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      The restaurant glowed with candlelight, soft and golden, casting shadows across the pristine white tablecloth. A string quartet played in the corner, and Jake sat across from me, looking devastatingly handsome in his navy suit. His wedding band gleamed under the low light, a quiet reminder that we had made it—one year, married.

      I smiled at him over the rim of my wine glass. “Can you believe it’s already been a year?”

      Jake grinned, reaching for my hand. “Best year of my life.”

      Warmth bloomed in my chest. He had a way of making me feel like the center of the universe, like nothing else mattered. Tonight was perfect—until his phone buzzed on the table.

      He glanced at the screen, and in an instant, his expression shifted. His smile faded, replaced by a furrow in his brow.

      “What is it?” I asked, my fingers tightening slightly around my glass.

      Jake shook his head, exhaling through his nose as he locked the screen and set his phone aside. “Nothing,” he said, though the crease between his eyebrows didn’t smooth out. “Just… Jasmine is between jobs and can’t qualify for an apartment yet.”

      I blinked. Jasmine.

      My stomach twisted slightly, but I kept my expression neutral. “That’s terrible.”

      Jake nodded, running a hand through his hair. “Yeah. I guess she’s hoping she can find a place to stay until her first paycheck comes in.”

      The words were out of my mouth before I even thought them through. “Well, she can stay with us.”

      Jake’s head snapped up. His brows lifted, eyes searching mine. “Are you sure?”

      The air between us suddenly felt heavier, charged with something unspoken. Jasmine wasn’t just any friend. She was Jake’s old college crush—the one who had never reciprocated his feelings, the one he had talked about in passing with a nostalgic sort of fondness. They had never dated, but I knew. Every woman knows when another woman once had a place in her husband’s heart.

      I hesitated, but only for a moment. Then I forced a small smile, nodding. “Yeah, of course. It’s just temporary, right?”

      Jake studied me, his gaze careful, as if he were waiting for me to take it back. But I didn’t. Even though something in my chest tightened, even though doubt whispered at the back of my mind, I held his gaze and assured him.

      “I’m okay with it,” I said.

      And I almost believed it.

      Jake didn’t answer right away. His fingers traced the rim of his whiskey glass, eyes flickering with something I couldn’t quite read. Was it hesitation? Relief? Guilt?

      “Okay,” he said finally, his voice careful. “If you’re sure.”

      I smiled, or at least I thought I did. “I wouldn’t have offered if I wasn’t.”

      That part was a lie. I had offered without thinking—without considering what it would mean to have Jasmine in our home, living under the same roof, sitting at our kitchen table in the morning, wrapped in a blanket on our couch at night. I had met her only a handful of times over the years, and though she had always been friendly, something about her had unsettled me. Maybe it was because she was the kind of woman who seemed effortlessly captivating—who could make men lean in just by the way she tilted her head, who made women second-guess themselves without saying a word.

      Jake nodded, but his gaze lingered on mine, as if he were giving me one last chance to take it back. I didn’t.

      Instead, I reached for my wine glass and took a slow sip. “You should let her know.”

      Jake exhaled, then picked up his phone. He typed quickly, his fingers moving with the ease of familiarity. A few seconds later, his screen lit up again, the reply instant.

      “She says thank you,” he said, glancing up. “And that she’ll try not to be in the way.”

      I let out a small laugh, though I wasn’t sure why. “I doubt that.”

      Jake smirked, swirling the amber liquid in his glass. “You don’t think she’ll stay out of the way?”

      I shrugged, watching the way the candlelight flickered in his eyes. “I think Jasmine doesn’t know how to be in the background.”

      His expression shifted, but he didn’t argue. That alone made something tighten in my chest.

      The waiter arrived with our dessert, a rich chocolate soufflé with a drizzle of raspberry sauce. I picked up my spoon, but my appetite had dulled. Across from me, Jake dug into his with easy enjoyment, oblivious to the unease creeping into my bones.

      I had invited Jasmine into our home.

      I just hoped I wasn’t going to regret it.
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        * * *

      

      When the doorbell rang, my stomach twisted in a way I hadn’t anticipated. I had spent the morning tidying the guest room, fluffing pillows, folding towels, telling myself that this was fine—temporary, harmless, the right thing to do. But now, standing at the door, I hesitated.

      Jake, on the other hand, didn’t. He strode past me, pulling the door open with a casual ease that made my chest tighten.

      And there she was.

      Jasmine stood on our doorstep, framed by the golden light of the afternoon sun, looking unfairly, impossibly beautiful. Her dark hair spilled over one shoulder in thick, loose waves, catching the light with every movement. Her skin—smooth, warm, kissed with the kind of glow that made her seem airbrushed in real life—was without flaw. She wore a fitted black sweater, the neckline just loose enough to hint at the delicate collarbones beneath, and high-waisted jeans that hugged a figure I would have called effortless if I didn’t already know better.

      She had always been beautiful. I had known that, had seen it in passing, in photos, in fleeting social events where we exchanged polite words. But up close, with nothing between us but the threshold of my own home, it was… unnerving.

      “Hey,” she said, smiling in that easy, natural way that made people want to get close. “Thank you so much for this.”

      Her voice was soft, honeyed but not sweet. I could feel her gratitude, but there was something else too—something in the way her dark eyes flicked past me, searching for Jake before settling back on me with quiet assessment.

      Jake reached for one of her bags. “It’s no problem, really. Come in.”

      Jasmine stepped inside, and with her came the faint scent of jasmine and vanilla—light but lingering, the kind of scent that stays in a room long after someone has left it. I closed the door behind her, trying to ignore the way my pulse had quickened, trying to pretend I wasn’t aware of the way Jake’s posture had shifted, just slightly.

      She turned to me, still smiling, and I hated that I had to look up at her. She wasn’t much taller than me, but she carried herself like she was—like she took up space, like she knew exactly how much attention she drew just by standing there.

      “I really can’t thank you enough, Olivia.” Her gaze was warm, genuine, and yet somehow it unsettled me. “This means a lot.”

      My throat was dry. “Of course,” I said, my voice coming out a little too clipped. “It’s only temporary.”

      Something flickered across her face—amusement? Understanding? I couldn’t tell, and that only made my skin prickle.

      Jake gestured toward the hallway. “Come on, I’ll show you the guest room.”

      As he led her away, I stayed behind, gripping my arms tightly across my chest.

      Jasmine was beautiful. That much I had always known. But standing here now, I realized something else.

      I wasn’t just jealous of her.

      I was drawn to her.

      And that terrified me more than anything.

      It didn’t take long for Jasmine to settle in.

      By the second day, she had made herself at home, walking around in bare feet, draping herself over the couch with effortless ease, her long legs tucked beneath her. She fit into our space so seamlessly it was almost unsettling—like she had always been here, like she belonged.

      And Jake… he noticed.

      Not in a way that was obvious or inappropriate, but in ways that made my stomach twist with something I wasn’t ready to name. It was in the way he laughed more often now, in the way his body language softened around her. They had a history, not romantic but familiar, a shared past that allowed for easy conversation, for inside jokes I wasn’t a part of.

      “You still put ketchup on your eggs?” Jake teased one morning, shaking his head as he leaned against the counter.

      Jasmine smirked, flicking a piece of toast at him. “Don’t judge me, you’ve been wrong about breakfast foods since college.”

      I looked up from my coffee, feeling strangely out of place as they laughed like no time had passed between them.

      I had never seen Jake this way—not since the early days of our relationship, when we were still learning each other, still finding excuses to touch, to laugh, to lean in closer than necessary. It wasn’t that he didn’t love me now. I knew he did. But marriage had settled him, had settled us. Our interactions had become comfortable, familiar. Predictable.

      Jasmine wasn’t predictable.

      She was light and energy, magnetic without trying. She draped herself over the back of the couch when she talked, her fingers idly playing with the ends of her hair. She stole sips from Jake’s glass without asking. When she laughed, she reached out, brushing his arm, her touch fleeting but natural.

      I noticed everything.

      And it made me feel like a stranger in my own home.

      I tried to tell myself I was imagining it, that I was being ridiculous. But then there were moments—small, insignificant things that shouldn’t have mattered but did. Like the way Jake’s eyes lingered on her a second too long when she stretched in the morning, her tank top riding up just enough to reveal a sliver of skin. Or the way Jasmine’s gaze flicked toward me after, as if she knew I had noticed.

      I didn’t know what was worse—the jealousy curling in my chest, or the fact that I couldn’t stop looking at her either.

      Because Jasmine wasn’t just beautiful.

      She was intoxicating.

      And the longer she was here, the harder it was to ignore the way my body reacted to her—the warmth that spread beneath my skin when she leaned in close, the unspoken tension in the air when our eyes met and held just a second too long.

      I told myself it was just insecurity, that I was overthinking everything.

      But deep down, I knew the truth.

      Jasmine had changed something.
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        * * *

      

      The house was quiet, wrapped in the heavy stillness of late night. Jake had gone to bed hours ago, but sleep had eluded me. Instead, I found myself in the dim glow of the living room, curled into the corner of the couch with a half-empty glass of wine, my thoughts restless.

      Jasmine padded in from the kitchen, her steps light against the hardwood. She had changed into one of Jake’s old college T-shirts, worn thin with time, draping over her in a way that made my stomach tighten.

      “Couldn’t sleep?” she asked, her voice hushed in the stillness.

      I shook my head, watching as she lowered herself onto the couch beside me, tucking one leg beneath her. The couch was large, but suddenly it felt too small, her presence stretching into the space between us.

      She took a sip from her own glass, her eyes on me over the rim. “You’ve been quiet.”

      I let out a soft, breathy laugh, more exhale than amusement. “I guess I have.”

      Jasmine tilted her head, studying me. She did that often—looked at me too long, too deeply, as if peeling back layers I wasn’t ready to shed.

      “Are you regretting letting me stay?” she asked, her voice softer now.

      The question shouldn’t have made my chest tighten, but it did. I met her gaze, searching for any trace of teasing, but there was none. Only quiet curiosity, laced with something else—something I wasn’t ready to name.

      “No,” I said, but it wasn’t entirely true. I wasn’t sure what I regretted.

      Jasmine set her glass on the coffee table, shifting closer. “You don’t have to pretend, you know.”

      My breath caught. “Pretend what?”

      “That you don’t feel it too.”

      The space between us collapsed in an instant. She was close now, so close I could see the faint freckles dusting her nose, the way her lips parted just slightly, as if she were considering something dangerous.

      My pulse pounded in my throat. “Jasmine—”

      She reached out, her fingers brushing my knee, barely touching, and yet I felt it everywhere.

      I should have pulled away. I should have said something, anything, to break the moment before it unraveled into something I couldn’t take back.

      But I didn’t.

      Instead, I stayed frozen, caught in the pull of something I didn’t fully understand.

      And then, she kissed me.

      It was soft at first, hesitant, as if she was waiting for me to push her away. But I didn’t. My fingers curled into the fabric of her shirt, holding on, grounding myself against the way the room spun.

      The kiss deepened, a slow burn that ignited something buried too deep to name. Her hands slid up my arms, her touch featherlight but electric. I made a sound—something between a gasp and a sigh—and that seemed to undo her.

      But just as quickly as it had started, I pulled away, breathless, my heart hammering.

      “Jasmine, we—”

      She exhaled, her forehead resting against mine for a beat too long before she pulled back, her eyes searching mine. “I know.”

      We didn’t speak after that. She stood first, grabbing her glass and disappearing down the hall, leaving me alone with the weight of what we had just done.
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        * * *

      

      Jake noticed the shift almost immediately.

      The next morning, he stood in the kitchen, sipping his coffee as he watched me move about the room. He said nothing at first, but his eyes lingered—watchful, curious, assessing.

      Jasmine entered moments later, stretching her arms over her head, her shirt riding up just enough to reveal the smooth expanse of her stomach.

      Jake’s gaze flicked between us. Something tightened in his expression, not quite suspicion but something close.

      He wasn’t stupid.

      He saw the way I hesitated before meeting Jasmine’s eyes. The way she bit her lip, the way I flushed too easily.

      And yet, beneath the quiet tension in his gaze, there was something else—something darker, something intrigued.

      Jake stepped forward, brushing a loose strand of hair from my face, his touch lingering. “Everything okay, Olivia?”

      Jasmine’s breath hitched beside me.

      I swallowed, forcing a smile. “Of course.”

      Jake didn’t answer right away. Instead, he glanced toward Jasmine, his expression unreadable.

      “Good,” he murmured. But the way his fingers traced the small of my back told me he wasn’t convinced.

      He knew. And he wasn’t just protective.

      He was waiting.
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        * * *

      

      That night, the air in the house felt different, heavier.

      Jake had sensed it all day, his eyes lingering on me, on Jasmine, on the space between us that seemed to shrink and expand in turns. He hadn’t said anything outright, but I could feel it in the way his hand found the small of my back more often, in the way his gaze flicked toward Jasmine when he thought I wasn’t looking.

      And Jasmine… she was different too. Quieter. More watchful. Almost hesitant in a way that made my stomach twist, though I wasn’t sure if it was guilt or anticipation.

      By the time the three of us had settled in the living room, the weight of it was unbearable.

      Jasmine sat curled into the corner of the couch, legs tucked beneath her, cup of tea balanced in one hand. Jake was on the opposite end, his arm draped over the back, his body relaxed, but his eyes sharp. I sat between them, close enough to feel the heat of both their bodies, but not touching either.

      Jasmine sighed, tilting her head against the cushion. “It’s been a long time since I’ve felt… settled anywhere.”

      I glanced at her, something tightening in my chest. “Do you?”

      She smiled, small but real. “Yeah. I do.”

      Jake watched her, his fingers idly tracing the rim of his cup. “You’ve never really been one to settle, though.”

      Jasmine let out a quiet laugh. “Maybe I never had a reason to.”

      The air shifted again, thickening, pressing in around us. I felt it when Jake’s hand found my knee, his touch light but grounding. I felt it in the way Jasmine’s eyes lingered on his hand before flicking up to mine.

      She exhaled slowly, then set her cup down. “About last night…”

      I stiffened. Jake’s fingers tensed against my skin.

      She didn’t finish the sentence, and she didn’t have to.

      I swallowed, my pulse thrumming in my ears. “We don’t have to talk about it.”

      Jasmine’s gaze softened. “But do you want to?”

      Jake’s hand moved, sliding up to my thigh, not possessive but steady, like an anchor. His voice was quiet, measured. “Do you?”

      I looked between them, my heart hammering, my body betraying me with the way it warmed beneath their combined focus.

      I had spent the past day trying to ignore the way I had felt in that moment with Jasmine—the confusion, the ache, the wanting. But sitting here now, caught between my husband and the woman who had somehow shaken up everything, I realized something terrifying.

      I didn’t want to ignore it.

      I didn’t want to stop.

      My breath came unsteady. “I don’t know what I want.”

      Jasmine shifted, closing the space between us. “I think you do.”

      Jake exhaled, slow and deep, his grip on my thigh tightening, his body angling toward me.

      And then, just like before, the space disappeared.

      Jasmine reached for me first, her fingers sliding against my cheek, her touch warm, hesitant. I leaned into it without thinking, without breathing. Her lips were soft when they met mine, slow at first—like a question, like a promise.

      Then I felt Jake behind me, his body pressing close, his breath at my ear. His fingers trailed up my arm, sending shivers across my skin.

      He didn’t stop us.

      He didn’t pull away.

      And when I turned to him, my lips parting on a shaky breath, he kissed me like he had been waiting for this moment all along.

      Jasmine’s hand slid from my cheek down to my neck, her touch igniting a fire that spread through me. Her lips moved against mine with a hunger that matched my own, and when she pulled away slightly, her eyes were dark, searching mine for permission. I gave it to her with a nod, my breath hitching as she leaned in again, her kiss deeper this time, more insistent.

      Jake’s hands were everywhere—on my hips, my waist, my shoulders—his touch possessive yet tender. He kissed my neck, his lips brushing against the sensitive skin just below my ear, and I felt a shudder run through me. I turned to face him, our lips meeting in a kiss that was familiar yet new.

      Jasmine’s hands moved to the hem of my shirt, tugging it upward. I lifted my arms instinctively, letting her pull it over my head. Her gaze lingered on the curve of my breasts, her breath catching as she reached out to unhook my bra. The cool air hit my skin as it fell away, and I felt exposed but not vulnerable—not with the way they both looked at me.

      Her hands reached inside my panties and slid them down with my leggings. Her hands swept over my ass and legs as she moved the last of my clothes down toward the floor.

      Jake’s eyes darkened as he took me in, his hands sliding up my sides. “You’re beautiful,” he murmured, his voice thick.

      Jasmine leaned in again, her lips trailing down my neck to my collarbone. Her hands found Jake’s jeans, and I felt her fingers fumbling with the button before she managed to undo it. She slid down the zipper slowly, her eyes locked on mine as she reached inside and wrapped her hand around his hard cock.

      Jake groaned softly, his forehead resting against mine as Jasmine began to stroke him. My own arousal spiked at the sound, at the sight of her hand stroking a cock that was hard for her while he kissed me. I could feel the tension in his body, the way he was holding back.

      “Olivia,” he whispered against my lips, his voice rough. “Tell me what you want.”

      I hesitated for a moment, then turned to Jasmine. Her lips were swollen from kissing me, her cheeks flushed. I reached for the hem of her shirt, pulling it over her head and tossing it aside. Her bra followed quickly after, then her jeans and panties. Now she was naked like me.

      I kissed her again, harder this time, my hands exploring her body—her curves, her softness—as she moaned into my mouth. Jake’s hands joined mine, his touch firm and confident as he caressed us both.

      Jasmine broke the kiss and looked at Jake. “Your turn,” she said softly.

      He didn’t need to be told twice. He stood up, stripping off his shirt and jeans in one swift motion before kneeling between us on the couch. His hands found our hips as he pulled us closer to him.

      Jasmine’s hand brushed against mine as we both leaned in, our eyes locked on Jake’s cock, hard and straining between us. I glanced at Jasmine, her lips parted, her breath shallow, and for a moment, it was like the world had narrowed to just the three of us.

      I licked my lips and leaned forward, my tongue flicking out to trace the tip of him. Jasmine mirrored me on the other side, her own tongue meeting mine in a fleeting touch before we both pulled back slightly. My cheeks flushed at the intimacy of it, but I didn’t hesitate. I took him into my mouth slowly, savoring the weight of him on my tongue, the way he groaned above us.

      Jasmine followed suit, her lips wrapping around him just below where I had taken him. Our movements were tentative at first, uncertain how to navigate this new dynamic, but soon we found a rhythm. My tongue swirled around him as I pulled back slightly, only for Jasmine to take over with a similar motion. Our eyes met again over his length, and it made me feel closer to her.

      Jake’s hands tangled in our hair, not guiding but simply holding on, his breaths coming in ragged gasps. “Fuck,” he muttered, his voice strained as he tilted his head back. “You two... Jesus.”

      I could feel Jasmine’s lips moving against mine as we worked together, our tongues brushing occasionally in an accidental dance that sent a shiver down my spine. It was messy and imperfect and so intensely intimate that I could hardly think straight. My own arousal was dripping between my legs, and I couldn’t help but wonder if Jasmine was as wet as I was, too.

      Jasmine’s hand found mine again as we moved together, our fingers interlocking for a brief moment before we both focused on Jake. His hips bucked slightly beneath us, and I could tell he was close from the way his breathing hitched and his grip on our hair tightened.

      “I’m gonna—” he started to say, but his words broke off into a low groan as he came. I pulled back slightly but kept my lips around him as he pulsed against my tongue. Jasmine did the same until he was spent.

      I sat back, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand as Jasmine did the same. Her face was flushed, her eyes bright as she looked at me.

      “You’re turn,” she told me with a mischievous glint in her eye. My own eyes widened as she nudged my shoulders down toward the couch until I was laying on my back. She kissed her way to my breasts, sucking on one nipple and then the other, and began to pepper kisses down my stomach.

      I stopped her by clutching her hair. “No,” I said. “It’s our turn.”

      She knew what I meant. She climbed up my body and turned her hips, lowering them over my face. She dipped her head between our thighs, and together we began to taste each other for the first time.

      Her pussy hovered above me, glistening and warm, the scent of her arousal filling my senses as I tilted my head to meet her. My tongue flicked out tentatively, tasting her first, and she shuddered above me. Jasmine’s mouth was already on me, her tongue circling my clit with a skill that made my legs tremble. I moaned into her, my hands gripping her hips as I let myself get lost in the rhythm of it.

      From my vantage point beneath her, I could see Jake watching us, his cock already hard again as he kneeled behind Jasmine. His hands ran up her thighs, spreading her wider, and I caught the moment he positioned himself against her entrance. My breath hitched as I watched him push into her slowly, the way her body stretched to accommodate him. Her hips rocked back instinctively, and she let out a muffled cry against me before returning to her task with renewed fervor.

      The sight of Jake sliding deeper into Jasmine sent a jolt of heat through me. Her pussy tightened around him as she rocked back and forth, and I could feel the tension in her thighs on either side of me. I focused on licking her in time with their movements, my tongue tracing circles around her clit as Jake’s thrusts grew more urgent. Jasmine’s moans vibrated against me, and I could feel myself climbing closer to the edge with every stroke of her tongue.

      “Oh god,” Jasmine gasped, pulling away from me for a moment to catch her breath. “Olivia, don’t stop—don’t stop—” Her plea was desperate, and I doubled down, my tongue working faster as Jake’s pace quickened behind her. His hands gripped her hips tightly, pulling her back onto him with every thrust.

      I could see the moment Jasmine started to come—her body tensed above me, her thighs quivering as she cried out Jake’s name. Her pussy pulsed around him, and I felt a rush of wetness against my tongue. Jake groaned loudly, his thrusts becoming erratic as he followed her over the edge. He buried himself deep inside her one last time before stilling, his head thrown back in pleasure.

      Jasmine collapsed onto me for a moment before rolling off to the side, leaving me exposed and trembling with need. Jake knelt between my legs without hesitation, his fingers parting me gently before his mouth replaced them. His tongue was relentless, driving me closer and closer until I finally shattered under him. My body convulsed as I came, his name spilling from my lips in a broken moan.

      When it was over, we lay tangled together on the couch, our breaths slowly steadying in the quiet room. Jasmine’s hand found mine again, and this time we didn’t let go.
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        * * *

      

      The next morning, sunlight filtered through the sheer curtains, casting long golden lines across the hardwood floor. I stirred, becoming aware of the slow rise and fall of Jake’s chest beneath my cheek, the way his arm rested loosely around my waist. Jasmine was curled against my back, her fingers tracing absentminded circles along my forearm.

      For a long moment, none of us spoke.

      I didn’t know what to say.

      Last night had changed everything.

      I turned slightly, glancing toward Jake. His eyes were already open, watching me. There was no regret there, no hesitation—just quiet understanding.

      “Morning,” he murmured, his voice still rough with sleep.

      I swallowed, my throat dry. “Morning.”

      Behind me, Jasmine shifted, pressing a lazy kiss to my shoulder before sighing. “So…” she trailed off, her voice light, teasing, but beneath it, I could hear the uncertainty.

      I felt it too.

      I sat up slowly, letting the blanket slip from my shoulders. “What happens now?”

      Jake pushed himself up on his elbows, his gaze flicking between the two of us. “That’s up to us, isn’t it?”

      Jasmine bit her lip, and for the first time since she had walked into our lives, she looked unsure. Vulnerable. I reached for her hand, threading my fingers through hers.

      “We don’t have to figure everything out right now,” I said softly.

      She exhaled, her smile small but real. “Good. Because I have no idea what I’m doing.”

      Jake chuckled, running a hand through his hair. “Welcome to the club.”

      We all laughed then—light, hesitant, but real. And for the first time, I let myself believe that maybe, just maybe, this didn’t have to be an ending.

      Maybe it was something else. Something new. Something just beginning.
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