
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Arrangement

Mark had been scrolling through babysitter profiles for three days when Emma leaned over his shoulder and tapped the screen. "Her," she said. "Sophia Chen. Literature major. Five-star reviews. She looks responsible."

Mark looked. Sophia's profile photo showed a young woman with honey-blonde hair falling in loose waves past her shoulders, sun-caught and shining. She had a heart-shaped face with high cheekbones, full lips curved in a smile that suggested she knew something you didn't, and green eyes that stared directly into the camera with an unsettling confidence. The photo cut off at her collarbones, but the tank top she wore hinted at curves beneath.

"Twenty-one," Emma continued, reading the bio. "English and Creative Writing double major at the university. Wants to be a novelist. Available three evenings a week." She glanced at Mark. "Perfect, right? I've got those late shifts on Tuesdays, Thursdays, and Saturdays."

Mark nodded, trying to focus on the practical details rather than the way Sophia's profile picture made something low in his stomach tighten. Emma was right—they needed help with the kids. Mia was six and constantly negotiating bedtime, and Jake was four and had recently discovered he could climb out of his crib. Emma's nursing schedule at the hospital had gotten brutal, twelve-hour shifts that sometimes stretched to fourteen, and Mark's work-from-home setup meant he could theoretically handle the kids, but theoretically and actually were two different countries separated by an ocean of exhaustion.

"Yeah," he said. "Message her."

Emma did, and Sophia responded within ten minutes. Love to meet you! Tomorrow at 7?

The next evening, Mark straightened up the living room while Emma put the kids in their pajamas early. The apartment smelled like the vanilla candles Emma had lit—too strong, almost cloying, but she insisted they made the place feel welcoming. Mark thought they just covered up the usual scent of old coffee and the faintly musty smell that came with a third-floor walk-up built in the seventies. He'd opened a window to let in the September air, cool and damp with the promise of rain.

The doorbell rang at exactly seven o'clock.

Sophia stood in the hallway wearing black yoga pants that clung to every curve of her legs and ass, and a thin white crop top that stopped just above her navel. No jacket despite the temperature drop outside. The yoga pants were high-waisted, hugging the dip of her waist and the flare of her hips, and the crop top was one of those ribbed cotton things that looked casual but fit her body like it had been tailored—tight enough that Mark could see the outline of her bra beneath, or maybe she wasn't wearing one, because he could also see the faint shadow of her nipples pressing against the fabric. She had a canvas tote bag slung over one shoulder with a beat-up paperback sticking out of it.

"Hi!" She smiled—all teeth, bright and disarming. "I'm Sophia. You must be Mark?"

He stepped back to let her in, catching a wave of her scent as she passed him. Vanilla, but not the artificial candle kind—something warmer, mixed with coconut and a base note he couldn't quite place. Shampoo, maybe, or body lotion. She smelled young and sweet and distractingly present.

"Yeah. Come in. Emma's just getting the kids ready to meet you."

Sophia walked into the living room with the ease of someone who'd never felt unwelcome anywhere. She had a dancer's posture—shoulders back, spine straight, hips swaying just slightly with each step. Her ass was round and high, the kind that made those yoga pants look like they were working overtime. Mark forced himself to look away and gestured toward the couch.

"Have a seat. Can I get you anything? Water, coffee?"

"Water would be great." She sat down, crossing one leg over the other, and the movement made her thigh muscles flex beneath the black fabric. She had strong legs—not gym-rat muscular, but toned in a way that suggested she did yoga or ran or maybe just had good genetics. Her feet were bare in white Converse sneakers, no socks, and her toenails were painted a dark plum color.

Mark went to the kitchen, filled a glass from the tap, and tried to get his thoughts in order. This was a job interview. Sophia was here to babysit his kids, not to—whatever his brain was currently doing. He was thirty-four, married, and this was a twenty-one-year-old college student. The fact that she was hot didn't mean anything except that he apparently still had eyes.

When he came back, Emma had emerged from the bedroom with Mia and Jake in tow. Sophia stood up immediately, crouching down to the kids' level with that same easy confidence.

"Hi, Mia! Hi, Jake! I'm Sophia. Your mom told me you guys are the coolest kids in the building."

Mia, ever skeptical, tilted her head. "Do you know any stories?"

"So many stories," Sophia said, grinning. "I know one about a dragon who was afraid of heights, and one about a girl who could turn invisible but only when no one was looking, and one about—"

"The dragon one!" Jake interrupted, bouncing on his toes.

Sophia laughed, and the sound was warm and unforced. She glanced up at Emma and Mark. "I think we're gonna get along great."

Emma beamed. Mark handed Sophia the glass of water, and when their fingers brushed during the exchange, he felt a small electric jolt that was absolutely ridiculous and also undeniable.

They sat down to talk logistics. Emma explained her schedule—late shifts, unpredictable hours, sometimes she wouldn't be home until two in the morning. Sophia nodded along, asking questions about bedtime routines, dietary restrictions, emergency contacts. She pulled a notebook out of her tote bag and actually wrote things down, which Mark found oddly charming. The notebook was covered in stickers—literary quotes, cartoon cats, a rainbow flag.

"I'm pretty flexible," Sophia said, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. Her ears were pierced multiple times—three studs in each lobe, a small hoop at the top of her left ear. "I don't have morning classes this semester, so late nights are fine. And I love kids. I used to nanny for a family in high school—two boys, ages three and five. Total chaos, but in a good way."

"What are you studying?" Emma asked.

"English and Creative Writing. I want to be a novelist." Sophia's eyes lit up when she said it, and Mark noticed the way her whole face changed—softened, became more animated. "I'm actually working on my thesis project right now. A novel about—well, it's kind of a psychological thriller about obsession and identity. Very dark."

"That sounds intense," Mark said, and Sophia turned to look at him. Her gaze held his for a beat longer than necessary.

"It is," she said. "But I like intense. I think good stories should make you uncomfortable."

Emma laughed. "Well, babysitting these two will definitely keep you on your toes. Mia's a negotiator, and Jake is an escape artist."

They talked for another twenty minutes. Sophia was easy to talk to—funny, self-deprecating in a way that felt genuine rather than performative. She told a story about accidentally setting off the fire alarm in her dorm while trying to make ramen at three in the morning, and Mia laughed so hard she snorted. By the end of the interview, it was obvious Emma had already decided.

"So," Emma said, "if you're interested, we'd love to have you start this Thursday. Seven to midnight, probably? I'll text you if I'm running late."

"Perfect." Sophia stood up, slinging her bag over her shoulder. The movement made her crop top ride up slightly, exposing another inch of her flat stomach and the tiny glint of a belly button piercing. Mark looked away quickly, focusing on Mia, who was tugging on Sophia's hand.

"Will you tell me the dragon story on Thursday?" Mia asked.

"Absolutely," Sophia promised. She looked at Emma and Mark. "Thank you so much. I'm really excited to work with you guys."

Emma walked her to the door, chatting about parking and where to find the spare key. Mark stayed in the living room with the kids, listening to the murmur of their voices in the hallway. He heard Sophia laugh, heard Emma say something about how great it was to find someone so responsible, and then the door clicked shut.

Emma came back into the room, grinning. "She's perfect, right?"

"Yeah," Mark said. "She seems great."

And she did. Responsible, good with kids, easy to talk to. The fact that she was also young and beautiful and had an ass that made those yoga pants look like a work of art—well, that was just an unfortunate complication he'd have to ignore.



Thursday arrived faster than Mark expected. Emma left for her shift at six-thirty, kissing the kids goodbye and reminding Mark that Sophia would be there at seven. "Be good," she told him, half-joking, and he rolled his eyes.

"I'm always good."

"Sure you are." She squeezed his hand and left, her scrubs smelling faintly of lavender hospital soap.

Mark fed the kids dinner—mac and cheese with cut-up hot dogs, gourmet cuisine—and was just clearing the plates when the doorbell rang. Mia shrieked with excitement and bolted for the door. Mark got there first, pulling it open to find Sophia standing in the hallway again.

This time she was wearing ripped jeans that sat low on her hips, a tight black V-neck T-shirt, and an oversized gray cardigan that hung open. The jeans had strategic rips at the thighs, showing flashes of skin, and the V-neck dipped low enough that he could see the curve of her breasts and the edge of a black bra. Her hair was pulled back in a loose ponytail, a few strands escaping to frame her face.

"Hey!" she said, stepping inside. "Ready for dragon stories?"

Mia grabbed her hand and dragged her toward the couch. Sophia laughed, shrugging off her cardigan and tossing it over the armrest. Without the cardigan, her shirt was even more fitted, clinging to her curves in a way that made it hard not to notice how her waist tapered in and her hips flared out. She sat down on the floor with the kids, cross-legged, and Mark realized he was standing there staring like an idiot.

"I'm gonna be in my office if you need anything," he said, pointing down the hall. "I've got some work to finish up."

"No problem," Sophia said, already pulling Jake into her lap. "We've got this."

Mark retreated to his home office—a converted bedroom with a desk, a filing cabinet, and a window that looked out over the street. He tried to focus on the spreadsheet he'd been working on earlier, something about quarterly projections that his boss needed by Monday, but he kept getting distracted by the sound of Sophia's voice drifting down the hall. She was doing voices for the characters in the story, making Mia giggle and Jake clap his hands.

He forced himself to work. Typed numbers into cells. Checked his email. Responded to a Slack message from a coworker. Tried not to think about the way Sophia's jeans hugged her thighs or the way her shirt dipped low enough to show cleavage.

An hour later, he heard footsteps in the hallway. "Mark?" Sophia's voice, soft and uncertain.

He looked up. She was standing in the doorway, one hand on the frame, her body angled in a way that made her hip jut out. "The kids are asking for you. Bedtime negotiations."

Mark saved his work and followed her down the hall. Mia was in her bed, arms crossed, looking mutinous. "Sophia said eight-thirty, but you said eight."

"Sophia's right," Mark said, sitting on the edge of the bed. "But that was before you spent twenty minutes arguing about it. Now it's actually eight-thirty, so congrats, you played yourself."

Mia scowled but let him kiss her forehead. In the next room, Jake was already passed out, sprawled across his toddler bed like a starfish. Mark pulled the blanket up over him and turned off the light.

When he came back to the living room, Sophia was on the couch, legs tucked under her, scrolling through her phone. She looked up when he walked in. "That went better than expected."

"Mia's a lawyer in training," Mark said, sitting down on the opposite end of the couch. Not too close. A safe distance. "She'll argue anything."

Sophia laughed. "I respect it." She put her phone down and adjusted her position, stretching her legs out so her feet were almost touching his thigh. She was wearing mismatched socks—one with tiny avocados, one with dinosaurs. "So, what do you do for work?"

"Finance stuff. Boring spreadsheets and budget projections."

"Doesn't sound boring to me. I'm terrible with numbers." She tilted her head, studying him. "What do you do for fun?"

"Uh." Mark tried to think of the last time he'd done something fun that wasn't kid-related. "I used to read a lot. Before the kids."

"What kind of books?"

"Literary fiction, mostly. Some sci-fi. I went through a big Murakami phase in my twenties."

Sophia's eyes widened. "Oh my god, I love Murakami. Norwegian Wood destroyed me. I cried for like an hour after I finished it."

"Yeah, that one's brutal." Mark found himself relaxing, leaning back into the couch. "Have you read Kafka on the Shore?"

"Three times. It's my favorite." She shifted again, and this time her foot did touch his leg—just the lightest pressure, probably accidental. "There's this line in it about how sometimes fate is like a sandstorm, and you have to walk through it even though you don't know where it's going. That line lives in my head rent-free."

They talked for another half hour, the conversation flowing easily from books to movies to the weirdness of college life. Sophia was animated when she talked, using her hands, leaning forward when she got excited about something. At some point she'd pulled her cardigan back on, but it kept slipping off one shoulder, exposing her collarbone and the strap of her bra.

Mark became aware, gradually, of how close they'd gotten. The couch wasn't that big, and Sophia had migrated toward the middle, her knee now touching his. She smelled like coconut and vanilla and something else—something warmer, muskier. Arousal? No, that was insane. Probably just her perfume or deodorant.

His phone buzzed. Emma: Running late, probably 1am. You ok?

Mark typed back: Yeah, all good. See you later.

He looked up to find Sophia watching him. "Emma?" she asked.

"Yeah. She's gonna be late."

"No problem. I don't have class until noon tomorrow." Sophia stretched, arching her back, and the movement made her chest press forward against her shirt. When she relaxed, she was somehow even closer, her thigh flush against his.

The apartment was quiet except for the faint hum of the refrigerator and the occasional car passing on the street below. The vanilla candle Emma had lit earlier had burned down to almost nothing, leaving the room dim and warm. Sophia's face was half in shadow, her green eyes catching the light from the lamp in the corner.

"Can I ask you something?" she said, her voice softer now.

"Sure."

"Do you ever feel like you're living someone else's life?" She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, and her fingers lingered there for a moment. "Like, you wake up one day and realize you're in this routine, and you don't remember choosing it. It just happened."

Mark considered the question. "Sometimes. Yeah."

"I'm terrified of that," Sophia said. "Ending up in a life I didn't pick. That's why I'm doing the writing thing. It's probably stupid—like, the chances of actually making it as a novelist are basically zero—but at least I'm choosing it, you know?"

"It's not stupid," Mark said. "I think it's brave."

She smiled, and it was different from the bright, confident smile she'd given him at the door. This one was smaller, more genuine. Vulnerable. "Thanks."

Her foot was still pressed against his leg. Her knee was still touching his. And he was acutely aware that they were alone in a dim apartment, sitting close enough that he could count her freckles if he wanted to, and that she smelled like something sweet and distracting, and that he was absolutely not supposed to be noticing any of this.

"I should probably let you get back to work," Sophia said, but she didn't move.

"Yeah," Mark said, but he didn't move either.

The moment stretched. Her eyes flicked down to his mouth, then back up. Or maybe he imagined it. Maybe he was reading into things that weren't there, projecting his own inappropriate thoughts onto this kid who was just here to babysit and make rent money.

Then his phone buzzed again, shattering the moment. Emma: Actually, might be closer to 2. Sorry babe.

Sophia leaned over to see the screen—close enough that her hair brushed his shoulder—and laughed. "Wow, she really is running late."

"Hospital shifts," Mark said, pulling back slightly, creating distance. "They never end on time."

"Must be hard. Being apart that much."

"It's fine. We make it work."

Sophia nodded slowly, her gaze lingering on him in a way that made his skin feel too tight. Then she stood up, stretching again, and the movement made her shirt ride up to expose her stomach and the glint of her belly button piercing. "I'm gonna make some coffee. Want some?"

"Sure."

He followed her to the kitchen, telling himself it was just to be social, to not leave her alone in the apartment like some awkward host. She moved around the space with surprising familiarity, finding the coffee grounds in the cupboard, the mugs on the shelf, the sugar and cream in the fridge. She made the coffee strong—he could smell it brewing, dark and bitter, cutting through the vanilla candle scent.

"Milk and sugar?" she asked, glancing over her shoulder at him.

"Just black."

"Hardcore." She poured two mugs and handed him one, her fingers brushing his again. That same small electric jolt. "I need, like, half a cup of cream or I can't drink it."

They leaned against opposite counters, sipping their coffee. Sophia had pushed up the sleeves of her cardigan, exposing her forearms—pale, with a small tattoo on her left wrist. A semicolon. Mark recognized it as a mental health awareness symbol, and something in his chest tightened.

"I like your apartment," Sophia said. "It feels lived-in. Cozy."

"That's a nice way of saying it's cluttered."

"No, I mean it. My dorm is so sterile. White walls, fluorescent lights, zero personality. This feels like a home."

Mark looked around at the mismatched furniture, the crayon drawings stuck to the fridge with magnets, the basket of toys overflowing in the corner. It did feel like a home. He and Emma had built this life together—maybe not consciously, maybe it had just happened like Sophia said, but it was theirs.

So why was he standing in his kitchen at ten o'clock at night, hyper-aware of the way Sophia's jeans hugged her hips, the way her lips wrapped around the rim of her coffee mug, the way her eyes kept finding his and holding just a second too long?

"Do you have a boyfriend?" The question was out before he could stop it, and he immediately regretted it. "Sorry, that's—none of my business."

But Sophia didn't seem offended. She just shook her head, smiling slightly. "No. I was seeing someone last year, but it didn't work out. He wanted me to be less... intense, I guess. Less focused on my writing. He kept saying I was too much."

"His loss."

"Thanks." She took another sip of coffee, and her gaze stayed on him over the rim of the mug. "What about you? How long have you and Emma been married?"

"Seven years. We met in college, got married right after graduation. Then Mia came along, then Jake, and here we are."

"That sounds nice. Stable."

There was something in her tone—not quite wistful, but close. Like she was testing the word stable in her mouth and trying to decide if it tasted good or bland.

"It is," Mark said. "Most of the time."

Sophia set her mug down on the counter and took a step toward him. Just one step, but it closed the distance between them to less than two feet. "Can I tell you something?"

"Yeah."

"I think you're really interesting." Her voice was quiet, almost hesitant. "Like, most people just talk at me, you know? But you actually listen. It's... refreshing."

Mark's heart was beating too fast. "You're interesting too."

She smiled, and this time it was the confident smile again—the one that suggested she knew something he didn't. "Good to know."

They stood there for a moment that felt stretched and charged, and Mark knew—absolutely knew—that if he closed the distance between them, if he leaned in, she wouldn't stop him. He could see it in the way she was looking at him, the way her breath had quickened slightly, the way her pupils had dilated.

But he didn't. Because he was married, and she was twenty-one, and this was his babysitter, and there were about fifty reasons why this was a terrible idea.

"I should, uh—" He gestured vaguely toward the hallway. "Finish up some work."

Sophia nodded, but she didn't move. "Yeah. Of course."

He forced himself to walk away, back down the hall to his office, closing the door behind him and sitting down at his desk. His coffee was still hot in his hand, and he took a long drink, trying to steady himself.

What the fuck was he doing?

He opened his laptop and stared at the spreadsheet, but the numbers meant nothing. His brain was too full of Sophia—the curve of her waist, the way her eyes had held his, the smell of coconut and vanilla and something sweeter underneath.

He heard her moving around in the living room, the soft sounds of her flipping through a book or maybe scrolling through her phone. The apartment settled into silence.

Emma texted again at eleven-thirty: Definitely 2am now. Patient complications. Love you.

Mark typed back: Love you too. Be safe.

At midnight, he heard Sophia's footsteps in the hallway again. "Mark?"

He opened the door. She was standing there with her cardigan pulled tight around her, her tote bag over her shoulder. "I'm gonna head out. Emma texted me that she'll be late, but you're here, so..."

"Yeah. Thanks for tonight. The kids loved you."

"I loved them too." She smiled, and it was genuine and warm and uncomplicated. "See you Saturday?"

"Yeah. Saturday."

She turned to leave, then paused, looking back over her shoulder. "Oh, and Mark?"

"Yeah?"

"Thanks for the talk. It's nice to have someone to talk to. About real stuff, I mean."

"Anytime."

She left, and he heard her footsteps fading down the stairs, then the sound of the building's front door closing. The apartment felt emptier without her, the air cooler, the silence heavier.

Mark sat back down at his desk and stared at his computer screen. He should work. He should focus. He should not be replaying the way Sophia had looked at him in the kitchen, the way her voice had softened when she said I think you're really interesting, the way her foot had pressed against his leg on the couch.

He should not be aware of the faint scent of coconut and vanilla still lingering in the apartment.

He should not be thinking about her at all.

But he was.

And that, he realized, was a problem.


Chapter 2: Testing Boundaries

Saturday came wrapped in October cold that bit through jacket fabric and turned breath to visible ghosts. Mark spent the day half-distracted, checking his phone too often, aware that Sophia would arrive at seven and Emma would leave shortly after. The kids had been wound up all day—Mia bouncing off the walls about Halloween costume ideas, Jake destroying a tower of blocks over and over just to hear the crash.

Emma was in the bedroom changing into her scrubs when the doorbell rang. Mark opened it, and his breath caught in his throat.

Sophia stood there in a thin ribbed tank top—white, nearly translucent in the hallway light—and no bra. Her nipples were visible through the fabric, hard from the cold or just naturally prominent, pressing against the cotton in a way that made it impossible not to look. The tank top was cropped, stopping well above her navel, exposing her flat stomach and that belly button piercing that caught the light. She wore the same black yoga pants from Thursday, molded to her ass and thighs like a second skin, and she'd added a tiny denim jacket that hung open and did absolutely nothing to hide her body.

"Hey," she said, smiling that confident smile, and walked past him into the apartment. Her scent hit him immediately—coconut and vanilla, but stronger tonight, mixed with something floral. Jasmine, maybe. And underneath it, something warm and musky that made his mouth go dry.

Emma emerged from the bedroom, pulling her hair into a ponytail. "Oh, Sophia! You're early. Perfect timing—I'm running late as always." She grabbed her bag, kissed Mark on the cheek, and squeezed Sophia's arm. "Kids are all yours. Bedtime by eight-thirty. Help yourself to anything in the fridge."

"Got it," Sophia said. "Have a good shift."

Emma left in a whirlwind of keys and coffee thermos and muttered complaints about hospital administration, and then it was just Mark and Sophia and the kids in the apartment. The vanilla candle was burning again—Emma's signature move—and the living room felt warm and close.

Sophia shrugged off her denim jacket and tossed it over the couch. Without it, she was basically wearing a sports bra that happened to be slightly longer. Her arms were toned, shoulders defined, and when she moved, her breasts shifted beneath the thin fabric in a way that drew the eye like gravity. She caught him looking and smiled—not embarrassed, not offended, just aware.

"Cold out there," she said, rubbing her arms. "I should've worn more layers."

Or any layers, Mark thought, but said nothing.

The kids monopolized Sophia for the next hour. She played dinosaurs with Jake, helped Mia design a "fairy princess vampire" Halloween costume, and told another story—this one about a witch who accidentally turned herself into a cat and had to learn to be okay with it. By the time eight-thirty rolled around, both kids were yawning, and Sophia herded them toward the bedroom with the ease of someone who'd done this a thousand times.

Mark stayed in the living room, pretending to read a book but actually listening to Sophia's voice through the walls. She sang a lullaby—something soft and old-fashioned, her voice surprisingly good, hitting the high notes without strain. When she came back out twenty minutes later, both kids were asleep, and Mark was alone on the couch with his unread book.

"They're down," Sophia said, stretching her arms over her head. The movement made her tank top ride up even higher, exposing the underside of her breasts for a split second before she lowered her arms. "Mia tried to negotiate for five more minutes, but I held firm."

"Good. She'll try that with anyone." Mark closed the book, setting it on the coffee table. "Thanks."

"No problem." Sophia sat down on the couch—not on the opposite end like Thursday, but right in the middle, close enough that he could feel the heat radiating off her skin. She smelled like she'd just applied more perfume, the jasmine sharp and sweet in his nostrils. "So, what's the plan? More Murakami discussions?"

"If you want."

She tucked her legs under her, turning to face him, and the position made her thighs press together in a way that emphasized their shape. "I finished Kafka on the Shore again last night. I forgot how sad the ending is."

"The whole book is sad."

"Yeah, but in a good way. Like, it hurts, but it's supposed to hurt." She tilted her head, studying him. "Do you think sadness makes art better? Like, happy stories are nice, but they don't stick with you the same way."

Mark considered it. "I think good art makes you feel something, whether that's sad or happy or uncomfortable. The worst thing art can do is leave you indifferent."

"Exactly." Sophia's eyes lit up, and she leaned forward slightly, close enough that he could see the flecks of gold in her green irises. "That's what I'm trying to do with my novel. Make people feel something they can't shake off."

"What's it about? You said it was a psychological thriller."

She bit her lip, considering. "It's about a woman who becomes obsessed with her neighbor. Like, full limerence—can't think about anything else, rearranges her whole life around this person who barely knows she exists. And the more she obsesses, the more her identity starts to fracture. She stops being able to tell where she ends and the other person begins."

"That sounds intense."

"It is. I'm pulling from some personal experience." She said it casually, but her gaze held his with an intensity that made his pulse quicken. "I think everyone's been obsessed with someone at some point. That feeling of wanting someone so badly it rewires your brain."

Mark's throat felt tight. "Yeah."

Sophia shifted closer, her knee brushing his thigh. The contact sent a jolt through him, electric and undeniable. "Can I ask you something personal?"

"Sure."

"Do you and Emma still have that? The obsession, I mean. The can't-keep-your-hands-off-each-other thing?"

It was an inappropriate question, and Mark knew he should deflect, change the subject, create distance. Instead, he found himself answering honestly. "Not really. We're comfortable. Stable. But the fire isn't there anymore."

"That's sad." Sophia's hand found his arm, fingers tracing a light pattern on his forearm. Her touch was warm, deliberate. "You seem like someone who should be with someone who's obsessed with you."

She's twenty-one, Mark reminded himself. This is your babysitter. Your wife is at work.

But Sophia's hand was still on his arm, and she was looking at him with those green eyes, and the apartment smelled like jasmine and vanilla and something darker, headier. Arousal. He could smell it now, cutting through the perfume—sharp and sweet, unmistakably hers.

"Sophia—"

"I know," she said softly, cutting him off. "You're married. I get it. But I also know you've been looking at me. And I've been looking at you." Her hand slid up his arm to his shoulder, fingers curling into the fabric of his shirt. "So maybe we just... acknowledge it. That there's something here."

Mark's heart was slamming against his ribs. "This is a bad idea."

"Probably." She smiled, and it was that wicked, knowing smile. "But I think you're tired of good ideas."

She leaned in, and for a moment he thought she was going to kiss him—could already imagine the taste of her mouth, the press of her body against his—but she stopped an inch away, her breath warm against his lips.

"Tell me to stop," she whispered. "If you want me to stop, just say it."

He should. He knew he should. But the words wouldn't come, and Sophia took his silence as permission. Her hand moved from his shoulder to his chest, fingers splaying over his heartbeat. She could feel it, he knew—the way it was racing, the way his body was betraying every rational thought in his head.

"You're so tense," she murmured, her other hand joining the first, both palms flat against his chest. "When's the last time someone touched you like they wanted you?"

"Sophia—"

"Shh." She pressed a finger to his lips, silencing him, and the gesture was so intimate, so presumptuous, that it sent another wave of heat through him. "You think too much."

Her hands slid down to his stomach, fingers finding the hem of his shirt and slipping underneath. Her palms were warm against his skin, and when she dragged her nails lightly up his abs, he made a sound—half gasp, half groan—that he couldn't control.

"There you go," she said, pleased. "Let yourself feel something."

Mark's hands moved of their own accord, finding her waist. Through the thin fabric of her tank top, he could feel her skin—smooth and warm, her waist dipping in before flaring out to her hips. She was soft and firm at the same time, and when he tightened his grip, pulling her closer, she made a sound too—a small, satisfied hum that vibrated against his chest.

"Touch me," she breathed, and it wasn't a request. It was a command.

His hands slid up her sides, thumbs brushing the underside of her breasts. No bra meant no barrier, just the thin cotton of her tank top and the weight of her tits filling his palms when he cupped them. Her nipples were hard, pressing into his hands, and when he rolled them between his fingers she arched into the touch, her head falling back.

"Fuck," she whispered. "Yes."

He should stop. He should push her away, tell her this was insane, remind himself that his wife was at the hospital saving lives while he groped their twenty-one-year-old babysitter on the couch. But Sophia's hands were sliding lower, finding the bulge in his jeans, and when she squeezed him through the denim he forgot how to think.

"You're so hard," she said, her voice thick with satisfaction. She palmed him, fingers tracing the outline of his cock, and he was—achingly, painfully hard, straining against his jeans like a teenager. "Is this for me?"

"Sophia—"

"Say it." She squeezed harder, and he hissed through his teeth. "Say it's for me."

"It's for you."

She grinned, and the expression was pure triumph. Her hands went to the button of his jeans, popping it open with practiced ease, and then she was pulling down the zipper, the sound obscenely loud in the quiet apartment. She slipped her hand inside his boxers, fingers wrapping around his cock, and the feeling of her skin on his—warm, soft, confident—nearly undid him.

"God, you're thick," she murmured, stroking him slowly. Her grip was firm, her thumb swiping over the head and spreading the bead of precum that had already gathered there. "I've been thinking about this. What you'd feel like. How you'd sound."

Mark groaned, his hips bucking into her hand. "We shouldn't—"

"But we are." She leaned in, her lips brushing his ear. "And you're going to let me. Because you want this. Because you're tired of being good."

She was right. God help him, she was right.

His hands found her ass, pulling her fully into his lap. She straddled him, her thighs bracketing his hips, and through the thin fabric of her yoga pants he could feel the heat of her pussy pressing against his cock. She was soaked—he could feel the dampness even through two layers of fabric—and when she rolled her hips, grinding against him, he saw stars.

"Fuck," he breathed.

"Not yet," she said, teasing, and did it again—that slow, deliberate roll of her hips, dragging her pussy along the length of his cock. The friction was maddening, not enough and too much at the same time. "I want to make you wait. Make you desperate."

She kept stroking him, her hand moving in a rhythm that was designed to drive him insane—fast enough to build the pressure, slow enough that he couldn't tip over the edge. Her other hand found his hair, fingers tangling in it and tugging his head back so she could look at him.

"You're mine right now," she said, and there was something fierce in her eyes, something possessive. "Say it."

"I'm yours."

"Good." She kissed him then—hard and hungry, her tongue pushing into his mouth. She tasted like mint and something sweeter, maybe the gum she'd been chewing earlier, and she kissed like she was trying to consume him. When she pulled back, his lips felt swollen, and she was smirking.

She climbed off his lap, and for a moment he thought she was leaving, that she'd changed her mind or come to her senses. But instead, she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her yoga pants and pushed them down—not all the way, just enough to expose her ass. Black lace panties, the same ones from the first night, barely covering anything. The yoga pants bunched at her thighs, and she turned around, giving him the full view.

Her ass was perfect—round and firm, the kind that made those yoga pants look pornographic. The lace panties disappeared between her cheeks, and when she bent forward slightly, bracing her hands on the coffee table, he could see the damp spot where the fabric clung to her pussy.

"Touch me," she said, looking at him over her shoulder. God, please touch me. I need his hands on me so badly it hurts.

Mark's hands moved before his brain could catch up, palms sliding over the curve of her ass, squeezing. Her skin was warm and smooth, and when he hooked his fingers in the lace and pulled it aside, exposing her pussy, she moaned—low and needy.

She was soaked. Her inner thighs glistened with arousal, and her pussy was pink and swollen, lips parted slightly. He could smell her—that sharp, sweet scent of arousal mixing with her perfume—and it made his mouth water.

"Mark—" Her voice broke on his name, and she pushed her hips back, seeking his touch.

He slid two fingers inside her, and she was tight—so fucking tight that he groaned at the feeling of her clenching around him. She was wet enough that his fingers slid in easily, and when he curled them, finding that spot inside her, she cried out.

"Yes—fuck—right there—"

He fucked her with his fingers, slow and deep, his thumb finding her clit and rubbing circles that made her legs shake. She was loud, unashamed, moaning and gasping and saying his name like a prayer. Her pussy clenched around his fingers, and he could feel her getting wetter, her arousal coating his hand.

"I'm gonna—oh god—I'm gonna cum—"

He didn't let up, kept the same rhythm, and when she came it was with a shout that she barely managed to muffle by biting her arm. Her pussy spasmed around his fingers, rhythmic pulses that went on and on, and he worked her through it until she was shaking and whimpering.

When he pulled his fingers out, they were coated in her slickness. She turned around, still breathing hard, and took his wrist. Then she brought his fingers to her mouth and sucked them clean, her tongue swirling around them, her eyes locked on his.

"You taste so good on me," she said when she released his hand. Then she dropped to her knees in front of him, and Mark's brain short-circuited.

She pulled his cock free from his boxers, and the cool air hitting his overheated skin made him hiss. She wrapped her hand around the base, stroking once, twice, and then she leaned in and dragged her tongue from root to tip.

"Fuck—"

She took him into her mouth, and the wet heat of it was almost too much. She sucked hard, hollowing her cheeks, and when she took him deeper—so deep he could feel the back of her throat—he gripped the edge of the couch to keep from thrusting into her.

She pulled off with a wet pop, saliva dripping from her lips. "You can fuck my mouth if you want. I like it rough."

Mark's hand found her hair, tangling in the honey-blonde waves, and when he guided her back down, she opened her mouth willingly. He thrust up, and she took it, gagging slightly but not pulling away. Her hands gripped his thighs, nails digging in, and she looked up at him with watery eyes that were somehow still defiant, still challenging him to give her more.

He fucked her mouth in shallow thrusts, and she moaned around his cock, the vibrations sending pleasure racing up his spine. She was drooling now, spit running down her chin, and the sight of her—on her knees, lips stretched around him, looking absolutely wrecked—was the hottest thing he'd ever seen.

"I'm close," he warned, but she didn't pull off. Instead, she sucked harder, one hand reaching down to cup his balls and squeeze gently.

He came with a groan, hips jerking, and she swallowed every drop, her throat working around him. When she finally pulled off, she wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and grinned up at him.

"Good?" she asked, and her voice was rough, raspy from being fucked.

"Jesus Christ."

She laughed, standing up and pulling her yoga pants back up over her ass. She tucked her tank top back into place, smoothing down her hair, and just like that she looked almost normal again—except for the flush in her cheeks and the satisfied gleam in her eyes.

"Same time Tuesday?" she asked, slinging her bag over her shoulder.

Mark nodded, still too dazed to form words.

She leaned down, kissed him on the cheek—chaste and sweet, completely at odds with what had just happened—and headed for the door. "See you then."

And then she was gone, leaving Mark alone on the couch with his jeans still undone and the taste of her perfume in his mouth.

The apartment smelled like jasmine and sex and vanilla candles, and all he could think was: What the fuck just happened?

And more terrifying: When can it happen again?


Chapter 3: The First Night

Emma left at six forty-five with a travel mug of coffee and a kiss that tasted like exhaustion. "Double shift," she said, already halfway out the door. "I'll be lucky if I'm home by eight in the morning. Text me if the kids give you trouble."

"They'll be fine," Mark said, but she was already gone, her footsteps echoing down the stairwell.

The apartment settled into silence. Mark fed the kids leftover spaghetti, the smell of reheated marinara and garlic filling the kitchen. Mia pushed her meatballs around her plate, negotiating for dessert before she'd even finished dinner. Jake got sauce in his hair. Normal Tuesday chaos.

Mark's phone buzzed at six-fifty. Sophia: Kids asleep by 8. Then it's just us.

His stomach dropped, then tightened with anticipation. After Saturday—after her mouth on his cock, after the taste of her pussy on his fingers—he'd spent three days in a fog of guilt and want. Emma had noticed he was distracted, asked if work was stressing him out. He'd lied and said yes. And now Sophia was coming back, and Emma wouldn't be home for thirteen hours, and Mark knew exactly what was going to happen.

The doorbell rang at seven sharp.

Sophia stood in the hallway wearing a thin sundress—pale yellow, the kind that looked innocent until you realized it was nearly transparent in the right light. No bra again, her nipples visible as dark circles beneath the fabric. The dress had thin straps and a low neckline that showed the curve of her breasts, and it stopped mid-thigh, exposing her long legs. She wore white sneakers, no socks, and her hair was down in those honey-blonde waves that caught the hallway light like gold.

"Hey," she said, and her smile was pure sin. She walked past him, and he caught her scent—coconut and vanilla, but tonight there was something else underneath. Something sharp and sweet that made his cock twitch in his jeans. She was already aroused. He could smell it.

Mia bounced over immediately. "Sophia! Can we play princess vampires?"

"Absolutely," Sophia said, crouching down to Mia's level. The movement made her dress ride up, exposing more thigh, and Mark looked away before his daughter noticed him staring. "But only if Jake gets to be the dragon who guards the castle."

Jake roared his approval.

For the next hour, Sophia played with them while Mark cleaned up the kitchen, acutely aware of every sound she made—her laugh, her voice doing character impressions, the pad of her feet on the hardwood floor. At one point he glanced into the living room and saw her bent over picking up toys, the dress riding up to expose the curve of her ass and a flash of black lace panties. She caught him looking and winked.

She knows exactly what she's doing, Mark thought, his mouth going dry. She's been thinking about this all day.

By eight-fifteen, both kids were in bed. Mia had tried to negotiate for more story time, but Sophia had held firm with that same easy authority she'd shown on Saturday. When she came back to the living room, Mark was sitting on the couch pretending to read his phone.

She didn't sit down. She stood in front of him, hands on her hips, the dress clinging to every curve of her body. The living room lamp backlit her, and through the thin fabric he could see the outline of her body—the curve of her waist, the flare of her hips, the shadow between her thighs.

"Thirteen hours," she said. "That's how long we have."

Mark set his phone down. "Sophia—"

"Don't." She stepped closer, standing between his knees, and the scent of her arousal hit him like a wave. Sharp and sweet and musky, mixing with her perfume until his head spun. "Don't overthink this. We both want it. We've wanted it since the first night."

She was right. God help him, she was right.

His hands found her hips, pulling her closer, and she made a small satisfied sound. Her dress was soft under his palms, the fabric thin enough that he could feel the heat of her skin. She stepped even closer, straddling one of his thighs, and pressed herself against his leg. She was wet—he could feel the dampness through his jeans, hot and slick.

"I've been thinking about you all day," she whispered, her hands sliding into his hair. "Couldn't focus on class. Couldn't stop imagining what you'd feel like inside me." I touched myself twice today thinking about him. Came so hard I had to bite my pillow so my roommate wouldn't hear.

Mark groaned, his grip on her hips tightening. She rocked against his thigh, grinding her pussy against him, and even through two layers of fabric he could feel how soaked she was.

"I want you to fuck me," she said, and her voice was raw with need. "I want you to fuck me on this couch, in your bed, everywhere. I want to feel you for days."

She kissed him before he could respond—hard and desperate, her tongue pushing into his mouth. She tasted like mint and something sweeter, and she kissed like she was trying to devour him. Her hands tugged at his shirt, pulling it up, and he broke the kiss long enough to let her yank it over his head.

Her palms found his chest, nails dragging down his abs, and when she reached the button of his jeans she made quick work of it. Zipper down, hand inside his boxers, fingers wrapping around his cock. He was already hard, had been hard since she walked through the door, and when she stroked him he bucked into her grip.

"Fuck," he breathed.

"Not yet." She grinned, pulling her hand away, and then she stepped back. Her fingers found the straps of her dress, and she pushed them off her shoulders. The dress pooled at her feet, leaving her standing there in nothing but black lace panties that were soaked through, the fabric clinging to her pussy lips. Finally. Finally he's going to see all of me.

Her body was perfect—tits full and round with pink nipples already hard, waist narrow, hips curved, stomach flat with that belly button piercing catching the light. Her thighs were thick and strong, and between them, through the lace, he could see the shape of her pussy, lips swollen and parted.

"Jesus Christ," Mark said, and she laughed.

"Your turn."

He stood, pushing his jeans and boxers down in one motion, and his cock sprang free—thick and hard, already leaking precum. Sophia's eyes widened, and she licked her lips.

"You're bigger than I thought," she said, and there was genuine appreciation in her voice. "Thick. God, you're going to stretch me so good."

She dropped to her knees, and before he could process what was happening, her mouth was on him. She took him deep—deeper than Saturday, so deep he felt the back of her throat—and he grabbed her hair to keep from falling over. She sucked hard, cheeks hollowing, and her hand worked what she couldn't fit in her mouth.

"Sophia—fuck—I'm not going to last if you keep—"

She pulled off with a wet pop, saliva dripping from her lips. "Then don't. I want you to fuck me when you're sensitive. Want you to feel everything."

She took him back in her mouth, and this time she didn't hold back. She fucked her face on his cock, gagging and drooling and moaning around him, and when he came it was with a shout he barely managed to muffle. She swallowed it all, throat working, and when she pulled off she wiped her mouth with the back of her hand.

"Better," she said, standing up. "Now you'll last longer when you're inside me."

She pushed him back onto the couch and climbed into his lap, straddling him. Her panties were still on, but when she ground against his cock—still half-hard and getting harder by the second—the lace was so soaked it might as well not have been there. She rocked her hips, dragging her pussy along his length, and the friction made them both groan.

"I'm on birth control," she said, breathless. "And I'm clean. So unless you're not—"

"I'm clean."

"Good." She reached between them, pushing her panties to the side, and positioned him at her entrance. The head of his cock pressed against her pussy, and she was so wet he could feel her arousal dripping onto him. "Then I want to feel you. All of you. No barriers."

She sank down slowly, and Mark watched his cock disappear inside her inch by inch. She was tight—so fucking tight that he groaned with every inch, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to bruise. Her pussy stretched around him, slick and hot and perfect, and when she finally took him all the way to the base, they both went still.

"Fuck," Sophia whimpered, her head falling back. "You're so deep. I can feel you in my stomach." He's splitting me open. God, it hurts and it's perfect.

She started to move—slow at first, rolling her hips, adjusting to the size of him. Her tits bounced with every movement, and Mark leaned forward to take one nipple in his mouth. He sucked hard, and she cried out, her pussy clenching around him.

"Yes—fuck—like that—"

He switched to the other nipple, teeth grazing the sensitive flesh, and she started riding him harder. Her thighs flexed as she lifted herself up and slammed back down, taking him deep over and over. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, mixed with her moans and his groans and the wet sounds of her pussy taking his cock.

"You feel so good," she panted, nails digging into his shoulders. "So thick. Hitting everything. God, I'm already close—"

Mark's hands found her ass, gripping the firm flesh and helping her move faster. He thrust up to meet her, and the angle change made her scream—actually scream, loud enough that he worried about the neighbors.

"Don't stop," she begged. "Don't fucking stop. Right there—oh god—right there—"

Her pussy clenched around him, rhythmic pulses that signaled her orgasm, and she came with a shout that she muffled by biting his shoulder. He felt her teeth sink in, felt the hot rush of her arousal coating his cock, and it pushed him closer to the edge.

But she didn't stop moving. She rode through her orgasm, kept fucking him, and when she finally pulled back to look at him, her eyes were wild.

"Bedroom," she said. "I want you to fuck me in your bed."

They stumbled down the hallway, still joined, and collapsed onto the bed. Mark pulled out long enough to flip her onto her stomach, pulling her hips up so her ass was in the air. From this angle he could see everything—her pussy swollen and dripping, her asshole tight and pink, the curve of her spine leading up to her shoulders.

He slid back inside her, and from this angle he was even deeper. She buried her face in the pillow and moaned, muffled but loud, and he started fucking her hard. His hips slapped against her ass, the sound obscene in the quiet bedroom, and she pushed back to meet every thrust.

"Harder," she begged. "Fuck me harder. I want to feel it tomorrow."

Mark gripped her hips, fingers digging into her flesh, and pounded into her. The bed creaked with every thrust, headboard hitting the wall, and Sophia was sobbing into the pillow—pleasure and pain and desperation all mixed together.

"I'm gonna cum again," she gasped. "Oh fuck—oh fuck—"

She came with a full-body shudder, her pussy clenching so tight it almost hurt, and this time Mark couldn't hold back. He buried himself deep and came, flooding her with hot cum, and she moaned at the feeling of it.

They collapsed onto the bed, both breathing hard, covered in sweat. The room smelled like sex—sweat and arousal and cum mixing together, thick and heady. Sophia rolled onto her back, one hand resting on her stomach, and smiled up at him.

"Round two in twenty minutes?" she asked, and her voice was hoarse.

Mark laughed despite himself. "You're insane."

"Maybe." She rolled toward him, pressing her body against his, and her hand found his cock—softening but still slick with their combined fluids. "But you love it."

She was right.

They fucked twice more that night—once in the shower, water streaming over them while he held her against the wall, and once back on the couch where it had started. By the time Sophia left at midnight, Mark was exhausted, sated, and drowning in guilt that felt distant and unimportant compared to the memory of her wrapped around him.

She kissed him goodbye at the door, soft and sweet, and whispered, "Same time Thursday?"

"Yeah," he said, because he was too far gone to say anything else.

And when Emma came home at eight the next morning, finding him asleep on the couch, she kissed his forehead and told him he worked too hard.

He didn't correct her.


Chapter 4: Escalation

Mark stopped pretending to feel guilty somewhere around the third time Sophia swallowed his cum. The guilt was still there, technically—a distant hum in the back of his mind like a refrigerator running in another room—but it had stopped mattering. What mattered was the countdown to Tuesday and Thursday and Saturday, the way his pulse jumped when his phone buzzed with her texts, the phantom sensation of her pussy clenching around his cock that haunted him during work calls and made him hard in the middle of spreadsheet reviews.

Emma noticed he seemed happier. More energetic. More present, somehow, even though the truth was he was more absent than he'd ever been. She'd commented on it over breakfast last Sunday, spreading jam on her toast and saying maybe he should work from home more often if it put him in such a good mood. He'd smiled and kissed her cheek and felt nothing except relief that she was so thoroughly, beautifully convinced that everything was fine.

The affair had a rhythm now. Tuesday, Thursday, Saturday. Three nights a week when Emma worked her late shifts at the hospital and Sophia showed up at seven o'clock smelling like coconut and vanilla and arousal, ready to fuck him senseless. They'd developed a system: kids in bed by eight-thirty, then the rest of the night belonged to them. Sometimes they fucked in the bedroom, sometimes on the couch, sometimes in the shower with water streaming over them and Sophia's moans echoing off the tile. Once they'd done it in his home office, Sophia bent over his desk while he pounded into her from behind, and he'd had to stare at that desk during a Zoom call the next day trying not to remember the way she'd begged him to fuck her harder.

Thursday arrived cold and gray, October asserting itself with wind that stripped the last leaves from the trees and sent them skittering across the sidewalk in dry rattling waves. The apartment smelled like the pumpkin spice candle Emma had bought at Target, warm and cloying and nothing like the scent Mark had come to associate with desire. Emma left at six-thirty with a travel mug of coffee and an apologetic kiss that tasted like exhaustion and hospital soap.

"Another double," she said, already halfway out the door, her scrubs rumpled from being pulled out of the dryer too late. "I'll be lucky if I'm home by eight tomorrow morning. Text me if the kids give you trouble."

"They'll be fine," Mark said, and she was already gone, her footsteps echoing down the stairwell, keys jingling.

The apartment settled into silence broken only by the hum of the refrigerator and the distant sound of traffic from the street below. Mark fed the kids leftover spaghetti—Emma had made it two nights ago, the sauce still rich with garlic and basil—and the smell filled the kitchen, making Jake dance in his booster seat while Mia pushed her meatballs around her plate, negotiating for dessert before she'd even finished dinner.

"Three more bites," Mark said automatically, clearing his own plate.

"Two bites."

"Three."

"Two and a half."

"That's not how bites work."

Mia grinned, victorious in her logic, and took two theatrical bites before declaring herself done. Jake got marinara sauce in his hair—again—and Mark wiped it off with a damp paper towel while his phone buzzed in his pocket.

Sophia: Kids asleep by 8. Then it's just us.

His stomach dropped and tightened simultaneously, heat flooding through him. He'd been half-hard all day just thinking about tonight, and now his cock strained against his jeans hard enough to be uncomfortable.

Another text: Wearing something you'll like. Can't wait to feel you.

Mark typed back with one hand while Jake squirmed in his grip: Can't wait either.

Sophia: I've been wet since this afternoon thinking about you. Touch myself twice already. Came so hard I had to bite my pillow so my roommate wouldn't hear.

Jesus Christ. Mark pocketed his phone and tried to focus on getting the kids cleaned up, but all he could think about was Sophia touching herself, her fingers buried in her pussy, her other hand over her mouth to muffle her moans. The image made his cock throb.

By seven o'clock the kids were droopy-eyed from a day spent inside, and Mark let them watch an extra episode just to speed things along. Mia barely looked up from her coloring book when the doorbell rang, too absorbed in turning a princess purple.

Mark opened the door and his breath caught.

Sophia stood in the hallway wearing a black leather jacket—the kind that looked expensive and well-worn, zippers catching the fluorescent light—over what appeared to be barely anything. When she stepped inside and shrugged off the jacket, his mouth went dry.

She wore a white ribbed crop top, the kind made of that thin cotton that clung to every curve and line. It was tight enough to show the outline of her nipples—hard points pressing against the fabric—and the underside of her breasts where they curved against her chest. No bra. The crop top stopped well above her navel, exposing her flat stomach, the glint of her belly button piercing, and the gentle dip of her waist before it flared out to her hips.

Below that: a denim skirt so short it should have been illegal. It barely covered her ass, riding high on her thighs, and when she turned to toss her jacket over the couch he caught a flash of red lace panties underneath. The skirt was faded and frayed at the hem, and it sat low on her hips in a way that suggested one wrong move would send it sliding down her legs entirely.

Her hair was down in those honey-blonde waves, falling past her shoulders and catching the warm light from the pumpkin candle. She wore white Converse sneakers with no socks, and her legs looked impossibly long in that tiny skirt—thighs strong and smooth, calves defined.

"Hey," she said, and her smile was pure sin. She walked toward him with that confident sway in her hips, and the scent hit him before she was even close. Coconut and vanilla like always, but tonight there was something else underneath—something sharp and sweet and unmistakable. Arousal. She was already wet. He could smell it cutting through the perfume, that musky scent that made his cock twitch and his mouth water.

I've been wet since this afternoon, thinking about him pinning me down and using me like he owns me, Sophia thought, maintaining eye contact. Thinking about how thick he is, how deep he gets, how he makes me scream.

"Rough day?" Mark managed, his eyes tracking the movement of her body as she moved past him into the living room.

"Long day," she corrected, stopping close enough that he could feel her body heat radiating through her clothes. "Spent the whole lecture thinking about your cock in my mouth. Professor kept asking if I was okay because apparently I was making a face." She bit her lip, eyes sparkling with mischief. "Couldn't stop remembering how thick you are. How you stretch my jaw. How you taste when you cum down my throat."

"Sophia—" He glanced toward the living room where the kids were absorbed in their show, Mia sprawled on the floor with crayons scattered around her, Jake on the couch with his stuffed dinosaur.

"Don't worry. I'll be good." She leaned in, her lips brushing his ear, breath warm and smelling faintly of mint gum. "Until they're asleep. Then I'm going to be very, very bad." She pulled back, her hand trailing down his chest to the front of his jeans, and she squeezed him through the denim—quick, possessive. "Mmm. Already hard. Good boy."

Then she walked into the living room like she hadn't just made his cock hard enough to hurt, like she wasn't wearing a skirt that showed half her ass, like she was just a normal babysitter here to watch some kids.

"Hey, kiddos!" she said brightly, crouching down next to Mia. The movement made her skirt ride up even further, exposing more thigh, and Mark had to look away before his daughter noticed him staring. "Who wants to hear about the princess who turned into a werewolf?"

The next hour was exquisite torture. Sophia played with the kids—building block towers with Jake, reading stories to Mia in different character voices, acting out elaborate fantasy scenarios where she played both the hero and the villain. And the entire time, Mark was acutely aware of every movement she made.

When she bent over to pick up blocks, her skirt rode up to expose the curve of her ass and those red lace panties. When she stretched to reach something on a high shelf, her crop top lifted to show even more of her stomach and the bottom curves of her breasts. When she sat cross-legged on the floor, her thighs pressed together in a way that made him remember how they felt wrapped around his waist, how they trembled when she came.

At one point she caught him staring and winked, slow and deliberate, and mouthed the words soon while Mia wasn't looking.

By eight o'clock both kids were yawning. By eight-fifteen they were in their pajamas. Sophia herded them toward the bedroom with practiced ease, telling them a soft story about stars that were actually sleeping dragons, and Mark listened to her voice drift through the walls—melodic and soothing, nothing like the filthy things she'd whispered in his ear.

At eight-thirty, silence. Footsteps in the hallway. The soft click of the living room door closing.

When Mark turned around, Sophia was leaning against the door, one hand on her hip, her other hand already sliding down her stomach toward the hem of her skirt. Her eyes were dark, pupils blown wide, and there was a flush high on her cheekbones.

"Thirteen hours," she said, her voice low. "Emma texted me. Another double shift. Patient complications." Her hand slipped under her skirt, and even from across the room he could see her fingers moving beneath the denim, the subtle flex of her wrist. "Which means we have all night. And I've been thinking about what I want you to do to me."

Mark's mouth went dry. His cock was fully hard now, straining against his jeans, and he could feel his pulse in his throat. "Yeah?"

"I want you to choke me." Her voice was steady, matter-of-fact, even as her hand kept moving under her skirt. "Not enough to hurt, but enough that I feel it. I want you to spank my ass until it's red and I'm crying. I want you to call me a good girl when I take your cock deep, and call me a dirty slut when you fuck me hard." Her eyes locked onto his, unflinching. "Think you can do that?"

I need him to wreck me, she thought, her fingers finding her clit through the lace. Need him to use me so hard I forget my own name.

"Jesus Christ, Sophia—"

"Is that a yes?" She pulled her hand out from under her skirt, and her fingers glistened with her own arousal, wet and shining in the lamplight. She brought them to her mouth, sucking them clean while maintaining eye contact, her tongue curling around each digit. "Because if it's not, I can just go home and handle this myself. But I'd rather you handle it. I'd rather you fuck me until I can't remember how to walk."

Mark crossed the room in three strides, grabbing her by the waist and pulling her against him hard enough to make her gasp. She was warm and soft and solid all at once, her body molding to his, and when he kissed her it was hard and possessive—teeth and tongue and the taste of her arousal still on her lips.

She kissed back with equal ferocity, her hands fisting in his shirt, pulling him closer. Her tongue pushed into his mouth, and she tasted like mint and something sweeter, something that was purely her. When she pulled back, both of them were breathing hard.

"Bedroom," he growled against her mouth. "Now."

They stumbled down the hallway, hands grabbing at clothes, moving with the urgency of people who'd been thinking about this for hours. Days. Sophia yanked his shirt over his head, nails raking down his chest hard enough to leave red lines, and he hissed at the sting. She grinned, pleased, and did it again.

He pushed her skirt up around her waist, confirming what he already knew—red lace panties, soaked through, the fabric clinging to her pussy lips and showing the outline of everything underneath. He could see the shape of her, swollen and wet, and he hooked his fingers in the waistband.

Then he tore them off.

Not carefully. Not slowly. He literally ripped them, the lace giving way with a sound that was half fabric-tear, half Velcro, and Sophia moaned—deep and guttural, her head falling back against the wall.

"Fuck yes," she breathed. "Like that. Rough."

They crashed onto the bed, and Mark pinned her wrists above her head with one hand while the other yanked her crop top up. Her tits bounced free, full and round with pink nipples already hard and begging for attention. He sucked one into his mouth, rolling the nipple between his teeth, and she arched off the bed with a cry.

"Mark—god—please—"

He bit down, not hard enough to really hurt but hard enough to make her gasp, and her pussy clenched against nothing. He could smell her arousal getting stronger, sharper, mixing with the fading scent of pumpkin spice and creating something heady and intoxicating.

"Tell me what you want," he demanded, releasing her wrists to work on his belt. The leather slid through the loops with a whisper, and he tossed it aside.

"Your cock." Sophia pushed herself up on her elbows, watching him undress with hungry eyes. Her chest was heaving, tits moving with each breath, and there was a bite mark blooming red around her left nipple. "I want you to fuck my throat until I gag. Then I want you to fuck my pussy until I can't walk straight." She paused, biting her lip. "Then—then I want you to fuck my ass."

I've been preparing for this all week, she thought, her pussy clenching at the idea. Want him to own every part of me. Want to feel him everywhere.

Mark's hands froze on his zipper. "You sure?"

"I bought a plug last week." Her smile was wicked, triumphant. "Been wearing it today, getting ready for you. Walked around campus with it inside me, feeling it with every step, thinking about how you're going to replace it with your cock." She spread her legs wider, and he could see everything now—her pussy swollen and glistening, pink lips parted, and between her ass cheeks, barely visible, the black base of a plug. "I want to feel you everywhere. I want you to ruin me."

His cock was so hard it hurt, straining against his jeans and leaving a damp spot where precum had leaked through. He pushed his jeans and boxers down in one motion, and his cock sprang free—thick and veiny, curved slightly upward, already leaking.

Sophia's eyes widened with that same appreciation she'd shown every time, like she was seeing it for the first time all over again. "God, I love your cock," she breathed, sitting up and reaching for him. Her hand wrapped around the base—fingers not quite meeting because of his girth—and her thumb swiped through the bead of precum at the tip, spreading it around the head. "So thick. Look at this—" She measured him with both hands, showing him how it took two hands stacked to cover his length. "You're like eight inches and thick as my wrist. You split me open every time."

She leaned forward and dragged her tongue from root to tip, slow and deliberate, maintaining eye contact. The wet heat of her tongue made him groan, and when she reached the tip she swirled around it, lapping up the precum that had gathered there.

Then she took him into her mouth—not slow this time, not teasing. She swallowed him down in one smooth motion until her nose pressed against his pelvis and his cock was buried in her throat, the head pushing past the tight ring of muscle. She gagged immediately, eyes watering, but she didn't pull off. Just held him there, throat convulsing around him, swallowing reflexively.

"Fuck," Mark groaned, his hand finding her hair. "Sophia—"

She pulled back slowly, and when his cock slid free of her mouth, saliva dripped from her lips and connected to his cock in glistening strings. Her lips were already swollen, cheeks flushed, and she was breathing hard through her nose.

"Fuck my mouth," she said, and her voice was already raspy, rough from being stretched. "Use me. I want to choke on your cock."

Want him to see me as his, she thought, opening her mouth wider. Want him to know he can do anything to me.

Mark's hand tightened in her hair, tangling in the honey-blonde waves, and he pulled her back onto his cock. She opened her mouth willingly, relaxing her throat, and he thrust in deep. The wet heat was perfect, overwhelming, and when he hit the back of her throat she gagged but took it, her hands gripping his thighs for balance.

He fucked her mouth in hard, steady thrusts, watching his cock disappear between her lips over and over. She was drooling now, saliva running down her chin and dripping onto her tits, and her eyes streamed tears that cut tracks through her makeup. Mascara ran down her cheeks in black rivers, and she looked absolutely wrecked. Beautiful and filthy and completely his.

"Good girl," he groaned, and her pussy visibly clenched, more arousal dripping onto the sheets. "Taking my cock so fucking well. Such a good little slut for me."

She moaned around him, the vibration sending pleasure racing up his spine, and when he looked down he could see his cock bulging in her throat with every thrust—the outline of his head pushing against her neck from the inside. The sight was obscene and perfect, and he felt his orgasm building at the base of his spine.

"I'm close," he warned, thrusts becoming erratic. "Gonna cum—"

But she didn't pull off. Instead she grabbed his ass with both hands, nails digging in, pulling him deeper. Her throat opened for him, and when he came it was with a groan that felt like it came from his soul. He flooded her throat with hot cum, and she swallowed every drop, throat working, eyes locked on his face even as more tears streamed down her cheeks.

When he finally pulled out, she gasped for air, coughing slightly. Her lips were swollen and wet, her chin slick with spit and cum, and she was grinning like she'd won something.

"My turn," she said, flopping back on the bed and spreading her legs wide. "I need your mouth on me right fucking now."

Her pussy was a mess—swollen and dripping, lips parted to show pink flesh inside, clit hard and prominent like a little pearl. The sheets beneath her were already damp with arousal, and when Mark knelt between her thighs he could smell her properly now—that sharp, sweet scent of arousal mixing with the musk of sex. It made his mouth water.

He didn't tease. Just dove in, tongue dragging through her folds from entrance to clit in one long lick. She tasted like salt and something sweeter, slightly tangy, addictive. Her whole body jerked at the contact, hips bucking off the bed.

"Yes—fuck—Mark—"

He sealed his lips around her clit and sucked hard, and she screamed—actually screamed, loud enough that he worried about the kids for a split second before she grabbed his hair and pulled him harder against her pussy.

He ate her like he was starving, like she was the only thing keeping him alive. His tongue fucked into her pussy, curling to hit that spot inside her that made her legs shake. His fingers found her clit, rubbing circles that started gentle and got harder, faster, until she was sobbing his name.

She was so wet his face was coated in her arousal—his chin, his cheeks, dripping down his neck. Every time he pulled back to breathe, more gushed out, and he could hear the wet sounds of his tongue working her, obscene in the quiet bedroom.

Her thighs clamped around his head, and her hand tightened in his hair almost painfully. "Don't stop—right there—I'm gonna cum—oh god—Mark—I'm gonna—"

She came with a full-body shudder, her pussy clenching rhythmically against his tongue, and he didn't let up. Kept licking and sucking through her orgasm, drawing it out until she was shaking and pushing weakly at his head.

"Too much—Mark—please—sensitive—"

He pulled back, his face dripping, and wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. His cock was hard again already—throbbing and ready—and when Sophia saw it she laughed breathlessly.

"Ready for round two already?" She rolled onto her stomach, pushing her ass up in the air and arching her back. "Good. Because I need you inside me. Need to feel that thick cock stretching me open."

From this angle he could see everything. Her pussy was swollen and glistening, pink and wet and ready. Above it, her asshole was tight and pink, and nestled between her cheeks was the black base of a plug—silicone and flared, about two inches wide at the base.

She reached back with one hand and slowly pulled it out, and Mark watched transfixed as her asshole stretched around it. The plug was bigger than he'd expected—thick enough that when it finally popped free, her hole stayed open for a moment, gaping slightly before clenching shut again.

Been preparing all week for this, Sophia thought, setting the plug aside. Want him to fuck my ass until I can't sit down tomorrow.

"Lube's in my bag," she said, nodding toward her tote on the floor. The bottle was already half-empty when Mark found it, and he poured a generous amount on his fingers—cold and slick.

He started with one finger, working it into her ass slowly. The muscle resisted at first, tight and hot, but then it gave and his finger slid in to the second knuckle. She moaned into the pillow, muffled but loud.

"More. I can take it."

He added a second finger, scissoring them to stretch her, and she pushed back against his hand impatiently. Her ass was hot and tight, gripping his fingers, and when he added a third she whimpered.

"Yes—like that—stretch me—"

He worked three fingers in and out, twisting them, spreading them, getting her ready. She was panting now, her hand snaked under her body to rub her clit, and every few seconds she'd clench around his fingers rhythmically.

"Now," she demanded. "I need your cock now. Please—Mark—need to feel you—"

He poured more lube on his cock, stroking himself to spread it, and the cold made him hiss. Then he positioned himself at her asshole, the head pressing against the tight ring of muscle.

"Breathe," he said, and pushed in slowly.

The head popped past the muscle, and Sophia sobbed into the pillow. "Oh fuck—oh fuck—you're so big—"

"You okay?" Mark paused, hands gripping her hips, fighting every instinct that told him to just slam in deep.

"Don't stop. Please don't stop. I need all of you. Need to feel every inch."

He pushed in further—slow, controlled—watching his cock disappear into her ass inch by inch. She was impossibly tight, tighter than her pussy, tighter than her throat, gripping him like a vice. The pressure was almost too much, the heat overwhelming, and he had to breathe through his teeth to keep from cumming right there.

When he was finally buried to the base, balls pressed against her pussy, they both went still. Mark could feel her pulse around his cock, could feel every breath she took in the way her muscles flexed.

"Move," Sophia whimpered after a moment. "Please move. Need you to fuck me."

He started with shallow thrusts—just a few inches, letting her adjust. But she pushed back against him impatiently, meeting his thrusts.

"Harder. Fuck me harder. I can take it."

He gripped her hips tighter—fingers digging into her flesh hard enough to leave bruises—and started really fucking her. Each thrust made her ass jiggle, the sound of skin slapping against skin filling the room, and she was moaning constantly now—high, keening sounds that went straight to his cock.

"Yes—yes—fuck—" She reached back with one hand, fingers finding her pussy, and she started rubbing her clit frantically. "Fuck my ass—use me—make me yours—"

He's so deep, she thought incoherently. Feels like he's in my stomach. Going to cum so hard. Going to cum with his cock in my ass.

Mark reached around to join her hand, their fingers tangling together as they both worked her clit. The dual stimulation pushed her over the edge fast—her whole body seized, ass clenching around his cock like a fist, and she came with a scream muffled by the pillow.

The sensation of her ass spasming around him, the rhythmic pulses, the way she flooded their joined hands with arousal—it was too much. Mark buried himself as deep as he could go and came, flooding her ass with hot cum, and she moaned at the feeling of it.

They collapsed onto the bed, both breathing like they'd run a marathon. Mark pulled out slowly, and his cum immediately started dripping out of her ass, running down to her pussy. The sight was obscene—her holes used and gaping, cum leaking out, her whole body trembling with aftershocks.

Sophia rolled onto her back, one arm thrown over her eyes, chest heaving. Her tits were flushed, nipples still hard, and there were marks all over her body—bite marks on her breasts, fingerprint bruises on her hips, scratches on her thighs.

"Holy shit," she breathed.

"Yeah."

"We're doing that again. Like, immediately. As soon as you can get hard again."

Mark laughed despite himself, collapsing next to her. "Give me like twenty minutes."

"Ten."

"Fifteen."

"Deal." She rolled toward him, pressing her body against his side, one leg thrown over his. Her hand trailed down his stomach, fingers ghosting over his spent cock. "You know what I was thinking about earlier? When I was in class?"

"What?"

"Emma." Sophia's voice was quiet, thoughtful. "I was thinking about what it would be like if she knew. About us."

Mark's stomach dropped. "Sophia—"

"Not in a bad way." She propped herself up on one elbow, looking at him with those green eyes. They were clearer now, post-orgasm clarity making her seem more serious. "I was thinking about what it would be like if she watched us. If she was here, in this room, watching you fuck me."

Wonder if she'd get turned on, Sophia thought. Wonder if she'd touch herself watching her husband's cock disappear into my pussy.

"That's—" Mark didn't know how to finish that sentence.

"Fucked up?" Sophia supplied. "Maybe. But would it be hot?"

She waited, hand still resting on his softening cock, and despite everything—despite the absurdity of the conversation, despite the fact that they'd just fucked in three different ways—Mark's cock twitched with interest.

"Sophia—"

"You're getting hard again," she observed, pleased. "So you're at least thinking about it."

"This is insane."

"Maybe." She grinned, her hand wrapping around him properly now, stroking slowly. "But I've been having this fantasy. About her coming home early one night. Walking in on us. And instead of being angry, she just... watches. Sits in that chair by the door and watches you fuck me. Watches me take your cock. Watches me cum screaming your name."

Want to see if she'd be jealous, Sophia thought, stroking faster. Or if she'd be turned on. Want to know if she still wants him like I do.

Mark was fully hard now, his cock throbbing in her grip. "She's my wife."

"I know. And I'm the girl you fuck when your wife's not home." Sophia straddled him, positioning herself over his cock. "But maybe she'd want to watch. Maybe she's bored too. Maybe she'd like seeing you like this—rough and demanding, using me however you want."

She sank down onto his cock—not her ass this time, her pussy—and they both groaned at the sensation. She was so wet and hot and perfect, and when she started riding him, slow rolls of her hips, his mind went blank.

"Think about it," she breathed, leaning forward so her tits dragged across his chest. "Her sitting right there, watching my tits bounce while I ride you. Watching your cock disappear into my pussy. Hearing me beg you to fuck me harder."

"Fuck," Mark groaned, his hands finding her ass, gripping hard.

"Maybe she'd touch herself." Sophia picked up the pace, riding him harder now. "Maybe she'd get so turned on watching us that she'd start playing with her pussy. And then maybe—" She leaned in close, lips brushing his ear. "Maybe she'd want to join."

The image hit Mark like a freight train—Emma sitting in the chair by the door, hand down her pants, watching Sophia bounce on his cock. Emma's face flushed with arousal instead of anger. Emma standing up, walking over, joining them on the bed.

"You're thinking about it," Sophia said, triumphant. She was riding him hard now, tits bouncing, ass slapping against his thighs. "You're thinking about fucking me while your wife watches. About her seeing how good you make me feel. How hard you make me cum."

"Yes," Mark admitted, the word torn from him.

"Good." Sophia leaned back, one hand on his chest for balance, the other reaching down to rub her clit. "Because I want it. Want her to see that you're mine. That you fuck me better than you've fucked her in years. Want her to watch you ruin me."

She came first, pussy clenching around him, and the sight of her—head thrown back, mouth open in a silent scream, tits bouncing—pushed him over the edge. He came inside her, flooding her pussy, and she collapsed on top of him.

They lay there for a long time, breathing hard, covered in sweat and cum. The room smelled like sex—thick and musky, impossible to miss. The sheets were soaked. Sophia's makeup was completely ruined, black streaks down her cheeks, lipstick smeared.

"Same time Saturday?" she asked eventually, not moving from where she was sprawled on top of him.

"Yeah."

"Good." She kissed his chest, lazy and satisfied. "Because I'm not done with you yet. Not even close."

And Mark realized, somewhere in the haze of post-orgasm exhaustion, that he wasn't done with her either.

That he might never be done with her.

And that, more than anything else, was the most dangerous thought of all.


Chapter 5: Crossing the Line

The affair had teeth now. Sharp ones that bit into Mark's thoughts during the day and kept him awake at night even when he was exhausted. It wasn't just about sex anymore—though the sex was constant, relentless, the kind that left bruises and scratch marks and made him move carefully the next day so Emma wouldn't notice. It was about need. About the way Sophia looked at him like she wanted to crawl inside his skin and live there. About the way his cock got hard the moment he heard her voice through the door, before he even saw her.

Tuesday and Thursday and Saturday. Three nights a week when Emma worked doubles and Sophia showed up at seven o'clock already wet, already thinking about his cock, already planning how many times she could make him cum before midnight. They'd developed an unspoken competition—who could push further, who could ask for more, who could make the other one break first.

Saturday arrived with unseasonable warmth, Indian summer refusing to let October fully take hold. Emma left at six-thirty wearing her scrubs and carrying her usual travel mug, this one filled with cold brew because the heat made hot coffee unbearable. There was a nursing conference out of town—two days, one night—and she'd kissed Mark goodbye with genuine regret.

"I'm sorry," she'd said, her hand on his cheek. "I know you're stuck with the kids all weekend."

"It's fine," Mark had said, and meant it for entirely the wrong reasons.

"Sophia's still coming tonight, right? I already paid her for the full session even though you'll be home."

"Yeah, she's coming." His cock had twitched just saying it.

Emma had smiled, oblivious. "Good. You two seem to get along well. She's really great with the kids." A pause. "And it's nice that you have someone to talk to. I know I've been distant lately. Work has been insane."

Guilt had flashed through him—genuine, sharp—but it was gone by the time Emma's car pulled away from the curb.

Sophia's text came at six forty-five: Emma's gone for the whole night? We have until tomorrow morning?

Mark: Yeah.

Sophia: Good. I'm bringing an overnight bag. I want to wake up in your bed tomorrow covered in your cum.

His cock was already hard when the doorbell rang at seven.

Sophia stood in the hallway wearing a sundress so thin it was practically transparent in the evening light. Pale blue, almost white, with tiny yellow flowers scattered across it. The dress had a sweetheart neckline that showed the curves of her breasts, and through the fabric he could see the outline of her nipples—hard points pressing against cotton—and the shadow of her body underneath. No bra. No panties, he'd bet. The dress fell to mid-thigh, and she wore those same white Converse with no socks.

She had an overnight bag slung over one shoulder—canvas, covered in band patches and feminist slogans—and when she walked past him into the apartment, he caught her scent. Coconut and vanilla, yes, but also something sharper tonight. Not just arousal—though he could smell that, cutting through the perfume like copper through air—but something almost animal. Desperation.

Been thinking about him all day, Sophia thought, setting her bag down by the couch. Couldn't focus on anything else. Touched myself in the bathroom between classes. Came so hard I had to sit down for ten minutes after.

"Hey," she said, turning to face him, and her smile was pure hunger. "Kids ready for bed?"

"Fed and in their pajamas. They've been asking about you all day."

"Good." She walked toward him, hips swaying, and stopped close enough that he could feel her body heat. "Because after they're asleep, I'm going to ride your cock until I can't feel my legs. Then I'm going to suck you until you're hard again. Then I'm going to let you fuck my ass while I play with my pussy. And then—" She pressed her palm against his cock, already hard and straining against his jeans. "Then we're going to do it all over again."

The kids monopolized her for the next ninety minutes. Sophia played dinosaurs with Jake, helped Mia design an elaborate fairy village out of blocks, and read them both a story about a witch who accidentally turned herself into a cat. She was patient and funny and present in a way that made Mark's chest ache with something he didn't want to examine too closely.

By eight-thirty, both kids were asleep. By eight thirty-five, Sophia was pressed against the bedroom door with her dress bunched around her waist and Mark's hand between her legs.

She was soaked. Not just wet—drenched, arousal coating her inner thighs and dripping onto his hand when he slid two fingers inside her. No panties, just like he'd guessed. Her pussy was hot and tight, walls clenching around his fingers immediately.

"Fuck," she breathed, head falling back against the door. "I've been wet since this afternoon. Been thinking about your cock splitting me open. About how deep you get. About how you make me scream."

Mark added a third finger, curling them to hit that spot inside her that made her legs shake, and she whimpered—high and needy. His other hand found her breast through the thin fabric, pinching her nipple hard enough to make her gasp.

"Mark—please—need your cock—"

"Not yet." He pulled his fingers out, and she made a sound of protest. "Bedroom. I want you naked and spread out."

They stumbled down the hallway. Sophia yanked her dress over her head in one smooth motion, and then she was completely bare—tits bouncing, nipples hard, pussy glistening in the lamplight. Her body was perfect in that way that made him forget she was twenty-one, that made him forget anything except the need to be inside her.

She flopped onto the bed, legs spread wide, one hand already between her thighs. "Come here. Need to taste you first."

Mark stripped quickly—shirt, jeans, boxers all hitting the floor—and when his cock sprang free, thick and hard and already leaking, Sophia's eyes went dark with want.

"God, I love your cock," she breathed, sitting up and reaching for him. Her hand wrapped around the base, and she stroked him once, twice, spreading the precum that had beaded at the tip. "So fucking thick. Look—" She demonstrated how her fingers didn't quite meet around his girth. "You ruin me every time. Stretch me so good I feel it for days."

She leaned forward and took him into her mouth—not slow, not teasing, just swallowed him down until her nose pressed against his pelvis and his cock was buried in her throat. She gagged immediately, eyes watering, but she held him there, throat convulsing.

"Fuck, Sophia—"

She pulled back slowly, saliva dripping from her lips, and looked up at him. "I want you to fuck my face. Hard. Want you to use my throat like it's my pussy."

Want him to own me, she thought, opening her mouth wide. Want to be his completely.

Mark's hand found her hair, tangling in the honey-blonde waves, and he thrust forward. She took it, relaxing her throat, and he set a brutal pace—deep, hard thrusts that made her gag and drool and cry. Mascara ran down her cheeks in black rivers. Saliva dripped from her chin onto her tits. She looked absolutely wrecked, and it was the hottest thing he'd ever seen.

He could feel his orgasm building, balls drawing up tight, and he warned her. "Gonna cum—"

But she grabbed his ass, nails digging in, pulling him deeper. When he came it was with a groan that felt torn from his chest, and he flooded her throat. She swallowed every drop, throat working, eyes locked on his face.

When he finally pulled out, she gasped for air, coughing slightly. Her voice was already raspy when she spoke. "Now fuck me. Need your cock in my pussy. Need to feel you fill me up."

Mark pushed her back onto the bed, spreading her legs wide. Her pussy was a mess—swollen lips, clit prominent and hard, arousal dripping onto the sheets. He could smell her, that sharp sweet scent that made his mouth water, and even though he'd just cum his cock was already getting hard again.

He knelt between her thighs and dove in, tongue dragging through her folds. She tasted like salt and something sweeter, slightly tangy, addictive. When he sealed his lips around her clit and sucked, she arched off the bed with a cry.

"Yes—fuck—Mark—right there—"

He ate her with single-minded focus, tongue fucking into her pussy while his fingers found her clit, rubbing circles that started gentle and got harder. She was so wet his face was coated in her arousal, and every time he pulled back to breathe, more gushed out.

She came fast and hard, pussy clenching rhythmically against his tongue, and she screamed his name loud enough that he was grateful the kids were heavy sleepers. But he didn't stop—kept licking and sucking until she was pushing weakly at his head, sobbing.

"Too much—sensitive—Mark—"

He pulled back, wiping his mouth. His cock was fully hard now, standing straight up, and when Sophia saw it she spread her legs wider.

"Fuck me. Please fuck me. Need to feel that thick cock splitting me open."

He positioned himself at her entrance, the head of his cock pressing against her pussy, and pushed in slowly. She was so tight and wet and hot that he groaned, and she whimpered, nails digging into his shoulders.

"So big—fuck—you're so big—"

He gave her a moment to adjust, then started moving. Long, deep strokes that made her tits bounce and drew broken sounds from her throat. The smell of sex filled the room—sweat and arousal and something muskier. The sheets were already damp beneath them.

"Harder," Sophia begged. "Fuck me harder. Want to feel it tomorrow."

Mark gripped her hips, fingers digging in hard enough to bruise, and pounded into her. The bed creaked with every thrust, headboard hitting the wall in a rhythm that would have been embarrassing if either of them cared. Sophia was loud—moaning and gasping and saying his name like a prayer.

"Yes—yes—fuck—right there—so deep—you're so fucking deep—"

He's hitting everything, she thought incoherently. Cervix, g-spot, stretching me so good. Going to cum again. Going to cum on his cock.

"Mark—I'm close—I'm gonna—"

"Cum for me," he growled. "Cum on my cock like a good girl."

She shattered with a full-body shudder, pussy clenching around him in rhythmic pulses, and she screamed. Actually screamed, loud and raw and unrestrained. Mark fucked her through it, chasing his own orgasm, and when it hit he buried himself deep and flooded her with cum.

They collapsed together, both breathing hard. But Sophia didn't let him pull out. She wrapped her legs around his waist, holding him inside her.

"Stay," she breathed. "Want to feel you get hard inside me again."

And he did. It took maybe ten minutes before his cock started thickening again, still buried in her pussy, and she moaned at the sensation.

"Fuck, that's hot. Feeling you get hard while you're inside me."

They fucked again—slower this time, more deliberate. Sophia on top, riding him while her tits bounced and she rubbed her clit frantically. Then Mark flipped her over, fucking her from behind while he spanked her ass until it was red and she was crying from a mix of pleasure and pain.

At some point they moved to the shower. The water was hot, steam filling the bathroom, and Mark fucked her against the tile wall while she moaned into his shoulder. The water cascaded over them, washing away sweat and cum, and when they finished they were both exhausted.

But Sophia wasn't done.

Back in the bedroom, she pushed him onto the bed and straddled his face. "Eat me. Want your tongue in my pussy while I suck your cock."

They sixty-nined for what felt like hours, taking turns making each other cum, until Mark lost count of how many orgasms she'd had. Her pussy was swollen and oversensitive, and every time he touched her clit she jerked.

Finally, as midnight approached, they lay tangled together in the ruined sheets. The room smelled like sex—thick and musky, impossible to air out. There was cum on the sheets, on the pillows, probably on the walls. Sophia was covered in marks—bite marks on her breasts, fingerprint bruises on her hips and thighs, scratches down her back from where she'd pressed against the headboard.

She traced lazy patterns on his chest, her head resting on his shoulder. "Can I ask you something?"

"Yeah."

"Do you ever feel guilty?" Her voice was soft, thoughtful. "About us, I mean. About fucking me while Emma's at work."

Mark considered the question. The honest answer was complicated. "Sometimes. But then you show up and I stop caring."

Sophia smiled against his chest. "Good. Because I don't feel guilty at all." She propped herself up on one elbow, looking at him. "I think about her sometimes, though."

"Emma?"

"Yeah." Sophia's hand slid down his stomach, fingers ghosting over his spent cock. "I think about what would happen if she found out. If she came home early and caught us."

"She'd leave me."

"Maybe." Sophia's fingers wrapped around him, stroking gently. "Or maybe she'd watch."

Mark's cock twitched with interest despite having cum at least five times already. "Sophia—"

"I've been having this fantasy," she continued, her voice low and hypnotic. "About her coming home early from one of her shifts. Walking in on us. And instead of being angry, she just... stays. Stands in the doorway and watches you fuck me."

Want to see her face, Sophia thought. Want to see if she'd be jealous or turned on. Want to know if she still wants him the way I do.

"You're insane."

"Maybe." Sophia grinned, and despite everything they'd done, despite how exhausted they both were, she was stroking him with purpose now. "But you're getting hard again, so you like the idea."

"This is—"

"Hot?" Sophia supplied. She straddled him, positioning his cock at her entrance. "Admit it. You like the idea of her watching. Seeing how good you fuck me. How hard I cum for you. How I beg for your cock."

She sank down onto him, and they both groaned. Her pussy was tender, probably sore, but she started riding him anyway—slow, deliberate rolls of her hips.

"Picture it," she breathed. "Her standing by the door. Watching my tits bounce while I ride you. Watching your cock disappear into my pussy. Hearing me moan your name."

"Fuck," Mark groaned, hands finding her hips.

"Maybe she'd touch herself." Sophia picked up the pace, bouncing on his cock now. "Maybe she'd get so turned on watching us that she'd start playing with her pussy. Rubbing her clit while you fuck me. And then maybe—" She leaned forward, tits brushing against his chest. "Maybe she'd want to join."

The image was vivid now, impossible to ignore. Emma in the doorway, hand down her pants, face flushed with arousal instead of anger. Emma stepping forward, joining them on the bed. Emma's mouth on Sophia's tits while Mark fucked Sophia. Emma and Sophia kissing while Mark watched.

"I think she'd like it," Sophia continued, riding him harder now. "I think she's probably bored. Probably hasn't cum properly in months. And I think seeing you like this—rough and demanding, using me however you want—would turn her on."

"You've thought about this a lot."

"Every fucking day." Sophia's hand slid down to rub her clit. "I want her to watch. Want her to see that you're mine now. That I fuck you better than she ever did. That I let you do things she probably won't."

Want to prove I'm better, Sophia thought, grinding down hard. Want her to know he chose me.

She came with a broken sob, pussy clenching around him, and Mark followed seconds later—his fifth or sixth orgasm of the night, he'd lost count. They collapsed together, both trembling with exhaustion.

But this time, as they lay there in the darkness, Mark couldn't stop thinking about what Sophia had said. About Emma watching. About Emma joining.

About the possibility that his wife might want this too.

And somewhere in the haze of exhaustion and spent desire, a seed took root. A dangerous, intoxicating idea that refused to be ignored.

What if Sophia was right?

What if Emma would want to watch?

The thought terrified him and aroused him in equal measure, and as he drifted off to sleep with Sophia curled against him, he knew that this fantasy—this impossible, fucked-up fantasy—wasn't going away.

It was only going to grow.


Chapter 6: The Unraveling

Emma found the first clue on a Tuesday morning in early November when the apartment still smelled like coffee and something sweeter—vanilla, maybe, or coconut. She'd come home from her overnight shift at six AM, exhausted and smelling like antiseptic and that particular hospital scent of illness and disinfectant that clung to scrubs no matter how many times you washed them. Mark had been asleep on the couch, which wasn't unusual—he often fell asleep there when she worked late, too tired to make it to the bedroom.

What was unusual was the black lace bra she found wedged between the couch cushions.

Size 34C. Not her size. She was a 36B, had been since college, and she'd never owned anything with lace this delicate, this expensive-looking. The fabric was soft, French lace, the kind that cost money. And it was tucked deep in the cushions, like someone had been in a hurry when they dressed.

Emma held it in her hands, standing in the living room while morning light filtered through the blinds in dusty golden bars, and felt something cold settle in her stomach. Mark stirred on the couch, and she tucked the bra into her pocket before he opened his eyes.

"Hey," he said, voice rough with sleep. "You're home early."

"Shift ended on time for once." She smiled, and it felt like her face was made of plastic. "How were the kids?"

"Good. Sophia got them down by eight-thirty." He sat up, running a hand through his hair. "She's really great with them."

Sophia.

Emma nodded, went to the bedroom, and tucked the bra into the back of her underwear drawer. Then she stripped off her scrubs, showered until the water ran cold, and tried to tell herself there was a reasonable explanation.

But over the next two weeks, she found more.

A strand of honey-blonde hair on Mark's pillow. Not hers—Emma's hair was dark brown, nearly black, and this was lighter, sun-touched. A smell in the bedroom that wasn't her perfume, something tropical and sweet. Text messages on Mark's phone that he deleted too quickly when she walked into the room. The way he jumped when she came home unexpectedly on a Thursday, like she'd caught him doing something he shouldn't.

And Sophia. The way Sophia looked at Mark when she thought Emma wasn't watching—hungry and possessive, like a cat that had found cream. The way Sophia touched him, casual brushes that lasted too long. The way she showed up in tighter and tighter clothes, skirts that barely covered her ass, crop tops that showed the underside of her breasts.

Emma wasn't stupid. She'd been a nurse for eight years. She knew what people looked like when they were fucking someone they shouldn't be. The flush, the energy, the way they moved differently. Mark had all the signs. And Sophia—

Sophia had the confidence of someone who knew exactly what she was doing.

She's fucking my husband, Emma thought one Saturday morning, watching through the window as Sophia arrived for her shift. And she wants me to know.

The realization should have made her angry. Should have sent her storming down to confront them both. Instead, she felt something unexpected: curiosity. Because part of her—the part she didn't like to examine too closely—wasn't sure she cared.

She and Mark hadn't had sex in three months. Not because she didn't want to, but because she was always too tired, and he never pushed. Their marriage had become comfortable, routine, safe. They coexisted. They raised kids together. They barely touched.

And now Mark was fucking their twenty-one-year-old babysitter, and the thing Emma couldn't stop thinking about was: What does she do that I don't?



That same Saturday, Sophia showed up wearing a dress so short it was basically a shirt. Red, tight, showing every curve of her body. No bra, nipples visible through the thin fabric. She smelled like jasmine and something muskier when she walked past Emma in the doorway.

"Hey, Emma," Sophia said, and her smile was all innocence. "Long shift tonight?"

"Until tomorrow morning. Conference downtown." Emma studied her face, looking for guilt, for shame. Found nothing but confidence. "You'll be okay here alone with Mark and the kids?"

"Of course." Sophia's eyes flicked past her to where Mark was in the kitchen. "We always have a good time."

I bet you do, Emma thought.

She left at six-thirty, drove three blocks, and parked. Then she walked back to the apartment building, let herself in through the side entrance that didn't squeak, and climbed the stairs as quietly as possible. She had her key. She could come home anytime she wanted.

She told herself she was being paranoid. That she'd walk in and find Mark doing paperwork while Sophia played with the kids. That she'd prove herself wrong and could stop obsessing.

But when she opened the apartment door at nine PM—kids long asleep—she heard it immediately.

Moaning. From the bedroom. A woman's voice, high and breathy, saying Mark's name over and over like a prayer.

Emma stood frozen in the hallway, her keys still in her hand, and something hot and sharp lanced through her chest. Anger, yes, but also—

Arousal.

She moved quietly down the hallway, following the sounds. The bedroom door was cracked open, lamplight spilling out, and she could see everything.

Sophia was on the bed on her hands and knees, that red dress bunched around her waist. Her ass was in the air, pale and round, and Mark was behind her, cock buried deep in her pussy, pounding into her with a force that made the headboard slam against the wall.

"Fuck—Mark—yes—harder—"

Oh god, Emma thought, and her hand moved to her mouth to stifle any sound. They're really doing it. Right here. In our bed.

She should leave. Should storm in. Should scream. But instead she stood there, watching through the crack in the door, and felt heat pool between her legs.

Sophia looked wrecked—hair tangled, makeup smeared, tits bouncing with every thrust. Mark's hands gripped her hips hard enough to leave bruises, and his face was twisted with pleasure in a way Emma hadn't seen in years. He looked alive. Desperate. Completely lost in it.

"Gonna cum," Sophia gasped. "Oh fuck—Mark—I'm gonna cum on your cock—"

"Do it," Mark growled, and Emma barely recognized his voice. "Cum for me. Show me how good I fuck you."

Sophia came with a scream she tried to muffle in the pillow, her whole body shaking, and Mark followed seconds later—pulling out to cum on her ass, thick white ropes coating her skin.

Emma's hand had somehow found its way into her pants. She was touching herself through her panties, feeling how wet she was, how hard her clit had gotten just from watching. What is wrong with me? she thought wildly. I should be furious. I should be destroying them both.

But instead she was turned on. Watching her husband fuck their babysitter was the hottest thing she'd seen in years.

She pulled her hand away, backed out of the apartment quietly, and sat in her car for twenty minutes trying to process what she'd just seen. Trying to understand why her first instinct hadn't been rage.

Finally, she started the car and drove to her conference. Checked into her hotel room. Stripped off her clothes and touched herself in the shower, replaying the image of Mark's cock disappearing into Sophia's pussy, the sound of Sophia screaming his name, the way they moved together like they'd done it a thousand times.

She came harder than she had in months.

And when she lay in bed afterward, staring at the ceiling, she realized something: she didn't want to stop them.

She wanted to watch.



Mark didn't know Emma had seen. Didn't know she knew. And Sophia—Sophia was getting bolder by the day, pushing boundaries, daring the universe to catch them.

Tuesday night, Emma's next shift, Sophia showed up in a crop top and the shortest shorts Mark had ever seen. They barely covered her ass, and when she bent over to pick up Jake's toy car, he could see the curve of her pussy lips through the thin fabric.

"No panties?" he asked when the kids were finally asleep.

"Didn't see the point." Sophia pushed him against the wall in the hallway, her hand finding his cock through his jeans. "Been wet since this afternoon thinking about you fucking me in your office. Want you to bend me over your desk and use me."

Sophia Chen thought: God, I love how hard he gets for me. Love knowing I can make him lose control.

They fucked in his office—Sophia bent over the desk, face pressed against his financial reports while he pounded into her from behind. The desk creaked with every thrust, and she was loud, shameless, moaning and begging him to fuck her harder.

"Someone might hear," Mark hissed, but he didn't slow down.

"Don't care," Sophia gasped. "Want everyone to know you're mine. Want Emma to hear me screaming your name."

The mention of Emma should have been like cold water. Instead it made him fuck her harder, made him grip her hips and slam into her until she was sobbing into the paperwork.

When they finished, there was cum on his quarterly projections. Sophia laughed, wiping it up with her discarded crop top, and said, "Guess you'll have to redo those."

Thursday was even riskier. Emma was supposed to be gone until midnight, but she texted at nine saying she might come home early—patient stabilized faster than expected, shift might end at ten.

Sophia was riding Mark on the couch when the text came through, and she just grinned.

"Better fuck me faster then," she said, grinding down hard. "Want to cum before she gets here. Want to feel you fill me up."

Sophia Chen thought: Hope she does come home early. Hope she catches us. Want to see her face when she realizes her husband belongs to me now.

They fucked frantically, racing against time. Mark came inside her at nine forty-five, flooding her pussy with cum, and Sophia barely had time to clean up before they heard keys in the door.

Emma walked in at nine fifty to find them sitting on opposite ends of the couch, fully dressed, watching a movie like nothing had happened. But the apartment still smelled like sex—sweat and arousal and cum—and Emma's eyes went dark when she breathed it in.

"Everything okay?" Emma asked, and her voice was carefully neutral.

"Great," Sophia said, smiling. "Kids went down easy."

Emma nodded slowly, her eyes moving between them. She knew. Mark was sure she knew. But she didn't say anything, just went to the bedroom and closed the door.

Sophia left at ten, and when she hugged Mark goodbye at the door, she whispered, "I think she knows. I think she's been watching."

"You're paranoid."

"Maybe." Sophia's hand squeezed his ass through his jeans. "But I think she liked it."



Saturday was the closest they came to disaster.

Emma was supposed to work until three AM. Mark had checked the schedule himself, had seen it written in Emma's handwriting on the calendar. Three AM. Which meant they had until at least two-thirty before he needed to worry.

Sophia arrived at seven wearing a trench coat and nothing else. Literally nothing—when she opened the coat in the doorway, she was completely naked underneath. Tits, pussy, everything on display.

"Holy shit," Mark breathed.

"Surprise." She stepped inside, letting the coat pool at her feet. "Kids asleep yet?"

They weren't. And watching Sophia play with Mia and Jake while wearing only a trench coat was the most stressful hour of Mark's life. Every time she bent over, the coat rode up. Every time she reached for something, he caught glimpses of skin that made his cock hard.

By eight-thirty, the kids were finally asleep, and Sophia dropped the coat immediately.

"Bedroom," she commanded. "I want you to fuck every hole tonight. Pussy, ass, mouth. I want to be dripping with your cum by the time I leave."

They fucked for hours. Mark lost count of how many times they came, how many positions they tried. Sophia was insatiable, demanding, pushing him past exhaustion into some primal space where nothing existed except her body and his need to fill it.

At midnight, she was riding him reverse cowgirl, his cock buried in her ass while she played with her clit frantically. They were both covered in sweat, the sheets soaked, the room smelling like a brothel.

And then they heard it: keys in the front door.

"Fuck," Mark hissed, and Sophia jumped off him immediately. "She's home early—"

"Closet," Sophia whispered, grabbing her coat. "I'll hide in the closet."

She barely made it inside before Emma's footsteps sounded in the hallway. Mark yanked on his boxers, threw himself under the covers, and tried to slow his racing heart.

Emma opened the bedroom door. "Mark?"

"Hey," he said, and his voice cracked. "You're home early."

"Patient coded. They called in extra staff." She was studying him, eyes sharp. "Are you okay? You look flushed."

"Just—was sleeping. Having a weird dream."

Emma's eyes moved around the room, taking in the rumpled sheets, the smell of sex that hung heavy in the air, the suspicious absence of any other explanation. Her gaze landed on the closet door, which wasn't quite closed all the way.

Mark's heart stopped.

Sophia Chen thought from inside the closet: Oh god, she's going to open it. She's going to find me. Fuck fuck fuck—but also, god, this is hot. Hiding while Emma's right there. Still feeling Mark's cum leaking out of my ass.

Emma walked toward the closet, and Mark's mind raced for excuses, explanations, anything—

But she stopped. Turned back to him. "I'm going to shower. Long night."

And she left, closing the bedroom door behind her.

They waited until they heard the shower running, and then Sophia burst out of the closet, eyes wild with adrenaline. "Holy shit," she whispered. "She almost caught us. She knew I was in there. I know she did."

"Then why didn't she open it?"

"I don't know." Sophia was grinning now, that reckless smile that meant she was turned on by the danger. "But that was fucking hot."

She left through the bedroom window—they were on the ground floor, thankfully—and Mark lay in bed listening to Emma shower, wondering how much longer they could keep this up.

Wondering if Emma already knew.

Wondering, with a spike of fear and arousal, what would happen when she finally stopped pretending she didn't.



The affair had developed a pattern, but now the pattern was cracking. Becoming unstable. Emma was circling closer, and Sophia was pushing harder, and Mark was caught between them both—between his wife who might know and his mistress who wanted her to.

Sunday morning, Emma made pancakes and didn't mention the smell of sex that had still lingered in the bedroom. Didn't mention the blonde hair on his pillow. Didn't mention anything except asking if Sophia was coming back Tuesday.

"Yeah," Mark said. "She's scheduled."

"Good." Emma smiled, and it didn't reach her eyes. "I like her. She's... energetic."

Mark couldn't tell if that was code for something. Couldn't tell if Emma was playing a game he didn't understand. All he knew was that the walls were closing in, and Sophia showed no signs of slowing down.

In fact, the next time she came over—Tuesday night, Emma gone for another double shift—Sophia had a new request.

"I want to do it in your bed," she said as soon as the kids were asleep. "In the bed you share with Emma. Want to cum on her sheets. Want her to smell me when she sleeps there."

Sophia Chen thought: Want to mark my territory. Want Emma to know that he's mine now. That I've claimed him in every way that matters.

And Mark, despite knowing it was insane, despite knowing they were on the edge of getting caught, said yes.

Because he was too far gone to say anything else.

They fucked in his marital bed, and Sophia was loud—screaming his name, begging him to fuck her harder, talking about how good his cock felt, how deep he got, how she loved being his dirty secret. When she came, she squirted, soaking Emma's side of the bed, and she laughed at the mess.

"Oops," she said, not sorry at all. "Guess you'll have to change the sheets before she gets home."

Mark changed them at two AM, throwing the soaked sheets in the wash and replacing them with fresh ones. But even after they were clean, even after the bed was made, he could still smell Sophia—coconut and vanilla and sex.

And when Emma came home at six AM and crawled into bed beside him, she breathed in deep, and he could have sworn she smiled.

Like she knew exactly what had happened there.

Like she was planning something.

And for the first time, Mark felt real fear—not of getting caught, but of what would happen next.

Because Emma wasn't stupid.

And if she knew—if she'd been watching, waiting—then she was letting it continue for a reason.

The question was: what did she want?

And Mark was terrified to find out.


Chapter 7: The Decision

Emma had been planning this for three weeks, and in those three weeks, she'd touched herself more times than she had in the previous year.

Three weeks since she'd first caught them—standing in the darkened hallway of her own home at nine-thirty on a Thursday night, keys still in her trembling hand, watching through the crack in the bedroom door as her husband of seven years fucked their twenty-one-year-old babysitter with a raw animalistic intensity she hadn't seen from him since their honeymoon. Three weeks of pretending she didn't know, of going through the motions of her marriage while images of Mark's thick cock sliding into Sophia's tight pink pussy played on repeat in her mind. Three weeks of watching them get bolder and sloppier—finding cum stains on the sheets, smelling Sophia's perfume on Mark's skin, catching the way they looked at each other when they thought she wasn't watching. Three weeks of touching herself in hospital bathrooms during breaks, in her car before coming home, in hotel rooms during conferences, always replaying that first moment of discovery.

The answer to what she wanted had surprised her. She'd expected rage, devastation, the urge to burn everything down. Instead, she'd felt a spike of arousal so intense it had made her knees weak. Her hand had found its way into her scrubs before she'd even realized what she was doing, and she'd stood there in the hallway touching herself while Mark pounded into Sophia, while Sophia screamed his name, while the bed—their marital bed—creaked with their fucking.

She didn't want to leave Mark. Didn't want to fire Sophia. Didn't even want them to stop.

She wanted to watch. And then she wanted to join.

The realization had hit her at two in the morning while lying in a hotel bed, fingers buried in her pussy, imagining what it would feel like to have Sophia's mouth on her tits while Mark fucked her from behind. She'd cum so hard she'd had to bite the pillow to keep from screaming, and in the clarity that followed, she'd known exactly what she needed to do.

Emma Chen wasn't a passive person. She hadn't become a charge nurse at thirty-two by waiting for things to happen to her. If her husband was fucking their babysitter, and if that turned her on instead of breaking her heart, then she was going to take control of the situation. She was going to orchestrate exactly what she wanted.

And what she wanted was both of them.



Saturday morning, Emma traded shifts with Jessica—a favor Jessica had been asking for weeks anyway. Emma was scheduled for an overnight shift, seven PM to seven AM, which meant Mark and Sophia thought they had twelve hours of freedom. Twelve hours to fuck in every room of the apartment, to leave their marks on Emma's sheets, to be as loud and messy as they wanted.

Except Emma was coming home at ten o'clock. And this time, she wasn't going to hide in the hallway. This time, she was going to walk right in and tell them exactly what she wanted.

The day crawled by with agonizing slowness. Emma made breakfast—pancakes and bacon, Mark's favorite—and watched him across the table. He looked good lately. Better than he had in months. There was color in his cheeks, energy in his movements, a lightness that had been missing. The affair was good for him, Emma realized. Good for both of them, in a twisted way. Their marriage had been dying slowly, suffocated by routine and exhaustion and the demands of raising two small children. But now Mark was alive again.

Because of Sophia.

Emma found herself studying Sophia's Instagram while Mia and Jake watched cartoons. The girl was beautiful—there was no denying that. Honey-blonde hair that caught light like spun gold, green eyes that tilted up at the corners, full lips that looked made for wrapping around a cock. Her body was what Emma's had been ten years ago: tight stomach, perky tits, an ass that defied gravity. In one photo, Sophia wore a bikini at some beach, and Emma found herself staring at the curve of her hips, the way water droplets caught on her skin, imagining what it would feel like to run her tongue along that stomach.

I want to taste her, Emma thought, and the realization sent heat flooding between her legs. I want to know what she tastes like. What her pussy tastes like when Mark's been inside her. What her mouth tastes like after she's swallowed his cum.

By six PM, Emma was vibrating with anticipation. She put on her scrubs—the navy blue ones that made her eyes look darker—and took extra care with her appearance. Makeup, even though she usually didn't bother for night shifts. A spritz of perfume. Hair pulled back in a neat ponytail. She wanted to look good for this. Wanted them to see her as more than just the tired wife they'd been sneaking around.

Sophia arrived at six forty-five, and Emma opened the door to find her wearing a black mini dress that was basically lingerie masquerading as clothing. The fabric was thin enough to show the outline of her nipples—no bra, Emma noted—and short enough that Emma could see the lace edge of her panties when Sophia bent to set down her bag. Red lace. Sophia was wearing red lace panties under a dress that screamed "fuck me," and she was walking into Emma's home to fuck Emma's husband.

And Emma's pussy clenched with want.

"Hey, Emma," Sophia said, and her smile was all innocence and light. But Emma could see the hunger underneath, the way Sophia's eyes flicked past her to where Mark was in the kitchen. The girl was already wet—Emma could see it in the flush on her cheeks, the way she shifted her weight, the subtle scent of arousal that cut through her jasmine perfume.

She's been thinking about him all day, Emma realized. She's been wet since this afternoon, touching herself and thinking about my husband's cock.

"Hey, Sophia." Emma grabbed her bag, checked her phone like she was making sure she had everything. "Long shift tonight. I probably won't be home until morning."

"No problem." Sophia's voice was steady, confident. "Mark and I will hold down the fort."

I bet you will, Emma thought. You'll be holding down his cock with your pussy in about two hours.

Emma kissed Mark goodbye—a real kiss, longer than necessary, tongue sliding against his in a way that made his eyes widen in surprise. When she pulled back, she could see the confusion on his face. They hadn't kissed like that in months.

"Love you," she said, and meant it.

"Love you too," he replied, still looking confused.

Emma left at six forty-five, drove around the block three times to make sure she had the timing right, then parked three streets over in a spot where her car wouldn't be visible from their building. She walked to the coffee shop on the corner—the one with the good lattes and the comfortable chairs—and ordered a large coffee she didn't really want. She just needed somewhere to wait.

At seven-thirty, she checked her phone. A text from Mark: Kids are asking when you'll be home. Told them tomorrow.

Emma: Miss me already?

Mark: Always.

Liar, Emma thought, but without malice. You're probably already thinking about Sophia's tits.

At eight o'clock, she paid for her coffee and left. At eight-thirty, she walked back toward their apartment building, her heart pounding so hard she could feel it in her throat. This was it. This was the moment everything changed.

She let herself in through the side entrance—the one that didn't squeak, the one she'd specifically told Mark about when they'd first moved in three years ago. The hallway was dim, lit only by the flickering fluorescent light that the building superintendent kept promising to fix. Emma's footsteps were silent on the worn carpet as she climbed the stairs to the third floor.

Outside their apartment door, she paused. Pressed her ear to the wood. Silence. Either they were being quiet, or the kids weren't asleep yet.

She checked her phone. Eight forty-five.

At nine o'clock, she heard it: the distinctive sound of Mia's door closing. Sophia's voice, soft and melodic, singing a lullaby. Then silence again.

Emma waited. Five minutes. Ten. At nine-fifteen, she heard a different sound: a moan. Female. Sophia's voice, but deeper, needier. Then Mark's voice, too low to make out words but unmistakably his.

They're starting, Emma thought, and heat flooded through her. They're fucking. Right now. In my bed.

She gave them fifteen more minutes. Let them get into it. Let them get so lost in each other that they wouldn't notice the door opening. Let them think they were safe.

At nine-thirty, Emma unlocked the door as quietly as possible and slipped inside.

The living room was empty—toys scattered across the floor, the TV still on but muted. Emma moved through the space like a ghost, her nurse's training helping her step silently around the squeaky floorboards. Down the hallway. Past the kids' rooms—both doors closed, thank god. Toward the master bedroom.

The door was cracked open, lamplight spilling out, and Emma could hear everything now. Sophia's moans, high and desperate. Mark's grunts, primal and raw. The wet slap of skin on skin. The creak of bedsprings. The headboard hitting the wall in a rhythm that Emma recognized from years of marriage.

He's fucking her hard, Emma thought, her hand sliding down to press against her pussy through her scrubs. God, he's really giving it to her.

She positioned herself where she could see through the crack in the door, and her breath caught.

They were on the bed—her bed, the one she'd shared with Mark for seven years—and they were completely lost in each other. Sophia was on her back, legs spread wide, and that black dress was bunched up around her waist. Her tits were out—full and round, smaller than Emma's but perfectly shaped, with pink nipples that were hard and begging for attention. Her head was thrown back, blonde hair spread across Emma's pillows, and her mouth was open in a silent scream.

And Mark—god, Mark looked like a different person. His face was twisted with pleasure and concentration, sweat dripping down his chest, muscles tensing with every thrust. His hands gripped Sophia's hips hard enough to leave bruises, and Emma could see the strain in his arms, the way his whole body was focused on fucking this girl as hard as he possibly could.

But what made Emma's pussy clench—what made her bite her lip to keep from moaning—was Mark's cock. She'd forgotten how thick he was, how impressive. Nine inches and thick as her wrist, veiny and curved slightly upward. And she could see it—actually see it—sliding in and out of Sophia's pussy with every thrust. Could see the way Sophia's lips stretched around his girth, pink and swollen. Could see the way her pussy gripped him, how it glistened with arousal in the lamplight. Could see cream coating his shaft, white and thick, evidence of how wet Sophia was, how much she wanted this.

"Fuck—Mark—yes—" Sophia's voice was hoarse, broken. "Right there—so deep—you're so fucking deep—"

Mark didn't respond with words. Just fucked her harder, the headboard slamming against the wall so hard Emma worried it would wake the kids. His balls slapped against Sophia's ass with every thrust, and Emma could see them—heavy and full, tight against his body, and she remembered how they felt in her hand, how Mark would groan when she played with them during sex.

Does Sophia do that? Emma wondered, her fingers pressing harder against her clit through the fabric of her scrubs. Does she cup his balls while he fucks her? Does she squeeze them the way he likes?

"Gonna cum," Sophia gasped, and her whole body was tensing, thighs shaking. "Oh god—Mark—I'm gonna cum on your cock—"

"Do it," Mark growled, and Emma barely recognized his voice. This wasn't her gentle husband, the man who asked permission before trying new positions. This was someone primal, someone who knew exactly what he wanted and how to take it. "Cum for me. Show me what a good little slut you are."

He's never called me that, Emma thought, and instead of jealousy, she felt arousal spike even higher. He's never talked to me like that. Never been that rough.

Sophia came with a scream she tried to muffle in the pillow, her whole body convulsing, and Emma watched her pussy clench rhythmically around Mark's cock—watched the way it squeezed him, milked him, tried to pull him deeper. Watched the way more cream flooded out around his shaft, coating his balls, dripping onto the sheets.

My sheets, Emma thought. She's cumming on my sheets. They're going to smell like her. Like them.

Mark kept fucking her through it, chasing his own orgasm, and Sophia was sobbing now—overstimulated, too sensitive, but still taking it. Still letting him use her. Emma could see the tears streaming down her face, mixing with her mascara, and it was the hottest thing Emma had ever seen.

"Mark—too much—I can't—"

"You can," Mark said, and one hand slid up her body to wrap around her throat. Not choking her, just holding her. Claiming her. "You can take it. You always take it so fucking well."

And Sophia nodded, fresh arousal flooding her pussy at the dominance, and Emma felt her own pussy clench in response. I want that, Emma realized. I want him to hold my throat like that. Want him to make me take it even when it's too much. Want him to see me as more than just his tired wife.

Mark's rhythm was getting erratic, thrusts becoming desperate, and Emma knew he was close. She'd been married to him for seven years—she knew all his tells. The way his jaw clenched. The way his breath came in short gasps. The way his whole body tensed.

"Gonna cum," he warned, and started to pull out.

But Sophia wrapped her legs around his waist, holding him inside. "No—inside me—want to feel you fill me up—"

Mark came with a groan that sounded like it was torn from his soul, and Emma watched his body shudder, watched his cock pulse inside Sophia's pussy. Could imagine exactly how it felt—the hot flood of cum, the way he always seemed to cum forever, how full he'd make her feel.

They collapsed together, both breathing hard, and Emma stood in the hallway with her hand down her pants, three fingers buried in her soaking pussy. She was close—so close—but she didn't want to cum yet. Not here. Not alone.

She wanted them to know she was watching.

Emma pulled her hand from her pants, adjusted her scrubs, and took a deep breath. Then she opened the bedroom door and cleared her throat.

The effect was immediate and comical. Mark jerked back like he'd been electrocuted, his cock sliding out of Sophia's pussy with an obscene wet sound. Sophia's eyes went wide—genuinely terrified—and she scrambled to pull her dress down, to cover herself, her face draining of color.

"Emma—" Mark started, and his voice was panicked, desperate. "I can explain—this isn't—we were just—"

"Don't," Emma said, and her voice was steady. Calm. She closed the door behind her and leaned against it, arms crossed. "I know. I've known for weeks."

Sophia Chen thought: Oh fuck. Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck. She's going to kill us. She's going to throw me out and divorce him and I'm going to lose everything and—

Mark thought: This is it. This is where everything falls apart. Where I lose my wife, my kids, my home. Where I destroy everything I've built because I couldn't keep my dick in my pants.

But Emma didn't look angry. She looked... something else. Her eyes were dark, pupils blown wide, and there was a flush high on her cheekbones that had nothing to do with anger.

She looked aroused.

"I saw you," Emma continued, pushing off from the door and walking toward the bed. Both Mark and Sophia were frozen, watching her like rabbits watching a wolf. "Three weeks ago. I came home early and watched through the door." Her eyes moved between them, taking in Mark's softening cock still glistening with Sophia's arousal, Sophia's swollen pussy leaking cum onto the sheets. "And I've been thinking about it ever since."

Mark found his voice, though it cracked. "Emma—I'm sorry—I never meant to—"

"I don't want an apology," Emma interrupted. She reached the foot of the bed and looked down at them both. At her husband of seven years and the twenty-one-year-old girl who'd somehow breathed life back into their dying marriage. "I want to watch."

Silence. Complete, total silence. Sophia and Mark stared at her like she'd started speaking a language neither of them understood.

"What?" Mark said finally.

Emma sat down in the chair by the bed—the reading chair she'd bought at an estate sale two years ago and never actually read in. The leather was cool against her legs when she crossed them. "I want to watch you fuck her," she said, and her voice was steady. Matter-of-fact. Like she was discussing dinner plans. "I want to see what you do with her. I want to see why she makes you look more alive than I have in years." She looked at Sophia, who was still frozen with shock. "And I want to see if she's really as good as she thinks she is."

Sophia Chen thought: Holy shit. Holy shit. This is actually happening. The fantasy I've been having for months. Emma wants to watch. She wants to watch Mark fuck me. This is insane. This is perfect. This is—

Sophia sat up slowly, tugging her dress down to cover herself more completely. Her mascara was smeared, lips swollen, hair tangled. She looked thoroughly fucked, and Emma found herself wanting to reach out and touch her. "You're serious," Sophia said, and it wasn't a question.

"Completely." Emma leaned back in the chair, her hand sliding down to rest on her thigh. Close to her pussy. Not quite touching yet, but the intention was clear. "So keep going. Pretend I'm not here. Fuck her, Mark. Show me what you've been doing behind my back for the last three months."

Mark looked between his wife and his mistress, and Emma could see the moment the shock wore off and understanding took its place. Could see his cock starting to harden again despite having just cum, blood rushing back at the sheer wrongness and rightness of the situation. He was still Mark—still her husband, still fundamentally a good person—but there was something else there too. Something darker. Hunger. Permission.

"You're sure?" he asked Emma, and his voice was rough. "You really want this?"

"I'm sure." Emma's hand slid higher on her thigh, fingers brushing the hem of her scrub pants. "Now fuck her. I want to see her scream your name."

Sophia made the decision for both of them. She lay back down on the bed, pushing her dress up around her waist again, and spread her legs wide. Her pussy was a mess—swollen and red, cum leaking out, lips parted and glistening. "You heard her," Sophia said, and her voice was steadier now. Confident. Challenging. "Fuck me. Show your wife how good you make me feel."

Sophia Chen thought: This is it. This is the moment I've been waiting for. Emma's going to watch Mark wreck me, and she's going to see that I'm better than her. That I let him do things she won't. That I'm his now.

Mark climbed back onto the bed, his cock fully hard now—thick and veiny and curving up toward his stomach. Emma watched it bob with his movement, watched a bead of precum form at the tip, and her mouth watered. She'd forgotten how much she loved his cock. How it felt in her hand, her mouth, her pussy. How it stretched her, filled her, made her feel complete.

And now she was going to watch it fill someone else.

Mark positioned himself between Sophia's thighs, and Emma had a perfect view. Could see his cock pressing against Sophia's entrance—the way the head spread her lips, the way her pussy tried to clench around him before he was even inside. Could see his hands gripping her hips, fingers digging into flesh hard enough to leave marks tomorrow.

He pushed in slowly—giving Emma time to see every inch disappear. Sophia's pussy stretched around him, pink flesh gripping his dark shaft, and Sophia made a sound that was half moan, half sob.

"Oh fuck," Sophia breathed. "Yes—so thick—fills me so fucking good—"

Emma thought: God, his cock looks huge in her. She's so much tighter than me. Younger. I forgot how thick he is. How it feels to be that full.

Emma's hand slid into her scrub pants, fingers finding her pussy through her panties. She was soaked—had been since she first heard them through the door—and the fabric was clinging to her, molded to the shape of her cunt. She pressed against her clit, just light pressure, and bit her lip to keep from moaning.

Mark started moving—slow, deep thrusts that made Sophia's tits bounce and drew broken sounds from her throat. Emma watched his cock slide out until just the head was inside, watched it glisten with their combined fluids, watched it disappear again. Over and over. Hypnotic. Perfect.

"Harder," Sophia begged, and her hands found Mark's shoulders, nails digging in. "Fuck me harder. Show her how you use me."

Mark gripped her hips tighter and pounded into her, and the sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room. Sophia was loud—moaning and gasping and saying Mark's name over and over—and Emma rubbed herself faster, matching the rhythm of his thrusts.

This was wrong. She should be angry. Should be hurt. Should be throwing them both out. But instead she was more turned on than she'd been in years. Watching her husband fuck another woman was the hottest thing she'd ever experienced.

"Touch yourself," Emma said suddenly, her voice rough with arousal. Both Mark and Sophia looked at her—Mark's rhythm faltering for a moment—and Emma met Sophia's eyes. "Touch your clit while he fucks you. I want to see you cum again."

Sophia Chen thought: She's giving orders. Taking control. Fuck, that's hot. She's not just watching—she's orchestrating this. She wants to see me cum. Wants to see Mark make me cum.

Sophia's hand slid down her stomach to her pussy, fingers finding her clit and rubbing in fast circles. "Like this?" she gasped.

"Exactly like that." Emma had her hand fully down her pants now, three fingers buried in her pussy, rubbing her clit with her thumb. Her scrub pants were tented obscenely, and she didn't care. "Mark, tell her how good she feels."

Mark's eyes were dark, wild. "So fucking tight," he groaned, never breaking rhythm. "So wet. Pussy grips my cock like a vice. Takes it so fucking well."

"Does she feel better than me?" Emma asked, and there was no anger in the question. Only genuine curiosity. Need.

Mark hesitated—some part of him still loyal, still trying not to hurt her—but Sophia answered for him.

"He fucks me differently than he fucks you," Sophia said, breathless. "Rougher. Dirtier. He lets himself go with me. He—ah!—he uses me how he wants."

Emma thought: She's right. I can see it. The way he's not holding back. The way he's claiming her. When's the last time he fucked me like that? When's the last time I let him?

"Show me," Emma demanded, and her fingers were working her clit frantically now. She was close—so close—but she wanted to cum with them. Wanted to watch them fall apart. "Show me how rough you get with her."

Mark pulled out completely, and Sophia whimpered at the loss. Then he flipped her over—rough, manhandling her—and yanked her hips up so her ass was in the air. The black dress was bunched around her waist, and Emma had a perfect view of Sophia's pussy—swollen and dripping, Mark's cum leaking out, pink and used and perfect.

Mark slammed back in, and Sophia screamed into the pillow. He didn't give her time to adjust, didn't go slow. Just fucked her brutally—hard, fast thrusts that made her ass jiggle and her voice break with every impact.

"Yes—fuck—Mark—harder—use me—"

He spanked her ass, and the crack of palm on flesh made Emma gasp. A red handprint bloomed on Sophia's pale skin—vivid and stark—and Mark did it again. And again. And again. Until Sophia was sobbing into the pillow, until her ass was covered in marks that would last for days.

"You like that?" Mark growled, and Emma barely recognized his voice. This was someone primal. Someone who knew exactly what he wanted. "Like being used? Like being my dirty little slut?"

"Yes—god yes—love it—"

Emma came then—hard, sudden, her pussy clenching around her fingers as pleasure crashed through her. She had to bite her fist to keep from crying out, her whole body shaking in the chair. Through the haze of her orgasm, she watched Mark fuck Sophia, watched the way his cock disappeared into her over and over, watched Sophia's body shake with the force of it.

"I'm gonna cum," Sophia gasped. "Oh god—Mark—your cock—I'm gonna cum on your cock again—"

"Do it," Mark commanded. "Cum for me. Show Emma what a good little slut you are for me."

Sophia came with a scream muffled by the pillow, her whole body convulsing, and Emma watched her pussy clench rhythmically around Mark's cock. Watched more cream flood out. Watched the way Mark's rhythm faltered as Sophia's pussy tried to milk him.

But he didn't cum yet. Pulled out instead, breathing hard, his cock bobbing and dripping with Sophia's arousal. Sophia turned around immediately—knew what he wanted—and took him in her mouth without being asked.

Emma thought: God. She knows him. Knows exactly what he wants. How many times have they done this? How many times has she swallowed his cum?

Emma watched Sophia swallow Mark's cock—watched it disappear between her lips, watched the way her throat bulged when he hit deep. Watched the way she didn't gag, just took it. Took all nine inches like she'd been made for it.

"Fuck her mouth," Emma heard herself say, her voice hoarse. "Use her throat."

Mark's hands found Sophia's hair, tangling in the blonde waves, and he fucked her face. Hard. Brutal. Holding her down until tears streamed down her cheeks, until saliva dripped from her chin, until she was gagging and choking but still not pulling away.

When Mark came, he held her down, cock buried in her throat, and Sophia swallowed every drop. Her throat worked, swallowing and swallowing, and when he finally pulled out she gasped for air, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand.

"How was that?" Sophia asked, and despite the tears and smeared makeup and swollen lips, she was grinning.

Emma stood up from the chair. Her scrubs were rumpled, her hair messy, and there was a dark wet spot on the crotch of her pants where she'd cum in them. She walked to the bed slowly, deliberately, and both Mark and Sophia watched her with wide eyes.

"Good," Emma said when she reached them. She looked down at Sophia—at this beautiful young woman who'd somehow brought life back to her dying marriage. "But I think we can do better."

She reached out and cupped Sophia's cheek, thumb brushing over her swollen bottom lip. Sophia's eyes went even wider, her breath catching.

"Stand up," Emma commanded softly.

Sophia Chen thought: Oh fuck. Oh fuck. She's going to touch me. Emma's going to touch me. This is happening. This is really happening.

Sophia stood on shaky legs, the black dress still bunched around her waist, and Emma circled her slowly. Studying her. Taking in every detail. Sophia was shorter than Emma by three or four inches, curvier in some places, leaner in others. Her tits were smaller but perfectly shaped, nipples pink and hard. Her stomach was flat, showing the faint definition of abs—youth and good genetics. Her hips flared out in a way that Emma's used to before two kids. And her pussy—god, her pussy was a work of art. Smooth and waxed except for a small strip of blonde hair, lips swollen and glistening, Mark's cum leaking out slowly.

"You're beautiful," Emma said finally, and Sophia's cheeks flushed deeper. "I can see why he wanted you."

"Thank you," Sophia whispered.

Emma reached out and cupped one of Sophia's breasts, thumb brushing over the nipple, and Sophia gasped. The skin was soft, warm, and the nipple hardened even more under Emma's touch. Emma had never touched another woman like this—had fantasized about it sometimes, late at night when Mark was already asleep, but never acted on it.

Until now.

"Sensitive?" Emma asked, pinching the nipple lightly.

"Yes," Sophia breathed.

"Good." Emma pinched harder, and Sophia moaned—a high, needy sound that went straight to Emma's clit. "Mark, sit down. I want you to watch me."

Mark thought: Holy fuck. Emma's going to—is she really going to—oh my god.

Mark sat in the chair Emma had vacated, his cock already starting to harden again despite having just cum. Emma guided Sophia to the bed and pushed her down gently. Sophia went willingly, lying back with her legs slightly parted, and Emma climbed on top of her, straddling her hips.

For a moment they just looked at each other. Emma in her scrubs, Sophia in her ruined dress. Then Emma leaned down and kissed her.

It wasn't like kissing Mark. Sophia's lips were softer, smaller, and she tasted like mint and something sweeter—and underneath that, the taste of Mark's cum. Emma's tongue pushed into Sophia's mouth, and Sophia responded immediately, her hands finding Emma's hair, kissing back with equal hunger.

Sophia Chen thought: Emma tastes like coffee and something else. She kisses different than Mark—softer but more demanding. Her tongue is smaller but she knows how to use it. Oh god, her tits are pressing against mine and I can feel how hard her nipples are through her scrubs.

When Emma pulled back, both of them were breathing hard. Emma's pupils were blown wide, her lips wet and swollen. "I've been thinking about this," Emma admitted. "Wondering what it would be like. What you taste like."

"And?" Sophia asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

"You taste like my husband's cum," Emma said, and then grinned. "I like it."

She kissed down Sophia's neck, sucking hard enough to leave marks—claiming her, the same way Mark had. Sophia's head fell back, exposing her throat, and she moaned when Emma bit down on her pulse point.

"Emma—god—yes—"

Emma moved lower, pushing the dress up and out of the way. She took one of Sophia's nipples in her mouth, sucking hard, and Sophia arched off the bed with a cry. The nipple was hard against Emma's tongue, and when she bit down gently, Sophia's hips bucked.

"You like that?" Emma asked, moving to the other nipple. "Like having your tits played with?"

"Yes—fuck—don't stop—"

Emma didn't stop. She sucked and bit and licked until both of Sophia's nipples were red and swollen, until Sophia was whimpering and grinding her hips against Emma's stomach. Then Emma moved lower, kissing down Sophia's flat stomach, over her belly button, down to the neat strip of blonde hair.

And there—right there—was Sophia's pussy. Swollen and dripping, pink and perfect, still leaking Mark's cum. Emma had never eaten pussy before. Had never even really thought about it seriously. But now, faced with Sophia's cunt spread open in front of her, she wanted it more than she'd wanted anything in years.

"Watch me make her cum," Emma said to Mark without looking away from Sophia's pussy. Then she dove in.

The taste hit her immediately—salt and musk and something sweeter. Sophia's arousal mixed with Mark's cum, creating a flavor that was uniquely them. Emma dragged her tongue through Sophia's folds, from her entrance to her clit, and Sophia screamed.

"Holy fuck—Emma—your tongue—oh god—"

Emma thought: She tastes amazing. Like sex and sweat and Mark. I can taste him in her. Can taste their fucking. And I love it. I fucking love it.

Emma had never done this before, but she'd fantasized about it enough to know what she wanted to do. She sealed her lips around Sophia's clit and sucked hard, and Sophia's thighs clamped around her head. Emma's tongue circled the sensitive bud, flicking and pressing and sucking, while her fingers found Sophia's entrance.

She pushed two fingers inside—Sophia was loose from Mark's cock, wet and hot and clenching—and curled them to hit her G-spot. Sophia's whole body jerked, hips bucking off the bed.

"Emma—fuck—right there—don't stop—please don't stop—"

Emma didn't stop. She ate Sophia like she was starving, like this was the only thing keeping her alive. Her tongue worked Sophia's clit while her fingers fucked her pussy, and she could feel Sophia getting wetter, could feel more of Mark's cum leaking out around her fingers.

Mark thought: Holy fuck. My wife is eating out our babysitter. Emma's tongue is in Sophia's pussy. This is the hottest thing I've ever seen in my life. My cock is so hard it hurts.

Sophia came fast—oversensitive from having already cum twice, overwhelmed by the newness of a woman's mouth on her. Her pussy clenched around Emma's fingers, rhythmic pulses that went on and on, and she flooded Emma's face with arousal. Emma kept licking, kept sucking, drawing out the orgasm until Sophia was pushing weakly at her head, sobbing with overstimulation.

When Emma finally pulled back, her face was dripping—chin and cheeks coated with Sophia's arousal and Mark's cum. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and looked at Mark. His cock was fully hard again, standing straight up from his lap, and he was gripping the arms of the chair so hard his knuckles were white.

"Your turn," Emma said, and stood up. She started stripping off her scrubs—pulled the top over her head, revealing a simple white bra that was nothing special but did the job. Her tits were bigger than Sophia's, 36C and full, with large dark nipples that were hard and visible through the fabric.

She pushed her scrub pants down, stepping out of them along with her sneakers, and then she was standing in just her bra and panties. The panties were plain cotton—nothing sexy, just what she wore to work—but they were soaked through, completely transparent with arousal. Mark could see everything—the shape of her pussy, the dark hair she kept trimmed but not waxed, the wet spot that had spread to cover the entire crotch.

"Fuck me," Emma said, unhooking her bra and letting it fall. Her tits bounced free, heavier than Sophia's, with darker nipples that were hard and begging for attention. "And Sophia—I want your mouth on my tits while he does."

Sophia Chen thought: Emma's beautiful. Different than me—older, fuller, softer in some places—but beautiful. Her tits are amazing. I want them in my mouth. Want to taste her nipples while Mark fucks her. Want to make her scream my name.

They arranged themselves on the bed—Emma on her back in the center, Mark kneeling between her thighs, Sophia beside her. Emma's panties came off, tossed aside, and Mark stared at his wife's pussy like he was seeing it for the first time.

It had been three months since they'd had sex. Three months since he'd been inside her. And now, looking at her—spread open for him, wet and ready—he wondered how he'd gone that long.

"Emma," he said, and his voice was rough with emotion. "You're sure about this?"

"Mark." Emma reached up and cupped his cheek. "I have never been more sure of anything in my life. Now fuck me. Show me what you do to her. I want to feel it."

Mark pushed into her slowly, and they both groaned. Emma was tighter than Sophia—older muscles, less used recently—and the stretch burned in the best way. Mark was thick, thicker than she remembered, and he filled her completely.

"Fuck," Emma breathed. "I forgot how big you are."

Mark started moving—slow, deep thrusts that made Emma's tits bounce and drew sounds from her throat she hadn't made in years. And then Sophia leaned down and took one of Emma's nipples in her mouth, sucking hard, and Emma gasped.

"Yes—Sophia—like that—"

Sophia sucked and bit and licked Emma's nipples while Mark fucked her, and the dual sensation was overwhelming. Emma had never felt anything like this—never been attended to by two people at once, never had someone on her tits while being fucked. It was too much and not enough at the same time.

"Harder," Emma demanded, the same way Sophia had. "Fuck me harder. I want to feel this tomorrow."

Mark gripped her hips and pounded into her, the same way he'd fucked Sophia, and Emma understood why the girl had screamed. This wasn't gentle lovemaking. This was fucking. Pure and raw and perfect.

"Yes—Mark—god—so deep—"

Sophia's hand slid down Emma's stomach to her pussy, fingers finding her clit and rubbing circles. The combination of Mark's cock, Sophia's mouth, and Sophia's fingers was too much. Emma came with a shout that definitely woke the neighbors, her pussy clenching around Mark's cock, and she felt him groan at the sensation.

"Fuck, Emma," he gasped. "Your pussy—so tight—"

He kept fucking her through her orgasm, and Sophia kept rubbing her clit, drawing it out until Emma was sobbing and pushing at Sophia's hand. Finally Mark pulled out, breathing hard, and Emma looked at him with unfocused eyes.

"Don't you dare stop," she said. "We're just getting started."

And they were. For the next four hours, they fucked in every combination possible.

Mark fucked Sophia while Emma watched and touched herself, studying the way his cock disappeared into the younger woman's pussy, learning what made Sophia scream.

Emma ate Sophia's pussy while Mark fucked Emma from behind, his cock hitting her G-spot with every thrust while she drowned in the taste of another woman.

Sophia and Emma took turns sucking Mark's cock, their tongues tangling together around his shaft, learning how to work together to make him groan. They kissed with his cock between their mouths, shared his precum, giggled when he couldn't decide which mouth felt better.

Mark fucked Sophia's ass while Emma ate her pussy, and the sounds Sophia made were inhuman—high and broken and desperate. Emma could feel Mark's balls slapping against her forehead with every thrust, could taste the extra arousal that flooded from Sophia's pussy when she was filled in both holes.

Emma rode Mark's cock while Sophia sat on his face, and they kissed above him—messy, desperate kisses while he made them both cum on his tongue and cock.

They formed a chain—Emma eating Sophia's pussy, Sophia eating Emma's pussy, Mark fucking Emma from behind. All three of them connected, all three of them working toward orgasm together. When they came, it was nearly simultaneous—a cascade of pleasure that left them all shaking.

Mark came multiple times—in Sophia's pussy, in Emma's mouth, on both their faces. Emma and Sophia licked it off each other, sharing his taste, learning what turned him on.

The women played together while Mark recovered—Emma learning what Sophia liked, where to touch her, how to make her scream. Sophia learning the same about Emma, discovering that Emma liked her nipples bitten harder than Sophia did, that Emma could cum from nipple stimulation alone if you did it right.

By three in the morning, all three of them were exhausted, covered in sweat and cum and bite marks. The bed was destroyed—sheets soaked, pillows on the floor, the smell of sex so thick it was almost visible. They lay tangled together in the ruins, trying to catch their breath.

Emma was in the middle, Mark on one side, Sophia on the other. Both of them were touching her—Mark's hand on her stomach, Sophia's head on her shoulder—and Emma felt more content than she had in years.

"So," Sophia said finally, her voice hoarse from screaming. "What happens now?"

Sophia Chen thought: Please don't let this be a one-time thing. Please don't let them kick me out now. I want this. Want them both. Want to be part of this.

Emma thought about it. About going back to the way things were before. About firing Sophia and pretending this never happened. About trying to save her marriage by ending the affair. About doing the "right" thing.

But she didn't want any of that. She wanted this. Wanted both of them. Wanted the heat and the passion and the sense of being alive that came from breaking all the rules.

"Now," Emma said slowly, "we figure out how to make this work. The three of us."

Mark lifted his head from the pillow, looking at her with disbelief. "You're serious?"

"Completely." Emma rolled onto her side so she could look at both of them. "I don't want to go back to being bored and tired and disconnected. I don't want to lose either of you." She reached out, one hand on Mark's chest, the other cupping Sophia's cheek. "So we try this. A real arrangement. The three of us."

Mark thought: Is this really happening? Is my wife really suggesting—? We could make this work. We could actually make this work. Both of them. Together. Fuck.

"I'm in," Sophia said immediately, no hesitation. "I'm completely in. I want this. Want both of you."

Mark hesitated for only a moment—considering the logistics, the complications, the thousand ways this could blow up in their faces. But then he looked at Emma, really looked at her, and saw something he hadn't seen in years: genuine happiness. And he looked at Sophia, who'd brought life back to him when he'd forgotten what that felt like.

"Yeah," he said finally, a smile spreading across his face. "Okay. Let's try this."

Emma kissed him—long and deep and full of promise. Then she kissed Sophia the same way. And lying there between them, feeling their hands on her body, Emma felt something settle in her chest.

This was right. It was unconventional and messy and complicated, but it was right.



SIX MONTHS LATER

They had a system now, and it worked.

Sophia moved into the spare bedroom officially after a month. They told the kids she was their new roommate, and Mia and Jake accepted it with the easy adaptability of children who just wanted more people to play with. Sophia paid rent—insisted on it, even though both Mark and Emma said she didn't have to—and contributed to groceries and household expenses. She finished her degree online, started working on her novel in the mornings before the kids woke up.

Emma reduced her shifts at the hospital to four days a week instead of six. The pay cut hurt, but they managed, and having time to actually live—to be present with her family, to have energy for sex that wasn't just falling asleep before anything happened—was worth it.

They rotated bedroom arrangements. Tuesday, Thursday, and Saturday nights, all three of them shared the master bedroom—and those nights were always explosive, creative, exhausting in the best way. Monday and Wednesday, Mark and Emma slept together, reconnecting as a couple, remembering why they'd fallen in love in the first place. Friday and Sunday, Mark and Sophia shared the bed, letting them have their own dynamic. And sometimes Emma and Sophia shared the master bedroom while Mark took the spare room, giving the women time to explore each other without him.

The sex was constant. Creative. Better than anything any of them had experienced before.

Emma discovered she loved watching Mark fuck Sophia almost as much as she loved fucking Sophia herself. Loved the way Sophia's face looked when she came, the way she screamed Mark's name, the way she begged for more. Emma learned every spot that made Sophia fall apart—the place on her neck that made her melt, the way she liked her nipples bitten, how if you pressed just right on her G-spot she'd squirt all over the bed.

Mark discovered he loved having two women to please, loved the challenge of making them both scream his name. He learned how they were different—how Emma liked it harder and rougher than Sophia, how Sophia could take anal more easily but Emma could cum from penetration alone. He learned how to fuck one while eating the other, how to use his hands and mouth to keep both of them satisfied.

And Sophia—Sophia discovered she loved being shared, loved having both Mark and Emma's attention, loved the way they both claimed her. She learned how to please both of them, learned that Emma liked her clit sucked hard while Mark preferred light flicks of the tongue. Learned that Mark could cum three times in a night if she worked for it, and that Emma could cum indefinitely with the right stimulation.

They fought sometimes—about jealousy, about time management, about who forgot to do the dishes. But they also laughed more, touched more, felt more alive. They went on dates—sometimes all three together, sometimes in pairs. They had inside jokes, shared routines, a rhythm that felt natural despite how unconventional it was.

The kids adjusted. Mia asked once why Sophia had moved in, and Emma explained that sometimes adults became really good friends and decided to live together. Mia accepted this without question, just happy to have someone else to play princess vampires with. Jake didn't care as long as there were dinosaurs and snacks.

They were careful at first—no public displays of affection, no hint that this was anything more than a roommate situation. But gradually they relaxed. Held hands walking down the street, the three of them. Kissed goodbye in front of neighbors. Let themselves be seen.

Some people judged. Emma's mother stopped calling for a month when Emma finally explained the situation. Some of their friends drifted away, uncomfortable with the arrangement. But other people surprised them—Emma's best friend from nursing school said she wished she had the courage to try something similar, and Mark's brother admitted he thought it was cool that they'd found something that worked for them.

And it did work. Against all odds, against every conventional wisdom about relationships and marriage and what family should look like—it worked.



Six months after that first night, Emma was lying in bed on a Saturday morning, sandwiched between Mark and Sophia. The morning light filtered through the curtains in golden bars, and she could hear Mia and Jake already awake in the living room, arguing about what show to watch.

Mark was still asleep, snoring softly, one arm thrown across Emma's waist. Sophia was awake, propped up on one elbow, playing with Emma's hair absently.

"Hey," Sophia said softly. "Can I ask you something?"

"Yeah."

"Do you ever regret it?" Sophia's voice was careful, uncertain. "Letting this happen? Choosing this?"

Emma thought about it. About the nights she'd spent alone while Mark worked late, before Sophia. About the slow death of her marriage, the way they'd stopped touching, stopped talking, stopped being anything more than roommates who shared children. About the guilt and anger and resentment that had been building for years.

And then she thought about now. About the way Mark looked at her again—really looked at her, saw her as a woman instead of just a mother and wife. About the way Sophia made her laugh, made her feel young again, made her remember what desire felt like. About the way the three of them fit together, each filling spaces in the others that had been empty.

"No," Emma said honestly. "I don't regret it. This is the happiest I've been in years."

Sophia smiled—genuine and relieved. "Good. Because I love you. Both of you. And I want this to last."

"I love you too," Emma said, and meant it. Not the way she loved Mark—that was seven years of history and children and building a life together. But different. Just as real. Just as important.

Mark stirred, waking up slowly, and when he opened his eyes and saw both of them watching him, he smiled. "Morning."

"Morning," Emma said, and leaned over to kiss him. Then she kissed Sophia. Then she sat up, stretching. "I'm going to make pancakes. You two coming?"

"In a minute," Mark said, pulling Sophia closer. "We might need to stay here a bit longer. You know, for recovery."

Emma laughed, pulling on a robe. "You two are insatiable."

"You love it," Sophia called after her.

And Emma did. She loved all of it—the chaos and the complexity and the unconventional beauty of what they'd built together.

As she walked down the hallway toward the kitchen, toward the sounds of her children arguing about cartoons, Emma smiled.

This was her family now. All of them. Mark and Sophia and Mia and Jake. Different than what she'd imagined when she'd walked down the aisle seven years ago, but no less real. No less right.

And lying in bed that night, after the kids were asleep and the three of them had made love slowly and sweetly—different from the frantic fucking of those early days but just as satisfying—Emma felt something she hadn't felt in years.

Peace.

She'd made the right choice. The brave choice. The choice that had saved not just her marriage but her entire sense of self.

And as she drifted off to sleep between Mark and Sophia, their bodies warm and familiar against hers, Emma knew that whatever challenges came next—and there would be challenges, because life was complicated and relationships were work—they would face them together.

All three of them.

The way it was meant to be.
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