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What She Craves



It was nearly midnight when the knock came. One of those soft, hesitant raps that didn’t belong to someone angry or drunk—just desperate. Colin muted the TV without saying anything, and Renee slowly pulled her legs out from under the throw blanket. She wasn’t really watching the show anyway. Her phone screen had dimmed in her lap.

They both hesitated.

No one ever knocked that late, not in this neighborhood. Not unless something was wrong.

When Renee opened the door, the porch light caught Leigh's face first. Her dark hair was pulled into a low, uneven knot like she hadn’t meant to leave the house. Her eyes were red and glossy, ringed in the smudged remains of mascara. She didn’t speak right away. Just stood there in jeans and a loose hoodie, holding a canvas overnight bag with both hands like it might blow away.

“I’m sorry,” Leigh said, finally. Her voice cracked like she’d been holding it together just long enough to say those words. “Can I just stay here tonight?”

Renee blinked. She felt Colin step behind her, close enough to sense but not touching. “Of course,” she said automatically. “Yeah. Come in.”

Leigh nodded like she hadn’t heard her. Or maybe like she didn’t believe it yet.

When she stepped inside, no one said anything at first. Leigh didn’t even take off her shoes. She just stood there, twisting the strap of her bag in both hands. There was a kind of tension that hadn’t been there earlier, when they’d all hugged goodbye after dinner. Back when Leigh and Ian were still smiling. Or at least pretending well enough that it passed.

Renee reached for the bag, but Leigh shook her head and kept hold of it. “It’s just for tonight. I just—I couldn’t go back there. He said some things, and then I said some things, and I just… I needed to leave.”

Renee nodded slowly. She didn’t ask what happened. It wasn’t completely her business. All she knew was that Leigh needed a place to crash so she was going to provide it.

Behind her, Colin cleared his throat. “The guest room’s made up. You can stay as long as you need.”

“Thanks,” Leigh said without looking at him.

But she did look at Renee.

And for a second, Renee felt something curl in her chest. It was te kind of sensation you get when someone looks at you like they want to fall apart in your arms—but also like they’re not sure if they should. But Leigh and Renee were close, so why should Leigh feel hesitant?

“I’ll make you some tea,” Renee offered. “Just… settle in. I’ll bring it up.”

Leigh’s smile was soft and tired and uneven. “You’re the best.”

She walked upstairs without saying anything else. Her footsteps were muffled but uneven, like she couldn’t decide whether she was really going to stay or not.

When she was gone, Renee turned and found Colin watching her. Not suspiciously. Just quietly, like he was still trying to figure out what had just happened.

“She’s really shaken up,” Renee said, already moving toward the kitchen.

“Yeah.”

She heard him sit back down on the couch, but he didn’t unmute the TV.
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Renee brought the tea up in a ceramic mug—one of the heavier ones with the chipped handle—and paused outside the guest room door. She could hear the soft creak of the mattress, the sound of fabric rustling as Leigh moved around. Maybe changing. Maybe not.

She knocked gently.

“It’s open,” Leigh called. Her voice was hoarse, quieter than before.

Renee stepped inside. The light was on low—just the bedside lamp casting long, warm shadows across the floor. Leigh was sitting cross-legged on top of the covers, barefoot now, hoodie unzipped to reveal a tank top underneath. Her legs were pale and bare, tucked under her.

Renee held out the mug. “Chamomile. It’s the only herbal one we have that doesn’t taste like dirt.”

Leigh gave a soft laugh as she accepted it. “Chamomile’s fine.”

There was silence after that, but not the kind that needed to be filled. Leigh sipped. Renee hovered near the door, then stepped farther in.

“You can talk if you want,” Renee said finally. “But you don’t have to.”

“I don’t even know what I’d say.” Leigh exhaled. “It’s stupid. I mean—I knew he could be cruel sometimes. But tonight was… different.”

Renee said nothing. Just stood there, her arms loosely crossed. She didn’t want to ask, but part of her wanted to know. What kind of fight sends someone out of their house at midnight with mascara running down her face? Had Ian cheated on her?

Leigh stared into her tea, unmoving.

“He told me I ruined things just to see if anyone would still love me afterward,” she said. “Said I pick fights when things are going fine. That I want people to prove they want me over and over again.”

Renee didn’t speak. Her stomach twisted.

Leigh laughed once, dry. “He said it’s like I can’t be happy unless I’m competing with someone. That it’s not enough to be loved. I need someone else to lose.”

Renee’s mouth opened, but no words came.

“And then,” Leigh added, her voice quieter now, “he asked if that’s why I married him. Because I thought he was safe. Because I figured he wouldn’t leave.”

That landed like a slap. Not just to Leigh. To Renee too.

Leigh finally looked up. Her eyes were tired, but dry.

“I didn’t say anything,” she said. “I just grabbed my bag and left. I didn’t even grab a toothbrush. I didn’t know where else to go.”

Something in the way she said it made Renee’s throat tighten. She remembered what it felt like to be that hurt. That raw. When you don’t want to be alone but also can’t stand the idea of feeling like a burden to someone else.

“I’m glad you came here,” Renee said. “You were right to leave if you needed space.”

Leigh nodded slowly. “Thanks for not asking a million questions.”

Renee gave a crooked smile. “I’ll save them for the morning.”

Leigh smiled back. But her eyes didn’t quite match it.
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When Renee went back downstairs, Colin was still on the couch. The TV was dark now. He looked at her, expectant.

“She’s okay,” Renee said.

He nodded. “Did she say what happened?”

Renee hesitated. Then: “Not really.”

They sat in silence for a moment.

Colin broke the silence first. “You’re thinking something.”

Renee didn’t answer right away. Her eyes were still on the empty mug in her hands. “She told me what he said.”

Colin waited.

“She said he thinks she ruins things just to see if anyone will stick around. That she needs to be chosen over someone else to feel loved.”

He exhaled slowly. “Jesus.”

Renee nodded. “It was cruel. And probably not wrong.” She hesitated. “Which makes it worse, somehow.”

Colin shifted, uncomfortable. “They were fine at dinner.”

“I know.” Renee looked at him then. “That’s what’s messing with me. They were fine. Holding hands. Laughing. I poured her a second glass of wine, and she kissed him on the cheek like nothing was broken.”

Colin shook his head. “I don’t get it.”

“I don’t think she did either—until it was too late to pretend.” Renee placed the mug on the table and leaned back into the couch.

“That’s rough,” he said.

Renee glanced toward the stairs. “She didn’t just need somewhere to go. She just… didn’t want to be alone tonight.”

He looked at her then, quiet, unsure.

Upstairs, the guest room door clicked softly shut.
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Renee found Leigh curled on the guest bed the next morning, still dressed in yesterday’s clothes. The mug from the night before sat untouched on the nightstand, a skin of cold tea floating across the surface. Leigh had pulled the covers halfway over herself, but her hoodie was bunched up around her waist like she’d started to get comfortable and never finished. Her hair had come loose in the night. Dark strands clung to her cheek, damp with sweat or maybe tears.

She looked small.

Renee didn’t say anything at first. Just leaned against the doorframe and watched for signs of sleep. Leigh stirred, blinked slowly, then sat up with a wince like her body had remembered all at once what the night was.

“Hey,” Renee said gently.

Leigh ran a hand over her face. “Shit. Sorry. I was going to set an alarm.”

“You’re fine,” Renee said. “It’s Saturday.”

“Right.” Leigh glanced at the mug. “Thanks for the tea.”

“You didn’t drink it.”

Leigh gave a half-shrug. “Yeah. Sorry. I didn’t really want anything—I just didn’t know how to say no.”

She nodded once and stepped inside. “I made coffee if you want to come down for that instead.”

Leigh didn’t answer right away. Just pulled her knees up to her chest and rested her chin there, staring at the window like it might offer an easier way out than talking.

Renee sat on the edge of the bed. Not too close. Just enough that if Leigh wanted to say something, she could.

“I’m not trying to pry,” Renee said, “but if you want to talk—”

“It’s not just a fight,” Leigh said, cutting her off gently. Her voice was thin. “We’ve had fights before. Stupid ones. Ugly ones. But this one—last night—it felt different.”

Renee swallowed. “Different how?”

Leigh pulled at a loose thread on the blanket. “I don’t think he gets me anymore. Not really. It’s like I’m too much or not enough. There’s no middle ground. No place where I can just… be.”

Renee didn’t know what to say. She felt it in her chest, the kind of ache that wasn’t sympathy exactly—closer to recognition. That sick weight of wondering whether your partner still sees you the way they used to. If they see you at all.

“Do you think he’s seeing someone else?” Renee asked quietly.

Leigh shrugged. “Maybe. Or maybe it’s worse. Maybe he’s just done and hasn’t said it yet. Like he’s already decided I’m a phase he outgrew.”

The words hit like cold water.

“I’m sorry,” Renee said. She meant it, but it felt too small. There was nothing comforting about it.

Leigh’s hand was shaking again. Just barely, but Renee saw it as she reached up to push her hair behind her ear. The same tremor from the night before when she’d taken the tea. The same tremor when she’d walked through the door, mascara streaked and voice cracking, asking to stay.

She wanted to reach out. Take her hand, or at least still it. But she didn’t. She wasn’t sure who that touch would be for—Leigh or herself.

There was a creak in the hallway.

They both looked up.

Colin stood there, barefoot and rumpled, still in his sleep shirt and flannel pants. He looked uncomfortable in a way Renee couldn’t quite place. Like he didn’t know if he should come in or back away.

“Sorry,” he said. “Didn’t mean to interrupt.”

“You’re not,” Leigh said, too quickly.

But something in her voice shifted. The air thickened. Renee felt it—felt herself watching him a little too closely, waiting to see how he’d respond to Leigh’s tone. It wasn’t flirtatious. But it was softer than before.

Colin nodded. “Coffee’s ready. I’ll give you two a minute.”

He left before they could say anything else.
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Later, Leigh came downstairs, her hair now brushed. Her cheeks were pink from a quick splash of water or maybe from the embarrassment of being seen in such a vulnerable state. She didn’t look fragile anymore. Just tired. And guarded.

They sat around the kitchen table for a while, all three of them. The conversation was light—weather, work, something about a new café opening down the street. Leigh laughed at one of Colin’s dumb jokes, and for a second, it almost felt normal again.

But Renee kept watching her hands.

The way her fingers curled around the mug. The way she tapped her thumb against the side like she needed a rhythm to hold onto. The way they shook, just slightly, when she thought no one was looking.

Later, after Leigh went out for a walk and Colin disappeared into the garage, Renee stood at the sink, rinsing her mug. The water ran too hot, but she didn’t turn it down.

She looked out the window for a while, not really seeing anything. The street was empty, the sun already higher than she’d realized.

Leigh had looked steadier when she left, but Renee couldn’t shake the image of her hands earlier—tight around that mug, trying to keep them from shaking.

Renee wasn’t sure why that stuck with her. Maybe because she recognized it. That quiet, useless need to look like you’re fine when you’re not.
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The house was quiet in that late-evening way, where everything felt slowed down. Renee padded down the hallway barefoot with folded towels in her arms. She wasn’t thinking about anything in particular. Just where to put the towels, whether the guest room had enough, whether Leigh might prefer the softer set.

Then she passed the bathroom.

The door was mostly shut, but not latched. Steam spilled out in slow waves, warm and wet against her legs. The fan was running, humming low, and the light inside was softened by the fog. She kept walking—she didn’t mean to look—but something made her glance, just for a second.

That second stretched.

Through the cracked door, framed in a narrow slice of yellow light and steam, was Leigh’s body. Or the shape of it. Her back was to the door, one arm lifted to twist her wet hair, exposing the slope of her shoulder and the curve of her waist.

Her skin was flushed pink from the heat, glistening. Water trailed along her spine, dipping into the hollow of her lower back before vanishing below the misted glass.

The fog on the shower door shifted slightly as she moved, and for a second, Renee caught a glimpse—just a suggestion—of the round curve of her breast, the outline of a taut nipple.

Renee froze. She hadn’t meant to look, not like that. But she didn’t look away, either.

Leigh’s hips rolled slightly as she reached for the soap, and the soft swell of her ass came into view for a breath, blurred but unmistakably there.

It was only a few seconds. A flicker. But something about it lodged in Renee’s chest and stayed there, warm and sharp.

By the time she reached the guest room, she’d forgotten the towels. She put them down on the dresser without folding them and stood there for a moment, trying to blink the image out of her mind.

It wasn’t about sex. Not really. It wasn’t even about Leigh. It was the intimacy of it—being allowed, just for a second, to see someone unguarded. The way the light hit her skin. The arch of her neck. The soft slope of her waist that disappeared into steam. It felt like something she wasn’t supposed to see, but not in a shameful way. More like it had been offered—without permission, maybe, but also without resistance.

And it stayed with her.

Long after Leigh had gone quiet for the night, long after the lights were out and the hallway stilled again, Renee was still thinking about that glimpse.
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Colin slid into bed beside her sometime later. She heard the floor creak, felt the mattress shift. His hand found her hip under the blanket with the same familiar rhythm he always used—slow, tentative, waiting for her to lean into it.

She didn’t.

He pressed closer, his body warm against hers. His breath touched the back of her neck. “Hey,” he whispered, his fingers slipping just under the hem of her shirt. “You awake?”

She closed her eyes. “Yeah.”

“You okay?”

“I’m just tired.”

It wasn’t a lie, exactly. Her body was tired. Her mind was wide awake.

Colin hesitated, then pulled his hand back. She heard the quiet sigh he tried to swallow. It wasn’t disappointment. Just the resignation that comes when your partner closes a door you thought might still be open.

He didn’t say anything else. Just shifted onto his back and stared at the ceiling. Renee stayed on her side, facing away, watching the faint line of hallway light under the door.

She could still see the outline of Leigh in her head. Not the full body—just fragments. The flash of pale skin. The curve of her hips. The way her hair clung to her neck in damp ropes. It drove her crazy, even though she didn’t want to admit it.

She didn’t want Leigh like that. She was straight. But in that moment, there’d been something about the privacy of it. The way the steam clung to her. The softness of her shape. The vulnerability of being alone in the shower, not knowing anyone was watching, not bothering to close the door all the way.

Renee shifted on the mattress, suddenly restless.

She thought about how Leigh had looked at her that morning, curled up on the bed, eyes rimmed in red but steady. The things she’d said. The things she hadn’t. How raw she’d been. How soft.

Renee felt that ache again and it confused her. Not desire, she didn’t think. Just something unsettled and sticky that lived under her ribs and made her skin feel a little too tight.

Colin let out a breath beside her.

She almost rolled over then. Almost reached for him. Not because she wanted sex, but because maybe if she let him touch her, she could wipe the image out of her head. Anchor herself back in something familiar. Something simple.

But she didn’t.

She stayed still, eyes open in the dark, replaying the curve of her breast and hips until her body warmed with something she was too scared to admit to.
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The kitchen smelled like toast and too-strong coffee. Sunlight pooled across the tile floor in wide, warm strips, the kind of soft morning light that should’ve felt peaceful. But everything felt a little off.

Renee stood at the counter, twisting the coffee pot back into its cradle even though she wasn’t planning on another cup. Colin had already filled his travel mug and left ten minutes ago, after a half-hearted excuse about needing to pick something up from the hardware store before it got crowded. He hadn’t said much during breakfast—just the usual hum of small talk, polite smiles passed across the table like condiments.

Now it was just Renee and Leigh, the silence between them held together by the faint scrape of cutlery in the sink.

“I can head out in a bit,” Leigh said, her voice quiet. “Didn’t mean to overstay.”

“You haven’t been,” Renee said automatically, before she could question whether it was true.

Leigh gave her a look, soft and skeptical. “You don’t have to pretend.”

“I’m not,” Renee said. She turned toward the sink, sleeves already pushed up, hands warm from the dishwater. “I’ve enjoyed having you over.”

Leigh smiled faintly. “I just feel like I’m…I don’t know, intruding.”

Renee shook her head, but didn’t answer. She just rinsed a plate and passed it to Leigh, who grabbed a towel from the oven handle and began drying without being asked. They moved together easily, wordless, slipping into the rhythm of people who’ve done this a hundred times. Only they hadn’t. Not like this.

They weren’t that close. They’d been part of the same social circle for years—vacation photos and double dates, game nights, holiday parties—but something about Leigh had always put a little distance between them. She was bright and self-possessed, the kind of woman who had an infectious laugh, and caught every eye in the room. And Renee had admired that. Maybe envied it. But they’d never lingered at the edge of a party to talk one-on-one. Until now. She’d never seen Leigh without Ian by her side.

“Sorry again,” Leigh said, glancing down at the glass in her hands. “For all the drama.”

“You don’t have to keep apologizing.”

“I know. I just… I hate crying in front of people.”

Renee looked over at her. Leigh’s hair was still damp from her shower, tucked behind her ears, and she had no makeup on this morning. It made her look younger. Softer. A little more real.

“I get that,” Renee said. “But you don’t have to be put together all the time.”

“Tell that to Ian.”

The words came out too quickly, like she hadn’t meant to say them aloud. She stopped drying and stared down at the counter. Renee didn’t press.

“He used to like that I had opinions,” Leigh said after a moment. “That I didn’t let him bulldoze over everything. Now it just feels like I’m… exhausting to him. Like even existing at full volume is too much.”

Renee leaned her hip against the counter, damp hands resting on the edge of the sink. “Did something change? Or did it just… fade?”

Leigh gave a quiet laugh, bitter at the edges. “I think it faded, and neither of us admitted it. We just kept doing the things we always did. Having the same arguments. Sharing the same bed but not really sleeping with each other. Until one day I looked up and realized I hadn’t felt… wanted in months.”

Renee nodded slowly. She felt something tighten low in her chest. Not pity. Not judgment. Just recognition.

“I understand,” she said.

Leigh looked at her.

Renee kept her eyes down, focused on her hands, her cuticles still damp and pink from the water. “It’s like no one talks about how easy it is to drift. How easy it is to stop reaching for each other. One day you’re still trying, and then the next… you’re just being polite.”

Silence settled again.

Leigh reached for the next glass. Dried it slowly. “Do you and Colin ever—?”

She didn’t finish the question.

Renee didn’t answer it, not directly.

“We’re okay,” she said instead. “We’re good at being a team. At keeping everything running.”

“But?”

Renee hesitated. Then: “Sometimes I think we’re better at sharing a calendar than a bed.”

Leigh exhaled, a soft laugh that didn’t quite make it to a smile. “God, yes.”

They both looked at each other then, the space between them quiet and open in a way it hadn’t been before. Renee felt that small ache bloom again. The one from last night. From the image she still hadn’t fully let go of. But it wasn’t about the shower anymore. It was about this newfound intimacy.

About not having to explain why your marriage still looked perfect on paper, even when it felt like you’d forgotten how to touch each other properly.

They finished the dishes in silence. When the last glass was put away, Leigh turned and leaned back against the counter, arms crossed lightly over her chest.

“Thank you,” she said, her voice low.

“For what?”

“For not trying to fix it.”

Renee gave a small smile. “Maybe I just don’t know how.”

Leigh laughed. “That makes two of us.”

Renee nodded.

She wasn’t sure what was going to happen next. But she knew one thing for certain: this was the beginning of a much closer relationship between her and Leigh.
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The house had gone still. Outside, the sky was a hard, cloudless blue. Inside, the A/C had given up around noon with a final shuddering clunk. They’d opened the windows and turned on the fans, but all it did was circulate the heat—pushing it around like a heavy breath neither of them could exhale.

Renee’s skin felt tacky beneath her clothes. A damp line had formed beneath her bra that she kept adjusting without really fixing, and her thighs stuck to the leather couch no matter how she shifted. She’d changed into a pale blue tank top and loose cotton shorts—her version of giving up. Leigh, beside her, had done the same. Black tank. Gray athletic shorts rolled at the waistband. Her hair was tied up, a few tendrils dark with sweat against her temple.

They sat with their legs half-tangled, not on purpose, just lazily, like gravity had done the deciding for them. Between them, sweating in the heat like everything else, sat two stemless wine glasses filled with ice and cheap chilled rosé.

It was too hot to pretend anymore. Too hot for small talk. They’d already exhausted the usual topics—work stress, broken appliances, annoying mutual friends. The kind of conversations meant to pass time but not invite anything real.

Now the wine had softened their edges, and there wasn’t much left but truth.

Leigh tipped her glass toward her lips and took a slow sip, then exhaled as if that alone had been effort.

“Do you ever feel like you stopped being a person a long time ago?” she asked. “Like you became this… body instead of a person?”

Renee didn’t answer right away.

She took a sip too. The wine was too sweet, a little metallic from the ice, but she kept drinking it. She watched a drop of condensation run down Leigh’s glass and collect at the curve of her thumb. She wanted to say no. She wanted to say of course not, that’s ridiculous. But she didn’t.

“Sometimes I catch myself in the mirror,” Leigh went on, “and it’s like—I know that’s me. That’s my face. My skin. But I don’t feel like anyone’s looked at me in months. Not really.” Her voice dipped, softer. “Not like they used to.”

Renee’s stomach tightened.

She felt the heat prickling along the back of her neck. Not just from the air. From the fact that she understood exactly what Leigh meant. From the fact that she hadn’t been able to say it out loud until now, even to herself.

“I used to love being naked,” Leigh said. “Not for other people, always. Just… for me. Just to feel like I was still confident and comfortable.” She swirled the last bit of wine in her glass. “Now I can’t remember the last time I wanted someone to see me.”

Renee looked down at her own lap. Her thighs were pink with heat where they touched. Her skin glistened slightly. Her chest rose and fell faster than it should have. She didn’t want to admit how much she related to that. Or how often she’d thought about it.

What it meant to be looked at. Not ogled. Not tolerated. Just seen.

“I don’t think Colin means to make me feel invisible,” Renee said after a long pause. “But sometimes I feel like I’m on mute and he doesn’t even notice.”

Leigh nodded. “Ian too. Or maybe he notices and just prefers it that way.”

They both laughed then, softly, the kind of shared laugh that didn’t need a punchline. Just recognition.

The fan buzzed lazily in the corner, pushing hot air around the room.

Leigh leaned her head back against the cushions, stretching her arms above her head with a sigh. Her tank top shifted slightly with the motion, revealing a sliver of her ribcage, a delicate shadow beneath her breast. Renee noticed. Noted it. Let her eyes linger for half a second longer than they should have before dragging them away.

And still, the heat clung to her.

She took another sip of wine. Her lips felt dry, even after. She could feel a trickle of sweat working its way down her spine. She wanted to open the freezer and crawl inside. She wanted to ask Leigh why she’d never said these things before. She wanted to say me too again, and again, until it didn’t hurt.

Leigh’s voice came quiet, almost casual: “You ever look at someone and realize you might still be able to feel something again?”

Renee didn’t answer. She couldn’t. Because the question didn’t feel like a question.

It felt like a confession. Like a match being struck in a room already soaked in kerosene.

The silence stretched. Not awkward. Just heavy.

Renee felt her heartbeat in her throat. In her fingertips. Her wine glass felt suddenly too cold, too fragile in her hand. She placed it down on the table before she dropped it.

Leigh didn’t push. She didn’t turn to look at Renee or clarify what she meant. She just sat there, arms still raised, eyes half-lidded, as if the answer didn’t matter.

But it did. Renee knew it did.

Because she hadn’t stopped thinking about that glimpse in the shower. Or the way Leigh’s voice had sounded the night before. Or the way her body felt now, too warm, too alert, too close to something she wasn’t supposed to want.

The fan rattled in the corner. Outside, a dog barked once and fell quiet again.

Inside, neither of them moved.

And the question stayed, hanging between them like a thread pulled taut, waiting for one of them to tug.
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The porch lights cast soft, uneven pools of gold across the railing and the tops of their bare knees. Renee sat with one leg folded beneath her, the other stretched out toward the edge of the steps. The night was still warm but not stifling, the heat finally giving way to something almost pleasant. Crickets murmured in the distance. The occasional car passed by with its headlights brushing the edge of the lawn.

Leigh sat beside her on the porch swing, eyes glassy but not drunk.

Colin had called earlier to say he’d be late—something about a client dinner running long, some investor who wouldn’t stop talking. He’d apologized, said not to wait. Renee had said it was fine. And it was, she thought. Or it had been. Until the silence between her and Leigh started filling with things that didn’t quite feel like friendship anymore.

They’d started with harmless memories. First kisses. Awkward ones. Leigh had kissed a boy in eighth grade who’d kept his mouth clamped shut the whole time, like he was bracing for impact. Renee had laughed until she nearly spilled her drink, then shared her own story—wet braces, a lip caught painfully between teeth, the memory of peppermint gum slipping through without warning.

Now they were deeper in. Not laughing anymore.

Leigh leaned back against the swing’s cushion, one leg tucked beneath her, her body angled slightly toward Renee. “You know what I miss?” she said. Her voice was low, the kind of low you use when you don’t want the night to echo anything back. “What it used to feel like. Sex, I mean. When the person you were with was new and it was still exciting.”

Renee looked over at her.

Leigh wasn’t smiling. Her eyes were distant, watching the shape of the wine swirl in her glass. “Not the act, necessarily,” she continued. “But the lead-up. The electricity. The maybe of it. That feeling like your skin’s already been touched, even though it hasn’t yet.”

Renee nodded slowly. She knew exactly what she meant. That anticipation. That suspended moment before someone reaches for you—the one where you’re still untouched, but already changed.

“I used to feel it just from being looked at,” Leigh said. “Like—I’d be walking across a room, and if I caught someone’s eyes, it was already starting. That heat, that possibility. Now I could stand in the middle of a crowded bar naked and not even spark a glance.”

Renee didn’t speak. She didn’t know what to say that wouldn’t feel like pity, or worse—agreement.

Because it was true for her too. And not just from strangers.

Even with Colin, it had become a kind of quiet familiarity. A well-worn script. Loving, yes. Safe. But not charged. Not alive in that raw, unspoken way. And lately, that absence had begun to feel louder than she wanted to admit.

Leigh set her glass down. It landed softly on the wood with a muted clink. Her hand, now free, dropped to her lap, then shifted again—just slightly—until her fingers brushed against Renee’s wrist.

It was light. Barely anything. A whisper of contact.

But Renee felt it like a pulse.

She didn’t move. She didn’t pull away. The skin beneath Leigh’s touch prickled, suddenly hyperaware. Her breath caught in her chest, not from surprise exactly, but from the clarity of it—that she wasn’t imagining the tension. That something was moving between them, slow and deliberate, like fog rolling in over warm pavement.

Leigh’s voice was smaller now, just above a whisper. “I keep saying I’m not that kind of person,” she said, her fingers still resting against Renee’s skin. “But I don’t know what kind I am anymore.”

Renee turned to look at her.

Leigh was close. Closer than she had any right to be. Her face was soft in the porch light, flushed with warmth. Her mouth slightly parted, her expression open in a way Renee had never seen before. Not at parties. Not over brunch. Not even in tears.

This was different.

This was honest. Her.

Renee’s stomach twisted. Not with fear exactly. More like exposure. A feeling she hadn’t expected to have again. That someone could be looking at her like this. Like she was part of the maybe.

“I don’t think there’s a type for wanting to feel wanted,” Renee said. She wasn’t sure where the words came from. “I think it just means you’re human.”

Leigh exhaled, shaky.

They were so close now that Renee could feel her breath—warm and sweet. Her hand hadn’t moved. Neither had Renee’s. She wasn’t sure she remembered how to.

She was aware of every inch between them. And of how little space was left. Her chest rose, then fell. Leigh mirrored it.

They didn’t speak.

Leigh leaned in, just barely. A fraction. Maybe even less. Her gaze dropped, flicked to Renee’s mouth, then back to her eyes. The movement was small, almost nothing. But it was enough.

Enough to make Renee lean too. Enough to make the air between them ripple with possibility. Enough to make it real.

And then the porch light flickered.

It buzzed once, blinked off, then on again—harsh, sudden. Too bright after the haze of what they’d almost done. Enough to break the moment open like glass dropped on tile.

Leigh pulled back first. Just a twitch. A breath. Her hand fell away. Her eyes dropped. Then she laughed—but it was nervous, almost embarrassed.

Renee laughed too, but it caught in her throat. She shifted, ran a hand through her hair like she was trying to comb the heat out of it. “That was—”

“—weird,” Leigh finished.

“Yeah.” Renee stared out into the yard, blinking hard. “Just the wine.”

“Just the wine,” Leigh echoed, but her voice sounded far away.

They didn’t touch again.

They didn’t speak for a while either.

Eventually, Leigh stood and stretched, said something about taking a shower and calling it early. Renee nodded without looking at her.

The porch light stayed on after she went inside.

So did the maybe.
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The door opened with the soft jingle of keys and the familiar click of the latch—a sound that usually made Renee feel settled, like the day was finally allowed to end.

Tonight, it landed differently.

She and Leigh were still in the living room, curled into the same spots from earlier. The wine bottle was nearly empty, their glasses more water than anything else now, filled and refilled with melting ice in a weak attempt at sobriety.

Colin stepped into the doorway, holding his briefcase in one hand. He looked tired—creased shirt, faint sweat at the collar, the polite half-smile of someone who’d been over-peopled all evening. His eyes flicked from Renee to Leigh and back again.

“You’re still up,” he said, setting his keys in the dish by the door.

“It’s not that late,” Renee replied. She heard how defensive it sounded and immediately regretted it.

Colin raised an eyebrow. “It’s almost one.”

“Oh,” Leigh said with mock alarm, leaning back dramatically into the couch cushions. “Are we grounded?”

He gave a dry laugh, but his gaze stayed on Renee a moment too long. Not accusing—just… searching. Like he was trying to figure out what had shifted.

Renee couldn’t tell if she looked guilty or not. She didn’t feel guilty, exactly. Just out of sync. Like someone had changed the station and Colin had walked in still listening to the old frequency.

“I thought you said you’d be home by eleven,” she said before she could stop herself.

Colin ran a hand through his hair and sighed. “Yeah, well. Nate wouldn’t shut up about that sailboat he bought. You know how he gets.”

Renee nodded. She did. Nate had always loved the sound of his own voice.

“Sorry,” Colin added. “Didn’t mean to worry you.”

“You didn’t.” She offered it too quickly, like patching over something neither of them had agreed was broken.

Leigh sat up a little straighter, sensing the undercurrent. Her tone shifted, playful but careful. “We were just swapping old horror stories. Exes, bad dates, our first failed kisses. You really missed out.”

“I’m sure I did,” Colin said, smiling politely. “Anything juicy?”

“Only if you count my seventh-grade boyfriend crying during a slow dance,” Leigh said, stretching her arms over her head in a way that made her tank top shift slightly, riding up just enough to show the line of her stomach.

Colin chuckled, but his eyes dropped briefly before flicking away. Renee noticed that. And hated that she noticed. It stirred something—irritation maybe, or jealousy, or just the sharp pang of contrast between the intimacy she’d felt an hour ago and the way Colin now seemed like a guest in the room.

“Remember that camping trip up north?” Leigh asked suddenly, folding her legs beneath her. “The one where Ian fell in the river trying to show off?”

Colin’s face lit up a little. “God, yes. He insisted on climbing that rock with a beer in one hand.”

“And no shoes,” Renee added, smiling in spite of herself. “Didn’t he tear half his foot open on the way down?”

“Bled all over the tent,” Leigh said. “And still kept insisting it wasn’t a big deal.”

Colin laughed, a real one this time, deep in his chest. “We had to drive forty minutes to the nearest hospital because he was too stubborn to let anyone call an ambulance.”

“And he hit on the nurse,” Renee said.

“Oh my God,” Leigh said. “I’d forgotten that. That was before we got together, but it still makes me cringe.”

The laughter was easy, at first. A relief.

But then it softened, thinned. Like the memory had carried too much weight beneath the surface. Like they’d let themselves forget for a moment that Ian wasn’t just a story they shared—he was a person they all know. And now he was also the reason Leigh had shown up on their doorstep, mascara streaked and holding herself like she’d come undone in stages.

“I used to love those trips,” Leigh said quietly. “Before everything got so… hard.”

The room went still.

Renee looked over at Colin, who suddenly seemed unsure of what to do with his hands. He rubbed his palm along the back of his neck, then sat down in the armchair across from them like putting a little space between himself and the couch might help ease something.

“They were good times,” he said, but the words sounded like they belonged to someone else. A line spoken because it was expected.

Leigh nodded, then reached for her glass again. The ice had melted. She swirled it anyway.

“I don’t know when things started slipping,” she said. “With Ian. With me. Maybe we both just stopped choosing each other.”

No one corrected her.

Renee looked down at her own hand, resting loosely on her thigh. She wanted to reach for Colin’s. She wanted him to notice the reaching, to meet her halfway. But he was too far now. Not just physically. She could feel it.

Something had changed while he was gone. Something that hadn’t fully crossed a line, but had come close enough to leave a mark.

“Would it be weird if I stayed in here a little longer?” she asked, not looking at either of them. “I just… I don’t think I can sleep alone right now.”

Renee paused. Her body stilled, the words catching her.

It wasn’t the request itself that threw her. It was the way Leigh said it. Not fragile. Not needy. Just honest. Like the truth had worn through whatever pride was left.

Colin glanced at her. Not with judgment—just uncertainty. His shoulders lifted in a shrug, an unspoken your call.

Renee turned back toward Leigh slowly. “You can stay,” she said, her voice softer than she meant it to be.

Leigh looked up, and something passed between them. Not gratitude exactly. Closer to acknowledgment. As if she hadn’t really doubted the answer, just needed to hear it aloud.

She didn’t stretch out or lie down. She stayed upright, sitting cross-legged between them when Colin moved to join them on the couch. He gave her space, but not much. The silence was dense, expectant. Like something else was in the room with them. Something none of them wanted to be the first to acknowledge.

Renee’s eyes kept drifting toward Leigh without meaning to.

The curve of her shoulder beneath the thin strap of her camisole. The way her hand rested against her thigh—still, but not relaxed. A visible tension sat behind her collarbones, like she was holding her breath in parts of her body that didn’t know how to exhale.

Renee looked away, then back again.

And that’s when it happened.

Leigh’s hand moved. Her fingers reached for Renee’s, brushing lightly against her skin. It wasn’t a mistake. It wasn’t innocent.

Renee’s throat tightened.

The touch was featherlight, but the meaning was heavy. It sat there in the space between them, humming with something unspoken.

Colin didn’t speak, but Renee felt him go still beside her. She knew the moment he saw it—their hands touching—and knew he felt the same shift in the air she did. The sudden, fragile break in the boundary they hadn’t talked about, but had silently agreed to all the same.

Renee opened her mouth, not even sure what she meant to say. Leigh’s name came out in a whisper. Soft. Not angry. Not even warning, not really. Just… unsure.

“Leigh.”

But Leigh didn’t pull away.

She turned, facing Renee fully now, her eyes steady but wide, like she knew this was a mistake and was doing it anyway. Like she’d made peace with the part of herself that wanted this…thing between them.

Renee’s breath caught. She should have moved. Should have shifted back or broken the contact or looked at Colin. But she didn’t.

Because she wasn’t sure she wanted to stop it either.

When Leigh leaned in, it was slow. Intentional. Not coy.

Her hand moved to the side of Renee’s face, her fingertips brushing her cheek, just barely. And then her lips touched hers.

A kiss. Real. Soft. Lingering.

Renee didn’t pull away.

Her eyes fluttered shut, and for a second, the world narrowed to the warmth of Leigh’s mouth against hers. The gentle pressure. The heady mix of wine and breath and something deeper, something sharp and unfamiliar uncoiling low in her belly.

It wasn’t the kiss itself that undid her.

It was the response—how quickly her body responded, how easily she leaned into it, how natural it felt to let it happen. That was what scared her. Not that Leigh kissed her, but that she kissed her back. That there was no real hesitation in her.

When Leigh finally pulled away, she didn’t look triumphant. Or even nervous.

She looked… open. Like she had just confessed something with her mouth and now she was waiting to be told whether it was forgivable.

Colin didn’t say a word. He didn’t move, either. Just sat there, breath shallow, as if one shift might break the spell—or make it real. Renee could feel his gaze on her, feel the weight of it even as Leigh turned back toward her, lips still slightly parted from the kiss they hadn’t meant to start.

But they had.

And then they kissed again. Deeply. Hungrily. With the kind of heat that made Renee forget where she was until her knees bumped the edge of the couch and she felt Leigh’s hand tugging at the hem of her tank top.

She had expected hesitation. A stammered apology. A pull-back at the last second.

Instead, Leigh kissed her harder, cupping her face, sliding her hands over her shoulders and down her sides like she’d been waiting for this. Renee didn’t stop her. She didn’t stop any of it. Even when Leigh’s hands slipped beneath her top. Even when fingers slid over her bare stomach and higher, higher, until they found her breasts through the thin fabric of her bra.

She heard Colin shift then.

She turned slightly, just enough to catch him in the corner of her eye—shirt off now, pants unzipped, his hand wrapped around himself, stroking slowly.

Watching.

And not stopping her.

Renee’s breath hitched as Leigh pushed the straps of her top off her shoulders and tugged it over her head. Her bra followed a moment later, unclasped with quick fingers, cool air hitting her bare chest before Leigh’s mouth did. Her nipples stiffened instantly as Leigh sucked at one, then the other, her tongue wet and eager, her hands cupping her breasts in a way that felt both reverent and dirty.

Renee moaned—quiet, surprised by the sound of it. Her hips shifted, her thighs pressing together, trying to manage the ache that had been building since before the first kiss. Maybe since the first night Leigh had shown up on their doorstep, mascara streaked and voice cracking, asking for shelter.

She looked over at Colin again.

He was still watching. His chest rose and fell, his eyes locked on her like he didn’t quite believe what he was seeing—but he wasn’t stopping it. He wasn’t even blinking. His hand moved steadily, stroking the length of his cock just above where his pants had been shoved down. The sight of it—of him, aroused and silent and here—sent a bolt of something sharp and dark through her belly.

She felt exposed in the most surreal way. Naked not just to Leigh’s hands and mouth, but to Colin’s gaze. And the worst part wasn’t the shame.

It was how much she liked it.

When Leigh dropped to her knees, it was almost graceful. She ran her hands slowly down Renee’s sides, tugging at the waistband of her shorts like she’d been waiting for permission—but not asking for it.

Renee could have stopped her.

She didn’t.

Instead, she lifted her hips.

Leigh peeled the shorts down, and her panties with them. The cool air hit her again, but this time lower, wetter, and the rush of exposure sent a shock of heat to her face.

She was naked now. Fully. Knees parted, thighs flushed, the dampness between her legs unmistakable.

And Colin was still watching.

Leigh spread her legs wider, gently, using her hands to guide her thighs open. Renee gasped—not from pain or hesitation, but from the awareness of it. Of being opened in front of her husband. Of being touched and undressed by another woman while he watched from just a few feet away.

Her hands gripped the edge of the couch, fingers curling tightly as Leigh leaned in and licked—slowly, deliberately, one long stroke from bottom to top that made her whole body jolt.

“Jesus,” Renee whispered, not sure who she was speaking to.

Leigh moaned softly against her. And then did it again.

The wet slide of her tongue. The press of her mouth. The way she gripped Renee’s thighs as she lapped at her with growing intensity, no hesitation, no gentleness now—just hunger.

Renee’s hips lifted involuntarily. Her eyes fluttered shut, but then she forced them open again. Because she had to look.

She had to see Colin.

And when she did, he was still there—watching her be devoured, watching her hips roll, her thighs tremble, her moans rising louder with every flick of Leigh’s tongue. His hand moved faster now. His eyes burned.

And in that moment, Renee stopped pretending she didn’t want this.

Her body was soaked. Her legs were spread for both of them. Her mouth was open, gasping, moaning Leigh’s name in half-broken syllables as the orgasm built inside her like pressure behind a dam.

She felt like someone else. And also more herself than she had in years.

Every nerve was lit.

Every breath dragged from her with effort.

And when it finally hit her—when she came, shuddering and bucking and crying out into the dark room—her thoughts spun out in a thousand directions, incoherent, shattered.

This is happening.

This is real.

He’s watching me.

I let this happen.

I wanted this.

When she came down, she was trembling.

Leigh stayed between her thighs, still breathing hot against her soaked skin. Colin’s hand had stilled, his chest rising and falling like he’d just run a mile.

Renee opened her eyes, trying to catch her breath. Her heart was still pounding.

And when she looked at her husband—half-dressed, flushed, stunned—he looked back at her like he didn’t know who she was.

Leigh lifted up and over Renee, kissing her like she wasn’t afraid anymore.

No hesitation, no apology. Just open heat. Mouth to mouth, chest to chest, thighs pressed together with nothing between them. Renee could taste herself on Leigh’s tongue—warm and wet, a slick reminder of what had just happened and how far she’d let it go. How far she wanted it to go.

The thought made her moan softly against Leigh’s lips.

Leigh’s hands were everywhere now, greedy and sure, but Renee had her own hunger. She slipped off Leigh’s shirt and helped her slide out of her shorts. Then she reached for the back clasp of Leigh’s bra and undid it with fingers that barely trembled. The fabric slipped loose, and Leigh shrugged it off easily, baring her breasts to the soft light and the quiet hum of tension still hanging in the room.

Renee leaned forward, kissed the swell of one breast, then the other, feeling the skin tighten beneath her mouth as her tongue circled Leigh’s nipple. She sucked gently, then harder, not for show but because it felt good to give something back. To feel Leigh gasp and press closer, hand sliding into Renee’s hair.

And all the while, Colin was still watching.

Renee didn’t forget him—not for a second. She could feel his presence beside her like a current in the room, a thread pulled tight through every movement she made.

As her mouth moved from one breast to the other, her hands drifted down. She found the waistband of Leigh’s panties and began to ease them down, inch by inch, past her hips and thighs. Leigh lifted her knees to help, breath shallow, fingers curled against the back of the couch for balance.

Renee sat up, flushed and aching, and leaned into Leigh’s ear. Her voice came low and rough, almost shaky with how much she meant it.

“I want to share my husband with you,” she whispered. “I want to help you forget about everything that happened recently.”

She felt Leigh exhale—deep and full—like the words had settled into her chest and eased something open. Then Leigh pulled back just far enough to look at her, eyes soft, face flushed and glowing in the dim light. She reached up, brushed a damp strand of hair behind Renee’s ear, and held her face there for a moment.

“Are you sure?” she asked, barely audible.

Renee didn’t look away.

She nodded.

And then she turned toward Colin.

He was still half-dressed, his pants shoved low on his hips, his cock hard in his hand, but his expression was somewhere between stunned and reverent. Like he didn’t quite trust what was unfolding in front of him.

“Let’s help her forget,” Renee said quietly. “Shall we?”

He stood slowly, like he wasn’t convinced it was real. But he didn’t question her. Not aloud. He stepped out of his pants and boxers and sat back down beside them. He was completely naked now, his arousal obvious, his breath shallow as he looked between his wife and the woman she’d just invited to take him.

Renee didn’t move to touch him.

Leigh did.

Without waiting for permission, Leigh leaned down and took him into her mouth with a hunger that made Colin gasp. His hand flew to her hair, not to push or pull, just to ground himself in what was happening. In what she was doing.

Renee sat back, watching the way Leigh’s head bobbed slowly, the way Colin’s hips flexed despite himself, the tension in his thighs, the soft curse that slipped from his lips.

And she touched herself.

Her hand moved between her thighs, fingers slipping through her own wetness as she watched another woman go down on her husband. And not just any woman—but Leigh. Her guest. Her secret.

There was no shame in it. Not in that moment. Just heat. Just curiosity. Just the overwhelming sense of being awake again after a long, quiet sleep.

Colin looked at Renee right then.

Right into her.

And she held his gaze as her fingers circled her clit, as Leigh’s lips slid up and down his shaft, as the air in the room turned thick with breath and tension and the slick, wet sounds of mouth and skin.

He was close. She could tell by the way his jaw clenched, by the way his hips started to move harder, deeper, by the way his hand tightened in Leigh’s hair.

And just before he tipped over, Renee reached out and touched Leigh’s shoulder.

“Wait,” she said, voice unsteady but firm. “Stop.”

Leigh froze.

Colin let out a strangled sound, half frustration, half awe.

“I want to…” Renee’s voice caught. “I have to see him inside you.”

The words hung there for a moment, raw and exposed.

Leigh lifted off him with a quiet gasp, her thighs trembling slightly as she shifted. Colin felt her warmth lingering on his skin, and then she was above him again—knees on either side of his hips, hair falling over one shoulder, eyes locked on his like she was waiting for him to flinch or pull away.

He didn’t.

Renee’s hand rested gently on Leigh’s lower back, stroking slowly, reverently. Like she was guiding her. Blessing her. There was something strangely sacred in the moment, in the way Leigh lowered herself with care—slow, breath held, like she was afraid of going too fast and breaking whatever spell they’d cast.

And then he was inside her.

It happened with a quiet, gasping moan from both of them. A moment of stunned, shared disbelief. Her warm pussy surrounded his cock, tight and slick and overwhelming. His fingers dug into the couch cushions. Leigh exhaled hard through her nose and braced her hands on his chest, her brows knitting like she hadn’t expected it to feel like this—so good, so full, so undeniably real.

Renee watched. Her lips parted slightly, and for a beat, she didn’t breathe. Her hand glided down Leigh’s front, over the flat of her stomach, and then lower. She found Leigh’s clit and began to circle slowly, her touch steady but tender.

Leigh’s hips responded on instinct. Her breath stuttered, her body rocked forward and back, and Colin couldn’t think anymore. He gripped her hips hard, just to anchor himself, to stop from losing control completely. The friction was unbearable in the best possible way—slick, tight, and rhythmic. Her body milked him with every motion, and it was all too much. Not just the sensation—but the meaning. The fact that this was Leigh. Not his wife.

And his wife was the one touching her. Watching. Encouraging.

Renee leaned over, brushing hair from Leigh’s face, then kissed her cheek with something dangerously close to affection. Then she turned and kissed Colin.

It short-circuited something in his brain. Her mouth was warm, familiar, and loving. He kissed her back, needing her reassurance—needing to believe she still wanted him, even now. That he wasn’t betraying her.

When she pulled back, she cupped his cheek and said it quietly, almost breathless, “Give it to her, baby. Make her forget everything.”

He hesitated—but only for a second.

Then he started to thrust.

Leigh’s eyes fluttered. Her moan was soft at first, like she was trying to hold it in. Then she gasped and ground down against him, chasing it. Wanting more. Her hair swung around her face as she rode him harder, faster, her body clenching and shuddering every time he thrust up into her. And still, Renee’s hand moved between them, circling Leigh’s clit with devotion.

Colin tried not to think. Not about the fact that Leigh was moaning because of him. Not about the heat of her thighs, the slick pull of her body, the way his wife was watching him fuck someone else like it was the most beautiful thing she’d ever seen.

He leaned up to kiss Leigh, their mouths messy and open, breath catching. And then he felt movement beside him.

Renee was shifting closer, but before she could touch herself, Leigh caught her wrist.

Without a word, Leigh replaced it with her own hand—slipping it between Renee’s legs and stroking her in soft, wet circles.

Renee moaned into Colin’s neck, her lips grazing his skin, and then all three of them were tangled—touching, kissing, gasping through waves of heat and tension. Colin couldn’t tell who was making which sound. He only knew he was close. So close. And from the way Leigh tightened around him, the way her movements faltered for a moment before coming back sharper, faster, more desperate—he knew she was too.

Renee kissed Leigh’s shoulder. Leigh moaned into Renee’s mouth. Colin kissed his wife while he was buried inside another woman, and it felt like the world was coming undone in the most painfully intimate way.

The moment broke in a rush of noise and heat.

Leigh cried out first, her body locking down around him, her thighs trembling. Colin followed seconds later, barely holding back a groan as he thrust deep and stayed there, buried to the hilt, shuddering with the force of it.

Renee’s climax seemed to crest between them—her mouth open, eyes closed, back arching as Leigh’s fingers finished her. She didn’t scream, but the sound she made was pure surrender. A long, soft moan into Leigh’s neck. Into Colin’s hand. Into the heat they’d all created together.

They stayed like that for a while—touching, breathing, not speaking.

Leigh was curled against Colin’s chest now, her breathing slow, her cheek resting just below his collarbone. One of his arms draped around her back, steady and protective, while the other stayed stretched toward Renee, fingers still loosely wrapped around her thigh where she sat beside them, cross-legged and flushed. The throw blanket was half pulled across her lap, but it barely covered her. All three of them were naked, sticky with sweat, flushed from what they’d just done.

Renee’s hand found Leigh’s back, brushing gently up and down along her spine. Not for any reason. Just because it felt natural. Grounding. Her other hand drifted to Colin’s wrist, holding there too, not wanting to let go of either of them.

She stared at the far wall for a long time. Her body was exhausted, her skin still tingling in places she hadn’t expected. But her mind was clear. Quieter than it had been in weeks. No panic. No guilt. No rush to make meaning out of any of it.

Still, she spoke first.

“You okay?” Renee asked softly, brushing a bit of hair from Leigh’s shoulder.

Leigh gave a quiet breath of a laugh. “Yeah. Just… kind of overwhelmed. In a good way.”

Renee nodded. “Makes sense.”

Leigh shifted enough to look at her. “You’re really alright with this?”

“I wouldn’t have gone through with it if I wasn’t.” Renee hesitated, then added, “It felt… right. In a strange, unexpected way, yeah. But not wrong.”

Leigh gave her a long look, like she was still trying to believe it. “Thank you,” she said. “For… everything.”

Renee gave her a small, tired smile. “You don’t have to thank me. I was part of it too.”

She turned to Colin then, watching him quietly for a beat. “You?”

He met her gaze, his expression thoughtful. “I don’t know what it all means yet,” he admitted. “But I don’t regret it.”

Renee nodded. “Good. Me neither.”

They stayed like that for another moment, tangled together in silence. Renee sat up slowly, pulling the throw blanket around her shoulders. “Come on,” she said. “Let’s go to bed. Properly.”

Leigh blinked, half-asleep. “We’re not already in bed?”

Renee laughed under her breath. “That was the living room. I want… more than that.”

Renee reached for both their hands and led them down the hall, one on each side of her. The hardwood floor was cool under their feet, the hallway dim and quiet.

The bed was still unmade from earlier, sheets rumpled, pillows pushed to one side. Renee climbed in first and pulled the blanket back. Colin settled on the far side. Leigh slid in next to him. Renee tucked herself in beside Leigh, her arm around her waist, her back resting lightly against Colin’s chest.

They adjusted a little—getting comfortable, finding a position that made sense. There wasn’t much talking. Just soft movements. A sigh. A shift of weight. The kind of quiet that felt natural, not tense.

Renee rested her hand on Leigh’s stomach. She could feel Colin’s steady breath behind her, the rise and fall of Leigh’s chest in front of her. Everything about it felt strange—but not wrong. Just new.

She didn’t feel like she had something to explain or fix. She didn’t feel uncertain or jealous.

She felt steady. A little surprised, maybe. But steady. She closed her eyes, tucked herself in closer, and let herself fall asleep. Naked. Tired. Held.
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The smell of coffee filled the kitchen, rich and familiar. Morning light stretched across the counter, catching in Leigh’s hair as she leaned against the island, sleeves pushed up, bare legs crossed at the ankle. She looked different—softer somehow, like something heavy had finally lifted off her.

Renee stood at the stove in one of Colin’s T-shirts, absently stirring a pan of batter. Her voice was still a little rough when she said, “You sleep at all?”

Leigh smiled, a quiet, knowing thing. “A little.” She hesitated, then added, “That was… unreal, Renee. I don’t even know what to say except thank you.”

Renee glanced over her shoulder, caught off guard by the sincerity in Leigh’s voice. “Yeah,” she said after a beat, smiling. “Thank you, too.”

At the table, Colin took a slow sip of his coffee, trying—and failing—to look casual. The grin tugging at the corner of his mouth gave him away.

Renee rolled her eyes. “We already know he enjoyed himself.”

Leigh laughed, covering her face with her hands. “Oh my God.”

Colin lifted the mug like a toast. “No complaints here.”

That broke the room open. The laughter that followed was easy and unguarded, the kind that comes when there’s nothing left to hide.

Renee shook her head, turning back to the stove. “How about I make us some pancakes?”

“Yes, please,” Leigh said immediately, grinning. “I’m starving.”

Renee poured the batter, the sizzle filling the quiet between them. Colin refilled their mugs. Leigh leaned close to steal a bite off the first plate that hit the counter. It was domestic and ordinary in all the best ways—like this was something they’d done a hundred times before.

Whatever lines they’d crossed the night before didn’t feel dangerous anymore. Just honest.

They weren’t the same as they’d been yesterday, and somehow that felt like a good thing.
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