
        
            
                
            
        

    


      
        SELENA HART

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Copyright

      

      
        Selena Hart’s Newsletter

      

      
        Dedication

      

      
        Surprise Ex

      

      
        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.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Surprise Ex

          

        

      

    

    
      I toyed with the hem of my sweater as we drove through the unfamiliar streets of Derek’s neighborhood, my heart racing. The anticipation bubbled within me, and I cast a sideways glance at him, studying his profile; strong jaw, slightly tousled hair—my very own, perfect boyfriend.

      "You ready for this?" he asked, a hint of mischief lighting up his deep blue eyes as he turned to catch my gaze.

      I swallowed hard, forcing a smile. "Of course! Just… trying to remember all the things I want to say. What if your parents don’t like me?”

      Derek chuckled, shaking his head. “They’re going to love you. My mom’s been hearing about you for months now. She’s been practically counting down the days.”

      “Is that why she stocked up on snacks?” I teased, remembering how excited she sounded over the phone when Derek told her I was coming.

      “Pretty much,” he said with a smirk. “She’s even going to make her famous chocolate cake recipe. Trust me, it’s unlike anything you’ve ever tasted.”

      The thought of cake lightened my anxious heart as I brushed a stray hair behind my ear. “Okay, but what if I spill something on myself? Or say something stupid?”

      “You won’t,” Derek replied earnestly, reaching across the console to squeeze my hand tightly in his. My hand was on my thigh, and his thumb lightly stroked the bare skin near the hem of my skirt. My thighs clenched. One touch from him was all it took to make my panties wet. “You’ll do great,” he continued. “Just be yourself.”

      “Your mom is going to want to do an interview or something,” I said nervously, glancing out the window at the passing houses decorated for autumn.

      “More like an interrogation,” he laughed, and I couldn’t help but join in despite my jitters.

      "I wish I could just blend in with the furniture," I muttered.

      He grinned at me, an infectious smile that made my stomach flutter. “You’re not just some piece of furniture you know. Even if I do feel very comfortable with you.”

      As we rounded a corner, his expression shifted ever so slightly. A shadow flickered across his features as we approached his family’s house, nestled between two oak trees.

      “What is it?” I asked, sensing his hesitation.

      “Nothing.” He forced a smile that didn’t quite reach his eyes and eyed a sleek sedan that was parked on the street outside of his house.

      “Whose car is that?” My gaze flicked to it—a deep metallic blue that gleamed under the late afternoon sun. I assumed it belonged to his parents, but then why was it on the street? And why did Derek seem so affected by it?

      His grip on the wheel tightened for a moment before he released it slowly. “Oh, just...maybe someone visiting?”

      I eyed him warily, sensing there was something he was keeping from me. “Someone? Like...who?”

      “It’s probably just some friends or neighbors popping by.” His voice had lost its usual playful tone.

      Yeah right—I wasn’t buying it. My instincts buzzed like an alarm bell as Derek shifted nervously in his seat.

      He turned off the ignition and faked a smile. “We’ll find out soon enough,” he said. “Come on, let’s introduce you to my parents.”

      I stepped out of the car, taking a deep breath of the crisp autumn air. The house loomed ahead, its cozy warmth beckoning with light spilling from the windows. Derek reached for my hand again, and I held on tightly, trying to siphon some of his confidence.

      Inside, the scent of cinnamon and something savory—perhaps roasting chicken—filled the air. It was comforting, almost like stepping into a Hallmark movie scene. Derek’s mom appeared almost immediately, her face lighting up as she saw us.

      “Blair! Welcome!” she exclaimed, with open arms that pulled me into an unexpected hug. Her warmth was both literal and metaphorical, and I found myself relaxing slightly.

      “Thank you so much for having me,” I said genuinely as I pulled back. “I’ve been looking forward to meeting you.”

      Derek’s mom had a kind smile, but as she opened her mouth to say more, I felt a prickle at my neck—someone was watching us. My gaze slid past Derek’s mom to where a statuesque brunette stood in conversation with Derek's father by the fireplace.

      The girl exuded an effortless elegance that made my stomach clench with unease. She laughed at something Derek's father said, her eyes flickering over to us with a familiarity that made my skin crawl.

      “Oh!” Derek’s mom turned to the girl, almost as if realizing she’d forgotten her presence. “Blair, this is Presley.”

      Presley. The name itself was music but sharp like glass shards in my ears. She stepped forward gracefully, offering a smile that seemed genuine yet was laced with something else—perhaps curiosity or appraisal?

      “Hi, Blair,” Presley said smoothly, extending a hand.

      I shook it, feeling her eyes scan over me in an assessment that seemed far too intimate for a first meeting. “Nice to meet you,” I managed to reply evenly.

      Derek’s mom then turned to him with an apologetic look. “I hope you don’t mind. We invited Presley over for dinner. Her parents are out of town for the weekend and she’s all alone.”

      Derek’s smile was stiff around the edges as he nodded. “Of course not,” he replied, though his voice carried an edge only I would have noticed.

      My fingers tightened unconsciously around his arm as we moved further into the room.

      As his parents resumed their conversation with Presley, I leaned closer to Derek and whispered urgently, “Who is Presley?”

      His jaw tightened before he whispered back, barely audible above the low hum of voices. “My ex-girlfriend.”

      The words grazed me like a cold gust of wind on my skin. Inwardly bracing myself against the flood of emotions—jealousy mingled with doubt—I tried to keep my expression serene.

      “So...she’s local?” I asked lightly, attempting nonchalance while keeping my voice low enough not to carry.

      “Yes and no. She’s back for a few days like I am,” Derek answered tersely, glancing sideways at me before his attention flicked back to Presley briefly with a look that stirred something protective within me.

      He must have sensed my agitation because he shifted closer as if forming a barrier between Presley and me. “Don’t worry. She wouldn’t try anything again.”

      I took a step back. “Again? What do you mean?”

      He shook his head. “Nothing. Forget I said that.”

      For the sake of saving face in front of his parents, I dropped the subject. But forgetting about it would be impossible.

      We stepped closer and Presley introduced herself. Her voice was a melody, smooth yet carrying an undertone I couldn't quite place. "Blair, it's such a pleasure. I've heard so much about you," she said, her smile widening in a way that felt almost predatory.

      "All good things, I hope," I replied, trying to match her warmth but feeling an edge to my own voice.

      Presley's gaze lingered a second too long before she turned back to Derek's parents. As she moved away, Derek's hand found its way to the small of my back, guiding me gently toward the dining room.

      The table was set beautifully, with gleaming cutlery and neatly folded napkins. Derek’s father gestured for us to sit, his booming voice full of cheer as he recounted some story from Derek’s youth. I tried to focus on his words, but my attention kept shifting to Presley who had taken a seat directly across from me.

      Dinner began smoothly enough. Polite conversation flowed around the table as plates were passed and glasses clinked. But throughout it all, I felt Presley’s eyes on me—watching intently as if she were cataloging every move I made.

      I felt Derek's fingers brush against mine under the table before they settled gently on my thigh. His touch was reassuring, yet it did little to quell the unease bubbling within me.

      "So, Blair," Presley suddenly addressed me directly, her tone light and conversational though her eyes danced with something more cunning. "Derek’s parents told me you're studying architecture?"

      "Yes," I replied cautiously, wondering how much they had shared with her.

      "That's impressive," she said with a nod that seemed genuine but carried an undercurrent of something else.

      Her compliment was unexpected and I found myself giving her a tentative smile in return. "Thank you," I said softly, all too aware of the tension coiling beneath the surface of our exchange.

      Derek's father launched into another tale, this one about their summer trips to the lake. As he spoke, I could feel Presley’s gaze still lingering on me.

      I shifted slightly in my seat under the weight of her scrutiny. There was something about her interest that unsettled me—an intensity that seemed out of place for someone who should have been relegated to history rather than sitting at this particular dinner table.

      Derek's hand squeezed my thigh briefly as if sensing my discomfort. I met his eyes and felt a sense of relief wash over me.

      But as the conversations ebbed and flowed around us, Presley remained ever watchful—her presence like a shadow that stretched across this otherwise perfect evening. And despite Derek's comforting touch or his parents' welcoming warmth, I couldn't shake the feeling that this dinner was only the beginning of something far more complicated than I'd anticipated.

      Once dinner had finished, Presley said, “I suppose it’s my time to go.” Derek and I both sighed with relief until his mother stepped in.

      “No, darling, stay for a little longer. We don’t need you going home to an empty house.”

      Derek protested while Presley wore a smirk. “Thanks,” she said. “But I don’t want to crash the happy couple’s party.”

      Something in me awoken. “No,” I said. “Please, you wouldn’t be crashing.”

      Derek touched my wrist, leaned into my ear and whispered, “What are you doing?”

      I didn’t answer. All I knew was that I wasn’t ready for Presley to leave just yet.

      Derek’s parents smiled and excused themselves for the night. “We are just so delighted to have met you,” Derek’s mother said, wrapping me in a hug. “We’ll see you two in the morning. I want to give you guys the night to settle in.”

      “Thank you,” I told her, wondering what in the hell had come over me to ask Presley to stay.

      Once we were alone, the weight of what I’d done sat heavily on my chest.

      Presley leaned back in her chair and crossed her legs, a smirk playing on her lips. "Well, since I'm staying," she began, the casualness of her demeanor contrasting sharply with the undercurrent of tension flowing through the room, "maybe we should have a little chat."

      Derek shot her a warning look, his brow furrowing. "Presley," he said slowly, trying to keep his voice level. "Don’t do this again. You drove the last girl away."

      I blinked at them both, confusion building alongside curiosity. "What do you mean? Do what again?"

      Presley's eyes flicked to me, her expression a mix of amusement and mischief. "I asked for a threesome."

      My mouth went dry as the words hung in the air between us. I wasn’t sure if Presley was joking or deadly serious, but either way, my heart pounded in my chest. Derek shifted beside me, his discomfort palpable.

      "That was a long time ago," he muttered defensively.

      "Relax," Presley waved a hand dismissively, her gaze still fixed on me, searching for my reaction. "I was just teasing back then, and I'm just teasing now."

      But something told me there was more truth to her words than jest. An electric charge seemed to fill the space between us, making me acutely aware of every inch separating our bodies.

      "I didn’t mean to make things awkward," Presley said with an air of innocence that didn’t quite match the glint in her eyes. "I just think monogamy is so overrated, don’t you?"

      "Presley..." Derek warned, but his voice lacked conviction.

      "What?" She feigned surprise before leaning forward slightly, resting her chin on her hand as she addressed me directly once more. "I think sharing the same man with another woman would feel so liberating. All that competition? Jealousy? You’re forced to confront it, and in the midst of all that chaos is a sort of awakening."

      I swallowed the lump in my throat. “It sounds as if you have experience in this department.”

      Her eyes fluttered over to Derek. His breath hitched as he realized for the first time that she, indeed, had a threesome before. It was clear in his eyes that he was jealous the threesome hadn’t been with him.

      Pretending nonchalance that I didn’t quite feel, I shrugged lightly. "I suppose," I replied vaguely, unsure of what else to say.

      Derek shifted beside me again; his silence spoke volumes as he studied us both carefully—trying to decipher whether this was merely competition or something far more complex unfolding right before him.

      Presley's laughter broke the lingering tension like shattering glass; sweet but edged with something darker underneath—a siren's call inviting us deeper into chaos.

      "I have a feeling this time I won’t be scaring your new girlfriend off,” she said.

      Derek glanced at me then back at her. “What do you mean?”

      Presley looked at her lap while clarifying. “I’d bet anything that your girlfriend’s panties are wet right now.”

      “Enough,” Derek said, but it came out weaker than he’d intended.

      Presley’s gaze met mine. “Why don’t we take this back to my place and find out for sure?”

      Derek waited for my answer which told me everything I needed to know. If I was down for it, he would be too.

      I should’ve said no. I should’ve ended it right there. But Presley was beautiful and alluring and…tempting.

      “I don’t see the harm in visiting her place,” I said through a constricted throat.

      Presley flashed a knowing smirk in Derek’s direction. “Follow me, then.”

      Derek and I got in our car and followed Presley back to her empty house. “You can back out at any time,” Derek told me while he clutched the steering wheel. “You don’t have to play nice with Presley.”

      “What if I just want to play with Presley, instead?” I immediately covered my mouth. What the hell was I saying? I’d never felt this way about another girl, and she wasn’t just any girl, she was my boyfriend’s ex.

      Derek exhaled long and slow. I glanced at his lap and saw how hard he was. “Do you…do you want a threesome with Presley?”

      I swallowed. “I don’t know. Do you?”

      He laughed awkwardly. “I’m not going to answer that.”

      “So that’s a yes.”

      “If you want one, I won’t deny you,” he added.

      I pinned him with a look. “So that’s a yes,” I repeated.

      “Let’s just talk to Presley. Once you see her again, you might change your mind.”

      “Doubtful,” I mumbled under my breath.

      We arrived at Presley’s dark house.

      Presley's silhouette moved gracefully towards her door, and she glanced back at us with that same teasing smile tugging at her lips.

      The dim porch light flickered as we approached the front door, casting fleeting shadows that danced across Derek’s tense features.

      Presley unlocked her front door and grinned knowingly. She stepped aside, letting us into the warm, dimly lit space. Presley closed the door behind us with a soft click.

      We moved into her living room where low music played from unseen speakers, wrapping around us like an intimate embrace. My eyes wandered over her eclectic decor — bold colors, mismatched cushions, an abstract painting that seemed to pulse under the soft lighting.

      Presley leaned against the wall opposite us, arms crossed over her chest as she observed us with an amused smirk. “So,” she drawled, “should we see if I was right?”

      I blinked at her. “Right about what?”

      Her grin widened as she pushed off from the wall and closed the distance between us with slow, deliberate steps. In one swift motion, she turned on me and pinned me to the wall. My breath caught in my throat, heart racing at her sudden proximity and boldness.

      “Are your panties wet?” she murmured softly so that only I could hear, her lips dangerously close to mine.

      Before I could muster a reply or even process what was happening, Presley pressed her lips to mine with an unexpected tenderness cloaked in urgency. Her tongue pushed past my lips greedily, exploring me with a skillful confidence that left me dizzy.

      I melted against the wall under her touch, shock giving way to heat as we kissed deeply. Presley’s hands roamed over my body with assured familiarity, coaxing little gasps from me as we ground against each other in a rhythm all our own.

      Derek stood a few feet away watching us intently; his eyes darkened by desire.

      Presley’s fingers grazed against my thigh, inching up under my skirt until I felt their soft touch against my soaked cotton panties.

      She smiled through our kiss and rolled my skirt up to my hips. “Look at your girlfriend,” she said to Derek. “Look how much she wants this.” She turned back to me, my cheeks burning with humiliation and desire. “The question is, which do you want more? To be with me, or to watch me with your boyfriend?”

      I swallowed the boulder in my throat. I knew what I wanted, but I didn’t know why. “I want you to fuck my boyfriend.”

      Derek’s eyes widened and he took a step toward me, but Presley put her body between me and him. Her hands landed on his chest and he was immediately distracted by her close proximity. She leaned up and kissed him. When he reciprocated, I felt everything she said I would. Jealousy, competition, arousal, and a sense of something breaking free inside me.

      Presley unzipped her dress and let it fall to the floor. She’d come prepared, wearing black lacy lingerie that made her look like a goddess in his arms. She helped Derek out of his sweater and undershirt. Then she kissed her way down his chest and abs until she was kneeling below him, unzipping his slacks.

      His hands were in her hair, his eyes hooded, and I’d already slipped a hand inside my panties, desperate to play with myself while I watched.

      Presley pulled out his cock and licked her lips. “It looks bigger than I remembered.”

      With that, she wrapped her lips around him and began to suck.

      I watched, pulse racing, as her head bobbed up and down. Derek's hands clutched at her hair, guiding her rhythm as his breath hitched, eyes fluttering closed.

      "God, Presley," he groaned, a sound that sent a shiver through me.

      I couldn't tear my gaze away. There was something raw and intoxicating about the scene unfolding before me. My fingers moved instinctively against clit, matching the pace of her movements. Every gasp and moan from Derek ignited a fire within me that spread like wildfire through my veins.

      Presley drew back for a moment, glancing over her shoulder at me with a sultry smile. Her lips were slick and glistening, her eyes dark with lust. "You okay there, Blair?" she asked teasingly.

      I nodded, unable to trust my voice, my cheeks flushed from the heat of arousal and embarrassment at being so exposed, so vulnerable.

      "Good." She turned back to Derek, taking him deep again, and I saw his thighs tense as he let out a ragged breath.

      I watched them together: the way his hands gripped her shoulders as if anchoring himself to this moment; the way she moaned softly around him, sending vibrations echoed in his gasps and my own soft whimpers.

      Derek's eyes found mine for just a moment; there was something searching in his gaze. Then his focus was back on Presley as she increased her pace, her motions becoming more urgent.

      "I’m close," he gasped, words almost a plea.

      Presley responded with a hum of approval that sent shudders through him. She redoubled her attentions with fervor, and I felt myself nearing the edge alongside him.

      A few more moments of tension built until Derek tensed above her with a primal groan. His release came hard and fast; I could see every muscle in his body constrict with intensity as Presley took everything he gave.

      Watching him come undone in her mouth was enough to push me over the edge into climax. I bit down on my lip to stifle the sounds threatening to escape as waves of pleasure crashed over me.

      As Derek panted for breath above her, Presley pulled back slowly, wiping the corner of her mouth with a satisfied grin. She rose gracefully to her feet and met my gaze—knowing, triumphant.

      "Your turn,” she said. Then she kissed me again, this time her hands pulled off my sweater and unclasped my bra. She lowered her mouth to one of my breasts and hiked up one of my thighs, hooking it around her waist.

      I instinctively began to grind against her, despite having just come. She sucked in one nipple then the other before pulling back completely, denying me.

      She removed her bra and stepped out of her panties. Her full breasts were more perfect than mine. Her body was a delicious blend of athletic and curvy. Her nipples were hard. Her pussy was shaved and dripping wet.

      Naked, she led us to her bedroom. Derek and I finished removing the rest of our clothes, unbothered by the pile we’d left in the living room.

      Presley laid back on the bed and beckoned me toward her. “Sit on my face,” she commanded. I’d never been talked dirty to like that before, but it excited me. I climbed over her and lowered my hips, feeling her warm tongue brush against my slick folds.

      Derek then instinctively climbed between Presley’s legs and lined the bulbous tip of his cock to her pussy.

      The sensation of Presley's tongue on me was electric, each flick and swirl drawing me deeper into a haze of pleasure. I could barely focus as Derek moved behind her, his movements sure and deliberate. His eyes met mine again, a silent communication passing between us as he thrust forward, burying himself inside her.

      Presley's moan vibrated against me, sending shockwaves through my body. Her hands gripped my hips, urging me to move against her eager mouth. I couldn't help but obey, rolling my hips to meet the rhythm she set, each motion drawing me closer to the brink.

      I watched Derek's face as he moved within her, his expression a mixture of concentration and ecstasy. The sight was both disconcerting and thrilling; my stomach twisted with jealousy even as desire pooled low in my belly.

      His hand reached for mine, fingers intertwining, grounding us amidst the chaos of sensation. I leaned forward, capturing his lips in a heated kiss. Our breath mingled as we kissed fervently, his lips a familiar comfort amidst this strange new intimacy.

      Presley’s mouth was relentless, each stroke perfectly timed to the thrusts from Derek below. My senses were overwhelmed—her touch, Derek’s presence, the intoxicating sight of their bodies moving together beneath me.

      “Derek,” I gasped against his lips, feeling the tension coil tighter within me. He responded by increasing his pace, grunting softly with exertion.

      Presley's tongue found that perfect spot again and again until I shattered around her with a cry. My entire body trembled with release as waves of pleasure pulsed through me.

      As I came down from the high, Derek’s movements became more urgent. His hand tightened around mine; his brow furrowed in concentration as he chased his own climax.

      “Blair,” he groaned again into my mouth before pulling back slightly to watch me. His gaze was intense and raw as he finally let go, body shuddering with the force of his orgasm.

      We stayed like that for a few moments—Presley still leisurely tracing patterns against me while Derek caught his breath above her. Then slowly we disentangled ourselves and collapsed onto the bed beside one another in a languid pile of limbs and satisfied sighs.

      Presley smiled knowingly again. “Looks like you may have found the one, Derek. If I couldn’t drive her away, that is.”

      Derek chuckled. “The one? I thought you didn’t believe in monogamy.”

      Presley rolled over, tracing patterns over my chest with her fingers. “I don’t. Which is why I may just have to steal Blair from you.”

      The smile that found my lips was wrong and dirty and everything. Presley had opened my eyes to something I never thought possible. Sharing Derek in this way made me feel closer to him than I ever thought, rather than feeling pushed further away.

      I lay there nestled between them feeling strangely complete—a mixture of emotions swirling in my chest alongside the fading echoes of desire. Whatever this had been between us three felt like something profound yet fleeting; a connection that would leave its mark but perhaps never be fully understood or repeated.

      For now though it didn’t matter; I was content in this moment surrounded by just enough intrigue to keep my heart racing long after our breaths had steadied once more.
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