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My Husband and the Nanny



When Sienna arrived that afternoon, I wasn’t expecting to feel intimidated.

She was only supposed to be a nanny. Grant had found her through a friend’s referral. “She’s young but dependable,” he’d said. “A college student looking for structure and a quiet place to stay.”

Quiet, I thought. She had no idea what kind of home she was walking into.

The doorbell chimed just after four. I was still barefoot, hair loosely pinned, wearing a silk blouse that clung a little too closely to my skin in the afternoon heat. When I opened the door, Sienna stood there with a leather tote over one shoulder and the kind of posture that made her seem taller than she was.

She couldn’t have been older than twenty. Her skin looked smooth and warm, the kind that never needed makeup. Her eyes were a startling hazel that caught the sunlight in shifting greens and golds. And her lips looked perpetually soft, slightly parted, as if she’d just licked them.

“Hi,” she said with an easy smile. “You must be Julia.”

I nodded, feeling my voice hitch in my throat. “Come in. Grant’s just finishing up a call.”

Her sneakers squeaked faintly on the marble as she stepped inside. She looked around with the kind of curiosity that was hard to disguise, her gaze drifting over the vaulted ceilings, the wide staircase, the framed photographs that Grant insisted on keeping even though I sometimes thought they made us look too perfect.

“This place is incredible,” she murmured, setting her bag down carefully by the entry bench. “You must be busy all the time trying to take care of it.”

I gave a small laugh. “You could say that. That’s why we need help keeping everything running.”

When Grant appeared a minute later, he was still rolling up his sleeves. He looked effortlessly handsome, even after a day of back-to-back meetings. His hair had started to gray near the temples, which only made him look more distinguished. He smiled when he saw her.

“You must be Sienna,” he said, reaching out his hand. “I’m Grant. Thanks for coming.”

The handshake lingered just a fraction longer than necessary. I noticed it because I always noticed him. The way his thumb brushed her fingers in that brief contact made something coil low in my stomach. Sienna didn’t seem to notice, or maybe she did, because a faint blush rose in her cheeks as she met his gaze.

“You can call me Mr. Bennett if you prefer,” he teased. “Though that makes me feel like someone’s dad.”

She laughed softly. “You’re old enough to be,” she said, tilting her head playfully. “No offense.”

Grant chuckled, but the sound wasn’t quite innocent. “That’s exactly what I was afraid of.”

The comment was light, but it landed inside me like a stone sinking through water. My husband was only joking, yet the reminder of our ages, the reminder of hers, twisted something sharp behind my ribs. I was still attractive, still fit, still the kind of woman who could turn heads at a dinner party, but standing next to her I felt the weight of years I hadn’t noticed before.

I moved toward the kitchen, pretending to fuss with the coffee pot. “Would you like something to drink?”

Sienna nodded and followed, her steps light and unhurried. She smelled faintly of something floral, not cheap body spray but a delicate perfume that clung just long enough to make me aware of it. She perched on a barstool as if she already belonged there, her bare knees brushing the hem of her simple summer dress.

“It’s beautiful here,” she said. “You both must love it.”

Grant leaned against the counter beside her, arms crossed. “We do. But it’s a lot of house for two people. Especially when both of us work late. Between the house and little Michael, it can be a handful.”

He looked at me then, smiling, and I knew he was trying to sound professional. Still, there was a spark in his eyes that hadn’t been there all morning. I saw it flicker toward her and then back to me, testing the boundaries.

“Coffee?” I asked.

She shook her head. “Got any tea?”

“Of course.” I poured her a glass of iced tea, my hand steady though I felt anything but calm. Sienna thanked me and took a slow sip, her lips closing around the straw. My gaze lingered longer than it should have.

“So,” I began, clearing my throat, “you’re studying at the community college, right?”

She nodded. “Early childhood education. But my classes are mostly online this semester, so my schedule’s flexible. I’m good with errands, organizing, light cooking—whatever you need.”

Her voice carried an easy confidence that caught me off guard. There was no nervousness in her tone, no awkward fidgeting. She was poised, open, almost disarmingly natural.

Grant asked a few questions about her references and hours, but his tone had softened. I could tell he liked her, maybe a little too much. I watched the subtle shifts in his body language. The way he leaned in when she spoke, the small curve of amusement at the corner of his mouth when she smiled. It was familiar. It was the same way he’d looked at me years ago, when everything between us was new and uncertain.

I told myself I was imagining things, that it was harmless, that men just had that instinctive way of warming to a beautiful girl. But every time she laughed, it echoed in my chest like something intimate.

When the interview wrapped up, Grant offered to show her the guest suite. I followed, trailing behind them through the long hallway lined with framed artwork. Sienna walked beside him, her hair swinging over her shoulder, her dress hugging the soft curve of her hips.

“This would be your space,” Grant said, opening the door to the suite. “Private bathroom, walk-in closet, separate entrance from the patio.”

She stepped inside and turned slowly, her expression one of genuine awe. “This is nicer than my apartment.”

Grant grinned. “We like our help to feel at home.”

The word help made me flinch. Not because he meant it cruelly, but because it emphasized the difference between us. She was young and new to the world; we were established, settled. And yet the air between the three of us felt charged, humming with something unsaid.

Sienna looked from him to me. “I’d love to work here,” she said simply. “If you’ll have me.”

Grant nodded. “We’d be lucky to have you.”

I smiled automatically, but inside I felt a complicated mixture of excitement and unease. Something about her presence unsettled the calm rhythm of our marriage. It wasn’t just her looks, it was the way she carried herself, the quiet confidence that filled the room.

As we walked her back to the front door, I caught Grant watching her one more time, his gaze lingering just a second too long. He didn’t notice me noticing.

When the door closed behind her, the silence stretched.

“She seems great,” he said finally.

“She does,” I replied. My voice sounded steadier than I felt. “Almost too great.”

Grant laughed softly and slipped his hands around my waist, pulling me against him. “You’re not jealous of a college girl, are you?”

I smiled, even as my heart quickened. “Of course not.”

He kissed me then—slow, familiar, but my thoughts stayed tangled in that brief look he’d given Sienna, and the faint scent of her perfume still hanging in the air.
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Grant had been coming home later and later. The first few nights, I waited up for him with the TV on low, pretending not to notice the time. Then it became routine. The hum of his car engine would drift up the driveway close to midnight, long after I had already showered and changed into one of his old T-shirts.

Sienna and I began crossing paths in those quiet hours between dinner and bed. The house felt softer then, stripped of its daytime bustle. She would be wiping the counters or folding laundry in the den, her movements unhurried and graceful, her dark hair loose around her shoulders.

One night I came down to refill my water glass and found her in the kitchen, perched on a stool with a mug of tea. She wore a loose gray tank and cotton shorts, the kind of clothes that weren’t meant to be seductive yet somehow were. Her legs were bare, long and smooth in the glow of the under-cabinet light.

“Couldn’t sleep either?” she asked, her voice soft.

“Not tonight,” I said, setting my glass on the counter. “Grant’s been working late again. It throws off my rhythm.”

She smiled sympathetically. “You must miss him.”

“I do,” I admitted. “Although sometimes it’s nice having a little quiet. I forget what the house sounds like when it’s just me.”

Her eyes lifted toward me, curious. “You aren’t lonely?”

“Not anymore,” I said, realizing that I meant I had her for company.

Sienna’s gaze lingered for a moment before she took another sip of tea. There was something easy about her presence, as if she could fill a silence without needing to speak. I sat beside her and we talked for the first time as something other than employer and employee.

She told me about her classes, about wanting to work in counseling someday. I told her about the marketing firm I managed and how it sometimes left me drained. The conversation flowed effortlessly. I was surprised by how quickly she could read me, how she tilted her head slightly when I said something vulnerable, as if she could see past the surface.

At one point she said, “You’re not like I expected.”

“What did you expect?”

“I don’t know. Someone more… formal, maybe. But you’re kind of like me.”

The comparison caught me off guard. “You’re half my age.”

She grinned. “Age doesn’t change compatibility.”

Her words hung between us, warm and intimate. I watched her trace her finger along the rim of her mug. The movement was slow and rhythmic, almost hypnotic. My thoughts drifted somewhere they shouldn’t have, noticing the delicate shape of her wrist, the curve of her shoulder under the thin strap of her tank top.

I shifted slightly on the stool. “You really are mature for twenty.”

She laughed softly. “I’ve had to be.”

I wanted to ask what she meant, but she stood and rinsed her cup before I could. The fabric of her shorts rode up as she reached for the faucet, revealing the faint outline of her underwear through the thin cotton. My eyes lingered without meaning to. She caught me watching.

For a moment, neither of us said anything. She smiled, a quiet, knowing kind of smile, and then brushed it off with a yawn. “I should probably get some sleep.”

“Goodnight, Sienna.”

“Goodnight, Julia.”

I stayed there long after she left, the kitchen light dim around me. My pulse was still unsteady. It wasn’t jealousy. It wasn’t attraction, not exactly. It was something more complicated, something that made me feel alive in a way I hadn’t in years.

Over the next week, our nights together became a pattern. I would finish work, shower, and find her somewhere in the house. Sometimes she’d be in the living room reading on the sofa, or outside watering the plants barefoot in the moonlight. We talked about small things, like books and music and how quiet the countryside felt at night. She made me laugh easily. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d laughed like that with another woman.

One evening, we opened a bottle of wine after dinner. Grant had texted that he would be home late again.

“This house feels different at night,” she said. “Like it’s holding secrets.”

I smiled. “Maybe it is.”

She tilted her glass, watching the liquid swirl. “Do you ever feel restless? Like you want life to be more exciting, but you don’t know how?”

Her question landed too close to something inside me. I took a slow sip. “All the time.”

She looked at me then, really looked, and I had the strange feeling she could sense every thought I tried to hide. The silence stretched, not awkward but charged. My throat felt dry, and I was grateful when she finally laughed and changed the subject.

When she stood to put the glasses away, she brushed my shoulder with her hand. The touch was light, almost absentminded, but it sent a tremor through me.

I watched her walk down the hall toward her room, the soft sway of her hips illuminated by the low light. My stomach fluttered with something that was not guilt but curiosity. I wanted to understand what it was about her that kept pulling me closer.

Later that night, when I lay in bed alone, I could still smell her perfume faintly on my skin. I thought about the curve of her smile, the way her eyes lingered when she spoke. I thought about how easily she had become part of my evenings, how she seemed to slip under my guard without even trying.

Somewhere down the hall, a door clicked softly. I imagined her moving through her room, undressing for bed. The thought made my body tense, heat spreading beneath my sheets.

I closed my eyes, pretending I wasn’t listening for her footsteps. Pretending I didn’t want to hear the rustle of her sheets or the soft sound of her breath.

But I did. I wanted to hear everything.
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The house was unusually quiet that afternoon. Grant was still at the office, and I had come home early, planning to catch up on emails before dinner. I had just dropped my bag on the kitchen counter when I decided to ask Sienna what she’d like to eat.

I knocked on her door but there was no answer, so I slowly turned the knob. That’s when I heard water running in her bathroom. The door was cracked slightly, just enough for a sliver of steam to spill through into the hallway.

I hesitated. I should have turned around. But something about the steady rhythm of the water, the faint scent of shampoo drifting out into the room, drew me closer.

Through the narrow gap, I could see the mirror fogged over and the shape of her body behind the glass shower door. It wasn’t clear, just the outline of movement, the curve of her breasts, the taper of her waist. My breath caught before I even understood why.

Sienna’s silhouette moved slowly under the spray. She lifted her arms, fingers sliding through her hair, and the water streamed down her back in thin silver lines. I should have looked away. I told myself I was just startled, that I was about to knock to warn her. But I didn’t.

My pulse thudded in my ears. I could see the faint shimmer of her skin through the steam, the gentle rise and fall of her chest, the way her hips shifted as she reached for something off the shelf. The image was blurred and dreamlike, yet every detail felt vivid in my mind.

The shower door opened halfway, just for a second, and she stepped into view enough for the light to catch the droplets on her skin. Her body was lean but soft in all the right places, her breasts full and firm, her stomach smooth. The water glistened on her thighs before disappearing down between them.

I couldn’t breathe. I just watched.

Then guilt hit me so sharply it almost made me dizzy. I pulled back quickly, heart racing. What was I doing? She was just a girl. Beautiful, yes, impossibly beautiful, but still young enough to make me feel as though I’d crossed a line just by looking.

I moved down the hall as quietly as I could, hoping she hadn’t seen the shadow of movement in the doorway. My hands trembled as I gripped the railing at the top of the stairs. The sound of the shower still echoed behind me, soft and rhythmic, like something intimate I wasn’t supposed to hear.

In the kitchen, I leaned against the counter and exhaled slowly. My cheeks burned. I had never looked at another woman that way. Not even once. And yet the image of her lingered in my mind, so clear it almost felt like a memory rather than a moment.

I poured a glass of water and drank half of it without tasting it. The guilt mingled with something darker, a low hum under my skin that I didn’t want to name. I told myself it was just curiosity, that Sienna’s beauty was distracting in the same way a model’s would be. That anyone would notice.

But that wasn’t true. I hadn’t just noticed. I had watched. Nearly salivated.

I pressed my palms against the countertop until my knuckles ached, trying to ground myself. When I closed my eyes, I could still see the drops sliding down her skin, the way her hair clung to her neck. The memory was too clear, too alive.

By the time Sienna came downstairs, wearing a tank top and lounge shorts, her hair damp against her shoulders. I had forced my expression into something calm. She smiled when she saw me and immediately forced words out.

“I’m about to make dinner,” I said, keeping my tone even. “Any requests?”

“Whatever you feel like. You’re such a good cook, I’ll enjoy it either way,” she replied, her voice casual and sweet. “I’m going to go fold some clothes in the meantime.”

I nodded and watched her head down the hall, leaving a faint trail of steam in her wake. I watched her until she turned the corner, my heart still beating faster than it should have.

When I heard the laundry room door close, I finally sat down. The quiet of the house pressed in on me, heavier now. I told myself to stop thinking about it, to forget it had happened. But I couldn’t. Every time I tried to focus on work, the image returned—her skin glistening under the water, the delicate movement of her hands as she washed her hair.

That night, when Grant called to say he’d be working late again, I felt an unexpected wave of relief. It meant it would lessen their time together. It meant he wouldn’t see what I had seen, wouldn’t notice the things I was trying not to notice.

For the first time since she’d moved in, I felt uneasy having her there. I trusted my husband, but Sienna was young and stunning, and I couldn’t ignore the way she carried herself. Certainly Grant wouldn’t be able to ignore her either.

I told myself I was being paranoid, that it was just guilt making me imagine things. But when I finally went to bed, I could still smell her shampoo in the hallway. It clung faintly to the air, warm and sweet, and I lay awake listening to the house settle, wondering what she was doing behind her closed door.

And wondering why I wanted to know.
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The first sound that woke me was laughter. Soft, low, and unmistakably intimate.

For a few seconds, I lay still, eyes open in the dark, unsure if I had imagined it. The clock on my nightstand read 12:43. Sienna should have been in bed hours ago, but Grant had to be talking to someone and she was the only one who made sense.

The laughter came again, this time followed by a man’s voice. His voice.

I slipped out of bed quietly, my pulse already quickening. The house was dim, the only light coming from the faint glow downstairs. As I reached the landing, I could make out the murmur of conversation. I knew I should go back to bed, that nothing good ever came from sneaking around my own house, but something stronger pulled me forward.

The soft hum of voices grew clearer as I descended the stairs. I stopped halfway down when I saw them.

Sienna sat on the sofa, one leg tucked beneath her, her body angled toward Grant. She was wearing one of her loose sleep shirts, barely covering the tops of her thighs. Her hair was down and slightly tousled, as if she had only just woken up. Grant sat beside her, closer than I expected, with a drink in hand. The two of them looked completely at ease, their bodies angled inward, their conversation flowing easily.

The sight hit me in a way I couldn’t name.

They weren’t flirting exactly, but there was a comfort between them that felt personal. His expression was warm, the kind he hadn’t worn for me in weeks. He laughed at something she said, tilting his head back, and the sound of it stirred something deep in me.

I realized, too late, that I had always assumed their schedules barely overlapped. I thought Sienna went to bed before he came home, that their paths rarely crossed. But now, watching them, I knew I had been wrong. They had been spending these late nights together. Talking. Sharing moments that used to belong to me.

Grant leaned closer as she spoke. His fingers brushed the sofa cushion near her knee, a subtle, careless touch that still felt intimate. Sienna smiled, oblivious to how close he was. Or maybe not oblivious at all.

I should have been furious. Instead, a strange pulse of heat spread through me, low and deep. My breath caught as I realized what I was feeling wasn’t jealousy. It was arousal.

The intimacy between them was quiet but electric, and it made something inside me come alive. Watching them from the shadows, I felt the same forbidden thrill that had washed over me that day by the bathroom door. I hated myself for it, yet I couldn’t look away.

Sienna laughed again, softer this time, and leaned forward, touching his arm in a casual, familiar way. Grant didn’t move away. If anything, he seemed to draw closer, his body shifting toward hers.

My heart pounded so hard I was sure they could hear it. I took a slow step back, pressing myself against the wall. The angle gave me a clearer view of Grant’s face, and just then, his gaze flicked toward the staircase.

For one terrifying moment, our eyes almost met.

He didn’t move or say anything, but his expression shifted slightly, his laughter dying off. It was as if he had sensed me there. As if he knew I was watching.

I froze, barely breathing, waiting for him to speak. But he didn’t. He turned back to Sienna, and whatever moment of awareness had passed between us seemed to dissolve. Sienna kept talking, unaware of anything out of place, her hands gesturing lightly as she spoke.

Still, I couldn’t shake the feeling that he knew. That somewhere deep down, he had felt my presence.

I stepped backward slowly, retreating up the stairs until their voices faded into a gentle murmur again. My body was warm all over, my pulse still thudding with a mix of guilt and something darker.

Back in bed, I lay on my side staring into the dark, trying to slow my breathing. My mind kept replaying what I’d seen. The way she looked at him. The way he looked at her. The way his voice softened when he spoke to her, the same way it once did with me.

I told myself it was innocent, that I had walked in on nothing more than a late-night conversation. But deep down, I knew better. The distance between them had changed.

And what unsettled me most wasn’t fear of losing him. It was the lingering ache in my body, the way my skin still tingled as if his gaze had touched me instead of her.

When I finally drifted to sleep, the last image that lingered behind my eyelids wasn’t of Grant’s face or even Sienna’s. It was the two of them together, talking softly in the glow of the living room light, while I watched from the shadows, wanting something I couldn’t yet name.
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I told myself I wasn’t going to do it again.

But when midnight came and I heard the low murmur of voices below, I found myself slipping quietly out of bed. The floorboards were cool beneath my feet as I crept toward the stairwell. I didn’t turn on any lights. I didn’t need to. The soft glow from the living room was enough to see by.

They were on the sofa again. The same spot as the night before.

Sienna had her legs folded beneath her, wearing a thin camisole and drawstring shorts. Her hair was down, the long strands shining in the warm lamplight. Grant sat beside her, one arm draped lazily along the back of the sofa, his body angled toward her in a way that made my breath catch. He was relaxed, confident, the way he always was when he wanted to charm someone.

He said something I couldn’t hear, and Sienna laughed softly, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. The sound sent a ripple of jealousy through me, sharp and hot. I gripped the railing to steady myself.

He leaned closer. His fingers brushed her arm in what could have been a casual gesture, but it wasn’t. I saw the way she froze for a moment, the way her lips parted slightly before she forced a small smile.

“Don’t,” I whispered to myself, though I didn’t know who I was talking to. Him, or her, or me.

Grant said something else, quieter this time, and Sienna tilted her head, listening. She shifted slightly, her bare thigh brushing his jeans. I saw the faint tremor that ran through her. He noticed it too.

My heartbeat quickened. Every inch of me was aware of the way his hand lingered near her skin, the slow way he moved his thumb as if testing how far he could go.

Sienna’s eyes met his, wide and uncertain, but she didn’t move away. The tension between them was unbearable. I could feel it from where I stood, hidden in the dark.

Night after night, I had been watching them get closer, the distance between them shrinking inch by inch. At first it had seemed harmless, friendly even. But now it was something else entirely. There was heat in their silence, and it drew me in like a moth to a flame.

Grant reached out again, his hand grazing the back of her neck. She closed her eyes briefly, her chest rising with a shaky breath. I saw the conflict in her face, the desire she was trying to hide.

“Grant,” she said softly. “We shouldn’t.”

He smiled, small and dangerous. “You don’t want me to stop.”

My stomach twisted. The words felt too intimate, too deliberate. He leaned in, his mouth close to her ear. I could almost hear the soft exhale of her breath. Her hand came up as if to push him away, but it only rested lightly against his chest.

Then he tilted her chin upward with his fingers. For a moment she looked as though she might protest. Her lips parted to speak, but before she could, he kissed her.

It wasn’t tentative. It was hungry, the kind of kiss that carried weeks of unspoken longing. Sienna gasped softly against his mouth, her fingers curling in his shirt. Her body gave in even as her conscience tried to resist.

I felt heat bloom through my chest and down between my thighs. I knew I should have turned away, but I couldn’t. Watching them was like being caught in a dream I didn’t want to wake from. Every sound, every breath, every flicker of movement pulled me deeper into it.

The kiss grew more urgent before she finally broke it, breathless and trembling. Her cheeks were flushed, her lips glistening. “I shouldn’t have done that,” she whispered. “I really don’t want to lose my job.”

Grant looked at her with a steady, knowing gaze. “That won’t be a problem.”

The way he said it made my heart skip. His eyes flicked toward the staircase for just a second. My blood turned cold.

He couldn’t see me. He couldn’t possibly see me.

But something in his expression told me that he knew I was there. That he had known for a while.

Sienna didn’t notice. She was too busy gathering herself, straightening her camisole, trying to breathe evenly. Her innocence made my chest ache.

Grant reached for her hand and gave it a reassuring squeeze. His voice softened again, low and soothing. Whatever he said next made her smile faintly, though she still looked nervous.

I backed away slowly, afraid of the sound my heartbeat might make. I crept up the stairs as quietly as I could, each step measured, each breath shallow. When I finally closed the bedroom door, I leaned against it, trembling.

I should have felt betrayed. I should have been furious. But I wasn’t.

I was aroused.

My skin tingled where the cool air touched it, and I could still see them in my mind, the image burned into me. His hand on her neck. Her lips parting under his. The heat between them.

I lay in bed, eyes open, unable to sleep. The ache in my body refused to fade. Every few minutes, I glanced toward the doorway, imagining them still downstairs, imagining what might be happening now that the kiss had already broken the boundary.

When I finally drifted off near dawn, I dreamed of Sienna’s flushed face, of Grant’s hand tangled in her hair, and of my own shadowed reflection watching from the dark.
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Grant was gone by the time I woke. The bed beside me was cold, his pillow undisturbed.

I made coffee and sat at the kitchen counter staring at my phone for almost an hour before I finally started typing.

Julia: I saw you last night.

Grant: Be specific.

Julia: You and Sienna. I saw you kiss her.

The dots appeared, then stopped. I waited, my stomach twisting.

Grant: I know you did.

My breath caught. I reread the words three times, unsure if I’d misunderstood.

Julia: What do you mean you know?

Grant: I knew you were there. I’ve known for a while. You’ve been watching us. Hiding in the shadows like you don’t want me to notice.

Heat rushed to my face. My hands trembled as I typed.

Julia: That’s not true. I wasn’t hiding. I was shocked.

Grant: You weren’t shocked. You were wet.

The words hit me like a physical touch. My breath hitched and my thighs pressed together instinctively. I wanted to deny it, but something about his confidence made my pulse quicken.

Julia: You’re wrong.

Grant: Am I? Be honest with me, Julia. When you stand in the dark watching us, what are you feeling? Is it jealousy? Or do you like seeing me touch her?

My heart thudded painfully in my chest. The kitchen felt smaller, the air heavier. I could almost hear his voice in my head, low and deliberate.

Julia: Stop.

Grant: You stop pretending. You want this. You want to see it happen.

I stared at the screen, unable to move. The steady vibration of desire spread through me until it became impossible to ignore. My phone buzzed again.

Grant: Touch yourself and tell me I’m wrong.

I dropped the phone on the counter as if it had burned me. My chest rose and fell in sharp, uneven breaths. I told myself to delete the messages, to walk away, to do anything other than what he wanted. But I couldn’t.

I went upstairs, my body already trembling with need. I closed the bedroom door and climbed onto the bed, still clutching my phone. I read the messages again, each one sending another jolt of heat through me.

Grant’s words filled my mind. His voice. His tone. The memory of his mouth on Sienna’s.

My hand slid beneath the waistband of my shorts before I even realized what I was doing. I moved slowly, eyes half closed, imagining what he had done the night before. I pictured Sienna’s lips parting against his, the way her body leaned into his touch. My breath came faster, quiet and shallow. I bit my lip to keep from making a sound.

The room was quiet except for the soft rhythm of my breathing. I was lost in it, completely, when I heard the creak of the door.

“Julia?”

Sienna’s voice.

I froze, my body tightening in shock.

She was standing in the doorway, still in her pajamas, her hair slightly tousled. For a moment she didn’t seem to understand what she was seeing. Her eyes widened, and then she just stood there, frozen.

Neither of us spoke.

Her gaze fell to my hand, then back to my face. She didn’t look embarrassed, not at first. She looked… entranced. Like she couldn’t look away. Her lips parted, and I saw her swallow hard before she finally turned her head.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered, barely audible.

She closed the door quickly, the sound of her footsteps retreating down the hall.

I lay there, heart pounding, my skin flushed with heat and shame. The echo of her voice lingered in the air, soft and trembling.

I pressed a pillow over my face and let out a shaky breath. My pulse refused to slow. I couldn’t tell if I was mortified or even more aroused.

The air in the room still carried the faint scent of my arousal, mixed with the sweetness of her shampoo from earlier that morning. I thought about her face, the way she had looked at me, the way her eyes had lingered.

Neither of us would ever mention it. I knew that. But she had seen me. Really seen me.

And somewhere deep inside, I wondered if that was exactly what Grant wanted all along.
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The next night, I didn’t plan to watch them again. I told myself I wouldn’t. But when I heard the low murmur of their voices downstairs, my body moved on its own. The house was dark, except for the faint amber light spilling from the living room. I crept down the steps until I reached the shadowed curve of the banister. From there, I could see everything without being seen.

Sienna sat close to him on the sofa, her knees drawn up beneath her, wearing a thin white top that clung to her chest in the warm air. Grant was angled toward her, one arm resting along the back cushion, his fingers tracing slow, thoughtless circles against the fabric. Their voices were low, casual, but there was something in the silence between their words that made my stomach twist.

He reached toward her, fingers grazing the hem of her shirt. Sienna looked startled, though she didn’t pull away. He kept talking softly, something teasing and confident, and she smiled even as her breath caught. I could see her chest rise and fall, unsteady.

“Grant,” she whispered. “We can’t.”

He smiled like he didn’t believe her. His hand slipped higher, brushing the edge of her bra through the fabric. She trembled. Her hands stayed at her sides, her body frozen between fear and want. He lifted her top slowly, revealing the pale curve of her skin, until the cups of her bra were exposed. She made a small sound, half protest and half surrender.

My breath came shallowly. The air felt heavy against my skin. I should have gone back upstairs, but I couldn’t. I was trapped in the moment, watching the rhythm of his hands, the way her body softened under his touch.

He tugged her bra down just enough to bare her breasts. They were perfect, round and flushed, the nipples tightening in the cool air. Grant’s hand closed around one, his thumb brushing the peak. Sienna gasped, then covered her mouth as if afraid of being heard. The sound of it sent a shiver down my spine.

He leaned in and took her nipple into his mouth. The sight made my knees weaken. His tongue moved slowly, circling her, and she arched into him, a low moan escaping despite her effort to stay quiet. The sound echoed faintly through the room, a soft pulse that went straight through me.

I pressed my thighs together, my heartbeat drumming in my ears. The heat between my legs built until I couldn’t ignore it. My hand moved on its own, slipping underneath my night slip and beneath the waistband of my panties. I touched myself lightly, trying not to breathe too loudly. Watching them felt illicit, wrong in every possible way, yet I was trembling with need.

Grant kissed lower, his mouth trailing over her stomach. He murmured something I couldn’t hear, and Sienna nodded faintly, eyes closed. He slid his hand between her thighs, pressing against the thin fabric of her leggings. She whimpered softly, her hips lifting toward him.

I bit my lip hard. My fingers moved in slow, aching circles. Every small sound she made, every breath he took, seemed to sync with mine.

He pushed his hand beneath the waistband, slipping under her panties. Sienna’s back arched as his fingers moved against her. Her mouth opened, a quiet cry catching in her throat. She tried to muffle it, her hands gripping the sofa cushion. Her whole body trembled, caught between pleasure and fear of discovery.

I could barely breathe. The sight of it, the sound of her, the way Grant’s expression changed from hunger to something like triumph was too much. My body tightened. I pressed my palm harder between my legs, my breath coming in short, uneven gasps.

Sienna came quietly, her body tensing, then shuddering in release. Her face tilted toward his shoulder, her lips parted as if she were trying not to moan. Grant held her close, his hand still moving slowly until she stilled. When she finally opened her eyes, she looked dazed, almost ashamed.

He brushed a strand of hair from her face and murmured, “Don’t be embarrassed.”

Her voice was barely a whisper. “I shouldn’t have let that happen.”

“You didn’t do anything wrong,” he said softly. “Don’t be ashamed.”

She looked away, her cheeks flushed, her breathing still uneven. She didn’t know why he sounded so sure of himself, so calm, so in control.

And she had no idea I was standing just beyond the edge of light, trembling in the shadows near the stairs, watching everything.
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The next day, during work hours, Grant texted me again.

Grant: You liked watching us, didn’t you?

Me: Stop.

Grant: You did.

Me: I didn’t.

Grant: You touched yourself. I could hear you breathing while you watched.

My thumbs hovered above the keyboard, but I couldn’t make myself reply. I stared at the glow of the screen, the words pulsing like a secret heartbeat. He knew. He had known all along.

I set the phone facedown on the bed, but the thought of him downstairs with her kept circling through my mind—the way he looked at Sienna, the slow, careful control in his voice, the hunger he didn’t even try to hide anymore. The more I tried to push the memory away, the stronger it grew, until I could almost smell the faint mix of his cologne and her shampoo again.

That night, I told myself I was only going downstairs for water. But when I saw the light still on in the living room, I slowed. The air felt heavy, the silence almost deliberate. When I reached the curve of the stairs, I saw them.

Sienna was backed against the wall near the living room archway, her hands flat against the plaster, her breath unsteady. Grant stood close—so close that his chest pressed against hers. His hand was at her hip, the other sliding up to her shoulder as he leaned in to whisper something I couldn’t hear.

She was wearing a skirt tonight and a soft gray sweater. Grant’s voice was low, coaxing, confident. He touched her the way a man touches when he already knows what the answer will be. She tried to steady herself, but her head tilted back slightly, as if surrendering. When he reached for the edge of her sweater, she hesitated only a moment before he slipped it over her head. The soft fabric fell to the floor.

Her bra was pale pink, delicate. Grant unclasped it with one hand, letting it slide from her shoulders until it pooled at her feet. His mouth moved to her collarbone, then lower, catching one of her nipples between his lips. She gasped, her fingers curling against the wall.

Grant unbuckled his jeans, the metal glinting faintly in the light. He pushed them down just far enough to free himself, his cock thick and hard in his hand. Then he bunched her skirt up around her waist, revealing the curve of her thighs and the dark patch of her panties. I saw the way his hand moved—slow, deliberate—as he pressed himself against the damp fabric and rubbed along her heat.

Her back arched, her breath catching on a low sound that trembled through the room. Grant’s mouth returned to her breasts, sucking and teasing while his hips moved in small, steady circles. The sight of it made my body ache. My fingers tightened around the banister, my heart beating so hard it felt like it might shake the air.

I knew I should look away, but I couldn’t. The shadows held me there, pinned in place by the quiet rhythm of their movements. Every breath I took felt thick and forbidden. My thighs pressed together, a pulse throbbing where I shouldn’t have wanted it.

Then a sound escaped me—a sharp, startled gasp I hadn’t meant to make.

Sienna froze. Her eyes flew open. “What was that?” she whispered.

Grant paused, then smiled—a slow, dangerous curve of his mouth. “You heard her,” he said quietly. “Didn’t you?”

She blinked, confused. “Who?”

“Julia,” he said, his tone calm, certain. Then louder, to the shadows, “Come out, sweetheart. You’ve been watching long enough.”

My breath caught. The room spun. Every nerve in my body told me to run, but my feet wouldn’t move. Sienna looked toward the darkened stairs, her expression shifting from disbelief to shock.

“Julia?” she said softly. “Is that—are you—?”

I stepped out from behind the banister, one slow step at a time. The light caught me halfway across the room. My pulse was hammering, but my voice came out steady.

“Don’t stop,” I said. “Go on.”

Sienna’s mouth parted, her cheeks flushed deep pink. She looked at Grant as if waiting for him to explain, but he only smiled, still holding her close.

I took another step forward and sank into the armchair across from them. My heartbeat filled the silence. “You heard me,” I said. “Go on. Drop to your knees and show me how much you want my husband.”

For a long moment no one moved. Then Grant turned his head toward Sienna, his voice quiet but firm. “Do as she says.”

Sienna’s gaze flicked between us, confusion and desire battling in her eyes. I saw the moment she understood what I wanted—what I needed. The air between us trembled. Slowly, she lowered her head, her hair falling forward as she began to obey.

I sank deeper into the chair, my breath unsteady. The world outside seemed to disappear, leaving only the soft sounds of the room, the faint tremor of her voice, and the heat building inside me as I watched.

Sienna hesitated for only a moment before sinking to her knees. Her hair fell forward, brushing against Grant’s thighs as she looked up at him. I could see the uncertainty in her face, the faint tremor in her hands, but her desire overpowered her fear.

Grant’s hand slid into her hair, his fingers curling as he guided her closer. His cock was hard, flushed at the tip, and when she opened her mouth for him, the sound that left his throat was a low, rough exhale that made my own breath quicken.

She took him slowly at first, her lips closing around him, her tongue flicking over the ridge. The movement was tentative but eager, the kind of rhythm that came from wanting to please. Grant’s fingers tightened, pulling her closer until the soft sound of her gagging filled the air.

My pulse raced. The sight of her lips stretched around him was both obscene and beautiful. Her eyes watered, her throat worked, and still she didn’t stop. I could see the determination in her expression as she steadied her breathing and tried again, taking him deeper this time.

Grant groaned softly and tilted his head back. “That’s it,” he murmured. “Good girl.”

His voice was low and approving, a tone I hadn’t heard in years. My stomach clenched, heat pooling between my thighs. My night slip had bunched up around my waist, and I could feel the cool air against my bare skin. I wasn’t wearing anything underneath. I told myself I would just watch, but my fingers moved on their own, brushing lightly over my clit, tracing the slickness that had already gathered there.

Sienna’s eyes flicked toward me, startled to find me without panties and touching myself. Her lips stayed wrapped around him, but a soft moan escaped her throat that made my whole body tense. She began to move faster, her hand working the base of his shaft as her other slipped between her own legs.

The sound of her pleasure mixed with his. Grant tangled his fingers deeper in her hair, guiding her pace, his hips pushing forward in slow, deliberate thrusts. Every time she gagged softly, his voice broke with another sound of pleasure.

My breath came faster. I pressed my hand harder against myself, watching her, watching him. Every small motion between them felt magnified—the glint of saliva on her lips, the flex of his abdomen, the slow rhythm of his hips. I couldn’t look away.

Grant’s gaze flicked toward me suddenly, locking with mine. His mouth curved into that knowing, dangerous smile. He didn’t say anything, but he didn’t have to. His eyes told me he wanted me to keep watching.

Sienna’s moans grew louder, her body rocking with the movement of her hand between her thighs. Grant’s grip tightened again, his thrusts sharper now. The muscles in his stomach tensed as he let out a low groan.

“Don’t stop,” I whispered. My voice sounded strange, distant, like it belonged to someone else.

Sienna whimpered around him, her eyes fluttering shut as she obeyed. Her pace grew desperate, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked harder. Her hips moved restlessly against her hand, her body trembling from the effort and the pleasure tangled together.

Grant’s breath turned ragged. He guided her one last time, his voice thick with release. “Just like that.”

I bit my lip hard, my body arching as I came quietly, the orgasm rushing through me in waves. The world blurred at the edges, and for a moment, I couldn’t tell whose sounds were whose—hers, his, or mine.

When I opened my eyes again, Grant was still standing over her, his chest rising and falling heavily. Sienna rested her forehead against his thigh, her lips still glistening, her breath shaky.

Grant’s hand loosened in her hair, sliding gently down to her shoulder. His gaze moved back to me, heavy and knowing.

“Did you like that, sweetheart?” he asked softly.

I couldn’t speak. I just nodded.

His smile deepened. “Good. Because I’m not done showing you yet.”

Grant’s words hung in the air, heavy and deliberate. I could barely breathe. My body still trembled from my release, but his tone—low and possessive—brought the ache back instantly.

I swallowed hard. “Show me,” I said.

He smiled faintly, that confident smile that used to belong only to me. Then he looked down at Sienna. “Take off your skirt.”

Sienna hesitated, her lips still parted from catching her breath. She looked between us, searching my face for some sign of what I wanted. I didn’t look away. I wanted her to see the hunger there, the permission. Slowly, she stood and reached for the hem of her skirt. The fabric slid down her thighs and pooled at her feet along with her panties.

The sight made me gasp before I could stop myself. Grant stepped out of his jeans and boxers, his body hard and flushed. He took my hand briefly, leading me toward the sofa. When he sat, I stood over him, watching the muscles in his chest flex as he leaned back and looked up at Sienna.

“Ride him,” I said quietly. My voice didn’t shake, but my pulse did.

For a second, she just stared, as if waiting for me to take it back. Then she nodded once. She moved closer, her knees brushing the edge of the cushion as she climbed onto his lap. Grant’s hands came up to her hips, steadying her as she straddled him. His cock brushed against her, slick from his own arousal and her wetness, and they both exhaled at the same time.

She reached down and guided him in. The sound that escaped her throat was soft and broken as she sank onto him inch by inch. My breath caught as I watched him disappear inside her, his jaw tightening, her body trembling as she took all of him.

I couldn’t look away. The sight of her body stretched around him, the way his hands gripped her waist and pulled her closer, was too much and not enough all at once. My fingers moved between my thighs again, instinctive and needy.

Grant’s voice came out rough. “Look at her, Julia. Look at how perfect she is.”

I did. I watched every motion as Sienna began to move, rolling her hips slowly, finding a rhythm that made her breasts bounce softly in front of him. Grant’s head tilted back, his mouth falling open as she rode him deeper. The sound of their bodies meeting filled the room—wet, rhythmic, undeniable.

I touched myself harder, faster, my body pulsing in time with theirs. Sienna’s breath quickened, and she leaned forward, her palms on his chest, her hair falling around her face like a curtain. Her moans turned breathless and high, the kind that made my stomach twist with jealousy and arousal all at once.

Grant’s hands moved up her sides, over her ribs, to her breasts. He squeezed, then slid his thumbs across her nipples until she cried out. Her back arched, her pace stuttered, and he took over, thrusting upward into her with sharp, deliberate movements that made her voice break. The sound of skin against skin grew louder.

I felt the heat spread through me again, sharp and unstoppable. My orgasm built quickly, curling low in my belly until it took over completely. I moaned softly, trying to stay quiet, but I didn’t care if they heard. My body shook with it, every nerve lit up from watching them.

When the wave passed, I let my hand fall and breathed hard, still trembling. But I wasn’t done watching. I wanted to see him finish. I wanted to see how he looked inside her.

Sienna’s rhythm faltered. Her thighs quivered as she pressed harder against him. Grant’s grip on her tightened. His voice turned rougher, lower, the words almost lost in his breath. “Don’t stop. Keep going.”

She whimpered, her body clenching around him. I could see it in her face—the moment she started to come. Her lips parted, her eyes shut, her body shuddered in slow, shaking pulses. Her moan filled the room, desperate and unrestrained.

Grant thrust harder, faster, the sound of his breath ragged and uneven. I stood and moved closer, drawn in by the heat and the sound. My knees brushed the edge of the sofa as I reached out, unable to stop myself. My fingers found her shoulder, then trailed lightly down her arm. Her skin was hot, damp with sweat, trembling beneath my touch.

Sienna gasped at the contact, her climax still rolling through her. I touched her reverently, sliding my palm across her back, down to the curve of her hip. Her skin was so soft, her body alive and open under my hand. I cupped her breast gently, my thumb brushing her nipple. She moaned again, even as her body kept moving against him.

Grant’s thrusts grew erratic. He grabbed Sienna’s hips, driving deeper, his voice a strained growl. I leaned down, my face close to his, close enough to feel the heat of his breath. When his eyes met mine, I kissed him. It wasn’t soft. It was desperate, claiming, full of everything we hadn’t said.

He groaned into my mouth as he came, his whole body tensing beneath her. I felt it through the kiss—the low, deep sound that tore from his chest, the final thrusts that left them both shaking. He stayed buried inside her, still breathing hard, her body slumped against his.

I pulled back slowly, my lips tingling, my pulse wild. Sienna was still trembling, her hair sticking to her damp skin. I stroked her shoulder gently, brushing her hair aside. She looked up at me through half-lidded eyes, flushed and beautiful, her lips parted.

For a long moment, none of us spoke. The room was filled only with the sound of our breathing. Grant’s hands stayed on her hips, holding her there, as if reluctant to let the moment end.

I reached out again, my fingertips tracing the outline of her collarbone. “You’re beautiful,” I whispered.

Sienna’s mouth quivered in something between a smile and disbelief. “Julia…” she began, but the rest of her words faded.

Grant’s hands finally loosened on Sienna’s hips, though she still trembled slightly in his lap. Her thighs quivered as she lifted herself off him, a faint whimper escaping as his cock slipped free. Her skin glistened in the lamplight, a mixture of sweat and the shine of arousal.

I watched, unable to move, as she caught her breath. Her chest rose and fell quickly, the flush still bright across her cheeks and breasts. She turned toward me, uncertain and dazed, strands of hair clinging to her damp face.

“Come here,” I said softly.

She hesitated for only a second before moving toward me, her bare skin still quivering from the intensity of what had just happened. I reached out and took her wrist, my fingers sliding down to her hand, then guided her closer until she stood between my knees.

Grant leaned back on the sofa, his chest rising and falling heavily, his cock still hard and slick from her. The sight of it made my pulse stutter. I looked up at Sienna, her lips parted, her eyes wide with something like fear and wonder.

“I want to taste you,” I told her.

Her breath caught. “You… you want—?”

“Yes.”

Grant’s eyes flicked to me, dark and knowing. He didn’t say a word. He just watched.

Sienna swallowed, then nodded faintly. She stepped closer, her legs brushing my knees. The scent of her arousal filled the air—warm, sharp, unmistakable. When she parted her thighs, I saw the gleam of Grant still inside her, thick and wet between her folds. My heart raced as I leaned forward and touched her lightly, my fingers trembling as I spread her open.

Her breath shuddered out when my tongue found her.

She tasted sweet and faintly salted, the flavor of both of them mingled together. I moaned softly against her skin, the sound vibrating through her. Her hands came to my shoulders for balance, her nails grazing lightly against my skin.

Grant’s low groan drifted through the air. I knew he was watching, his hand slowly stroking himself as I licked her clean. The idea of the two of them watching made my whole body tighten with need.

Sienna’s hips moved tentatively at first, then with growing confidence. I held her steady, circling my tongue around her clit before slipping lower again. She gasped, her voice breaking, and I felt her fingers tighten against me.

When I finally pulled back, she was trembling all over. I looked up at her, her thighs glistening, her expression dazed.

“Come here,” I said again. I stood and took her hand, leading her upstairs toward the bedroom. “I want you to sleep with us tonight.”

Grant followed us silently, his movements slow and deliberate. I climbed onto the mattress first, slipping out of my night slip so that the three of us were bare. The sheets were cool against my skin, the air heavy with the scent of sex.

Sienna lay between us, her hair fanning across the pillow. She turned her head toward me, her lips parted in a shy, uncertain smile. I brushed her cheek with my fingertips. Grant lay on her other side, one arm draped over her stomach.

No one spoke. There was nothing left to say.

I felt the warmth of their bodies against mine, the rise and fall of their breathing slowly syncing together. My hand rested lightly on Sienna’s thigh, Grant’s fingers covering mine.

Eventually, the trembling in my body faded, replaced by a deep, humming calm. I let my eyes close, feeling her breath on my shoulder and his on the back of my neck.

The three of us drifted there—bare, tangled, and wordless—until sleep finally took us.
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The light that morning was soft and golden, slipping through the sheer curtains and spreading across the bed. Sienna stirred between us, her body warm and relaxed, her hair a dark tangle against the white sheets. I blinked slowly, half-awake, my skin still tingling from everything that had happened hours before.

Grant was already awake. I felt the shift of the mattress as he turned toward her, his hand tracing lazy circles over her stomach. She sighed softly in her sleep, her lips parting as though she were still lost in a dream.

I watched, silent for a moment, letting the scene sink in—their bodies so close, their breaths mingling in the quiet morning air. My body reacted instantly to the sight of him touching her again, even before she opened her eyes.

When she finally did, she smiled. “Morning.”

Her voice was small and sleepy, but it sent a warm pulse straight through me. I reached out and brushed a lock of hair from her cheek. “Morning, sweetheart.”

Grant leaned in first, pressing a slow kiss to her mouth. She sighed against him, her hand sliding up his arm. I watched his tongue slip between her lips, their breathing deepening as the kiss grew longer. When he finally pulled back, I replaced him, cupping her face and kissing her softly. She tasted faintly sweet, like sleep and skin and something that still lingered from the night before.

She moaned against my mouth, her hips shifting slightly between us. Grant’s hand followed the sound, moving lower until his fingers brushed the inside of her thigh. I trailed my kisses down her neck and over her collarbone while his touch grew bolder. Her legs parted instinctively, giving him room to explore.

“Good morning, baby,” he murmured against her ear.

She gasped when his fingers slid through her folds, already slick and hot. I kissed the curve of her breast and caught her nipple between my lips, flicking it lightly with my tongue until she arched. Grant met my eyes over her body, his mouth curving into a knowing smile.

“Still sore?” he asked her quietly.

“A little,” she breathed, “but it feels so good.”

I moved lower, letting my fingers replace my mouth. I teased the other nipple, pinching lightly until she whimpered. Her hips began to roll, pressing against Grant’s hand as he slipped a finger inside her. She moaned, the sound rising and falling between us like a pulse.

Grant leaned over her, his mouth finding mine again. The kiss was deep and slow, tasting faintly of her arousal. He slid a second finger inside Sienna as our tongues tangled, and she cried out softly, her body tightening.

I reached between them and added my own touch, circling her clit in small, steady movements while Grant’s fingers thrust deeper. Her head tilted back against the pillow, her breath coming faster. I kissed her again, catching her bottom lip between mine.

“You feel incredible,” I whispered.

She tried to answer but only managed a trembling sound. Grant pressed his lips to her neck, his free hand cupping her breast as his rhythm grew more deliberate. I matched him, my fingers moving faster until her thighs began to shake.

“Don’t stop,” she begged.

Neither of us did. I could feel her body tighten, every muscle drawing taut beneath my hand. Her eyes fluttered shut, and then she came with a soft, breathless cry, her hips jerking as we held her between us.

The sight of her undone like that, glowing in the morning light, was almost too much. Grant kissed her shoulder, then leaned back against the headboard, watching her recover. She turned her face toward me, still trembling, and smiled.

“That was…” she whispered, unable to finish.

I smiled back and kissed her forehead. “Perfect.”

She laughed quietly, the sound warm and a little disbelieving. “Am I… fired?”

Grant chuckled, low and rough. “Not a chance. You’re not going anywhere.”

Relief crossed her face, quickly replaced by a lazy, blissful grin. “Good. Because I don’t want to.”

I pushed myself up on one elbow, brushing her thigh with my fingertips. “I’m going to make breakfast before either of you distract me again.”

Grant caught my wrist, pulling me back for a quick kiss. “Don’t bother getting dressed.”

I laughed softly, my heart full and strange and new. “Neither of you are making it to work today, are you?”

“Not a chance,” he said again, his voice low with promise.

Sienna giggled, curling against his side. “Guess you’re both calling in sick.”

I smiled as I slid out of bed, the cool air brushing my bare skin. When I looked back, they were tangled together in the sheets, Sienna’s head resting on his chest, his fingers tracing lazy lines along her arm.

It was the kind of sight I never thought I’d want, yet now I couldn’t imagine anything else.

I pulled on my robe and headed toward the kitchen, still flushed and trembling, the echoes of their laughter following me down the hall.

For once, the house didn’t feel too big or too quiet. It felt alive.
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