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  Chapter one
The Replacement



The coffee maker gave up with a dying hiss as Courtney snapped the diaper bag shut, jaw clenched. Emma shrieked in her high chair, mashing banana into her face until she looked like a deranged toddler warrior. Dan, still in his wrinkled shirt from yesterday, hunched at the counter, phone jammed to his ear, begging the old nanny not to screw them over with two days’ notice.
“Family emergency, my ass,” he muttered after hanging up, raking a hand through his hair. “She’s been eyeing that cruise line job for months.”
Courtney scrubbed at Emma’s sticky cheeks, not bothering to hide the yogurt stain smeared across her own blouse. “We’ve got interviews this morning. Someone has to work out. I can’t keep bailing from the office at three like some desperate housewife.”
Dan stepped behind her, hands sliding around her waist, lips brushing the side of her neck. “We’ll figure it out. Worst case, I’ll take a few afternoons off.”
She let herself sag against him for a second, inhaling the mix of cheap aftershave and baby powder that clung to his skin. Their life was a mess, but it was their mess—routine, sticky, and just barely under control. Emma cackled, flinging banana at them, and for a split second, Courtney almost believed the lie that everything was fine.
The doorbell rang at nine sharp.
Dana Khraiche waited on the porch in a white sundress that clung to her nineteen-year-old body like it was painted on, every curve on display. Her black hair spilled over one shoulder, eyes wide and shining with that nervous, eager look that made her seem even younger. She gripped a little notebook to her chest, as if it could hide the way her tits strained against the thin fabric.
“Hi, Mr. and Mrs. McBride,” she said, voice soft with that faint accent that always made her sound younger than she was. “I saw the sign in your window last night. I’m Dana. From next door.”
Courtney barely remembered her—the shy girl who loitered in her parents’ driveway, always hanging around a little too long when Dan was out front, sweat-soaked and shirtless, mowing the lawn. Up close, Dana was even more of a problem: olive skin that looked airbrushed, lips made for sucking cock, and tits that threatened to burst through the sundress every time she breathed.
Dan cleared his throat. “Come on in, Dana. We’re kind of in a bind.”
They sat at the kitchen table, Emma hammering her spoon like a tiny dictator. Dana rattled off her credentials—references, CPR, toddler experience, all the right answers. But her eyes kept darting to Dan, hungry and quick, like she was already picturing him bending her over the counter. Courtney noticed. Of course she did.
Dan laughed at some lame joke Dana made about chasing the neighbor twins, and the girl’s cheeks went pink. She bit her lip, eyes dropping to her notebook, looking like she’d just been handed a backstage pass to his cock.
Courtney’s stomach twisted, sharp and sour. Not jealousy, exactly—just the gut-punch any wife feels when a younger girl looks at her husband like he’s the main course. She swallowed it. They were desperate.
“You seem great,” Courtney said, forcing warmth into her voice. “We can start this afternoon if you’re free. Four hours, three days a week to start. We’ll see how it goes.”
Dana’s whole face lit up. “Really? I’d love that. I can come right after my last class.”
Dan got up to walk her out, and Courtney watched from the doorway as Dana lingered on the porch, fingers twisting the strap of her purse like she was waiting for a kiss goodnight.
“I’ve always thought you guys were such a cute family,” Dana said softly. “Especially Mr. McBride with Emma. It’s really sweet.”
Courtney smiled tightly. “Thanks. See you at two.”
The door clicked shut. Dan turned, eyebrows up. “She’s practically drooling.”
“Very,” Courtney said, already heading upstairs to change for work. “Just make sure she knows the rules. No phones around the baby, no strangers in the house, and story time ends at seven sharp.”
Dan caught her wrist gently, pulling her in for a quick kiss. “Relax. It’ll be fine. Emma already likes her.”
Courtney kissed him back, tasting stale coffee and routine, but Dana’s hungry eyes kept replaying in her head. She told herself it was nothing—just a teenage crush on the married man next door. Girls like Dana always wanted what they couldn’t have. It didn’t mean shit.
By two, the house was dead quiet. Courtney kissed Emma’s head, shoved the monitor at Dan, and left for the office, ignoring the little voice in her head that said she was making a mistake. Dan texted an hour later: Dana’s great. Emma’s out cold. You worry too much.
Courtney forced a smile at her phone and tried to drown herself in spreadsheets.
At four thirty, bored in a meeting, she pulled up the baby monitor app. Emma’s crib was empty, sunlight leaking through the curtains. Dana’s voice drifted through the speaker, syrupy and low, reading some baby book like she was auditioning for a porn hotline.
“…and the little bunny hopped all the way home to his mommy.”
Courtney’s thumb hovered over the screen, ready to close the app, when Dana’s soft giggle made her freeze.
“You’re such a good girl for napping so fast, Emma. Your daddy’s gonna be so proud when he sees how well you behaved for me.”
There was a pause, then the faint creak of the rocking chair.
“I bet he’s proud of a lot of things,” Dana murmured, almost to herself. “He works so hard. Takes such good care of you both.”
Courtney’s stomach twisted again, sharper, meaner. She told herself it was nothing—just a bored teenager talking to a baby. Nothing dirty. Nothing to worry about. She almost believed it.
She shut the app and tried to work, but Dana’s syrupy, worshipful voice stuck in her head like gum on a shoe.
By six, the house reeked of warm milk and something sweet—vanilla lotion, maybe, or just the scent of another woman. Dan met her at the door, Emma on his hip, looking like he’d finally gotten laid after a week of blue balls.
“Dana’s a natural,” he said, kissing Courtney’s cheek. “Emma didn’t even cry when I left the room.”
Courtney nodded, pasting on a smile as she took Emma. “Great. I’ll go check on her before she sneaks out.”
She found Dana in the nursery, folding onesies with the kind of care that screamed ‘pick me.’ The girl turned, hair swinging, cheeks still pink from whatever had gotten her so worked up.
“Everything go okay?” Courtney asked.
“Perfect,” Dana said, eyes bright. “Emma’s an angel. And Mr. McBride… he’s really great with her too. You’re both so lucky.”
The way she said Mr. McBride made Courtney’s skin crawl. Soft, breathless, like she was sucking the word off her tongue.
Dana picked up her bag, hesitating at the door. “Same time tomorrow?”
Courtney nodded. “Yes. Thank you, Dana.”
Dana flashed one last too-bright smile, then slipped out the side door, hips swaying in those painted-on jeans, making sure Courtney saw every step.
Courtney stood in the empty nursery, glaring at the baby monitor. The screen was black, but Dana’s needy little voice still echoed in her head, sticky and sweet as syrup.
She shook it off, picked up the monitor, and carried it downstairs.
It was only the first day. Everything was supposed to be fine.
Nothing had changed. Not yet.









  
  Chapter two
First Afternoon


Dana showed up at two o’clock sharp, wearing the same white sundress that clung to her tits and ass like it was painted on. Her ponytail bounced with every step, drawing attention to the way her body moved. She smelled like vanilla and clean skin, the kind of scent that made Dan’s cock twitch before he even realized it. He opened the door and caught her staring at him, her dark eyes lighting up like she was about to unwrap a present.
“Hi, Mr. McBride,” she said, stepping inside like she already belonged there. “Is Emma awake?”
“Down for her nap in about twenty minutes,” Dan told her, keeping his voice casual. “Courtney left a list on the fridge. Bottles are made, diapers are stocked.”
Dana nodded, but her eyes kept dropping to his chest, watching the way his t-shirt strained across his shoulders. She looked like she wanted to peel it off him right there. “You look tired. Long morning?”
“Just the usual chaos,” he said, rubbing the back of his neck. “Emma decided four a.m. was playtime.”
Dana’s lips curved into a soft smile. “Poor thing. You’re such a good dad, though. I see you out in the yard with her sometimes. The way you carry her on your shoulders… It’s really sweet.”
Dan felt his face flush. Compliments usually came from Courtney, not from the nineteen-year-old next door with tits that bounced every time she took a step. He tried not to stare at her chest. “Thanks. Let me show you where everything is.”
He led her into the kitchen, every nerve on edge as she stayed close enough for her arm to brush his. When she reached for the bottle warmer, her skin touched his and it shot straight to his cock. He tried to tell himself it was nothing, just a friendly, helpful, nineteen-year-old girl with tits he couldn’t stop thinking about.
Emma fussed a little when Dana lifted her from the playpen, but the girl started humming some soft tune and bouncing her gently against her chest. Within minutes, the baby quieted, big eyes staring up at Dana as if she were magic.
“See?” Dana whispered, glancing over her shoulder at Dan. “She just needed someone calm. You’re always so patient with her. Must be nice having a strong man like you around.”
Dan cleared his throat and busied himself with the dishwasher. “Yeah, well… Courtney’s the real hero. I just try to keep up.”
Dana laughed softly, a low, warm sound that made his cock twitch inside his jeans. “You’re too modest, Mr. McBride. Most guys wouldn’t even know how to change a diaper without complaining.”
She carried Emma upstairs, her hips swaying in that tight sundress, and Dan had to force himself not to follow just to watch her ass. He sat at the kitchen table, pretending to work, but all he could do was listen for any sound from the monitor. Everything was quiet except for the creak of the rocking chair and Dana’s soft voice, which made him imagine things he shouldn’t.
At work, Courtney pulled up the app during her lunch break. The nursery camera showed Dana in the rocking chair, Emma already asleep on her chest, one small hand curled in the girl’s dark hair. Dana looked peaceful, almost dreamy, humming again while her fingers stroked the baby’s back in slow circles. Nothing strange. Nothing to worry about.
Courtney closed the app and told herself she was being ridiculous.
Upstairs, Dana waited until Emma’s breathing went deep and even. Then she carefully laid the baby in the crib, tucking the light blanket around her. She stood there for a long moment, staring at the monitor on the dresser, knowing Courtney might be watching from her office. A tiny, secret thrill ran through her. She liked the idea of being seen. Liked knowing someone might notice how good she was with their family.
Especially him.
She slipped downstairs quietly, bare feet silent on the carpet. Dan was still at the table, frowning at his screen. His shoulders looked tense under the thin t-shirt. Dana bit her lower lip, then moved closer, stopping just behind his chair.
“Need anything?” she asked softly. “I could make you a sandwich or something. You look like you skipped lunch again.”
Dan glanced up, surprised. “I’m good, Dana. Thanks, though.”
She didn’t move away. Instead, she
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