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      I slipped my heels off at the door, sighing softly into the dim hush of the house. A single lamp glowed in the living room, casting long, lazy shadows against the walls. I could hear them before I saw them — the low hum of Jason’s laugh, light and easy, blending with a breathless giggle that definitely wasn’t his.

      I rounded the corner and stopped just inside the room.

      There they were. My husband and the sitter, staying well past her shift.

      Jason lounged back on the couch, his frame loose and casual, one arm slung along the back cushion. He still wore the jeans and dark henley he’d thrown on that morning — the shirt clinging a little too well to the broad stretch of his chest, the fabric worn soft and tight across his arms. His head was tipped toward Lila, his grin lazy, a little crooked in that way that used to knock me flat when we first met.

      And Lila… god. Lila looked like temptation bottled up in a twenty-two-year-old package. Her silky brown hair tumbled over one shoulder, framing her heart-shaped face. A snug, wine-colored sweater clung to the curve of her small waist, her jeans skimming long, toned legs folded neatly beneath her. She leaned in closer to Jason, her knees almost brushing his, her fingers fluttering up to lightly touch his forearm as she laughed at whatever he’d just said.

      My chest tightened. Sharp, involuntary.

      Jealousy. That was the first crackle of it.

      But then, almost immediately, something darker stirred beneath it. A slow, curling heat. An ache I hadn’t expected.

      They looked so natural like this. Easy. Flirtatious. The energy between them buzzed — playful, electric — and standing there in the half-dark, unnoticed, I felt like an intruder peeking into someone else’s private little world.

      Jason said something — something low that made Lila bite her lip, her cheeks turning a soft, pretty pink. The way she looked at him, wide-eyed and a little shy, was like a punch to my gut.

      God, I shouldn’t like this.

      I shouldn’t.

      But standing there with my keys still dangling from my fingers, I didn’t feel angry. I didn’t feel betrayed.

      I felt wet.

      I cleared my throat — a soft, deliberate noise — and both heads whipped around to me at once, guilty as hell. I lifted a brow, hiding my racing pulse behind a practiced, easy smile.

      "Hey," I said. "Looks like you two are having a good time."

      Jason straightened up immediately, scrubbing a hand through his messy hair. "Hey, babe. Lila was just—" He fumbled for a second, flashing a sheepish grin. "We were talking about movies."

      Lila scrambled to her feet, cheeks flaming now. "Yeah. Uh—just killing time. I was about to head out."

      I stepped further into the room, letting the door click shut behind me. "No rush," I said smoothly, even though my heart was pounding harder than it should have been. Already, I was cataloguing every detail: the way Lila tugged her sweater down like it might hide the way her nipples had peaked under the soft fabric, the way Jason’s gaze darted between the two of us like he wasn’t sure if he was in trouble.

      God, the tension was thick enough to taste.

      I set my purse down on the entryway table and offered Lila a warm, practiced smile. "Thanks again for helping out tonight."

      Lila ducked her head, tucking a loose strand of hair behind her ear. "Of course. Anytime."

      Her voice was sweet. Almost too sweet.

      She grabbed her jacket off the arm of the couch, fumbling slightly as she shrugged it on. I watched her the whole time, my mind a swirl of images I wasn’t ready to admit even to myself.

      When Lila finally reached the door, she hesitated — just for a second — and glanced back over her shoulder. Her eyes met Jason’s first, quick and almost involuntary. Then they flicked to me, softer now, unsure.

      I just smiled again, giving a little nod.

      Goodnight.

      The door clicked shut behind her.

      For a long moment, the house was silent except for the faint ticking of the clock on the wall.

      Jason cleared his throat, scratching the back of his neck. " She’s... great with Emma and everything," he said awkwardly. "She’s really patient."

      I walked over to the couch, my heels silent on the wood floors, and dropped onto the cushion beside him. I let my thigh brush his — casual, but deliberate.

      "I bet she is," I murmured.

      I didn’t look at him right away. I just stared at the closed door, a sly, secret smile tugging at my lips.

      Because whether Jason realized it yet or not… something had just shifted between us.

      And I wasn’t sure I wanted to shift it back.
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        * * *

      

      Jason fell asleep fast, like he always did.

      It used to make me jealous — how he could just roll over and drift off while I lay there, my mind running wild, unable to shut off. Tonight, though, it wasn’t stress keeping me awake.

      It was something hotter. Heavier.

      I stared up at the ceiling, the darkness of the room pressing in all around me, soft and close. Jason’s breathing was deep and even beside me, the bare skin of his arm brushing against mine every time he shifted. I could smell him — warm cotton, a hint of aftershave — and it only made the slow burn in my belly worse.

      I squeezed my thighs together under the covers, trying — and failing — to ignore it.

      All I could see when I closed my eyes was Lila.

      Lila on the couch. Her body tilted toward Jason’s, her fingers tracing a lazy line up his arm. Her lips, soft and full, catching between her teeth when she laughed.

      The way Jason looked at her.

      The way she looked at him.

      It should have pissed me off. Should have made me angry, territorial. But instead, that jealousy curled into something hotter, something darker. Something that made my heart pound in my throat and my nipples tighten under the thin fabric of my tank top.

      I swallowed hard, my hand slipping beneath the covers without me even really deciding to move.

      God, what would’ve happened if I hadn’t come home right then?

      Would he have kissed her first, or would she have made the move? Would he have tried to stop her, remembering me, or would he have given in — let her slide into his lap, her hands tangling in his hair as he kissed her back?

      I let my fingers trail lightly down my stomach, breath catching.

      Would he have touched her like he touches me? Slow and sure, teasing her until she was desperate for him?

      Would he have peeled that tight little sweater over her head, baring her breasts, kissing down her soft, trembling body while she whimpered his name?

      I bit my lip, stifling a soft moan.

      Jason shifted beside me, murmuring something in his sleep, but didn’t wake. I turned onto my side, facing away from him, my hand moving lower, slipping beneath the waistband of my panties.

      I imagined them again — Jason with his mouth between Lila’s legs, making her cry out, making her grab at his hair. Lila’s sweet, innocent voice breaking apart with pleasure because of my husband’s hands, my husband’s mouth.

      And me, watching. Just watching. Letting it happen. Wanting it.

      God, I shouldn’t want this. Shouldn’t want to see him with someone else, shouldn’t want to feel the sharp, aching twist of jealousy in my gut while he touched another woman.

      But I did.

      I wanted it so badly it scared me.

      My fingers found that aching, swollen spot, slick and throbbing, and I stroked it softly, imagining Lila’s breathless moans filling the room. Imagining Jason’s rough voice telling her how beautiful she looked, how good she tasted.

      I imagined her reaching for me too — shy at first, then bolder. Her lips brushing mine. Her body pressing against me, soft and warm and eager to please.

      The orgasm caught me off guard — a sharp, sudden quake that made my thighs clench and my breath hitch in my throat. I had to bite the pillow to keep from making a sound.

      After, I lay there trembling, my heart racing, sweat cooling on my skin.

      Beside me, Jason snored softly, oblivious.

      I pulled the blankets higher, my body thrumming, my mind spinning.

      This wasn’t just some stray fantasy I could blame on a late night or too much wine. This was something real. Something buried deep, waiting, begging to be let out.
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        * * *

      

      The morning sunlight poured through the kitchen windows, too bright and too cheerful for how wrecked I felt.

      I stood at the counter in Jason’s old t-shirt, the hem brushing my bare thighs, nursing a cup of coffee like it might save me. My body still hummed with the aftershocks of last night — every brush of the soft cotton against my nipples, every shift of my thighs, a wicked little reminder of what I’d done. What I’d thought about.

      Jason stumbled into the kitchen a minute later, shirtless and sleepy, scrubbing a hand through his messy hair. He mumbled something that might have been "good morning," then made a beeline for the coffee pot.

      I watched him over the rim of my mug, letting my gaze roam lazily over his bare chest, the faint trail of hair leading down from his navel into the waistband of his sweatpants. My thighs squeezed together instinctively, and I smiled to myself.

      Still oblivious. Still adorable.

      He poured his coffee, took a long sip, and finally blinked at me like he was seeing me for the first time. "You’re up early," he said, voice scratchy and deep.

      "Couldn’t sleep," I said lightly.

      He leaned back against the counter across from me, cradling his mug in both hands. For a second, we just looked at each other — a comfortable, familiar silence. But under it, the memory of last night buzzed hot and forbidden.

      I couldn’t help myself.

      "So," I said, swirling the coffee in my mug. "You and Lila seemed pretty... friendly last night."

      Jason choked slightly on his coffee, coughing into his fist. His cheeks turned the faintest shade of pink. "What? No. I mean— We were just talking."

      I let him flounder for a beat, savoring the way he shifted awkwardly, like a boy caught sneaking cookies before dinner.

      "I didn’t say it was a bad thing," I said, biting back a smile. "You two looked like you were having fun."

      He eyed me warily. "You’re not... mad?"

      I took a slow sip of my coffee, pretending to think it over, dragging out the silence just to watch him squirm. "No," I said finally, letting my voice drop just a little. "I actually thought it was kind of hot."

      Jason blinked. Hard.

      "Wait, what?"

      I shrugged, casual on the outside even though my heart was pounding in my chest. "I mean, come on. She’s young. Gorgeous. And you…" I let my gaze travel down his body, slow and deliberate, before meeting his eyes again. "You didn’t exactly look like you were suffering, sitting there with her flirting all over you."

      Jason’s mouth opened and closed. No words came out.

      God, he was cute when he was flustered.

      I set my coffee down and crossed the small space between us, feeling bold now, feeling reckless. I pressed my hands lightly to his bare chest, feeling the steady thump of his heart under my palms.

      "It’s okay to admit it, you know," I murmured. "You liked the way she looked at you."

      He swallowed hard. "Vanessa…"

      I tilted my head, pretending to consider. "I mean, I get it. If I were her, I’d be looking at you the same way."

      Jason caught my wrists gently, searching my face like he was trying to figure out if I was serious. Trying to find the trap.

      There wasn’t one.

      At least, not the kind he thought.

      "You’re messing with me," he said, but there was no heat behind it. Just a raw, nervous edge.

      I leaned up on my toes and brushed a soft kiss against his jaw, just under his ear. He shivered.

      "I’m not," I whispered. "In fact…" I pulled back just enough to meet his eyes again. "I kind of liked seeing it. Watching her want you."

      His breath left him in a rush.

      I could feel the tension radiating off him now — tight, electric, confused but hungry.

      I smiled slowly, a private, wicked thing. "The question is," I said, my voice dropping lower, silkier, "did you like it too?"

      Jason made a strangled sound in the back of his throat. His hands tightened on my wrists, his hips unconsciously pressing closer to me.

      He didn’t have to answer. His body answered for him.

      God, it thrilled me. Lit me up from the inside out.

      There was something so dangerously intoxicating about the way he looked at me then — like I wasn’t just his wife, but something wilder.

      The idea rooted itself in my mind after that.

      At first, it was just a flicker — a dangerous, thrilling what-if that kept me tossing and turning long after Jason fell asleep. But the longer I let it sit there, the bolder it grew, feeding on every stolen glance, every teasing smile I replayed in my head.

      Until finally, I decided I wasn’t going to just think about it anymore.

      I was going to make it happen.

      It festered in the back of my mind all weekend, growing roots, tangling itself deeper and deeper into me until it felt less like a fleeting fantasy and more like a need.

      By Sunday afternoon, I couldn't take it anymore.

      Sitting at the kitchen counter, legs swinging idly beneath the stool, I opened my phone and scrolled until I found Lila’s name. My thumb hovered over the screen for a second longer than necessary — nerves flickering in my belly — before I tapped out a casual text.

      Hey! We were thinking of having a movie night later this week. You should come by! No babysitting — just hanging out. :)

      I stared at the message, biting my lip.

      Too casual? Too obvious?

      Before I could overthink it, I hit send.

      The whoosh of the message flying off felt terrifying and thrilling all at once.

      Lila texted back almost immediately — Sounds fun! Just say when :) — complete with a smiley face that somehow made my stomach flip. We settled on Friday night, under the flimsy pretense of “finally catching up” after weeks of busy schedules.

      Jason wandered into the kitchen a minute later, still in his gym shorts, towel slung around his neck. His hair was damp, and his skin glowed from his run, smelling faintly of sweat and soap. He grabbed a bottle of water from the fridge, twisted the cap off, and took a long pull before glancing at me.

      "You look guilty," he said, voice teasing.

      I gave him my most innocent smile. "I don’t know what you’re talking about."

      He narrowed his eyes, suspicious. "What did you do?"

      I shrugged one shoulder, feigning nonchalance. "I might have invited Lila over for a movie night sometime this week."

      Jason froze mid-sip, water sloshing dangerously close to spilling.

      "You what?"

      I laughed, setting my phone down and resting my chin on my hand. "Relax. It’s not a big deal. Just casual. No babysitting, no pressure. Just... hanging out."

      His brow furrowed. "You mean... just the three of us?"

      I nodded, heart racing beneath my calm facade.

      He set the water down slowly, studying me like he wasn’t sure if I was serious — or if he was allowed to be excited.

      "You’re full of surprises lately," he said finally, his voice low and a little rough.

      I smiled sweetly. "You like it."

      He chuckled, running a hand through his damp hair, but I could see it in his eyes — the heat, the uncertainty. The way he wanted it and was terrified to admit it out loud.

      To be honest, I was a little terrified too.

      There was still a tiny voice in the back of my head whispering what if this ruins everything? What if seeing him with her made me crazy in the wrong way? What if it wasn’t hot? What if it hurt?

      But the louder voice — the one growing stronger every day — wanted to see it. Needed to.

      I hopped off the stool, closing the space between us in two steps. Jason’s eyes darkened as I slid my arms around his waist, resting my cheek against his warm, bare chest.

      "Trust me," I said softly. "It’ll be fun."

      He hesitated for a breath, then wrapped his arms around me, squeezing tight.

      "I do trust you," he murmured into my hair. "It’s myself I’m worried about."

      I laughed, tilting my head up to kiss the underside of his jaw. "That’s half the fun, baby."
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        * * *

      

      The week crawled by at a maddening pace, every day dragging slower than the last.

      I spent most of Friday pacing the house, pretending to clean, trying not to let the nerves eat me alive.

      Jason wasn’t much better. He kept pretending he wasn’t watching the clock, but I caught him checking it every fifteen minutes, adjusting his shirt, running a hand through his hair like it wouldn’t stay put.

      Around seven-thirty, he met me in the kitchen, where I was rearranging the throw pillows for the third time.

      "You sure about this?" he asked, voice low.

      I forced a smile, heart thundering. "A little late to back out now, isn’t it?"

      He reached for me, brushing a strand of hair behind my ear. His touch was soft, steadying.

      "We don’t have to do anything," he said. "If it gets weird... we stop. Okay?"

      I nodded, swallowing the lump in my throat. "Okay."

      And somehow, hearing him say it — giving me that out — made it easier to breathe. Made it easier to admit what I really wanted.

      I wanted to see where this would go.

      I wanted to cross the line.

      I wanted to see the look on Jason’s face when he realized he didn’t have to just imagine anymore.

      We heard it at the same time — the sharp, bright chime of the doorbell.

      Jason stiffened.

      I turned toward the front door, smoothing my hands down my dress — a soft black slip that clung to every curve, casual enough to pass as normal, but daring enough to make me feel bold.

      I glanced over my shoulder at him, heart hammering.

      "This is happening," I whispered.

      He nodded once, jaw tight, eyes dark.

      I stepped forward, my bare feet silent on the hardwood floor, and reached for the doorknob.

      I took a deep breath, and opened the door.

      Lila stood on the porch, hands tucked nervously into the pockets of her oversized cardigan, her hair falling in soft, shiny waves over her shoulders. She wore a simple white tank top and faded jeans, but somehow she looked even more gorgeous than I remembered — fresh, sweet, and just a little bit dangerous.

      "Hey," she said, her voice shy and warm at the same time.

      "Hey yourself," I said, stepping aside to let her in.

      Jason lingered back near the living room, one hand raking through his hair like he didn’t know what to do with himself. He offered her a crooked smile. "Glad you could make it."

      "Thanks for inviting me," Lila said, slipping off her sneakers. "I needed a chill night."

      Chill.

      Right.

      I smiled and led her into the living room, where we’d set out bowls of popcorn, candy, and a stack of old DVDs. No drinks. No pretense. Just something easy to hide the current of electricity already buzzing in the air.

      We settled onto the couch — Jason on one end, me in the middle, Lila on the other — and started flipping through movie options.

      Nothing we picked really mattered. None of us were going to be paying attention anyway.

      We landed on some forgettable comedy and hit play, the TV casting a flickering light across the room. The opening credits rolled as we dug into the snacks, the mood light and easy at first.

      But under it, the tension simmered.

      It was in the way Lila tucked her legs up under her, scooting closer to me.

      The way Jason’s arm brushed against mine every time he reached for a handful of popcorn.

      The way my skin felt too tight, too hot, too aware of every inch of space between us.

      Lila laughed at something on the screen, tossing her head back, and I couldn’t help but watch the way her neck arched so gracefully. The way her mouth curved. She caught me staring and blushed, ducking her head, but not before I saw the flicker of something in her eyes — something curious. Hopeful.

      God, she was beautiful.

      I leaned over, plucking a piece of popcorn from her bowl and popping it into my mouth with a teasing grin. "You always hog the best snacks."

      She laughed, bumping her shoulder against mine. "You’re the one stealing from me."

      Jason chuckled, low and warm. "You two gonna fight over popcorn?"

      "Maybe," I said, letting my knee brush lightly against Lila’s. "Unless she’s willing to share."

      Lila’s eyes glittered, her breath hitching just slightly.

      Oh yeah. She felt it too.

      We went back to pretending to watch the movie, but it didn’t last.

      The tension was too thick. The glances too loaded.

      It was Jason who broke first.

      "So..." he said, stretching his arms lazily along the back of the couch, his fingers brushing my shoulders, barely grazing Lila’s. "What’s the wildest thing you’ve ever done?"

      Lila blinked, startled — and then she smiled, a slow, wicked little thing that made my heart skip.

      "Wildest thing?" she echoed.

      Jason nodded. "No pressure. Just curious."

      She bit her lip, looking between us like she wasn’t sure if we were joking.

      "I don’t know," she said slowly. "Maybe... skinny dipping?"

      I laughed. "That’s pretty tame."

      Her cheeks flushed, but she held my gaze, a challenge sparking there. "Okay, what about you?"

      I tipped my head thoughtfully. "Mmm... once, in college, I made out with my roommate’s ex. In her bed."

      Jason let out a low whistle. "Damn, babe."

      Lila’s mouth fell open in a mock gasp. "Scandalous."

      I shrugged, smiling. "She deserved it."

      Jason turned to Lila, grinning. "Come on. There’s gotta be something crazier than skinny dipping."

      Lila hesitated. And then, voice barely above a whisper, she said, "I always wanted to be... shared."

      The word dropped between us like a match tossed onto gasoline.

      I felt Jason stiffen beside me.

      Felt my own breath catch.

      Lila’s face turned scarlet, her hands twisting nervously in the hem of her cardigan. "I mean... not like, in a gross way," she rushed to explain. "Just... like, by a couple. People who... trusted each other. People who... wanted me together."

      My pulse thundered in my ears.

      Jason stared at her, his mouth slightly open.

      I swallowed hard and shifted, turning toward her fully, my knee brushing hers, my body open and inviting.

      "That doesn’t sound gross at all," I said, my voice low and steady. "It sounds... really, really hot."

      Lila’s eyes widened, her pupils dilating so fast it almost made me dizzy.

      And then — carefully, deliberately — I reached out and tucked a loose strand of hair behind her ear, letting my fingers trail along her jawline, lingering just a beat longer than necessary.

      She shivered.

      Across the couch, Jason’s breathing grew heavier, his hand flexing into a fist against the cushion like he was fighting every instinct he had.

      I caught his eye over Lila’s head — and smiled.

      A silent, unmistakable permission.

      His jaw tightened. His nostrils flared.

      But he understood.

      This was happening.

      Slowly. Carefully.

      Exactly the way I wanted it.

      The movie droned on in the background, forgotten. The only thing I could hear was the hammering of my heart, the soft, shaky exhale Lila let out as she looked up at me through her lashes.

      The room felt heavier with every passing second.

      Lila sat there between us, her hands resting lightly in her lap, her chest rising and falling in shallow little breaths. The glow from the TV flickered across her face, throwing soft shadows over her flushed cheeks, her wide, waiting eyes.

      She was beautiful — vulnerable, nervous, wanting.

      And I wanted to see her break, gently. I leaned in, closing the small gap between us, and brushed the backs of my fingers down her bare arm. She shivered under my touch.

      "You’re so pretty," I whispered, my voice barely more than a breath. "Do you know that?"

      She bit her lip, eyes dropping shyly.

      I smiled and slid my hand lower, down to her wrist, her palm. Her skin was soft and warm against mine, and when I laced our fingers together, she didn’t pull away.

      Instead, she squeezed back.

      Across the couch, Jason sat frozen — his body tense, his eyes locked on us with a heat that made my pulse throb in places it shouldn’t have.

      I turned to him slowly, dragging Lila’s hand with me, and then, very deliberately, placed her palm on his thigh.

      Jason flinched like I’d shocked him, his muscles tightening under her small, hesitant touch.

      Lila gasped softly, her fingers flexing instinctively, feeling the heat of him through the thin fabric of his sweatpants.

      I sat back, folding my legs beneath me, still fully dressed, fully composed — a queen lounging on her throne, watching her loyal subjects obey.

      Jason looked at me then, a question flashing in his eyes.

      Is this really happening?

      I smiled. It was happening.

      I gave Lila’s hand a gentle nudge, encouraging her to move, to explore.

      She shifted closer to him, her movements slow and trembling, sliding her hand higher along his thigh. Jason’s breath hitched audibly. His hands fisted the couch cushions, his body fighting to stay still, to let her lead.

      And then, with a courage I hadn’t expected, Lila leaned in and pressed her lips to his.

      The kiss was soft. A brush of lips, a pause, a hesitant press again.

      Jason didn’t move at first. He just let her kiss him, his eyes fluttering shut, a soft sound rumbling in his chest.

      And god, watching it — watching this sweet, beautiful girl kiss my husband with all the nervous passion of someone tasting forbidden fruit for the first time — made my whole body ache.

      I shifted, pressing my thighs together, the wet heat between them growing unbearable.

      Lila kissed him again, deeper this time, her hand creeping higher on his thigh, dangerously close to the bulge forming there. Jason groaned low in his throat, and the sound sent a jolt straight through me.

      Still, I stayed where I was.

      Hands in my lap. Clothes perfectly in place. Only my racing heart and the throb between my legs betraying how badly I was unraveling.

      "You’re doing so good, sweetheart," I said softly, my voice thick with heat.

      Lila pulled back slightly, her face flushed, her lips pink and kiss-swollen. She turned to look at me, a question in her eyes — a desperate need for reassurance.

      I gave it to her with a slow, approving smile.

      She reached for Jason again, bolder now, her fingers tracing up his chest, tugging lightly at the hem of his t-shirt. Jason shivered under her touch, his hands still fisted uselessly against the couch like he was scared to do anything without permission.

      Good.

      That was exactly how I wanted it.

      "Touch him," I murmured. "He’s yours to touch."

      Lila let out a shaky breath and slipped her hand under Jason’s shirt, gliding it up the hard planes of his stomach, the strong line of his chest. Jason cursed softly under his breath, his hips jerking slightly toward her.

      Still, I didn’t move.

      I just watched.

      Watched the way Jason’s muscles flexed under her soft caresses.

      Watched the way Lila’s mouth parted with wonder, her pupils blown wide with lust and awe.

      Watched the way every inch of my husband’s body strained toward her like he couldn’t help himself.

      It was torture.

      Delicious, exquisite torture.

      Every brush of their bodies, every soft gasp wound me tighter, pushing me closer to the edge without a single hand laid on me.

      And god, it felt so good.

      Jason groaned again as Lila’s hand drifted lower, skating over the waistband of his sweats, her fingers teasing dangerously close to the thick, obvious outline pressing against the fabric.

      He opened his eyes, wild and dark, and locked them on mine.

      The look he gave me — desperate, pleading — almost undid me.

      Almost.

      But not yet.

      I smiled sweetly and shook my head, mouthing one word: wait.

      Jason let out a broken sound, somewhere between a whimper and a growl, his whole body shuddering with the effort of holding himself still.

      Lila, oblivious to the silent exchange, leaned in and kissed him again — deeper this time, more confident. She swung a leg over his lap, straddling him with innocent, clumsy grace, her hands framing his face as she kissed him like he was the only thing in the world that mattered.

      Jason gripped the couch cushions so hard his knuckles turned white.

      And still, I watched.

      Every nerve ending in my body sang. Every muscle tensed. Every breath I took dragged across my throat like fire.

      I was soaking wet under my dress. Aching. Desperate for more.

      Lila shifted in Jason’s lap, her breath hitching, her hands trembling slightly where they gripped his shoulders. She kissed him once more, slow and lingering — and then she pulled back.

      Her head turned toward me.

      Her eyes — wide, shining, vulnerable — found mine.

      And just like that, everything paused.

      Lila wasn’t looking at Jason anymore.

      She wasn’t looking for permission from him.

      She was looking for me.

      Asking with nothing but a glance: Is this still okay? Are you still with me?

      I felt it like a hand closing around my heart — that desperate, sweet need for approval, for guidance, for more.

      Slowly, I unfolded my legs from beneath me and rose to my knees on the couch. I moved closer, the hem of my dress sliding up my thighs, the cool air brushing against overheated skin. I reached out and cupped Lila’s face in my hands, my thumbs brushing the soft, flushed curve of her cheeks.

      She tilted her head instinctively, leaning into my touch, her eyes fluttering shut.

      I kissed her. Softly, at first. A gentle press of lips, tasting, exploring.

      She gasped against my mouth, her body trembling with the force of it, and it sent a shiver straight through me — raw, electric, unstoppable.

      I deepened the kiss, sliding one hand into her hair, tugging lightly until she moaned. Her fingers clutched at my waist, dragging me closer, hungry now, greedy.

      Behind her, Jason made a low, strangled noise — a sound halfway between awe and desperation. But I didn’t look at him.

      Not yet. This was for me and Lila first.

      I nipped at her lower lip, teasing, before pulling back just enough to see her face. Her cheeks were pink, her lips swollen, her pupils blown wide.

      Beautiful.

      I smiled and tugged gently at the hem of her cardigan.

      "Take this off," I whispered.

      She obeyed immediately, shrugging it off her shoulders and letting it pool on the couch behind her.

      Her tank top clung to every curve — the soft swell of her breasts, the delicate line of her ribs. She was shaking slightly, her skin breaking out in goosebumps under my gaze.

      I skimmed my fingertips down her bare arms, savoring every inch of new, exposed skin.

      Then I turned my head — slowly, deliberately — and looked at Jason.

      He was still frozen, hands fisted against the couch, his chest rising and falling in ragged breaths. His eyes were wild, desperate, drinking in the sight of us like he couldn’t believe it was real.

      I smiled and finally gave him permission.

      "Touch her," I said softly. "Anywhere you want."

      His hands shot up like he couldn’t hold back another second. He cupped Lila’s waist, his fingers spreading over her ribs, sliding up to brush the sides of her breasts.

      She whimpered softly, leaning back against him, offering herself up to both of us.

      I took the hem of her tank top between my fingers and pulled it up, slow and teasing, baring the smooth, flushed skin of her belly, the delicate line of her bra.

      Jason helped, lifting it over her head and tossing it aside.

      She sat there in nothing but a lacy white bra and her jeans, looking so sweet and so sinful all at once.

      I brushed my fingers lightly over her chest, tracing the edge of the lace, letting my nails scrape gently across her sensitive skin. She gasped, arching into my touch.

      I turned to Jason again.

      "Now you," I said.

      His eyes darkened, and he stripped his t-shirt off in one quick, rough motion, baring the strong, lean lines of his torso — all muscle and need and barely restrained hunger.

      I reached out and ran my nails lightly down his chest, smiling when he hissed through his teeth.

      This was mine to orchestrate.

      Mine to control.

      And I wasn’t done yet.

      I shifted closer, pressing a kiss to Lila’s shoulder, then down to the soft swell of her breast, just above the lace. She whimpered again, trembling under my mouth.

      Jason’s hands roamed over her body, worshiping her with slow, reverent touches, following my lead.

      I kissed my way up Lila’s neck, nipping gently at the delicate skin there, savoring every tiny shiver, every whispered plea.

      Then I leaned back, sitting on my heels, and surveyed them both — flushed, panting, desperate.

      Perfect. Exactly where I wanted them.

      I let the moment stretch — just a few seconds longer — savoring the sight of them.

      The air in the room seemed to thicken, vibrating around us with a slow, humming tension that I could feel deep in my bones. Every breath I took seemed louder, heavier, soaked in the heat swirling between us.

      Jason sat frozen across from me, stripped to just his jeans, muscles drawn tight beneath golden skin that still glistened faintly under the flickering light of the TV. His chest rose and fell with uneven, heavy breaths. His hands, broad and strong, rested on Lila’s slim waist, possessive without even meaning to be. Like he couldn’t help but claim her even in stillness.

      And Lila… God, Lila.

      She trembled where she sat on his lap, her lace bra barely containing the sweet, soft curves of her breasts. Her lips were parted, catching on the shaky little breaths she couldn’t quite seem to control. Her skin, kissed pink from our touches, glowed under the dim light.

      She was all soft edges and wide, reverent eyes, looking at me as if I were the sun and she was the one lucky enough to bask in it.

      Both of them waited for me.

      Waited to be told what to do.

      Waited to see what came next.

      The power of it, the beauty of it, settled deep and heavy inside me, a thrumming ache low in my belly.

      I smoothed my palms slowly down the sides of my thighs, feeling the soft brush of my dress as it shifted over my overheated skin. Even that simple touch sparked little jolts of sensation under my fingertips, lighting me up in ways I couldn’t remember ever feeling before.

      I held their gazes — Jason’s dark and desperate, Lila’s wide and wanting — and then, slowly, deliberately, I reached for the hem of my dress.

      My heart thudded in my ears as I lifted it up and over my head, peeling it away inch by inch, letting the cool air lick at my bare skin as it was exposed.

      I wasn’t wearing anything underneath.

      I hadn’t planned to.

      Some part of me had known tonight was going to end like this — that once the door opened, there’d be no closing it again.

      The dress fell to the floor in a soft whisper of fabric, forgotten.

      I stood there naked before them, letting them look.

      Letting them want.

      Jason’s eyes darkened immediately, his jaw tightening, his mouth parting in an unconscious, hungry gasp. His gaze roamed my body slowly, reverently, like he couldn’t decide where to look first — my flushed breasts, my softly heaving belly, the wet heat glistening between my thighs.

      Lila’s reaction was quieter but no less intense.

      She made a soft, broken sound, almost like a whimper, her whole body leaning toward me instinctively.

      Her gaze trailed down my body with wide, adoring eyes, drinking in every curve, every inch of exposed skin like she couldn't quite believe I was real.

      I stayed there, standing, letting the moment hang suspended between us like a held breath.

      Feeling their longing.

      Feeling my own.

      Finally, when I couldn't bear it any longer, I moved.

      I climbed onto the couch, the cushions dipping under my weight, and knelt between them — the heat of their bodies pressing against me from either side, crackling like live wires just barely brushing.

      I turned to Lila first, reaching out and brushing my knuckles lightly over her cheek.

      She tilted her head into the touch, her lips parting even more, a tiny, desperate little sound escaping her throat.

      "Take it all off," I murmured, my voice low and coaxing.

      Her hands shook as she reached behind her back, fumbling for the clasp of her bra.

      She hesitated for a beat — a breathless, trembling second — and then unhooked it, letting it slide down her arms and fall away.

      Her bare breasts rose and fell with every shuddering breath she took, her nipples pebbled and tight from the cool air — or maybe just from being so thoroughly watched.

      God, she was beautiful.

      I leaned in and pressed a soft kiss just above her heart, feeling it hammer wildly against her ribcage.

      Her skin was hot, her pulse frantic.

      Behind her, Jason’s hands twitched on the couch cushions, his restraint fraying with every second.

      But he stayed still.

      Waiting for me.

      Good.

      I smiled against Lila’s skin and skimmed my hands down her sides, finding the waistband of her jeans. I hooked my fingers into the denim and tugged gently.

      She lifted her hips without hesitation this time, trusting me, letting me strip her bare.

      The jeans and panties slid down her long legs in one slow, delicious motion, revealing her completely to us — trembling, glistening, desperate.

      I ran my palms up her thighs, savoring the heat of her skin, the slick evidence of just how badly she wanted this.

      Wanted us.

      "You're stunning," I whispered, my breath brushing against the sensitive skin inside her thigh.

      She shivered violently, her fingers fisting the couch.

      I turned my attention to Jason then, feeling his tension coil tighter.

      "Now you," I said softly, the command threading through my voice.

      He didn’t hesitate.

      He shoved his jeans down and off in a rough, almost frantic motion, baring himself to us completely — hard, flushed, throbbing with need.

      The sight of him made something hungry and primal coil inside me.

      Familiar and yet somehow brand new — seen now through the lens of my own power, my own orchestrated fantasy made flesh.

      I reached out and wrapped my fingers around the base of him, feeling the heat, the weight, the pulse that beat there just for me.

      Jason groaned low in his throat, his hips jerking forward instinctively.

      Across from me, Lila stared, wide-eyed, her hands digging into the couch as she watched me touch him.

      I smiled — slow, wicked — and tugged her closer, curling my free hand around her delicate wrist.

      "Touch him," I murmured, guiding her hand over his. "Feel how much he wants you."

      Lila hesitated for just a moment — a sharp little inhale — and then her fingers curled around him, soft and careful and trembling with awe.

      Jason’s head tipped back with a ragged groan, his body straining between us, caught helplessly between needing more and wanting to savor every second.

      Shifting on the couch, I dipped my head to Lila’s neck first, brushing my lips along the delicate curve where her pulse fluttered wildly beneath her skin.

      She smelled so sweet, and I breathed her in like I needed her to survive.

      I pressed a kiss there, just beneath her jawline, savoring the soft gasp that slipped from her lips.

      Her skin was fever-hot under my mouth, trembling with every tiny breath she took.

      I trailed lower, kissing along her shoulder, following the fragile line of her collarbone with gentle, teasing brushes of my mouth.

      Each time I touched her, she shivered a little harder, her body arching helplessly toward me as if she couldn't help it.

      All the while, her hand moved in slow motions over Jason’s cock — her fingers tightening just slightly with every ragged groan he gave.

      It was beautiful to watch: her torn between the overwhelming pleasure of being touched and the need to give pleasure back.

      When I kissed my way even lower, finding the taut peak of her nipple, she whimpered softly — a broken, needy little sound that went straight to the center of me.

      I drew the tight bud into my mouth, tugging gently, teasing it with the flick of my tongue, while my free hand skimmed over her trembling belly, feeling her muscles clench and flutter under my touch.

      Her whole body arched toward me, desperate and sweet, offering herself up without hesitation, without fear.

      Jason couldn’t stay still anymore.

      His hands, so long restrained, finally moved — sliding up Lila’s sides with slow sweeps.

      He skimmed over her ribs, cupping the full weight of her breasts in his hands, his thumbs brushing across her nipples, teasing them into even tighter peaks as I kissed and licked and lavished her with attention.

      Lila gasped — sharp and helpless — shuddering between us, overwhelmed by the double assault of touch and mouth and heat.

      It was perfect.

      It was exactly what I wanted.

      To drown her in pleasure.

      To make her feel cherished.

      Ruined.

      Loved.

      I pulled back slightly, my mouth tingling, her taste still lingering on my tongue.

      I lifted my head and pressed a soft kiss to her trembling lips, catching the broken, desperate noises she tried to swallow.

      She kissed me back fiercely, clinging to me with trembling hands, her whole body humming with need.

      I pulled away slowly, smoothing my palm over her flushed cheek.

      "Lie back," I whispered, my voice thick with emotion.

      She obeyed without question, sprawling across the couch, her hair a dark, tangled halo around her flushed, gorgeous face.

      Jason hovered above her, muscles taut, chest heaving, his hands braced on either side of her body like he needed the couch to hold him up.

      I stroked a hand down Lila’s thigh — slow, steady — coaxing her legs apart, baring her completely to both of us.

      She opened for us with a sweet, shy whimper, her body slick and trembling, shining under the flickering light of the TV.

      I dragged my gaze up her body, lingering on every inch — the delicate flutter of her stomach, the heavy swell of her breasts, the pleading look in her wide, dark eyes.

      And then I turned to Jason.

      He met my gaze — desperate, pleading — asking me silently one last time.

      Is this really okay?

      I nodded once, slow and certain.

      And he pushed forward.

      I held my breath, watching as Jason slid inside her — slow, careful, inch by inch — stretching her tight, slick pussy around him.

      Lila let out a soft, broken moan, her head falling back against the couch, her hands clutching at Jason’s arms like she needed him to hold her together.

      Jason groaned low and deep, his face twisting in a beautiful, raw expression of pleasure, his eyes fluttering shut for a moment as he sank fully into her.

      They stayed like that for a heartbeat — joined, trembling, breathing each other in.

      And I drank in every second of it.

      Jason began to move, slow and measured at first, rocking his hips into her in a steady rhythm that built gradually.

      Lila’s moans grew louder, sweeter, more desperate — a breathless music filling the room and threading through my veins like fire.

      I leaned down and kissed her again, capturing her cries against my mouth, sharing her pleasure, tasting it in every ragged breath she gave me.

      Jason's hands moved up her thighs, over her hips, across her waist, worshiping every inch of her body as he moved inside her.

      I let my own hands roam too, stroking Jason’s broad, sweat-slicked back, tracing the trembling lines of his muscles as he fought to keep his rhythm steady, to make it last.

      I kissed along Lila’s throat, whispering soft, filthy encouragements against her flushed skin.

      "You’re so sexy," I breathed, meaning it more than I’d ever meant anything.

      "You’re doing so good for us."

      She whimpered softly, her hands gripping my shoulders, holding me tight, grounding herself against the tide of sensation crashing through her.

      Jason picked up the pace, thrusting deeper, harder, making Lila gasp and cling to both of us.

      Her whole body tightened — thighs trembling around Jason’s hips, her nails digging into my skin — and I knew the signs.

      I slid my hand between their bodies, finding her swollen, slick clit and circling it gently with my fingers.

      It was too much.

      She shattered.

      Lila cried out, her body clenching around Jason with violent, helpless spasms, dragging him over the edge with her.

      Jason groaned her name against her throat, thrusting deep one final time before stilling, trembling with the force of his release.

      I kissed Lila’s temple, stroked her sweat-damp hair, holding her as she came down, breathless and shivering in my arms.

      Lila stirred, still catching her breath, her body trembling lightly from the intensity of everything we had just given her.

      I brushed her hair back from her flushed, sweat-damp forehead, pressing a slow kiss there, savoring how soft and pliant she was in my arms.

      But then she tilted her face up to mine, her expression shifting — her eyes dark, fierce with sudden purpose.

      "I want to," she whispered, her voice still ragged, but full of a trembling kind of hunger. "Please. Let me... let me make you feel good too."

      The plea in her voice sliced straight through me.

      For a beat, I hesitated — not because I didn’t want it, but because part of me had wrapped myself so tightly around the idea of giving, of orchestrating, that I almost forgot what it felt like to simply... receive.

      But when she looked up at me like that — like she needed it as much as I did — I felt myself soften, melt.

      "Okay," I breathed, my heart pounding wildly. "Okay, sweetheart."

      Lila smiled — shy but radiant — and shifted beneath me, guiding my hips higher, positioning me so I was straddling her face.

      My thighs trembled as I knelt over her, baring myself completely to her eager, waiting mouth.

      I caught Jason’s gaze — hungry, adoring — as he knelt beside us, his hand coming to rest on the curve of my hip.

      His fingers squeezed gently, grounding me, steadying me, as Lila's hands slid up the backs of my thighs, urging me lower.

      The first touch of her tongue — soft, tentative — made my whole body jolt.

      A broken moan tore from my throat as I rocked against her mouth, my hands flying to the couch back for balance.

      God, she was so sweet, so eager, her mouth working me with slow, devoted strokes, her tongue lapping at my slickness with a careful reverence that made my chest ache.

      Jason’s hands didn’t stay idle.

      One hand caressed my hip, stroking lazy circles over my skin, while the other slid up between my breasts, cupping, teasing, his thumb brushing back and forth over my taut, aching nipple.

      The sensations layered, tangled, crashing into each other.

      Lila’s mouth.

      Jason’s hands.

      The deep, primal satisfaction of being the center of their devotion — the way they both worshiped me without hesitation, without shame.

      I let my head fall back, a gasp escaping my parted lips as I ground myself more firmly against Lila’s mouth, riding her tongue with slow, desperate rolls of my hips.

      She whimpered beneath me, the vibrations sending sparks shooting up my spine.

      Every stroke of Jason’s fingers, every suck and flick of Lila’s tongue, drove me higher, faster, until my entire body was wound tight — trembling on the edge of something vast, something shattering.

      "Don't stop," I gasped, barely recognizing my own voice. "Please... don't stop."

      Jason’s lips found the side of my neck, kissing, biting gently, while his fingers pinched and tugged at my nipple, sending sharp, electric pleasure shooting straight between my legs.

      I rode Lila’s face harder now, unable to hold back, lost to the rhythm, the need.

      She moaned against me, her hands gripping my thighs, urging me on, pulling me closer, deeper, desperate to give me everything.

      And God, she did.

      The orgasm broke over me like a tidal wave, stealing my breath, stealing my mind.

      I cried out, my body locking up, muscles clenching tight, as pleasure burst behind my eyes — blinding, endless, perfect.

      Lila lapped at me through it, gentle, devoted, until the tremors faded and I sagged against the couch, boneless and gasping.

      Jason wrapped his arms around me from behind, pulling me back against his chest, holding me tenderly as I came down from the high.

      Beneath me, Lila smiled up at me, her lips glistening, her eyes bright with pride and affection.

      I cupped her cheek in my palm, stroking gently, gratitude and something deeper blooming in my chest.

      “Stay the night with us,” I said. She beamed a smile and nodded quietly.
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        * * *

      

      Morning light streamed in through the curtains, soft and golden.

      I shifted slightly, feeling the delicious ache low in my belly, the tender soreness between my thighs — the physical reminders of everything we had given and taken last night. My muscles protested even the smallest movement, but the ache was sweet, satisfying.

      Earned.

      Jason was pressed against my back, one arm thrown over my waist, his breath warm against the curve of my neck.

      Lila was curled against my front, her head tucked under my chin, her hand still resting lightly on my hip as if she hadn't wanted to let go, even in sleep.

      I lay there for a long moment, eyes half-closed, savoring the weight and warmth of them.

      Their bodies against mine.

      Their breathing, slow and steady, syncing with mine like we were still moving together even in sleep.

      There was a flicker of fear at the edges of my mind — a tiny voice whispering that this was the part where things should feel awkward, complicated, heavy with regret.

      But it didn’t.

      If anything, everything felt clearer. Lighter.

      I felt more alive, more seen, more... myself than I had in years.

      Lila stirred against me, letting out a soft, sleepy hum. Her lashes fluttered as she blinked up at me, a shy smile tugging at her swollen lips.

      "Hey," she whispered, her voice rough from sleep.

      "Hey," I whispered back, brushing a strand of hair from her face.

      Jason shifted too, groaning quietly, burying his face in the crook of my neck. His arm tightened around my waist like he was afraid I might disappear.

      Lila glanced between us, her cheeks coloring adorably.

      "So... um," she said, her voice soft but playful. "Anybody regret anything?"

      I laughed — a low, warm sound that rumbled through my chest — and tightened my arms around both of them.

      "Not even a little bit," I said.

      Jason mumbled something that sounded suspiciously like agreement into my neck.

      Lila beamed, ducking her head shyly against my shoulder.

      And I knew, deep in my bones, that she wasn’t asking just about last night.

      She was asking about us.

      About whether she still fit here.

      Whether we still wanted her.

      I answered her without words.

      I turned first to Jason, cupping his jaw and pressing a slow, lingering kiss to his mouth. He kissed me back tenderly.

      Then I turned to Lila, tipping her chin up gently, and kissed her too — soft and lingering and sweet, savoring the way her breath caught in her throat, the way her hand clutched at my hip like she never wanted to let go.

      
        
        Check out my full catalog!

      

      

      New releases:

      Crossing the Line

      A Deal With Desire

      More Than Roommates

      Her First Taste

      The Other Woman’s Terms

      More Than Friends

      The Fire Between Us

      Shared Between Us

      All the Right Moves

      The Boss’s Offer

      Power Play

      Just a Taste

      Triple the Heat

      Dirty Games

      Her Eyes on Him

      What She Wants

      Her Rebound

      Stay the Night

      Just Like Hers

      The Guest Room

      Room for Three

      The Perfect Gift

      Enemies

      Dirty Little Secret

      Caught By My Boss

      Loaning Him

      Ex-Boyfriend

      Her Rival

      Leaving Her Mark

      Side Hustle

      His First Wife

      The Operator

      Fake Boyfriend

      Taking a Ride

      The Bait

      Risky

      Tempted

      Extra Credit

      New Year’s

      Surprise Ex

      Her Help

      Head Cheerleader

      Sharing My Boyfriend

      His New Nurse

      Loophole

      Her Billionaire Husband

      Couple’s Therapy

      Bringing Home Another Woman

      Giving In

      College Girls

      Selling It

      Older Coach

      Her Revenge

      Older Boss

      We’ll Do Anything

      Country Girls

      Serving Her

      Long Hours

      Yearbook

      Foreign

      Come Closer

      Caught With Him

      Personal Assistant

      Sitter Job

      Older Man Next Door

      Flipped

      Caught by the Maid

      Steamy

      Lip Service

      Big Gift

      Van Life

      Heating Up

      Something New

      Old Flame

      

      Bisexual Menage Series:

      Polyamorous (8 Books)

      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:

      Crossing the Line

      A Deal With Desire

      More Than Roommates

      Her First Taste

      The Other Woman’s Terms

      More Than Friends

      The Fire Between Us

      Shared Between Us

      All the Right Moves

      The Boss’s Offer

      Power Play

      Just a Taste

      Triple the Heat

      Dirty Games

      Her Eyes on Him

      What She Wants

      Her Rebound

      Stay the Night

      Just Like Hers

      The Guest Room

      Room for Three

      The Perfect Gift

      Enemies

      Dirty Little Secret

      Caught By My Boss

      Loaning Him

      Ex-Boyfriend

      Her Rival

      Leaving Her Mark

      Side Hustle

      His First Wife

      The Operator

      Fake Boyfriend

      Taking a Ride

      The Bait

      Risky

      Tempted

      Extra Credit

      New Year’s

      Surprise Ex

      Her Help

      Head Cheerleader

      Sharing My Boyfriend

      His New Nurse

      Loophole

      Her Billionaire Husband

      Couple’s Therapy

      Bringing Home Another Woman

      Giving In

      College Girls

      Selling It

      Older Coach

      Her Revenge

      Older Boss

      We’ll Do Anything

      Country Girls

      Serving Her

      Long Hours

      Yearbook

      Foreign

      Come Closer

      Caught With Him

      Personal Assistant

      Sitter Job

      Older Man Next Door

      Flipped

      Caught by the Maid

      Steamy

      Lip Service

      Big Gift

      Van Life

      Heating Up

      Something New

      Old Flame

      

      Bisexual Menage Series:

      Polyamorous (8 Books)

      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
bisexual first time short story

Selena Hart





