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This is a work of fiction / art. All characters, places and names are the product of the author’s imagination. Nothing in the text references any real people, places or entities; similarities are purely coincidental.


Synopsis



Brittany and Mike run a small inn together, but lately business hasn’t been so great. They are in serious debt and if they don’t catch up soon, they could lose their dream.

When a new female guest arrives, Brittany swears she’s seen her somewhere before but can’t place her. It’s only when her husband sees her name on the guest list that he remembers the strange offer she’d made once. Brittany had turned down the money back then, but now she isn’t sure she can afford not to go through with it.

But the offer requires Brittany to give up her husband for the night and her heart isn’t sure about it. Her body, however is a different story and she’s counting on it to take the lead.

This is an LGBT (Lesbian, Gay, Bisexual, Transgender) short story with romance themes.


Selena Hart’s Newsletter



Are you interested in being the first to know when I release my next story? Interested in a free book promo or two? Then click the link below to join in on my newsletter. No spam, just romance goodies!

Click here to join my newsletter!


Chapter One



I knew something was off when Christine checked in alone. My husband and I didn’t get sexy, single women often in our hotel unless they were in a pantsuit and planning a stay for work. Christine looked like she was a porn star for a living, and her eyes swept over too much of my body as I typed her information into our log.

“Enjoy your stay,” I said, handing over her key card and shrinking under the weight of her gorgeous smile.

“I plan to,” she said, as if she held a secret I didn’t know about. It set off an itch underneath my skin. A need to know what she was thinking. A curiosity and a host of questions. Did she know me from somewhere?

The thought made my stomach lurch. If she did know me, then she was in my hotel on purpose. I told myself I was being paranoid and tried to shake it off. But when my husband’s thick hand crawled up my back, I jumped.

He chuckled and stepped back. “Is everything okay, Brittany?”

“Do you know this woman?” I asked, showing him Christine’ log info. Mike’s eyes squinted and his brows furrowed as he studied the information. His gaze went blank as he dug through his memory.

“No,” he said. “Doesn’t seem familiar. Why? Is there a problem?”

I studied the lobby to make sure no one was in earshot. “She came in alone. Not a business woman. One small backpack of luggage. Super fit and fake tits, I think. Maybe a model? But no friends or agent with her.”

Mike laughed again. “You’re overthinking this. Maybe she’s a hitchhiker and needs a place to crash.”

“A hitchhiker? We aren’t exactly near a major highway. This is a resort destination, not Motel 6.”

“You never know,” he said. “If she worries you that badly, though, we can always ask her to leave.”

I wasn’t sure why, but Mike’s suggestion disappointed me. Even though Christine’s presence made me uneasy, I wanted her to stay. “No,” I told him. “That won’t be necessary.”

“Good,” he said, leaning over to kiss my cheek. “Because I’d hate to have to make a scene in our lobby. Besides, I saw her head to her room. She’s a sexy one.”

Panic surged through me and I gawked at him. “Relax,” he said, brushing my arm with his fingers, “I’m only kidding.”

But I didn’t know if I believed him. Jealousy churned in my gut, but underneath it all was a tingle of excitement. I couldn’t explain it, but I couldn’t deny it either. The thought of slender Christine flaunting her gorgeous body near my husband turned me on for some reason.

It’s just a strange, fleeting fantasy.

Or so I thought.


Chapter Two



I didn’t have to wait long to see Christine flashing her pearly whites around my husband. At night, Mike ran the bar across the lobby from where I ran the front desk. Whenever my replacement, Autumn, came in at three, Mike and I would usually head up to bed. It wasn’t always the same schedule, but it usually had a rhythm to it.

Mike and I often made silly faces at each other from across the lobby when customers weren’t looking. When Christine sat down and ordered a drink, I had a clear enough view of my husband to see every flush of his skin and every twinkle in his eyes.

And I had a perfect view of Christine’s round ass, too. Though I denied ever looking at it.

Mike leaned over the bar while he spoke with her. I recognized that move. His biceps inched toward his chest, making his muscles look more pronounced. Christine leaned in a little too closely. Her breath must’ve been rolling down the front of his neck while they spoke.

I wondered what they were saying. The uncertainty made me want to pace, but I stood firm. I didn’t want to show any signs of agitation or frustration. I definitely didn’t want anyone to notice the flush of my face as I watched them.

Their little show made it difficult for me to take care of customers as flawlessly as usual, but I did my best. April couldn’t come soon enough, and Christine didn’t leave the bar that whole time, despite drinks being cut off at two.

Mike finished cleaning up and I met him upstairs like usual. But his skin was still flushed and he was beaming a bright smile with shy eyes.

“Christine sure has a mouth on her,” he said, running a hand through his thick, auburn locks. I couldn’t resist. I gripped his hips and spun him around to face me until my breasts pushed tightly against his chest. I slid a hand over his groin gently and brushed my thumb along the tip of his cock through the fabric. He laughed, but his wide eyes were full of surprise. “What’s gotten into you?”

“I saw her flirting with you,” I told him, my eyes searching his for what he was hiding in his thoughts. “What concerns me is that it looked like you were flirting with her too.”

He pushed away from me, but the smile didn’t fade from his lips. Whatever Christine had said to him made him look as youthful as a virgin schoolboy. The petty highschooler in me wanted to win him back, even though he was already mine.

“I was not,” he lied. “Besides, the things she suggested are crazy.”

I stepped toward him, squaring my shoulders. “What things?”

He rubbed his neck and chewed on his lower lip. His eyes moved up and down my body and his brows furrowed together. “Why? What are you going to do?”

“Nothing,” I said taking a deep breath. I let my shoulders relax and asked him again. “So what sorts of things did he say?”

“This is killing you, isn’t it?” he teased. His nose wrinkled and his blue eyes sparkled in the lamplight.

“So, what if it is? I don’t need some stranger waltzing in and trying to hit on my husband.”

He lowered his head and smiled, keeping His gaze on his toes. “She’s not a stranger. You were right about knowing her from somewhere.”

I could feel the blood drain from my face, creating a heavy weight in the pit of my stomach. But I tried to hide my nerves. “Oh yeah? Who is she?”

“She worked for us a while back,” he said. “She came out to fix the hot tub.” I searched through my bank of memories, but I couldn’t pick one out of her face. And then it hit me. But her body was a bit leaner back then.

“Shit,” I said. “What’s she doing here?” The girl I’d known before had asked one too many questions about my marriage. I couldn’t believe I didn’t remember her before. The sexy clothes and pronounced curves of her body threw me off.

Mike’s blue eyes drifted upward. “You know why she’s here.”

“You didn’t tell her, did you?” He nodded and my hands balled into fists. I could knock the girl out for considering what she was considering. “How could you?”

“It just sort of…slipped.”

I silenced a growl that lingered in my throat. I couldn’t believe Mike had told her we were broke. We’d been broke the last time we hired her, but now we were even worse off. The last time she was here, she offered to help us out for a price I couldn’t accept.

“Well we’re not doing it,” I said. “In fact, I’m going to march over there and tell her she needs to get the hell out of our hotel.”

I stormed toward the door but Mike’s hands clasped onto one of my wrists. It was then that I realized I didn’t have a fighting chance against someone as attractive as Christine. I looked good, but not enough to compete with her. “Don’t,” Mike said. “I already agreed.”

“You what?”

“We could really use the money.”

“We don’t even know if there is any money. She fixes hot tubs!”

“She has her own successful business. More so than ours. She has a few of them, in fact.” Mike’s pupils darted left and right across my face. He was trying to talk sense into me, but I couldn’t make sense of giving up my husband for a night. Especially not for a paycheck.

“Forget it,” I said. I tore the door open and left Mike behind. I took the elevator to Christine’s floor and cringed when my body tingled. I took a breath before heading to her door and then I pounded my fist into it until it opened.

Like a smug little vixen, she leaned against the doorframe with a smirk. “I’m guessing Mike told you about my offer?”

“You’re a real one-trick pony, aren’t you? Couldn’t find any other husbands to steal?”

She threw up her hands. “I’m not trying to steal anything. I’m paying for an experience. If it makes you feel better you can watch.” My throat tightened as her gaze swept over the length of my body, finally landing back on my flushed cheeks. “Looks like you may want to join in, even.”

“Screw you,” I spat, turning around and heading back toward the elevator. I called back to her over my shoulder. “I want you out of my hotel.”

“Fifty grand,” she called. My finger lingered on the up arrow, but I couldn’t find the strength to push down. How could this girl be good for fifty grand? And why the hell was I considering it? “You change your mind, I’ll be here until tomorrow morning.”

I could feel the scowl on my face aging me. I pushed the down button hard and hopped onto the elevator. Christine stared at me from her room as the doors closed. That smirk never left her tanned face.


Chapter Three



“I can’t believe I’m considering this,” I said, running my hands through my hair. I glanced in the dresser mirror opposite and didn’t like what I saw. I was much smaller than Christine. My hair was mousy brown instead of her dark, rich locks.

Mike took my hands in his and diverted my attention. “Maybe it won’t be that bad,” he said. I stared at him in his black V-neck and dark jeans. His muscles bulged in the dark fabric. His shirt lifted slightly, exposing the V that trailed down through his hips, making my mouth water.

“You want her, don’t you?”

“Don’t be ridiculous,” he said, turning his head from me to hide what I knew was a smile.

“It’s okay,” I said. “I have something I should admit, too.” His blue eyes were big and curious. “I don’t know why but it makes me wet…thinking about it.”

“That makes me so happy,” he said, cupping my face with his hands.

“It does? Why?”

“Because I don’t want to do it without you. Please be there for me.”

“You want me to watch?”

He smiled. “Please,” he begged. “I need you there with me.”

I exhaled and nodded. The truth was that I had planned to be there already. That way if things got out of control I could put a stop to it. At least, that’s what I told myself.

We headed to the elevators, but my heart was on fire. I couldn’t overcome the fear that this would destroy our marriage. But I’d agreed. And deep down, I knew I was just as curious as Mike was.

---

I felt like a jackass knocking on Christine’s door again with Mike’s arm around me. I clasped his wrist like I owned him, despite knowing I was about to give him over to another woman. Christine didn’t disappoint when the door swung open. Her trademark smirk was plastered across her face.

“Something told me you’d change your mind,” she said, stepping aside and letting us in. Her eyes were fixed on Mike’s tight ass. My pussy tingled and my hands balled into fists at the same time. I couldn’t believe I was actually fucking doing this. “Lay on the bed, sweetheart.”

Mike turned to me with flushed cheeks and nervous eyes. I nodded and whispered, I’m right here. He smiled and squeezed my hands before climbing onto the bed and laying on his back.

“I have one request,” Christine said, stepping closer to me than I was comfortable with.

“What would that be?”

“You’re going to undress him for me.”

“What?”

She smiled. “Like a present. An offering. You’re going to strip him down and then step away while I fuck him in front of you. Unless you don’t want to do this anymore?”

I glanced at Mike. “It’s okay,” he said.

“Yeah, Christine. We want to. No problems here.”

“Good,” she said and angled her head in his direction. I walked over and began undressing my husband with trembling hands. I tugged at his pants and stared at the erection hiding in his briefs. I lifted his black V-neck up above his head and choked down my desire to take his hard cock between my lips.

This moment wasn’t for me. It was for Christine. For fifty grand.

My fingers paused on his briefs, knowing that if I tugged them down there was no going back. Mike’s hands found mine and he helped me slide them down his legs until his hard cock could be seen by Christine.

“Amazing,” she said, lifting her white t-shirt over her head and tossing it to the floor. She pointed to a chair beside the bed. “Take a seat.”

I reluctantly moved over to the chair and seethed as she slid down her leggings and stepped out of them. Her pussy was wet as evidenced by the stain on her panties, but I couldn’t tell how perfect her pussy was until she’d removed those too.

I bit my lower lip, fighting the urge to push her away as she climbed over my husband. She stroked his cock along her tight belly while his fingers danced over her breasts. He groaned and rolled his hips, withholding nothing from Christine, even though I wished he would.

My pussy tingled and my nipples puckered. I wanted to slap myself for feeling turned on by what I saw, but I couldn’t help it. Christine lowered her head over my husband’s lap. He slid his hand behind her head and pushed his hips up toward her. He inched his cock into her mouth and she swallowed him. My husband groaned like he wanted it. Like he’d been starving for a taste of Christine’s mouth since she walked into the hotel.

As she sucked his cock, Mike reached between them and spread her legs. A glistening wet pool dripped from her delicious pussy. She was almost as wet as I was.

My gut churned at how wet she was for him, but my heart raced at the sight of her bare pussy. I wanted to slide my tongue inside her almost as much as I wanted to watch my husband do it. I shook my head, wondering what was wrong with me for wanting this. I felt like the most complicated wife ever.

But when Mike withdrew his cock from Christine’s pretty pink mouth and headed down south, I knew that Mike wanted it too. And knowing he was rock hard for Christine made it seem like I was giving him something as much as I was giving Christine something. That made it all worthwhile.

Christine straddled my husband’s lap, placing each leg on either side of him. She thumbed her clit while she rocked her hips with need. “Fuck me,” she moaned to my surprise and Mike’s pleasure.

“No problem, sweetie,” he said, positioning the tip of his cock at her wet slit. He pushed his hips forward, gliding deep inside her as she moaned and winced with pain.

And the strangest thought entered my head. I wondered what it would be like to have sex with Christine myself. I started touching my own pussy, sliding my hand up my skirt and touching my clit through my panties as if I’d lost control of my own body. I didn’t know why the thought of being with her – or the sight of my husband taking her – turned me into a nervous, sexual wreck. But my pussy was puffy with need and I couldn’t deny it any longer.

Mike pumped in and out of Christine while I massaged my pussy. His thumb circled her clit while his gorgeous dick glistened in Christine’s arousal. I wondered what it tasted like. His cock smothered by her wet juices.

Christine arched her back and her jaw fell open as she moaned in pleasure. Her legs quivered around him, the heels of her feet digging into his hips to urge him in deeper. He pushed deeper in at her silent request and then she squealed. I knew then it was over. There was no going back. My husband’s cock had been inside her pussy and he’d made her come.

I only hoped we could recover.

Mike pulled out and let Christine catch her breath. “Good,” I said. “You got what you want. Now leave us alone.”

Christine laughed and stared at my husband’s hard cock. “I may have come, but he still hasn’t.”

“Maybe there’s a reason for that,” I said, feeling a new wave of fury build inside me. “Maybe he didn’t want to impregnate you.”

Christine looked at Mike and said, “Well there are other holes.” Mike’s eyes widened. I bit my lower lip because I’d never given him anal before. “I’d like to offer you double your money. I want your husband to come in my tight, virgin ass while you watch.”

Mike groaned with excitement, but I was speechless. “What do you say?” she asked.

“Yes,” Mike said. “Of course, she wants us to. For that kind of money?”

I still couldn’t find the words to speak. It was no longer about the money. Her suggestion was an insult that I both couldn’t take and wanted to entertain simultaneously.

“On one condition,” I said.

“What’s that?”

“I get to make him come first.”

I lowered myself to the bed without thinking and gripped my husband’s slick cock in my hand. The smell of Christine’s pussy on his skin was intoxicating.

I opened my mouth and wrapped my lips around his head, swallowing him back toward my throat. Mike groaned and slid his fingers through my hair, urging me to take him deeper. Christine’s moans echoed beside me and I wondered if she was touching herself. When I opened my eyes, all I could see were Mike’s tight abs as he thrust in and out of me.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his cock expanding against the roof of my mouth. His salty, hot load shot down my throat and I swallowed every single drop. When he pulled out, I wiped my mouth. I couldn’t believe I’d just sucked him off after he was inside another woman.

“Allow me to return the favor,” Christine said with that smirk that sent a chill down my spine.

She pushed me onto my back and lifted my crop top from my torso. She leaned over and surprised me with a kiss. Her tongue probed my mouth, our tongues dancing together with need and desire while she unclasped my bra and pulled it free.

“I love tasting your husband’s cum on your tongue,” she purred as she slid down my body.

Her fingers tugged my skirt down with my panties until my pussy was bare. She slid her fingers into my pussy and I moaned. I raised my hands above my head until my fingers gripped the edge of the bed.

Mike groaned while he stroked his cock to the sight of Christine devouring my pussy into her mouth. Her tongue was an expert at eating pussy, unlike anything Mike had ever given me. Where Mike was rough, Christine was soft and exciting. Her tongue moved up and down over my slit, exploring every hill and valley. My eyes rolled into the back of my head. My legs shook as hot pressure built in my lower belly.

The reminder that she was a woman and I was married nearly drove me over the edge. My hands clasped her hair as my orgasm tore through me, ripping me apart at the seams.

Christine lifted her head and turned it toward my husband. “Now, fuck my ass.”

Mike’s growl caught my attention and I saw Christine’s fingers circling her clit wildly.

“With pleasure,” Mike said as he stepped behind her. I was still underneath Christine, on my back and soaking wet while I watched him position himself. He spread her ass cheeks while spitting between them.

“Fuck,” moaned Christine. I slipped out from underneath her to watch my husband fuck her up close.

The pad of Mike’s finger dipped into his pool of saliva and spread it around her asshole. A finger slipped inside, tensing her muscles. I grit my teeth as he slid in another.

Christine was so cool and relaxed as my husband pumped his fingers in and out of her slowly. She rocked her hips back and forth, practically begging for more.

Mike replaced his fingers with the tip of his cock. He lathered some more saliva onto his shaft and inched in. Christine’s tight hole stretched around him, slowly relaxing with each new inch.

My husband’s thickness filled her up, and he slid in all the way. A groan rumbled through his throat and Christine tightened her grip on the sheets.

Mike buried himself completely inside her and held his cock still.

He spanked her ass and growled before pulling back. Christine moaned underneath him, while her fingers worked furiously against her wet clit in search of a second orgasm. I slid my hand underneath her stomach and teased her pussy for her.

“Allow me,” I said with a cracked voice. I slid my fingers inside her pussy, feeling my husband’s cock through the other side of her tight hole.

Mike’s hand pressed into Christine’s ass as he thrust in and out of her.

“Fuck!” she cried as my fingers pumped faster and his cock slammed harder. “Fuck, I’m going to come.”

“Come, for me,” he told her. Christine squealed like before and her legs shook. Once she’d finished, Mike placed both hands on her ass and pounded her hard and fast.

“Fuck,” he groaned as he filled her up. His cock stretched her and the sight of it sent a wave of heat up my spine. The more he pumped, the more she stretched until his load released, shooting deep inside her. But there was nowhere for his hot, sticky cum to go but out as he continued pumping her ass.

His cum escaped its tight confines and dripped out of her ass toward her pussy. Mike collapsed above her to catch his breath and then pulled out. He fell on the bed and I laid next to him with Mike trapped between me and Christine.

“That was well worth the hundred grand,” Christine said, running her hands across his face.

“Yeah, well. I almost don’t want to take your money it was so good,” I said, my cheeks flushing.

Mike’s eyes were wide and he was grinning. “That’s right,” I added, looking in his eyes. “I liked it. Happy?”

“Well, if you don’t want my money,” Christine said, throwing her hands up and smiling.

“I didn’t say that,” I teased. “But, um…let’s just say you wouldn’t have to pay for a second time around. At least not with me.”

I looked to Mike and he shook his head. “Me neither,” he said with a smile.

“So, it’s settled,” Christine said, landing a hand on each of our bodies. “Tonight, you get a hundred grand. But from now on, I get to fuck the two of you as often as I want.”

“Agreed,” I said.

“Agreed,” added Mike.

“For tonight, however, I need to get some sleep. The money has already been wired into your account.”

Mike and I dressed ourselves and headed back to our room. I felt strange taking money from a woman who’d opened is up to a whole new lifestyle. One that I never knew I so desperately needed. But I made a vow to pay her back whenever I could. In whichever way I could.

Even if it wasn’t in the form of cold, hard cash.
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