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      “Callie, I swear,” Tessa groaned, flopping onto the couch in our tiny apartment and throwing an arm dramatically over her eyes. “If my mom calls me one more time to ask if I’ve ‘met someone nice,’ I might actually lose my mind.”

      I glanced up from where I was hunched over my laptop at the kitchen table, trying to finish up a paper before finals week swallowed me whole. “You? Meet someone nice?” I snorted, unable to resist. “Tess, you are allergic to nice boys.”

      “Don’t I know it,” she said with a wry grin, her arm still draped across her face like she was auditioning for some tragic soap opera. “I mean, seriously, do you think those wine-drunk cougars at Mom’s book club would appreciate hearing about how I met a guy last weekend who—”

      “Oh my God, stop,” I interrupted, laughing as I held up a hand to cut her off. “I don’t need to hear the rest of that sentence. And neither does your mom.”

      Tessa peeked out from under her arm, a mischievous glint in her eyes. “Exactly my point. They wouldn’t get it. But every year it’s the same thing during the holidays: ‘When are you going to settle down? When are you going to bring home a nice boy we can meet?’ Like it’s 1952 or something.”

      “I mean… you can kind of see where they’re coming from,” I teased. “You’re not exactly shy about your... extracurricular activities.”

      “Oh, please.” She sat up now, waving a dismissive hand. “There’s nothing wrong with exploring your options!”

      “Options?” I raised an eyebrow. “Tess, you’re more into temporary arrangements than anyone else I’ve ever met.”

      She grinned like she wore that title as a badge of honor. “Exactly why this whole ‘settle down’ narrative is so ridiculous. The only ‘nice boy’ in my life is probably going to be the guy holding the door open for me at Starbucks—and even then, we all know he has zero staying power past the macchiato stage.”

      I laughed hard enough that I had to push my laptop away so I didn’t knock it off the table. This was classic Tessa—equal parts unapologetic and hilarious.

      Her expression turned suddenly contemplative though, which caught me off guard. “You know,” she said after a pause, leaning back against the couch cushions and crossing her legs underneath her, “maybe it’d just be easier if I brought someone home this year. Pretend he’s my boyfriend and get them off my back for at least one Christmas.”

      That made me laugh even harder. “Oh sure,” I said between chuckles, spinning around in my chair to face her fully now. “And where exactly are you going to find this magical fake boyfriend of yours?”

      “I... haven’t figured that part out yet.” She tilted her head thoughtfully before giving me one of those sly smiles that always meant trouble was brewing in her mind.

      “What?” I asked suspiciously.

      “Well…” she started slowly, dragging out the word like she was trying to gauge how much resistance she’d encounter before even finishing her thought.

      “Tessa,” I said, narrowing my eyes. “Whatever you’re about to suggest, the answer is probably no.”

      “Don’t be so negative!” she shot back, her grin widening. “I was just thinking… your boyfriend, Ben—”

      “Nope.” I cut her off immediately, shaking my head like that alone could ward off her clearly insane idea.

      “Oh, come on!” she said, throwing up her arms. “Just hear me out!”

      “Tessa,” I warned, but she kept going anyway.

      “Look, he’s perfect!” she said, leaning forward now like she was trying to sell me on a timeshare or something. “He’s good-looking enough to impress my parents but not so hot that they’d be suspicious. He’s polite—ugh, so polite—and he seems like the kind of guy who actually reads books for fun, which will totally win over my mom.”

      I just stared at her, flabbergasted. “Do you hear yourself right now? You’re asking to borrow my boyfriend. Like he’s a sweater or something.”

      “Borrow is such an ugly word,” she said breezily. “I’m asking to strategically collaborate with him for mutual benefit.”

      I laughed despite myself. “Oh my God, you are a lunatic.”

      “Maybe,” Tessa admitted with a casual shrug. “But desperate times call for desperate measures.”

      “I don’t think this qualifies as desperation,” I said, still laughing but also feeling a little uneasy now that I realized she wasn’t entirely joking.

      “You don’t get it, Callie.” Her tone turned earnest all of a sudden, catching me off guard. “I love my parents—I do—but every holiday turns into this marathon of passive-aggressive comments and not-so-subtle insinuations about how they’re worried I’m going to die alone or something. Bringing someone home—even just once—would shut them up for at least six months.”

      I folded my arms across my chest and gave her what I hoped was an incredulous look. “So your brilliant plan is to parade Ben around as your fake boyfriend? What happens when they ask how you two met? Or when they want to know why he can’t join you for Easter or something?”

      She waved away my concerns like they were nothing more than pesky gnats buzzing around her head. “Details! We’ll figure those out later.”

      “You’re unbelievable,” I muttered.

      “And you’re considering it,” she countered smugly.

      “I am *not* considering it!” I shot back, though even as the words left my mouth, I knew there was a tiny part of me—a stupidly soft part when it came to Tessa—that might actually cave if Ben agreed to humor her crazy idea.

      Tessa must’ve seen the hesitation flicker across my face because she pounced on it immediately. “Come on, Cal! You’d be doing me the biggest favor ever. And I promise—promise—that nothing weird will happen between us. Ben’s clearly head-over-heels for you anyway.”

      The mention of Ben being smitten with me should’ve been comforting, but instead it sent a pang of unease straight through my chest. Imagining him at Tessa’s family Christmas dinner—laughing along with her parents or holding hands—made envy snake through my veins.

      It wasn’t like I was going to bring him home for Christmas dinner. I mean, it was a little too early in our relationship still. But the thought of Tessa’s parents meeting him before my parents did unnerved me.

      "Let me get this straight," I said, trying to keep my tone light but feeling the weight of my own words. "You want me to let my boyfriend—my real boyfriend—pretend to be your boyfriend for, what? A weekend? A whole week?"

      "A few days tops," Tessa replied, like she was negotiating a lease. "Just Christmas Eve and Christmas Day. Maybe the day after if my mom gets clingy."

      I stared at her, completely dumbfounded, as she plucked an almond out of the snack bowl on our coffee table and popped it into her mouth. She wasn’t even fazed by how ridiculous this all sounded.

      "And you think Ben’s just going to go along with this?" I asked. "Like he doesn't have plans of his own or... I don't know, feelings about parading around in some fake relationship?"

      Tessa smirked. "Ben's chill. He’ll see the humor in it."

      I raised an eyebrow. "You don’t even know Ben that well."

      Tessa leaned back against the couch and grinned at me like a cat that had just cornered a mouse. "Which is exactly why it’s perfect. If I pick a guy, I’ve probably already fucked him and it’ll be super awkward. But Ben and I will seem like a good ‘christian’ couple. And then my parents get a temporary reprieve from worrying about my spinster destiny."

      I groaned and dropped my head into my hands. “This is so messed up.”

      “Messed up? Or genius?” Tessa countered brightly.

      “Definitely messed up.”

      She laughed and threw a pillow at me, which I caught mid-air before tossing it back at her halfheartedly. There was silence for a beat—just long enough for me to really think about it—and that pang of jealousy crept back in like an unwelcome guest.

      The thing was, I did trust Ben. He was sweet, steady, and almost annoyingly thoughtful when it came to making sure I felt secure in our relationship. But Tessa? She was chaos personified, the kind of person who could convince you to jump out of a plane with no parachute just because it "might be fun." And while she had always been loyal to me as my best friend and roommate, she had a way of turning every situation into some wild adventure—or disaster.

      "Okay," I said finally, surprising even myself as the word slipped out.

      Tessa froze mid-reach for another almond, blinking at me like she'd misheard. "Wait... seriously?"

      I sighed heavily, already regretting what I was about to say. "If—and this is a big if—Ben agrees to this madness, then fine. You can ‘borrow’ him for Christmas or whatever.”

      Her eyes lit up immediately, and she reached out to grab my arm like she couldn’t believe her luck. “Callie! You’re the best! Seriously, the absolute best!”

      “Don’t thank me yet,” I grumbled. “I still have to convince him—and if he says no, that's it. End of discussion.”

      “Deal!” she said quickly, practically bouncing on the couch now.

      Later that night, my heart raced when Ben picked me up for our date. We were supposed to be heading to this new Thai place that had just opened downtown, but all I could think about was how I was going to bring up something so utterly insane that it already felt like the kind of thing you'd only see on bad TV shows. My palms were damp as I slid into the passenger seat of his beat-up Honda, which smelled faintly of pine air freshener and the spearmint gum he always kept in the cupholder.

      "Hey," he said with that easy smile of his, leaning over to kiss me on the cheek. His lips were warm, and the familiarity of it made me ache even more for what I was about to ask him. "You okay? You look... tense."

      "Do I?" I asked, voice a little higher than usual. Great start, Callie. Absolutely flawless. "I mean, I'm fine. Totally fine."

      He gave me a dubious look as he backed out of my apartment complex’s parking lot. "Uh-huh. Sure you are."

      I watched his hands on the wheel, the way they gripped it just firmly enough without overcompensating, like everything else about him—calm, steady, in control. Maybe that was why this felt so wrong. Ben was grounded in a way most people weren’t, and here I was about to drag him into one of Tessa's harebrained schemes.

      "So," I started hesitantly as we merged onto the main road. "Hypothetically..."

      "Hypothetically," he repeated, his tone teasing as he glanced at me sideways. "This should be good."

      "What would you say if—if—someone asked you to do something kind of ridiculous? Like... pretending to be someone's boyfriend for a couple of days?"

      Ben snorted a laugh before I even finished the sentence. "What? Like some Hallmark movie plot? Come on." He shook his head in disbelief. "Who’s cooking up something like that?"

      "Tessa," I admitted quietly.

      His laugh faltered, and for a moment, he just looked at me in confusion before glancing back at the road. "Wait. You’re not serious."

      "I am," I said quickly, then added before he could respond, "But only because she begged me! She’s desperate, okay? Her parents are apparently being insufferable about her love life or lack thereof or whatever—and you know how she gets when she feels cornered!"

      Ben blinked at me like I'd just told him gravity had stopped working. His mouth opened slightly but no words came out at first.

      "God," he said finally, shaking his head in disbelief, "you really would do anything for Tessa, wouldn’t you?"

      It hit me like a punch to the gut because he wasn’t wrong—not entirely—and it stung more than I wanted to admit. My face burned as I shifted uncomfortably in my seat.

      "She’s my best friend," I mumbled defensively.

      He sighed, running a hand through his dark hair as we pulled up to a red light. "Yeah, but there’s best friend loyalty and then there’s... this." He gestured vaguely before looking back at me with an expression that was equal parts exasperated and amused.

      "I know it sounds crazy!" I rushed the words out, a little too loud, a little too fast, trying to fill the car with anything but the weight of his disappointment. "But it’s just for Christmas break. Just a couple of days. She thinks if she shows up with someone, her mom will finally get off her back about being single."

      "And you told her I’d do it?" Ben asked, his voice calm but edged with something sharper.

      "No! Not exactly." I winced when his eyebrows shot up. "Okay, kind of. But only because she wouldn’t stop asking me to ask you! And I figured... I mean, you’re great at making people feel comfortable and stuff, and Tessa’s parents are... intense."

      Ben let out a short laugh, humorless and dry. "Wow. So glad to know my charm makes me eligible for fake boyfriend duty."

      "It’s not like that," I said quickly. "She just—she trusts me, and I trust you. And I didn’t want her to have to..." My voice trailed off as his expression softened—not entirely forgiving but less sharp around the edges. "I don’t know. It’s stupid. Forget it."

      "No," he said after a beat, the light turning green as he pressed on the gas pedal. "It’s not stupid. It’s just... unexpected." He glanced at me again, his brows knitting together in thought. "I mean, what about her actual dating life? She doesn’t have anyone else she could ask?"

      "You’d think so," I muttered under my breath.

      He smirked faintly at that but shook his head. "And here I was thinking I’d be meeting your family over the holidays."

      I froze mid-fidget with my sleeve and stared at him, heart climbing into my throat.

      He was joking... wasn’t he?

      "It’s a little early for that," I said, laughing nervously.

      "Is it?" he asked seriously, his gaze flicking over to me before returning to the road.

      The air between us turned thick enough to choke on, and for a moment, all I could hear was the hum of the engine and the faint buzz of static from the radio station he always forgot to change.

      I didn’t have an answer—at least not one I was ready to say out loud—so I turned toward the window and watched the city lights blur past us instead.

      After what felt like forever, Ben sighed again, this time heavier than before. "So when does this whole charade start?"

      I blinked at him in surprise, whipping back around in my seat. "Wait—you’re actually considering it?"

      "Callie," he said flatly as we pulled into the restaurant parking lot. He turned off the ignition but didn’t move to get out yet. Instead, he twisted slightly in his seat to look at me directly, his deep brown eyes searching mine like he was still trying to figure out how we'd gotten here. "You’re asking me to spend Christmas pretending to be someone else’s boyfriend because your best friend is in crisis mode or whatever—but yeah, sure." He shrugged one shoulder as if this were no big deal at all—which it absolutely was not. "I’ve got nowhere else to be anyway."

      "You—you don’t?" My voice came out smaller than I intended, the words catching at the back of my throat.

      Ben shook his head, a faint smile tugging at his lips that didn’t quite reach his eyes. "Nah. Flights home are too expensive this year, and my parents said they’re fine without me there. My mom actually sounded relieved when I told her I wasn’t coming." He chuckled dryly, but the sound of it made something twist in my chest.

      I scrambled for something to say, something to fill the silence that suddenly stretched between us. "I—Ben, I didn’t know. You didn’t tell me."

      "It’s not a big deal," he said with a shrug, though the tightness in his jaw said otherwise. "Besides, now it looks like I’ve got plans." He gestured vaguely toward me, or maybe toward the situation as a whole, his expression lighting up with mock enthusiasm. "Christmas with Tessa’s intense parents and pretending to be madly in love with your best friend? Sounds... festive."

      "You don’t have to do this," I blurted out before I could stop myself. The words tumbled out clumsily, my fingers knotting together in my lap. "I can—we can figure something else out. I mean, maybe she could just—"

      "I said it’s fine," he interrupted gently but firmly. His gaze softened as he looked at me again, like he’d caught on to some undercurrent of guilt in my voice. "Tessa’s your best friend, right?"

      "Yeah," I whispered.

      For a long moment, neither of us spoke. The parking lot felt colder somehow despite being enclosed by cars and bathed in the yellowish glow of streetlights. Ben tapped his fingers against the steering wheel absently before finally breaking the silence.

      "Alright," he said with a sigh that sounded more like surrender than agreement. "Count me in."

      The relief should have hit me all at once—a rush of gratitude and joy that Ben was willing to help out with something so absurd—but instead, all I felt was this sinking weight in my stomach that refused to budge.
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      The day finally came. I went home and Tessa took Ben home with her. At least I’ll be distracted, I told myself. In a few days time, I’d be back with Ben like nothing had ever happened. Besides, Ben wasn’t her type.

      But then, my mom dropped a bomb on me. “I thought we’d spend Christmas Eve with Tessa’s family,” she said. “Apparently she’s bringing home some new boyfriend. Her mother is very excited and wants to show him off.”

      My heart began to race as the words sank in. I forced a smile that felt more like a grimace, hoping my mom wouldn’t notice the way my hands clenched around the edge of the kitchen counter. "Oh," I managed, keeping my voice light. "That sounds... fun."

      Fun. Sure. Watching Ben pretend to be Tessa’s boyfriend while I smiled and nodded along like it was all some harmless joke? This was going to be an absolute nightmare.

      The evening crept up faster than I wanted. My parents and I arrived at Tessa’s house just as her mom was lighting candles on the dining table, the smell of pine and cinnamon heavy in the air. The door swung open before we could even knock, and there was Tessa, radiant as always, her perfect blonde curls spilling over her shoulders like a shampoo commercial. And standing right behind her... Ben.

      He had his arm slung casually around her waist, his fingertips brushing the fabric of her sweater in a way so natural it made something sharp twist in my stomach. His smile wasn’t forced or awkward; it was easy, relaxed, and—dare I say it—charming. He looked good too, dressed in one of those cozy cable-knit sweaters I hadn’t even realized he owned.

      "Hi!" Tessa chirped, throwing her arms around me for a quick hug before pulling back to beam at my parents. "Merry Christmas! Come on in!"

      Ben gave me a small nod as I stepped inside—subtle enough that no one else would notice but just enough for me to feel like he saw me, really saw me in all this chaos. But before I could even process that flicker of acknowledgment, Tessa reached out for his hand and pulled him closer.

      "Mom, Dad! This is Ben," she announced proudly as if presenting some grand prize she’d won at a fair. "My boyfriend."

      My parents exchanged polite smiles with him while Tessa’s mom practically swooned on the spot. "Oh, he’s even handsomer than you said!" she gushed before immediately launching into questions about where he grew up and what he did for work. Oh god, this was not how I wanted my parents to first meet Ben. How would I ever explain this?

      I stood off to the side, trying to ignore the way Tessa leaned into him as they answered in sync—like they’d rehearsed this a thousand times instead of cobbling it together two days ago.

      Dinner only made things worse. The table was overflowing with food: ham glazed with honey, mashed potatoes whipped to perfection, green beans almondine—all of it practically begging to be devoured if only I could get past the lump building steadily in my throat.

      Tessa and Ben sat directly across from me. Every laugh they shared over some inside joke felt louder than it needed to be; every casual touch—a hand on his forearm here, her fingers brushing his knee there—seemed exaggerated under the warm glow of candlelight.

      At one point, Tessa's dad leaned back in his chair with a satisfied grin. "You two look good together," he declared firmly before taking another bite of ham.

      I choked on my water.

      Ben didn’t miss a beat, though. He smiled warmly at Tessa’s dad like he hadn’t just helped shatter what little resolve I had left. "Thanks," he said easily, turning toward Tessa with a look so convincing it made my stomach flip. "She’s pretty amazing."

      "Aw, stop," Tessa said, swatting at his arm playfully, but her cheeks flushed a delicate pink, and she looked down at her plate like she was genuinely bashful. I knew her too well, though—she was eating this up.

      I stabbed my fork into a green bean with more force than necessary, pretending not to hear the collective awwws from both sets of parents. My mom shot me an impressed look from across the table, as if to say *isn’t your best friend lucky?*

      Lucky. Right.

      I kept my gaze fixed firmly on my plate, but I couldn’t help catching snippets of their conversation. Tessa was asking Ben about his favorite Christmas tradition.

      "Oh, definitely decorating the tree," he said thoughtfully, leaning back in his chair and stretching slightly. "My family used to let me put the star on top every year."

      "That’s adorable!" Tessa said, her voice softening in a way that made my chest tighten. "I bet you still do it now, don’t you?"

      Ben chuckled, shaking his head. "Nah, not really."

      Tessa reached out then—not dramatically or anything, just a small, casual brush of her hand against his wrist—but it lingered just a second too long. "Well," she said lightly, "if you need someone to help decorate your tree next year…"

      I couldn’t tell if she was joking or if there was something else beneath her words, but either way, Ben laughed like it was the funniest thing he’d ever heard.

      And I hated how much I liked seeing them like this.

      It didn’t make sense. None of this made sense. Every time Tessa leaned closer or giggled at some dumb thing Ben said, my stomach twisted with jealousy…but there was something else under it too. Something darker and sticky that I didn’t even want to name because I knew it would only make this whole situation worse.

      I wanted—god help me—I wanted to see more.

      "So Callie," Tessa’s mom interrupted my spiraling thoughts with her usual too-bright enthusiasm. "Any special someone in your life right now?"

      My fork froze midway to my mouth. I could feel Ben stiffen slightly beside Tessa—just enough for me to notice—and I scrambled for something neutral but not suspicious.

      "Uh…not really," I said finally, forcing a shrug like it didn’t matter at all. "Just focusing on work and stuff."

      "Oh come on," Tessa teased before anyone else could chime in. Her eyes glittered mischievously in the candlelight. "There *has* to be someone you’ve got your eye on."

      Was she seriously doing this right now?

      "Nope," I said quickly, plastering on another fake smile and shoving a too-big bite of mashed potatoes into my mouth to avoid saying anything else.

      Ben’s gaze flicked toward me briefly—just long enough for our eyes to meet—but then Tessa looped her arm through his and started talking about some Christmas market they’d apparently gone to together last weekend, and how romantic the lights had been. Her voice was sugary sweet, dripping with nostalgia, like she and Ben were already some picture-perfect couple reminiscing about their first holiday season together. The mental image made my stomach churn, and I set my fork down carefully before I snapped it in half out of sheer frustration.

      I needed to get out of here.

      "Excuse me," I murmured, pushing back my chair with as much composure as I could muster. My mom shot me a questioning look, but I just gave her a tight smile. "Just need the bathroom."

      I didn’t wait for anyone to respond. I turned and made my way toward the hallway, the sound of Tessa’s laughter following me like nails on a chalkboard. My heart was pounding too loud in my chest as I slipped into the tiny guest bathroom and closed the door behind me.

      I barely had time to let out an unsteady breath before the door pushed back open again, and Ben stepped inside, shutting it quietly behind him.

      "Ben!" I hissed, my voice low but sharp as panic gripped me. The bathroom wasn’t even remotely big enough for two people, and now we were standing toe-to-toe in the cramped space. "What are you doing? Someone’s going to notice!"

      "No one’s paying attention," he said dismissively, his expression unreadable as he leaned back against the door. His gaze swept over me—casually at first, but then lingering just a second too long on my face like he was trying to figure something out. "Callie, what’s going on with you?"

      "What do you mean?" I asked defensively, crossing my arms over my chest even though it only made the space feel smaller between us. "Nothing’s going on."

      He tilted his head slightly, his eyes narrowing as he studied me. "You’ve been acting weird all night. And don’t tell me it’s 'nothing,' because I know that look."

      I wanted to argue with him—wanted to tell him he didn’t know anything—but the words stuck in my throat. Instead, all that came out was a bitter laugh.

      "Really? *I’m* the one acting weird?" I shot back, keeping my voice low even though I wanted to yell at him. "You’re out there playing boyfriend of the year with Tessa like your life depends on it."

      "You know why we’re doing this," he said patiently, though there was an edge creeping into his voice now too. "Her parents think—"

      "I don’t care what her parents think," I cut him off before he could finish. His eyes widened slightly at my tone. "Ben…you’re enjoying this a little too much."

      For a second, he didn’t say anything—just stared at me like he couldn’t believe what he’d heard.

      "It’s not like that," he said finally, his voice softer now but still firm. "I’m pretending because we agreed to do this for her family. That’s it."

      I wanted to believe him—I really did—but there was something about the way he looked at her tonight that made it hard to ignore.

      "Ben…" My voice wavered slightly as I forced myself to say what had been gnawing at me all night. "If you actually liked her…I mean…if you did, it would be okay." I dropped my gaze to the tiled floor between us, the words tumbling out in a rush before I could lose my nerve. "I’d get it. She’s funny and confident and—"

      "Callie, stop." His voice cut through my rambling like a whip, and when I finally looked back up at him, his eyes were blazing. "What the hell are you even saying?"

      "I’m saying it wouldn’t be the end of the world!" My voice cracked despite my best efforts to keep it steady. "If you… if you wanted someone like her instead of me. You don’t have to feel bad about it."

      Ben stared at me, his jaw tightening as he processed what I was saying. For a long moment, neither of us spoke.

      "Are you serious right now?" he asked finally, his voice low but sharp enough to make me flinch. "Do you actually think I want Tessa? That I’d leave you for her?"

      My heart twisted at the way he said her name—like the idea itself was absurd—but that didn’t stop the stupid ache in my chest.

      "I don’t know," I admitted, my arms tightening around myself as though that could shield me from the vulnerability of the moment. "I just—I saw how you looked at her tonight. How easy it was for you two to just…click."

      Ben let out a frustrated breath, dragging a hand through his hair before taking a step closer to me. The small space between us all but vanished, and suddenly, his presence was overwhelming.

      "Callie," he said firmly, his voice softening just enough to make me look at him again. "You’re overthinking this. I’m pretending with Tessa because that’s what we agreed to do. But there’s no part of me—*none*—that wants her like that."

      I swallowed hard against the lump in my throat, but his words didn’t soothe the restless knot in my stomach.

      "It’s okay if it’s not just pretend," I whispered despite myself, hating how small and raw my voice sounded.

      Ben's brow furrowed deeply as he studied me. He leaned in closer until his face was just inches from mine—close enough that I could feel the warmth of his breath on my skin.

      "Is this some kind of trap?" he asked slowly, clearly suspicious now. His tone had softened into something almost teasing, but there was an edge of uncertainty beneath it.

      "No," I said quickly, shaking my head even though my cheeks burned with embarrassment. "It’s not… It’s not a trap."

      For one excruciatingly long moment, we just stood there in silence. Him searching for answers in my expression; me desperately trying not to give too much away.

      Then something flickered across his face—an incredulous realization that made his eyes widen slightly before narrowing with new intensity.

      "Wait," he said quietly, his lips curving into a slow grin even as disbelief colored his tone. "Are you telling me…you like this?"

      My heart lurched violently in my chest as panic flared through me.

      "No!" The word came out too fast—too forceful to sound convincing—and Ben’s grin widened knowingly as he took another step closer, his hand bracing on the door frame behind me. He was so close now that I could see every fleck of gold in his hazel eyes, every faint freckle dusting his nose.

      "You do," he murmured, more to himself than to me, and there was something maddeningly amused in his voice. "You like seeing me with Tessa."

      "Ben—" My voice was a warning, but it faltered as his grin turned wicked.

      "No wonder you’ve been acting so weird tonight," he continued, undeterred. "You’re not upset because you think I like her. You’re upset because you like watching us together."

      I opened my mouth to argue, to deny it again, but nothing came out. The truth hung heavy between us, naked and undeniable, and the heat flooding my cheeks betrayed me even further.

      Ben’s grin softened into something less teasing and more… curious. His free hand reached up to brush a stray strand of hair from my face, his fingers lingering against my cheek just long enough to make my knees feel weak.

      "Callie," he said quietly, his tone laced with newfound understanding. "You’ve got nothing to be nervous about. I’m not mad or… whatever you think I’d be. But you have to tell me the truth here." His thumb stroked over my cheekbone, sending shivers down my spine. "Is this something you actually want?"

      I couldn’t look at him—I couldn’t say it—but I also couldn’t lie, not when his touch was so gentle and his gaze so piercing. So instead of answering outright, I nodded slowly, my head barely moving but enough for him to notice.

      His breath left him in a quiet rush, and for a moment, he simply stared at me like he wasn’t sure if he’d heard me right. Then that mischievous grin returned, softer now but no less dangerous.

      "You should’ve told me sooner," he said finally, his voice dropping low enough to make my stomach tighten. "I could’ve made tonight a lot more fun for you."

      "Ben," I warned again, but this time it came out shakier than before.

      "What?" His grin widened as he leaned in closer still, until our noses were almost brushing. "I’m just saying… if this is what you like—what *we* like—I don’t mind playing along."

      My heart pounded furiously in my chest as his words sank in. There was no mistaking the meaning behind them or the promise in his eyes: he wasn’t just humoring me; he was serious.

      "But…" My voice wavered as doubt crept back in despite the fire roaring through me. "What about Tessa? She doesn’t know—"

      "She doesn’t need to know," Ben interrupted smoothly, cutting off my protest before it could fully form. His hand slipped from my cheek to tilt my chin up slightly, forcing me to meet his gaze again. "This is between us, Callie."

      The way he said it—low and deliberate—sent a thrill through me that I couldn’t ignore no matter how much I tried.

      "And if it makes you feel better…" His lips curved into a devilish smile, his breath warm against my skin as he hovered just inches from me. "I’ll make sure she doesn’t suspect a thing."

      Before I could say another word, he stepped back, leaving me cold and reeling in the absence of his heat. The room seemed too quiet all of a sudden, the faint clinking of glasses and chatter from the dining room filtering through the walls. Ben gave me one last lingering look, his eyes glinting with something that sent a shiver down my spine, then turned and walked away, disappearing back into the heart of the gathering.

      I didn’t follow him right away. My legs felt like jelly, and my thoughts were spinning too fast for me to make sense of them. This was insane—he was insane—but I couldn’t deny the electric current thrumming through me at the mere thought of what he was planning to do.

      When I finally pulled myself together enough to return to dinner, Ben was already in full swing. His arm was draped casually over the back of Tessa’s chair, his body angled toward hers as though she were the most fascinating person in the room. And maybe she was; Tessa had that kind of effortless allure that drew people to her without her even trying. Her laugh rang out as Ben said something low enough for only her to hear, and when she playfully swatted his arm, he caught her wrist and held it for just a beat too long.

      My stomach twisted—not with jealousy, but with something darker, more complicated. I tried to focus on my plate, on the idle chatter around me, but my eyes kept drifting back to them: the way Ben leaned in close when Tessa spoke, how his fingers brushed hers as he reached for his glass. He wasn’t just pretending anymore; he’d turned it into an art form, every glance and touch calculated yet natural enough to seem unintentional.

      And he knew exactly what it was doing to me.

      By the time dinner ended and the parents decided to head out for drinks—leaving us "youngins" behind—the tension coiled tight in my chest was almost unbearable. I feigned exhaustion as they filed out of the house, forcing a yawn and mumbling something about heading home soon myself. Since Ben was supposed to be staying over with his so-called ‘girlfriend,’ it made sense to Tessa that I’d leave him behind.

      Ben shot me a look as he helped Tessa clear plates from the table—a fleeting glance filled with heat and unspoken promises—and I had to fight to keep from trembling under its weight.

      When I heard the front door close behind everyone else, I moved quickly but silently through the house. It wasn’t hard to find a place to hide; Tessa’s home was sprawling and filled with nooks and crannies perfect for slipping into unnoticed. I settled into a small alcove near one of the upstairs bedrooms, crouching low behind a cracked door so that I could see without being seen.

      I didn’t have to wait long.

      The sound of footsteps echoed faintly down the hallway—two sets—and then they appeared at the far end: Ben leading Tessa by her hand like some dashing prince from a fairy tale gone wrong. She looked hesitant, her dark eyes flicking nervously toward him as if she couldn’t quite believe this was happening.

      "Ben," she said softly when they stopped outside the doorway to her bedroom. Her voice was uncertain, almost pleading, as if she was trying to talk herself out of whatever line she'd unwittingly crossed. "This… this isn’t a good idea. You’re with Callie."

      My chest tightened at the mention of my name, a strange mix of pride and possessiveness surging through me. But I stayed still, barely breathing, as Ben turned to face her fully.

      “Tessa,” he murmured, his tone so smooth it practically dripped honey. He reached up and tucked a strand of her hair behind her ear with maddening gentleness. “You think I don’t know that? Callie and I—” He trailed off deliberately, letting the weight of his words hang in the air before smiling faintly, almost ruefully. “It’s complicated.”

      Tessa took a half-step back toward the door frame, her hand still hovering near his for balance like she wasn’t sure whether to run or stay rooted in place. “Still,” she said hesitantly, her brows furrowing. “I can’t… I mean, this is wrong.”

      “And yet,” Ben countered, his voice low and coaxing now as he stepped closer to her again, “you let me hold your hand downstairs. You laughed at my jokes all night.” His lips curved into that wicked grin of his that always managed to make my heart race—and apparently hers too because she bit down on her bottom lip hard enough for me to see even in the dim light spilling from the hallway.

      “That wasn’t…” Tessa shook her head quickly as if trying to clear it.

      “Wasn’t what?” Ben interrupted gently but firmly. His hand came up and cupped the side of her face now—a move so familiar to me that it almost broke me right there behind the door. “Admit it,” he whispered softly enough that I had to lean in just a fraction more to catch all of it. “You feel it when I touch you.”

      Tessa closed her eyes briefly, as though bracing herself against something too big or overwhelming for words. I could hear my own blood rushing in my ears by then because goddammit—I knew exactly what she was feeling right now: torn apart by equal waves of desire and doubt.

      “You shouldn’t be doing this,” she whispered after what felt like an eternity—but she didn’t pull away from him.

      “No,” Ben agreed easily enough even as his thumb stroked lightly along the curve of her jawline now—an intimate gesture so practiced and precise that part of me wondered how much of this performance was still meant for me rather than her. “But sometimes,” he added softly while leaning closer still—the space between their faces sharpening into something unbearably fragile—“the things we want most are never supposed to happen.”

      And then he kissed her.

      It wasn’t tentative or testing—it was confident and commanding in exactly the way only Ben could manage; taking control without making it feel forced or fake despite every fiber of my being screaming that this was wrong. My breath hitched in my throat as I watched them through the narrow crack in the door, Ben's hands sliding down Tessa's sides with a deliberate slowness that made me both ache and burn.

      Tessa froze at first, her arms hanging at her sides like she didn’t know how to respond. But then, like a dam breaking, she gave in. Her hands reached up to grip his shoulders, her fingers curling into the fabric of his shirt as though she needed something to anchor herself. The kiss deepened, their movements growing hungrier, more desperate, and I felt my own pulse quicken in response.

      The slipped into her room and I quietly positioned myself just outside, peeking in through the crack in her door.

      I should’ve turned away—I knew I should—but my feet stayed rooted to the floor, betrayal and arousal warring inside me until I couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began. There was something about the way Ben moved with her, the confidence in his touch as he brushed her hair back and tilted her head to deepen the kiss further, that left me feeling simultaneously raw and exposed.

      “Ben,” Tessa gasped against his lips after a moment, her voice trembling but not nearly as resolute as it had been before. “We—this—”

      “Shh,” he murmured against her mouth, his hands sliding up to her face again to cradle it between his palms. “Just let yourself feel it.”

      She hesitated for only a second before bending under the weight of his words, kissing him back harder now, with a fervor that left no room for doubt. His hands wandered lower again, gliding over her waist and hips before tugging lightly at the hem of her shirt. He edged it upward slowly, teasingly, exposing pale skin inch by maddening inch until she finally lifted her arms to let him pull it off entirely.

      The sight of her bare torso sent a fresh wave of heat rolling through me—an entirely unexpected response that left me reeling internally even as I couldn’t tear my eyes away. Her skin seemed to glow in the faint light spilling from around them, soft and flawless in a way that made her look almost otherworldly.

      When he removed her bra and exposed her breasts, my breath hitched. Full and perky with hardened nipples just begging to be sucked. She crossed her arms instinctively over herself for a moment before Ben leaned down to press another kiss to her lips—a kiss so tender and reassuring that she dropped them again without hesitation.

      It was strange seeing Tessa so vulnerable when she was such a player normally. For a moment, I wondered if she really did like my boyfriend.

      “You’re beautiful,” he said softly once they parted for air, his voice thick with something deeper than desire as he looked at her like she was the only thing in the world worth seeing.

      I swallowed hard against the lump rising in my throat at those words because I’d heard them from him before—I’d felt their weight when they were meant for me. But now? Now they were hers. And despite everything—the jealousy gnawing at my insides and the undeniable wrongness of this entire situation—I couldn’t deny how much it thrilled me to see him honor those words with every careful touch he laid upon her.

      Tessa’s trembling fingers found their way to the buttons of his shirt next, pausing briefly as if offering herself one last chance to stop this before it spiraled out of control completely. But then she looked up at him—her gaze searching and vulnerable—and whatever she saw there must have convinced her because she started undoing each button with a delicate precision, her breathing uneven as her hands worked. The sound of fabric rustling against fabric was louder than it should’ve been, like every small noise was amplified in the still air around us.

      Ben stood perfectly still for her, letting her take the lead, his eyes never leaving her face. There was something reverent in the way he watched her, as though she was some fragile, sacred thing he didn’t dare rush. When the last button slipped free and his shirt hung open, Tessa hesitated again, her hands lingering on the edges of the fabric.

      “It’s okay,” Ben murmured, his voice so low and soothing it sent a shiver down my spine. “You don’t have to hold back.”

      Her lips parted slightly at his words, but she didn’t respond aloud. Instead, she slid her hands up over his chest, pushing the shirt off his shoulders and letting it fall to the floor in a soft heap. Her fingers traced over him tentatively at first, mapping out the lines of muscle and skin as if committing them to memory. I knew those lines better than anyone—I’d explored them countless times myself—but seeing someone else discover them stirred something primal in me that I didn’t know how to name.

      Ben leaned forward then, capturing her mouth again in another slow, intoxicating kiss that seemed to melt away any lingering uncertainty she might’ve had. His hands returned to her body with deliberate purpose this time, sliding down to unfasten the button of her jeans. A soft gasp escaped her as he peeled them down inch by inch until they pooled around her ankles, leaving her standing there in nothing but a pair of delicate lace panties that did little to hide what lay beneath.

      My breath caught at the sight of her like this—vulnerable yet self-assured in a way that made my chest tighten painfully. I’d never thought of Tessa as anything more than a friend before tonight, but now? Now my mind was racing with images and thoughts I couldn’t stop if I tried.

      Ben must’ve felt it too—the magnetism of her—because he dropped to his knees without hesitation, his hands gliding over her thighs as he pressed a trail of open-mouthed kisses along her breasts and stomach. Tessa’s head tilted back instinctively at the sensation, a quiet moan slipping past her lips that sent blood rushing to my ears…and lower.

      I shouldn’t be here. I shouldn’t be watching this. But God help me, I couldn’t look away.

      When Ben hooked his fingers into the waistband of her panties and eased them down, revealing all of her to him (and me), my throat went dry. She was breathtaking—a masterwork of curves and softness that seemed almost unfair in its perfection. And when Ben looked up at her from where he knelt on the floor, raw hunger written across every inch of his expression, I felt it like a punch to the gut.

      “I’m going to taste you now,” he warned, pausing with just enough restraint that it made my heart ache even more. He always knew when to ask—that much hadn’t changed.

      “Okay,” Tessa whispered back after a beat, her voice barely audible but resolute enough that it left no room for misinterpretation.

      And with that single word—one syllable that should’ve been innocuous but instead felt like a nail through my heart—Ben did exactly as he’d promised. He parted her folds with the utmost care, his tongue flicking out to taste her slowly, reverently…like she was made of spun sugar that might shatter at any moment. Tessa’s hands gripped his head for support as if bracing herself against a storm, and I couldn’t blame her.

      As I watched them together, unable to tear my eyes away, something inside me unraveled. Jealousy warred with arousal warred with something else entirely—a nameless emotion I didn’t have the words for but knew that I wanted more of. The sight of Ben worshipping another woman like this should have repulsed me, but instead, it sent liquid heat pooling between my legs, my fingers creeping between my own thighs without any conscious thought on my part.

      Tessa arched her back then, offering herself up further to him as Ben continued lapping at her. Her cries grew louder—more intense—until the room seemed to vibrate with the proof of her release drawing nearer by the second. An overwhelming urge to be a part of it all consumed me in ways I didn’t understand…and yet, I couldn’t seem to move…

      Tessa pulled Ben up to standing and kissed his swollen lips, still covered with her juices. “Now it’s your turn. I want to suck that big cock of yours.”

      My heart raced as I watched her lead him to the bed. He sat on the edge of it while she lowered to her knees, parting her lips.

      Slowly, she took him into her mouth, licking the tip first before taking more and more of him. Tessa's movements were deliberate, a mixture of confidence and curiosity that made every second feel like an eternity. Her hands gripped his thighs, steadying herself as she worked him with a rhythm that was both unpracticed and devastatingly sensual. Ben groaned, low and guttural, his head tilting back as his fingers tangled in her hair, guiding her but never forcing.

      I should have left. The logical part of me screamed to get out before this spiraled further, but I was frozen—rooted in place by the raw intimacy unfolding before me. My breath hitched as I watched Tessa take him deeper, her eyes flicking up to meet his for the briefest moment. That look between them—a silent exchange of trust, longing, and something more—stung in a way I hadn’t anticipated.

      Ben’s body tensed under her touch, his free hand clutching at the sheets beside him as she continued her delicate assault. Her lips glistened, swollen and slick as she pulled back slightly to swirl her tongue around the head of his length, drawing another shuddering moan from him. The sound was intoxicating—a visceral reminder of how utterly human we all were in moments like this.

      I shouldn’t be here.

      And yet something deeper—something darker—kept me rooted to the spot. As much as it burned to watch them together, there was no denying the fire it ignited within me. I felt my own pulse throb in time with theirs, every sensation amplified by the sheer intensity of what I was witnessing.

      Tessa’s pace quickened now, each movement more assured than the last as if she’d found her rhythm in his reactions. Ben’s hips bucked slightly against her mouth, his control slipping just enough to betray how close he was to unraveling completely. His voice was a rasped whisper when he spoke again.

      “Stop,” he managed through gritted teeth, tugging gently at her hair to pull her away. She obeyed instantly but didn’t move far—her lips still hovering dangerously close to him as she looked up with wide eyes full of curiosity and mischief.

      “Why?” she asked softly, almost innocently—but there was nothing innocent about the way her hand continued stroking him slowly, teasingly.

      Ben exhaled sharply, his jaw tightening as if it took every ounce of willpower not to lose himself right then and there. “Because if you don’t…I won’t last,” he admitted with a strained chuckle that somehow made him even more irresistible.

      Tessa smirked at that—a small but triumphant quirk of her lips that betrayed just how much power she realized she held in this moment. She released him then, rising gracefully to her feet before leaning down to kiss him again—deeply this time—with an intensity that left no doubt about what came next.

      I swallowed hard as they shifted positions on the bed, Ben pulling Tessa onto his lap with an ease born of familiarity and strength. Their bodies pressed together seamlessly now—skin on skin—as if they’d been made for this exact moment. His hands roamed over her back while hers clutched at his shoulders for support; their kisses grew hungrier by the second until it felt like they might consume each other whole.

      The heady scent of their desire, combined with my own arousal, filled the air around me as I helplessly continued to watch the erotic display unfolding before me. My hand moved between my legs, seeking out the most sensitive parts of myself as I imitated Tessa’s every move on him. It was wrong—so very wrong—but in that moment all I could think about was how badly I wanted to feel him inside me too.

      Ben’s hips rocked in perfect time with her movements, his breathing ragged as Tessa rode him with a hunger I'd never seen in her before. “God, baby…faster…” he groaned, his words sending a shiver down my spine despite not being directed at me.

      Tessa complied, her pace increasing as she ground against him, her face flushed with pleasure and something else—something I couldn’t quite place. Passion? Desire? Or maybe it was just the thrill of the forbidden. Either way, it was written across both their faces with each moan, each gasp, and every shuddering movement they shared.

      I couldn't help but wonder if Ben ever looked at me like that—if he ever lost himself so completely in our lovemaking as he did now with my best friend above him. Jealousy surged within me like an untamed beast clawing its way out of its cage, but still I didn’t stop watching—didn’t stop touching myself even as my body ached for release alongside theirs.

      "Oh my God, Ben…I'm…I'm..." Tessa's voice trailed off into a strangled moan as her climax crashed over her, her entire body tensing and spasming around him. Ben groaned aloud in response, his grip on her hips tightening as he followed suit mere seconds later, their bodies shuddering together in a crescendo of release that left them both panting and spent.

      Slowly, they disentangled themselves from each other, their labored breathing the only sound in the silence that followed. Tessa collapsed onto the bed beside him, her chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath. Ben leaned over to kiss her forehead gently before tucking a stray strand of hair behind her ear. It was a tender gesture—a private moment between them—and suddenly I felt like an intruder in my own home.

      As quietly as I could manage, I crept away from the doorway, careful not to make any noise lest I alert them to my presence. My heart pounded in my chest as adrenaline coursed through my veins; my body still tingled with arousal and shame in equal measure. I couldn’t believe what I had just seen—what I had participated in, even if only as a voyeur.

      In the safety of my own room, I sank onto the edge of my bed, burying my face in my trembling hands. What just happened? What did it mean? And most importantly... how was I supposed to face Tessa again?

      My phone buzzed on the comforter beside me, startling me. I grabbed it, already knowing who it was. The screen lit up with Ben’s name, and the preview of his message sent a fresh flush up my neck.

      Did you like the show? 😉

      I stared at the text for a moment, my thumbs hovering uncertainly over the keyboard. My chest tightened, and I could still feel the pounding echo of my heartbeat in my ears. Did I like it? That wasn’t even the right question, was it? Of course I had liked it—I had asked for it, hadn’t I?

      But liking it didn’t make it simple.

      After a few long seconds, I typed back: I did.

      The little dots indicating that he was typing appeared almost immediately. I watched them blink in and out for what felt like forever before his reply popped onto my screen. Good. Then another message followed quickly after: You okay?

      Am I okay? The words replayed in my mind as I stared at them. Was I okay? My heart still felt like it was doing somersaults in my chest, and every time I closed my eyes, flashes of their bodies tangled together filled the darkness behind my lids. Her hands clutching him tightly, his mouth tracing paths across her skin... It mingled with the memory of how he'd looked at me earlier in the night when we'd first talked about this idea. His promise that he’d only do this for us—for me—and that nothing about us would change.

      But everything felt changed now.

      I didn’t answer right away. Was Tessa lying there with him still? Were they laughing softly together or falling into a genuine relationship?

      Another buzz from my phone broke through my thoughts.

      Callie? he texted again.

      As much as tonight had been about me—my fantasies—it had also become about her in ways I hadn’t anticipated. About how easily she’d melted under his touch, how naturally they fit together for those moments. But also, how much I suddenly wanted her for myself. And I wanted to see them together again, and again, and again.

      Was I okay? I texted him back. I’m better than ever. And I knew I would be, if I could find some way to watch them again.

      
        
        Check out my full catalog!

      

      

      New releases:

      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:

      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
FAKE BUYFRIENI]

bisexual first time short story

Selena Hart





