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Chapter 1: The Return
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The late-afternoon sun slanted through the tall windows of the suburban house on Maplewood Lane, turning the hardwood floors to warm gold. Lila Harper stepped out of the Uber, duffel bag slung over one shoulder, backpack in hand, and paused at the edge of the driveway. The place looked the same neat colonial lines, white siding, the hydrangeas her mom still babied but something felt shifted, like the air itself had thickened since she'd left for college three years ago.

Nineteen now, taller, curves softened by dorm life and late-night study sessions, Lila had come back different. Her dark hair fell longer past her shoulders, sun-bleached at the ends from summer weekends at the lake. She wore cutoff denim shorts that hugged her thighs, a thin white tank top clinging slightly from the humid July heat, flip-flops slapping against the stone path. She told herself the outfit was just comfortable for travel. Deep down, she knew better.

Inside, the house smelled of lemon polish and something richer: roasted garlic, rosemary. Her mom, Claire, had texted that dinner would be ready by six. Lila dropped her bags in the foyer and followed the sounds to the kitchen.

Claire was at the island, chopping herbs, her blonde hair pulled into a loose knot. She looked up and beamed, wiping her hands on a dish towel before pulling Lila into a tight hug. "Sweetyl! God, look at you. College agrees with you."

Lila laughed, hugging back, breathing in the familiar floral perfume. "Missed you too, Mom."

From the doorway to the living room stepped him.

Mark Voss. Late forties, broad-shouldered, the kind of build that came from years of construction work before he switched to project management still kept the habit of lifting weights in the garage most mornings. Salt-and-pepper hair cropped short, a trimmed beard framing a strong jaw, hazel eyes that always seemed to see too much. He wore a plain gray t-shirt stretched across his chest and dark jeans slung low on narrow hips. When Claire had married him two years ago, Lila had met him only once at the small courthouse ceremony she'd flown home for. Back then he'd been polite, distant, calling her with a nod.

Now he looked at her like she wasn't young anymore.

"Welcome home, Lila," he said, voice low and even, the barest hint of gravel. He didn't move closer, just leaned one shoulder against the doorframe, arms crossed so the muscles in his forearms flexed. His gaze flicked down her body quick, almost clinical before settling back on her face.

"Thanks," she replied, suddenly aware of how short her shorts were, how the tank top rode up slightly when she shifted her weight. She tugged it down self-consciously. "Smells good in here."

Claire laughed, oblivious. "Mark's grilling steaks tonight. Thought we'd do a proper family dinner to celebrate you being back."

Family. The word landed oddly in Lila's chest.

Mark pushed off the frame and walked past her to the fridge close enough that she caught the clean scent of his soap, something woodsy and sharp. His arm brushed hers for half a second; she felt the heat of him like a brand. He pulled out a beer, cracked it open, offered her one without asking.

She shook her head. 

His mouth curved just the corner, not quite a smile. "Right. Forgot." He took a long pull from the bottle, eyes on hers over the rim. "Guess we'll have to wait for that too."

Claire chattered on about the menu, the garden, how Lila's old room was exactly as she'd left it. Lila nodded, half-listening, pulse ticking a little faster than it should. Mark stayed quiet, watching. Always watching.

Dinner was set on the long oak table in the dining room, candles flickering even though it was still light outside, cloth napkins, the good plates. Claire sat at one end, Lila across from Mark, the table wide enough to feel safe but not wide enough to ignore him.

He served the steaks himself, thick cuts seared dark, juices pooling on the platter. When he leaned over to set Lila's plate down, his forearm brushed her shoulder again. Deliberate? Accidental? She couldn't tell. She murmured thanks; he only nodded, but his eyes lingered on the curve of her neck where a thin gold chain disappeared into her cleavage.

Conversation stayed surface-level at first. College classes, friends, the city. Claire did most of the talking. Mark asked occasional questions short, pointed.

"How's the dorm life treating you?"

"Any boyfriends keeping you up late?" (Said with a raised brow, casual, but his fork paused halfway to his mouth.)

"Miss anything about home?"

Lila answered carefully, laughing off the boyfriend question. "Nothing serious. Too busy." She met his gaze for a beat too long. "But yeah... I missed some things."

Under the table, her bare foot accidentally grazed his boot. She froze. He didn't move away. Instead, the toe of his boot nudged back slow, firm pressure against her ankle, holding there for three heartbeats before sliding away like it never happened.

Her breath hitched. Claire was slicing tomatoes, talking about the farmers' market. She didn't notice.

Mark's eyes darkened across the candles. He took another bite of steak, chewed slowly, never breaking contact.

After dessert Claire's famous berry cobbler Lila excused herself to unpack. She carried her bags upstairs, heart hammering. In her old room, everything was the same: twin bed with the quilt her grandma made, posters still taped to the wall, the faint scent of vanilla body spray. She dropped onto the mattress, exhaled.

Downstairs she heard Claire laughing, Mark's low rumble in reply. Normal. Domestic.

But when she came down later for a glass of water, the kitchen light was dimmed. Claire had gone to bed early, migraine coming on. Mark stood at the sink, sleeves rolled to his elbows, rinsing plates. The dishwasher hummed.

He glanced over his shoulder as Lila padded in barefoot. "Couldn't sleep?"

"Just thirsty." She opened the fridge, bent slightly to grab a bottle aware of how the shorts rode up the backs of her thighs.

He dried his hands on a towel, slow. "You always wander around like that at night?"

She straightened, bottle in hand. "Like what?"

His eyes traced her legs, up to her face. "Half dressed. Teasing the house."

Heat flooded her cheeks and lower. "It's my house too."

"Is it?" He stepped closer, not touching, but close enough she had to tilt her head back to meet his gaze. "Been a while since you lived here, Lila. Things change."

She swallowed. "Like what?"

He studied her mouth for a long second. "Like how a man looks at a girl."

The air between them crackled. Lila's nipples tightened under the thin tank; she prayed he couldn't see. She wanted to step back. Wanted to step forward more.

Mark reached past her, took the bottle from her hand, twisted the cap off, handed it back. His fingers brushed hers deliberate this time. Rough calluses against her soft skin.

"Get some rest," he said quietly. "Long summer ahead."

He turned away first, leaving her standing there, pulse roaring in her ears, thighs pressed together against the sudden ache.

Upstairs, in the dark, Lila lay awake, replaying every glance, every word, every accidental-not-accidental touch. She slipped a hand under the waistband of her shorts, fingers circling slowly, imagining it was his hand instead bigger, rougher, claiming.

She came quietly, biting her lip so hard she tasted copper, whispering his name into the pillow like a secret sin.

Down the hall, in the master bedroom, Mark lay beside his sleeping wife, staring at the ceiling, cock half-hard under the sheets, mind full of the way Lila's shorts had hugged her ass when she bent over.

Neither slept easy that first night.

But neither moved to stop what was already starting.
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Chapter 2: The Slow Unraveling
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The next morning broke humid and golden, the kind of July heat that made the air feel heavy before noon. Lila woke to the distant clank of weights from the garage steady, rhythmic, like a heartbeat she couldn’t ignore. She lay in her childhood bed for a long minute, sheets tangled around her legs, replaying last night’s kitchen encounter. The brush of his fingers. The way his voice dropped when he said her name. The way her body had answered without permission.

She told herself it was nothing. Jet lag. Nostalgia. A stupid crush on the man who married her mom. She rolled out of bed, pulled on running shorts and a cropped sports bra, nothing provocative, she insisted to the mirror and headed downstairs.

Claire was already gone, off to an early yoga class and then errands. The house felt bigger without her chatter filling the spaces. Lila poured coffee, black, and carried the mug to the back porch, pretending she hadn’t noticed the open garage door.

Mark was there, shirtless, back to her as he racked the barbell after a set of deadlifts. Sweat gleamed along the ridges of his spine, darkening the waistband of his gray gym shorts. Broad shoulders tapered to a narrow waist; the V of muscle disappearing below the fabric drew her eyes before she could stop it. He turned, catching her mid-sip.

“Morning,” he said, wiping his face with the hem of a discarded t-shirt. The motion lifted his arms, flexed his biceps, showed the dark hair trailing down his chest to his navel. He didn’t flex for show he just existed like that, solid and unapologetic.

“Morning.” Lila leaned against the porch railing, mug cradled in both hands like a shield. “Didn’t know you still lifted this early.”

“Habit.” He walked closer, stopping at the threshold between garage and yard so the sunlight caught the sheen on his skin. “Helps clear the head.”

She nodded, eyes flicking to the barbell, then back to his face. Safe territory. “Looks heavy.”

His mouth twitched. “You used to ask to spot me when you were young. Said you wanted to get strong.”

Heat crawled up her neck. She remembered hovering in the garage doorway in cutoff sweats, pretending it was casual, watching the way his muscles shifted under his shirt. He’d always said no, gently. Too dangerous. Too much weight.

“I was young,” she said now, voice quieter than she meant.

“You’re not anymore.” Not a question. Just fact.

Silence stretched. A lawnmower droned somewhere down the street. Somewhere closer, a bird called once, sharp.

Mark stepped fully into the sunlight, close enough now that she could smell him clean sweat, metal from the weights, that same woodsy soap. “You run?”

“Sometimes.”

“Join me tomorrow?” He tilted his head toward the street. “Five miles. Early. Before it gets brutal.”

Lila’s pulse kicked. “I don’t know if I can keep up.”

“I’ll go easy.” His eyes held hers. “Unless you want it hard.”

The double meaning landed like a spark on dry grass. She laughed too high, too quick to cover the way her thighs clenched. “We’ll see.”

He nodded once, like the matter was settled, then turned back to the garage. “Breakfast in an hour. Your mom left pancakes.”

She watched him go, the play of muscle in his back, the way his shorts clung to the tops of his thighs when he bent to pick up a plate. She stayed on the porch until her coffee went cold, thighs pressed together, telling herself the ache was just from sitting too long.

The day passed in careful normalcy.

Claire came home buzzing with energy, arms full of grocery bags. They cooked together chicken skewers, salad, corn on the cob Claire humming off-key while Lila chopped peppers. Mark appeared in the kitchen doorway, freshly showered, hair damp, wearing a faded navy polo that stretched across his chest. He offered to man the grill; Claire kissed his cheek and handed him the tongs.

Dinner was on the patio this time, string lights already glowing against the deepening dusk. Claire sat between them, talking about work drama, neighborhood gossip. Lila kept her eyes on her plate, but she felt him every time he shifted, every time he reached for the salt, the faint brush of his knee under the table against hers. Once. Twice. Never long enough to call accidental, never short enough to ignore.

After Claire cleared the plates, pleading an early conference call tomorrow, the patio fell quiet. Crickets started. Moths batted against the lights.

Mark leaned back in his chair, beer bottle dangling from two fingers. “You settling in okay?”

Lila nodded, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. “It’s... weird being back. Everything’s the same but feels different.”

“People change when they leave.” He took a slow sip, Adam’s apple working. “Come back and see what stayed the same.”

She met his gaze across the small table. “What stayed the same?”

He studied her for a beat. “The way you look at things like you’re figuring them out. The way you bite your lip when you’re thinking too hard.”

She did it then without meaning to and his eyes dropped to her mouth.

“Mark ” Her voice came out softer than she wanted.

He set the bottle down. “Yeah?”

She opened her mouth. Closed it. The words wouldn’t come. Too dangerous. Too soon.

He stood instead, collected the empty bottles. “Night, Lila.”

He passed behind her chair on his way inside close enough that his knuckles grazed the bare skin of her shoulder. Just a graze. Barely there.

But her skin burned where he’d touched.

Upstairs, she showered long and hot, letting the water pound her shoulders, trying to rinse away the tension coiled low in her belly. When she stepped out, towel wrapped tight, she caught her reflection flushed cheeks, pupils blown, nipples peaked against the terrycloth. She looked like someone waiting.

She didn’t touch herself that night. Not yet. She wanted to save the edge, let it sharpen.

Down the hall, Mark lay awake beside Claire’s even breathing, one arm behind his head, staring at the ceiling fan’s slow circles. His cock lay heavy against his thigh, half-hard since dinner, mind replaying the way Lila’s tank top had clung when she laughed, the faint outline of her bra, the way her thighs flexed when she crossed her legs under the table.

He didn’t stroke himself. Not tonight.

He wanted to feel the want build too.

The next morning at 5:45, Lila’s alarm buzzed. She pulled on leggings, a loose tee, sports bra underneath. Hair in a high ponytail. Sneakers laced tight.

Mark was waiting at the bottom of the stairs, already in running gear black shorts, gray tank, earbuds dangling unused around his neck. He looked her over once, slow, approving.

“Ready?”

She nodded, heart already racing.

They stepped out into the gray pre-dawn, streetlights still on, air cool against flushed skin. He set an easy pace steady, not punishing. She matched him stride for stride, breath syncing without trying.

Two miles in, sweat started. Her shirt stuck to her back; his tank darkened at the chest. They didn’t speak much just the slap of shoes on pavement, the occasional direction from him (“left here,” “watch the crack”). But the silence felt charged, like the space between lightning and thunder.

At mile four, they hit a long hill. He slowed to let her lead. She pushed, thighs burning, aware of his eyes on her ass, her calves, the swing of her ponytail. When they crested, both breathing hard, he caught up beside her.

“Good girl,” he said, low. Casual. Like he said it to everyone after a run.

Her stomach flipped.

They walked the last half-mile home, cooling down. Side by side. Arms brushing once, twice. Neither pulled away.

At the front door he paused, hand on the knob. “Shower’s free first if you want.”

She looked up at him sweat-slick, chest rising and falling, eyes dark in the hallway light. “You sure?”

He held her gaze. “I can wait.”

She went upstairs first, legs shaky not just from the run.

Under the spray, she let her hand drift once, twice circling her clit slow, imagining his voice saying it again. Good girl. She stopped before the edge, gasping, denying herself. Saving it.

When she came down twenty minutes later, hair wet, wearing oversized sweats and a cropped hoodie, Mark was at the stove making eggs. Shirtless again. Sweatpants low.

He glanced over. “Coffee?”

“Please.”

He poured her a mug, handed it over. Their fingers touched longer this time. Neither let go right away.

“Thanks,” she whispered.

He nodded. “Anytime.”

Claire came down ten minutes later, bright and oblivious, kissing Mark’s cheek, hugging Lila, chattering about the day.

Neither Mark nor Lila looked at each other while she talked.

But under the table, his foot nudged hers again.

And this time, she nudged back.
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Chapter 3: Movie Night Heat
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The weekend arrived like a slow exhale, thick with summer inertia. Claire announced it over breakfast Saturday morning movie night, family style, something light and mindless to “bond” now that Lila was home. She picked a rom-com trilogy on streaming, the kind with predictable laughs and soft-focus kisses. Lila agreed without argument; Mark just grunted assent and disappeared to the garage for an hour.

By eight that evening the living room was dim, only the TV glow and a single floor lamp casting long shadows. Claire claimed the middle of the sectional sofa, her usual spot spreading a throw blanket across her lap like a claim. Lila settled on the far right cushion, legs tucked under her, wearing soft gray sleep shorts and an oversized university hoodie that swallowed her frame. The hoodie was loose enough to hide the fact she’d skipped a bra; the fabric brushed her nipples every time she shifted, keeping them traitorously peaked.

Mark came in last, fresh from the shower, hair still damp at the temples. He wore loose black sweatpants and a fitted black t-shirt that clung to the hard planes of his chest and the slight swell of his biceps. He paused at the edge of the couch, surveying the seating like he was calculating risk.

Claire patted the empty spot to her left. “Come on, babe. Sit. Movie’s starting.”

He hesitated one heartbeat, two then dropped onto the cushion beside her. The sectional was wide, but not wide enough. His thigh pressed lightly against Claire’s under the blanket; Lila felt the shift in the air anyway, like the whole room tilted toward him.

The opening credits rolled. Claire curled into Mark’s side almost immediately, head on his shoulder, hand resting casually on his knee. She sighed contentedly. “This is nice. All three of us.”

Lila stared at the screen, pretending absorption. But her peripheral vision was locked on him: the slow rise and fall of his chest, the way his arm draped along the back of the couch behind Claire, fingers dangling inches from Lila’s shoulder. Every few minutes Claire would laugh at a line, shift, and the blanket would slip exposing more of Mark’s thigh, the thick outline of muscle under the soft fabric of his sweats.

Ten minutes in, Claire’s breathing evened out. Not asleep yet, but drifting the way she did during movies she’d already seen. Her head lolled heavier against Mark’s shoulder; her hand slid from his knee to rest limp on the blanket.

Mark didn’t move to wake her.

Instead, he stretched slow, deliberate arms extending along the back of the couch until his fingertips grazed the sleeve of Lila’s hoodie. Barely a touch. Enough to make her breath catch.

She didn’t pull away.

He let his hand settle there, knuckles resting against the soft cotton over her upper arm. No pressure. Just contact. Warm. Steady.

Lila’s cunt clenched sudden, involuntary. She pressed her thighs together under the hoodie, feeling the slick heat already gathering between her folds. Fuck. She was wet just from his knuckles on her sleeve. Pathetic. Delicious.

On screen, the leads bantered in a rain-soaked street. Claire murmured something incoherent and snuggled closer to Mark, her breathing deep now. Definitely asleep.

Mark’s fingers moved half an inch. Then another. Until the pads brushed the bare skin just inside the loose cuff of her hoodie sleeve. Skin on skin. Electric.

Lila’s eyes flicked to his face. He was watching the movie, expression neutral, jaw set. But his pupils were blown wide in the TV flicker; a muscle ticked in his cheek.

She shifted pretending to get comfortable letting her knee slide along the cushion until it nudged the outside of his thigh. He didn’t flinch. Didn’t move away. Instead, he flexed just enough for her to feel the hard ridge of his quad press back.

Her clit throbbed in answer. She bit the inside of her cheek to keep from whimpering.

His hand slid higher slow crawl under her sleeve until his palm cupped the inside of her elbow, thumb stroking the sensitive skin there in lazy circles. Each pass sent sparks straight to her pussy. She was soaked now; she could feel it coating her inner thighs, making the soft cotton of her shorts cling obscenely.

She risked a glance down. The blanket had slipped off Claire entirely. Mark’s sweatpants were tented thick, unmistakable ridge straining against the fabric, head outlined clearly where it curved toward his hip. He was hard. For her. While his wife slept against him.

Lila’s mouth watered. Her cunt ached empty, greedy, dripping. She wanted to climb into his lap, grind down on that fat cock until the sweats were soaked with her, until he shoved them down and split her open right there on the couch with Claire snoring beside them.

Instead she stayed still, heart hammering, letting him feel how fast her pulse raced under his thumb.

He shifted again subtle spreading his legs a fraction wider so his knee pressed firmer against hers. The contact burned through fabric. She mirrored him without thinking, parting her thighs just enough that cool air kissed the damp crotch of her shorts.

His fingers tightened on her arm brief, possessive squeeze then slid free. For a second she thought he’d stop.

Then his hand dropped to the couch cushion between them.

Palm up.

Fingers slightly curled.

An invitation.

Lila stared at it like it was a live wire. Her own hand trembled as she lowered it slow, inch by inch until her pinky brushed his. Skin to skin again. Hot. Rough.

He hooked his pinky around hers. Locked.

Neither moved more than that. Just linked fingers hidden between their bodies, Claire asleep inches away, the movie droning on about love and misunderstandings.

But under the surface it was filthy.

Lila’s mind spun dirty, relentless pictures: his big hand shoving between her legs, thick fingers parting her slick folds, curling inside her dripping cunt while she bit her lip bloody to stay quiet. Him leaning over, whispering “such a needy little slut, leaking for your stepdad while your mom sleeps” against her ear. Him pulling his cock out thick, veined, leaking at the tip and making her stroke it under the blanket until he painted her thighs with hot spurts.

She clenched hard around nothing. A tiny, involuntary whimper escaped barely audible.

Mark’s grip on her pinky tightened. Warning. Or encouragement.

He turned his head just enough eyes locking on hers in the dark. No smile. No words. Just raw, burning hunger in his gaze, the promise that if Claire weren’t there he’d already have her bent over the armrest, shorts yanked to her ankles, pounding her soaked pussy until she sobbed his name.

Lila’s breath shuddered out. She squeezed his finger back once, hard then let go.

He didn’t chase her hand.

But he didn’t move his leg away either.

The movie ended forty minutes later. Credits rolled. Claire stirred, yawning, stretching. “God, I passed out. Good one, though, right?”

Mark cleared his throat. “Yeah. Classic.”

Lila stood first legs shaky, cunt still throbbing, shorts damp against her swollen lips. “I’m... gonna head up. Tired from the run earlier.”

Claire smiled sleepily. “Night, baby.”

Mark said nothing. Just watched her walk away eyes dark, tracking the sway of her hips, the way the hoodie rode up to show the bottom curve of her ass.

At the bottom of the stairs Lila paused, hand on the banister. She glanced back.

He was still looking.

She climbed slowly, each step making her slick thighs slide together, reminding her how desperately empty she was.

In her room she locked the door first time since coming home leaned back against it, and slid one hand into her shorts. Two fingers plunged into her sopping cunt without preamble. She fucked herself hard, fast, other hand clamped over her mouth to muffle the wet sounds and the broken little moans.

She came in under a minute shaking, vision blurring picturing Mark’s thick cock stretching her instead, his hand around her throat, his low growl in her ear: “Come for Daddy, you filthy little tease.”

When the aftershocks faded she slid to the floor, shorts around her thighs, fingers still buried inside her pulsing pussy, heart racing with guilt and greed.

Downstairs she heard the faint clink of bottles Mark cleaning up alone.

She wondered if he was hard still.

She wondered how long he’d wait before he snapped.

She hoped it wasn’t long.
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Chapter 4: Midnight Whispers
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The house settled into silence after movie night, the kind of quiet that amplified every creak of settling wood, every distant hum of the fridge downstairs. Lila lay in her bed, sheets twisted around her legs like restraints she didn't want to escape. The clock on her nightstand glowed 10:47 PM too early for sleep, too late for distractions. She stared at the ceiling, replaying the couch in her mind: his pinky hooked around hers, that thick ridge in his sweats, the way his eyes had burned into her when she walked away.

Her cunt still throbbed from her frantic finger-fucking earlier swollen lips slick even now, clit begging for more. But she didn't touch herself again. Not yet. She wanted the ache to build, to mirror what she imagined he was feeling. He's hard too, she thought, thighs clenching at the image. That fat cock straining in his sweats, leaking precum just from touching my arm. Aching like my greedy little pussy is aching. Does he stroke it when Claire's asleep? Does he think of me my tight, wet hole while he fists himself slow?

The thought made her nipples harden to points under her thin tank top. She rolled onto her side, pressing a pillow between her thighs for pressure, rocking subtly against it. Not enough to come. Just enough to tease. I need to know, her mind whispered, insistent. Need to check if he's lying there, cock throbbing for me, ignoring Claire's snores. Maybe he's waiting for me to slip in, to crawl under the sheets and wrap my lips around him, suck him deep while he bites back groans.

She bit her lip, tasting salt. The house was too quiet. Too tempting.

By 11:30, she couldn't stand it. She slipped out of bed, barefoot, the hardwood cool under her soles. Her sleep shorts thin cotton, no panties underneath clung to her damp folds with every step. The hallway stretched dark and endless, master bedroom door at the end like a forbidden promise. She padded closer, heart pounding so loud she swore it echoed.

The door was closed. She paused outside, ear inches from the wood, listening.

At first, nothing. Then a faint rustle of sheets. A low, muffled sigh. Her pulse spiked. Is that him? She pressed her palm flat against the door, imagining pushing it open, finding him alone, hand wrapped around that thick shaft, stroking slow while he pictured her bent over for him.

She twisted the knob slow, testing. Locked. From inside.

Disappointment twisted with something hotter. They're in there together. But then a soft, rhythmic sound filtered through the crack. Skin on skin. Wet. Deliberate. A quiet gasp Claire's? No, deeper. Guttural.

Mark.

Lila's breath hitched. She leaned closer, forehead against the door now, thighs pressed tight to trap the fresh flood of slick dripping from her cunt. He's rubbing his cock, she imagined, filthy pictures flooding her mind. Claire asleep beside him, oblivious, while he jerks that veiny length thinking of me of shoving it down my throat, making me gag on it until tears run down my cheeks. Or flipping me over, spreading my ass cheeks, slamming into my soaked pussy from behind, growling how much tighter I am than her.

The sounds grew subtle slap of fist on flesh, a suppressed groan that vibrated through the wood into her chest. She pictured it vividly: his big hand pumping slow at first, thumb circling the slick head, gathering precum to slide easier. Speeding up as the pressure built, abs flexing, jaw clenched to stay quiet. Is he thinking of my tits bouncing while he rails me? My ass jiggling from his slaps? Filling my womb with hot load after load until it leaks out, marking me as his dirty little secret?

Her free hand drifted down unconscious at first slipping under her waistband to cup her mound. She didn't rub. Just held, feeling the heat radiate, her clit pulsing against her palm like a second heartbeat. Another sound a wetter one, like fingers dipping into something slick. Claire murmured sleepily, sheets shifting. The rubbing paused... then resumed, slower, more controlled.

Jealousy spiked through Lila's lust sharp, ugly. Is he touching her? Waking her up to fuck her instead of me? But the rhythm was solo, insistent. No shared whispers. Just him, chasing release in the dark.

She wanted to knock. Wanted to whisper through the door: Let me in, Daddy. Let me take care of that hard cock for you. I'll be so quiet, swallow every drop so she never knows. Her fingers pressed harder against her folds, parting them slightly, dipping into her dripping entrance just enough to tease. She was soaked obscenely wet, cunt clenching around nothing, begging to be filled.

A deeper groan leaked out Mark's voice, rough, edged with frustration. The rubbing quickened: slap-slap-slap, faint but unmistakable. Lila's hips rocked forward against her hand, matching the imagined pace. Come for me, she thought desperately. Picture my tight pussy milking you, my nails scratching your back, my moans in your ear calling you Daddy while you breed me raw.

The tension coiled tighter her body trembling against the door, breath fogging the wood. She was close without even trying, just from the sounds, the forbidden proximity. One finger circled her clit slow, torturous while she strained to hear more.

Then a sharp intake of breath from inside. The rubbing hitched, sped, then stopped. A low, choked grunt. Silence.

He'd come.

Lila whimpered tiny, involuntary pulling her hand free before she followed him over the edge. Her shorts were ruined, thighs slick halfway to her knees. She backed away from the door on shaky legs, pulse roaring, mind spinning with filthy afterimages: his cum splattered on his abs, wasted on the sheets instead of pumped deep inside her.

Back in her room, door locked, she collapsed onto the bed face-down, ass up, fingers plunging into her aching cunt without mercy. She fucked herself brutally three fingers now, stretching, curling against that spot that made her see stars imagining it was his cock instead, thick and unyielding, pounding her into the mattress while he growled in her ear: This is what you do to me, you teasing little slut. Making me jerk off like a teenager while my wife's right there. Next time, it's your tight hole taking every inch.

She came hard body seizing, face buried in the pillow to muffle her cry waves crashing through her until she was spent, trembling, empty.

But not satisfied.

Down the hall, Mark lay in the dark, hand still sticky with his release, Claire snoring softly beside him. He'd tried to sleep after the movie tried to ignore the persistent throb in his cock from that pinky touch, from watching Lila's ass sway up the stairs. But the ache wouldn't fade. He'd stroked slow at first, telling himself it was just to relieve tension. But his mind had betrayed him: flashing to Lila's flushed cheeks, her hard nipples poking through that hoodie, the way she'd squeezed his finger like she was begging for more.

He'd come picturing her on her knees, mouth stretched around him, eyes watering as she took him deep. Fuck, he thought now, wiping his hand on the sheet. This is dangerous. She's right down the hall, probably touching that sweet little pussy thinking of me too.

He rolled over, ignoring the fresh twitch in his spent cock.

The lock on the door felt like a flimsy barrier now.

Neither slept well.

But the tension only thickened in the quiet hours before dawn.

Continued.....
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