hannah,” Chris’s voice was low now, careful. He reached out with his other hand to touch my arm gently, grounding me again with his presence even as everything else spiraled out of control. “You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to.”

      “And what if I said I didn’t want this?” My voice trembled even though I tried to sound firm.

      “Then we walk away,” he said without hesitation. “Right now. No questions asked.”

      Naomi’s red lips curved into a knowing smile as she watched us silently, but she didn’t interfere this time.

      I looked between them—my husband and his ex-wife—and felt the weight of the decision pressing down on me like gravity doubling its pull. It wasn’t just about whether or not we walked away from this moment; it was about everything that would come after if we didn’t.

      “I…” My heart pounded against my ribcage so hard it felt like it might bruise from the inside out. "I don’t know," I finished weakly, my voice barely audible over the din of the holiday crowd. People bustled past us on the sidewalk, their laughter and chatter a sharp contrast to the suffocating tension in our little triangle. My chest felt tight, and my pulse thudded like a ticking clock as Naomi’s gaze bore into me.

      Her smile deepened, a slow curve that was both triumphant and oddly gentle, as though she could see through every shred of bravado I was trying to muster. “That’s not a no,” she murmured, her tone laced with something dangerous—something thrilling.

      Chris’s hand tightened on mine again, anchoring me while simultaneously pulling me further into this madness. “Hannah,” he said softly, leaning closer so only I could hear him clearly. “Whatever happens here… this is about us, okay? Not Naomi. Not anyone else.” His thumb brushed over my knuckles, a gesture so simple yet so charged with emotion that it made my throat close up.

      I looked at him then, really looked at him. His blue eyes searched mine with such intensity that it felt like he could see every thought I was trying to suppress. And behind that earnestness was something else—something raw and unspoken that had been building between us for longer than either of us wanted to admit.

      “Okay,” I whispered finally, though I wasn’t entirely sure what I was agreeing to—his reassurance or the slippery slope we were standing on.

      Naomi let out a soft laugh beside me, a sound as smooth as silk and twice as provocative. “Well then,” she said briskly, looping her arm casually through Chris’s free one as though it were the most natural thing in the world. “Let’s not waste any more time.”

      The three of us began walking again, our footsteps synchronized despite the chaos inside me. The hotel appeared almost too quickly—a gleaming structure of steel and glass, its lobby glowing warmly against the cold December night. The doorman gave us a polite nod as we entered, but his gaze lingered just long enough on our trio to make my skin prickle with self-consciousness.

      “Relax,” Naomi whispered in my ear as we crossed the polished marble floor toward the elevator bank. Her breath was warm against my skin, her voice low and intimate in a way that sent an involuntary shiver down my spine. “No one here knows your secrets… yet.”

      I shot her a sharp look but didn’t say anything. What could I say? That she was wrong? Because she wasn’t—not entirely.

      The elevator ride was silent except for the soft chime of each passing floor. Chris stood between us like some unspoken buffer, his hand still clutching mine while Naomi leaned casually against the mirrored wall, her red dress clinging to her curves like it had been painted onto her body. She caught me staring once—or maybe she’d been waiting for it—and gave me a sly wink that made my cheeks burn.

      When we reached our floor, Chris led us down the hallway with an ease that belied how tense he seemed moments ago. Naomi trailed just behind him, watching me with something unreadable in her expression—a mix of amusement and curiosity that made me feel both exposed and oddly seen.

      As Chris opened the door to the suite, I hesitated for just a fraction of a second before stepping inside. The room was spacious and understated—modern furniture in muted tones, floor-to-ceiling windows that framed the glittering city skyline. I heard the door click shut behind us, and suddenly the hum of conversation from the party, the persistent whirl of outside noise—it all fell away, replaced by this charged, almost oppressive silence.

      Naomi moved first. She shrugged off her coat with practiced ease, revealing that black dress with its daring slit that seemed to go on for miles. God, she looked like sin personified, every move deliberate, calculated. Her eyes flicked toward me as she draped her coat over the back of a chair, catching my gaze like a snare.

      "Don’t look so nervous," she teased softly, her voice lilting but not unkind. "You’re stunning tonight, Hannah. That green velvet—" She gestured at my dress with a lazy flick of her fingers "—it’s… delicious."

      I swallowed hard, unsure how to respond. Compliments weren’t new to me—not from Chris, not even from strangers—but coming from Naomi? His ex-wife? They landed differently. Too hot; too sharp. Chris moved quietly behind me, resting his hands on my shoulders in what was probably meant to be comforting, but it only made my stomach twist tighter.

      "She does look amazing," he murmured close to my ear. There was no mistaking the pride in his voice—or the hunger.

      Naomi smirked at him before stepping closer to me, her heels clicking softly on the hardwood floor. I could feel her presence before she even touched me—a subtle shift in the atmosphere that raised goosebumps along my arms despite the warmth of the hotel heating system.

      "You don’t mind if I…" She reached out slowly, giving me every chance to pull away as her fingers brushed over my shoulder and trailed down my arm toward where Chris’s hand rested against mine. Her touch was light but electric, sparking something low in my belly that I wasn’t prepared for. Her gaze pinned me in place as she added almost playfully, "…borrow her for a moment?"

      Chris’s grip on me loosened immediately; he didn’t answer aloud—he didn’t have to—but his nod lit a fire in Naomi’s smile as she turned fully toward me now.

      “Hannah,” she said softly, almost reverently as if tasting my name for the first time and savoring it like fine wine. “May I?”

      For a moment longer than necessary, I thought about saying no—about stopping this freight train before it could barrel any further down its track—but instead, I nodded stiffly and barely managed to whisper back: "Yes."

      Naomi leaned in then—her lips brushing mine so delicately at first it was more suggestion than action—and yet it stole the breath right out of me. When she kissed me again a second later—firmer this time—my hands instinctively found her waist through that satiny fabric while Chris’s presence behind us faded into white noise.

      Her lips were warm and impossibly soft against mine as they coaxed and teased until I kissed her back fully without thinking, without hesitation. I felt her smile against my mouth, a breath of satisfaction that sent shivers through me. The world outside melted into insignificance; it was just us and the throbbing tension building in the air.

      "Beautiful," she murmured against my lips before pulling away just enough to look me in the eye. Her gaze was electric, dark and daring, sending a thrill of excitement coursing through me while Chris watched from behind. He didn’t speak, but I could feel his eyes on us—on me—and it made my heart race.

      Without breaking eye contact, Naomi’s fingers danced skillfully down my shoulders, slipping under the straps of my dress. She pushed the fabric aside with deliberate slowness, exposing my bare skin beneath. "Let’s get rid of this," she said with a sultry smile, her voice low and inviting.

      I didn’t say a word as she pulled the dress down to my waist, leaving my body exposed and vulnerable in front of her—and Chris. The cool breeze from the window kissed my skin as Naomi knelt before me. She leaned forward, pressing warm kisses along my thighs while her hands slid up my sides to cup my breasts.

      Every touch sparked something raw within me—a need I hadn’t realized was there until that moment. I gasped softly, feeling beautiful and desired under her skilled touch. It felt so right yet so wrong all at once. I was teetering on the edge of something exhilarating.

      "Your turn," I murmured back breathlessly when I finally found strength in myself again. With newfound boldness, I reached for Naomi's dress, fingers trembling slightly as I fumbled with the zipper at her back. I could feel Chris's eyes burning into us; his anticipation only heightened my excitement.

      Naomi turned away from me slightly to allow access, and with a soft tug, the zipper gave way beneath my fingers. My hands slipped inside as I pulled the fabric down over her curves, revealing delicate lace underneath—elegant pieces that framed her body flawlessly.

      "You’re stunning," I whispered in awe as she stepped out of the dress and stood before me in nothing but lingerie that clung to her like a second skin.

      "Thank you," she replied with a playful wink before stepping closer again. Our bodies brushed against each other—skin on skin—and it sent waves of heat rushing through me.

      Turning toward Chris who had been silently watching our every move with darkened eyes filled with desire, Naomi bit her lip mischievously and said, “Are you enjoying this show?”

      He laughed softly but nodded earnestly. “You have no idea.”

      Naomi's gaze flickered back to mine before she took a step closer to Chris, swaying her hips tantalizingly as if drawing him into our sphere of heated intimacy. "I think it's time for you to play your part," she said playfully as she knelt down before him.

      I watched in fascination as she unfastened his pants with deft fingers, pulling them down just enough to free him from their confines. My breath hitched in anticipation—this was truly happening.

      As she took hold of him with confidence that seemed innate, I couldn't help but gasp at how surreal it felt witnessing one woman worship another’s partner right in front of me. Chris's breath hitched, his hands finding their way to Naomi's hair, fingers tangling in her dark waves as she looked up at him through thick lashes.

      "God, you look incredible," he breathed out, his voice thick and heavy with lust. Naomi smiled at him, a wicked glint in her eyes as she leaned closer, her warm breath teasing him. I could feel the tension in the room spike as she flicked her tongue against him, eliciting a low groan from Chris.

      I took a step closer, my heart racing as I joined in this intimate dance. The urge to participate was overwhelming—I wanted to taste him too, to share in his pleasure. I knelt beside Naomi, our shoulders brushing against each other as we both devoted ourselves to Chris.

      "Just relax and enjoy," Naomi whispered, giving me a quick glance filled with mischief before pulling Chris deeper into her mouth. Her lips wrapped around him snugly as she moved, slow at first, savoring every inch. I could see the pleasure etched on Chris’s face—his head tilted back slightly as he surrendered to the sensations.

      Not wanting to be left out, I leaned in closer and placed soft kisses along his thigh, letting my lips brush against his skin while watching Naomi work. My heart raced wildly as I felt Chris’s gaze shift from her to me. There was something tantalizing about knowing he was enjoying this new layer of intimacy.

      With a shared glance between us, it felt like we were synchronized in purpose; we were there for him, delivering pleasure in unison. I mirrored Naomi’s movements, my lips gliding over him in eager anticipation. The moment was electric. Chris gasped as our mouths worked together, both of us taking turns, teasing him with our tongues while keeping a steady rhythm.

      I could hear the wet sounds of Naomi’s mouth swallowing him, punctuated by Chris's heavy breaths and soft moans escaping his lips. It was intoxicating. I glanced at Naomi, her eyes filled with a mix of mischief and determination.

      “Are you enjoying this?” I asked softly, directing my question at Chris but stealing a glance at Naomi too. It felt like a sensual game where we were all in on the secret.

      “More than I ever could have imagined,” he breathed out, eyes locked onto mine for a brief moment before drifting back to Naomi’s focused gaze. His hands tightened around her hair, urging her deeper as the intensity mounted.

      Naomi hummed in response to his neediness, sending vibrations through him that made his hips buck instinctively. I watched in awe as she took him even deeper, her lips forming a perfect seal around him while she maintained eye contact with me.

      The sight was mesmerizing, and I felt a rush of heat pooling in my core as I joined in once more, my lips trailing across him, gliding over his sensitive skin. I could feel the tension building between us, a palpable energy that radiated through the room.

      With one hand, I caressed his thigh while the other delicately brushed against Naomi’s as we moved together. She welcomed my touch, and a sly smile broke across her lips as she gave me an encouraging nod.

      I shifted our rhythm, taking turns with quick, teasing flicks of our tongues while also drawing back to allow each other those tantalizing moments where he felt the full effect of both our attentions. Chris’s breathing grew heavier, punctuated by soft groans that encouraged us both to keep going.

      “Just like that… oh God,” he gasped, his eyes closing as pleasure washed over him in waves. With that, his cum flooded our mouths and streamed down our chins.

      We leaned back and Naomi brushed my hair to the side. Her hands traveled down my back and unclasped my bra, letting it fall away. She peppered kisses down my neck and collarbone before finally taking in one nipple and then the other, swirling her tongue around my sensitive skin.

      She pulled back and whispered, “Take off your panties and lay back on the bed. I want to taste you now.”

      I did as I was told. I stepped out of my panties and lay back against the bed, like an offering. I didn’t know what would come of our marriage after a night like this, but I couldn’t resist her and I found myself wanting to please her.

      She crawled between my legs and licked her lips before pressing her tongue to my slick pussy. I gasped at the sensation, the heat of her mouth sending shockwaves straight to my core. It was unlike anything I had experienced before; there was a confidence in her movements that made it feel as though she knew exactly how to draw out my pleasure. She dove in eagerly, her tongue flicking at my sensitive clit with an urgency that left me breathless.

      “God, Naomi,” I breathed, my fingers tangling in her hair as I instinctively arched my back. I glanced over to find Chris watching us intently from his position on the bed, his own arousal evident as he stroked himself, another layer to the charged atmosphere that enveloped us.

      Naomi's mouth worked expertly, swirling and sucking, while her fingers slid inside me with a delightful stretch. I could see Chris’s gaze flicker between our bodies; the sight of me being pleasured was driving him wild, and the realization sent a thrill through me.

      “You like that?” Naomi asked against my skin, her voice vibrating through me as she pulled back just enough to breathe. Her eyes sparkled with mischief. “Tell me what you want.”

      “I want you to keep going,” I managed to say between gasps, feeling an urgency building within me. “Don’t stop.”

      She responded with a sultry grin before diving back in, kissing and licking with a fervor that made my nerves dance. As she focused on my pleasure, I let my eyes wander to Chris, who was completely engrossed by the scene before him. His hand moved faster now, each stroke reflecting his raw desire.

      I felt another wave building inside me as Naomi teased my clit with her tongue in perfect rhythm with the thrusts of her fingers. It felt like magic — each motion drawing me closer and closer to release.

      “Look at how good she is for you,” Chris said breathlessly, his voice thick with lust. “You’re so fucking beautiful like this, Hannah.”

      His words ignited something primal in me. I locked eyes with him and smiled through the haze of pleasure. The combination of Naomi's expert ministrations and Chris’s unabashedly hungry gaze only intensified the sensations coursing through me.

      “Are you close?” Naomi asked breathlessly between licks, her eyes darting up to meet mine.

      “Yes,” I panted, utterly lost in the moment but aware of everything happening around us—how Chris’s breath quickened at my admission, how Naomi’s fingers worked tirelessly inside me.

      “Let go for us,” Naomi encouraged softly while she continued to work her magic.

      With one last flick of her tongue combined with a perfectly timed curl of her fingers, I felt myself teetering on the edge. “I’m—oh God!” I cried out as waves of ecstasy washed over me, crashing through every nerve ending as I surrendered completely.

      Naomi didn’t relent; she kept working me through my orgasm until my body quaked beneath her touch. The world faded away until it was just us three entwined in this heated moment of exploration and connection.

      As I came down from the high of it all, still panting and trying to catch my breath, Chris shifted his focus back to Naomi, rising behind her like a predator ready to claim his prize. “You’ve done an amazing job,” he said, his voice low and gravelly with desire. “Now it’s my turn.”

      Naomi turned her head slightly, a smirk playing on her lips as she met Chris's gaze. “Oh, is that right?” she teased, her breath still heavy from the effort she’d just put into pleasing me.

      “Yeah,” Chris replied, stepping closer, the intensity between them palpable. “I want to feel you wrapped around me.”

      I watched as he positioned himself behind Naomi, his strong hands resting on her hips, fingers splayed wide over her skin. The sight of him ready to enter her made my heart race again—this was new territory for us, yet somehow familiar.

      “I can’t believe we’re doing this,” I whispered to myself, but the thrill of it sent another bolt of arousal through me.

      “Believe it,” Naomi responded, glancing back at me with those daring eyes. “This is what freedom feels like.”

      With one fluid motion, Chris pressed forward and entered Naomi slowly. We all let out simultaneous breaths of pleasure—hers a soft moan that melted into the air around us, mine a gasp of astonishment watching this unfold. Chris filled her perfectly, the sight of him stretching her so utterly intoxicating.

      “Damn,” Chris breathed out as he sunk deeper into Naomi’s warmth, his brow furrowing in concentrated pleasure. “You feel incredible.”

      I could see the way his body tensed with desire as he began to move—slowly at first, testing the waters. Naomi rocked back against him, urging him on with her body as she pushed herself against him.

      “Harder,” she encouraged breathlessly, and I shivered at the raw command in her voice.

      Chris complied without hesitation; his thrusts became deeper and more urgent, each one drawing gasps from both Naomi and my lips alike. I found myself captivated by every motion—the way their bodies connected, how the rhythm built like a song resonating throughout the room.

      “Watch us, Hannah,” Naomi said over her shoulder, locking eyes with me for a moment before she tilted her head back to Chris. “You like seeing your husband inside me?”

      “God yes,” I admitted without thinking—my inhibitions melting away beneath the heat of lust that enveloped me.

      Chris thrust again with purpose; he was losing himself in pleasure as much as I was in watching them together. My heart raced at the sight—the way Naomi’s body accepted him so completely made something wild flare up within me.

      “Tell me what you want to see,” Chris urged through clenched teeth, sweat glistening on his skin.

      “I want to see you both,” I said softly but firmly. “I want to see everything.”

      With those words hanging in the air, they moved together in perfect harmony—each push and pull igniting an inferno within me. The sounds of their bodies meeting filled the space around us: skin slapping skin mingled with moans and heavy breaths that created an intoxicating symphony.

      Naomi’s hands clawed at the sheets as she surrendered to each thrust while Chris leaned down just enough to kiss her neck tenderly—a contrast to the primal act taking place between them.

      “You’re so beautiful like this,” Chris murmured his voice a rough whisper that sent shivers down my spine. “I didn’t think I could want anyone else as much as I want you right now.”

      Naomi's eyes fluttered shut, a smile curving her lips at his words. “You’re not so bad yourself, cowboy,” she teased breathlessly, leaning back to meet him. “I never forgot what it felt like to be with you.”

      The way Chris’s fingers dug into her hips as he thrust harder made me feel dizzy with desire. I bit my lip, both exhilarated and consumed by the sight before me. Every moan from Naomi ignited something primal inside me—that dark, thrilling jealousy mixed with undeniable arousal.

      “Don’t stop,” I said, my voice trembling slightly. The words slipped out before I fully understood their weight.

      “Is it too much for you?” Chris asked, glancing over his shoulder at me, concern flashing in those deep blue eyes.

      “No,” I assured him quickly. “It’s... it’s just perfect.”

      Chris nodded and returned his focus to Naomi, who was already lost in her own pleasure—her body arching and undulating beneath him like a wave meeting the shore. The scene was mesmerizing; their connection was electric.

      I watched, transfixed, as Chris's muscular back flexed with each powerful thrust. Naomi's fingers clawed at his shoulders, leaving faint red marks on his skin. Their bodies moved together in perfect synchronicity, as if they'd never been apart.

      "Oh god, Chris," Naomi moaned, her voice thick with pleasure. "You feel so good inside me."

      Chris grunted in response, his pace increasing. "You're so tight, so wet," he growled. "I've missed this... missed you."

      A pang of jealousy shot through me, but it only heightened my arousal. I shifted on the bed, unable to tear my eyes away from where their bodies joined.

      "Hannah," Chris called out, his voice strained. "Come here, baby. I want you close."

      I crawled over, my heart pounding. Chris pulled me in for a deep, passionate kiss, his tongue tangling with mine as he continued to thrust into Naomi. I could taste the salt of his sweat, feel the tension in his body as he neared his climax.

      "Touch yourself," he commanded breathlessly against my lips. "I want to see you come with us."

      My hand slipped between my thighs, finding my clit already swollen and sensitive. I began to rub slow circles, my eyes locked on Chris's face as he pounded into Naomi with increasing urgency.

      Naomi's cries grew louder, more desperate. "Oh god, I'm so close," she gasped, her fingers digging into Chris's biceps.

      I felt my own orgasm building, a tightening coil of pleasure in my core. Chris's eyes darted between Naomi and me, dark with lust and something deeper—love, possession, need.

      "That's it," he growled. "Come for me, both of you."

      Naomi went first, her back arching off the bed as she cried out Chris's name. The sight of her climax, coupled with Chris's primal groan of pleasure, sent me over the edge. I came hard, waves of ecstasy washing over me as I watched my husband thrust one final time into Naomi, burying himself to the hilt as he found his release.

      For a moment, the room was filled only with our heavy breathing and the scent of sex. Chris carefully withdrew from Naomi, collapsing onto the bed between us. He pulled me close, pressing a tender kiss to my forehead, then did the same to Naomi.

      As we lay there, a tangle of limbs and shared breaths, I realized that this wasn't an ending at all. It was a beginning—the start of something new, exciting, and beautifully complicated.

      
        
        Check out my full catalog!

      

      

      New releases:

      The Operator

      Fake Boyfriend

      Taking a Ride

      The Bait

      Risky

      Tempted

      Extra Credit

      New Year’s

      Surprise Ex

      Her Help

      Head Cheerleader

      Sharing My Boyfriend

      His New Nurse

      Loophole

      Her Billionaire Husband

      Couple’s Therapy

      Bringing Home Another Woman

      Giving In

      College Girls

      Selling It

      Older Coach

      Her Revenge

      Older Boss

      We’ll Do Anything

      Country Girls

      Serving Her

      Long Hours

      Yearbook

      Foreign

      Come Closer

      Caught With Him

      Personal Assistant

      Sitter Job

      Older Man Next Door

      Flipped

      Caught by the Maid

      Steamy

      Lip Service

      Big Gift

      Van Life

      Heating Up

      Something New

      Old Flame

      The Cabin

      Raising the Stakes

      Her Secret

      Flight Attendant

      Cheer Me On

      The Dancer

      New Toy

      The Babysitter

      Another Woman

      

      Bisexual Menage Series:

      Sharing Him with Other Women Series (6 Books)

      Dirty Taboo Bisexual Menage (8 Books)

      Cheating Husbands (7 Books)

      Friends and Enemies (7 Books)

      Girls that Watch (9 Books)

      Stolen Husbands (9 Books)

      Bisexual Wife (7 Books)

      Jealous Girls (8 Books)

      Curious Wives (8 Books)

      Watching Him With Her (7 Books)

      Temptation (13 Books)

      Deep Desires (8 Books)

      Bisexual First Time (7 Books)

      Best Friends Share Everything (7 Books)

      Experimenting (8 Books)

      Bisexual Menage (8 Books)

      Husband Sharing Menage Vol 1 (9 Books)

      Husband Sharing Menage Vol 2 (9 Books)

      Jealous Girls (8 Books)

      Sharing Him With Her (12 Books)

      Watching Them (6 Books)

      Bisexual Fun (8 Books)

      FFM Couples (8 Books)

      Bisexual Menage Romance Stories (8 Books)

      Husband Sharing (6 Books)

      First Time Sharing (7 Books)

      Sharing Husbands (10 Books)

      FFM Bisexual Menage Romance Bundles (23 Books)

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Want New Release Updates?

          

        

      

    

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

      Interested in a free book promo or two?

      Then join below to be added to my mailing list.

      No spam, just romance goodies!

      

       Click Here to Join

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Want More Stories?

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Check out my full catalog!

      

      

      New releases:

      The Operator

      Fake Boyfriend

      Taking a Ride

      The Bait

      Risky

      Tempted

      Extra Credit

      New Year’s

      Surprise Ex

      Her Help

      Head Cheerleader

      Sharing My Boyfriend

      His New Nurse

      Loophole

      Her Billionaire Husband

      Couple’s Therapy

      Bringing Home Another Woman

      Giving In

      College Girls

      Selling It

      Older Coach

      Her Revenge

      Older Boss

      We’ll Do Anything

      Country Girls

      Serving Her

      Long Hours

      Yearbook

      Foreign

      Come Closer

      Caught With Him

      Personal Assistant

      Sitter Job

      Older Man Next Door

      Flipped

      Caught by the Maid

      Steamy

      Lip Service

      Big Gift

      Van Life

      Heating Up

      Something New

      Old Flame

      The Cabin

      Raising the Stakes

      Her Secret

      Flight Attendant

      Cheer Me On

      The Dancer

      New Toy

      The Babysitter

      Another Woman

      

      Bisexual Menage Series:

      Sharing Him with Other Women Series (6 Books)

      Dirty Taboo Bisexual Menage (8 Books)

      Cheating Husbands (7 Books)

      Friends and Enemies (7 Books)

      Girls that Watch (9 Books)

      Stolen Husbands (9 Books)

      Bisexual Wife (7 Books)

      Jealous Girls (8 Books)

      Curious Wives (8 Books)

      Watching Him With Her (7 Books)

      Temptation (13 Books)

      Deep Desires (8 Books)

      Bisexual First Time (7 Books)

      Best Friends Share Everything (7 Books)

      Experimenting (8 Books)

      Bisexual Menage (8 Books)

      Husband Sharing Menage Vol 1 (9 Books)

      Husband Sharing Menage Vol 2 (9 Books)

      Jealous Girls (8 Books)

      Sharing Him With Her (12 Books)

      Watching Them (6 Books)

      Bisexual Fun (8 Books)

      FFM Couples (8 Books)

      Bisexual Menage Romance Stories (8 Books)

      Husband Sharing (6 Books)

      First Time Sharing (7 Books)

      Sharing Husbands (10 Books)

      FFM Bisexual Menage Romance Bundles (23 Books)

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            About the Author

          

        

      

    

    
      Selena Hart is an author of bisexual ffm short stories.

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

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

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

      Books by Selena Hart

    

  


cover.jpeg
HIS FIRST WIFE

bisexual first time short story

Selena Hart





