
        
            
                
            
        

    


      
        SELENA HART

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Copyright

      

      
        Selena Hart’s Newsletter

      

      
        Dedication

      

      
        Yearbook

      

      
        Want New Stories?

      

      
        Want More Menage?

      

      
        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.
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      My husband, Ty, and I always joined our friend group during happy hour on Fridays. Skylar happened to be one of those friends. I was probably closest with Skylar but not so close that we told each other everything. Still, I expected my husband not to keep secrets from me but I guess he didn’t get the memo.

      The gang was hooting and hollering while sucking on limes and eating chips and salsa while unwinding from the work week. It was all good fun, and Skylar liked to whisk me off to the girls’ room anytime she had to go. I guess she liked my company.

      I always took the opportunity to scour her appearance while she’d lean over the bathroom mirror re-applying her makeup. She had a gorgeous body, a result from her daily workouts and good diet. And clothes fit her like a glove. But what made her truly gorgeous was her soft blond locks and the way her blue eyes twinkled with mischief. And her smile could make a person melt.

      She was the envy of every girl that had ever seen her, but that didn’t usually bother me. So what if there were prettier girls than me? I could handle that. I was attractive enough, and I’d landed Ty, the most attractive guy I’d ever seen. My confidence never wavered much until this one particular evening when we returned from the ladies’ room.

      On the way back to our table, I noticed our friend group huddled around John while he flipped pages of a book. It wasn’t until we got closer that I recognized it as a yearbook. Over half of them went to the same high school, but I hadn’t. I’d been a private school student and only met my husband by chance after graduation.

      The group relived their high school memories and I sat and listened with curiosity and joy. Ty told me a lot about his high school days, but sometimes you forget certain things that your friends remembered. It was nice to hear a few new stories of how Ty was when he was a young athlete. Apparently, he’d been a huge hit with the ladies which didn’t surprise me in the least.

      What did surprise me is when they got to the last few pages of yearbook superlatives. You know, like ‘most likely to succeed,’ and ‘life of the part,’ and…oh wait…’cutest couple.’

      Ty visible swallowed when they got to that section and I didn’t know why. Even Skylar had averted her gaze to somewhere else in the bar. John covered his mouth with a fist while shouting and pointing to the page. “Man, I totally forgot you guys used to date,” he said to my husband.

      I neared the yearbook but my husband took it from John’s hands and closed it. “What’s in there?” I asked with an awkward smile. “Are you afraid to show me a pic of one of your exes?”

      John wrapped his arm around my shoulders and said, “It’s not just any ex,” he said. “It was his high school sweetheart.”  John looked at my husband and said, “We all thought you guys were going to get married. Man I can’t believe we forgot about that.”

      I reached for the yearbook, eager to see who was so special to my husband that she was not only his unmentioned sweetheart but that he was ashamed to let me see her now. “Come on, Ty. What the hell is wrong with you? I want to see.”

      John laughed beside me, but I couldn’t see what was so funny. “Go on man, she’s your wife. I can’t believe you haven’t told her already.”

      “Shut up, John,” Skylar said. “Leave the guy alone.”

      He put up his hands in surrender. “I’m just trying to help out Jess. She clearly wants to know.”

      When Ty was distracted, I yanked the yearbook from his hands and scurried off to the opposite side of the bar to flip through the pages. I was halfway there when Ty cornered me, backing me up against a wall. “Don’t look,” he begged. “Please.”

      “Ty, seriously. What’s the big deal?”

      He pressed his forehead to mine and sighed. That’s when I reached the page and saw the gorgeous bombshell blond beside him with that smile that could make anyone melt.

      My eyes went wide as I met his gaze. “Skylar? You dated Skylar? Why didn’t you ever tell me?” Bile began to rise up in my throat. She was gorgeous and he could’ve ended up marrying her. We hung out with her regularly. Did they still have feelings for each other? A million thoughts were racing through my mind and none of them made me comfortable.

      “It was a long time ago,” he said and I rolled my eyes.

      “It was seven years ago. That’s not that long.”

      He cupped my face, his fingers grazing against my hairline, making me shiver. “I’m with you now. I’m in love with you, Jess. But I’m still good friends with Skylar and well, I know that she’s beautiful. Women get jealous of her and I didn’t want you to feel insecure because you have nothing to feel insecure about.”

      “Really? Because it sounds like you just told me I wasn’t as attractive as her.”

      “That’s not what I said or meant. You’re more attractive to me than her, but that doesn’t change the fact that women often struggle with self-acceptance and find her a threat.”

      “Well that just shows how little you know about me. I wouldn’t have felt threatened by Skylar if you’d been open with me, but I sure as hell feel threatened now. Are you still attracted to her? Is that why you haven’t told me?”

      He pulled back, shock painting his features. “No,” he said. “Absolutely not.” But he was lying. I could tell by the number of times his eyes blink. It’s an abnormal number of blinks and it’s his tell.

      But I didn’t let him know that I saw through his bullshit.

      I walked back to the table to return John’s yearbook and placed the fakest smile on my face that I could. Skylar was studying me in silence, probably waiting for me to explode. “Who wants another round?” I asked. “On me!”

      The group hollered and I ordered another round of drinks, pounding more than usual. I didn’t know why I was so bothered by the revelation. Sure, it sucked that my husband wasn’t open about it, but it’s not like Ty and Skylar flirted on the regular. They were perfectly amiable and respectable friends.

      It’s just that now, I couldn’t get the image of the two of them out of my head. Kissing and groping and…fucking. So many emotions twisted inside me and now things were awkward. They were awkward between me and Skyler and between me and Ty and also between Ty and Skylar. The rest of the group had moved on while the three of us exchanged awkward looks.

      By the time the sun went down and we all left the bar, preparing to walk home, Skylar approached me and Ty on the street. “Hey, Jess. Can we talk?”

      “There’s nothing to talk about,” I assured her while avoiding her gaze. Ty had his hand on my lower back but he pulled it away when he sensed my frustration. That only made things worse, though. I wanted him to touch me and prove that I was everything to him.

      “It was a long time ago,” Skylar said.

      “So I’ve been told.”

      Skyler touched my arm and something strange happened. It sent a jolt of warmth through me and a shiver down my spine at the same time. I turned to face her and swallowed. I’d always thought she was beautiful but now she seemed…sexy. What was that about?

      “Are you upset?” she asked, but her gaze flicked to my husband as if asking him instead of me. He just shook his head, more as a ‘don’t press the issue’ warning than a ‘no.’

      So I answered for myself. “No. I’m not upset. Just a little rattled, that’s all.”

      Skylar frowned but nodded. “Okay. Well, let me know if I can clear anything up for you.” With that, she left and things became even more awkward between me and Ty.

      Naturally, like a jealous wife, I asked him a million and one questions in our room that night as I got ready for bed. “Did you guys have sex?”

      “Yes.”

      “Did either of you lose your virginity to each other.” Ty gave me an eyeroll. “I’ll take that as a ‘yes.’”

      “No,” he corrected. “But what does it matter?”

      I sat on the edge of the bed while he was laying under the covers shirtless and looking like a roman god. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

      He shrugged. “You know now.” He reached forward and caressed my arm. It felt familiar but strange all at once. “What will it take to prove to you that she means nothing to me.”

      “She doesn’t mean nothing, though. We’re all good friends.”

      “And that’s all she is.”

      I stood up, pacing. “But you just said she means nothing when that isn’t true. Don’t you see why I’m second-guessing everything you tell me?”

      He sighed and ran a hand through his hair. “Let’s just go to sleep. Maybe we can discuss this like adults in the morning.”

      I scoffed but he turned out the light, leaving me in the dark. “I’m an adult,” I said to the darkened room. Thoroughly agitated, I grabbed a pillow and a blanket and headed out.

      “Where are you going?” Ty asked.

      “I’m sleeping on the couch.” He threw his head back with a groan and I groaned right back.

      I didn’t get much sleep that night. I tossed and turned and thought about Skylar—specifically picturing her naked—and thought about my husband sleeping with her. It got me hot and bothered which confused the hell out of me. Reluctantly, I slid a hand between my thighs to try and quell the ache building there. Why was I turned on by this? Shouldn’t I be upset?

      It dawned on me then that maybe I’d only gotten so upset to hide the other thing I was feeling. Arousal. In the safety of my solitude, I touched myself while thinking about my husband fucking our very good friend.

      It felt so wrong but that also made me feel more alive. I slipped two fingers inside my pussy while circling my clit with my thumb as I pictured Ty eating her out. I wondered what she looked like naked. What color were her nipples? Was she shaved or trimmed? Were her tits perky?

      I fingered myself and tugged at my nipples while I imagined my husband pounding her like they were in a porno. What the hell was I doing? And why was it driving me insane with pleasure?

      Without warning, I came. I bit my cheek to keep from moaning but a whimper escaped me as my body trembled. Fuck, that was the best orgasm of my life.

      As if finally confronting some huge mental block, I slept like a baby after that. But in the morning, I felt worse than ever.
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      Saturday morning breakfast was awkward. Not only did Ty and I argue the night before but now I had a huge secret: the thing we were fighting about was actually starting to turn me on. But how could I tell him this without looking like an idiot? And should I even be telling anyone?

      It was difficult for me to make eye contact, but when I did, my heart did a weird flutter it hasn’t done since I first met Ty.

      He cocked a brow as we sat at the breakfast table with our mugs of coffee and a few slices of bacon. “Are you still mad?”

      “Mad? No. Why would I be mad?”

      He turned his whole body to me and pinned me with a look. “Do you have some kind of amnesia or something? Should I take you to the hospital? Me, Skylar. Remember?”

      I waved him off. “Oh that. That was a long time ago.”

      A chuckle escaped him, no doubt at the fact that I just repeated the phrase I didn’t take seriously the day before when either of them used it. “So,” I started, “are we going to John’s BBQ tonight?”

      “No,” Ty said. “I cancelled. Skylar will be there and I don’t want things to be awkward.”

      “They won’t be awkward,” I said, tearing off a bit of bacon.

      His brow lifted again while he took a sip of his coffee. “Are you sure?”

      I nodded more enthusiastically than I need to. In fact, I nodded so fast I could almost feel my brain rolling around in my head. If it was even there in the first place. After all, suddenly I wanted to see my husband with another woman. And I didn’t know the first thing about making it happen.

      We went to the BBQ wearing our best casual outfits. I had a black a-line dress with little white flowers and Ty wore a crisp white button up and dark jeans. Why he wore a white shirt to a BBQ was beyond me.

      Skylar was in a tight little pink dress and high heels. It’s like she forgot that she might end up stepping in the grass from time to time. When we arrived, everyone stared at me like I was some sort of pariah. I waved cartoonishly until the moment was so awkward that they gladly returned to what they were doing.

      Skylar saw me and rushed over. She took my hands in hers, her gaze pleading with mine. “It’s so good to see you guys,” she said. “I was afraid you wouldn’t show up.”

      “Jess wanted to come,” Ty assured her which made Skylar smile and that, in turn, made me melt like usual.

      “I’m so happy to hear that. So, things aren’t awkward between us?”

      I snorted. “Things are awkward, for sure. But we’ll get past it.” I didn’t tell her that the way I wanted to get past it was to watch her fuck my husband. Fuck. What the hell is wrong with me?

      We all ate dinner and drank beer and laughed until the sun went down. Then we moved into the living room to play some charades and Pictionary. Skylar and I actually teamed up and won both games. There was a lot of hand-holding in the excitement of it all and I felt myself drawn to her more and more. I even felt myself understanding how it might’ve felt for my husband to be with her.

      “Come with me to the bathroom?” she asked. I wasn’t sure what her thing was with needing company in the bathroom, but she didn’t usually ask when it was a private home. What was I going to do? Watch her? It’s not like there were any stalls in there.

      “Um, yeah. Sure.”

      Skylar took my hand, a current of electricity shooting through me. Why did I suddenly want to press her up against a wall and kiss her? As far as I knew I wasn’t even bisexual. Something about the fact that she’d been close to my husband made me feel closer to her. It was strange.

      Once we were in the bathroom, she locked the door and pressed her back to it, essentially trapping me inside. “Be honest with me,” she begged. “Are you upset?”

      “I’m not upset.” I was genuine and she could tell. Then she smiled again.

      “Okay, okay. Good.”

      “Do you have to use the bathroom or were you just luring me in here?”

      She cleared her throat. “I, um. I just lured you in here. Because, well. I thought that…maybe…” she exhaled. “I think you’re gorgeous, Jess, and I know you’re married, but I couldn’t help but feel like there was something between us out there. Like something in you has shifted. I don’t know what it means, if anything, but I wanted to clear the air and see what you thought.”

      My heart raced. What was happening. Was she attracted to me? Like sexually?

      “You want to know my thoughts?”

      She nodded, her face scrunched by nerves.

      Maybe it was the few drinks I had or maybe I was just losing my mind, but I blurted out words I knew I could never take back. “Last night, I couldn’t stop thinking about you fucking my husband and I came harder than I’ve ever come in my whole life.”

      Immediately after, my hands clasped my mouth and horror filled my chest. I didn’t have time to feel humiliated though because suddenly, my back hit the wall and my hands flew away from my mouth, replaced by the softest pair of lips that ever existed.

      Skylar was kissing me in the bathroom! And my panties were soaked. What the hell? Her kiss was aggressive and warm. Her tongue parted my lips and explored my mouth and I let her. Our breath was heavy through our nostrils as we fought for more. Our hands began to caress each curve of each other’s bodies until we were actually beginning to undress.

      Finally, I stopped her. “Wait, wait. What are we doing? Do you even like girls?”

      Skylar had dropped to her knees and rolled up my dress. “I like you,” she said. “And I’ve had threesomes before.”

      Jackpot. My heart did a barrel roll and my panties were flooded with arousal. I wanted to feel her mouth on me so badly, but more than that, I wanted to share her with my husband. So I bent down and gripped her shoulders, pulling her back up on her feet.

      “Tell everyone we’re leaving.” I tucked a loose strand of hair behind her ear. “You’re coming home with us.”

      Her eyes searched mine for a moment before she turned to open the door. No one suspected a thing when we bid our farewells, but Ty wore a look of confusion. I couldn’t blame him. I’d been honest with Skylar before being honest with him.

      But he would find out soon enough how I felt, and maybe we’d all get what we wanted. Each other.
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      Once we were back at home, the tension among us was tangible. Skylar sat on one end of the couch, her legs crossed, and her blonde locks cascading down her shoulders like a golden waterfall. Ty paced the living room, casting sidelong glances toward Skylar and then to me, as if trying to decipher a foreign language written across our faces.

      Finally, I couldn't handle the uncertainty any longer. "Ty," I began, my voice uncertain but growing in confidence, "there's something you should know." I took a deep breath, heat flushing my cheeks as much from embarrassment as from desire. "Last night, I had this... fantasy."

      He stopped pacing and looked at me, his expression a mix of interest and apprehension. "What kind of fantasy?" he asked.

      Taking another deep breath, I forged ahead into territory we'd never crossed before. "A fantasy about you and Skylar together... while I watched."

      The room was so quiet after that confession that one could hear the soft ticking of the clock on the mantel. Ty's face was unreadable for what felt like ages. Suddenly, he let out a slow exhale and sat down beside Skylar.

      "And you're okay with that?" he asked, his voice cautious but laced with an undercurrent of intrigue.

      "I'm more than okay with it," I confessed. "It excites me."

      We all sat in silence once more until Skylar shifted, her bright blue eyes locking onto mine. "And I'm very much open to it," she said softly but confidently. "If it's truly what you both want."

      Ty's gaze swung between us like a pendulum before finally settling on me. His hand reached out to touch mine tentatively. "Jess, are you sure about this? Because if at any point—"

      I interrupted him with a fierce kiss, pouring all my pent-up desire into it—it was response and assurance all wrapped in one heated gesture. When we broke apart, his eyes reflected a new hunger that matched my own.

      "Then let's stop talking," he murmured against my lips before turning to face Skylar with an invitation in his eyes.

      The air around us crackled with anticipation as Ty approached Skylar, treating her with both reverence and passion—like she was something sacred yet utterly desirable.

      With trembling hands that betrayed my nervous excitement, I undid the buttons on Ty's shirt, watching as Skylar did the same with the zipper of her dress – two parallel stripteases unveiling flesh and fantasy alike.

      I watched intently as they drew closer together—their first kiss tentative at first but growing hungrier by the second. My heart pounded to the rhythm of their escalating passion; this was real—so much more electrifying than my last night's solitary fantasy.

      Skylar's hand traced down Ty’s chest while his fingers threaded through her silky locks. Their bodies pressed together seemed like pieces of art falling into perfect alignment.

      Transfixed by their display of affection for one another and fueled by the heat of my own arousal, I realized how much I needed this—how desperately I craved this moment of shared intimacy to be imprinted within each fold of our combined desires.

      As their lips parted briefly for air, our eyes met: Ty's filled with permission-seeking vulnerability; Skylar’s dancing with lustful defiance.

      With a shaky nod, I gave them both the unspoken go-ahead.

      It was like watching a slow-motion movie—every movement and sensation heightened by my voyeuristic vantage point.

      Skylar's hand slid down to unbuckle Ty's jeans, revealing his hardening length obscured by boxers. My core clenched with anticipation as she teased him through the fabric, her every movement practiced yet oh-so-enticing.

      With a wicked grin, she met my gaze over his erection before slipping his boxers down to his ankles, revealing him in all his throbbing glory.

      Time seemed to stand still as she took him into her mouth. Her lips stretched around his girth while her tongue teased his tip, eliciting a groan from deep within Ty's chest.

      I couldn't tear my eyes away from the erotic scene playing out in front of me: my husband, lost in the throes of pleasure, his features contorted in ecstasy as his ex-girlfriend, and now our shared conquest, lavished him with attention.

      There was something so erotic about watching another woman fawn over Ty—as if his body was a treasure meant to be discovered anew.

      Moans and wet, sensual sounds filled the room, punctuated by the sound of our labored breathing. I couldn't help but slip my hand into my own panties, teasing my swollen clit as I imagined it was Skylar's mouth on me instead.

      Ty's breaths came in short, shallow gasps, and I knew he was getting closer. "Skylar," he rasped, his voice strangled with desire, "I'm..."

      But he didn't need to finish; the way his body tensed and his fingers knotted into Skylar's hair told the story more than words ever could.

      My own body echoed his tension, coiling tight as I watched him surrender to the waves of pleasure crashing over him. Skylar's eyes flashed up to mine again, a silent question that I answered by biting my lip and pushing my fingers deeper, riding the crest of exhilaration.

      The thick air of our charged surroundings was pierced by Ty’s guttural release as he spilled himself into Skylar's waiting mouth. The sight of it—the most intimate part of my husband being so skillfully worshipped by another woman—sent me cascading over the edge.

      As Skylar continued to milk him through his climax, her gaze never left mine. It was a shared victory, a moment of perfect understanding between us. She slowly rose from her knees, her lips glistening and Ty still shuddering with aftershocks.

      The room was heavy with the scent of sex and satisfaction. Ty reached out for me—a lifeline in the dizzying aftermath—pulling me close against him. Our lips met in a kiss flavored by gratitude and complex emotions.

      Skylar watched us with a smug satisfaction that only made me want her more. Ty’s arms were around me, but it was her steamy presence that lingered on my senses.

      I leaned up, brushing my lips against Ty’s ear and whispered, “I want to see you fuck her.”

      His eyes widened but his dick hardened again. He broke free from me and gripped Skylar’s waist, spinning her and bending her over the couch.

      “You heard her, Skylar. Time to give my wife her fantasy.”

      She laughed, wicked and wanton, as she spread her legs wider, revealing her wet entrance. “I’ve been waiting for this, Ty.”

      I slid down my panties, my own arousal soaking wet as I sat on the floor. I spread my legs, eager to watch them and touch myself at the same time. Instinctively, my fingers found my clit, circling it as I watched Ty line up with Skylar’s entrance.

      They stared into each other's eyes, her moans and his grunts filling the room. Ty pounded into her with an intensity I'd never seen before. They'd known each other's bodies once, and now they were re-learning every sensitive spot, every moan, every twitch.

      Skylar's moans grew louder, her back arched, and her fingernails dug into the couch cushions as she came. "Oh, fuck, Ty, I missed this!" she cried out, her climax racking her body.

      I wasn't far behind, my fingers working feverishly between my legs, desperate to reach my own release. Ty picked up the pace, his movements frantic as he drove into Skylar's soaking wet center.

      "I'm coming!" he grunted, and I knew it was for both of them. Skylar's pussy clenched around him, milking his cock as he unleashed his second load of the night.

      Skylar came along with him and when Ty pulled out of Skylar, I watched as his cum dripped from her delicious pussy. I eagerly climbed behind her, spread her ass cheeks and dragged my tongue along her slit. She moaned and writhed and I loved that I could give her this kind of pleasure.

      Ty stroked my hair as he watched me go down on his ex-girlfriend. Before I knew it, Skylar was coming again, making me desire her more and more. Her moans were addictive and her body more-so, and I had a feeling this wouldn’t be the last time the three of us did this.

      Once Skylar had come down, I stood up and wiped my mouth with the back of my hand. Then Skylar pulled me into a long kiss, her tongue tasting my husband’s cum on my tongue. When she broke our kiss, she pressed her forehead to mine and said, “I hope this was alright.”

      I cupped her face in my hands and smiled. “It was perfect. I want you to stay. Stay the night with us.”

      She shot Ty a look and Ty shrugged with a smile that said he was game if I was. “Okay,” she said. “If you’re sure.”

      I took her hand and put it between my legs so she could feel how wet I was. “Does this answer your question?”

      She laughed, sucked on her fingers, and nodded. “Yes. Yes it does.” And I knew then that things would never be the same between us. But it would be so much better.
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