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The Sitter Next Door



Leon stands at the grill with a beer in his hand, relaxed in a way he rarely is anywhere but our backyard. I sit nearby with a book open in my lap, pretending to read even though I haven’t absorbed a word in several minutes. It’s one of those quiet late afternoons where everything feels settled—comfortable, predictable. The kind of moment I used to think would be enough.

We’ve lived here almost six years now. Long enough to learn the rhythms of every house on the block. Long enough to notice patterns. The couple next door with the endless soccer practices. The retired woman who waters her roses twice a day. And the college girl—the babysitter—coming and going at odd hours, backpack slung over one shoulder, hair tied up in a careless knot, always moving with a mix of purpose and uncertainty.

I’d clocked her before, in passing. It was impossible not to. Nineteen, maybe twenty at most. Pretty in that untouched, unselfconscious way girls sometimes are before they realize the effect they have. Today she crosses the lawn toward us with a hesitant smile, nudged forward by the neighbors at her back.

“Naomi, Leon,” Mrs. Whitaker calls, waving. “This is Chelsea. She watches the little ones for us.”

Chelsea steps forward, cheeks faintly pink, fingers tightening around the strap of her bag. Up close, she’s even younger than I expected. Clear skin, wide eyes, a softness to her mouth that makes her look like she still belongs in someone else’s care. She offers a small wave. “Hi.”

Leon straightens beside the grill, polite, easy. “Hey. Nice to finally meet you.”

Her gaze flicks to him, then away just as quickly. “You too,” she says, voice light but nervous.

I rise with a practiced smile and step closer, extending my hand. “I’m Naomi. If you ever need anything while you’re babysitting—sugar, a phone charger, a ride—you’re welcome to knock.”

Her fingers are warm when they touch mine. “Thank you. That’s really nice.”

I notice it then. The way Leon’s eyes linger just a beat too long as she shifts her hips. The way his focus drifts, slow and unguarded, over the soft swell of her breasts beneath that thin little top. It’s subtle. Anyone else might miss it. But I don’t.

Something tightens low in my stomach.

The sensation startles me. Not jealousy, but heat—unexpected and unwelcome and sharp enough to make my breath hitch. I’ve spent years in this body. I know the difference between irritation and arousal. This is the latter, and it rises without asking permission.

I immediately scold myself. She’s a college girl. A babysitter. Whatever flicker I thought I saw in my husband’s eyes means nothing. Men look. They always have. It doesn’t mean anything.

Still, when Leon shifts his stance, adjusting himself behind the grill as if uncomfortable, awareness sharp and unmistakable, my pulse stutters.

Chelsea glances between us, clearly sensing the silence stretching just a touch too long. “I should, um, get back. They’re waiting.”

“Of course,” I say, a little too quickly. “It was nice meeting you.”

She smiles again, shy and sincere, then turns and jogs back across the grass, her ponytail bouncing softly against her back. The neighbors disappear with her into their house, laughter and the slam of a screen door drifting faintly behind them.

Leon exhales and sets his beer down. “She seems sweet.”

“Mm,” I murmur, lowering myself back into my chair. My book lies forgotten on my lap. I can still see the curve of her breasts. The way she looked at him. The way he watched her go.

I wait for the jealousy to bloom.

It doesn’t.

Instead, a slow, unsettling warmth coils in my belly. A curiosity I don’t want to admit to even myself. I press my thighs together subtly and shift, unsettled by the awareness of my own body responding to something I know I shouldn’t be entertaining.

Leon senses my gaze and looks over, brows lifting as if to ask a question he doesn’t quite dare voice.

I offer him a calm, neutral smile. “Dinner smells good.”

His lips twitch. “Won’t be long.”

But the air between us has changed. And no matter how hard I try to dismiss it, the image of the girl next door lingers behind my eyes—too young, too innocent, and far too present in the suddenly dangerous space between my husband and me.
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The fateful knock comes in the middle of the afternoon, soft at first, then a little firmer, as if whoever’s on the other side isn’t quite sure they’re welcome. Rain streaks down the front windows in fast, slanted lines, the sky washed gray and heavy. Leon is in the back room on a call, door half closed. I’m alone in the kitchen when I hear it.

I hesitate before answering. Something in my chest tightens with instinct — deep down, I know it’s her.

When I open the door, Chelsea stands on the porch, dark hair damp and curling at the ends, her blouse plastered to her body in a way that leaves very little to the imagination despite the heavy coat hanging off her shoulders. Raindrops cling to her lashes and her cheeks are pink from the cold.

“Oh—hi,” she says, pushing wet bangs off her forehead. “I’m supposed to start sitting in a few minutes, but the Whitakers’ car isn’t there. I knocked and no one answered. I think they got stuck in the rain or something.” She glances past me, clearly weighing whether she’s crossing a line. “I didn’t know if it would be okay if I waited inside here for a few minutes?”

For a moment, I consider saying no, even though I told her to come over if she needed anything. But the polite, correct answer would be to let her in. After all, nothing should happen from a simple favor.

“Of course,” I say, stepping aside. “You’re soaked.”

She exhales with visible relief as she steps over the threshold. The scent of rain follows her in, clean and faintly sweet. Water beads on the curve of her neck and slides slowly downward toward her cleavage. I look away before she can catch me looking.

“Thank you,” she says again, shy but sincere.

My pulse is already misbehaving.

Leon opens the back room door just as I’m closing the front. His eyes lift automatically, then stick. He stares at Chelsea like he’s forgotten the rest of the world exists. His jaw tightens. A faint color rises in his cheeks.

“Oh—hey,” he says, too quickly. “Hi.”

Chelsea gives a small, polite smile. “Hi.”

The air goes taut between the three of us. I feel it immediately—the awareness, the wrongness, the electricity I don’t want but can’t deny. Leon’s gaze drops to her nearly see-through blouse, then darts away as if burned.

“I should—uh—I should finish my call,” he mutters, already retreating down the hall. The bedroom door shuts a moment later, decisively.

Chelsea blinks after him, confused. “Did I…?”

“No,” I say too fast. “He just has work stuff.”

I clear my throat and gesture toward the linen closet. “Let me grab you a towel before you catch pneumonia. You can sit at the kitchen table.”

She nods, grateful again, and slips out of the jacket while I turn away just long enough to collect myself. When I hand her the towel, our fingers brush. It’s nothing. A second of contact at most.

It still sends a jolt straight through me.

She presses the towel against her hair and shoulders, blotting water as she walks into the kitchen. I watch helplessly as she dries her neck, the hollow at her throat, the slope of her chest. The simple movement feels private, intimate in a way it has no right to be.

“Sit,” I tell her, more firmly than I mean to.

She perches on one of the chairs at the island, knees together, posture careful. The towel slips lower, resting in her lap. Damp strands cling to her collarbone. Her breathing is slightly unsteady, and I can’t tell if it’s the cold or nerves.

Silence fills the room, thick and awkward.

“I’m going to go check on my husband. I’ll be back in a moment.”

“Of course,” she says with a disarming smile.

The hallway feels narrower than usual as I move down it. The door to our bedroom is half closed, and the faint light from the bathroom spills through the gap.

I push it open quietly.

Leon stands at the sink, both hands gripping the porcelain hard enough to whiten his knuckles. His head is bowed, shoulders tense under his T-shirt. He isn’t looking at his reflection anymore. He’s staring at the drain, teeth clenched, jaw tight with something close to panic.

“I shouldn’t even be thinking like this,” he mutters under his breath. “She’s so young. Jesus, what the hell is wrong with me?”

His voice shakes. I stand frozen for a moment, watching him unravel in the mirror without knowing I’m here. Seeing him like this—unmoored, raw, ashamed—hits me lower than I expect. It isn’t just arousal. It’s something darker and stranger. Something forbidden and addictive.

I step into the bathroom.

My movement barely makes a sound, but he senses me instantly. His shoulders flinch. Before he can turn, I press my body against his back and slide my arms around his waist, my cheek brushing the heated fabric of his shirt. He sucks in a sharp breath, startled, hands slipping slightly on the sink.

“I knew it,” I murmur softly into his ear. “You find her attractive.”

He lets out a low, broken groan and tips his head back, resting it against my shoulder. I feel it immediately—his body hardening against me through denim, his pulse racing where my wrists cross his stomach.

“Naomi,” he says hoarsely. “This is so wrong.”

My hands move slowly down his abdomen, mapping the tension in his muscles, feeling the way his stomach tightens under my touch. When my palms slide over the swelling in his jeans, he shudders like I’ve struck a live wire.

“So very wrong,” he repeats.

“And that’s why she’s all the more tempting,” I whisper.

The words shock me as they leave my mouth, but they feel inevitable. Honest in a way nothing else has been. My fingers press more firmly around him. His breath stutters. His hips make a tiny, helpless thrust into my hands before he can stop himself.

“Naomi,” he says again, warning now. “Don’t.”

But his body betrays him completely. The hard length trapped between my palms jumps as I squeeze. I feel heat flood between my own thighs at the sound he makes, half protest, half hunger.

I kiss the damp skin along his neck, slow and deliberate. “You ran out of the room so fast,” I murmur. “You think I didn’t notice?”

He swallows hard. “I was embarrassed.”

“That’s not all you were.”

My thumbs hook into the waistband of his jeans, brushing the sensitive skin there with just enough pressure to make him tremble. His hands leave the sink briefly, hovering in the air like he doesn’t know where to put them. Then they clamp back down again.

“She’s right down the hall,” he says, breath uneven. “If she hears anything—”

“She won’t,” I cut in softly. “And even if she did… you weren’t touching yourself, were you?”

He shakes his head, a helpless motion. “No.”

“So you haven’t done anything wrong,” I say calmly as I undo the button of his jeans. The metallic click is loud in the quiet bathroom. His stomach tightens under my touch as I draw the zipper down inch by inch.

“But I want to,” he admits, barely audible.

Those words strike like a spark to dry tinder.

I slip my hand inside his jeans and curl my fingers around his cock. It’s hot and unyielding in my palm, already slick with need. Leon’s head falls forward again with a groan that he can’t suppress this time. His reflection in the mirror is wild with conflict—eyes half-lidded, mouth parted, guilt warring openly with desire.

“It’s okay,” I murmur. “Just this once. Let me take care of it for you.”

My hand begins to move.

Slow at first, teasing him out of himself, letting the tension unwind one stroke at a time. His breathing grows ragged, chest heaving as he stares at the mirror like he doesn’t recognize the man looking back at him. I feel powerful in a way I haven’t in years, guiding him through something that feels forbidden and strangely intimate.

He tries once more to protest, the word dissolving into a broken sound in his throat as my grip tightens and my pace increases. I kiss between his shoulder blades, then drag my mouth along the line of his spine, relishing the way his body reacts to every touch.

“You’re shaking,” I tell him softly.

“Because this is…” He can’t finish the sentence.

My hand dips to cradle him more fully, stroking him with steady pressure until his hips begin to move with me unconsciously. The heat between us is sharp and almost frantic now. His breath fogs the mirror. My own pulse roars in my ears.

“That’s it,” I whisper. “Let go.”

His climax overtakes him suddenly, violently. He cries out my name, the sound torn free from his chest as his body jerks against my hand. I feel the warmth spill across my knuckles, his whole body trembling as the tension finally breaks.

For a moment, we are suspended there together in the aftermath—his breath slowing, my arms still around him, the dangerous quiet settling back into the room.

Then I hear it.

A sharp, involuntary gasp behind us.

Leon and I freeze at exactly the same time.

We turn.

Chelsea stands in the doorway, one hand braced against the frame, the other flying to her mouth. Her eyes are wide with shock, cheeks flushed deep red. For a single suspended second, all three of us just stare at one another—the evidence undeniable.

Then she retreats.

“Shit,” Leon breathes.

I’m already moving. The world feels tilted, unreal, my pulse roaring in my ears as I run after her, calling her name softly at first, then louder as I reach the living room. She’s in the foyer slipping on her shoes, eyes wide and panicked.

“Chelsea, wait.”

She hesitates, shoulders hunched, fingers curling into the strap of her bag. I move closer, with my hands up like I might scare her. Up close, she looks shaken, breath coming too fast, lips still parted like she’s replaying what she just saw over and over in her head.

“I—I shouldn’t have been in there,” she blurts out. “I just wanted to see if I could borrow a hairdryer…”

I chew on my bottom lip, heat and dread twisting together inside me. “How much did you see?”

She mirrors my gesture without realizing it, teeth pressing into her own lower lip. “Everything.”

The word lands heavy between us, saturated with implication.

“I’m so sorry,” I say again, because I don’t know what else to offer her. Shame washes over me in hot waves now that the rush has faded.

She shakes her head quickly, stepping closer instead of backing away. Her fingers lift and brush timidly against my wrist, anchoring me in place. “Don’t,” she murmurs. “You didn’t… I mean, it was intense, but I wasn’t upset. I was just surprised.”

Her touch sends a faint shiver up my arm. My eyes widen on instinct, breath catching despite everything screaming that this is already too far.

“I liked it,” she admits quietly.

The words slam into me. My gaze snaps to hers, searching her face for hesitation or embarrassment, but all I see is a raw, unfiltered honesty that makes my stomach flip.

Behind her, I sense Leon before I see him. The floor creaks softly as he steps into the living room, stopping just behind her, his body angled toward me so she doesn’t notice him right away. His face is pale, eyes still dark with the aftershock of what I just did to him.

Chelsea’s fingers trail slowly up my wrist, over my forearm, following the curve of my elbow with hesitant curiosity. My breath stutters. Her touch is light but purposeful, testing boundaries that no longer feel imaginary. Her hand slides higher, fingertips brushing the sensitive hollow at the base of my throat.

A sound slips from me before I can stop it, soft and unguarded.

She tilts her head, emboldened by that response. Then she rises onto her toes and presses a tentative kiss to my lips.

It’s gentle. Exploratory. So different from the frantic tension in the bathroom that it almost steals the air from my lungs. I taste rainwater and nervousness and something sweet. My body reacts before my thoughts can catch up, heat flaring low in my belly, my hands lifting without permission to touch her arms.

Behind her, Leon inhales sharply.

The sound slices through the moment. Chelsea breaks the kiss instantly and turns, confusion flashing across her face as she realizes he’s been standing there the whole time. His gaze drops to her lips, then flicks back to mine, shame and want tangled together so tightly it’s impossible to separate them now.

For a breathless second, the three of us are frozen in an impossible triangle.

Then Chelsea does something that steals the floor out from under me entirely.

She reaches back, takes Leon’s hand, and keeps her other hand clasped in mine.

“The neighbors are home now,” she whispers, glancing briefly toward the door she just fled through. “But I can come back after.”

Leon and I exchange a look over her head. I see everything in his eyes—terror, desire, disbelief, the fragile hope of a man standing at the edge of something he was never meant to want.

My resolve finally claws its way back to the surface.

“No,” I say, pulling my hand free from hers, forcing myself to step back. “This is wrong. You’re too young. We’re crossing lines that shouldn’t be crossed.”

Chelsea shakes her head fiercely. “I’m not a kid. I’m nineteen. I’m an adult. I just—” She hesitates, then squares her shoulders. “I don’t want my only experiences to be with drunk frat boys who don’t know how to make me come. Your husband is a real man. I’d love to know what that’s like. I’d love for you to teach me.”

Leon swallows hard beside me. I can feel how rigid he’s holding himself, every muscle tense with restraint. His grip flexes uselessly at his side.

My heart pounds painfully as I look at her—at her soft mouth, her wide earnest eyes, the way she stands between us so openly, so unaware of the danger she’s stepping into. Everything in me is screaming no.

And yet.

My body betrays me just as thoroughly as Leon’s did earlier.

“You don’t understand what you’re asking,” I say, my voice weaker than I want it to be. “Once this starts, it can’t be undone.”

“I understand willingness,” she answers softly. “And curiosity. And choice.”

Silence stretches thick between us.

Leon finally breaks it. “Naomi…”

He doesn’t say anything else. He doesn’t need to. The weight of the decision presses in from all sides, suffocating and electric.

I close my eyes briefly, drawing in a steadying breath I don’t fully feel. When I open them again, Chelsea is watching me with quiet intensity, waiting.

“Okay,” I breathe out. “We’ll see you tonight.” If anything, it gives me a few hours to sort out what’s happening between us. Then, maybe, I could put a stop to it once and for all.

Chelsea smiles then—small, bright, and impossibly hopeful. She backs toward the porch steps, rain whispering around her again. “Okay. I’ll see you soon.”

Leon and I stand there long after she’s gone, the house suddenly feeling too small to contain what we’ve just invited inside it.

Leon exhales like he’s been holding his breath the entire time. “That was a mistake.”

“Yes,” I say immediately.

Neither of us moves. My body is still humming, nerves lit up and sensitized, and I can see the same awareness in Leon’s posture—the way his shoulders are slightly tense, his hands flexing uselessly at his sides.

“She’s too young,” he says. “She’s our neighbor’s babysitter. This is every bad decision wrapped into one.”

“I know,” I agree.

I still feel the echo of her mouth on mine.

He drags a hand down his face and lets out a humorless laugh. “And yet I haven’t been this turned on in years.”

The admission hits low and deep. Heat answers it instantly in my belly. I cross my arms, more to keep my hands to myself than anything else. “Neither have I.”

He looks at me then, really looks at me, and the truth sits naked between us. There’s no jealousy in his eyes. No anger. Just the same dangerous hunger I feel winding tighter by the second.

“This could ruin everything,” he says quietly.

“Yes,” I whisper again.

He steps closer without meaning to. Or maybe we both mean to and just don’t want to admit it. Our bodies already remember the bathroom, the way control slipped so easily through our fingers. The way it felt to give in.

“She’s coming back in a few hours,” he murmurs.

My pulse stutters hard enough that I actually feel dizzy.

“We should tell her no,” I say.

He nods at once. “We should.”

But neither of us pulls away.

The truth settles in slowly and unmistakably between us: this is a terrible idea. Reckless. Irresponsible. Potentially devastating.

And it has never excited us more.
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Chelsea comes back just after nine.

I hear the knock and feel it in my chest before I even reach the door, that same low, dangerous thrum waking up inside me. When I open it, she’s standing there with her backpack slung over one shoulder again, hair freshly brushed, cheeks faintly flushed like she rushed over instead of walking.

For one suspended heartbeat, we only look at each other.

Then she says, softly but without hesitation, “Show me to your bedroom.”

Behind me, I hear Leon mutter under his breath, “Fuck.” I share his sentiment, but internally. She moves fast, like she knows what she wants. Maybe she does.

The word lands hot and heavy between the three of us. I don’t look back at him. If I do, I might lose my nerve. So I just step aside and let her in, closing the door behind her with hands that are no longer steady enough to hide it.

She follows me upstairs without another word. I can feel Leon’s presence behind us, the weight of his silence loud with restraint. When we reach the bedroom, I turn to face her. The light is low and warm, casting her in soft shadows that make her seem even younger and more vulnerable than she did before—yet her eyes are steady, certain.

“This is where you change your mind if you’re going to,” I say quietly.

She doesn’t hesitate. She just shakes her head once. “I’m not going to. I want this.”

The simplicity of it makes my breath hitch.

I take a step closer and lift my hands slowly, deliberately, so she can see every movement. My fingers touch the fabric of her coat first, easing it off her shoulders like she’s something breakable. She lets it slide down her arms, then shrugs out of the backpack and sets it aside without taking her eyes off me.

I unfasten the coat completely and let it fall to the floor.

Her blouse comes next. My fingers work the small buttons one by one, unhurried, savoring the way the reveal changes her breathing. With each slip of fabric, more of her skin emerges—soft stomach, the faint curve of muscle over her ribs, the shallow dip at the base of her throat. When the blouse finally parts, her pale, lacy bra comes into view, cupping two perky breasts.

Leon stands near the foot of the bed, rigid and silent, watching like he’s afraid the moment will fracture if he moves.

I lean in and kiss Chelsea’s neck first, slow and gentle. She exhales shakily as my lips trace along her jaw, then lower, down the sensitive column of her throat. My hands slide back to unhook her bra with practiced ease. It loosens with a soft whisper of fabric.

I let the straps slip down her arms.

Her breasts spill free, full and heavy and new in a way that makes my chest tighten. I lower my mouth and take one nipple between my lips, warm and bare. She gasps immediately, a soft, helpless sound that makes heat bloom painfully between my thighs. I circle the other with my fingers before switching, sucking gently, slower than I know she wants but just enough to keep her shaking.

Her hands rise uncertainly at first, then cradle my head, fingers threading into my hair as her moans grow louder, less restrained. Her hips tip forward instinctively, chasing sensation. I feel Leon’s stare like a physical weight on my back, the tension in the room stretching tighter with every wet sound Chelsea makes.

I pull back just long enough to look at her.

She’s flushed now, lips parted, chest heaving softly. Her eyes drift past me, landing on Leon for the first time without fear this evening. The look she gives him is open. Wanting. Unmistakable.

He doesn’t move.

He just watches, jaw tight, hands clenched at his sides like he’s holding himself back with everything he has. I know exactly what he’s waiting for—the moment she hesitates. The moment she says stop. The moment this becomes a mistake we can still undo.

It never comes.

Chelsea steps closer instead, pressing her body against mine in an unguarded motion that makes desire twist sharp and immediate inside me. I feel the heat of her through the thin layers of our clothes. I kiss her again, deeper this time, tasting her breath, her nerves, her excitement.

Behind us, Leon finally exhales again—slow and unsteady. The waiting is over.

Chelsea is still pressed against me when I slide my hands down her sides, slow and deliberate, letting my palms travel the curves she’s barely had time to understand yet. Her breath stutters as my fingers reach the hem of her skirt. I don’t ask. I don’t tease. I hook my fingers into the fabric and pull it down in one smooth, decisive motion—skirt and panties together, tugging them past her hips and thighs at once.

The suddenness makes her gasp.

She steps out of the pooled fabric automatically, balancing herself with a shaky laugh that dissolves into another breathless sound when I look between her legs. She’s shaved completely smooth, bare and pink and already glistening with wetness that catches the soft light. There’s no hesitation in her posture now, no retreat in her body. Only readiness.

Heat surges through me so fast my knees almost soften.

I straighten long enough to help her fully out of what little remains of her clothes, guiding her blouse from her arms, unclasping the last of her layers until there’s nothing between us but breath and tension and the quiet awareness of Leon watching from the foot of the bed. She stands naked in front of me, hands hovering uncertainly at her sides, chest rising and falling too fast.

“You’re beautiful,” I murmur, and I mean it in more ways than one.

Her throat works. Her eyes shine.

I sink to my knees in front of her without breaking eye contact.

The sight of her from this angle hits hard and deep, something possessive and reverent curling through my chest at the same time. I spread her thighs gently, slowly, my hands warm on her skin. She trembles at the contact, muscles fluttering beneath my touch.

Then I press a kiss to her.

Her entire body reacts in one sharp, helpless jolt.

I linger there for a moment, mouth soft against her, feeling the heat of her through her folds, letting her feel the promise of what comes next before I move my tongue. When I finally lick her, slow and full, dragging through her slick heat from bottom to top, she cries out my name without thinking about it.

“Naomi—”

Her hands fly back into my hair, fingers tightening immediately, anchoring herself against the sensation as my tongue traces the delicate seam of her, parting her folds with unhurried attention. She’s already so wet that each pass glides easily, her body giving herself away with little, helpless shudders. I take my time, tasting her properly now, the salt and sweetness of her filling my mouth as I explore her with deliberate patience.

Her breath stutters when I narrow my focus upward.

Her clit is swollen and sensitive when I finally draw it between my lips, pulsing faintly against my mouth. The moment I close my lips around it, her entire body reacts, spine bowing as if something inside her has finally been unlocked. I suck gently at first, testing, teasing, letting her build instead of pushing her too fast.

She arches with a broken moan, thighs tightening around my shoulders despite her attempt to stay still. Every sound she makes vibrates low in her chest, unguarded and raw. Her hips begin to rock forward instinctively, chasing my mouth, desperate for more friction, more pressure.

Behind us, I hear Leon shift.

Not closer. Not farther away. Just enough to betray how badly he’s holding himself back.

I keep my focus where it belongs.

My mouth works her steadily now, suction deepening in slow waves as my tongue flicks and presses against her clit with growing insistence. Her breathing turns ragged and uneven, broken little gasps spilling from her lips as her hands fist harder in my hair. Her body starts to shake in small, involuntary tremors, tension winding visibly through her thighs, her stomach tightening beneath my palms.

I feel the exact moment the coil inside her cinches too tight—her thighs quiver, her breath stalls, her back arches—

Right before it snaps.

She comes with a cry she can’t contain, hips bucking once, hard, into my mouth as warmth pulses against my tongue. Her knees nearly give out beneath her. I brace her firmly with my hands as her orgasm rolls through her in unsteady waves, her entire body shuddering and then slowly softening all at once.

When I finally pull back, she’s breathless, blinking like she’s just been lifted out of deep water.

I rise slowly to my feet in front of her. Her legs are still trembling. Her skin is flushed from throat to thighs, eyes dark and wide with aftershocks.

I turn my head.

Leon hasn’t moved from the foot of the bed, but his restraint is visibly eroding now. His chest rises and falls hard. His hands are fists at his sides. He looks at Chelsea like he’s been starving.

“Why don’t you get on your knees for my husband?” I say quietly.

The words feel unreal as I speak them—calm and steady despite how fast my heart is beating.

Chelsea looks from me to him, then back again.

Then she smiles.

Not shy. Not uncertain.

She nods once and turns toward him.

Leon doesn’t move when she approaches. He just stands there, almost rigid, watching as she crosses the room and lowers herself slowly in front of him. The shift in power is immediate and unmistakable. She’s no longer the girl being touched.

She’s choosing.

She steps closer to Leon instead of lowering herself further, closing the final inch of space between them with a confidence that makes my pulse jump. Her hands rise and press flat against his chest, right over his heart. I watch his throat work as he swallows, the muscle flexing hard under her palms.

For a moment, neither of them moves.

Then he reaches out and takes hold of her wrists, not rough, not gentle—just firm enough to stop her. His voice is low, steady with effort. “Are you sure?”

Her mouth lifts into a small, unmistakable smile. “Yes.”

The answer lands between them with quiet finality.

She rises onto her toes and he meets her halfway, bending down to take her mouth in a kiss that is nothing like the tentative one she gave me earlier. This one is immediate and heated, lips parting without hesitation as his tongue slides into her mouth. She moans softly into him, the sound catching in her throat as his grip shifts from her wrists to her waist.

The first groan he makes is rough and unrestrained.

His hands spread over her naked hips as if he’s grounding himself in the reality of her body, thumbs digging in just a little as he pulls her flush against him. I see the exact moment his self-control finally loosens—his shoulders drop, his palms begin to roam with intention.

He skims his hands down over the curve of her ass and she arches into the touch immediately, responsive and eager, her mouth never leaving his. The kiss deepens, grows messy and breathless as he cups her fully, fingers flexing, learning her weight, her shape. She gasps when his hands leave her briefly—only to slide upward again, palms rounding her breasts with a reverent hunger that makes my stomach tighten.

Her head tips back with a soft cry as his thumbs brush her nipples for the first time.

I don’t look away.

Instead, I cross the room slowly and lower myself into the chair across from the bed, every movement deliberate. The robe I’m wearing slips from my shoulders as I lean back, parting it with unhurried ease so it falls open across my thighs. I’m naked beneath it. Exposed. Watching.

Leon’s eyes flick to me once—just once—before returning to Chelsea with renewed intensity.

He kisses her again, slower now but no less deep, rocking his hips lightly into her as his hands continue their exploration. One palm cups beneath her breast while the other slides down her spine, fingers splaying across her lower back, drawing her closer as if he can’t get enough of her warmth.

She moans into his mouth again, the sound higher this time, more desperate.

The room fills with breath and movement and the soft friction of their bodies. His hands keep traveling—her waist, her hips, her breasts again—mapping her by touch alone as if he’s memorizing her in real time. She responds to every motion, mouth open beneath his, body pliant and still very much standing.

And I sit there with my robe open, heart hammering, watching my husband touch another woman for the first time—knowing exactly how close we all are now to the point where turning back will no longer be possible at all.

I don’t realize I’ve started touching myself until my fingers are already between my thighs.

The sight of Chelsea dropping slowly to her knees in front of Leon pulls the breath straight out of my chest. She doesn’t rush it. She sinks down teasingly, her hands sliding over his hips as she looks up at him through her lashes. He stands there bare-chested now, having tugged his shirt over his head without even thinking about it, his body taut with need.

She reaches for the button of his jeans.

Leon inhales sharply as she opens them and frees him fully, his cock thick and flushed when it springs into her waiting hands. She wraps her fingers around him easily, stroking once, slow and confident, before leaning in to take him into her mouth.

The sound she makes as her lips close around him is obscene and soft all at once.

My fingers slide through my folds as I watch, slick heat already gathered there from everything that’s come before. I circle my clit slowly, using just enough pressure to stay right on the edge while I take in every detail. The way her mouth works him. The way his hips twitch involuntarily at the first deep pass of her tongue.

She’s good.

Too good.

Her lips glide along his length in slow, controlled motions, tongue swirling around the sensitive underside as her hand works the base. Leon’s breathing becomes uneven almost immediately. One hand lifts as if he might touch her head, then drops again, knuckles whitening at his side as he restrains himself.

My own breath catches as my fingers slip lower, tracing the swollen, sensitive seam of myself before returning to my clit. I watch her cheeks hollow slightly as she takes him deeper, her throat working as she learns his shape with her mouth. His stomach tightens visibly. His entire body is wound tight with restraint and rising urgency.

“Chelsea…” he breathes, already strained.

She pulls back just enough to look up at him, lips wet and shining. Then she takes him deep again without warning, steady and unrelenting. His groan breaks loose, rough and helpless, hips jerking forward before he stops himself again with a sharp intake of breath.

He is dangerously close.

I feel it in the way his body shudders. I feel it between my own thighs as I rub faster, slickness coating my fingers as arousal builds too quickly to fully control.

She draws back suddenly, releasing him completely.

He lets out a broken sound of protest, eyes squeezed shut as he fights the edge she’s just dragged him back from.

“I want you to finish inside me,” she says softly.

The words hit him like a physical blow. I see it in the way his face tightens, jaw flexing as desire and restraint collide hard enough to make him visibly wince.

“No,” he says hoarsely. “You’re too young.”

The room vibrates with the tension of it. With everything unsaid.

I lean forward in the chair, robe still parted, fingers glistening between my thighs. “She’s made up her mind,” I say calmly. “Go ahead and give it to her. You know you want to.”

His eyes flick to me.

And that’s all it takes.

Leon groans low in his throat before he finally finishes stepping out of his jeans, kicking them aside without breaking eye contact with Chelsea. She’s still on her knees in front of him, lips flushed, eyes dark and hungry, her body angled toward his like gravity is pulling her in.

Then he moves.

He bends and lifts her in one smooth, desperate motion. She gasps and automatically wraps her arms around his neck, her legs locking around his waist as if she’s always known how to fit herself there. Their mouths crash together immediately, kiss turning messy and breathless as he carries her the short distance to the bed.

I rise from the chair and follow slowly, every nerve in my body buzzing.

He lays her back against the mattress with barely restrained urgency, her hair spilling across the sheets, her body open and waiting. He positions himself between her thighs, thick and hard, and I see the way her arousal glistens between her legs, her folds darkened and swollen with want.

He lines himself up with her wet slit and drags his cock over her teasingly instead of pushing in.

Chelsea arches instantly with a needy sound, hips lifting off the bed as his shaft glides over her folds, brushing her clit again and again with deliberate denial. Her hands clutch at the sheets. Her breath stutters into tiny, desperate gasps.

“Leon—please,” she whispers.

The restraint in his body is visible now. His stomach tightens. His jaw flexes. He rubs himself against her once more, slow and torturous, gathering her slick along his length until it shines.

That’s when I move to the bed.

I sit beside her and lift her head gently into my lap while she stays on her back, her body still open to him. I brush her hair back from her face, fingers combing through the soft strands as her eyes flutter shut at the touch. My other hand drifts to her chest, cupping the warmth of her breast, thumb circling her nipple lazily.

She moans softly at the dual sensation—his teasing pressure below and my touch above.

I bend close to her ear. “Now,” I murmur, calm and steady, “be our good girl and take my husband’s huge dick.”

The effect is immediate.

Leon pushes forward.

The first press of his tip parts her slick folds slowly. Chelsea’s breath catches hard as he eases into her inch by inch, her body stretching around him with visible effort. A soft cry slips from her mouth as her walls accept him, the snug heat drawing a groan straight from his chest.

I keep stroking her nipple as he slides deeper.

Her hands curl into the sheets. Her thighs tremble around his hips, the sensation pulling a strained sound from him that borders on a growl, all restraint finally collapsing into want.

The moment he finally slides his length fully inside her, the sight of it hits me in the chest like a physical rush.

Her body opens around him in a slow, stretching give, her slick folds parting as he presses deeper, thicker, until her hips lift instinctively to take every inch. A broken sound leaves her lips as his cock fills her, her stomach pulling tight, her thighs trembling where they lock around him.

The visual is almost too much to hold at once—his hips pressed between her spread legs, her wetness gathered along his shaft, the way her body molds around him like she was made for that exact shape.

My breath catches hard.

For one suspended heartbeat, he looks at me.

Our eyes meet across her body.

The moment is quiet and charged and devastating in a way I wasn’t prepared for. Twelve years of marriage condenses into a single exchange of breath and permission and trust. Then his focus breaks and drops back to the woman beneath him, where it belongs now.

He begins to move again.

Slow at first, letting her adjust, pulling almost all the way out before sliding back in with controlled depth. She whimpers softly, hands clutching at his forearms, eyes squeezed shut as sensation ripples through her in visible waves. Her walls flutter around him with tiny, helpless contractions that draw another groan from deep in his chest.

My hands are still on her breasts, thumbs brushing over the tight peaks with steady rhythm. Her nipples are flushed and sensitive now, her responses immediate and uncontrolled. Each time I pinch lightly, her back arches and her breath stutters.

His thumb slips between their bodies.

I watch it find her clit, watch the pad of his thumb circle the swollen bundle of nerves with slow, deliberate pressure as his thrusts grow steadier below. The coordination destroys her almost instantly. Her hips begin to rock involuntarily, chasing both sensations at once—his fullness inside her and the sharp, pulsing friction above.

“That’s it,” I murmur. “Come for us.”

The command ripples straight through her.

Her body tightens suddenly, every muscle drawing inward as her breath shatters into sharp little cries. Her clit throbs visibly beneath his thumb as her orgasm takes control of her, her inner walls spasming around his cock in frantic, pulsing waves.

She cries out his name as she comes apart, head tipping back against the pillows, mouth open in silent, helpless pleasure. Her thighs clamp hard around his hips as the aftershocks ripple outward through her in one long, shaking release.

And then he loses his restraint.

His thrusts grow rougher, faster, control slipping openly now as he drives into her with sharp, urgent motions. The bed creaks softly beneath the rhythm. Sweat beads along his temple. His breathing turns ragged and uneven, each exhale torn free from his chest.

“Fuck,” he groans. “I’m going to come.”

The sitter’s eyes fly open.

She lifts her head just enough to look at him, voice wrecked and pleading. “Yes. Please. Come inside me.”

The words undo him completely.

His hips snap forward one final time as he buries himself deep inside her and releases. I feel it in the way his body locks, in the way his breath catches and stutters as he empties himself into her in heavy, helpless pulses. She gasps softly at the sensation, body still trembling as she takes every surge of him with open acceptance.

His face tightens with the force of it, jaw flexing, shoulders tense as the last of his release leaves him shaking.

When he finally stills, their breathing is loud in the room.

Her body softens beneath him slowly, legs loosening their grip as the intensity fades into warmth and exhaustion. His arms lock beside her shoulders for a moment as he stays braced above her, catching his breath, the reality of what just happened settling in with sobering clarity.

My hands remain on her breasts, gentler now, grounding her as the aftershocks ripple through her in slow, fading waves. Her lashes flutter as she stares up at the ceiling, chest rising and falling unsteadily.

I feel it inside myself too.

The heat.

The silence.

The irreversible shift that has just taken place.

He finally eases back from her carefully, his movement slow as he withdraws. The slick sound is soft and unmistakable as he pulls free, her body still opening instinctively as he leaves her. She exhales shakily at the sudden absence, one hand drifting to her stomach as if she can still feel him there.

The room feels suspended in the aftermath—warm, breathed-out, unreal. Chelsea finally shifts beneath him, rolling slightly to one side. Her body still glistens with sweat and effort, her chest rising and falling unevenly as she finds her breath again.

Then she looks at me.

The look is different now. Hungry in a quieter, more focused way.

“I want to taste you,” she says softly.

The words land low in my belly and spread like heat. Leon’s hand remains on her hip, relaxed now, his breathing slowing as the intensity eases from him. I don’t answer her with words. I answer by shifting my position on the bed, lowering the robe fully from my shoulders, letting it fall away so there’s nothing between us at all.

I spread my legs wide for her.

She watches me with open curiosity as she rolls onto her stomach between my thighs, her movements teasingly slow, her body still warm and pliant from what just happened. Her hair spills forward over her shoulders as she lowers herself, her mouth hovering just inches from me.

Leon’s fingers trail idly over her lower back, then down over the curve of her ass. He traces lazy patterns there, not claiming her, not directing her—just touching while she arches subtly into it, offering that part of herself without looking back.

Her first lick is cautious.

A gentle, inexperienced stroke of her tongue through my slick heat, slow and uncertain as she tests my response. I inhale sharply as sensation blooms outward from that point, my hands clutching softly at the sheets beside her shoulders. Her tongue skims along my folds again, sticking briefly where my arousal has already gathered thick and warm.

She’s not confident yet.

But she’s earnest.

Her tongue flattens slightly on the next pass, moving more slowly, tracing the shape of me with careful attention. I murmur softly without meaning to, my hips lifting a fraction in silent encouragement. She responds instinctively, letting her movements grow a little bolder, her mouth opening as she takes in more of my heat.

Leon’s fingers glide over her ass again, his touch unhurried and grounding. I feel the soft flex of her muscles as she arches into both sensations at once—his hand above, my body below.

She learns quickly.

Her tongue begins to circle instead of simply pass through, the motion gradually tightening as she senses what draws the strongest reaction from me. My breath grows uneven, small sounds slipping free between my lips as sensation builds in steady, rolling waves. Each movement of her mouth feels amplified now, spreading through my thighs and lower stomach until my muscles begin to tighten in response.

Her tongue finally finds my clit by accident.

The brush is light, fleeting—but my body reacts instantly, a sharp gasp tearing from my throat as my hips arch higher. She startles at my response, then immediately repeats the motion, slower this time, with intent. The pressure is imperfect, uneven, but that only makes it sweeter—her mouth learning me in real time.

“Yes,” I whisper, barely louder than a breath.

Encouraged, she begins to focus there, tongue flicking shyly at first, then with growing confidence as she feels how quickly my body responds to that contact. My thighs tremble with it. My stomach pulls tight. The sensation coils low and fast, far more quickly than I expect after everything that’s already happened tonight.

Behind her, Leon’s hand remains a constant, tracing slow, absent-minded lines along her ass, occasionally squeezing lightly when her hips shift. He watches her work with the same quiet attentiveness I felt earlier, his desire now softened into something warmer, steadier.

My own breath turns ragged.

Her tongue grows more certain, pressure increasing in small increments as she follows the changes in my body. My hands slide down to her shoulders, fingers tightening into her skin as the tension inside me crests too quickly to manage with control alone. My hips lift higher, chasing her mouth as the rhythm finally locks into place.

Heat surges sharp and bright through my nerves.

I cry out softly as release overtakes me, thighs tightening around her head as my climax ripples through me in slow, unguarded waves. The pleasure crests and spills, leaving me trembling and breathless, every muscle loosened in its wake.

She stays with me through it, gentle and unhurried, until the last shudder fades and my body softens beneath her again.

When she finally lifts her head, her mouth glistens faintly, her cheeks flushed with quiet satisfaction. Leon’s hand slides once more over her ass in an easy, affectionate pass.

We shift out of our positions. Leon sits back against the headboard, chest rising and falling evenly now, his hand resting loosely on Chelsea’s lower back where she lies curled between us.

She’s quiet for a moment, tracing absent little shapes on the sheet with her fingertip.

“Can I… stay here tonight?” she asks softly, not quite looking at either of us.

The question settles into my chest with unexpected weight. Leon glances at me, uncertainty flickering across his face in a way that finally feels grounded again—real. This is the part we didn’t rehearse. The part where fantasy gives way to morning.

“We shouldn’t,” he says gently.

I nod at first, because I know he’s right. Because this already crossed lines we can’t redraw. But Chelsea shifts slightly, her body warm and vulnerable between us now, and the hesitation on her face pulls at something protective and fierce inside me.

“It’s late,” I say quietly, an argument in her defense.

Leon exhales through his nose, long and resigned, then nods once. “Just tonight.”

Relief softens Chelsea’s entire body.

We clean up quietly, none of us speaking much as the adrenaline fades into something tender and tired. When the lights finally dim and the covers slide up around us, she crawls into bed between us without hesitation, small and warm and still faintly trembling from everything that came before.

Leon’s arm comes around her first.

Mine follows.

She settles onto her back between us, small and warm beneath the covers, Leon on one side and me on the other. His arm crosses her ribs while my hand rests low on her stomach, our bodies angled toward her from both sides. Her breathing steadies beneath our touch as we hold her there, sheltered on both sides.

We’re just holding her.

Chelsea relaxes slowly, the tension melting out of her muscles as sleep begins to claim her. Her breathing deepens. Her body goes heavy and trusting between ours. Leon presses his forehead briefly to the side of her head. I brush a slow, soothing stroke over her hip.

And then, we all fall asleep. Together.
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