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Our View of Her



I’m sweating before I even finish unpacking the first box. The AC is technically running, but it’s just pushing warm air around. Everything smells like cardboard and tape and the inside of moving trucks. My shirt is already sticking to my back.

“Remind me again why we thought a third-floor walk-up was a good idea?” I mutter as I unwrap a stack of bowls. My legs are still tight from hauling everything up the stairs, and I’m pretty sure I bruised my hip on the railing twice.

Connor doesn’t even look up from the kitchen. He’s crouched in front of a box labeled Misc., which in my handwriting means absolutely nothing. It could be spatulas. It could be chargers we don’t own devices for anymore. It could be the Christmas ornaments we forgot we had.

“Natural light,” he says, like he’s quoting a real estate brochure.

I glance at the big windows facing the courtyard. No blinds yet—just the sheer curtains I tied back earlier because they looked too limp hanging straight down.

“Yeah,” I say, “and a perfect view of every neighbor within spitting distance. Seriously, it’s like we’re on display.”

Connor pokes his head out from behind the fridge door, smirk already forming. “You’re only saying that because you can’t walk around naked anymore.”

I give him a look. “Please. I’ve never walked around naked.”

“You did once,” he says.

“That was one time. And I was basically wearing a towel.”

He laughs and pushes to his feet, stretching his arms behind his head in a way that makes the hem of his shirt lift just enough to show a line of skin. Sweat darkens the fabric between his shoulders. He knows I notice. He always does.

“I don’t know,” he says. “All these windows, all these people… the whole building pretending nobody sees anything. It’s kind of hot.”

I shake my head, but the corner of my mouth pulls up. “You need to get laid.”

He grins. “Yeah. I really do.”

Even with the crankiness, the sore muscles, the mild dread of updating our address with every single account we forgot existed—we’re here. Together. Starting over. It should feel exciting, and it does… but there’s something else underneath it too. Something unsettled.

The closeness of the buildings gets to me more than I expected. When I look across the courtyard, I can see straight into someone’s kitchen. No attempt at privacy. A red dish towel on the oven handle. A bottle of wine left open on the counter like someone stepped away mid-pour.

I step closer and pull the sheer curtain across. It does basically nothing. The window is so wide that the fabric barely dims the shapes outside.

“We need real curtains,” I say.

Connor walks over and presses a kiss behind my ear, his breath warm against my skin. “We need to finish unpacking first.”

I nod, but I don’t move. Not right away. My eyes stay trained on the opposite building. Most of the windows are empty. A few are dark. Then—movement. A flicker of pale skin, dark hair pulled back. A woman, maybe. She crosses the space too fast for me to do more than catch the shape of her shoulder.

My stomach dips in a way I don’t fully understand.

Connor notices the way I’ve gone still. “What is it?”

“Nothing,” I say quickly. I turn back toward the half-unpacked kitchen. “Just… going to take some getting used to.”

He leans against the counter, arms crossed, grin creeping back in. “You’re imagining all the freaky shit our neighbors get up to, aren’t you?”

I snort. “Not yet.”

But hours later, when we finally drag ourselves into bed, I do something small and stupid.

I leave the curtain a little open.

Just enough for a crack of air. The room feels stuffy, that’s all. I tell myself that.

It has nothing to do with the faint shadows moving behind the glass across the courtyard.

At least that’s what I keep repeating as I lie there, staring at the window longer than I should.
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The next day, I’m doing laundry when I see her for the first time.

I’m standing in front of the window with a damp towel in one hand. I glance out the window out of boredom more than anything. I expect the usual nothing—drawn curtains, dead plants on balconies, and the guy two floors down vaping on his fire escape like he thinks it gives him a personality.

That’s when my eyes catch on something that doesn’t match the rest of the static courtyard.

She’s directly across from me. Third floor. Big windows, zero curtains, bright light spilling around her like she owns that whole strip of glass.

She’s folding a white sheet in nothing but a black lace bra and underwear.

My brain stutters for a second, like it needs time to process all the exposed skin and the casual way she’s moving around in it. Her hair is long and loose, falling over her shoulders in soft waves. It looks slightly damp, like she just showered, the ends clinging to her back.

She lifts the sheet and gives it one sharp shake before folding it again, and when she bends at the waist, I go completely still.

It’s not shock. I’ve seen half-dressed people before. Lockers rooms, beaches, the time a woman at the gym didn’t realize her leggings were basically transparent. It’s not that.

It’s… how comfortable she looks.

Like she does this all the time.

Like being seen isn’t something she worries about.

Like she expects it.

I tell myself the window glare might hide her more than it seems from here. Maybe she thinks the angle is safe. Maybe she’s oblivious. Maybe she genuinely doesn’t care who’s watching.

But my eyes stay locked on her longer than I mean them to.

Her skin is this soft golden tone, even in the flat midday light. Her legs look toned but not overworked, her arms long and graceful as she drapes the sheet into a basket. When she reaches for a towel, she shifts her weight, and I catch the subtle bounce of her ass, the crease at the top of her thigh. Then she turns slightly, offering a partial side view—sharp jawline, pouty lips, one eyebrow lifted like she’s thinking about something only half-frustrating.

My mouth goes a little dry.

And I suddenly remember I’m standing there holding a damp towel like an idiot.

I force myself to look away. Slowly. Too slowly. Like jerking my gaze away would make it obvious I’d been staring.

I toss the towel into the dryer harder than necessary, slam the door shut, and jab the button again.

When I walk back into the living room, Connor’s sprawled on the couch, one leg over the armrest, scrolling through something with the blank expression of a man in a deep, committed relationship with his boredom.

“You see the woman across the way?” I ask, aiming for casual and hitting somewhere closer to nervous.

He looks up, eyebrows raised. “What woman?”

“Third floor. Opposite us. She was doing laundry. In… lingerie.” The word feels stupidly loaded in my mouth.

He blinks once, interested but trying not to look too interested. Classic. Then he shrugs. “Nope. Must’ve missed that.”

I narrow my eyes. “You sure?”

His smirk slides in without him even lifting his gaze from his phone. “I mean… I wouldn’t complain.”

I roll my eyes and head to the kitchen for a glass of water. The cold doesn’t do much to cool me down. My pulse is still too quick, the edges of my mind fuzzy with leftover heat from the way she moved, the confidence in her body, the way she didn’t even glance toward the courtyard like the possibility of being watched didn’t register.

I don’t know why I’m annoyed.

I don’t know if I’m annoyed he didn’t see her…

or annoyed that I did.

There was something about her. A quiet ease. A kind of comfort in her own skin I haven’t felt in a long time—not like that.

My mind keeps replaying the angle of her waist, the arch of her back, the way her hair moved when she shook out the sheet.

I step toward the window again, pretending to check the weather like an absolute coward. Her apartment is lit but empty now. No movement. No signs of her at all.

Still… I look a second longer than I need to.

A second longer than I should.

Just long enough to admit to myself that I kind of hope she’ll come back into frame.

Even if I don’t know what I’d do if she did.
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I’m halfway down the hallway with a glass of water when I stop.

Connor’s at the window, standing so still he almost looks braced against it. His shoulders are tight. His hand is curled around the curtain like he meant to close it but couldn’t quite follow through. There’s a tension in the line of his neck that I don’t see often—alert, focused, almost guilty.

For a moment, I stay behind him and just watch. His breathing is shallow, barely moving his chest. Whatever he’s looking at has him locked in place.

When he finally senses me, he jerks hard, like I snapped him out of something private. His hand drops from the curtain too quickly. “Hey,” he says, voice pitched a little higher than normal, like he rushed to fill the silence. “Didn’t hear you.”

I take a few steps toward him, not close enough to crowd him but close enough to see the slight flush creeping up his neck. “Are you watching her?”

There’s a beat—sharp, suspended—where neither of us speaks. His jaw tightens. His eyes flick toward mine, then away, like he’s weighing whether to answer honestly or pretend he has no idea what I’m talking about. The embarrassment on his face is unmistakable, but it’s mixed with something else—something nervous, searching.

I should feel something dramatic. Anger. Jealousy. Some kind of sting. But none of that comes.

Instead, what rises in my chest is something warmer, stranger, and unexpectedly steady.

Curiosity.

“It’s okay,” I hear myself say. The words slip out before I can think them over. “I want to watch too.”

He turns to face me fully, frozen in a different way now. Not defensive—just caught off guard. He doesn’t even look turned on yet. He looks confused. Like he’s trying to understand the rules of a situation he didn’t think we’d ever be in.

“You… what?” he asks quietly.

“I said it’s okay.” My pulse kicks harder, but my voice stays calm. “Move over a little.”

He hesitates—just a breath—then steps aside. When I take his spot, my shoulder brushes his. He stays close anyway, like he’s afraid stepping back would break whatever fragile allowance I just gave him.

And then I see her.

The woman from yesterday. The one with the lace lingerie and the loose hair. She’s in her living room now, moving around like the space is hers alone and she doesn’t owe modesty to anyone. She’s wearing a thin robe, the kind that looks soft enough to slip right off your body without trying. The belt is tied, but loosely. The fabric keeps falling off one shoulder, revealing smooth skin and the faint outline of her breast.

She doesn’t fix it.

She doesn’t hurry.

She just moves.

Connor lets out a quiet, shaky exhale beside me.

“How long were you standing here?” I ask, eyes still forward.

He pauses. “A couple minutes.”

“Mm-hm.”

“She just walked across the room,” he says, voice tight. “I wasn’t—look, I’m not trying to stare.”

“I know.” I keep my voice light, almost casual. “You’re human. And I can admit she’s hot.”

The woman moves again. She bends to pick something up off the floor, and the robe slips even lower. I see the line of her thigh, the curve of her hip. My mouth goes dry.

Connor shifts a little closer—not touching me, just leaning in the same direction I am, like we’re both pulled forward by the same invisible thread.

“You okay?” he murmurs.

I swallow. “Yeah.”

It’s the truth.

We stand shoulder-to-shoulder, both pretending we’re not breathing faster. She moves through her apartment with this slow, easy confidence, like she isn’t worried about being seen, or maybe she’s fully aware and doesn’t mind.

Or maybe she likes it.

I can feel the heat radiating from Connor’s skin, the same warmth I’ve leaned into for years but somehow feels different right now—charged, hesitant, uncertain. He’s trying so hard not to react, and I’m doing the same, but the room feels smaller by the second.

“This is weird, right?” he whispers.

“Probably.”

“We should… I don’t know. Not stare.”

“Probably,” I say again. Still, neither of us moves.

She laughs at something on her phone or something she dropped—I can’t tell. The sound doesn’t reach us, but the shape of it does: her mouth parting, her head tipping back slightly, her shoulders shaking once in a quick burst of amusement. The robe shifts again, falling wide enough that one breast is nearly exposed.

My heart bangs against my ribs.

Connor inhales sharply. “Jesus.”

“Yeah,” I breathe.

This should feel wrong. Like crossing a line we don’t talk about. But instead it feels like the two of us standing at some invisible edge, both of us aware of what’s on the other side but neither stepping back.

The woman approaches her window—just a few steps closer—then pauses. She adjusts the robe, eyes flickering faintly toward our building. Not at us exactly, but close enough that the hairs on my arms rise.

“Do you think she knows?” I whisper. “That we can see her?”

“Maybe,” he says, just as quietly.

We watch her another few seconds—long enough for her to disappear into another room. The space she leaves behind feels empty in a way that makes my chest tighten.

I let out a breath I didn’t realize I was holding. “Well.”

“Yeah,” Connor says, swallowing hard.

We still don’t touch.

We still don’t move.

Both of us stand there like we’re afraid that stepping away would mean losing something we didn’t know we were close to finding.

We pretend the moment was nothing. We pretend we won’t both come back to the window the second she passes through it again.

We pretend. But not very well.
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I pretend I’m not waiting for it.

I move around the apartment like a normal person: rinsing plates, wiping counters, digging my thumb into a stubborn bit of dried pasta on the stove. I scroll my phone without absorbing a single word. I keep telling myself I’m just winding down, not stalling, not listening for him.

But every little sound he makes pulls my attention. The faint creak of the chair, the soft shift of his weight, the way his breathing changes when he’s near the window—it all tightens something low in my stomach. I hear the change in him before he even speaks. A faint inhale, held too long.

That’s the one.

I set my phone down like it’s burning me then walk over and stand beside him, shoulder brushing his again.

She’s there.

The neighbor. Same apartment. Same window. But tonight she’s wearing even less. A silk slip, pale and thin, almost translucent when she passes in front of her lamp. No bra. No underwear that I can see.

My stomach tightens.

Connor’s jaw flexes once. He doesn’t say a word.

She lifts her wine glass, like she’s giving a little toast directly at us. Directly at him. Directly at me.

Then she puts the glass down and steps closer to the window. Not pressing against it. Just nearer, enough that I swear I can make out the faint shape of her nipples through the fabric.

I’m suddenly too aware of my own breath. I straighten, but it doesn’t help. Nothing helps.

She raises her hand.

Two fingers.

A beckoning motion.

Slow. Deliberate. Confident.

I feel Connor shift beside me. Not touching me, but close enough that I can feel his heat. He whispers, barely audible, “Is she…?”

“Yes,” I say. My voice comes out steadier than I feel.

He nods once, eyes still fixed forward. “You want to…?”

I swallow hard. My mouth is too dry. My thoughts feel too loud. I should be scared. Or jealous. Or furious that he wants this enough to look like that.

But none of that comes. What comes is a sudden, sharp rush of clarity.

I want to go.

I want to see her up close, not through a window.

I want to know if she’s actually inviting us or if this is some strange fever dream we both made up.

I turn my face to him. He looks back at me like he’s waiting for permission or a refusal or some sign that I’m about to lose it.

But I don’t hesitate.

“Let’s go,” I say quietly.

Something in him releases. Not relief, not excitement—something raw. A flicker of fear wrapped in want. Something I recognize only because I feel it too.

We don’t come up with a plan. We don’t talk about boundaries or rules or what we’ll do if it gets weird. We just move.

He grabs his keys. I slip on sandals. My pulse hammers everywhere—throat, wrists, knees. I don’t know where the line is here, but we’re walking toward it with our eyes open.

The hallway air feels cooler than our apartment, like stepping into a different world.

Connor presses the elevator button, then wipes his palms on his jeans. “This is insane,” he says, half-laughing, half-panicked.

“Yeah,” I say. “It is.”

The elevator doors open. We step inside. Neither of us speaks. My reflection looks flushed, like I’ve been running.

He glances at me again, searching for something—confirmation, maybe. I hold his gaze.

“I want to see what happens,” I tell him.

His breathing stutters for a second. He nods.

The doors open on her floor.

The hallway feels too quiet, like the air is holding its breath along with us. Her door is halfway down, cracked open a little. A warm strip of yellow light spills onto the carpet.

Her shadow moves inside.

Connor looks at me again. “You good?”

“No idea,” I whisper. “Let’s go anyway.”

We walk together, slow at first, then faster, neither of us pretending anymore that this isn’t exactly what we came for.

We reach her door.

The door opens before I can change my mind.

She’s barefoot.

Soft cotton shorts, loose tank top, no bra. Like she wasn’t expecting anyone, or didn’t care. Her dark hair is a little mussed, pulled into a loose bun with strands falling down around her neck. She beams at us like we’re friends dropping by, like this is the most natural thing in the world.

“Hey,” she says. “I’m Delilah.”

Her voice is warm. Not sultry. Not staged. Just easy.

I blink. “I’m—uh, Lauren. This is my husband, Connor.”

She nods like she already knew. “I thought we should get to know each other since we’re neighbors and all.”

She doesn’t mention the window. Doesn’t mention what we saw. Doesn’t even glance at the fact that I’m still half-holding Connor’s hand like I’m afraid he’ll bolt.

She just opens the door wider and says, “Come in.”

And we do.

Her apartment is lit soft—lamps, not overheads—and it smells faintly like orange peel and something herbal, maybe rosemary. It’s cleaner than ours. More lived-in, but somehow less cluttered. There’s a low coffee table with books stacked haphazardly and a single wineglass sitting near the edge, still half full.

We follow her into the living room. Connor sits stiffly on the edge of the couch. I perch next to him. The cushions are deep. I don’t know where to put my hands.

Delilah curls into the opposite end of the couch like she owns the place—and she does, of course—but it’s more than that. She fits her skin in a way that makes me painfully aware of how much I don’t.

She looks at us for a beat. Then she grins. “So. Funny story.”

Connor laughs, awkward and grateful for the distraction. I glance at him. His thigh is tense beneath his jeans. His eyes haven’t left Delilah.

“First week I moved in,” she says, “I forgot to close the curtains before trying to do yoga in here. Full-ass downward dog, handstand attempts, the works. It wasn’t until I fell and knocked over a lamp that I realized half the courtyard could see me.”

Connor chuckles. Then, too fast, too loose, he adds: “I’m sure most people didn’t notice your handstand form anyway. They were probably looking at your half-naked body.”

My stomach tightens.

His tone was teasing. Casual. But I feel it like a thud to the chest.

I look over at him, and he’s already realizing. His smile is stuck halfway up his face.

Delilah doesn’t miss a beat.

Her eyes narrow slightly, her smile sharpening at the corners.

I laugh, and the sound feels sharper than it should. Like it cut through something that was starting to wrap tight around my chest.

Delilah smiles at me, warm and open, like she knew it would land that way. She tips the wineglass toward her mouth but doesn’t drink yet. “I figured you either thought I was being rude and distasteful,” she says, “or… I don’t know. Curious. I didn’t know if I should offer an apology or an invitation.”

My face gets hot so fast I have to look down. The stem of my glass wobbles slightly in my hand. I force myself to meet her gaze.

“We were curious,” I say.

Her smile deepens—pleased, not cocky. She sinks a little further into the cushion, like that was the answer she hoped for.

“Curiosity’s not a bad thing,” she says quietly.

Something shifts. The room feels closer. Her eyes are still on mine, but the weight of them has changed. My skin starts to hum, the way it does right before a storm.

She leans in.

Her knee brushes mine. Then her hand—barely there—rests on my thigh. The kiss comes before I have time to think, and it’s soft at first, lips parted just enough to make me forget how to breathe. She smells like oranges and heat. Her thumb traces a small circle through the fabric of my pants and everything in me tightens.

When she pulls back, she doesn’t let go of my leg.

“I’ve been curious about you too,” she says.

My heart jumps. I don’t know what expression is on my face, but I feel completely exposed.

Connor hasn’t moved.

He’s watching us like he’s afraid we’ll disappear if he looks away. Jaw tight. Chest barely moving. There’s a flush creeping up his neck and his hands are clenching the cushion.

Delilah turns to him slowly. Her fingers leave my thigh and drift across the small space between us. She finds his leg like it’s hers to touch, resting her hand just above his knee, calm and steady.

“You can breathe,” she says, eyes twinkling.

He lets out a breath that shakes on the way out.

She starts moving her hand. Up his thigh. Slow. Measured. Her palm presses into the firm line of his jeans and I see his hips react before he does—lifting just enough to meet her. His cock’s hard beneath the denim. There’s no hiding it now.

He looks at me.

Not panicked. Not guilty. Just searching—like he’s waiting for something.

“It’s okay,” I say, and the words come easy.

Because it is.

Because watching her touch him does something to me I wasn’t prepared for. Something sharp and low and magnetic. I feel myself leaning toward it without meaning to.

Delilah doesn’t say anything. She just keeps her hand there, pressing into the heat between his legs like she owns it, like we’re already hers.

Connor groans softly. His eyes flick from her to me and back again, glazed with something between panic and need.

Delilah stands and takes a single step back, just enough space to let the air shift. Her voice is steady, confident. “You two have seen plenty of me. Now I want to see both of you.”

I swallow too fast. It sticks in my throat. My fingers twitch at my sides.

Connor glances at me, unsure if he’s supposed to move first. I’m not even sure why I move before him. I just know I’m not ready to watch him undress for her before I do something. I don’t want to give that up yet.

My hands go to the buttons of my shirt. They don’t fumble, exactly, but I’m definitely not rushing. I take my time with each one, watching Delilah watch me. She’s not smiling. She’s just… focused. Calm and curious and completely in control of the room without having to do anything to prove it.

The shirt slides off my shoulders. I let it fall. The air on my arms makes me aware of my skin again—how flushed I already am.

I hesitate at the waistband of my jeans, then push them down slowly. Now I’m standing there in my bra and panties, and I feel her eyes move over me like she’s cataloging every part.

Then she shifts her attention to my husband. “Your turn.”

Connor pulls his shirt off without saying anything. His chest is tight, arms tense. He looks good, but I can tell he feels exposed. His hand hovers at his belt.

He looks at me.

I nod.

That’s all it takes. He undoes his jeans, then pulls everything down in one motion—boxers and all. His cock is already hard. Thick and flushed and fully up for this. He doesn’t try to hide it. He doesn’t say anything either. His eyes flick between us like he’s not sure where to look.

Delilah’s gaze drops, and she lets out a low, satisfied sound in the back of her throat. “Jesus,” she mutters. Then she turns back to me. Her eyes lock on mine. “I hope you’ll share that thing with me.”

My stomach flips. But then she steps in again, closer than before. She reaches out, but not for him. Her hand brushes my hip. “But first…”

She kisses me.

Her mouth claims mine, open and warm, and her tongue slides between my lips like it already belongs there. I moan without meaning to. My hand comes up automatically—one of them touches her waist, the other lands somewhere near her neck.

She’s so close. I feel her breath against my cheek, her hand resting on the bare strip of skin above my panties.

I break the kiss just long enough to pull at the hem of her tank top. She raises her arms, and I lift it off her, dropping it behind us without looking.

Her bra is black. Simple. I reach for the clasp at the back and let it fall to the floor before she leans in again. Her mouth meets mine, urgent now, hungry. Her hands slide up my back. One of them unclasps my bra as easily as if she’s done it a hundred times.

She peels it off without breaking the kiss.

My nipples tighten immediately in the air. I feel self-conscious for a second—then I feel her thumb brush against one of them, and the thought disappears.

I’m not thinking clearly anymore. Just heat and pressure and her tongue in my mouth, her body pressed against mine, and Connor sitting there watching everything.

Waiting.

And still hard.

Delilah’s fingers hook under the waistband of her shorts.

She watches me the whole time—not my husband, not the room, just me—as she slides them down with her panties over her hips and steps out of them slowly, like she’s showing me something important. Her pubic hair is neatly trimmed, just enough to hint at softness. The rest of her is everything I remembered from across the courtyard and more—tight stomach, curved hips, long legs, skin kissed golden by the sun. She looks like someone who knows what she wants. And right now, she wants me.

She takes one step closer.

I expect her to kiss me again, but she doesn’t. Her hands slide up my arms, then curve around to the front of my body. Her palms are warm and smooth, her touch deliberate. She cups my breasts like she’s weighing them, testing how they fit in her hands. Her thumbs brush over my nipples once, then again, until they’re hard under her touch. I make a sound I’ve never heard myself make—somewhere between a gasp and a whimper.

Connor groans behind me.

I turn my head, just enough to look. He’s standing there, completely still, except for his hand. He’s stroking himself, slow and steady, his eyes locked on where Delilah’s fingers are teasing my nipples. His mouth is slightly open. His whole body is tight. Like watching this is doing something to him he didn’t expect.

And I like it.

I like that he’s watching me like that. I like that he’s not pretending it’s anything less than what it is.

Delilah kisses the side of my throat, then trails her mouth lower—over my collarbone, between my breasts, down the center of my stomach. Her hands follow, palms flat, guiding herself down as she kneels at my feet.

I suck in a breath. My legs are already trembling.

She doesn’t say anything. She just hooks her thumbs into the sides of my panties and begins to pull them down.

I should feel exposed. I should feel nervous. But all I feel is heat. The slip-slide of air across my bare skin. The wetness between my legs I’ve been trying not to think about since the moment I saw her at the window.

Delilah leans in and presses her mouth right where I need her.

The first lick is slow. Deep. A wet glide from the base of my slit all the way up to my clit. My knees nearly buckle. She steadies me with both hands on my thighs, keeping me standing as she starts to eat me like she’s starving.

She doesn’t rush.

She takes her time.

Her tongue flicks, circles, presses. Her lips close around my clit and suck just hard enough to make me cry out. My head tips back. My hand flies to her shoulder, needing something to hold onto.

Connor’s breathing gets louder. I hear the slick sound of his fist moving over his cock behind me. The fact that he’s watching this—watching her on her knees for me, watching me fall apart under another woman’s mouth—makes everything feel sharper. Hotter.

Delilah moans into me like she loves how I taste. Her tongue dips inside, then comes back up, then sucks me again until my whole body starts to tremble. I can’t keep still. I’m grinding against her face without meaning to. I’ve never been eaten like this—like someone was trying to unravel me from the inside out.

“Oh my God,” I whisper. My voice is broken. Unsteady. “I’m—I’m gonna—”

Delilah’s grip tightens on my thighs. Her tongue flattens. Her lips wrap around my clit and pull.

And I come.

I come hard. Everything pulses. Everything disappears. My hands grip her hair. My legs go weak. I make a sound that doesn't feel like mine, and for a moment, I forget where I am—who I am. I just feel.

Connor is still stroking himself. But now his knees look shaky. His eyes are wild.

Delilah’s fingers trail up my stomach as she stands, and I’m still catching my breath. My legs feel loose, almost unreliable, but she steadies me with a hand on my hip. Her face is flushed, her lips shiny where she tasted me, and she kisses me again before I can even think. I taste myself on her tongue, warm and slick, and it pulls a sound out of me that I’m too far gone to be embarrassed about.

Her mouth is deeper this time, hungry, like she’s claiming me. I slide my hand into her hair and pull her closer as I guide her back toward the couch. Her knees hit the cushion, and she lets me ease her down until she’s lying back, legs open just enough for me to feel the heat of her body on my skin.

Connor sits beside her, wide-eyed, breathing like he just ran here. His hand drifts toward her knee. He hesitates for a second, but Delilah turns her head toward him, inviting him with just her eyes. When he leans in, she meets him halfway.

Their kiss is nothing like the ones she gives me. This one is messy, eager, tongues sliding together. Connor groans into her mouth, like he can’t help it, and his hand moves up her thigh, slow and unsteady. I watch her fingers curl against his bicep as she pulls him in deeper, their mouths moving in a rhythm that makes my entire body heat back up.

I sink to my knees between her thighs.

Her breath stutters when I kiss the inside of one leg. A tiny tremor runs through her as she opens for me without being asked. Her skin is warm and soft. I kiss my way up until my mouth is hovering just above her.

She tenses for a moment, a small, sharp inhale.

Then she melts. Her head drops back against the couch cushion as I press my lips to her, tasting the heat of her. She’s wet already—slick and warm against my tongue—and the first sound she makes is quiet and raw, her hand flying to my hair in surprise.

Above us, Connor’s breath shakes. His fingers slide over one of her breasts, teasing her nipple slowly with his thumb. Delilah gasps into his mouth, and he kisses her harder, overwhelmed and turned on. I can hear how much he’s losing control. I can feel how much she is.

I lick her again, slower this time, letting the taste settle on my tongue. She arches into me. Her thighs tighten around my shoulders, not pushing me away—guiding me closer. Connor watches her fall apart, and I watch him watching her, the way his hand trembles as he cups her breast, the way his cock twitches every time she moans.

She tries to keep kissing him, but her head keeps tipping back as my tongue slides over her, steady and hungry. Her breathing breaks into pieces, and her fingers tighten in my hair, grounding herself on me while he kisses her like he wants every sound she makes.

“Lauren…” she breathes out, voice rough and uneven.

I answer her by sucking gently on her clit. Her whole body jerks. A low, desperate noise tears out of her chest as she clings to Connor’s shoulder, nails digging into him. He groans into her mouth like the sound alone is enough to push him over the edge.

Her thighs start to tremble. She tries to hold herself still, but she’s already close; I can feel it in how quickly she reacts, how her hips push up against my mouth without hesitation. I slide my hands under her to hold her steady as she gasps my name again, this time more urgent.

Connor kisses down her neck, slower now, like he wants to sink into every inch of her skin. He palms her breast again, thumb brushing over her nipple until she whimpers. I feel her tightening under my tongue, muscles pulling tight in her stomach and thighs.

She’s trying to breathe through it, trying to keep some control, but she’s too far gone.

Her voice breaks.

“Oh—god—Lauren—don’t stop—”

I don’t.

She comes with a sharp, breathless cry, her whole body arching hard against my mouth. She clutches me with both hands, hips lifting, legs shaking. Connor holds her, kissing her through it while she falls apart, his hand still on her breast, his thumb rubbing soft circles over her nipple while she trembles.

Her orgasm rolls through her in waves, softer and softer until she finally collapses back against the couch, chest rising fast, lips parted, eyes half-closed but locked on me.

Connor looks wrecked beside her—flushed, panting, hard as ever—staring at me like he doesn’t know what to do with how turned on he is.

Delilah is still catching her breath when she pushes upright, hair clinging to her cheek, chest flushed and rising fast. She looks at Connor like she’s already decided what comes next. Before either of us can say a word, she shifts and climbs into his lap.

Connor’s eyes go wide. His back hits the couch. His hands hover like he’s afraid to touch her too soon, but she doesn’t give him a chance to think. She straddles him, knees braced on either side of his hips, then takes his face in her hands and kisses him hard—slow and deep at first, then rougher, like she’s hungry again already.

He groans into her mouth, the sound low and desperate. His hands finally grab her hips, fingers digging in as though he needs to hold her in place or he’ll lose whatever control he has left.

Delilah breaks the kiss only long enough to reach between them. She curls her fingers around his cock, strokes him once, and sinks down on him in one long, steady push.

Connor’s whole body jolts.

“Fuck,” she whispers, breath catching. Her eyes snap open and find mine. “He feels so good.”

Connor’s groan turns into something deeper, almost pained, like the feeling of her around him knocks the air out of his lungs. He clutches her tighter, pulling her hips down until he’s buried inside her. Delilah gasps and rides it out, her nails raking lightly over his shoulders as she starts moving.

I lean closer without thinking, drawn to the way her body moves against his. Her hips roll slow at first, confident and controlled. She’s riding him like she knows exactly how to take every inch of him. Connor’s head tips back, jaw locked, eyes squeezed shut. The muscles in his stomach flex with every slow grind of her hips.

I slide my hand up her arm and kiss her shoulder. Her skin is warm and damp, and she shivers under my mouth. She reaches back blindly with one hand, curling her fingers around the back of my neck and guiding me closer until our bodies brush together.

I kiss down to the curve of her shoulder, then lower, tasting sweat and heat. She keeps her gaze locked on me the whole time, even while Connor slides deeper inside her. The sight is… overwhelming. Her taking him like that. Him gripping her tightly, like he’s barely hanging on. And me between them—touching them both, breathing both their breaths.

My hands move on instinct. I cup her breasts from behind, thumbs brushing over her nipples, feeling them harden under my touch. She gasps and rocks harder on his lap. Connor growls, fingers clamping around her hips so tight I see the indent of his knuckles.

“Lauren…” he chokes out, voice wrecked.

Delilah leans back against me, her head tipping onto my shoulder as she rides him. I kiss her neck, tasting her pulse against my lips. She moans and arches into it, her hips grinding down on Connor, taking him deeper every time. His jaw trembles. He looks like he’s fighting the urge to come the second she moves.

His hand slides between their bodies, fumbling for a moment before his thumb finds her clit. When he touches her there—just a slow, steady rub—she cries out and tightens around him so hard he swears under his breath.

“Oh my god,” she moans, arching her back. “Right there—don’t stop—”

Connor is shaking. Literally shaking. His mouth is open, breath coming fast, but he doesn’t lose the rhythm of his thumb on her clit. I keep kissing her neck, her shoulder, anywhere I can reach, while she grinds down on him, desperate and close.

She gets louder with every movement, every stroke of his thumb. Her hips start to stutter, her breath breaking apart in short, uneven moans. Her whole body tightens in my hands. And then she falls apart.

She climaxes hard, writhing in Connor’s lap, her nails digging into my thigh and his shoulder. Connor holds her through it, gripping her hips as she shakes, her pussy clenching around him so intensely he lets out a strangled sound.

The second she moans through that last sharp wave, he loses it.

“Fuck— Delilah—don’t move—” he gasps, but she clenches on him again and that’s it.

His hips slam up into hers in fast, uncontrollable thrusts. The sound of their bodies—skin slapping, breath breaking, the slick grind of her riding out the last pulses of her orgasm—fills the room.

Connor’s face goes tight, his whole body locking up as he grunts through it and then freezes, buried deep inside her.

He comes hard.

I feel it in how his grip tightens, how his stomach seizes under her, how he shoves himself fully inside her and stays there, panting against her chest as he unloads everything he has.

Delilah moans softly, still rocking her hips in slow, gentle rolls, milking him through every last spasm while keeping her eyes on mine.

And I sit there, pressed against both of them, watching my husband come inside our neighbor while her body trembles around him—watching the way they both fall apart, tangled and breathless and flushed.

Connor finally loosens his grip on her hips, his hands sliding down to rest limp against the couch cushions. Delilah stays straddling him for another breath or two, just long enough for the last tremor to leave her body, then she eases off him with a quiet sigh. She settles between us, one thigh against mine, one against his. The three of us collapse back into the couch like we’re sinking into something warm and bottomless.

The room feels thick and humid. My skin is still buzzing. My legs feel heavy. My chest rises in uneven pulls, and I’m dimly aware of my hair sticking to the side of my face.

Connor’s arm brushes mine as he shifts, still flushed and breathing hard. His eyes are closed, mouth slack, like he’s trying to recover quietly. Delilah watches him for a moment with a slow, satisfied smile, then turns toward me.

She reaches out, her fingers gentle as she tucks a loose piece of hair behind my ear. Her touch is soft enough to make a shiver run down my spine.

She laughs under her breath—light, relaxed, almost teasing. “Next time,” she murmurs, “maybe I’ll leave the curtains closed.”

I blink, trying to come back into my body. “Yeah?” I ask, my voice rougher than I expect.

She smirks, brushing her thumb over my cheek. “That way you’ll have to come over if you want to sneak a peek.”

I laugh, or try to. It comes out warm and breathless. My pulse hasn’t leveled out yet. I lean into her touch without meaning to, still dazed from everything—her mouth, her body, the way Connor grabbed her like he was losing his mind.

“Do you always fuck the neighbors that watch you?” I ask with a small grin, tapping her thigh lightly with my fingers.

She tilts her head, eyes glinting. “Depends who’s watching.”

Her voice drags a new heat under my skin. She holds my gaze another long second before letting her hand slip from my cheek to rest against my collarbone. The weight of it feels intimate in a way that surprises me—like we’re not just coming down from something physical, but settling into something else entirely.

Connor opens his eyes slowly, his gaze sliding between us, still a little dazed. Delilah leans back into the couch, stretching her legs out until her calf touches mine again.

None of us rush to get dressed. None of us move away.

We just lie there—warm, tangled, and breathing each other in—while the room settles around us like it knows this won’t be the last time.
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