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      The sun was just starting to dip below the horizon as I locked up the shop, the last streaks of orange and pink light spilling over the edges of the buildings downtown. I tugged my scarf tighter around my neck, exhaling a long breath that clouded in front of me. I was halfway to my car when a voice called out behind me.

      “Quinn! Wait up!”

      I turned to see Drew jogging toward me, his hands stuffed awkwardly into the pockets of his navy peacoat. His black hair was a little mussed, like he’d run his hands through it one too many times, but his boyish grin was intact. That same grin that Tessa always said made her heart “do stupid gymnastics.”

      “Hey, Drew,” I said as he approached, shoving my hands into my jacket pockets to protect them from the cold. “What’s up?”

      He stopped in front of me, catching his breath for a second before speaking. “So, uh… I need your help.” He looked almost nervous as he shifted on his feet, which wasn’t like him. Drew was usually annoyingly self-assured. He glanced around like he wanted to make sure no one else could hear him. “It’s about Tess.”

      My stomach flipped instinctively at the serious tone in his voice. “Is everything okay?” I asked, narrowing my eyes.

      “Yeah! Yeah,” he said quickly, raising his hands to calm me down. “It’s—she’s great. We’re great.” He paused and scratched at the back of his neck. “I just… I want to do something special for her for our anniversary next week, and I had this idea…”

      His words trailed off as he stared at me expectantly, clearly waiting for me to say something encouraging. So I did. “Okay?”

      “I want to cook her this big fancy meal,” he said finally, as though it were some sort of confession. “At home, just the two of us.”

      “That’s really sweet,” I said genuinely, lifting an eyebrow at him. “But why are you telling me this? Shouldn’t you be talking to a chef? Or YouTube?”

      “Because here’s the thing,” he said quickly, his grin edging into sheepish territory now. “I don’t... really know how to cook.”

      I snorted before I could stop myself and covered it with a cough when Drew glared at me half-heartedly. “You’ve been dating Tessa for three years and you’ve never cooked for her?” I teased.

      “I make mean scrambled eggs!” he protested defensively before sighing in defeat. “Okay, yeah… no. Tessa knows better than to let me near a stove unless it’s for something microwaveable.”

      “So what do you need from me?” I asked with a laugh.

      “I need a test subject,” he admitted sheepishly.

      “A test subject…” I repeated slowly.

      “You know—someone who won’t mind eating whatever disaster comes out of my kitchen while I figure this whole cooking thing out,” Drew explained quickly.

      I tried—and failed—not to laugh again as the mental image formed in my head: burnt pasta, lopsided cakes, maybe even something on fire if things went really off the rails. But Drew looked so earnest, his brown eyes wide and pleading, that I couldn’t help but take pity on him. Besides, the prospect of free food wasn’t exactly a hardship.

      “All right,” I said finally, letting my grin spread. “I’ll do it. I’d love to be fed a delicious meal or... you know, whatever passes for one.”

      Drew’s face lit up with relief, his grin making a triumphant return. “Really? You’re the best, Quinn. Seriously.”

      “Don’t thank me yet,” I warned him with mock seriousness. “Let’s see if I survive your cooking first.”

      He laughed, and the sound was warm enough to cut through the chill of the evening air. “Fair point,” he said. “How about tonight? Around seven? My place?”

      “Works for me,” I said with a shrug. “I’ll bring my appetite and maybe a fire extinguisher.”

      Drew chuckled again as he took a few steps backward toward his car. “I’ll try not to set anything on fire. No promises, though.”

      As I watched him jog off, I shook my head, still smiling to myself. Drew could be ridiculous sometimes, but I had to hand it to him—his heart was in the right place when it came to Tessa.

      By the time seven rolled around, I found myself standing outside Drew’s apartment door, clutching a bottle of wine like it was some sort of peace offering. The hallway smelled faintly of floor cleaner and takeout, a mix of impressions that only city living could offer. Before I could second-guess why I was nervous—because this was just Drew—I knocked.

      He opened the door almost immediately, his hair even messier than earlier and his cheeks pink like he’d been rushing around in a panic. He wore an apron over his sweater, which made me laugh before I could stop myself.

      “Okay, Gordon Ramsay,” I teased as he ushered me inside.

      “Hey!” he said defensively but with a grin. “This is serious business.”

      The apartment smelled like garlic and butter—a promising start—and Drew led me into the modest kitchen where ingredients were spread out across every available surface in what could only be described as organized chaos.

      “So,” he began, grabbing a notebook from the counter and flipping it open dramatically like he was about to present some kind of masterpiece. “Tonight’s menu is chicken piccata with angel hair pasta and a side salad.”

      I blinked at him as I shimmied out of my coat and draped it over one of the chairs at his small dining table. “Chicken piccata? Isn’t that kind of ambitious for someone who claims they can barely cook?”

      “What can I say?” he replied with a casual shrug that didn’t match the look of pure determination on his face. “Tessa deserves ambitious.”

      I hesitated for half a second before nodding appreciatively and hopping onto one of the stools at the counter. “Okay then, Chef Drew. Show me what you’ve got.”

      What followed could only be described as chaotic magic—or maybe just chaos—with moments that teetered dangerously close to disaster but somehow pulled back from the edge just in time.

      Drew talked me through every step of his process, half to explain what he was doing and half, I suspected, to calm his own nerves. “The trick,” he said with exaggerated confidence as he dredged the chicken breasts in flour, “is to make it seem like you know what you’re doing, even if you're absolutely winging it.”

      “Good advice for life,” I said dryly, swirling the wine in my glass before taking a sip. “But I think you're supposed to coat the chicken evenly. That one looks like it got into a fight with a powdered donut.”

      He glanced down at the lumpy, flour-dusted piece of chicken and winced. “Noted,” he muttered before reaching back into the bowl for a second attempt.

      It was easy enough to fall into our usual rhythm—teasing and bantering like we always did—but something about tonight felt different. Maybe it was the wine, or the intimacy of being in his space without Tessa’s grounding presence. Or maybe it was just that Drew looked so... surprisingly competent when he wasn’t accidentally splattering oil everywhere. His sleeves were rolled up to his elbows, exposing forearms dusted with flour and a faint sheen of effort as he whisked together the sauce for the piccata.

      I found myself watching him more closely than I intended to. Noticing things I hadn’t bothered to notice before—like the way his brows furrowed slightly when he concentrated or how his laugh lines deepened when he smiled at one of my sarcastic comments.

      “You’re quiet,” Drew said suddenly, breaking me out of whatever weird haze I’d drifted into. He glanced over at me as he added capers to the pan. “Should I be worried?”

      “About your cooking? Always,” I quipped automatically, though my voice came out softer than I'd meant it to. “But no, I’m just... observing.”

      His lips twitched like he was holding back another joke, but instead, he turned back to the stove. “Well, don’t be too hard on me. Remember, this is a test run.”

      “Don’t worry.” I leaned forward on my stool and rested my chin on one hand. “I grade on a curve.”

      He laughed again—that warm sound that seemed entirely too charming tonight—and I felt something uncomfortable twist low in my stomach.

      This was Drew. Just Drew.

      And yet, as we sat down at the small table thirty minutes later with two plates of steaming chicken piccata in front of us, it felt like there was something else simmering beneath the surface.

      “So?” he asked after taking his first tentative bite. “Moment of truth—how bad is it?”

      I cut into my piece and took a bite—tart lemon sauce melting into tender chicken—and had to begrudgingly admit: “It’s actually... really good.”

      Drew pumped his fist in victory, grinning from ear to ear. “Yes! Tessa’s going to love this.”

      Hearing her name hit me like an ice bath. Suddenly, the warmth in my chest felt more like guilt clawing its way up my throat.

      “Yeah,” I said quickly, stabbing at another bite of pasta just for something to do with my hands. “She’ll definitely love it.”

      For a moment, Drew just watched me, his grin softening into something quieter, something almost... thoughtful. He leaned back in his chair, stretching his arms behind his head in a way that made the muscles in his forearms tighten—a detail I hated myself for noticing. “You think so? I mean, you know her better than anyone.”

      “She’s your girlfriend,” I said, laughing nervously. “You should know her better than anyone.”

      “Yeah, but...” He shrugged one shoulder and reached for his wine glass, swirling the deep red liquid lazily. “Sometimes I feel like you get her in a way I don’t. Like there’s this whole other Tessa I’m still trying to figure out.”

      “That’s just the nature of friendships,” I said quickly, trying to steer the conversation away from whatever slippery slope it felt like we were sliding toward. “She and I have history. You and she have... well, romance.”

      “Romance,” he repeated, almost like he was testing the word out. His lips quirked into a crooked smile as he tilted his head at me. “You make it sound like it’s all flowers and sunsets.”

      “Isn’t it?” I asked with deliberate sarcasm, taking another sip of wine.

      He laughed under his breath and shook his head. “No, not always.”

      The air between us shifted again, heavier this time. I couldn’t tell if it was the wine or just my own traitorous thoughts making me hyperaware of everything—of Drew sitting across from me in this dimly lit kitchen that felt far too intimate now. Of the way he looked at me like we were having some kind of conversation that neither of us was saying out loud.

      I cleared my throat and pushed my plate back slightly. “So what’s next on the menu? Flambéing something? Setting something on fire?”

      “For Tessa’s sake, let’s hope not.” Drew chuckled, but there was still that edge to his voice—a softness that made my chest feel tight. He leaned forward suddenly, resting his elbows on the table and looking at me like he was searching for something in my face. “Can I ask you something?”

      “Sure,” I said too quickly.

      “What do you think she sees in me?”

      My stomach flipped. Maybe it was how sincere he sounded—or maybe it was the fact that part of me wanted to answer selfishly, to tell him all the things I saw when I looked at him tonight—but either way, my voice caught in my throat before I could form a coherent response.

      “That’s a weird question,” I managed finally, forcing out a laugh.

      “I mean it.” His brows furrowed again in that way they did when he concentrated too hard on something. “Tessa’s amazing—she could be with anyone she wants. Why me?”

      I stared down at my half-empty glass of wine rather than meeting his gaze. The truth sat heavy on my tongue: because you’re kind and funny and ridiculously good-looking when you’re not even trying to be—but none of those words felt safe to say out loud.

      Instead, I shrugged awkwardly and said, “Because she loves you.”

      It wasn’t enough—not really—but Drew smiled faintly anyway and leaned back again. “I hope so.”

      “She does,” I added quickly, almost too forcefully. The words spilled out in a rush, as though convincing him would somehow settle the fluttering unease in my chest. “You make her happy, Drew. That’s all that matters.”

      He nodded, but the thoughtful expression didn’t leave his face. His fingers drummed lightly against the stem of his wine glass, and for a moment, the only sound in the room was the faint hum of traffic outside the apartment window.

      “Thanks,” he said finally, voice low and sincere.

      “For what?”

      “For... being honest. For helping me figure this out.” He glanced up at me with a crooked smile that looked almost shy, and suddenly I felt like I was standing on the edge of something dangerous and uncharted. “I don’t know if Tessa realizes just how lucky she is to have someone like you in her corner.”

      I tried to laugh it off, waving a hand between us. “It’s not about luck—it’s just friendship.”

      “Maybe,” he said softly, his gaze lingering on me for a beat longer than it should have. “But not everyone has that. Not everyone has you.”

      His words hung heavy in the air between us, and I felt myself faltering—torn between brushing them off as nothing more than polite flattery and acknowledging whatever this strange energy was that we were both dancing around.

      “I think you’ve had too much wine,” I said lightly, hoping humor would diffuse whatever tension was building. But my voice came out shakier than I wanted it to.

      “Maybe,” he admitted with a small laugh. Then he stood abruptly, pulling his chair back with a scrape that made me flinch slightly. “You’re right, though—next on the menu should probably not involve fire.” He extended a hand toward me as if to help me up from my seat—a simple gesture that somehow felt anything but.

      I hesitated for just a fraction of a second before taking it, and when our palms touched—warm skin against skin—I swore I felt an electric jolt travel up my arm. Drew must have felt something too because his fingers tightened around mine for just a moment longer than necessary before he let go.

      “You okay?” he asked quietly as I stood there frozen in place.

      “I’m fine,” I lied quickly, brushing past him toward the sink to busy myself rinsing off my plate. My hands trembled slightly under the stream of water, but I forced myself to keep moving—to focus on anything other than him standing so close behind me.

      But then he spoke again, his voice lower this time—a quiet murmur that sent shivers down my spine.

      “Quinn.”

      I turned around without meaning to, and suddenly there he was—closer than before, his expression unreadable but intense in a way that made my breath catch. For a split second, neither of us moved or spoke; we just stood there locked in this impossible moment where time seemed to stretch endlessly between us.

      And then he reached out—not quite touching me but close enough that I could feel the heat radiating from his hand—and said softly, “You know you mean a lot to her... and to me.”

      My heart pounded hard against my ribs as I searched his face for some clue as to what he was thinking, what he was about to do. His hand hovered near my arm, fingertips just shy of grazing my skin. It would have been so easy—too easy—to lean into that space, to bridge the distance that felt both impossible and inevitable.

      "Drew," I whispered, my voice barely audible over the rush of blood in my ears.

      He leaned in slightly, his gaze flickering between my eyes and my lips. For a moment, I thought it was going to happen—that impossible thing I hadn’t allowed myself to name out loud. His breath mingled with mine, warm and laced with the faint scent of wine from earlier.

      But then the door opened.

      "Oh my god. You’ll never guess what happened at work today," Tessa’s voice cut off abruptly as she stepped into the room and froze in place.

      Drew and I sprang apart like guilty teenagers caught sneaking out after curfew. My heart dropped into my stomach as I turned to face her, heat rushing to my cheeks so fast it felt like I might combust on the spot.

      "Tessa," I blurted out, every muscle in my body stiffening with panic. "I—this isn’t—we weren’t—"

      She didn’t say anything at first, just stood there taking us both in with a curious expression that wasn’t quite anger but wasn’t exactly neutral either. Her gaze lingered on Drew for a moment before shifting back to me.

      "You weren’t what?" she asked finally, one brow arching in a way that made it clear she wasn’t buying whatever excuse I was fumbling to come up with.

      Drew cleared his throat awkwardly and shoved his hands into his pockets. "I... we were just talking," he said lamely, which only seemed to make the whole situation look worse. “I thought you weren’t going to be home for a few more hours.”

      “Yeah, my yoga class got canceled.” Tessa’s eyes narrowed slightly—not in suspicion but something closer to amusement. She stepped further into the room, setting her purse down on the counter as if nothing unusual had happened. But there was something about her posture—relaxed yet deliberate—that made it clear she was very much aware of the tension hanging thick in the air. “What is all this?”

      Drew sighed, giving up the one secret he’d been trying to keep in order to preserve this situation. “I was practicing my cooking skills. It was supposed to be our anniversary present. I asked Quinn here to help.”

      "Help?" she repeated slowly, her gaze flicking between us again. Then she smiled—a small, almost mischievous smile that threw me completely off balance. "Looked like more than just a little help."

      I opened my mouth to protest—to explain or deny or something—but no words came out. My brain was too busy trying to reconcile this version of Tessa with the one I’d been expecting: furious, betrayed, maybe even hurt. Instead, she looked... intrigued?

      "Tess..." Drew started, his voice hesitant as if he wasn’t entirely sure where this was going either.

      She held up a hand to stop him, her smile widening ever so slightly. "Relax," she said lightly, though there was an edge of something deeper beneath her tone that sent a shiver down my spine. "I’m not mad."

      That caught both of us off guard.

      "You’re not?" Drew asked cautiously, echoing the question that was screaming inside my own head.

      "No," Tessa said simply, leaning casually against the counter like she wasn’t dropping a bombshell in the middle of our awkward little standoff. “In fact, if you want to give me an anniversary present, I can think of something else you can give me.”

      My heart lurched in my throat as Drew, asked, “What?”

      Tessa slid her denim jacket off her shoulders, her tight green V-neck stretching over her full chest. “We should have a threesome.”

      I nearly stumbled back at her words, and my thighs clenched together. My panties were soaked, but the idea of being intimate with both of them like that? Well, surely Drew would say no.

      But Drew just smiled. “Really? You mean it?”

      Tessa nodded. She approached me and tucked a strand of hair behind my ear. “I saw the way you were looking at my boyfriend,” she whispered. “Don’t tell me you aren’t a little curious.”

      Tessa’s fingers lingered on my ear, her touch sending a jolt of electricity through me. I swallowed hard, my heart pounding so loudly I was sure they could hear it. My gaze flicked to Drew, who stood there, watching us with a look that was equal parts surprise and anticipation. His eyes were dark, hungry, and for the first time, I let myself really look at him—really see him—the way I’d been trying not to for months.

      “Curious?” I echoed, my voice barely above a whisper. My cheeks burned, but I couldn’t deny it. “Yeah, I guess I am.”

      Tessa’s smile deepened, and she took my hand, her grip firm but gentle. “Good,” she said softly. “Because so am I.”

      She turned and started walking toward the bedroom, pulling me along with her. My legs felt like jelly, but I followed without hesitation. Behind us, I heard Drew’s footsteps as he trailed behind, his presence heavy in the air.

      When we reached the bedroom, Tessa released my hand and turned to face me. Her eyes locked onto mine, and for a moment, everything else faded away—Drew, the guilt, the uncertainty. It was just us, like it had always been, but this time... this time was different.

      “Are you sure about this?” I asked softly, my voice trembling.

      Instead of answering, Tessa leaned in and kissed me. It wasn’t tentative or cautious—it was confident, deliberate. Her lips were warm and soft against mine, and a low moan escaped me before I could stop it. My hands found her waist instinctively, pulling her closer as the kiss deepened.

      When she finally pulled back, we were both breathless. “Does that answer your question?” she asked, her voice husky.

      I nodded dumbly as Drew stepped into view behind her. He placed his hands on Tessa’s shoulders as he watched me with an intensity that made my knees weak.

      “Now take off your clothes,” Tessa instructed gently as she pulled off her tight green shirt over her head. She reached behind her back to unclasp her bra; her full breasts tumbled free as it fell to the floor.

      Her hands moved to the button of her jeans next as if this were an everyday thing for her.

      I hesitated briefly before following suit. My fingers trembled as I tugged off my shirt and bra. My nipples pebbled under their intense gaze.

      Tessa’s jeans hit the floor with a soft thud, and she stepped out of them, standing completely bare before me. Her confidence was intoxicating, and I couldn’t help but admire her—the curve of her hips, the softness of her stomach, the way she carried herself like she owned the room. My breath caught in my throat as I fumbled with the button of my own jeans, finally slipping them down my legs and stepping out of them. My panties followed, and suddenly, I was just as exposed as she was.

      Drew’s eyes roamed over me, and I felt a flush of heat spread through my body. He was still dressed, but the way he looked at me made it clear that wouldn’t last long. Tessa reached for my hand again, pulling me toward the bed. She guided me down onto the mattress, her touch soft but insistent. I lay back against the pillows, my heart racing as she climbed onto the bed and positioned herself between my legs.

      Her hands slid up my thighs, and I shivered at the contact. “Oh Quinn,” she murmured, her voice soothing. “I’ve wanted this for so long.”

      I nodded in agreement, though my body was tense with anticipation. Somewhere, deep down, I think I’d always wanted this too.

      Her breath was warm against my skin as she leaned in, her tongue tracing a slow, deliberate path up my slit. I gasped, my hips lifting instinctively. Her mouth was relentless, teasing and worshipping me in a way that made my thoughts scatter. My hands fisted in the sheets as pleasure coiled tight in my belly.

      Behind her, Drew was stripping off his clothes, and I caught glimpses of him from the corner of my eye—his broad shoulders, the defined muscles of his chest, the dark trail of hair leading down to his waist. When he moved closer, I could feel the heat of his body, even without touching him.

      Tessa moaned softly against me as Drew positioned himself behind her. He ran his hands over her hips, guiding her back onto him. I watched, breathless, as he entered her in one slow, deliberate stroke. Tessa’s mouth never left me, her rhythm unbroken even as Drew began to move inside her.

      The sensation was overwhelming—Tessa’s tongue working me with expert precision while Drew’s thrusts pushed her against me with every movement. My moans mingled with hers, the sounds filling the room. My body was on fire, every nerve alight with pleasure.

      “Oh God,” I whimpered, my fingers tangling in Tessa’s hair as the pressure inside me built to an unbearable peak. “I’m so close...”

      Tessa hummed in response, her lips closing around my clit as she sucked gently. That was all it took. My back arched off the bed as I came, waves of ecstasy crashing over me. Tessa didn’t stop until I was trembling and gasping for air.

      But she wasn’t done yet. She pulled away slightly, her eyes meeting mine as Drew continued to move behind her. Her face was flushed, her breathing ragged, but there was a fierce determination in her gaze.

      “Your turn,” she whispered, shifting away from Drew until he slipped out of her. He groaned at the loss of her heat, his brow furrowed in confusion.

      But Tessa climbed to the side and pushed him forward until he was situated between my thighs. “I want to watch you two finish what you started.”

      My eyes widened. Drew’s cock was huge and it was currently hovering over my dripping wet pussy. This was my best friend’s boyfriend. Was I really going to do this?

      But Tessa was already touching herself to the sight. Her free hand pushed against Drew’s ass until the tip of his cock brushed against my clit. My back arched in response, desperate for more of him.

      “Go on,” Tessa urged, her voice low and husky. “Show her how good you are, Drew.”

      Drew’s eyes locked with mine, dark and intense, and I felt a shiver run down my spine. He pressed forward slowly, the head of his cock slipping inside me. I gasped, my body stretching to accommodate him. He was so much bigger than I expected, and the sensation was almost overwhelming.

      “Fuck, Quinn,” he groaned, his hands gripping my hips as he pushed deeper. “You feel incredible.”

      I moaned, my nails digging into his arms as he filled me completely. The stretch was exquisite, and I could feel every inch of him as he began to move. His thrusts were slow and deliberate at first, giving me time to adjust, but soon he picked up the pace, driving into me with a rhythm that had me seeing stars.

      Tessa’s eyes were glued to us, her fingers working furiously between her legs. “That’s it,” she panted, her voice thick with arousal. “Fuck her, Drew. Make her come.”

      Her words sent a fresh wave of heat through me, and I could feel my orgasm building again. Drew’s hands moved to my breasts, his thumbs brushing over my nipples in a way that made me whimper. His mouth found mine, and I kissed him hungrily, our tongues tangling as he continued to thrust into me.

      “You’re so fucking beautiful,” he murmured against my lips, his breath hot and ragged. “I’ve wanted this for so long.”

      His confession sent a jolt of pleasure through me, and I moaned into his mouth. Tessa’s hand reached out to stroke my hair, her touch surprisingly gentle.

      “You’re doing so good, Quinn,” she whispered, her voice filled with admiration. “Let go for him.”

      Her words were all I needed. My body exploded in pleasure, my muscles clenching around Drew as I came hard. He groaned, his thrusts becoming erratic as he followed me over the edge, filling me with his release.

      For a moment, the room was filled with nothing but the sound of our breathing. Then Drew pulled out of me and collapsed onto the bed beside me. Tessa crawled up next to us, her body pressed against mine as she kissed me softly.

      “That was amazing,” she said, her voice filled with satisfaction. “This is the best anniversary present, ever.”

      “I agree,” said Drew, earning a couple of chuckles from us.

      I turned to Tessa. “You mean, this was better than Drew’s cooking?”

      “By a long shot.” Tessa scrunched her nose and kissed my cheek.

      Drew playfully frowned. “Hey, I was getting the hang of it in there.”

      “That’s true,” I said, defending him. “He really was getting better.”

      “Well, in that case,” Tessa said, “maybe the anniversary dinner should still happen.”

      Drew arched his brow at her. “Yeah?”

      “Yeah,” she smiled. “But I think I want Quinn for dessert.”

      I smiled up at her, feeling a strange sense of contentment wash over me. This wasn’t what I had expected when Tessa caught us earlier, but it was better than I could have ever imagined. And as Drew’s arm wrapped around me, pulling me close, I knew that this was just the beginning of something I never wanted to end.
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