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      Jenna and I had claimed a wobbly little table by the window, our two oversized mugs forming small halos of steam between us. Winter sunlight slanted through the glass, painting pale streaks on the scratched tabletop.

      Jenna was mid-rant, her hands gesturing wildly like they always did when she got going. “I mean, seriously, Kels—how is it that every guy I date somehow turns out to be either emotionally unavailable or, like, a conspiracy theorist? Like, do I have a sign on my forehead that says ‘Apply here if you’re a mess’?”

      I laughed into my coffee. “I don’t know. Maybe we both do. Remember Matt? The one who thought aliens were controlling traffic lights to monitor our spending habits or something?”

      Jenna groaned and dropped her forehead dramatically onto the table. “Don’t remind me. I still get Facebook messages from him sometimes—you know, just checking if I’ve ‘seen the truth’ yet.”

      “Oh my God.” I snorted into my latte and shook my head. “I swear, Jenna, between him and Travis—remember Travis? The guy who thought he was God’s gift to humanity because he could play Wonderwall on guitar—I think we’ve hit some kind of karmic jackpot for bad boyfriends.”

      “Oh, Travis,” Jenna said wistfully, sitting back up and batting her lashes in exaggerated mockery. “He really thought he was going to be the next Ed Sheeran, didn’t he?”

      We both burst out laughing so loudly that an older woman across the room shot us a disapproving glance over her book. I covered my mouth with my hand and tried to compose myself as Jenna leaned in closer.

      “But seriously,” she said after a pause, blowing on her coffee and looking at me with one eyebrow raised. “What’s it gonna take for us to actually find someone who doesn’t make us want to throw our phones in a lake after three dates?”

      “I don’t even know.” I sighed deeply and stared into the swirling foam of my half-drunk latte. “I feel like it’s not even worth trying anymore. Like every time I put myself out there, it’s just… disappointing.”

      “You’re telling me,” Jenna said flatly before perking up slightly. Her tone turned teasing as she added, “Except John.”

      The name hung in the air between us like a bell still ringing after being struck.

      I looked up from my mug slowly. “Oh no,” I groaned. “Don’t bring him up.”

      “Why not?” Jenna smirked mischievously over the rim of her cup as she took another sip. “I’m just saying—I really thought you two were going to last forever.”

      “Well,” I deadpanned, swirling what was left of my coffee around in circles, “forever turned out to be three years and change.”

      Jenna made a little pouty face that would’ve been almost convincing if it weren’t for the glint of amusement in her eyes. “If you don’t want him anymore,” she said lightly, tilting her head playfully to one side, “I will gladly take him off your hands.”

      I choked on my coffee, sputtering as I grabbed a napkin to dab at my mouth. “Oh, by all means, Jenna. You’re welcome to him—if you can find him. Who even knows what John’s up to these days? It’s been years.”

      Jenna’s smirk widened into something positively devious, and for a second, I felt that prickling sense of unease that always came when she was about to drop some dramatic bombshell. She leaned forward across the table, lowering her voice like we were in on some kind of conspiracy.

      “I know what he’s up to,” she said, her words drawn out in a sing-song tone.

      I frowned at her, confused. “What are you talking about?”

      Her eyes darted over my shoulder towards the counter. “He’s ordering a coffee right behind you.”

      My heart plummeted into my stomach so fast I thought I might actually throw up the overpriced latte I’d just been laughing over. “What?” I hissed, clutching the edge of the table and staring at her like she’d suddenly grown two heads.

      Jenna’s smirk didn’t falter. If anything, it grew even more wicked as she nodded in the direction behind me.

      I froze. My palms felt clammy, and I could hear my pulse pounding in my ears as I tried to decide whether or not to turn around. Every rational part of me screamed not to look—that ignorance really was bliss and that it couldn’t possibly be him anyway. But curiosity—or maybe sheer dread—won out.

      Slowly, like someone easing open a creaky door in a horror movie, I turned my head.

      And there he was.

      John Davenport stood at the counter with one hand tucked into the pocket of his dark coat, casually scrolling through his phone while the barista worked the espresso machine. His hair was shorter than I remembered but still had that same messy charm that always made it seem like he’d just rolled out of bed in the most annoyingly attractive way possible. He looked… the same and yet completely different. Familiar but sharper somehow. Older.

      I whipped back around so quickly that I almost knocked over my mug. “Oh my God,” I muttered under my breath, slumping in my chair like a teenager trying not to get caught by a teacher after passing notes in class.

      Jenna looked like she was having the time of her life watching me squirm. “Told you,” she said smugly.

      “Shut up,” I hissed, clutching at my coffee cup as if it could shield me from whatever cosmic joke this was turning out to be.

      “It’s fate!” She clapped her hands together dramatically.

      “It’s not fate,” I whispered furiously. “It’s bad luck.”

      Before Jenna could reply—or worse yet, say something loud enough for him to hear—I caught movement out of the corner of my eye. My stomach did another sickening lurch as John turned away from the counter with his drink in hand… and started walking towards us.

      “Oh no.” The words escaped me in a panicked whisper before I could stop them. My first instinct was to dive under the table and pretend this wasn’t happening—but then again, when had my life ever been so kind as to let me escape awkward situations unscathed?

      "Hey," John's voice cut through the air like a knife, smooth and casual. It sent a shiver down my spine, and I couldn't tell if it was from dread or something else entirely. I lifted my gaze reluctantly and found him standing at the edge of our little table. His eyes flicked between us, landing on Jenna first.

      "Jenna," he said with a small nod, his expression unreadable but polite. Then his gaze shifted to me, and for a moment, I forgot how to breathe. "Kelsey."

      “John,” Jenna replied, all sugar-sweetness and venom at the same time. Only she could pull that off so effortlessly.

      I blinked up at him, trying to gather my thoughts—or at least some semblance of composure. "Hi," I finally managed, my voice sounding much smaller than I'd intended. Great start.

      He smiled then, that same infuriatingly charming smile I remembered all too well. It crinkled the corners of his eyes just enough to make him look genuine—and damn it if that didn’t make my stomach do a little flip despite myself.

      "You two catching up?" he asked casually, gesturing to our coffee cups as though this were the most normal reunion in the world.

      "Something like that," Jenna said smoothly before taking an exaggerated sip of her drink. Her eyes sparkled with amusement over the rim of her cup, and I had the sudden urge to kick her under the table.

      John lingered for a second longer before pulling out the chair next to me without asking. He sat down uninvited, placing his cup on the table like it belonged there—and apparently, so did he.

      I stared at him, dumbfounded. "Uh… what are you doing?"

      "What?" He looked genuinely confused for half a second before that playful smirk of his returned. "Thought I'd join you."

      “Oh,” Jenna interjected brightly before I could sputter out any kind of response. “By all means, John. Join us.”

      I shot her a glare that could have melted steel, but she just grinned at me like she’d done me some sort of favor.

      “So,” John started, settling into his seat with all the ease in the world as if this wasn’t completely bizarre and horrifying for me. He turned his attention back to Jenna first because of course he did—Jenna always seemed to hold people’s attention longer than anyone else—but then again, maybe he was hedging his bets with safer ground before turning fully to me. “What’s new? It’s been… what? Five years?”

      “Six,” Jenna corrected cheerfully without missing a beat. She leaned forward slightly, tilting her head almost conspiratorially. “Time flies when you’re having fun—or not having fun in your case?”

      The insinuation in her tone landed heavily between them like an unspoken dare. My throat tightened as I watched John take it in stride; he chuckled softly under his breath but didn’t rise to whatever bait she was dangling this time around.

      She knew why we’d broken up all those years ago, but I never expected her to use it against us. John had wanted to try the swinger lifestyle, an open relationship, but I just wasn’t interested. Truth be told, I was scared, but these days I was less so. I couldn’t help but think, if I’d known him these days, maybe I would’ve been open to it.

      “I’m doing fine,” he said evenly before glancing back at me—and suddenly it felt like the whole room had gone silent except for us three. “What about you, Kelsey? How’ve you been?”

      I opened my mouth to answer, but the words got stuck somewhere between my brain and my tongue. The weight of his attention pressed down on me like a spotlight, and I could feel Jenna’s eyes boring into the side of my head as if she were silently daring me to speak.

      “Uh…” My voice cracked embarrassingly. I cleared my throat and tried again, forcing a smile that probably looked more like a grimace. “I’ve been… good. You know. Busy.”

      John raised an eyebrow, his smirk softening into something that almost resembled curiosity—or maybe amusement. “Busy with what?”

      I fumbled, my mind coming up completely blank. What had I been busy with? Work? Friends? Binge-watching crime dramas on Netflix while eating cereal out of the box? None of it seemed appropriate to say out loud at that moment.

      “Life,” I blurted finally, feeling the heat rise in my cheeks. “Just… life.”

      Jenna snorted into her coffee, and I shot her another glare. She didn’t even try to hide her grin this time.

      “Well,” John said slowly, leaning back in his chair as though he had all the time in the world to dissect my inadequate response. “Life’s a good thing to be busy with.”

      I nodded stiffly, wishing desperately for a meteor—or at least a fire alarm—to break up the excruciating tension.

      “So…” Jenna began, her tone laced with mischief as she swirled her drink lazily in its cup. “What brings you here today, John? Slumming it at our favorite coffee shop, or was this just a happy coincidence?”

      John’s smirk widened just enough to make me uneasy. “Would you believe me if I said it was fate?”

      Jenna laughed sharply—a sound that was equal parts disbelief and amusement. “Fate? Really? That’s your line now?”

      John shrugged, unbothered by her skepticism. “Stranger things have happened.”

      I could feel the air shifting between them—an undercurrent of something unspoken but potent nonetheless. It wasn’t quite anger or resentment anymore; it was… something else. Something I couldn’t quite put my finger on but that made me want to squirm in my seat all the same.

      “And what about you?” Jenna asked suddenly, turning her attention fully back to me with a sly smile that immediately put me on edge. “Have you found ‘fate’ lately too? Or are you still playing it safe?”

      “Jenna,” I hissed under my breath, my hands gripping the edge of the table so hard my knuckles turned white.

      “What?” She blinked at me innocently, though the glint in her eye betrayed her true intentions. “I’m just making conversation.”

      “Can we not do this right now?” I muttered, my voice low enough that only she and John could hear.

      “Do what?” Jenna leaned back in her chair, one leg crossed over the other as her smirk widened. “I mean, it’s a fair question, isn’t it? You’ve always been so… careful, Kelsey. But maybe you’ve changed. Have you?”

      Before I could respond—not that I knew how to—John tilted his head slightly, his gaze settling on me with an intensity that made my pulse quicken. "Have you?" he asked softly, his lips curving into a small smile that felt more like a challenge than genuine curiosity.

      I wanted to disappear. Or maybe throw my coffee at Jenna for putting me in this position. My tongue felt like lead in my mouth, and all I could manage was an awkward laugh that sounded more like a cough.

      Jenna didn’t let up. “Why did you two break up again?” she asked, her tone feigning innocence but her words cutting through the tension like a knife. She rested her chin on her hand and batted her eyelashes at me playfully, knowing full well the answer.

      Both John and I froze. He shifted in his seat uncomfortably, his eyes darting between me and Jenna as if deciding whether or not to intervene. I stared down at my coffee cup like it held the secrets of the universe.

      “Oh, that’s right,” Jenna said before either of us could muster a response. Her grin was wicked now, her voice dripping with mock sweetness. “John wanted an open relationship, but you didn’t.” She turned to John with a raised eyebrow. “How’d that work out for you?”

      “Jenna,” I said sharply this time, my face burning with embarrassment and anger in equal measure.

      “What?” She shrugged innocently again but didn’t bother hiding the amusement dancing behind her eyes. “It’s just interesting, isn’t it? People grow up, change their minds…”

      My hands balled into fists under the table, nails digging into my palms as I tried to keep my composure. John looked like he was about to respond—probably with another deflection—but Jenna beat him to it.

      “But something tells me you’ve grown up a lot since then,” she said pointedly to me.

      John turned toward me fully now, one brow arched high in silent question. His expression was unreadable—polite curiosity mixed with just a hint of something sharper. Amusement? Intrigue? Whatever it was made me feel both exposed and oddly exhilarated at the same time.

      “Is that right?” he asked finally, his voice low and even as though he were testing the waters.

      I opened my mouth to deny whatever ridiculous implication Jenna was making but found myself unable to form words under his steady gaze. My throat felt tight, my heart pounding faster than I cared to admit.

      “I—” I started, but Jenna cut me off before I could finish.

      “Why don’t we have a test run?” she suggested casually, as though she were talking about splitting an appetizer rather than flipping my entire world upside down.

      “A what now?” My voice came out strangled as my head snapped toward her.

      “A test run,” Jenna repeated smoothly, swirling her coffee with her spoon like this was the most natural conversation in the world. "You know, to see how things feel. You’ve been holding onto so much tension around John—maybe this is exactly what you need to loosen up."

      I stared at her, dumbfounded. “I don’t even know what that means.”

      She leaned closer, dropping her voice but keeping her grin sharp. “It means you stop overthinking for once and just… let things happen.” She glanced at John, who sat back in his chair, eyebrows raised but otherwise calm, like he was enjoying the show. “What do you think? Are you game?”

      “I—uh…” John cleared his throat, scratching the back of his neck with a nervous chuckle. For maybe the first time ever, I saw him looking slightly unsure of himself. “This isn’t exactly how I pictured catching up with you two,” he admitted, his gaze flickering to me.

      “Don’t tell me you’re scared,” Jenna teased, clearly reveling in everyone else's discomfort but her own.

      “No one’s scared,” I snapped before John could respond. My voice was sharper than I intended, and both of them turned toward me in surprise. I sighed, running a hand through my hair and forcing myself to calm down. “Look, this whole conversation is insane.”

      “Is it?” Jenna tilted her head innocently but there was nothing innocent about the glint in her eyes. “Or is it just outside your comfort zone?”

      I hated how well she knew me sometimes. Hated that she could see right through my carefully constructed walls and poke at the parts of me I didn’t know how to deal with yet. And most of all, I hated that she wasn’t entirely wrong.

      John cleared his throat again, breaking the silence that had stretched too long between us. “Look, if this is too weird or whatever…” He trailed off awkwardly, looking between Jenna and me like he was trying to gauge whether this situation was salvageable.

      “No!” Jenna said quickly before I could speak. “It’s not weird! Right, Kelsey?”

      Her eyes locked onto mine with an intensity that left no room for argument. She was pushing me—forcing my hand—and we both knew it.

      “Right,” I heard myself say before my brain could catch up with my mouth.

      John blinked at me in surprise while Jenna’s grin grew wider than ever.

      “See? That wasn’t so hard,” she said smugly as she stood up from the table and grabbed her bag. “Let’s go.”

      I hesitated for a moment too long, staring after her as if this was some elaborate prank she’d pull the plug on any second now. But when she turned back to raise an expectant eyebrow at me, I realized this was real—she was serious.

      With a sigh that felt more like surrender than agreement, I pushed back my chair and followed her out of the coffee shop without another word.
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        * * *

      

      The ride to Jenna’s place felt like a fever dream—a mix of nervous energy and suppressed curiosity swirling in the air between us as we sped through the quiet streets. The hum of her engine filled the silence after I finally gave up pressing her for details about what exactly she thought she was doing.

      “You’ll thank me later ,” Jenna said, her voice light but edged with certainty. Her fingers tapped the steering wheel to the rhythm of a song only she could hear. I stared at her profile, trying to figure out if she was seriously this confident or if she was just better at faking it than I’d ever be.

      "Or," I countered, "I'll regret this for the rest of my life."

      Jenna laughed, throwing me a side glance. “You’re so dramatic. What’s the worst that could happen?”

      I opened my mouth to respond, but nothing came out. There were too many answers to that question, and none of them felt good enough to say out loud. Instead, I turned my gaze out the window and watched the city blur past us.

      When we pulled into Jenna’s driveway, John parked behind us and stepped out of his car. He looked up at Jenna’s house with a mixture of curiosity and apprehension, as if he wasn’t sure what he’d just agreed to either. For once, I found myself relating to him more than I wanted to.

      Jenna practically bounced up the steps to her front door, glancing over her shoulder with a sly smile before unlocking it and stepping inside. I lingered near John for a second longer than necessary, catching his eye without meaning to.

      “You okay?” he asked quietly.

      I nodded too quickly, brushing past him before he could read too much into my hesitation. “Yeah. I think so.”

      The words felt heavier than I intended as they left my mouth. John didn’t say anything—just followed me inside where Jenna had already kicked off her shoes and was pouring more coffee, as if we needed any more.

      “Relax,” she said over her shoulder when she saw us hovering awkwardly near the entrance like kids waiting for permission to enter a room. She held up three mugs and gestured toward the living room. “Come on, make yourselves comfortable.”

      John took a mug without protest and sank into one corner of Jenna’s plush gray sofa. I hesitated again before finally sitting down in the opposite corner, keeping as much distance between us as possible without making it obvious.

      Jenna plopped down between us with all the grace of someone completely unbothered by anything that might have been running through our minds. She handed me a mug before raising hers in an impromptu toast.

      “To new experiences,” she said, winking at me before clinking her cup against mine—and then John’s—without waiting for either of us to respond.

      I took a sip more out of necessity than enjoyment, hoping it would distract me from the whirlwind inside me even just a little bit.

      “So,” Jenna began after a moment of silence that stretched just long enough to feel uncomfortable. She set her mug down on the coffee table and leaned back against the cushions with an air of casual confidence that only made me feel more self-conscious by comparison. “How goes first?”

      “What?” I blurted out before I could stop myself.

      She laughed again—soft but genuine—and reached over to pat my knee reassuringly. “Relax, Kelsey. I already know that I’m going to start with you. To loosen you up.”

      Her hand drifted up my thigh as she leaned in closer. She looked like she was going to kiss me, sending a shiver down my spine. Jesus, I’d never kissed Jenna before, but now that we were here, I wanted to.

      I felt my heart racing as Jenna leaned in. Her lips met mine, soft and insistent. I closed my eyes, letting myself sink into the kiss. Jenna's tongue teased at my lips and I parted them, allowing her to deepen the kiss. Her hand slid further up my thigh, fingers trailing along the inseam of my jeans.

      I was acutely aware of John watching us from the other end of the couch. Part of me wanted to look at him, to see his reaction, but I kept my eyes closed, focusing on the sensations of Jenna's mouth on mine, her hand on my leg.

      Jenna broke the kiss, pulling back slightly. "Let's get you out of these clothes," she murmured. Her fingers found the hem of my shirt, tugging it upwards. I raised my arms, allowing her to pull it over my head.

      She tossed my shirt aside and her hands went to the button of my jeans. I lifted my hips as she slid them down my legs, leaving me in just my bra and panties. Jenna's eyes roamed over my body appreciatively.

      "God, you're gorgeous," she said, trailing her fingers along my collarbone. She reached behind me, unhooking my bra. As she slid the straps down my arms, she leaned in, pressing soft kisses to my shoulder, my chest, the swell of my breast.

      My breath hitched as Jenna's mouth found my nipple. She swirled her tongue around it before sucking gently, sending sparks of pleasure through me. Her hand cupped my other breast, thumb brushing over the nipple.

      I couldn't help the moan that escaped me. Jenna smiled against my skin as her free hand slid down my stomach. Her fingers dipped beneath the waistband of my panties, teasing.

      "These need to go too," Jenna said, hooking her fingers in the fabric. I lifted my hips again as she pulled them down and off.

      Now completely naked, I felt exposed and vulnerable. But the way Jenna was looking at me - with hunger and desire in her eyes - made me feel sexy and wanted.

      Jenna's lips trailed down my body, peppering kisses along my skin. When she reached the apex of my thighs, she looked up at me, a wicked glint in her eye. "Ready?" she asked.

      I nodded, not trusting my voice. Jenna's tongue darted out, licking a stripe up my slit. I gasped at the contact, my hips bucking involuntarily.

      Jenna's hands gripped my thighs, holding me in place as she went to work with her mouth. Her tongue circled my clit before flicking across it rapidly. I moaned loudly, my hands fisting in her hair.

      Jenna's tongue worked magic between my legs, alternating between teasing licks and firm pressure. I writhed beneath her, lost in the sensations. My eyes fluttered open and I caught John's gaze. His pupils were blown wide with arousal as he watched us.

      Jenna slid two fingers inside me, curling them as she sucked on my clit. The dual stimulation was overwhelming. I could feel my orgasm building rapidly.

      "Oh god, Jenna," I moaned. "Don't stop, I'm so close."

      She increased her pace, her fingers pumping in and out as her tongue flicked rapidly over my sensitive bud. The tension coiled tighter and tighter until it finally snapped. Waves of pleasure crashed over me as I came with a cry, my back arching off the couch.

      Jenna worked me through the aftershocks before pulling away with a satisfied smirk. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand before turning to John. In one fluid motion, she straddled his lap and captured his lips in a searing kiss.

      John's hands immediately went to Jenna's hips, pulling her closer. I watched as their kiss deepened, tongues tangling. John's hands slid under Jenna's shirt, caressing her skin.

      Jenna broke the kiss just long enough for John to pull her shirt over her head. Jenna mirrored his movements by removing his shirt, too. She dove back in, kissing him hungrily as her hands roamed his chest. John's fingers deftly unfastened Jenna's jeans. She stood, shimmying out of them before helping John remove his own.

      I sat up, reaching around Jenna to unhook her bra. As it fell away, John cupped her breasts reverently. He leaned in, trailing kisses along her collarbone before taking a nipple into his mouth. Jenna's head fell back with a moan.

      John lavished attention on Jenna's breasts as she threaded her fingers through his hair. After a moment, Jenna gently pushed John back. She sank to her knees in front of him, her fingers hooking in the waistband of his boxers.

      As Jenna tugged John's boxers down, her eyes widened. "Oh wow," she breathed, taking in the sight of him. Her hand wrapped around his length, stroking slowly.

      John's eyes met mine, full of gratitude and desire. He leaned over, capturing my lips in a passionate kiss. I melted into it, savoring the familiar taste of him.

      We continued kissing as Jenna took John into her mouth. His groan vibrated against my lips. I tangled my fingers in his hair, holding him close as Jenna worked him with her mouth and hand.

      John's breathing grew ragged. I knew he was getting close. "Jenna," he gasped. "I'm gonna-"

      She increased her pace, taking him deeper. John's hips jerked as he came with a low groan. Jenna swallowed around him, working him through his release.

      When she finally pulled away, John slumped back against the couch, panting heavily. I leaned in to kiss him softly.

      "That was incredible," John murmured against my mouth.

      Jenna sat back on her heels, looking pleased with herself. "Glad you enjoyed it," she purred.

      I turned to Jenna, drinking in the sight of her flushed cheeks and swollen lips. "Your turn," I said with a grin.

      Jenna's eyes darkened with desire as I guided her to lie back on the plush carpet. I settled between her legs, trailing kisses along her inner thighs. Her skin was impossibly soft beneath my lips.

      I glanced up, meeting Jenna's gaze as I slowly dragged my tongue along her slit. Her breath hitched, hips canting upward seeking more contact. I obliged, circling her clit with the tip of my tongue before sucking gently.

      Jenna's fingers tangled in my hair as I continued to tease her with long, languid licks. "Please," she whimpered. "More."

      I redoubled my efforts, alternating between broad strokes and quick flicks of my tongue. Jenna's thighs trembled on either side of my head as I built her towards her peak. I slid two fingers inside her, curling them to hit that spot that made her see stars.

      "Oh fuck," Jenna cried out. "Right there, don't stop!"

      I maintained my rhythm, feeling her inner walls start to flutter around my fingers. With a few more well-placed licks, Jenna came undone. Her back arched as she cried out in pleasure, grinding against my face as waves of ecstasy washed over her.

      I eased her through the aftershocks before pulling away. As I sat up, I noticed John watching us intently, his arousal evident once more.

      "That was so hot," he said, voice husky with desire.

      John lowered to the floor beside us and I crawled over to him, capturing his lips in a heated kiss. "Ready for round two?" I murmured against his mouth.

      John nodded eagerly. "Absolutely."

      Jenna leaned on her elbows, still flushed and breathless. She was beautiful, and I couldn’t believe I’d never seen her this way before.

      

      I gave John space to slip between her thighs. He ran the tip of his cock over her wet slit as if they were virgins, about to have sex for the first time.

      I watched as John slowly pushed into Jenna, both of them gasping at the sensation. He started with shallow thrusts, gradually building up speed and intensity. Jenna wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him in deeper with each thrust.

      My hand drifted between my own legs as I watched them together. The sight of John's muscular back flexing as he moved inside Jenna was incredibly arousing. I circled my clit with my fingers, matching my movements to their rhythm.

      "God, you feel amazing," John groaned, burying his face in Jenna's neck.

      Jenna's nails raked down his back as she arched up to meet his thrusts. "Harder," she panted. "Fuck me harder."

      John obliged, pounding into her with renewed vigor. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, punctuated by their moans of pleasure. I could feel my own orgasm building as I watched them, my fingers working faster against my clit.

      "I'm close," Jenna cried out, her body tensing beneath John's.

      "Me too," John grunted, his hips stuttering as he neared his peak.

      I felt my own release wash over me just as Jenna cried out in ecstasy. John followed soon after, burying himself deep inside her as he came with a low groan.

      For a moment, the only sound was our heavy breathing as we all came down from our respective highs. John carefully pulled out of Jenna. He surprised me by turning to me, still fully hard. He cupped my face and kissed me passionately, his tongue massaging mine.

      “God, I’ve missed you,” he said. Then he laid me back and entered me with one deep, hard thrust. He played with my nipples while he fucked me I gasped as John filled me completely, my body stretching to accommodate him. The familiar sensation of him inside me sent waves of pleasure coursing through my body. I wrapped my arms around his neck, pulling him closer as he began to move.

      "I've missed you too," I whispered against his lips, my hips rising to meet his thrusts.

      John's fingers expertly teased my nipples, sending little jolts of electricity straight to my core. I moaned loudly, arching my back to push my breasts further into his hands.

      Beside us, Jenna had recovered enough to start touching herself again. Her fingers circled her clit as she watched us intently, her eyes dark with renewed arousal.

      "You two look so hot together," she purred, her free hand caressing her breast.

      John's rhythm faltered for a moment as he turned to look at Jenna. I could see the desire in his eyes as they roamed over her body. A pang of jealousy shot through me, but I pushed it aside. This was what I wanted, what I needed to prove to him.

      "Kiss her," I urged, surprising myself with how much I wanted to see it.

      John hesitated for a moment, his hips stilling. "Are you sure?"

      I nodded, pulling him down for a quick, passionate kiss. "I'm sure. I want this. I want us to share everything."

      With a groan, John leaned over and captured Jenna's lips in a searing kiss. The sight of them together, combined with John still buried deep inside me, was incredibly erotic. I felt my arousal spike, my inner walls clenching around him.

      I watched, mesmerized, as John's tongue danced with Jenna's. Their kiss was passionate, hungry, and I felt a mix of arousal and jealousy coursing through me. John's hips began to move again, his thrusts becoming more forceful as his excitement grew.

      "Oh god," I moaned, my nails digging into his back. "Don't stop, John. Please don't stop."

      He broke away from Jenna, his eyes dark with lust as he looked down at me. "Never," he growled, increasing his pace.

      Jenna's hand found mine, our fingers intertwining as she continued to pleasure herself. "This is so hot," she panted. "You two are incredible together."

      I turned my head to look at her, taking in her flushed cheeks and heaving chest. Without thinking, I leaned over and kissed her softly. John groaned above us, his hips stuttering at the sight.

      "Fuck, that's sexy," he said, his voice husky with desire.

      I broke the kiss, smiling at Jenna before turning back to John. "I told you she’s changed," Jenna teased.

      I rolled my hips to meet his thrusts in agreement. "I want this. I want us."

      John's movements became more erratic, and I could tell he was close. I felt my own orgasm building, a tight coil of pleasure in my core. Jenna's fingers moved faster on her clit, her breath coming in short gasps.

      "I'm close," I moaned, arching my back. "John, please..."

      He reached between us, his thumb finding my clit and rubbing tight circles. The added stimulation pushed me over the edge, and I cried out as waves of pleasure washed over me. My inner walls clenched around John, and with a final, deep thrust, he followed me into ecstasy.

      As we came down from our high, I heard Jenna's soft whimper as she reached her own climax. John collapsed on top of me, his weight comforting and familiar. I stroked his back gently, feeling more content than I had in months.

      I marveled at how right this felt. Any lingering jealousy had melted away, replaced by a deep sense of contentment and connection. I realized that loving John didn't mean I had to possess him completely. Sharing him with Jenna had only made our bond stronger.

      John turned his head to kiss me softly. "Thank you," he murmured against my lips. "For being open to this. For showing me how much you've grown."

      I smiled, running my fingers through his sweat-dampened hair. "Thank you for giving us another chance."

      Jenna propped herself up on one elbow, looking at us both with a mixture of affection and satisfaction. "So," she said with a playful grin, "same time next week?"

      We all burst into laughter, the sound filling the room with joy and possibility. As I lay there wrapped in John's arms, Jenna's hand intertwined with mine, I knew that this was just the beginning of a beautiful new chapter in our lives.
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