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      The late afternoon sun beat down on the practice field, warm enough that the sweat on my temples felt like it was steaming. Our cheer squad had been running through the halftime routine again, ponytails whipping, sneakers pounding against the rubber track, when the shrill blast of a whistle cut across the grass. Every girl’s head turned—even if none of us would admit that we were all hoping it was him.

      Coach Thomas.

      He stood on the sideline with the football team, his whistle still between his lips, his clipboard tucked under one arm. His sunglasses hid his eyes, but I didn’t need to see them to feel the weight of his attention. He was tall, broad shouldered, and his gray T-shirt clung to the hard lines of his chest and stomach as if the fabric had been poured on. Even at a distance, the sight of him made my thighs tense and my heart tick a little faster.

      Jackie let out a low whistle of her own, close enough for only me to hear. “God, Sara, look at him. He’s like a walking older man fantasy.” Her voice dripped with mischief, her grin wicked as she wiped sweat off her forehead with the hem of her top. The movement gave the whole squad, and half the football team, a glimpse of her sports bra and the toned stomach she loved to show off.

      I rolled my eyes, trying not to laugh. “You’re terrible.”

      “Terribly honest,” she shot back. Her ponytail bounced as she leaned closer. “Don’t tell me you’ve never thought about it. I swear, every girl here would let him bend her over the bleachers.”

      Heat rushed to my cheeks, and I focused on stretching my arms overhead as if loosening muscles could hide the flush on my skin. “He’s the football coach. That’s… no. I haven’t.”

      Jackie smirked, the way she always did when she caught me dodging. She’d known me since sophomore year of high school, long enough to know when I was lying. And I was. Not about wanting him to bend me over the bleachers. That particular image had never crossed my mind until she said it. But I had noticed him. Everyone had. You couldn’t help it. Coach Thomas carried himself with a calm authority that demanded attention. Even when he was quiet, he had a presence that filled the field.

      “Mm-hmm,” Jackie hummed, clearly unconvinced. “You mean to tell me you haven’t stared at his arms and wondered how they’d feel pinning you down?”

      “Jackie!” I whispered, scandalized. “Shut up.”

      She laughed, delighted by my embarrassment. “You’re blushing. I knew it.”

      I swatted her with my pom-poms, but the damage was done. I could feel the warm pulse between my thighs just from her words, and that annoyed me almost as much as her teasing grin. Because now I couldn’t stop noticing the way his T-shirt stretched across his biceps when he crossed his arms, or the way his shorts rode just a little higher up his thighs when he squatted down to yell something at one of the players.

      And worst of all, Jackie knew it.

      Practice ended with a final whistle, and as the squad broke apart in a wave of chatter and laughter, Jackie looped her arm through mine. Her skin was slick with sweat, and her perfume still clung faintly under it. Sweet and sharp, like grapefruit. “I heard he’s divorced,” she said casually, like she was talking about an upcoming exam. “Freshly single. You know what that means.”

      I shook my head, tugging her toward the locker rooms. “It means nothing.”

      “It means he’s lonely. Vulnerable. Ripe for the picking.” She shot me a wicked grin. “God, can you imagine him, after being with one woman for so long? Bet he’s starving.”

      Her words sent a shiver down my spine, though I tried to smother it with a groan. “You’re insane.”

      “Maybe. But I’m also right.” She bumped my hip with hers. “Tell me you don’t want him.”

      I bit my lip, choosing silence. Jackie’s eyes lit up like she’d won a prize. “Oh, you do,” she whispered, her voice gleeful. “You totally do.”

      I tried to brush her off with a laugh, but the truth was lodged in my throat like a secret I couldn’t shake. Maybe I hadn’t let myself think about it before. He was off-limits, older, the football coach, all the reasons in the world. But once the thought was planted, it grew like fire in dry grass. His hands, his voice, the way his jaw flexed when he was trying not to lose his temper. It all replayed in my mind like a highlight reel I hadn’t asked for.

      Jackie leaned closer, her voice low and taunting. “We should seduce him together.”

      I nearly tripped. “What?”

      Her grin widened, sharp and fearless. “Think about it. Two of us. He wouldn’t stand a chance. He’s hot, Sara, but he’s still a man. No man alive could say no to that.”

      The suggestion sent a rush of heat straight to my face, and I laughed because I didn’t know what else to do. “You’re out of your mind.”

      “Maybe,” she said, unbothered. “But tell me that wouldn’t be the hottest thing you’ve ever done.”

      Her words followed me all the way into the locker room, echoing in my ears as I peeled off my sweaty top and fanned myself with it. Around us, the other girls chattered and giggled, but I couldn’t focus. I kept seeing Coach Thomas on the field, his sunglasses glinting in the sun, his mouth tightening around that whistle. I kept hearing Jackie’s voice daring me to picture his hands, his arms, his body against mine.

      I tried to shake it off, but the thought lingered. It lingered all the way home, sitting heavy and electric in my chest.

      I wasn’t supposed to want this. I’d never even thought about sharing a guy with Jackie—God, I’d never thought about sharing anyone with her. But the seed had been planted, and no matter how many times I told myself it was wrong, a secret, traitorous part of me couldn’t stop wondering.

      What if?

      What if he did say yes?

      What if Jackie was right, and no man alive could resist?
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        * * *

      

      Jackie’s apartment was the kind of place that always felt a little too warm, as if the walls absorbed every ounce of her energy and radiated it back at you. Posters from concerts we’d gone to together were tacked up next to glittery motivational quotes, and her bed was unmade, a tumble of sheets and pillows that smelled faintly of her shampoo and body spray. I sat cross-legged at the end of it, still in my cheer shorts and tank, sipping the water she’d handed me, trying to convince myself my skin wasn’t buzzing with leftover thoughts of the football coach.

      Jackie flopped down beside me with the dramatic sigh of someone who’d just been waiting for me to settle. Her ponytail had come loose, strands of blonde hair sticking to her flushed cheeks, and she peeled her socks off, tossing them toward the corner. “So,” she said, turning onto her side and propping her head up with one hand. “Tell me again you don’t think Coach Thomas is ridiculously hot. I dare you.”

      I groaned, setting my water bottle down. “Jackie, please. Can we not?”

      She grinned, teeth flashing, eyes glinting. “Nope. Not until you admit it. That man is walking sex. Did you see him today? God, the way he yells at those players—makes me want to break a rule just so he’d punish me.”

      Heat pooled low in my belly, even though I tried to laugh it off. “You’re insane.”

      “Maybe.” She leaned closer, lowering her voice. “But you can’t tell me you don’t notice him. And you know what? I don’t think he’d resist us. Not if we tried together.”

      My head jerked toward her. “Really? I thought you were joking before.”

      Jackie’s grin turned devilish, her tongue darting out to wet her lips as if she were already savoring the idea. “Think about it, Sara. Two cheerleaders—young, tight, eager. He’s divorced now. Do you really think he wouldn’t want to lose himself in a couple of college girls who’d do anything to make him forget?”

      My throat went dry. The picture she painted was dangerous, reckless… and so vivid it made my skin prickle. I shook my head, my ponytail brushing my neck. “You can’t be serious.”

      “Oh, I’m serious.” She pushed herself up, crawling across the bed toward me with a feline grace that made my stomach twist. Her bare knee pressed against my thigh as she leaned in, close enough that I could smell the tangy citrus of her body spray clinging to her skin. “Come on, admit it. You’d love to know what it’s like. An older man. Someone who knows exactly how to touch you. Not fumbling around like the guys on campus.”

      My cheeks burned, and I hated how obvious it must have looked. I dropped my gaze, but Jackie reached out and tilted my chin up with a single finger. Her eyes danced with triumph. “You’re blushing.”

      I pushed her hand away, flustered. “So what if I am?”

      She laughed softly, a throaty sound that curled between my legs. “God, you’re so easy to read. You are curious. I knew it.”

      I wanted to deny it, but the words stuck. My pulse thundered in my ears, and all I could manage was a weak, “Maybe a little.”

      Jackie beamed as if I’d just confessed a crime and she was thrilled to be my accomplice. “That’s all I needed to hear.”

      Before I could protest, she swung one leg over me, straddling my lap like it was the most natural thing in the world. Her thighs pressed against mine, her weight warm and solid, her tank top brushing against my chest. I froze, breath catching as my entire body seemed to wake up under her.

      “Then let’s give him something to think about,” she teased, her voice low and wicked. She leaned in closer, her lips hovering near my ear. “Can you imagine the look on his face if he knew what we were plotting right now?”

      A shiver ran straight through me, settling low in my belly. I’d never thought of Jackie this way, never let myself, but suddenly I couldn’t stop noticing how soft her mouth looked, or the curve of her breasts pressed against me, or the scent of her skin, warm and intoxicating.

      My fingers twitched against the bedspread, aching to touch but terrified of what it would mean if I did. This was Jackie, my best friend, the girl who always pushed me too far. And yet with her body pressed to mine, her hair brushing my cheek, I wondered, just for a breathless moment, what it would be like if I turned my head and kissed her.

      The thought burned through me, leaving me flustered and shaken. I couldn’t let it happen, but I also couldn’t unthink it.

      That was when I realized it. The dare wasn’t just about Coach Thomas. It was about me, too. Jackie was planting something deeper, something reckless, and I was already caught between wanting to pull away and wanting to surrender.
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        * * *

      

      The bar and grill was buzzing, the kind of electric chaos that followed a big win. The football team had packed two long tables, jerseys still half-tucked, helmets left back in the locker room but adrenaline still humming in their veins. Our squad had claimed the booth along the wall, squeezed in with pitchers of soda and baskets of fries. The air smelled like beer and sizzling grease, and everywhere I looked someone was laughing too loud or leaning in too close.

      Jackie had dressed for the occasion, of course—tight jeans and a cropped top that showed just enough skin to make every guy at the bar glance twice. I’d tried for casual, but the way she kept side-eying me told me she thought my fitted tank and skirt were a little more revealing than usual. Maybe she was right. Maybe I’d picked them on purpose, even if I didn’t want to admit why.

      And then I saw him.

      Coach Thomas sat a few tables away with some of the other staff, stripped of his whistle and authority, just another man nursing a drink and letting the team celebrate. Without his sunglasses, his eyes were sharper, more expressive, the kind of blue-gray that caught the dim light and made it hard to look away. He was handsome in a rugged way, the scruff along his jawline darker now that the sun wasn’t bleaching it out. In a plain black button-down and dark jeans, he looked less like a coach and more like… trouble.

      Jackie’s elbow nudged mine. “Look. Target acquired.”

      I gave her a warning look, but she was already sliding out of the booth. “Come on,” she whispered. “He’s alone at the bar. This is perfect.”

      My heart jumped. “Jackie—no.”

      She just grinned and grabbed my hand, tugging me along before I could protest. My pulse thumped in my ears as we wove through the crowd, her fingers laced through mine like she knew I’d bolt if given the chance.

      Coach Thomas stood at the bar, waiting for the bartender to refill his glass. When he glanced sideways and saw us, surprise flickered across his face.

      “Evening, girls,” he said, his voice low and warm, roughened by hours of shouting plays on the field.

      Jackie slid onto the stool beside him, tugging me onto the one on his other side so we bracketed him in. “Evening, Coach,” she purred, resting her elbow on the counter. “Celebrating the big win?”

      He gave a small, reserved smile. “Just letting the boys have their night. They earned it.”

      Jackie leaned in, her top dipping dangerously as she propped her chin on her hand. “And what about you? Heard you’re celebrating something too.”

      His brow furrowed. “What’s that?”

      “Being single again,” she said lightly, as if it was a joke.

      I nearly choked on my own breath. My cheeks burned, but Jackie only smiled wider. Coach Thomas went still, his jaw tightening for just a second before he masked it.

      “That’s not exactly something to celebrate,” he muttered.

      Jackie tilted her head, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Depends on your perspective.”

      I wanted to sink into the floor. My thighs pressed together under the bar, my pulse racing as the air between us shifted. He wasn’t ignoring her. He wasn’t brushing it off the way a man who truly wasn’t tempted would.

      I could feel the heat rolling off him, the tension in the way he kept adjusting his posture. His drink arrived and he wrapped his hand around it, knuckles tight. I tried not to stare at the way his chest expanded when he drew a steadying breath, or the line of muscle beneath his shirt.

      Jackie didn’t bother hiding her stare. She let her gaze drop brazenly to his lap, then leaned closer, her voice pitched low but sharp enough for both of us to hear. “You should probably sit back a little, Coach. People might notice you’re hard.”

      My whole body lit up like a struck match. I bit down on my lip so hard it hurt, my stomach fluttering with equal parts mortification and raw, undeniable arousal.

      Coach Thomas’s jaw flexed. He cleared his throat, grabbed his drink, and stood abruptly. “Enjoy your night, ladies,” he said, his tone strained but polite. Then he turned and strode back toward his table, shoulders tense, leaving me reeling.

      I let out a shaky breath, torn between relief and disappointment. Relief that he’d walked away before Jackie could push even further. Disappointment that he had. Because for one impossible, dizzying moment, I’d wanted him to stay.

      Jackie leaned back in her stool, smug as ever, and whispered, “Told you he wouldn’t be able to resist us forever.”

      And even though I tried to glare, tried to tell her she’d gone too far, my body betrayed me. My thighs were still pressed tight, my skin hot, my chest heaving with the effort of keeping cool. Because she was right. He hadn’t been able to hide it. And God help me, I couldn’t stop wondering what would happen if he stopped trying.

      By the time we spilled out of the bar and grill, the night air was cool against my overheated skin. The buzz of laughter and music followed us out the door, spilling into the parking lot. I tugged at the hem of my skirt, ready to head to my own car, when Jackie suddenly stiffened beside me.

      “There,” she whispered, her eyes narrowing like a cat who’d just spotted a mouse.

      I followed her gaze. Coach Thomas was striding across the lot toward his car, tall and broad-shouldered in the dark, his keys dangling from one hand. Even from behind, I recognized the way he moved—controlled, purposeful.

      My stomach sank. “Jackie, no.”

      Her grin spread, devilish and determined. “Oh yes.” She grabbed my wrist and pulled, practically dragging me in his direction.

      I dug my heels in. “We don’t need a ride. My car’s right there—”

      She ignored me, increasing her pace until we cut across the asphalt and intercepted him just as he reached his sedan. “Coach!” she called out, sweet and singsong.

      He turned, startled. The expression on his face softened when he recognized us, but there was a flicker of wariness in his eyes. “Girls. You headed home?”

      Jackie tilted her head, the picture of innocence, though the sway of her hips as she stopped in front of him said otherwise. “That’s the problem. We need a ride.”

      I swallowed hard, trying to catch his eye, to silently signal that this wasn’t my idea. But Jackie’s voice was smooth, persuasive. “Please? Just back to my place. It’s not far.”

      He frowned, his jaw tightening as he glanced between us. “Don’t you both drive?”

      Jackie pouted, stepping closer, her hand brushing his arm. “We came with another squad mate but she left us. Can you believe it? Please, Coach. You wouldn’t want us walking home alone, would you?”

      The silence stretched. He looked down at the ground, back at the bar, then at us. His shoulders tensed like he was waging a war inside himself. I held my breath, my pulse hammering in my throat. A part of me prayed he’d refuse, that he’d send us off with a stern look and leave me safe from what Jackie was trying to ignite. But another part—a shameful, secret part—thrummed with anticipation.

      Finally, he sighed. It was heavy, resigned, but his hand lifted to press the unlock button on his fob. The car chirped, headlights flashing.

      “Get in,” he muttered.

      My stomach flipped. Jackie squealed in triumph, tugging me along as if she’d just won the jackpot. She pulled open the back door and slid in first, patting the seat beside her until I followed, nerves buzzing like static in my veins.

      The interior smelled like leather and faint cologne, clean but masculine. The doors clicked shut, trapping us in a bubble of tension. My thighs pressed together automatically, as if my body knew I couldn’t let myself get carried away, even though my skin was already prickling with awareness.

      Coach slid behind the wheel, starting the engine. The low rumble filled the silence. He glanced into the rearview mirror, his eyes catching ours. “Seatbelts.”

      Jackie obeyed with a smirk, pulling the strap across her chest in slow motion, making sure the movement accentuated her curves. I fumbled with mine, cheeks burning.

      “Where to?” he asked, his voice low, gruff.

      “My place,” Jackie answered smoothly. “I’ll direct you.”

      He nodded, pulling out of the lot. The car rolled forward, and with every turn of the wheels, my nerves twisted tighter. I could feel the heat radiating off Jackie’s body beside me, the way her thigh pressed against mine. She leaned closer, her breath brushing my ear.

      “See?” she whispered. “I told you he wouldn’t say no.”

      I tried to ignore the ache between my legs, the way my body betrayed me even as my mind screamed this was a bad idea. I forced myself to look out the window, at the blur of streetlights, anything but the man in the driver’s seat whose shoulders stretched his shirt just right, whose hands gripped the steering wheel like he was holding back more than just the car.

      But I couldn’t block out Jackie’s voice, low and teasing as she leaned forward. “Thanks for this, Coach. You’re such a gentleman. Driving us all this way. Taking care of us.”

      He shifted in his seat, his jaw tightening. “Just making sure you’re safe.”

      “Safe,” Jackie repeated, her tone playful. “That’s sweet. But we don’t mind dangerous either.”

      I gasped softly, shooting her a look. She only grinned, her hand sliding onto my knee under the cover of the dark. The heat of her palm burned through the thin fabric of my skirt. My breath caught, and my thighs clamped together instinctively, trapping her hand there.

      My eyes darted to the rearview mirror. For a heartbeat, his gaze flicked up, meeting mine. His eyes were darker now, unreadable, but the way he quickly looked away made my pulse skip.

      Jackie squeezed my knee, her voice husky with amusement. “Told you he’d be tempted.”

      I wanted to shove her hand away, to snap at her for dragging me into this, but I couldn’t. Because beneath the nerves, beneath the guilt, my body hummed with a restless, desperate excitement. Sitting in the backseat of his car, the night wrapped around us, I couldn’t stop imagining what would happen if he gave in.

      The hum of the engine filled the silence, low and steady, a vibration I felt deep in my bones. Streetlights slid across Coach’s face through the windshield, painting him in alternating stripes of gold and shadow. I sat stiffly in the back seat, my hands gripping the hem of my skirt, trying not to think about how wrong this was—or how badly I wanted him to lose control anyway.

      Jackie, of course, had no such hesitation. She leaned forward until her body pressed between the seats, her voice brushing his ear like a whisper of sin. “You know,” she murmured, “you could have us anywhere you want. However you want.”

      My breath caught. I snapped my gaze to her, wide-eyed, but she only smiled, her lashes fluttering as if she were confessing something harmless.

      Coach’s hands tightened on the steering wheel, the tendons in his forearms standing out as he shifted in his seat. His jaw flexed, lips parting as if to respond, then closing again. The only sound was the squeak of the wipers as he flicked them on to clear the light drizzle starting to mist the glass.

      Jackie didn’t stop. “We’re flexible,” she teased, her tone dripping with suggestion. “Backseat. Couch. Against a wall. Doesn’t matter.”

      I could barely breathe. My thighs pressed together hard, a secret attempt to ease the ache that had been building since the bar. Watching him in profile—his jawline sharp under the wash of headlights, his lips pulled tight as he fought for composure—made my stomach flutter with something hot and reckless.

      I forced myself to look out the window, but the reflection of his hands gripped my attention anyway. Strong, tanned hands, veins standing out as he clutched the wheel like it was the only thing keeping him grounded. I imagined those same hands on my waist, my hips, holding me still while his body pressed into mine. The thought sent a shiver racing through me.

      Jackie shifted again, leaning close enough that her hair brushed his shoulder. “Do you want us, Coach?” she whispered. “Be honest.”

      He exhaled through his nose, sharp and uneven. “Enough,” he muttered, his voice low and rough. “This isn’t—”

      “Allowed?” Jackie finished, her grin audible in the dark. “That doesn’t mean you don’t want it.”

      His knuckles whitened against the leather steering wheel. I couldn’t see his eyes clearly, but I could feel the heat radiating from him, the battle waging inside his chest. The air in the car grew heavy, thick with tension, as if the night itself were holding its breath.

      I stayed silent, frozen between terror and desire. Jackie’s boldness was a shield, one I was grateful for because I didn’t trust my own voice. But my body betrayed me. Every time he shifted in his seat, every time his thighs flexed as he pressed the pedal, I felt a pull low in my belly that left me trembling.

      Jackie’s hand slid along the edge of his seat, her nails grazing the fabric near his thigh. “We could make you forget everything,” she murmured. “Every shitty day. Every lonely night.”

      His breath hitched audibly, and my pulse skipped with it.

      The car turned onto a quieter street, the buzz of the main road fading behind us. My heart pounded harder. We were close to Jackie’s apartment now, and I wasn’t sure if I was relieved or disappointed. Part of me wanted him to pull over right there, to turn and take what Jackie was offering, to drag me into it until I couldn’t think straight. Another part prayed he wouldn’t, because if he did, I knew I wouldn’t resist.

      Jackie glanced at me over her shoulder, her eyes glittering with wicked triumph. She leaned closer to him again, her lips almost grazing his ear. “Sara wants it too,” she whispered, her voice a taunt.

      I gasped, my cheeks flaming. “Jackie—”

      Coach’s grip on the wheel faltered for a split second, the car swerving slightly before he steadied it again. His chest rose and fell more heavily now, each breath a battle.

      I wanted to protest, to deny it, but the truth was written all over my body. My nipples were tight beneath my bra, my thighs pressed together so firmly they ached. I couldn’t stop sneaking glances at him—at the hard line of his jaw, the broad expanse of his shoulders, the way the seatbelt cut across his chest like a diagonal slash of restraint.

      The idea of him breaking that restraint made me dizzy.

      Jackie smirked, satisfied, and settled back against her seat, as if she’d said enough. But her hand brushed mine in the dark, a secret squeeze that made my stomach twist with nerves and arousal all over again.

      The car rolled to a stop in front of her apartment building, the sound of the engine softening as he shifted into park. For a long moment, none of us moved. The only sound was the patter of light rain against the windshield, the rhythm of our breathing filling the silence.

      Coach sat there, staring straight ahead, his hands still gripping the wheel. His knuckles were less white now, but his body radiated tension, every muscle locked tight.

      Jackie unbuckled her seatbelt with a slow click, leaning back in, her lips curling into a smile. “Thanks for the ride, Coach,” she purred. “Unless, of course, you want to come in.”

      His head turned slightly, just enough that I caught the outline of his profile in the glow of the streetlamp. His lips parted, but no sound came out. I could see the conflict written in the tightness of his expression, in the way his throat worked as he swallowed.

      My stomach fluttered violently. Every inch of my skin felt alive. I couldn’t tell if I was more afraid he’d say no—or that he’d finally say yes.

      “I’ll walk you to the door,” he finally grumbled. “Just to make sure you get in safe. But then I’m leaving.”

      Jackie smirked. “Sure you are.”

      The rain was only a mist by the time we stepped out of the car, but the cool damp air raised goosebumps along my arms. I wrapped my hands around myself as Coach locked his car and moved with us toward the stairwell, his long strides slow and hesitant. Jackie looped her arm through his like she’d claimed him, her voice light and sing-song.

      “You’re such a gentleman,” she teased. “Making sure we get to the door safe. But then what? You’re just going to leave us all alone?”

      “I drove you here,” he said firmly, though his voice was rough around the edges. “That’s where this ends.”

      The words should have ended it. But the way he said them, clipped and tight, made it sound like he was trying to convince himself more than us.

      We reached the landing, the door to Jackie’s apartment glowing under the yellow porch light. My stomach twisted with nerves, every step making me more aware that this was the edge, the cliff where things tipped and nothing would ever be the same.

      Jackie stopped at the door, fumbling with her keys just long enough to glance up at him through her lashes. “You could come in. Just for a little while. Keep us company.”

      He shook his head, a muscle ticking in his jaw. “Not a good idea.”

      She pouted, stepping closer, her fingers curling into the front of his shirt like she needed him to steady her. “Come on, Coach. Just one drink. Ten minutes. What’s the worst that could happen?”

      He looked down at her hand on his chest, and for a second I thought he was going to peel it away. But he didn’t. His body was tense, motionless, as if he were afraid that even the smallest move would break his control.

      I stood there, trembling, my heart hammering. My mouth was dry, but the words slipped out before I could stop them. “Maybe just for a minute?”

      Both of them turned toward me. Jackie’s eyes sparkled with victory. Coach’s gaze, though, was something else—hot, sharp, filled with a hunger that made my knees weaken.

      He made a sound then, low and guttural, almost like a growl, and I felt it vibrate straight through me.

      The key clicked in the lock, and before I knew it we were inside, the door thudding shut behind us. The apartment smelled faintly of vanilla candles and the perfume Jackie had sprayed earlier, a sweet, heady mix that only made the air feel thicker.

      I hovered just inside, my back against the door, watching as Jackie tugged him farther into the living room. She moved like a cat playing with prey, her hips swaying, her laughter soft and inviting. Coach followed stiffly, every inch of him screaming restraint. His eyes roved over the room, but they kept darting back to us—like magnets snapping back to their poles no matter how far they tried to stray.

      I pressed my palms flat to the wood behind me, my body tingling, my chest rising and falling too quickly. This was it. The moment of no return.

      Jackie turned back to me, her smile wicked, and then looked up at him again. “See? Isn’t this nicer than sitting alone?”

      He exhaled hard, dragging a hand over his jaw, and finally gave the smallest nod. “You don’t play fair.”

      “No,” Jackie said, smirking. “I don’t.”

      The way she said it sent a shiver racing down my spine. I couldn’t look away from the scene—her standing there in front of him, her tank top clinging to the curves of her chest, his broad frame looming over her, every line of his body wound tight with tension. The air was charged, thick with something unsaid, something we’d been pulling tighter and tighter all night until it was about to snap.

      My lips parted, and I realized I was breathing shallowly, like I’d just run a sprint. My thighs pressed together unconsciously, a desperate attempt to ease the ache pulsing there. Jackie’s hand was still resting on his chest, and when he didn’t move away, she slid it higher, brushing the fabric over his collarbone.

      He closed his eyes, just for a moment, his head tipping back like he was fighting a losing battle.

      That was when I knew—really knew—there was no turning back. He wasn’t going to walk out. He wasn’t going to leave us standing here. He was going to give in, and the thought of it made my entire body thrum with anticipation.

      Jackie glanced at me over her shoulder, her grin sharp and knowing. She didn’t need to say a word; I understood. She’d opened the door, and now we were both stepping through.

      My breath trembled out of me as I whispered, mostly to myself, “Oh God.”

      Coach’s eyes opened, locking on mine across the small room. The hunger there made me flush from head to toe. It wasn’t just Jackie he wanted. It was me, too.

      And as terrifying as that realization was, it made me wetter than I’d ever been in my life.

      My pulse was loud in my ears, every nerve on edge, and before I could even think about what came next, Jackie moved.

      She closed the distance like she’d been waiting for the chance all night, pressing her body against his chest, tilting her chin up, and kissing him hard. Her hands roamed boldly, sliding over the breadth of his shoulders, curling into the fabric of his shirt like she could drag him down with sheer force of will.

      My breath caught.

      Coach froze at first, stiff as stone, but the way Jackie kissed him—hungry, insistent—melted some of his resistance. His mouth parted, his hands rising to her waist as though he couldn’t help himself. The sight made my stomach twist with something I didn’t want to name.

      Jealousy.

      I stood rooted by the door, unable to move, unable to breathe, watching my best friend kiss the man we’d both secretly been aching for. My thighs pressed together, a pulse starting between them, because as wrong as it felt, the sight was devastatingly hot. Jackie’s fingers slid into his hair, tugging just enough to draw a muffled groan from his throat, and the sound made heat rush through me so fast my knees weakened.

      It was too much. Too real.

      He broke away suddenly, his chest heaving, his lips wet and parted as he dragged in a sharp breath. “We shouldn’t be doing this,” he muttered, his voice hoarse, like he was trying so hard not to lose control.

      Jackie smirked, licking her lips like she was savoring the taste of him. “Fine,” she said smoothly, her eyes glinting with mischief as they flicked toward me. “Then I’ll just play with Sara. You can watch.”

      The words hit me like a shockwave. My mouth opened, ready to protest, but nothing came out. I was stunned, every muscle tight, my heart hammering.

      Jackie turned toward me, her smile wicked, her eyes bright with challenge. And though my brain screamed that this was insane, that I should stop it before it went further, my body betrayed me. Heat surged through me, my nipples tightening under my top, my breath shallow.

      I couldn’t say no.

      Jackie crossed the space between us slowly, her hips swaying as if she knew I was watching every move. She stopped just in front of me, close enough that I could feel the warmth radiating off her skin. Her hand lifted, brushing a stray lock of hair from my face, her fingers lingering along my cheek.

      “You’re trembling,” she whispered, her voice soft and taunting at once.

      “I—” My throat closed, words lost.

      Her smile deepened. “Don’t be scared. You’ll like it.”

      Behind her, Coach stood rigid, his fists clenched at his sides, his eyes locked on us like he couldn’t look away no matter how hard he tried. That knowledge sent a shiver racing down my spine. He was watching. He was letting it happen.

      Jackie leaned in, her breath warm against my lips. My heart stuttered, my knees threatening to buckle, and then she kissed me.

      It was softer than the kiss she’d given him, teasing at first, her mouth tasting of sweet lip gloss and the faint tang of the cherry soda she’d sipped earlier. My eyes fluttered shut, and before I could stop myself, I kissed her back.

      The world tilted.

      Her tongue flicked against mine, gentle, coaxing, and I whimpered into her mouth, my hands lifting on instinct to clutch her hips. She pressed closer, her breasts flattening against mine, her body warm and supple.

      “Oh my God,” I breathed when she pulled back for air, my lips tingling, my body lit up from the inside.

      Jackie’s smile was triumphant. “See? I knew you’d like it.”

      I opened my eyes and glanced at Coach. His chest was still rising and falling too fast, his lips parted, his gaze dark and hungry. He looked like a man fighting a war inside himself, but his arousal was written in every tense line of his body.

      The knowledge that he was watching us—that he wanted to—sent another rush of heat between my thighs. My skin tingled, my heart racing, and I couldn’t believe how badly I wanted more.

      Jackie kissed me again, harder this time, her tongue sliding deeper, her hands moving up my sides to cup my breasts through my top. I gasped, my back pressing against the door as she squeezed, her thumbs grazing my nipples until I whimpered into her mouth.

      I should have stopped her. I should have pushed her away. But instead I melted, arching into her touch, my body shuddering with a desire I hadn’t known I could feel for her.

      When she broke the kiss, her lips were swollen, her eyes glittering with heat. “You taste even better than I imagined,” she murmured, her voice low and thick.

      My legs wobbled, my fingers still gripping her hips, my whole body trembling. I was dizzy with it—dizzy with her, with him watching, with the realization that there was no undoing this moment.

      Jackie turned her head slightly, looking at him over her shoulder. “I hope you like the show. You’re welcome to join in anytime,” she said with a smirk.

      His jaw flexed, his eyes narrowing, but he didn’t move. His silence spoke volumes. He wanted this. He wanted us.

      And my body, traitorous and wild, wanted to give it to him.

      Jackie’s mouth lingered on mine until my head spun. When she finally pulled back, her lips curved into a knowing smile. Her fingers trailed down my arm, featherlight, until they caught the hem of my top.

      “Let me,” she whispered.

      I froze, breath shallow, but when her hands tugged gently upward, I raised my arms. The fabric slipped over my head, leaving me in nothing but my bra and skirt. My skin prickled as her gaze roamed over me, lingering on the swell of my breasts, the flush spreading across my chest.

      Her lips brushed my neck, soft and teasing, and the warmth of her breath made me shudder. “God, you’re beautiful,” she murmured, her voice husky, the words sinking into me like heat.

      My whole body tingled. No boy had ever looked at me like this—like every inch of me was something to be savored.

      Her mouth trailed lower, pressing small kisses across my collarbone while her fingers slid down to my waist. My bra strap slipped off one shoulder, then the other, until she reached behind me and unhooked it. The cups fell away, leaving me bare.

      I gasped, instinctively crossing my arms, but she caught my wrists and pulled them gently aside. “Don’t hide from me,” she whispered, her eyes glinting. “I want to see you.”

      Her lips closed around one nipple, and I nearly cried out. My knees buckled, my back arching against the door as she sucked, her tongue swirling in slow, lazy circles that sent lightning bolts of pleasure through me. I whimpered, clutching at her shoulders, my body alive in ways I didn’t recognize.

      When she pulled back, her lips glistened, her smile wicked. “Your turn,” she teased, her hands already reaching for the hem of her own top.

      My fingers shook as I helped her, tugging the fabric up and over her head. Her bra was lacy, black, delicate against her tan skin. I hesitated, but the heat in her eyes urged me on. My hands fumbled with the clasp, and when it came free, her breasts spilled into my palms, warm and soft.

      I exhaled sharply, dizzy with how right it felt. Our nipples brushed as we pressed together, skin to skin, the contact making me moan into her mouth when she kissed me again.

      Her hand slid down my side, over my hip, and into the waistband of my skirt. She unzipped it with a slow tug, the sound loud in the charged silence. The fabric slid down my thighs, pooling at my feet. I was in nothing but panties now, my body trembling with nerves and arousal.

      “You’re shivering,” Jackie whispered, her lips grazing my ear. “But you’re so wet, aren’t you?”

      I whimpered, unable to deny it. My panties clung to me, damp with proof.

      Her hand skimmed over my stomach, down between my thighs. Her fingers pressed lightly against the thin fabric, stroking just enough to make me gasp and clutch at her shoulders.

      “Oh God, Jackie,” I moaned, my hips arching against her touch.

      “Shh,” she soothed, her lips finding my neck again, her fingers pressing firmer. “Let me take care of you.”

      My hands slid down her back, trembling as they found the button of her jeans. I undid it clumsily, tugging the zipper down, and she helped me push them past her hips. She stepped out, leaving her in only a black thong that barely covered her. The sight made my mouth dry, my whole body burning.

      I touched her the way she’d touched me, slipping my hand between her thighs. She moaned into my ear, grinding against my fingers, and the sound made heat flood my core.

      But before I could lose myself, she pulled back, eyes dark and gleaming. “Lay down,” she whispered, guiding me toward the couch.

      I sank into the cushions, heart pounding, as she knelt between my knees. She hooked her fingers into my panties and pulled them down slowly, her gaze never leaving mine. When the fabric slid away, I was bare, trembling, exposed in a way I’d never been before.

      Jackie’s breath was warm against my inner thigh as she pressed kisses higher, higher, until her lips hovered over me. I whimpered, clutching at the couch cushions, and then she licked me.

      The sensation was sharp and overwhelming, a rush of heat that made me cry out. Her tongue flicked against my clit, gentle at first, then firmer, teasing and circling until my hips bucked.

      “Oh my God,” I gasped, my head falling back, my body writhing under her mouth.

      Her hands gripped my thighs, holding me open as she licked me deeper, her tongue sliding through my folds, tasting me, devouring me. Every flick, every swirl, sent waves of pleasure crashing through me. I moaned helplessly, my body arching, my fingers tangling in her hair.

      “I can’t—Jackie—” My voice broke, my words lost in the rhythm of her mouth.

      “Don’t fight it,” she murmured against me. “Just let go.”

      I sobbed out a moan, my body shuddering, my thighs trembling around her shoulders as she sucked harder. My orgasm ripped through me fast and fierce, pleasure exploding in a flood that left me gasping, my whole body convulsing as I cried out her name.

      When the waves finally eased, I collapsed against the cushions, boneless, my chest heaving. Jackie licked me once more, as if she were savoring the taste of my release. Then she pulled back, her lips glistening, her smile satisfied.

      I opened my eyes, dazed, and that’s when I saw him.

      Coach.

      He was still standing across the room, frozen in place like he couldn’t believe what he was seeing. His shirt was undone now, hanging open to reveal the hard planes of his chest. And his pants—unzipped, his cock in his hand.

      He was stroking himself slowly, his eyes locked on me.

      The sight sent a new rush of heat through me, a fresh pulse of arousal I hadn’t thought possible after what Jackie had just done. My body clenched, aching for more, for him, for everything.

      I’d never been this turned on in my life.

      And he hadn’t even touched me yet.

      Jackie’s tongue was still flicking against my clit, drawing me higher even though I was already shaking, my thighs clamped tight around her shoulders. My fingers twisted in her hair, my hips grinding against her mouth like I couldn’t get enough, because I couldn’t. The rush of her lips and tongue, the sounds she made against me—it was too much, almost unbearable.

      And then he moved.

      Out of the corner of my eye, I caught the blur of Coach stepping closer, his chest bare, his cock thick and hard in his hand. My breath hitched as he knelt behind Jackie, his body looming over her as he pressed the blunt head of his cock against her slick entrance.

      “Oh my God,” I whispered, half in shock, half in pure, breathless need.

      Jackie moaned into me as he slid inside her, her cry muffled against my pussy. The vibration of her moan traveled through me like a lightning bolt, and I cried out, arching off the couch.

      He groaned low in his throat, a deep, guttural sound, as his hips pressed forward, burying himself deeper inside her. His hands gripped her waist, fingers digging into her skin as he began to move, each thrust rocking her mouth against me in perfect rhythm.

      The sensation was unbearable in the best way. Every time he pushed into her, her lips ground harder against me, her tongue pressing deeper, her moans trembling against my clit until I was writhing, gasping, clinging to her hair like I’d drown without her.

      “Fuck,” I cried, my voice breaking, my body spiraling out of control. “Oh God, Jackie—”

      She moaned again, the sound swallowed against me, and the vibration sent me tumbling over the edge. My second orgasm ripped through me, fierce and hot, my body convulsing against her mouth. I screamed her name, my back arching, my thighs trembling uncontrollably as wave after wave of pleasure rolled through me.

      Coach grunted behind her, his thrusts harder now, faster, his body slamming into her with a force that made her moans even more frantic. She clung to my thighs, her mouth never leaving me even as he pounded into her, using her, filling her.

      When the last tremor of my climax eased, I slumped against the cushions, dazed and shaking, but the sight before me pulled me back under. Jackie’s body was rocking between us, her lips still latched to me, her ass bouncing against him as he fucked her hard. His hands held her steady, his muscles taut, sweat glistening on his chest as he drove into her again and again.

      Her muffled cries against me grew higher, sharper, until she tore her mouth from my pussy just long enough to gasp, “I’m—oh God, I’m gonna—”

      He slammed into her deeper, harder, and she screamed against me, her whole body seizing as her orgasm crashed over her. I felt it in the way she shook, the way her nails dug into my thighs, the way her lips trembled as they pressed back to me even in the throes of release.

      Watching her unravel while he fucked her sent another shiver racing through me. My pussy clenched, aching for more even though I’d just come.

      Coach groaned, his thrusts growing frantic, his jaw clenched as his control slipped. “Fuck,” he growled, his voice rough and strained. “I can’t—”

      His hips slammed forward, faster, harder, the sound of his body colliding with hers filling the room. Jackie cried out beneath him, still shaking from her orgasm, and the sight made my chest tighten, my breath catching.

      I looked up at him, at the way his muscles flexed, the veins standing out in his forearms as he gripped her tighter, the raw need etched across his face. His eyes found mine for one breathless moment, and the heat there made me whimper.

      He was close. Too close.

      And as his rhythm faltered, his groans turning ragged, I realized just how badly I wanted to be next.

      Coach pulled out of Jackie with a groan, his cock slick and throbbing. Jackie collapsed onto the couch beside me, her chest heaving, her hair plastered to her flushed face. Then, with a playful laugh, she rolled off, tumbling to the floor in a heap of giggles, sprawling out like she’d just run a marathon.

      “God, I can’t even move,” she panted, her laughter bubbling through the room.

      But Coach wasn’t laughing. His eyes were locked on me, his expression fierce and hungry. He reached for my hips, his grip strong as he dragged me closer across the cushions. My breath caught, nerves flaring, but the intensity in his gaze pinned me in place.

      He flipped me over, pressing me onto my stomach. The couch cushions sank under my weight as his body loomed above mine. His mouth dipped to my ear, his breath hot and ragged.

      “That tight little ass you flaunt at practice,” he growled, his voice low and rough, “I want it.”

      My stomach flipped. Fear, shock, arousal—everything tangled inside me. I swallowed hard, trembling. “O-okay.”

      Jackie’s head popped up from the floor, her eyes wide with surprise and something else—curiosity, maybe even envy. “Wait,” she said breathlessly. “Sara… have you ever done this before?”

      I turned my head over my shoulder, meeting his gaze. My voice shook when I whispered, “No.”

      The sound he made in response was almost feral, a guttural groan that vibrated against my spine. His hand spread across the small of my back, steadying me, claiming me. In that moment I realized he knew exactly what this meant. And so did I.

      Jackie scrambled back onto the couch, still flushed, her expression softening as she touched my arm. “It’s okay,” she whispered, her voice coaxing. “I’ll help you. Just relax. You’ll love it.” She kissed my shoulder, her lips reassuring, before sliding down the couch, positioning herself between my legs.

      Her tongue found me again, warm and slick, and I gasped into the cushion. She had a front row seat to the action, which had me feeling aroused as much as I was embarrassed. My hips jerked as pleasure bloomed, mixing with the sharp, aching anticipation of what was coming next.

      Coach pressed against me, his cock nudging at my tight back entrance. I stiffened, but Jackie’s hands caressed my thighs, her mouth working me with steady, comforting rhythm. The clash of sensations—her tongue teasing me forward, his cock pushing against a place I’d never been touched—was dizzying.

      He groaned, his hands gripping my hips, holding me still as he pushed harder. The pressure built, stretching, burning, until I thought I couldn’t take it. Then suddenly he was inside, filling me in a way that stole my breath.

      “Oh my God,” I cried out, my fingers clawing into the cushions.

      “Breathe,” Jackie whispered against me, her tongue stroking my clit. “Just relax and it’ll feel so good.”

      I sobbed out a moan, my body shuddering as pleasure and shock collided, overwhelming me. The taboo of it, the fullness, the raw, relentless sensation—it shattered me. My hips bucked helplessly between them, caught in their rhythm.

      Jackie moaned beneath me as she licked, her hand sliding between her own thighs. The sound of her pleasure mixed with mine, and with his deep groans above me, the room became a tangled symphony of need.

      My orgasm hit fast and hard, tearing through me until I screamed into the couch, my body trembling violently as he thrust deeper, as she licked harder, as the three of us moved in perfect, filthy sync.

      I had never felt anything like it—shame and ecstasy, fear and surrender, all melting into pure, explosive release.

      And as my body convulsed with pleasure, I knew there was no going back.

      Coach’s thrusts grew ragged, his breath harsh against the back of my neck as he drove into me harder, deeper, desperate. My body was still trembling from the aftershocks of my orgasm, my pussy and ass clenching around him helplessly with every stroke. Jackie’s tongue had just slid away from me, her moans muffled by her own hand between her thighs as she touched herself furiously. The room was flooded with the sound of our cries, wet and frantic and raw.

      And then his rhythm faltered. His hands gripped my hips with bruising force, his cock swelling inside me. He let out a guttural groan, low and rough, and the sound of it sent another shiver racing through me.

      “Sara,” he growled, my name torn from his chest like he couldn’t stop it, and then he spilled inside me, hot and heavy, filling me until I gasped at the heat. The intensity of it made me clench tighter, milking him, as his whole body convulsed above me.

      We collapsed together in a tangle of limbs and sweat, our bodies slick and trembling. My face pressed into the cushions, his weight heavy on my back, grounding me even as my mind floated somewhere far above. Jackie slid against my side, curling onto the couch with us, her chest still heaving, her skin flushed and glowing.

      For a long moment, none of us spoke. The only sound was our ragged breathing, the slow, sticky shift of bodies pressed together. The air smelled of sex, thick and intoxicating, and I closed my eyes, savoring the dizzy warmth spreading through me.

      I didn’t care about right or wrong. I didn’t care about tomorrow, about rules or consequences. All I cared about was the pulse of satisfaction humming in my veins, the way my body still tingled, the way my heart thudded with the knowledge that I’d just crossed a line I could never uncross.

      I wasn’t the girl who said “never” anymore.

      I was the girl who’d just taken her best friend’s dare and discovered how much she’d wanted it all along.

      Eventually, Coach shifted, easing back just enough that I could breathe again. He pressed a hand to my hip, lingering, almost tender, before pulling out with a groan. His release trickled down my thighs, a filthy, shocking reminder of what we’d just done.

      He sat back, dragging a hand over his face, his chest still heaving. When he finally spoke, his voice was calmer, almost steady. “Jesus Christ.” He glanced at Jackie, a wry, breathless smile tugging at his lips. “Thank you for tempting me.”

      Jackie only grinned, smug and sated, her fingers tracing lazy circles on my thigh. “Told you he couldn’t resist us.”

      His gaze shifted then, settling on me. The hunger was still there, but softer now, threaded with something that looked almost like joy—or maybe relief. For a man who’d seemed so closed off, so restrained, it was as if something inside him had cracked open.

      And I felt it too. My chest tightened, not just with desire but with something deeper, something terrifying and thrilling.

      Jackie met my eyes, her smile sly and warm. We didn’t need words. We both knew—our friendship would never be the same after this.

      But maybe it would be even better.

      
        
        Check out my full catalog!

      

      

      New releases:

      Lessons in Temptation

      Fully Exposed

      The Cheerleader’s Dare

      My Husband and My Boss

      Room Share

      Thin Walls

      Shared Focus

      Her Husband’s Gift

      Show Me Everything

      One Kiss Too Far

      Her Favorite Student

      Jealous Heat

      The Flirt Next Door

      Her Favorite Flavor

      Moving In On Him

      Birthday Massage

      Busted

      A Helping Hand

      Her Turn With Him

      She Let Me Watch

      His Free Pass

      Our First Video

      Put in Her Place

      The Secret Between Us

      Dare to Watch

      Ours to Share

      Sharing the Sitter

      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)

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            New Release Updates

          

        

      

    

    
      Thank you for picking up one of my stories! I’ve started a newsletter to let all of my amazing readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away exclusive content for free!  The sign up takes about five seconds - so fast!  I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

      Click here to join my newsletter!

      Can’t open the link?  Just copy and paste this link into your browser: https://e-book-newsletter.kit.com/19623d01cc

      No spam, just romance goodies!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Want More Stories?

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Check out my full catalog!

      

      

      New releases:

      Lessons in Temptation

      Fully Exposed

      The Cheerleader’s Dare

      My Husband and My Boss

      Room Share

      Thin Walls

      Shared Focus

      Her Husband’s Gift

      Show Me Everything

      One Kiss Too Far

      Her Favorite Student

      Jealous Heat

      The Flirt Next Door

      Her Favorite Flavor

      Moving In On Him

      Birthday Massage

      Busted

      A Helping Hand

      Her Turn With Him

      She Let Me Watch

      His Free Pass

      Our First Video

      Put in Her Place

      The Secret Between Us

      Dare to Watch

      Ours to Share

      Sharing the Sitter

      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
FFM BISEXUAL FIRST TIME

SELENA HART





