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      “What movie should we watch tonight?” I asked Jenna, watching the way her eyes kept flickering—not at me, but at Evan across the room.

      He was in the kitchen, digging through the cabinets for popcorn, wearing just a fitted black T-shirt and those gray joggers that always clung a little too well to his thighs. Jenna’s gaze lingered, a little too long, a little too obviously. I bit my lip to hide a smile.

      Jenna had been my best friend since high school. We did everything together. Late-night drives. Terrible Tinder dates. Crying over those terrible Tinder dates. She was the one constant in my life—besides Evan. And maybe it should’ve bothered me, the way she stared at him. But it didn’t.

      It kind of turned me on.

      I knew Jenna hadn’t been with anyone since her last boyfriend—a complete jackass who tore her down until she didn’t even recognize herself anymore. And it showed. She was touch-starved, attention-starved. It was in every look, every nervous laugh. And tonight, it made me wonder something reckless.

      Maybe she didn’t need a random stranger to help her feel wanted again.

      Maybe she needed someone safe.

      Maybe she needed Evan.

      Jenna tucked a strand of silky brown hair behind her ear and shrugged. “Anything. I’m just happy to hang out with you guys.”

      Her smile was bright, but there was a weight behind it. I leaned over and bumped her shoulder playfully.

      “You sure you’re okay?” I asked.

      She blinked at me. “Of course! Why?”

      “No reason. You just seem...” I trailed off, trying to find the right word. Needy. Hungry. Horny.

      “...tired,” I finished, lamely.

      Jenna laughed and leaned her head against my shoulder for a second, her hair soft against my skin. “You’re sweet. Just...long week.”

      Evan plopped down on the couch next to me, tossing the popcorn in my lap. “Movie time,” he declared.

      He draped an arm around my shoulders, and I leaned into him automatically. His body was warm and solid and familiar. Jenna hugged a pillow to her chest and tucked her legs under her, pretending to focus on the screen. But I caught her stealing glances—at Evan’s hand on my thigh, at the easy way he kissed the top of my head, at the muscles flexing under his shirt when he shifted.

      The thought hit me again, harder this time: What if I shared him with her?

      Just once.

      Just to give her back some of the confidence she’d lost.

      Could I be that brave? That reckless?

      I shifted in Evan’s arms and caught his eye. His dark brows lifted slightly in question. I gave a small shake of my head. Not yet.

      We watched the movie, but none of us were really watching. I could feel the tension building between us like static electricity. Every time Evan laughed, Jenna smiled too brightly. Every time his fingers grazed my skin, Jenna squeezed the pillow tighter.

      When the credits rolled, Evan stood up and stretched, his shirt riding up to reveal a flash of abs. Jenna flushed and looked away so fast it was almost comical.

      “I’m gonna hit the shower,” he said, ruffling my hair affectionately.

      I smiled up at him. “Don’t be too long.”

      When he disappeared down the hall, I turned to Jenna. She was fiddling with the hem of her hoodie, her cheeks still pink.

      “You know,” I said carefully, “you’re allowed to find him attractive.”

      Her head snapped up. “What? No, I— I wasn’t—”

      I laughed softly. “Jenna. It’s okay. I mean, he’s objectively hot.”

      She groaned and buried her face in the pillow. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to be weird.”

      “You’re not weird. You’re...human.”

      She peeked at me through her hair, her expression miserable. “It’s just been so long, Soph. I forgot what it even feels like to be touched. To be...wanted.”

      Her voice cracked a little, and my heart squeezed painfully.

      Without thinking, I scooted closer and wrapped my arms around her. She clung to me like a lifeline, trembling slightly. I stroked her back, soothing.

      “You are wanted,” I whispered. “You’re beautiful. You’re amazing.”

      She shook her head against my shoulder.

      I hesitated, heart pounding, the dangerous idea unfurling again inside me like a slow, wicked bloom.

      “What if...” I said, voice barely a whisper, “you didn’t have to wait for some random guy to make you feel that way again?”

      Jenna stiffened slightly. She pulled back just enough to look at me, confused.

      “What are you talking about?”

      I tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, my fingers lingering against her cheek.

      “What if,” I said, very softly, “I shared Evan with you? Just once. Just...to remind you what it feels like.”

      The words hung between us, electric.

      Jenna’s mouth fell open. Her eyes widened. “You’re kidding.”

      “I’m not,” I said, feeling wild and brave and crazy all at once. “Only if you wanted to. Only if you felt safe.”

      She stared at me, stunned.

      Then—so slowly I almost didn’t catch it—she whispered, “You’d really do that? For me?”

      I smiled, my heart hammering against my ribs. “Of course. I love you, Jenna. I want you to feel alive again.”

      Her eyes filled with tears. She laughed, half-sobbing. “God, Sophie. You’re insane. And I love you for it.”

      I kissed her forehead gently. “Think about it, okay? No pressure. Ever.”

      She nodded, still shaking a little, still laughing through her tears.

      As I held her against me, I caught a glimpse of Evan emerging from the hallway, toweling off his damp hair, shirtless and impossibly gorgeous.

      Jenna’s eyes followed him, wide and hungry.

      And I knew right then. This was really going to happen. Not tonight, but soon.
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        * * *

      

      The next morning felt strange.

      Not in a bad way—more like waking up in a new world where certain lines had been quietly erased overnight. Jenna texted me bright and early, like nothing had happened.

      Had so much fun last night. Love you!!! Followed by about six heart emojis and a gif of a dancing taco.

      I laughed, but my heart was pounding harder than it should’ve been. The wild idea still circled my brain, louder than ever.

      What if I shared Evan with her?

      The thought wasn’t going away. If anything, it was getting sharper.

      When Evan came home from his run, sweaty and flushed, I practically attacked him in the kitchen, throwing my arms around his neck and kissing him hard.

      “Whoa,” he laughed against my mouth. “What’s gotten into you?”

      “You,” I said, grabbing his shirt and pulling him closer.

      He grinned and kissed me again, hands roaming my hips like he couldn’t help himself. When we finally broke apart, I dragged him over to the couch, pushing him down.

      “I want to talk to you about something,” I said, sitting cross-legged beside him.

      “Uh-oh.” He smirked, but his eyes were careful.

      “No, it’s not bad. I promise.” I took a deep breath. “It’s about Jenna.”

      His smirk faded slightly. He leaned back, giving me his full attention.

      “Okay...what about her?”

      I picked at the hem of my shirt, nervous energy crackling under my skin.

      “I think she’s lonely. Really lonely. And it’s not like she’s ready to jump into some random hookup after what happened with Brad.”

      Evan’s jaw tightened a little at the name. He never liked that guy.

      “I know,” he said. “She deserves better.”

      “I know.” I hesitated, then just said it. “I was thinking…what if we helped her feel wanted again?”

      He blinked at me. “Helped her how?”

      I met his gaze, steady even though my heart felt like it might beat out of my chest.

      “What if...we shared you? With her. Just once.”

      The silence stretched between us, thick and humming.

      Evan stared at me like I’d just suggested we move to Mars. Then he blinked, shook his head slightly, and sat forward.

      “Are you serious?” he asked, his voice low.

      I nodded. “Only if you want to. Only if she wants to. And only if you promise it’s about us—not about you sneaking around behind my back or anything.”

      He grabbed my hand and squeezed it hard. “You know I’d never do that.”

      I smiled a little.

      “I know.”

      Evan looked away for a moment, his thumb running over my knuckles, thinking.

      “God,” he said finally. “It’s hot. The idea. But I just...I don’t want to hurt you. I don’t want to mess up what we have.”

      I shifted closer to him, pressing my forehead against his.

      “You won’t,” I whispered. “I trust you. I want to give this to her. To you. To us.”

      He let out a shaky breath. “Jesus, Cherry. You’re gonna kill me.”

      I laughed and kissed him again, slow and deep.

      “So that’s a yes?” I teased against his lips.

      He kissed me back harder, his answer clear.

      Later that night, I invited Jenna over again—this time with a casual, movie night at my place excuse. I wanted everything to feel natural. No pressure.

      She showed up in her usual oversized hoodie and leggings, her hair pulled up in a messy bun, looking soft and beautiful without even trying.

      We ordered pizza, cracked open a bottle of wine, and settled onto the couch, just like always. Evan sat on one side, I sat in the middle, and Jenna tucked herself in on my other side.

      At first, it was normal. Laughing at the stupid movie. Arguing over who got the last slice of pizza.

      But after a while, something shifted.

      I rested my hand lightly on Evan’s thigh, feeling the familiar strength of him under my palm. Jenna’s eyes flickered toward us, her smile faltering for just a second before she caught herself.

      Without thinking, I shifted closer to her too, draping the blanket across all three of us.

      Evan’s hand slipped onto my knee, warm and steady. I curled into his side, but kept my free hand trailing lightly over Jenna’s arm, tracing patterns against the thin cotton of her sleeve.

      She looked at me then—really looked. Her eyes were wide, uncertain, hopeful.

      I smiled and leaned in, brushing my lips against her temple.

      A soft, barely-there kiss.

      An invitation.

      She shivered.

      Evan noticed but said nothing. He shifted closer too, his body heat radiating against me, against her.

      Slowly, deliberately, I moved my hand from Jenna’s arm to her thigh, stroking softly through the fabric of her leggings.

      She sucked in a breath, but didn’t pull away.

      I glanced at Evan, gave him a tiny nod. His eyes darkened, but he stayed still, letting me lead.

      I leaned over Jenna again, my heart hammering, and kissed her cheek, then her jaw, then the corner of her mouth.

      She turned into me, meeting my kiss halfway, and suddenly we were kissing—soft and slow at first, then deeper, hungrier.

      Evan’s hand slid higher on my thigh, and I whimpered against Jenna’s mouth, heat pooling low in my belly.

      Jenna’s hands found my waist, tentative but desperate, pulling me closer. I felt her fingers trembling against my skin.

      I broke the kiss just long enough to whisper against her lips, “Is this okay?”

      She nodded, eyes shining. “Yeah,” she breathed. “More than okay.”

      I kissed her again, tasting her sighs, her sweet breath. Evan pressed himself against my back, his erection thick and hard through his jeans.

      The three of us tangled together under the blanket, hands sliding, bodies pressing closer. I didn’t know where I ended and Jenna began, or where Evan’s touch slipped from me to her.

      All I knew was the fire building inside me—the reckless, glorious need to give everything I had to the two people I loved most. The movie was still playing, but none of us were paying attention anymore.

      Under the blanket, our hands kept moving—slow, tentative, exploring. Evan’s fingers brushed my bare hip where my shirt had ridden up, and Jenna’s palm rested against my thigh, her thumb making tiny, nervous circles against my skin.

      I leaned into Jenna again, breathing in the soft, sweet scent of her shampoo, and kissed her. She kissed me back instantly—no hesitation. Her mouth was soft, warm, tasting faintly of the wine we’d shared.

      Evan shifted behind me, his chest pressing against my back, his breathing heavier now. I could feel the tension in him, coiled tight and waiting, but he stayed patient, letting me guide it.

      I slid my hand to Jenna’s waist, tracing the curve of her body through her hoodie. She shivered under my touch, making a soft, helpless sound into my mouth.

      Without thinking, I moved my hand higher, slipping it under the hem of her sweatshirt to find bare skin. Her stomach quivered under my fingertips, and she let out a soft gasp.

      I pulled back just enough to look at her, my thumb stroking her side gently.

      "Still okay?" I whispered.

      She nodded, her cheeks flushed, her lips slightly parted.

      "I want you," she whispered back, so quietly it was almost a confession.

      My heart twisted in my chest.

      I leaned in and kissed her again, deeper this time, more confident. She tangled her fingers in my hair, pulling me closer, needy and desperate.

      Behind me, Evan's hand crept higher along my thigh, slipping under the loose hem of my shorts. I arched my back slightly, pressing into him, silently giving permission.

      I broke away from Jenna just long enough to turn toward Evan. His eyes were dark, almost black, his jaw tight with restraint. I kissed him too, slow and lingering, tasting the heat building between us.

      When I pulled back, Evan’s gaze flickered between me and Jenna—checking, waiting.

      I turned back to Jenna, my voice shaking a little with nerves and excitement.

      "Can I touch you?" I asked her, my hand still resting against the bare skin of her waist.

      Jenna swallowed hard and nodded.

      I smiled, kissed her cheek, and tugged at the hem of her sweatshirt. She lifted her arms shyly, letting me peel it off over her head.

      Underneath, she wore a thin, white camisole that clung to every perfect curve. Her nipples were hard and visible through the fabric, and I had to bite my lip to keep from moaning.

      "You’re beautiful," I whispered.

      Jenna blushed so deeply that it reached the tips of her ears.

      I slid my hands up her sides, feeling her shiver under my touch, and cupped her breasts gently through the thin material. She gasped and pressed into me instinctively, her hands gripping my waist.

      Evan moved closer behind me, his body heat wrapping around us like a second blanket. He kissed the side of my neck, slow and deliberate, while I explored Jenna’s body with reverent hands.

      I lowered my mouth to her neck, trailing kisses along her pulse, then down to the strap of her camisole. I tugged it down gently, exposing one perfect, pink nipple. Jenna whimpered, her head falling back against the couch.

      I leaned down and took her into my mouth, sucking lightly, feeling her entire body tense and tremble under me. Her hands clutched my shoulders, grounding herself.

      Behind me, Evan slid his hand higher, finally slipping under the edge of my panties to find the slick heat waiting for him. I gasped against Jenna’s breast, and she cried out softly in response, our sounds blending together in the thick, heated air.

      Evan’s fingers moved slowly, lazily, stroking me with maddening patience. I rolled my hips against his hand, needing more, but I stayed focused on Jenna, wanting to give her as much as I was getting.

      I shifted, kissing a trail down her stomach, stopping just above the waistband of her leggings.

      I looked up at her, giving her one last chance to stop this.

      But Jenna lifted her hips slightly, silently begging me to keep going.

      I hooked my fingers into the waistband of her leggings and tugged them down, along with her panties, revealing her to the cool air and to my hungry gaze.

      She was glistening already, her thighs trembling slightly. My mouth watered at the sight of her.

      I kissed the inside of her thigh first, then the other, making her squirm. Finally, I leaned in and licked a slow, teasing stripe up her center.

      Jenna cried out, her hands flying to my hair, clutching desperately.

      Behind me, Evan groaned low in his throat, his fingers thrusting into me deeper now, matching the slow, steady rhythm of my tongue on Jenna.

      It was dizzying—pleasuring her while being pleasured myself, feeling the connection between all three of us thickening, deepening.

      Jenna bucked against my mouth, desperate and wild, and I knew she was close.

      "Come for me," I whispered against her, my breath hot on her slick skin.

      She did. With a choked cry, she came, her entire body seizing and shuddering as she ground herself against my mouth.

      I licked her through it, slow and gentle, until she finally collapsed back against the couch, boneless and gasping for air.

      I sat up, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand, and met Evan’s eyes.

      He looked wrecked—eyes dark, chest heaving, the bulge in his jeans straining painfully against the fabric.

      I turned back to Jenna, brushing the hair from her flushed face.

      "You’re incredible," I whispered.

      She gave a breathless laugh, her cheeks pink, her body still trembling slightly.

      I kissed her forehead, then turned and kissed Evan too—claiming him, reminding him that we were still us even as we expanded into something new.

      He kissed me back hungrily, his hand sliding up my shirt, claiming me right back.

      The room felt electric. Every breath, every shift of fabric against skin, every glance—charged.

      Jenna was still panting softly, her body warm against mine, her face glowing. Evan knelt behind me, his hands trailing up under my shirt, rough palms sliding over my heated skin. His touch felt different now—hungrier, but somehow more careful too, like he knew what we were stepping into and wanted to savor every second of it.

      I turned and kissed him, deep and slow, threading my fingers through his dark hair. When I pulled back, I caught Jenna watching us with wide, shining eyes.

      I reached for her, pulling her into the kiss. She hesitated only for a heartbeat before leaning in, our mouths finding each other easily, naturally. Evan's hand slipped from my waist to hers, smoothing up her bare side, and Jenna gasped softly against my lips.

      "Is this still okay?" I murmured against her skin.

      "Yes," she whispered, her voice trembling with need.

      That was all we needed.

      I tugged at Evan's shirt, pulling it off over his head, revealing the strong, familiar muscles of his chest. Jenna’s eyes traveled over him hungrily, her tongue darting out to wet her lips.

      I smiled and reached for the waistband of his jeans, popping the button open, dragging the zipper down. He helped, shoving them off along with his boxers, until he stood before us completely naked, his cock already thick and hard.

      Jenna's breath hitched. I couldn’t blame her. I still caught my breath sometimes when I looked at him like this.

      I took Jenna’s hand and placed it against Evan’s chest, guiding her gently.

      She hesitated for a moment, then slid her hand down, tentative and curious, her fingers brushing over his abs, then lower still.

      When she wrapped her fingers around him, Evan groaned, low and broken.

      I kissed Jenna’s shoulder, whispering encouragement in her ear. "Just like that."

      She stroked him carefully at first, then with more confidence, watching the way Evan’s body responded, how his hips jerked slightly toward her touch.

      I leaned back, letting them explore each other. Watching Jenna touch Evan, watching Evan give himself over to her—it was hotter than anything I'd ever imagined.

      I shed my own clothes slowly, peeling off my shirt, my shorts, my panties, until I was as bare as they were.

      When I pressed against Jenna again, skin to skin, she moaned and leaned into me.

      Evan pulled us both closer, his hands roaming over our bodies freely now, touching, squeezing, caressing.

      I kissed Jenna deeply, feeling Evan’s hand slide down between us, between her legs. She gasped into my mouth when his fingers found her, slick and ready.

      He stroked her slowly, drawing soft, breathless whimpers from her. I kissed down her neck, her shoulder, her breast, worshiping every inch of her while Evan worked his magic lower.

      Jenna’s body was trembling again, caught between us, every nerve lit up.

      "I want you," she gasped, her hips rocking against his hand.

      I pulled back slightly, brushing her hair from her flushed face.

      "Then take him," I whispered. "You can have him."

      She stared at me, searching for any hint of hesitation, any sign that this was wrong.

      But there wasn’t any. Only love. Only hunger.

      She nodded shakily.

      Evan shifted, guiding her gently to her back on the couch. He knelt between her legs, looking up at me one more time, asking for silent permission.

      I gave it with a smile and a kiss to his temple.

      He positioned himself at Jenna’s entrance, rubbing the thick head of his cock against her soaked folds. Jenna whimpered, her hips lifting instinctively.

      Slowly, so slowly, Evan pushed inside her.

      Jenna gasped, her nails digging into the cushions, her head falling back. Evan froze, giving her time, breathing hard.

      "You okay?" he rasped.

      She nodded frantically, tears brimming in her eyes—but they were good tears. Tears of release. Of feeling wanted. Worshiped.

      I leaned down and kissed her, soft and reassuring, while Evan started to move—slow, deep thrusts that made Jenna’s entire body rock against mine.

      Watching him take her was overwhelming—beautiful, emotional, so raw it almost hurt.

      I kissed her through it, whispered filthy encouragement in her ear, told her how gorgeous she looked, how good she felt, how she deserved to be worshiped like this.

      Evan picked up the pace, grunting softly with each thrust, his hands gripping Jenna’s hips tightly.

      I slid my hand down Jenna’s body, finding her clit, circling it gently with my fingers.

      She cried out, her body arching, caught in a rising wave of pleasure.

      "Come for us," I whispered against her ear. "Let go, baby."

      She did—with a sharp, broken cry, her body locking up and then shattering apart under both of us.

      Evan groaned and buried himself deep inside her, his body stiffening as he found his own release, hot and shuddering.

      For a long moment, none of us moved. We just stayed there, tangled together, breathing hard, hearts pounding in unison.

      Evan finally pulled out slowly, careful not to hurt her, and collapsed onto the couch beside us.

      I curled into Jenna’s side, wrapping my arms around her, kissing her temple softly.

      "You were perfect," I whispered.

      She laughed, breathless and shaky. "You’re crazy. Both of you are crazy."

      "But you loved it," I teased, nuzzling against her.

      She smiled, a real, radiant smile I hadn’t seen in months.

      "Yeah," she admitted. "I loved it."

      Evan reached out, pulling both of us into his arms. We lay there together, wrapped in each other, warmth and laughter bubbling between us.

      No awkwardness. No regret.

      Only something deeper, sweeter, fiercer.

      Something that had changed us forever.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Morning sunlight slanted through the windows, dusting everything in a soft, golden glow.

      I stirred slowly, blinking against the light, my body deliciously sore in the best way. The blanket was tangled around my legs, the couch cushions askew, and a heavy, familiar weight was draped over me.

      I smiled sleepily as I realized it was Jenna, curled against my side, her cheek resting on my bare shoulder. Evan was sprawled on the floor below us, an arm tossed carelessly over his face to block out the morning sun.

      For a minute, I just lay there, breathing it all in.

      The scent of us—sex, sweat, skin—still lingered in the air. My body thrummed faintly with the memory of everything we’d shared just hours before.

      And strangely... there was no awkwardness. No guilt. Only a quiet, humming kind of peace.

      Jenna shifted against me, mumbling something incoherent into my skin.

      I stroked her hair gently. “Morning, sleepyhead.”

      She groaned and buried her face against me, her body pressing closer.

      I chuckled softly and kissed the top of her head. She smelled like vanilla and something that made my chest ache in a way I couldn’t quite name.

      Evan stirred next, lifting his arm and squinting up at us.

      "Well," he croaked, his voice rough with sleep, "this is a pretty nice way to wake up."

      I laughed and reached down to ruffle his messy hair.

      "Yeah, well, don’t get too used to it," I teased.

      He grinned lazily and stretched, muscles rippling under his skin.

      Jenna finally lifted her head, her hair a wild halo around her flushed face.

      She looked at me, then at Evan, and then burst out laughing.

      "What?" I asked, grinning.

      "We're a mess," she said, wiping at the smudged mascara under her eyes. "A complete, beautiful mess."

      Evan propped himself up on one elbow, smirking. "Speak for yourself. I look amazing."

      Jenna snorted and threw a pillow at him, which he caught easily and tossed right back.

      I sat up, pulling the blanket around myself, and stretched my arms over my head. Every muscle in my body protested, but it was the best kind of ache—a reminder of just how much we had given each other.

      Jenna pulled her camisole back on, her cheeks pinking slightly now that the boldness of the night had melted into daylight.

      I reached out and caught her hand before she could retreat too far.

      "Hey," I said softly. "You okay?"

      She looked at me, really looked, and I saw the flicker of uncertainty in her eyes. The fear that maybe now everything would be different. Ruined.

      But it wasn’t.

      I squeezed her hand, smiling warmly. "No regrets. Okay?"

      Her face crumpled for just a second with relief, and she nodded quickly.

      "Okay," she whispered.

      Evan climbed up onto the couch, wrapping one arm around each of us, pulling us into a warm, messy pile.

      "I don't know about you girls," he said, voice rumbling against my back, "but I’m starving."

      Jenna giggled. "You’re always starving."

      "Hey, I worked hard last night," he teased, nipping at my ear playfully.

      I squealed and shoved him away, laughing.

      "You worked hard?" Jenna said, raising an eyebrow. "Pretty sure I was doing a lot of the work too."

      "Trust me," Evan said, mock-serious. "It was very demanding labor."

      We all burst out laughing, the tension evaporating like morning mist.

      Eventually, we dragged ourselves into the kitchen. I wore one of Evan’s huge T-shirts, Jenna borrowed a hoodie from me, and Evan wandered around shirtless, looking smug and sleepy.

      We cobbled together breakfast—toast, scrambled eggs, a pot of strong coffee—and sat around the kitchen table, picking at our food and exchanging lazy smiles.

      It felt weirdly... normal. Like this had always been part of us.

      I caught Jenna staring into her coffee cup, twirling her spoon absently, a small frown tugging at her lips.

      I nudged her gently with my foot under the table.

      "Hey," I said. "Talk to me."

      She looked up, biting her bottom lip. "I just..." she hesitated, glancing between Evan and me. "I don’t want to mess things up between you two. I don’t want you to feel weird. Or regret anything."

      Evan leaned forward, his dark eyes serious for once.

      "You didn't mess anything up," he said firmly. "You made everything better."

      I nodded, my heart swelling. "I meant it, Jenna," I said. "Last night awesome."

      Tears welled up in her eyes, and she wiped them away with a shaky laugh. "You guys are seriously the best," she said, her voice thick with emotion.

      We finished breakfast, lingering over coffee, stealing lazy kisses and soft touches, none of us in a rush to move away from the cocoon we’d built together.

      Eventually, Jenna stood and stretched, wincing a little.

      "Okay, definitely need a long, hot shower," she groaned, cracking her back dramatically.

      Evan and I laughed as she shuffled toward the bathroom, muttering about being too young to feel this old.

      When she was gone, Evan turned to me, his hand finding mine across the table. "You sure you're okay?" he asked, voice low.

      I squeezed his fingers. "I’m more than okay," I said. "I’m happy."

      He smiled, slow and tender, and leaned across the table to kiss me.

      I kissed him back, pouring all of my gratitude, my love, my hope into that kiss.

      Because somehow, against all odds, we hadn’t broken anything. We’d built something even stronger.

      And I knew—deep down—that this was only the beginning.
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