
        
            
                
            
        

    
OUR BAD IDEA
FFM Bisexual Threeway Menage Age Gap



SELENA HART



Contents



Copyright
Selena Hart’s Newsletter
Our Bad Idea
New Release Updates
Want More Stories?
About the Author



Copyright



This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, organizations, places, events, and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

[image: ]


Text copyright 2026 by Selena Hart

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

Published by Selena Hart.


Selena Hart’s Newsletter



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

Click here to join my newsletter!

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

No spam, just romance goodies!


Our Bad Idea



I opened the door just as she stepped up to it. She looked so small on our porch. Mia’s arms were crossed tightly over her chest, her oversized backpack slumped off one shoulder, and her eyes were red-rimmed from crying. Or maybe exhaustion. Probably both.

Scott stood beside me, quiet, his hand resting on the back of my hip. He hadn't said much since the phone call. Just nodded when I told him she could stay.

Mia's voice cracked. “I didn’t know where else to turn.”

She wasn’t being dramatic. Scott hadn’t told me every detail, but enough to understand—her dad kicked her out after another fight, her mom didn’t take her calls anymore, and she’d been sleeping in her car. She was barely twenty. A smart, determined girl from one of Scott’s classes who’d hit a string of bad luck—and now here she was, looking up at us like a stray that didn’t expect to be let in.

I didn’t hesitate. I stepped out onto the porch and pulled her into my arms. She was cold and trembling just a little.

“It’s our pleasure,” I said into her hair. “Stay as long as you need to.”

Scott reached for her bag, slinging it over his shoulder without saying anything, and I guided her inside, rubbing her back as we walked.

The first couple days felt simple. Mia was polite, quiet, grateful to the point it made me feel like I had to keep reassuring her. She offered to do dishes, cooked breakfast one morning without being asked, and spent most of her time holed up in the guest room or out job-hunting.

But then I started to notice little things.

Her clothes, for one. Or the lack of them.

The first time it happened, she came out of the bathroom in just a towel. It wasn’t a long one. The hem hit high on her thighs—maybe a few inches beneath her ass—and it clung to her like it was a cocktail dress. Her skin was flushed from the heat, her wet hair hanging down her chest in dark ropes. I’d been pouring coffee in the kitchen and turned just as she walked past the archway. And then Scott looked up from his phone.

His eyes dropped for a second. Not a full stare. Just... a flicker. A dip of his gaze, like his brain registered bare skin before his better judgment could stop him.

I didn’t say anything. What was I supposed to say? It wasn’t like I hadn’t noticed her, too. I mean, I was a married woman but she was still hard not to look at.

Mia was beautiful. Messy, complicated, a little broken maybe—but undeniably beautiful. She had that soft, honey-gold skin. Wide, expressive eyes. A tight, natural curve to her waist that made everything she wore ride just a little higher than it should. She didn’t try to show off, but she didn’t exactly cover up either.

A few days in, she started coming down for coffee in a tank top with no bra. Thin fabric, barely there. Sometimes she curled her legs under her on the couch, her shorts riding up, not seeming to notice—or maybe pretending not to.

Scott said nothing. But I saw the way he adjusted his posture sometimes. The way he cleared his throat or got up too quickly to leave the room.

It didn’t help that I noticed myself watching her too. Not just in a judgmental way. Not just worried. There was... something else.

I didn’t know what to call it.

Maybe curiosity.

It all came to a head three nights later. We’d gone to bed early. I’d washed my face, climbed under the covers, and Scott had come in behind me, bare-chested in his soft pajama pants, smelling like clean skin and soap.

We hadn’t said much. I was reading something on my phone, and he was flipping through the TV before giving up. It wasn’t until the lights were out that he finally spoke.

“You should probably talk to her.”

My eyes adjusted to the dark, the faint light from the hallway catching the side of his face. He was on his back, staring at the ceiling.

“About what?” I asked, even though I already knew.

He hesitated. “Just... what she wears around the house. I don’t think she realizes it’s a little inappropriate. I’m her professor.”

There was a long pause after that. And in that silence, something twisted in my gut.

He didn’t say she made him uncomfortable. He didn’t say she was being disrespectful. He said what she wore was inappropriate.

And that told me everything.

He’d been looking. Struggling not to, maybe. But still.

The thought made my stomach flutter in a way it shouldn’t have. It was wrong. I knew that. I was supposed to feel angry or betrayed or disgusted. And part of me did. But there was something else underneath it—something I didn’t want to examine too closely.

Because the truth was, the idea of Scott wanting her—his eyes lingering when they shouldn’t—didn’t just upset me.

It turned me on.

Just a little. Just enough that I couldn’t quite ignore it.

I swallowed and turned onto my side, away from him. My voice came out calm. Too calm.

He was right. She was his student. And neither of us should be thinking of her that way. “Of course. I’ll talk to her.”

He let out a breath like he was relieved, and that alone made something tighten in my chest.

I stared into the dark for a long time after he rolled over. Listening to the slow rhythm of his breathing. Wondering what exactly he’d felt when he looked at her. Wondering if he ever thought about touching her. If he ever imagined—

No.

I shouldn’t go there.

The darkness pressed in around us, thick and quiet. My body felt warmer than it should, too aware of the space between us, too aware of the things we weren’t saying.

And even as I lay there, pretending to sleep, I couldn’t stop wondering what Mia would wear in the morning, and how wild it would drive my husband.
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I found her in the kitchen the next morning.

Mia stood barefoot in front of the sink, rinsing out her coffee mug in one of those clingy tank tops she seemed to live in—no bra, again—and a pair of old cotton shorts that could’ve been underwear. The fabric was stretched tight across her hips, riding up just enough that I could see the curve of her lower cheeks as she leaned forward.

I swallowed hard and pretended to clear my throat, just loud enough to make her turn.

She jumped a little, then gave me a sheepish smile. “Morning.”

It wasn’t the first time I’d noticed how pretty her smile was. Or how young she looked when she wasn’t trying to hide behind sarcasm or silence. She tucked a piece of hair behind her ear, the kind of gesture that made her look so innocent. It helped me remember my purpose.

“Can I talk to you for a second?” I asked, trying to keep my voice even.

“Sure.”

She set the mug on the drying rack and turned to face me fully. Her nipples were hard through the thin tank, and I made the mistake of glancing for half a second too long. My stomach flipped.

I looked away.

“It’s not a big deal,” I said quickly. “I just thought maybe we could talk about… your wardrobe. Around the house.”

She blinked. “Oh. Yeah, of course. I’m so sorry if I made anyone uncomfortable.”

I shifted my weight from one foot to the other. “It’s not that. I mean—it’s just… you’re young and beautiful, but this is still someone else’s home. I don’t think you mean anything by it, but Scott’s a man, and men… well. They notice things.”

Her lips parted like she was about to say something, but then she just nodded. “I get it. I really do. I just… I don’t have much else to wear. I grabbed what I could when I left.”

I hesitated. “Come upstairs. I’ll lend you a few things.”

She followed me without question. I could hear the soft pad of her feet on the carpet behind me, and for some reason, the sound made my pulse pick up. I told myself it was just nerves. I was doing the right thing—protecting my marriage, setting boundaries. Being mature.

I opened my dresser drawer and pulled out a few loose t-shirts and a pair of gray joggers with a drawstring waist. Nothing tight. Nothing that could be misinterpreted.

“Here,” I said, turning to hand them over.

She didn’t take them right away. Just looked at me for a moment, then finally reached out. Our fingers brushed. Her hand was warm, soft in a way that made mine feel rough by comparison.

“Thanks,” she said, voice low.

I nodded and stepped back, expecting her to leave and change in the guest room. But instead, she pulled the tank top over her head in one smooth motion.

I froze.

Mia didn’t hesitate or blush or turn away. She just stood there, bare from the waist up, completely unbothered. Her breasts were small and perky, her skin flawless, the soft slope of her ribs visible as she reached down to untie her shorts.

I should’ve turned around.

I should’ve left the room.

But I didn’t.

I watched.

My breath caught somewhere in my throat. There was a tiny scar under her right breast, a faint line I wouldn’t have noticed if I weren’t looking directly at her. I wondered what it was from. I wondered what else she hadn’t told us.

She shimmied the shorts down her thighs. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath.

God.

I turned around, heart thudding. “You could’ve changed in your room,” I said, trying not to sound as breathless as I felt.

“Oh, sorry. I figured it didn’t matter,” she said lightly. “We’re both women, right?”

Right.

Except it did matter.

Because the tight, guilty ache low in my belly said otherwise. Because I shouldn’t have let myself look. Because part of me still felt the heat of her skin in the room, still saw her bare body every time I blinked.

What was wrong with me? I was straight and she was a woman. She was confusing the hell out of me. I needed her gone.

Not just out of the room. Out of the house. Out of our lives.

But I didn’t say that. I didn’t even tell her to be more careful.

When I turned back around, she was fully dressed—one of my old t-shirts hanging loose on her frame, the joggers riding low on her hips. She looked younger again. Softer. Safer. And yet something about the image still stirred something in me I didn’t want to name.

“Thanks again,” she said.

“Of course.”

She smiled and brushed past me, out the door and down the hall, leaving a faint trail of coconut shampoo and something sweeter I couldn’t place.

I sat down on the edge of the bed and pressed my palms into my thighs, breathing hard.

I needed to talk to Scott. I needed to get Mia out of here. But for some reason, I couldn’t move. Not yet.
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Steam billowed around us, curling against the tile like mist rolling over a cliff’s edge. I had my back pressed to the wall, head tilted back beneath the spray, my fingers clutching Scott’s wet shoulders as he pushed into me. Slow at first. Deep. Our slick bodies moving with a rhythm that felt less like routine and more like desperation.

I wasn’t thinking about Mia. Not consciously. But I couldn’t pretend she wasn’t part of what had built this tension up in me. In him. It had started as a whisper in the back of my head and grown louder each time she walked by. Every accidental flash of bare skin, every glance Scott tried not to linger on. And tonight, we hadn’t even made it to bed. Just stumbled into the bathroom after brushing our teeth, turned the water on, and let whatever was brewing between us boil over.

He grunted low in his throat, the sound vibrating against my chest. His hips slammed into mine harder now, his hands gripping my thighs as he lifted me. I wrapped my legs around his waist and let myself get lost in the heat, the pounding spray, the slap of skin on skin echoing in the small space.

I opened my eyes for half a second—and that’s when I saw her through the glass door.

The door creaked open, and there she was.

Mia.

Wrapped in a towel again, the same tiny white one she always used. Her hair was damp, hanging over one shoulder, and her eyes went wide as she froze in the doorway.

I didn’t have time to move. Neither did Scott.

He turned toward the sound, still inside me, still thrusting—and the moment their eyes met, everything stopped.

Except it didn’t.

Because right then, the towel slipped from Mia’s fingers.

It hit the floor like a dropped sheet of paper.

My breath caught in my throat.

She was completely naked.

And Scott—Scott groaned like the air had been punched from his lungs. Not subtle. Not restrained. His eyes raked down her body as if they’d been starving for the sight. His thrusts slowed, then deepened again on instinct, like he couldn’t stop himself even if he tried.

“Oh my God,” I whispered, but not in disgust. My voice was shaky with something else. Something raw and overwhelming and wrong.

Mia didn’t run. She didn’t scream or apologize or even flinch. She bent down slowly, graceful as ever, and picked up the towel. Her bare breasts swayed slightly with the movement, and I felt Scott pulse inside me. I felt everything.

He let out a strangled sound—half groan, half curse—as he drove into me again.

“Scott,” I said, but it came out broken, half a moan.

Mia straightened, clutching the towel to her chest, but she didn’t cover herself fully. Her eyes were wide and curious, but she didn’t look away. She watched us.

Watched him.

My body tensed as another wave of sensation rippled through me. The wet tile dug into my shoulder blades, but I barely noticed. My husband was still inside me, still grinding with a need that was no longer just about me. I could feel it.

I felt everything at once—jealousy, heat, shame, hunger.

And I came.

My whole body arched, back pressed against the tile, legs locked around him, breath stuttering out of me like I couldn’t decide whether to moan or scream.

Scott wasn’t far behind. He shoved himself deeper with one last thrust and groaned, loud and guttural, as he came inside me—his arms trembling against the wall, his forehead pressed to my shoulder.

And all the while, Mia stood there, silent and bare, towel clutched in her hands, watching.

We didn’t speak for a moment. Just breathed.

I blinked water from my lashes, heart pounding, stomach turning.

“What are you doing in here?” I finally asked, my voice hoarse, still catching my breath. Scott was still inside me, his cock twitching as he softened.

“I—I ran out of toothpaste,” Mia said. “I came to see if you had any.”

Her voice was small, but it carried.

Scott groaned again, pulling out of me quickly and turning to hide himself, but it was too late.

Mia had already seen him.

I saw the moment her eyes dropped. The soft part of her mouth parted with surprise, and she gasped.

“Fuck,” Scott hissed, one hand bracing the wall, the other trying to shield himself even as the steam swirled around his hips.

Mia didn’t say anything else. She turned and stepped out of the bathroom with the towel finally secured around her body again. The door clicked shut behind her.

For a long second, neither of us moved.

The water beat down between our shoulders.

I leaned against the wall, throat dry despite the steam. My heart was still racing. But not from the orgasm. From something else. From the way she’d looked at him. From the way he had looked at her.

She saw everything. Every inch of him. Every thrust. Every sound we made. Every look he gave her.

And I saw everything I needed to see, too.

Scott ran a hand over his face and turned toward me, eyes still dark with what I knew wasn’t just afterglow.

“She has to go,” he said.

I met his gaze. “I know,” I whispered.

But deep down, I didn’t know if I wanted her gone because of what she made him feel…

Or because of what she made me feel.

[image: ]


We didn’t talk much after the shower.

Scott dried off first, pulling on a pair of boxers and the same soft pajama pants he always wore followed by a cotton tee. I wrapped myself in a towel and lingered, staring at the fogged mirror like it might give me answers. But all I saw was my own flushed face and the outline of my chest rising and falling too quickly.

Eventually, I dressed and followed him out.

Mia’s bedroom door was shut. Of course it was. I doubted she’d even grabbed the toothpaste she’d come in for. She was probably curled up on top of the covers, clothes back on, heart racing just like mine.

I glanced at Scott as we passed the hallway. He stopped in front of her room and looked at me, a question already in his eyes.

I nodded.

We had to address it.

I knocked gently. The sound was soft, uncertain. For a moment, I thought she might pretend not to hear.

Then came the quiet shuffle of bare feet and the door cracked open.

Mia stood there in one of my old t-shirts and a pair of baggy sweats—the ones I’d lent her earlier. The shirt hung off one shoulder, her damp hair sticking to her collarbone. She looked younger again. Smaller somehow. She wouldn’t meet my eyes at first.

“I think we need to have a talk,” I said gently. “Mind if we come in?”

She hesitated, then stepped aside without a word.

The guest room smelled like her—like shampoo and fabric softener and something warmer underneath. She perched on the edge of the bed, tucking her legs up as if she wanted to disappear into the mattress. Scott stayed standing, arms crossed, while I pulled out the chair at her desk and sat.

I didn’t want to be the villain. But I also didn’t want to keep pretending everything was normal.

“I’m not sure if it’s best for you to be here right now,” I began, my voice calm but deliberate. “A lot of boundaries are being crossed.”

Her head snapped up. Her face crumpled instantly, like she’d been holding it together just long enough to get through the door.

“I’m so sorry,” she blurted out, her voice shaky. “I didn’t mean to—I wasn’t trying to come between you two. Please don’t kick me out. I have nowhere else to go. I’ll do anything you want, I swear. I’ll be good.”

That last part made something flicker through Scott’s expression. He inhaled sharply and brought his fingers to the bridge of his nose, rubbing slowly.

“Mia…” he began.

But she cut him off, eyes wide, desperate. “I’ll stay in my room. I won’t walk around like that anymore. I won’t even look at you—I mean either of you—I just—please, just let me stay.”

Scott dropped his hand and looked over at me, jaw clenched.

“Of course you can stay,” he said.

I turned to him, startled by how quickly he’d decided. “Scott…”

He met my gaze. His eyes were steady, if a little too dark. “I can handle it.”

It wasn’t what he said—it was how he said it. Like he was reassuring me, not her. Like he already knew what I was afraid of.

I glanced back at Mia.

She hadn’t moved, but I saw it—clear as day. That shift of her hips. That subtle repositioning. Like she was testing her own effect on him now that she knew. Like something had clicked into place for her.

She wasn’t just embarrassed anymore.

She was aware of his desire. Of his attempt to control it. And of the fear we both had that he’d lose that control.

And maybe, quietly, she liked it.

I swallowed hard and stood, smoothing my hands over the front of my nightgown as if that would give me back some kind of balance.

Scott was already backing toward the door.

“Get some rest,” he said to her.

She nodded, biting her lip. “Thank you. Really. Both of you.”

I didn’t trust myself to answer. Not right then.

We left her sitting there on the bed, her knees pulled close to her chest, her face soft and apologetic—but her eyes? They flicked toward Scott again, just for a second.

I caught it.

I saw everything now.

Back in our room, I climbed under the sheets and turned away from him, my head spinning. Scott slipped in quietly behind me, the mattress dipping as he lay down.

We were both lying there in the dark, staring at nothing.

The tension between us wasn’t gone. If anything, it felt more dangerous now. Like a line had been drawn, then immediately smudged out with an eraser.

I closed my eyes and tried not to picture the way she’d looked at him. I tried not to wonder what she was thinking right now in that little guest bed, beneath my sheets, wearing my clothes.

Was she still playing innocent?

Or was she waiting for another towel drop?

I didn’t know what scared me more—that she’d crossed a line on purpose…Or that part of me wanted to see what would happen if we let her cross it again.

My body felt too aware. Every nerve tuned to the quiet space between us. Scott exhaled beside me, slow and steady. Trying to relax. Trying to pretend this was normal.

I didn’t turn to face him when I spoke.

“Are you sure this is a good idea?” My voice was barely above a whisper. “She just saw us fucking in the shower.”

He didn’t answer right away. Then I felt the mattress shift as he rolled toward me.

“I know,” he said with a sigh. “I don’t think it’s a good idea. But where else is she going to go?” His voice was low, tired. “It’s not like I can’t keep my hands to myself.”

I nodded slightly, still staring at the wall. I wanted to believe that. That he could stay in control. That I could.

But something in me was unraveling. And before I could stop myself, I whispered, so soft I didn’t think he’d hear it, “Not that I want you to.”

There was a pause. Then: “What?”

Shit.

I swallowed hard and rolled onto my back, pretending I hadn’t meant it. “Not that I want you to…keep your hands to yourself, I mean,” I said quickly, clearing my throat. “I don’t want to take advantage of her. Obviously. That came out wrong. I didn’t mean it.”

Scott didn’t say anything, but I could feel his attention shift, zeroing in on me like he was peeling back my words.

I kept talking, too nervous to sit in the silence. “But I saw her tonight. I mean really saw her. She’s attracted to you. The way she looked at you—I noticed it. And I don’t know why, but…” I took a shaky breath. “The thought turns me on so fucking much.”

There. I’d said it. The part I’d been trying not to admit to myself. The sick little truth that had been curling tighter and tighter inside me all week.

Scott’s body shifted again. He leaned in close, his weight pressing into the mattress as his mouth brushed my neck.

Then his hand slid under the covers, up the hem of my nightgown, and slipped beneath the waistband of my panties.

I gasped—more from the boldness than the touch itself—and he dropped his forehead to my shoulder with a groan.

“Fuck,” he whispered against my skin. “You’re soaked.”

I didn’t respond. Couldn’t. My hips twitched against his fingers, the contact sending a wave of heat through me so sharp it made my breath hitch.

He lifted his head and looked at me. Really looked at me. The flicker of surprise in his eyes almost made me laugh. Like he hadn’t expected me to be this wet. Not over the college girl staying in our house.

His fingers moved slowly, teasing, circling just enough to make me arch toward him.

“You want me to take that girl…my student,” he murmured, his voice thick, “and bend her over?”

My stomach clenched.

He dipped lower, slid two fingers inside me, his thumb pressing against my clit.

“You want to see me slide my cock deep inside her?”

A moan escaped my lips before I could stop it. I squeezed my eyes shut, shaking my head even as my body betrayed me, rocking into his hand.

“God, yes,” I breathed. “But it’s so wrong.”

Scott’s mouth found mine, his teeth catching my bottom lip in a rough, hungry bite. “So wrong,” he growled. “So fucking dirty.”

That line—so fucking dirty—cracked something open in me.

Pleasure surged through my core, white-hot and uncontrollable. My body tensed, thighs shaking as I came around his fingers, my back arching off the mattress. I bit down on a moan, one hand flying to his arm, nails digging in hard enough to leave marks.

He didn’t stop. Just slowed the movement, dragging it out, letting me ride the waves as long as I could stand it.

When I finally collapsed back against the bed, breathless and limp, he kissed my jaw, my cheek, my shoulder—soft now. Almost reverent.

Neither of us spoke. There wasn’t anything left to say. I had just cum to the thought of my husband fucking his college student.

As I lay there, trembling, my pulse still thudding in my ears, I couldn’t stop the thought that echoed louder than anything else:

We’d already opened the door. And none of us—not one of us—was going to be able to close it again.
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The smell of coffee was already drifting through the hallway when I padded out of our bedroom.

I stepped lightly, the carpet cool under my feet, and slowed when I reached the corner by the archway. I could hear them before I saw them—muffled clinks of silverware, the scrape of a stool.

Then I looked.

Mia stood barefoot in front of the stove, one of my old t-shirts hanging off one shoulder again. Her hair was pulled up this time, loose and messy, exposing the line of her neck. Scott was beside her, mug in hand, saying something I couldn’t make out. He was smiling, though. A rare, soft kind of smile that caught me off guard.

I stayed hidden, pressed against the wall just past the arch, watching through the narrow slit between the trim and the open door.

She turned toward him, maybe to answer. That’s when it happened.

Her bare heel must’ve hit something slick on the tile—maybe water from the rinsed dishes. She slipped.

It wasn’t a dramatic fall. More like a quick stumble, a flailing moment where her balance gave out. But it was enough to make her jerk sideways—enough that her head could’ve smacked the corner of the counter if he hadn’t caught her.

Scott moved fast.

He dropped his mug to the counter with a loud clatter and reached out, yanking her against him hard. One arm around her waist, the other bracing them both. Their bodies collided with a thud, and she gasped.

I did too.

My heart jumped straight into my throat.

She clung to his arms, her fingers curled around the thick swell of his biceps, her face tilted up toward his. For a moment, they just stared at each other. Both of them breathing hard, like the scare had knocked the wind out of them.

But they didn’t move.

Her hands didn’t drop away.

And his grip on her waist stayed firm. Almost possessive.

I should’ve turned away. I should’ve made a noise, stepped into view, reminded them I was there.

Instead, I stayed frozen in place, watching.

I couldn’t breathe.

Slowly, Mia’s hands began to move. She slid them up his arms, dragging her palms over his shoulders like she was memorizing the shape of him. Her eyes searched his face—his mouth, his eyes, the line of his jaw—and she lifted onto the balls of her feet, her face rising closer to his.

“Thank you for catching me,” she whispered.

I heard it. Clear as day.

Scott didn’t say anything. He just stared at her. I could see the tension in his neck, the way he swallowed hard, his chest rising and falling like he was trying to calm something that didn’t want to be calmed.

And then he moved.

His hand left her waist and slid to the back of her neck, fingers threading into her hair.

He pulled her in.

Not gently.

His mouth crashed into hers, their bodies snapping together like magnets, the kiss hot and immediate and hungry. Her hands flew to his chest, then around his shoulders, fingers gripping fistfuls of his t-shirt like she didn’t care if she tore it.

He spun her, fast and rough, until her back hit the island. A sharp thud. She gasped against his mouth, but didn’t stop him.

Neither did I.

Because that’s when Scott looked up—and saw me.

Our eyes locked across the kitchen. My body was trembling, my breath shallow, my fingers curled around the archway.

But I wasn’t angry.

And he knew it.

Because I didn’t flinch. Because of the conversation we’d had last night. Because of the way I’d come to the thought of them together. And because I just stood there, watching, letting the heat inside me burn hotter than it should.

And he didn’t stop.

Not for one second.

He kissed her again, even harder this time, like something inside him had finally snapped loose.

I still didn’t move.

Not when Scott deepened the kiss.

Not when Mia whimpered softly into his mouth.

Not even when his hands slid down to her thighs and he lifted her off the floor like she weighed nothing.

She gasped, legs wrapping loosely around his hips, arms bracing against his shoulders as he hoisted her onto the edge of the counter. Her bare legs dangled on either side of his body, and she looked up at him like she couldn’t believe what was happening.

I couldn’t either.

He pulled back just enough to tug his shirt over his head, his muscles flexing in the early light that filtered through the kitchen window. My throat tightened. I’d seen that same chest, those arms, a thousand times—but never while he stood between another woman’s thighs.

Mia's crop top rode high on her ribs, and he lifted it gently, hands sliding beneath the fabric to press kisses to her abdomen. She arched into him, her fingers threading into his hair, tugging just enough to guide his mouth higher.

She made a soft sound, then said, breathless, “Wait… what about your wife? I really don’t want to ruin anything. I don’t want to be kicked out.”

Scott didn’t flinch.

He pulled her top off completely, revealing the thin lace bra underneath, the straps already slipping from her shoulders.

“You won’t,” he murmured. “In fact—” he unclasped her bra with one hand, letting it fall away “—she’s watching us right now.”

I held my breath.

Mia did too.

Her head whipped to the side, eyes wide, cheeks flushed. For the briefest moment, our eyes met.

I should’ve looked away. Should’ve done something—anything—to remind her of who I was. The wife. The woman whose husband was now standing between her open thighs, touching her like he’d been waiting days to do it.

But I didn’t.

I stood there like I was rooted to the floor, heart pounding, every nerve humming.

She gasped and tried to speak, but Scott gently took her chin and turned her face back to him.

Her lips parted, trembling. Her bare breasts rose and fell with each shaky breath. Her nipples were hard, flushed pink, and when Scott brought his hands up to cup them, she shuddered.

He rubbed his thumbs across her nipples slowly, almost reverently, before lowering his head.

I watched as his mouth found one, tongue flicking, then sucking gently, his hand still rolling the other between his fingers.

Mia moaned.

The sound of it nearly buckled my knees.

Her fingers gripped his shoulders, her head falling back, mouth parted in something between pleasure and disbelief. My own body responded with an ache I didn’t want to admit to. Heat coiled low in my belly, jealousy flaring—but not the kind that burned with anger. The kind that throbbed with need. That begged for something I never knew I needed.

He moved to her other breast, his mouth taking her in like he couldn’t get enough. Her legs squeezed around him, hips shifting against his waist, like her body had already given him permission to go further.

And I—his wife, the woman still standing in the entryway—couldn’t bring myself to stop him.

I didn’t want to.

I wanted to see how far they’d go.

How far I would let them.

I stepped into the kitchen slowly, not bothering to hide the sound of my footsteps this time. The floor was cool beneath my feet, the tile faintly damp where Mia had slipped. But neither of them turned to look at me.

Scott was still between her legs, his hands splayed over her thighs, his mouth pressing slow, open-mouthed kisses just beneath her breasts. Her crop top and bra were gone now, her chest bare, rising and falling in quick little gasps.

I walked to the breakfast table, heart thudding hard in my chest, and pulled out one of the chairs.

They still didn’t stop.

I turned the chair slightly—just enough so I was fully facing them. Fully watching.

The room felt too quiet, like the air itself was waiting to see what I would do.

I sat down slowly and slipped my hand beneath the waistband of my leggings. My fingers slid under the soft fabric of my panties, and I gasped the second I touched myself. I was already wet. My body had been aching since the moment I saw her clutching his arms, the moment he grabbed her waist.

Mia’s head turned again.

This time, her eyes met mine.

She was still wide-eyed, still trembling. Her lips were parted, her fingers knotted in Scott’s hair, but she looked so young, so unsure.

“It’s okay,” I told her, my voice low and calm. I moved my fingers slowly, circling, letting her see exactly what I was doing. “Are you okay with me watching?”

She stared at me for a second too long, like she couldn’t quite process the question.

Then Scott kissed the line of her hip, just above the waistband of her shorts, and her whole body shivered.

“Yes,” she whispered. Her fingers tightened in his hair again. “Yes.”

Scott unfastened the top button of her shorts and dragged the zipper down with one hand, his knuckles brushing her skin as he leaned forward. He kissed her again—lower this time—his mouth tracing the edge of her panties, just above where her legs met.

Mia let out a soft, breathy moan, her head tipping back as her thighs opened for him.

And I touched myself to the beautiful view. Right there in my kitchen. With the morning sun filtering in, and my husband’s mouth pressed to another woman’s skin.

It should’ve broken me.

But instead, it lit something on fire that I didn’t want to put out.

Mia leaned back slowly, bracing herself on her hands. Her chest was still flushed, her nipples taut from Scott’s mouth, her breath coming in uneven little gasps. Then she lifted her hips, just enough, and Scott hooked his fingers into the waistband of her shorts and panties and began tugging them down.

She raised her legs to help, and the fabric peeled away inch by inch, down over her hips, her thighs, her knees. I watched every movement like I was under a spell, fingers still circling myself beneath the table, my whole body trembling with need I barely recognized as my own.

When he finally pulled them off completely and tossed them to the side, I gasped.

I’d already seen her naked once. I thought I was prepared.

But nothing could’ve prepared me for this.

She was stunning.

Everything about her—her flushed skin, her parted lips, the delicate curves of her body slick with anticipation—felt unreal. Like something out of a dream I didn’t know I was allowed to have.

Scott stepped back and unfastened his jeans with one hand, never taking his eyes off her. He pushed them down along with his boxers, kicking them off to the side. His cock sprang free—thick and hard, already dripping. My mouth went dry at the sight of it.

Mia’s gaze dropped and she whimpered, reaching for him, her legs still parted, feet flat on the counter edge.

Scott gripped her waist with one hand, the other wrapping around his shaft as he lined himself up with her soaking slit. His jaw clenched.

“Fuck,” he groaned, pressing the tip of his cock against her entrance, rubbing it slowly through her wetness.

Then he looked back at me.

Our eyes locked.

“Fuck,” he said again, voice ragged. “Are you sure?”

I couldn’t speak for a second. I was already too far gone. I felt like the air had been sucked out of the room.

But I managed to nod, quickly, urgently. “Please,” I said, my voice thick with emotion. “I’ve never wanted anything more.”

Mia reached up, her fingers curling around Scott’s jaw as she turned his face back toward her. Then she pulled him down for a kiss—deeper than before, slow and purposeful. When she pulled back, her eyes were shining.

“Fuck me,” she whispered. “Fuck me in front of your wife.”

And just like that, he did.

He drove into her with one long, deep thrust that made her cry out and clutch at his back. Her head dropped back, mouth open in a gasp as he bottomed out inside her.

I moaned under my breath, watching as her body rocked with the force of it, as her thighs trembled where they wrapped around his waist. For a second, she nearly lost her balance, her back arching dangerously as she started to tip—

But Scott caught her.

He slid his hand behind her, palm flat against her spine, anchoring her against his body as he began to move. His hips thrust forward again, slow and steady, and then again, harder. His pace built with every pass, until the slap of skin filled the room in rhythmic, desperate pulses.

Mia clung to him, nails dragging down his back, breathy little moans spilling from her lips with every thrust.

Scott dipped his head, mouth closing over one nipple, then the other, sucking her hard as she writhed against him. She gasped louder now, her fingers dancing wildly through his hair, holding him close, guiding his mouth, his body.

My own fingers were moving faster now, my thighs trembling, my breath hitching in my chest. I felt like I was falling into something I couldn’t crawl out of—but I didn’t want to. Not anymore.

Then I watched as Scott slid one hand between them, his thumb finding her clit.

She bucked against him with a strangled cry, her body tensing, her head snapping forward so her forehead pressed against his.

“Oh my God—yes—yes—don’t stop—”

He didn’t.

He kept thrusting, kept working her clit with firm, fast circles, until her whole body locked up with a shudder. Her moan broke into something sharper—more primal—and I saw the exact moment it hit her.

She came hard, eyes squeezing shut, arms wrapping around his neck, her whole body jolting with each wave of pleasure.

And he came with her.

I saw the way his face twisted, the way his hips pressed deep and held. He groaned against her shoulder, his whole body tensing as he spilled inside her, breathing like he’d just been pulled under and finally let go.

I watched all of it.

Listened to every breath, every moan, every sound of his body inside hers.

And then I came too.

My climax hit fast and sharp, curling through me with a force I hadn’t expected. My legs shook, my fingers frozen in place, hips twitching as I bit back a cry. I pressed my other palm flat to the table to steady myself as the aftershocks rippled through me.

None of us spoke.

The kitchen was silent except for our breathing. Three of us, tangled in something we couldn’t undo.

Scott stayed inside her for a long moment, holding her as their breathing slowed. His forehead rested on Mia’s collarbone, his hands still gently cradling her back. Her legs remained wrapped loosely around his waist, body slack and boneless, eyes half-lidded with the echo of her orgasm. I watched the way her fingers drifted lazily over his skin, the way he placed one last kiss on her shoulder before slowly pulling out of her.

A small whimper escaped her lips as he slipped free, and then came the delicious view of his cum beginning to leak out, thick and slow between her thighs. Scott stepped away, chest still rising and falling, and reached for the nearest towel on the counter.

But I was already moving.

I stood from the chair before I even knew what I was doing. My legs were a little unsteady, but the rush of adrenaline kept me upright. I crossed the kitchen, intercepting the towel from his hand before he could reach her.

“I want to be the one to clean her up,” I said, my voice steadier than I expected.

They both looked at me, surprised, but neither argued.

I moved closer to Mia, who was still propped up on her elbows on the counter, her legs parted, her thighs streaked with glistening slickness. She looked down at me as I approached, eyes searching mine, maybe expecting me to dab at her with the towel in hand.

But I didn’t.

I set it gently beside her on the counter.

Then I lifted one of her legs over my shoulder.

And leaned in.

Her gasp was sharp, startled, but her body didn’t flinch away. I pressed my tongue to her slit and licked slowly—slow enough to taste every trace of Scott’s release as it slipped from her, warm and salty and intimately ours.

I moaned into her without meaning to.

Mia cried out, her fingers flying to my hair. I sucked gently, then deeper, letting my tongue swirl and tease until her hips began to twitch again, her legs tensing against my shoulder.

“Oh—oh my God,” she breathed.

I didn’t stop.

I drank her down, chasing every drop. I licked her until she was shaking, until her thighs were pressing against my cheeks and her cries grew louder, sharper, more frantic. And then she came. Again. Harder than before. Her whole body arched off the counter as she screamed out, her hands gripping me tight as she rode every second of it.

Only then did I lift my head.

My lips were wet, my breath shallow, and I met her dazed eyes as I stood between her legs. I leaned forward and kissed her softly. She kissed me back with a hunger that hadn’t been there before—open-mouthed, grateful, utterly unguarded.

When we pulled apart, she blinked. “You’re sure you’re not mad?”

My hands slid lazily up the smooth skin of her stomach, then cupped her breasts, thumbing over her still-stiff nipples.

“I’m not mad at all,” I said quietly. “You’ve awakened something in me that I didn’t know was sleeping.”

Behind me, I felt Scott step forward. His hands slid around my waist, his warm chest pressed to my back as he wrapped me in his arms. I could feel his still hard cock digging into the curve of my ass.

I turned, just enough to kiss him over my shoulder—slow and deep, with all the emotion I didn’t have words for.

When we finally broke apart, Mia was watching us with those wide, earnest eyes again.

“Does that mean I can stay?” she asked.

I turned back to her, resting a hand on her thigh.

“Honey,” I said with a small smile, “you can stay as long as you want. In fact…” I leaned in, brushing my lips against her cheek, “…I hope you do.”

Her arms wrapped around both of us then, her bare body pressing against mine, with Scott pressing against my back. I felt the soft weight of her breasts against my chest, the smooth curve of her hip at my side, and the way her cheek rested near mine.

“Thank you,” she whispered. “I promise I’ll be good.”

I caught her chin between my fingers and tipped her face toward mine, locking eyes with her.

“No,” I said, letting my voice drop into something darker. “We want you to be so very, very bad.”

Mia grinned. Slowly. Wickedly.

“I can do that too.”
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