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My Husband’s Secret Crush




By the time we finally found parking outside the hotel, I was already questioning why I’d agreed to this. The ten-year reunion banner hung over the double doors like something out of a cheesy movie, shimmering in the evening breeze every time they opened. Chris squeezed my hand as we walked in, his thumb tracing circles over my knuckles in that absent way he did when he was half-distracted and half-excited.

“You okay?” he asked. “You’ve been quiet since we left the house.”

“I’m fine,” I said, even though my stomach fluttered. “Just trying to remember if I hated anyone enough to regret coming.”

He laughed, the sound warm and easy. “You didn’t hate anyone, and no one hated you. Everyone liked you.”

“Everyone tolerated me because I did their homework,” I said. “That’s different.”

We stepped into the ballroom and were immediately hit by a wave of noise and weirdly familiar faces. There was that little moment of disconnect where your brain tries to map the adult versions of people onto their teenage outlines. Same eyes, different hairlines. Same laugh, new wrinkles. Round tables with white tablecloths filled the room, and a DJ was trying a little too hard in the corner. Someone had arranged old yearbooks on a table near the bar, like we hadn’t all spent years trying to forget those photos.

Chris’s shoulders relaxed the second he spotted the bar. “Drink?” he asked.

“Yes, please,” I said. “Something strong enough to make small talk tolerable but not so strong I start crying about prom.”

He grinned and kissed my temple. His hand slid from mine to the small of my back, guiding me through the crowd in a way that always made me feel claimed, even if it was unconscious on his part. I watched a few heads turn as we passed, mostly women, honestly. He still had the same broad shoulders he’d had at eighteen, only now they filled out his button-down even more. The faint gray at his temples made him look distinguished, not old, and his jaw was covered in the kind of stubble that looked oh so sexy. I caught a couple of speculative looks and felt a flicker of satisfaction that he was leaving with me.

We ordered drinks and were just turning away from the bar when I heard my name float through the noise.

“Melanie? Oh my God, is that you?”

I turned and for a heartbeat my brain did that same scrambling thing, trying to insert braces and a messy ponytail and oversized band tees. Then it clicked.

“Jess?” I blinked, then laughed. “Oh my God. Jessica?”

She grinned, and suddenly it was like no time had passed at all, even though everything about her had changed. Her hair, which used to be a frizzy curtain she hid behind, was sleek and pulled back, a warm chestnut that skimmed just below her shoulders. The freckles on her nose were the same, but now they dotted across higher cheekbones. Her body didn’t have that awkward, lanky uncertainty anymore. She filled out her wrap dress in a way that made me slightly envious. The fabric cinched at her waist and highlighted the curve of her hips, the soft swell of her breasts visible where the neckline crossed low on her chest.

“You look amazing,” I said, pulling her into a hug. She smelled like something warm and spicy, a perfume I couldn’t place but immediately liked.

“You do too,” she said when we pulled apart. “Seriously. I stalked you on social a little, but you look even better in person.”

There was a soft tap at my elbow and I remembered I had a husband to introduce. “This is Chris,” I said. “My better half. Chris, this is Jessica. We had almost every class together junior and senior year.”

Chris shifted his drink to his other hand and reached out. “Hey. Nice to meet you.”

Jessica’s lips quirked as she took his hand. Her fingers slid into his grip and squeezed, and there was a split second where I watched his eyes narrow like he was trying to place her beyond just a name. Then they widened a little.

“Wait,” he said slowly. “Jessica… from chem lab?”

“The one who blew up the beaker freshman year,” she said, laughing. “We had to evacuate the entire room.”

“Oh my God,” Chris said. His smile curved wide and genuine. “I haven’t thought about that in forever. You almost took out the whole football team.”

“Please. The school would’ve built a statue of me,” she said.

They laughed together and something in my chest tightened at the sound. It wasn’t that they were flirting. It was the warmth under it, the familiarity of old shared chaos that I wasn’t part of. I’d gone to a different middle school, joined the friend group later. They had stories I still only knew in pieces.

We moved to a high-top table near the edge of the dance floor. As we talked, the years fell away between them faster than they did for me. They slipped into old jokes about teachers and games and parties, and I watched as their bodies angled slightly toward each other. Nothing overt. Just small things. The way Chris leaned his hip against the table and turned so his chest faced her. The way she tucked her hair behind her ear with a slow, unconscious movement every time he said something that made her laugh.

I sipped my drink and tried to tell myself I was imagining it.

“So what are you doing now?” Chris asked her. “Last time I heard anything, you were talking about getting out of this town and never looking back.”

“Mission mostly accomplished,” she said. “I’m an hour away in Seattle. UX design. I spend my days trying to get people to click on things and not hate it.”

“Sounds more useful than my job,” Chris said. “I sell software. Which is just a fancy way of saying I harass people over email until they buy stuff.”

“It’s not harassment if we need it,” she said lightly.

He chuckled and I felt another little twist. It wasn’t logic-level jealousy. I knew logically that people flirted, that you could have chemistry with someone and still be faithful. It was older than that, deeper. The part of me that remembered being eighteen and watching girls stare at Chris in the hallway, the way they’d touch his arm or lean in a second too long. The part that still sometimes woke up at three in the morning with a flash of panic that he’d wake up one day and realize he’d settled.

Jessica’s gaze flicked down to my hand, where my ring caught the light as I lifted my glass. “So,” she said. “How long have you two been married?”

“Seven years,” I answered. “Together for ten.”

“Wow,” she said softly. “Teenage sweethearts. That’s… kind of rare now.”

“It just means we’re both stubborn,” Chris said, bumping his shoulder lightly against mine. The simple contact, his solid weight pressing into me, grounded me for a second. I leaned into it, soaking up the reassurance like sun on my skin.

Jessica bit her lip, looking between us. Then she laughed, a little breathless, and shook her head. “This is going to sound ridiculous after all this time, but what the hell. Reunions are for oversharing, right?”

“Always,” Chris said.

She lifted her drink like a tiny shield, then dropped it back to the table. “Okay, full confession,” she said, eyes on him now. “I had the biggest crush on you in high school. Like, painfully big. It was bad.”

The words hit me in the gut even though I’d half expected them. The casual way she said it made it almost worse, as if it was this silly, harmless thing. My fingers tightened around the stem of my glass. I could feel the cool condensation beading against my skin, the way my palm had gone slightly damp.

Chris blinked. “On me?” He actually looked around, like she must be talking to someone else. Then he laughed, but there was color rising along his cheekbones. “I didn’t know that. I… um… had a big crush on you too.”

The beat of silence that followed stretched just a fraction too long. I watched their eye contact hold, watched something pass between them that felt thick and quiet, built out of all the almost-moments that hadn’t happened. For a second, my stomach dropped. My mind leapt ahead to a version of our lives where he’d asked her out instead of me, where she’d been the one on his arm at prom, the one he’d kissed under those terrible twinkling gym lights.

“So, you were both idiots for not realizing your feelings,” I said, forcing a laugh to break the moment. “Got it.”

Jessica shook her head, still looking at him. “I thought you just saw me as the weird girl from chem.”

“I thought you saw me as the dumb jock,” he said.

“You were the dumb jock,” I added, grateful for the chance to poke at him.

He shot me a look, playful and fond, but his eyes slid back to Jessica almost immediately. “You weren’t weird,” he said. “You were… I don’t know. I thought you were way out of my league. You were the only person who actually understood what was going on in half our classes.”

Jessica’s lips parted slightly. Her tongue darted out to wet them, and I noticed, because suddenly it felt like I was noticing everything about her. The gloss on her mouth. The way the shallow valley between her breasts deepened when she leaned forward on her elbows. The soft line of her thigh where the dress wrapped around her legs. I found myself wondering what she’d looked like back then, not just in the vague way I remembered, but through his eyes.

There was a strange, almost dizzy feeling behind my ribs. Jealousy, definitely. The old, familiar kind. But something else hovered under it, like curiosity tugging at the same rope. What would it have been like if they’d dated? If he’d had his hands on her waist in the hallway instead of mine? If he’d kissed her neck, traced his fingers along her spine under her shirt, pressed her into the backseat of his car after a game?

My mind supplied images before I could stop it, flavored by what she looked like now. Her dark hair spilled over a pillow. His broad chest hovering over her smaller frame, that gentle way he touched me when he thought I wasn’t paying attention. The picture made my cheeks warm, and I took another sip of my drink to hide it.

“Honestly,” Jessica said, her voice softer now, “I always assumed you and Melanie were going to end up together. You two had that whole golden couple thing going on. It seems I was right.”

She said it with a smile that was warm, not bitter, but there was something a little wistful in it. Chris’s hand found my waist again, fingers curling around the curve like they belonged there. The contact sent a little hum through my body, low and reassuring.

“Yeah, well,” he said. “I got lucky.”

Emotion pinched my throat. For a second, it dissolved some of the tension. Then Jessica’s eyes dipped to where his hand rested against my hip, and I saw her notice how easily it fit, how familiar the touch was. Her gaze lingered, thoughtful, before she lifted it back to his face.

“It’s weird,” she said. “Sitting here thinking about what might’ve happened if we’d said something back then.”

“Yeah,” he agreed quietly. “It is.”

My pulse thudded in my ears. I could feel every beat, slow and heavy. I should’ve hated that conversation. I should’ve wanted to drag him away, change the subject, make a joke about how high school crushes belonged in the past. Instead, I found myself watching them with a kind of sharp attention. The almost-sad curve of his mouth. The way she held his gaze, not shy anymore. The chemistry between them was subtle but real, like a current running under the table.

I shifted my weight, and his fingers flexed on my waist, as if he were unconsciously reminding me he was there. Or reminding himself I was.

“Guess we all missed out on something,” Jessica said lightly, but her eyes were still on him.

“Yeah,” he admitted.

For a moment the three of us just stood there, the noise of the reunion buzzing around us while that strange little revelation settled into the space between us.

All I could think was how easily things might have been different.

And the uncomfortable, unexpected part of me wondered what it would’ve been like if they had.
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After the reunion, Jessica didn’t disappear back into the vague category of people you promise to keep in touch with but never actually see again.

Instead, she somehow slipped into our lives.

At first it was casual. Chris texted her a week later about grabbing drinks sometime, and she answered almost immediately. The three of us met at a small bar downtown. It felt natural in a way I hadn’t expected. Like picking up a conversation that had been paused rather than ended.

Then it happened again the next week. And the week after that.

Before long, it had become a quiet routine. Sometimes it was drinks after work. Sometimes dinner somewhere casual where the three of us could linger for hours without anyone rushing us out. Once we met at a late-night taco place after a movie and ended up sitting outside under the yellow glow of streetlights long after the restaurant closed.

The longer we spent together, the more I noticed things.

Little things.

Jessica had a way of leaning toward Chris when she laughed, her shoulder turning toward him without her seeming to realize it. Chris, for his part, watched her when she spoke in that focused way he had when something genuinely interested him. His eyes stayed on her a second longer than necessary, like he was still surprised she was really there.

None of it was inappropriate. If anything, they were careful. Polite. Respectful. But the chemistry was obvious once you knew to look for it.

I noticed it in the pauses between their sentences. In the way Jessica sometimes tucked a strand of hair behind her ear when Chris looked at her directly. In the quiet spark that seemed to flicker across Chris’s face whenever she teased him about something from high school.

The strange part was that I trusted him completely.

Chris had never given me a reason not to. He was steady in the ways that mattered, the kind of man who didn’t flirt casually or chase attention from other women. If anything, he was almost oblivious to it most of the time.

Still, there were moments when I caught a glimpse of something different.

One night we were all sitting at a small table in a crowded restaurant, the kind where your knees almost touched the people across from you. Jessica was telling a story about something ridiculous that had happened at work, and Chris was laughing so hard he had to wipe his eyes.

When he looked back at her, their gazes held for just a second too long. It wasn’t sexual, but it was charged. I felt it like a faint electric current in the air between them.

Later that night, as Chris and I drove home, I stared out the passenger-side window while the city lights slid past in streaks of yellow and white.

“You’re quiet,” he said.

“Just tired,” I replied. That wasn’t really true.

What I felt was… unsettled. Not in a bad way. I was just…curious about something.

Because once I noticed the chemistry between them, it became impossible to stop seeing it. It was like discovering a pattern hidden inside a picture you’d looked at a hundred times before. Suddenly it was everywhere.

And slowly, without me intending it, my mind started wandering to places I hadn’t expected.

At first the thoughts came late at night when Chris was already asleep beside me. I would lie awake staring at the ceiling, replaying little moments from the evening in my head. The way Jessica smiled at him. The way his voice softened when he spoke to her.

Then my imagination would push the scene a little further. What if they ran into each other somewhere without me? What if they stayed behind after dinner one night while I went home early? What if the tension I kept noticing between them finally snapped?

The thought should have made me angry. Instead, it made my stomach tighten with a strange mix of jealousy and heat that I didn’t quite understand.

Sometimes I pictured them standing too close in a quiet corner of a bar, their voices low. Sometimes the image was even simpler. Jessica’s hand brushing Chris’s arm. Chris hesitating before stepping closer.

The idea of them crossing that line behind my back should have felt like betrayal. Instead, it fascinated me.

That realization made me feel a little ashamed. I tried to push the thoughts away, tried to remind myself that I trusted my husband and that nothing like that would ever happen.

But the curiosity didn’t go away. If anything, it grew.

A few weeks later we had dinner together at a small Italian restaurant near Jessica’s apartment. By the time Chris and I got home that night, the tension inside me felt like a rubber band stretched too tight.

Chris dropped his keys onto the kitchen counter and loosened his collar while I poured us each a glass of water.

He looked relaxed, content.

I stood there for a moment watching him, my heart beating faster than it should have.

“Chris,” I said finally.

He glanced up. “Yeah?”

I hesitated longer than I meant to.

“There’s something I want to ask you.”

He leaned back against the counter, eyebrows lifting slightly. “That sounds serious.”

“It’s not serious,” I said quickly, though my voice came out a little tight. “I just… I’ve been thinking.”

“About?”

I took a slow breath. “About Jessica.”

His expression shifted immediately into mild confusion. “What about her?”

I stared down into my glass for a second before forcing myself to meet his eyes again. “You two clearly had something in high school,” I said carefully. “And it kind of seems like that chemistry is still there.”

Chris blinked, caught off guard. “What?” he said. “No.”

“You don’t see it?”

He shook his head, looking genuinely puzzled. “Melanie, she’s just an old friend.”

“I know,” I said softly. “I’m not accusing you of anything.”

He studied my face, clearly trying to understand where this was coming from. “Then what are you saying?”

My heart thumped harder in my chest. “I’m saying…” I paused, searching for the right words. “If you ever wanted to… explore that… I wouldn’t be angry.”

Chris stared at me. For a few seconds the only sound in the kitchen was the slow drip of the faucet that still needed to be fixed. It felt like a metronome or a heartbeat waiting for a response. “Mel,” he said slowly. “What?”

“I mean it,” I said, forcing myself to keep talking even though my cheeks felt warm. “If you wanted to sleep with her… I’d be okay with it.”

The silence that followed felt enormous. Chris pushed himself away from the counter, looking at me like I had just said something completely absurd. “Why would I want that?” he asked.

I shrugged lightly, though the movement felt stiff. “Because you clearly like her.”

“I like you,” he said immediately.

“I know,” I said. “That’s not the point.”

He ran a hand through his hair, still looking bewildered. “Melanie,” he said, “I’m not trying to sleep with Jessica.”

His answer was firm. Immediate. But something about the way he said it made me pause. It wasn’t the words themselves. It was the tone. The careful loyalty in it.

And as I watched him standing there in our kitchen, looking slightly flustered but determined to reassure me, a quiet thought crept into the back of my mind.

He might not be lying, but he definitely wasn’t telling the whole truth either.
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A few days later, I met up with Jessica. Just the two of us.

The café was bright and loud, with big windows that looked out over the strip mall parking lot. People worked on laptops, kids whined for muffins, the grinder screeched every few minutes. It should have felt ordinary. Safe. Instead my heart pounded like I was sneaking into a hotel room with someone I wasn’t supposed to be with.

Jessica waved from a corner table, already halfway through an iced latte. She wore a pale blue top that dipped low enough to show the smooth curve of her cleavage, a simple gold necklace resting in the hollow at the base of her throat. Her hair was up today, twisted into a loose knot that left a few strands falling around her face. The color made her eyes look greener, or maybe that was just my anxiety exaggerating everything.

“Hey, stranger,” she said, standing to hug me. Her arms wrapped around my shoulders, soft and warm, and I could feel the firm line of her body pressed to mine for a second before she pulled away. “I ordered you a vanilla latte. I remember you saying you like sweet coffee.”

“Thanks,” I said, my voice thinner than I wanted. “You didn’t have to.”

“I wanted to,” she said easily, sliding back into her chair. “So, what’s up? Your text sounded serious.”

I sat opposite her and folded my hands around the cold cup, letting the condensation wet my fingers. My stomach twisted. For a moment I considered backing out, making up some stupid story about work drama. But the words I’d said to Chris kept replaying in my head, pushing me forward. I had opened a door. Now I was standing in front of it, afraid to go through and afraid to close it again.

“It is kind of serious,” I admitted. “Or at least… it feels that way in my head.”

“All right.” She leaned forward, forearms on the table, full attention on me. “Hit me.”

I knew I needed to ease into it. Maybe start with how much I valued her friendship, how glad I was that we’d reconnected. Instead, what came out was, “I told Chris he could sleep with you if he wanted to. I mean, if you both wanted to, that is.”

Her eyes widened so fast it would have been funny if my face weren’t on fire. For a second she just stared at me. Then she blinked.

“I’m sorry,” she said slowly. “You told your husband… what?”

Heat crept up my neck. “That I’d be okay if he ever wanted to… you know. Explore the chemistry you guys have.”

Silence dropped between us, heavy and awkward. Jessica leaned back in her chair, her fingers curling around her cup like she needed something solid to hold on to. She looked away toward the window, then back at me, like she was checking to see if I was joking.

“I mean,” she said finally, “are you guys in an open marriage or something?”

The sane answer was no. We were boringly traditional. We had one joint bank account and fought about whose turn it was to unload the dishwasher. Instead, my mouth moved ahead of my brain.

“Yeah,” I heard myself say. “Kind of.”

Kind of? My heart lurched. I wanted to reach out and grab the words back, but they were already out there, hanging in the air between us like a balloon I’d let go of. Jessica’s eyes narrowed, her expression shifting to something more careful.

“What does ‘kind of’ mean?” she asked.

I took a gulp of coffee I didn’t actually want, hoping the sugar would give me courage. The sweetness coated my tongue, almost cloying. “I mean… we’ve talked about it before,” I lied, layering the new lie on top of the first because apparently that was what we were doing now. “About being a little more open. It’s not like we’re sleeping around all the time or anything. It’s more like… under special circumstances.”

“Special circumstances,” she repeated. “Like what, exactly?”

My pulse beat in my throat. I could feel sweat prickling at the back of my neck, under my hair. Chris would be horrified if he could hear me. I almost wanted him to be here just so I wouldn’t be alone in this, but then I imagined his face when I said the next part and my stomach flipped.

“Like if there’s someone we both trust,” I said. “Someone we both… feel something with.” I forced myself to meet her eyes. “Like you.”

Her lips parted on a little exhale. She looked honestly thrown, not in a coy, fake way, but like she was trying to rearrange her understanding of me in real time.

“Okay, I’m… flattered,” she said carefully. “And also kind of freaking out. Because, Mel, you know I care about you, right? The last thing I would ever want to do is screw up your marriage.”

The sincerity in her voice made my chest ache. This would have been easier if she had been the type to pounce on the opportunity, to flip her hair and say, “Well, if he wants me, he can have me.” Instead, she was being decent, and that made me feel even more like a villain.

“I know,” I said. “And I appreciate that. I really do.” I breathed in, filling my lungs to the point of discomfort. “That’s actually part of why I wanted to talk to you. I didn’t want this to be some… secret fantasy Chris had that you didn’t know about. I wanted it to be transparent. If it ever happened.”

Jessica stared at me for a long moment. I could see the questions flickering behind her eyes. “When you say ‘if it happened’… where would you be while this hypothetical ‘it’ was happening?”

My cheeks burned. “There too,” I said. “Usually.”

“Usually?” she echoed.

I nodded, my throat tight. “When he’s been with other women, I’ve… watched.”

The lie slid out smoother this time, probably because it wasn’t completely fabricated. I had watched, over and over, in my head. I’d watched him lay Jessica back on our bed, watched his hands slide up her thighs, watched his mouth on her skin, watched her react. My body knew those images well enough that saying I’d watched felt almost like the truth.

Jessica’s eyes widened again, color flushing up her neck. She shifted in her seat, crossing and uncrossing her legs. The movement drew my gaze briefly, the way her jeans stretched over the curve of her thigh, the subtle clench of muscle under denim.

“So, you’re like… into that?” she asked quietly. “Watching him with other women?”

The directness of the question sent a pulse of heat straight between my legs. I wanted to say no, that this was some kind of martyrdom, something I was offering purely for him. But that would have been another lie, and I was already in deep enough.

“It’s complicated,” I said instead. “Part of me hates it. The idea of sharing him. The idea of someone else knowing what he feels like, what he sounds like when he’s close. But another part of me… can’t stop imagining it. It makes me crazy in the worst and best ways.” I swallowed. “That’s why I’m trying to be proactive instead of just letting it fester in the dark.”

She ran her fingertip around the lip of her cup, a slow, thoughtful circle. “This is a lot,” she said finally. “I mean, I knew you two were very… solid. But I didn’t imagine this.”

“I know,” I said. “It’s a lot to dump on you. I’m sorry. I just… I couldn’t keep thinking about it without telling you. Especially since you and Chris have this whole… history. It felt dishonest not to at least acknowledge that.”

Jessica’s gaze softened at that. “I had a crush on him when I was seventeen, Mel. That was a long time ago.”

“And now?” The question slipped out before I could pull it back.

She hesitated. Her eyes dropped to the table, then lifted to mine with a wry little smile. “You really want honesty?”

“Yes,” I said, even though I wasn’t sure I did.

She sighed. “He’s still hot,” she admitted. “Objectively. He’s grown into his looks, you know? Back then he was cute in that puppy-dog way. Now he’s got that whole… broad-shouldered, slightly tired, real man thing going on.” Her cheeks colored more deeply. “So yeah. I notice him. I’d be lying if I said I didn’t.”

Jealousy reared up inside me, sharp and bright. I could picture exactly what she meant. The way his shirts stretched across the muscles in his back, the way his forearms looked when he rolled up his sleeves, the V of his hips when he walked out of the shower with a towel slung low. Hearing her say it out loud made it feel like she was running her hands over him in front of me.

At the same time, a strange, answering pulse of arousal fluttered low in my belly. The idea that she saw him the way I did, that she registered the cut of his jaw and the veins on his hands, made something in me hum. It was like having my private appreciation of him confirmed by an outside source, and that confirmation did things to my body I didn’t want to examine too closely.

“But I’m not going to act on it,” she added quickly. “I wouldn’t do that to you.”

“If I asked you to?” I said softly.

She stared at me. “You’d really be okay with that? Me and Chris?” Her voice dropped even lower, almost swallowed by the murmur of the café around us. “He knows you’re talking to me about this?”

“Yes.” That part, at least, was true, in a twisted way. He knew I’d told him he could have her. He didn’t know I was sitting here trying to make that lie real.

Jessica bit her lip, teeth indenting the soft flesh for a moment. Her eyes flicked toward the window, then back like she was checking to make sure we were alone. “I guess I just… I don’t understand what this looks like in your head,” she admitted. “Do you want me to pretend you’re not there? Are you… participating? Are you hiding in the closet with binoculars?” She tried to joke, but the laugh that came out was weak.

The mental image of me crouched in our closet peeking through the door made me snort despite myself. “Not binoculars,” I said. “I’d be there. In the room. I just… wouldn’t be the one he was touching. Not at first.”

She watched me, really watched me, like she was gauging my sincerity. “How does that work?” she asked. “Like, practically.”

I swallowed, my mouth suddenly dry. Talking about it in general had been one thing. Getting specific made my skin feel too tight. “He’d be with you,” I said. “You know how he is. Gentle at first. Checking in. He’s always like that with me, at least.” I took a breath, letting myself sink into the details because it was easier than hovering at the surface. “He likes to start slow. Hands on your waist, kind of testing how you respond. He kisses softly until you kiss him back harder, and then he gets into it. He takes his time touching, kind of mapping things out. He’s… thorough.”

Jessica’s pupils dilated, dark swallowing more of the color of her irises. Her tongue flicked out to wet her lips, and I followed the movement with my eyes before I could stop myself. My thighs pressed together under the table, a reflex I hoped she didn’t notice.

“And you’d just sit there and watch?” she asked.

“I’d watch,” I said. “I’d listen. I’d see what he did with you that’s the same as with me, and what’s different. How you move under him. What sounds you make.” My voice dropped of its own accord. “It’s like… seeing a side of him from the outside. Seeing what I usually only feel.”

Her breath hitched. I heard it, even over the hum of the café. For a moment we just looked at each other, the air between us thick and charged in a way that felt wildly inappropriate for a place that served cake pops to toddlers.

“This is… intense,” she said finally. “Hot. But intense.”

“I know,” I agreed. “Believe me, I know. Part of me hates myself for even asking. Another part of me…” I shook my head. “Another part of me won’t shut up about it. It keeps spinning scenarios. You and him on our bed. Me in the chair. Watching him slide his hands under your shirt. Watching your body react to him. I can’t seem to shut it off.”

Jessica exhaled slowly, a little shiver running through it. “And you’re sure this isn’t some test?” she asked. “Like, I say yes and then three months later you’re sobbing on my doorstep calling me a homewrecker and telling all our friends I ruined your life?”

The awful thing was that I could picture that version of me too. I could see myself drunk-crying in her hallway, mascara smeared, screaming about how she took what was mine. The fact that I could imagine it didn’t mean it was inevitable, but it also didn’t mean it was impossible.

“I can’t promise I won’t feel things,” I said honestly. “Jealousy. Insecurity. Maybe some ugly stuff. But I can promise I won’t blame you for feelings I invited. If we do this, it’ll be because we all agreed. Because I wanted it as much as you and he did.”

She sat back, staring at the ceiling for a moment like she was asking for guidance from the fluorescent lights. When she looked back at me, her expression had softened, but there was still wariness there.

“I care about you,” she said. “I like Chris. A lot. I’m not going to pretend I don’t find him attractive. But this is… a line. A big one.”

“I know,” I said quietly. “And if your answer is no, we’ll still be friends. I’m not going to punish you for having boundaries. I just… needed to put it on the table, literally and figuratively.”

She drummed her fingers against the cup, thinking. The tendons in the back of her hand stood out, delicate but tense. “I can’t believe I’m even considering this,” she said.

“Are you?” My voice came out thinner than I wanted, hope and fear braided together.

She blew out a slow breath. “I’m not saying yes tonight,” she said. “I need to think. A lot. And I’d want to talk to Chris too, obviously. Make sure he’s not being pushed into something because he thinks it’s what you want.”

“That’s fair,” I said, my chest loosening a little just from hearing that she hadn’t shut the door entirely.

“But,” she added, and my heart stuttered at the word, “I’m also not saying no. Because you’re right. There is something there. Between me and him. And… if what you’re telling me is true, if this is actually something you want to see, not just something you’re agreeing to to be ‘cool’…” She trailed off, searching my face. “Then yeah. I do find your husband hot. I have since high school. That hasn’t exactly gone away.”

Her admission landed like a physical touch, hot and electric. Jealousy flared, then melted into that same dark, thrumming curiosity that had driven me here in the first place. I pictured her looking at him the way she was looking at me now, eyes heavy, lips parted slightly. I pictured him looking back with that soft, intent expression he got when he was really focused on someone.

“Okay,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper. “That’s… more than I expected.”

She shook her head, almost smiling. “You’re crazy, you know that?” she said. “Brave. But crazy.”

“I’m aware,” I said. “Trust me.”

She reached across the table and laid her hand over mine. Her palm was warm, her fingers slender but firm as they curled around my knuckles. The simple contact sent a little skitter of sensation up my arm, like static.

“If we do this,” she said, holding my gaze, “it’s because you really want it. Not because you think it’ll keep him from cheating. Not because you’re bored. Because you want to watch me with him. Because that idea turns you on enough to override the fear.”

“Okay,” I said, gripping her fingers. “That’s fair.”

We pulled our hands back at the same time, as if we both suddenly remembered we were in public. The noise of the café flooded back in, the milk steamer hissing, someone laughing too loudly at a table behind us. For a moment, I felt like I’d surfaced from underwater, lungs burning, head spinning.

As we stood to leave, Jessica slung her bag over her shoulder and gave me one last searching look. “Tell Chris I said hi,” she said. “And that his wife is wild.”

I laughed, shaky but real. “He has no idea,” I said.
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By the time I turned onto our street, my hands were slick on the steering wheel. I had replayed the conversation with Jessica so many times between the café and the driveway that it almost felt like it had happened to someone else. Like I’d watched it in a movie instead of sitting there with my fingers wrapped around a sweating plastic cup, saying things I couldn’t unsay.

Her text had come through as I sat in the car with the engine still running.

I’ve thought about it.

If you’re sure, I’ll come over whenever.

My heart had done this strange stutter-flip when I read it, like fear and excitement collided in my chest and scrambled my heartbeat. I’d stared at the glow of the screen for a full minute before typing back.

Tonight is good.

Seven?

The three dots flashed, then her reply.

Seven.

I could have backed out. I could have pretended I’d changed my mind, blamed work stress or a fight that didn’t exist. Instead, I put the car in park, turned off the engine, and sat there until the ticking of the cooling metal got too loud to ignore.

Inside, the house smelled like coffee and laundry detergent, familiar and safe. Chris’s shoes were kicked half under the bench by the door, his jacket hung crookedly on the hook. I could hear the faint sounds of a game from the living room, some commentator’s voice rising and falling. Normal. Completely normal. My life looked exactly the same, right up until the moment I opened my mouth.

He was on the couch in his favorite worn T-shirt and a pair of gray joggers, one ankle resting on his knee, remote loose in his hand. The soft fabric of his pants clung to his thighs, stretching a little over the muscle. Stubble shadowed his jaw, his dark hair sticking up in the back like he’d run his fingers through it one too many times.

“Hey,” he said, glancing over as I walked in. “How was coffee with Jess?”

Hearing him say her name made something low in my belly twist. I set my purse on the entry table, took a breath, and walked around the back of the couch so I could see his face fully.

“It was… a lot,” I said.

His attention sharpened immediately. “A lot good or a lot bad?”

“Complicated,” I said, which was the only honest word that fit. My heart was racing hard enough that I could feel it in my ears. I stepped around and stood between him and the TV until he clicked the sound off and gave me his full attention.

“What’s going on, Mel?” he asked. Concern creased the skin between his brows. “You look like you’re about to tell me you crashed the car or something.”

My laugh came out thin. “No. The car’s fine.” My palms were damp, so I wiped them on my jeans and forced myself to meet his eyes. “I talked to her about… what we discussed. About you and her. And me watching.”

His eyes widened, his whole body going still. For a beat, he didn’t even seem to breathe. “You told her?” he said slowly. “You told Jessica that you want me to…” He trailed off, his throat working.

“Yes,” I said. “I did.”

“What did she say?” His voice was rougher now, like there was sand caught in it.

I could see a dozen different emotions flickering across his face—shock, embarrassment, something that looked suspiciously like hope before he shut it down. For a second, guilt pinched my chest. I was the one pushing us toward this cliff edge. He was just standing here with me because I’d asked him to.

“She was taken aback,” I said honestly. “We had a real conversation about it. She asked a lot of questions. Wanted to make sure I wasn’t… testing either of you.” I took another breath, the kind that felt like it scraped my ribs on the way in. “But she didn’t shut it down.”

His gaze searched mine. “Meaning what?”

“Meaning she’s coming over tonight,” I said. “At seven.”

He just stared at me. The remote slid a little in his grip as his fingers loosened involuntarily. “Tonight.” It wasn’t really a question.

“Yes,” I said. The word sounded steadier than I felt. Something inside me clicked into place, a decision hardening into action. I took a step closer so he had to look up at me. “So… you should probably get ready.”

He swallowed hard enough that I saw his Adam’s apple bob. His gaze drifted over my face, like he was checking for cracks, signs I was about to burst into tears or scream. “Melanie,” he said slowly, “you really want to watch something like that?”

His question wasn’t dismissive. It was incredulous and careful, like he was gently pushing at the edges of my sanity, making sure they held.

I took another step closer until my knees bumped his. I could see the flecks of lighter brown in his irises now, the way his pupils had dilated. Up close, I could also see the way his breath had changed, just a little faster, his chest rising and falling with each inhale. There was a tightness in the front of his joggers I hadn’t noticed from across the room, a subtle but unmistakable swell pushing against the soft fabric.

The sight sent a little jolt through me, an answering pulse low between my legs. My body knew exactly what that meant, what his body was thinking about even as his brain tried to catch up.

“Yeah,” I said quietly, my voice steady even though my hands had started to shake. “I really do.”

His eyes darkened. He reached out and caught my wrist, drawing me between his knees so I was standing right in front of him. His fingers wrapped firmly around the narrow bones, warm and solid, the kind of grip he used when he wanted to make sure I didn’t drift away from him in a crowd. He tilted his head back to keep looking up at me.

“Why?” he asked, his thumb pressing lightly against the inside of my wrist. My pulse fluttered there, rapid under his touch. “Help me understand, Mel. Is this… punishment? A dare? Some kind of test to see if I’ll say no?”

I shook my head, hair shifting over my shoulders. “If I wanted to punish you, I wouldn’t be telling you exactly what I want,” I said. “And if it were a test, you already passed it by not running out of the room screaming.”

A tiny smile tugged at the corner of his mouth despite himself, then faded. His thumb stroked once, slow, over that tender skin. The simple touch made warmth spread up my arm.

“I’m serious,” he said. “Talk to me.”

I exhaled, feeling my shoulders sag with the weight of everything I’d been carrying around. “Because the thought of you and her together won’t leave me alone,” I admitted. “Because every time we hang out with her, I feel this… buzz between you two. This what-if that won’t stop humming. And instead of just sitting here pretending I don’t see it, pretending it doesn’t make me jealous and turned on and crazy all at the same time, I want to drag it into the light.”

I swallowed, feeling his gaze on my mouth as I spoke. “I want to see what you’re like with her. I want to see how she reacts to you. I want to know, in my bones, instead of just imagining it over and over.” My cheeks heated. “And yeah, I want to watch. I want to sit there and watch you touch someone else, kiss someone else, slide your hands over her body and see what that does to me.”

His fingers tightened involuntarily around my wrist. I heard the faint hitch of his breath, like the picture I was painting landed much lower than his chest. His knees pressed lightly against my thighs now; I could feel the heat of his body between them.

“You know I’d never do this without you asking,” he said. “Without you being absolutely sure.”

“I know,” I said. “That’s part of why I’m saying it this way. I’m not hinting, I’m not being coy, I’m not telling you to read my mind. I am literally standing over you telling you what I want you to do.” I let my gaze drop deliberately to the front of his joggers and back up again. “And from where I’m standing, your body doesn’t exactly hate the idea.”

He closed his eyes briefly, his grip on my wrist tightening for a second before he forced it to loosen. When he opened them again, they were darker, almost black around the edges. “You’re sure you won’t hate me?” he asked quietly. “After. When it’s real and not just this… idea in your head.”

“No. I wouldn’t be asking for this if I thought that was where it ended.”

He studied me for what felt like a long time, like he was weighing my words against all the years he’d known me. His hand slid from my wrist to my hip, fingers splaying over the curve there, warm through my jeans. That familiar weight made my heartbeat slow just a fraction, reminding me of all the nights his palm had rested there as he moved above me, all the mornings he’d held me close in the kitchen while coffee brewed.

The corner of his mouth twitched. “You’re going to kill me,” he said softly.

“Not before seven,” I replied.

His fingers flexed on my hip, drawing me half an inch closer. From this angle, I could see the line of his throat, the pulse beating under the skin there. I wanted to press my mouth to it, to taste the salt of his skin, to remind myself what was mine even as I offered to share it.

His eyes darkened further, his breath leaving him in a slow, uneven exhale. The hand on my hip slid around to the small of my back, pulling me closer until I felt the hard line of his arousal press against my lower belly through the soft jogger fabric. The contact stole a little gasp from me, my fingers tightening in his shirt.

“Then I guess I should… get ready,” he said, voice rough.

“Yeah,” I managed, my mind suddenly alive with a whole new set of images—of him showering, of him choosing what to wear for her, for us. “You should.”
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Jessica showed up ten minutes early, which felt like the kind of thing that only mattered because my nerves were already shot.

The doorbell rang while I was still in the kitchen pretending to fuss with the cheese board I’d made for absolutely no reason. My fingers tightened around the little knife, knuckles going white for a second. Chris glanced at me from where he was leaning against the counter with a beer, dressed exactly the way we’d talked about.

The black V-neck clung to his chest and shoulders, outlining the breadth of him, the defined line where his pecs met. The short sleeves hugged his biceps, the veins along his forearms visible where his skin stretched as he lifted the bottle to his mouth. Dark jeans sat low on his hips, clean and simple, the denim molding to the muscle in his thighs. I knew what he looked like under all of it, how warm his skin was, how the hair on his chest felt under my hand. Tonight, someone else was going to see that too.

“You okay?” he asked quietly.

“Yes,” I said, setting the knife down.

The wrap dress had seemed like a good idea when I’d put it on. Black, simple, the fabric soft and slinky as it crossed over my chest and tied at my waist. The neckline dipped low enough to show the gentle swell of my cleavage, the wrap pulling the material snug across my breasts. The skirt fell to mid-thigh and parted when I walked, flashing bare skin as the panels shifted. The thin belt tied at my hip, a bow I could undo with one tug.

Underneath, there was nothing. No panties, no bra. The cool brush of the fabric against my nipples had them tight and sensitive, aware of every movement, every change in temperature. The lack of anything between my skin and the dress made me feel exposed, hyper-aware of my own body. Every step reminded me of what I’d chosen, of how easy it would be for my own hands to slip under the neckline later, to tug the wrap aside.

Chris’s gaze dropped, skimming down the V of the dress, lingering for a beat where the fabric crossed over my chest. Heat rolled through me at the way his throat worked as he swallowed.

“You look… incredible,” he said, voice low.

“So do you,” I managed.

The doorbell rang again.

We moved toward the front door together, my bare thighs brushing against each other under the dress with every step. It made me feel strangely unsteady, like my center of gravity had shifted somewhere lower.

I reached the door first and took a breath before opening it.

Jessica stood there, framed by the porch light, and for a second the world narrowed to just the sight of her.

Her dress was red. It hugged her curves like it had been made for her, the thin straps revealing the smooth lines of her shoulders and collarbones. The neckline dipped in a soft V, not obscene but definitely not modest, showcasing the soft, full swell of her breasts.

Her hair was down, loose waves curling around her shoulders, catching the light when she moved. She’d done something smoky around her eyes, and her lipstick was the same family as the dress, a deep, velvety red that made her mouth look softer and fuller. A delicate gold chain glinted at her throat, disappearing between her breasts when she shifted.

“Wow,” I said before I could stop myself.

She laughed, nervous and breathy. “Too much?” she asked, glancing down at herself with a self-conscious little sweep of her hands.

Chris stepped up behind me, and I felt his body go taut. “No,” he said, a beat too fast. “Not too much at all.”

Jessica’s eyes flicked to his, and for a second something crackled there. Awareness, recognition. My stomach swooped. It wasn’t that she hadn’t looked at him like that before; it was that tonight, for the first time, I’d told him he could look back.

“Come in,” I said, stepping aside.

She brushed past me, the faint scent of her perfume washing over me as she did—warm and sweet, with something darker underneath.

Chris closed the door and followed us into the living room. For a moment, the three of us stood there in an awkward triangle, like we were trying to remember the choreography for a dance we’d never actually learned.

Jessica let out a little huff of a laugh. “So,” she said. “Here we are.”

“Here we are,” I echoed.

We made it through a few minutes of small talk—how work was, how traffic had been, whether she’d found the house okay.

I could feel my pulse in strange places—in the hollow of my throat, in the sensitive peaks of my nipples where the fabric brushed, in the low, throbbing ache between my legs. Every time Jessica’s gaze snagged on Chris’s mouth or the broad line of his shoulders, that ache sharpened. Every time his eyes drifted over the red dress and he dragged them back to her face, my chest tightened.

She sat on the end of the couch, crossing her legs so the hem of her dress slid a couple of inches higher, exposing more of her thigh. The smooth, pale skin caught my eye, and I found myself wondering what it would feel like under his hand. My hand. Whether it would be warm, whether the muscle would jump under my touch.

“You two look ridiculously good tonight, by the way,” she said, gesturing between us with her glass. “Like, unfairly good for a random Tuesday.”

“It’s not random,” I said before I could stop myself.

Her eyes met mine, and for a second everything else in the room went quiet. She knew. We all knew. That was the difference tonight. There were no unspoken crushes, no secret fantasies lurking only in my head. I had hauled them all out into the open and set them between us like another glass on the coffee table.

Chris cleared his throat. His hand settled on the back of the couch, close enough to brush Jessica’s shoulder if he shifted an inch. “Do you want to… sit down and talk?” he asked. “Before anything else.”

She nodded slowly. “Yeah,” she said. “Talking sounds good.”

I sat on the opposite end of the couch, the wrap of my dress opening slightly at my thigh as I crossed my legs and then pressed them together again. The air against my bare skin was cool, making me even more aware of how little I was wearing under the soft fabric. Chris took the armchair across from us, like a referee trying to position himself between two players.

We talked about boundaries, about honesty, about the fact that either of them could call it off at any moment and I’d respect that. My voice sounded almost calm to my own ears, even as my insides twisted. Jessica asked more questions—what it would mean for our friendship, what it would be like after, whether I’d ever be able to look at her without seeing him on top of her.

“Truthfully?” I said. “I don’t know. But I want to find out. And I’d rather find out with you than with some stranger I don’t trust.”

Chris listened, his gaze moving from her to me and back again. There was a tension in his jaw I recognized from big decisions, the kind he made at work when a deal could go either way. But this wasn’t a contract or a sale. This was our marriage, our bodies, our hearts on the table.

Eventually, the conversation settled into a quiet that wasn’t quite awkward, but wasn’t entirely comfortable either. We were on the far edge of talking, right up against the line where words stopped being enough.

I pushed myself up from the couch, smoothing my hands down the wrap of my dress. The skirt shifted, the panel falling a little to the side so that for a second, cool air kissed the bare skin high on my inner thigh. I felt exposed and powerful and terrified all at once.

“Should we go upstairs?” I asked. My voice wobbled just a little on the first word and steadied by the last.

Jessica stood more slowly, her red dress clinging to her as she rose. The movement made the neckline dip, the soft weight of her breasts shifting under the fabric. Chris’s gaze tracked the motion helplessly before he dragged it back up to her face. “Okay,” she said.

Chris pushed himself up. “Mel,” he said softly, one last check.

I walked over to him and slid my hand into his, our fingers linking. His palm was warm and slightly damp, the grip instinctive and firm. With my other hand, I reached out to Jessica. She looked down at our joined hands for a beat, then laced her fingers through mine.

“Okay,” I said, my heart pounding so hard I could feel it in my fingertips. “Let’s go.”

At the top of the stairs, the hallway stretched ahead, dim and quiet. I led them toward our room, every sense heightened.

By the time we reached the doorway, my whole body was humming, caught between dread and desire. I tightened my grip on their hands like they were the only things keeping me from floating away, and stepped over the threshold with both of them beside me.
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For a long, suspended moment, no one moved.

The three of us just stood there in our bedroom, our reflections multiplied in the dresser mirror and the dark TV screen, like some strange gallery of people who looked like us but didn’t quite fit into the old life we’d built. Jessica was near the end of the bed, red dress bright against the neutral comforter. Chris stood a few feet away from her, hands hanging uselessly at his sides, chest rising and falling a little faster than usual under his black V-neck.

They faced each other like they were on opposite sides of an invisible line, both clearly aware of it, both too stunned to step over.

“Hey,” he said finally, voice soft and awkward.

“Hey,” she echoed, fingers curling lightly at her sides.

The tension wound tighter with every second of them just looking at each other. I could hear my own heartbeat, feel the pulse pounding at the base of my throat and low in my belly. My skin felt too tight for my body, my dress suddenly both too much and nowhere near enough.

This was what I’d asked for. What I’d pushed us toward. And now that we were here, they were both so busy trying not to be the bad guy that nothing was happening.

I shifted my weight, the wrap of my dress sliding against my bare skin, and something snapped in me. Watching them hover in that careful limbo made me want to scream.

“Oh, for Christ’s sake,” I blurted, the words spilling out before I could polish them into something softer. “Kiss her.”

Their heads whipped toward me at the same time, eyes wide, like they’d both forgotten I was there. My cheeks flamed, but I didn’t look away. I stepped back toward the chair by the window, fingers brushing the armrest as I settled down, crossing my legs. The movement made the front of my dress part just a little, a whisper of cooler air against the inside of my bare thighs.

I tipped my chin toward Jessica. “Chris,” I said, more level this time. “Kiss her.”

He stood there for one more heartbeat, his jaw working like he was still searching for an argument that didn’t exist. Then he drew in a slow breath, flexing his hands at his sides. I watched the tendons stand out along the backs of them, watched his fingers spread and curl like he was waking them up.

“Okay,” he said quietly.

He took the few steps to close the distance between them. Jessica’s eyes stayed on his, wide and uncertain, but she didn’t move away. Up close, I could see the fine tremor in her shoulders, the way the red dress rose and fell over her ribs with each breath.

Chris lifted his hands, bringing them up to her face with a gentleness that made my chest ache. His large palms framed her jaw, thumbs resting lightly near the hinges, fingers slipping back into the soft weight of her hair. It was the same way he sometimes held my face when he wanted my full attention, when he was about to say something serious or kiss me like he meant it. Seeing him do it to her made my stomach drop and flutter at the same time.

“You okay?” he murmured.

“Yeah,” she breathed, lips parting slightly. “Are you?”

He gave a short, shaky laugh. “Not even a little.”

Then he leaned in.

The first press of his mouth against hers was slow and careful, his lips brushing hers in a testing, almost shy way. He pulled back a fraction, eyes half open like he was giving her one last chance to change her mind. She didn’t. She tilted her head and followed him forward, closing the gap again.

This time the kiss lingered. I watched his lips mold to hers, watched the way his upper lip dragged slightly against her lower one. Jessica’s fingers, which had been fisted loosely at her sides, lifted to his chest, flattening against the tight black fabric. Her shoulders softened, a tiny unwinding I could see even from across the room.

They kissed like that for a few breaths, slow and exploratory. Chris’s hands stayed on her face, thumbs stroking small arcs along her cheekbones. Her hands slid up over his chest, fingers spreading, feeling the firm plane beneath the cotton. When she made a small sound—half breath, half surprised little hum—I saw his shoulders tense and then settle, like the sound had flipped some internal switch.

The kiss deepened. His head angled, his mouth moving against hers more deliberately. I watched his jaw work, the faint play of muscle as he opened to her, as her lips parted for him. One of her hands slid higher, fingers curling around the back of his neck, pulling him closer. The other fisted into the front of his T-shirt, bunching the fabric over his sternum.

Seeing her grab his shirt like that did something to me. I’d felt that urge a thousand times, the need to drag him closer, to feel his weight and warmth pressed into me. Watching her act on it, watching his body respond by leaning into her, made heat sweep through me in a hot, embarrassed wave.

My hand drifted down, almost without conscious thought, smoothing over my knee and along the bare skin of my thigh. The wrap of the dress had fallen open a little when I sat, so my palm met skin, not fabric. My fingers traced idle circles above where the dress parted, restless and shaky. Every inch I skimmed over felt hyper-aware, tingling.

Chris’s hands slid from her face down the sides of her neck, thumbs brushing the tendons there, then continued lower, over the slope of her shoulders and down her arms. He gripped her lightly just above the elbows for a second, like he was anchoring himself, before letting his palms travel inward, over the narrow span of her waist. The red fabric pulled slightly under his touch, clinging to the curves he traced.

Jessica arched into him almost imperceptibly, her body molding closer. The kiss shifted from cautious to hungry. I could hear it now, the faint wet sound of lips moving together, the soft sigh she let out when his tongue teased her lower lip. Her hand left his shirt long enough to slide up into his hair, fingers threading through the dark strands at the back of his head, tugging him even nearer.

He responded with a low sound, almost a groan, and I watched his fingers dig into her waist, pulling her flush against him. Their bodies aligned—her softer curves pressing into his solid frame, the line of his thighs bracketed between hers. Even from where I sat, I could see the outline of his erection pushing against the front of his jeans, the denim stretched a little tighter over the prominent shape. The knowledge that it wasn’t for me this time, not directly, made my heart clench and my pulse trip all at once.

My hand slid a little higher along my thigh, the skin warm under my palm. The slick, nervous heat that had been simmering between my legs since the café felt amplified now, sharp and insistent. I pressed my lips together, watching as their mouths moved, as his tongue clearly found a rhythm with hers.

Without breaking the kiss, Chris’s hands shifted again, one splaying across the small of her back, the other sliding up her spine, fingertips grazing along the hidden line of her zipper. He hesitated there for half a heartbeat, thumb resting at the base of it, as if giving her a chance to pull away.

She didn’t. If anything, she leaned in harder, making a soft, eager sound against his mouth. Her fingers tightened in his hair, and I saw the little tremor that ran through his shoulders in response.

He lowered the zipper.

The soft rasp of it seemed impossibly loud in the room, punctuating the quiet hitch of their breaths. The red fabric loosened where it had been snug across her back. His palm slid back down, tracing the newly exposed skin, from her shoulder blades to the dimples just above the swell of her ass. I watched his fingers spread, watched his hand dip slightly to feel more of her, and my throat went dry.

Jessica shivered under his touch, the fine muscles in her back contracting. The top of the dress relaxed, the straps slipping a little on her shoulders. He broke the kiss long enough to look at her, his chest heaving, lips swollen and slightly parted. She blinked up at him, pupils blown, lipstick smudged. Her hands moved to the hem of his shirt, fingers sliding under the edge.

“Can I?” she asked, voice roughened.

He nodded, Adam’s apple bobbing, and lifted his arms. She tugged the T-shirt up, revealing inches of skin as she went—the soft trail of hair from his navel up to his chest, the defined line between his ribs and obliques, the breadth of his shoulders as the fabric dragged over them. The muscles in his stomach and chest flexed as he helped her, and I felt my mouth go dry at the sight of his bare torso, familiar and suddenly foreign all at once with someone else’s hands on it.

Jessica’s fingers skimmed over his chest once the shirt was off, exploring the contours there. She traced the light dusting of hair, drew invisible patterns over the muscle, her touch reverent and almost disbelieving. He shuddered, closing his eyes for a second like he needed to steady himself.

The red dress, half-unzipped, hung more precariously now. One strap slid farther down her arm, baring more of her shoulder, the curve of her upper chest. Chris reached out with his free hand and righted it gently, a small, instinctive gesture that made my heart clench even as it somehow made me ache deeper.

“You’re beautiful,” he murmured to her, his thumb brushing her shoulder where the strap had slipped.

A sharp spike of jealousy shot through me at the words. I had heard him say them to me countless times, in countless ways. Hearing him say them to her made something resentful curl in my gut. At the same time, the tenderness in his voice, the look in his eyes as he took her in, made the heat between my legs flare. I squeezed my thighs together, my hand pressing into the soft skin there, feeling my own pulse throbbing against my palm.

He bent to her again, kissing her slower this time, like he wanted to savor it. Their mouths moved together, more confident now, less hesitant. The hand on her back slid lower, fingers spreading over the newly bared expanse, feeling the warm skin where the dress had gaped. She arched into him, the straps slipping further until the top of the dress teetered on the edge of giving way.

Every nerve in my body felt alive, raw, tuned to them. To the sound of their breathing, the subtle wetness of their kisses, the soft hitch in Jessica’s voice when his hand slid just a fraction lower. Jealousy and want tangled together inside me, indistinguishable, until all that remained was the undeniable truth pulsing through my veins.

I wanted this. I wanted it even as it hurt, even as it terrified me. And watching them, bare skin and red fabric and familiar hands on unfamiliar curves, I couldn’t deny how deeply it turned me on.

For weeks I had wondered what it would look like if the chemistry between them finally came to life.

Now I knew.

Chris’s fingers slipped beneath the loose shoulders of Jessica’s dress and coaxed the crimson fabric down her arms. It pooled at her feet like spilled wine, revealing her soft skin and the black lace that cupped her breasts and hugged her hips. For a moment he simply stared, breathing hard enough that his chest rose and fell. I watched from my chair, heat prickling along the line where my wrap dress gaped across my thighs, and wondered if the tremor shaking his hands was nerves or want.

Jessica worked the button of his jeans with a confidence that made my pulse jump. She sank to her knees on the plush rug, the dim lamplight stroking the column of her neck. The sight was so intimate I had to press my ankles together. Chris’s zipper rasped open and his cock sprang free, thick, flushed, and already straining. Jessica’s lips parted in something between a gasp and a delighted sigh; she curled her fingers around the base, studying the length of him the way an art student might study a statue she planned to copy stroke for stroke.

Chris’s gaze flicked toward me—one quick look to be sure I was still there, still willing—before it dropped back to the woman kneeling at his feet. I met his eyes and gave a small nod. He exhaled, threaded his fingers through her dark hair, and guided her closer. The first brush of her mouth against the swollen head made his hips jerk, and a low guttural sound escaped him, half shock, half relief. Jessica hummed as though savoring the weight filling her mouth. The vibration traveled up through his body; I could see it in the sudden tension of his thighs and the way his free hand braced on her shoulder for balance.

I shifted, the silk of my dress whispering over bare skin. My breath caught at the electric contrast: cool air against the slick heat between my legs. I wasn’t supposed to feel this hungry watching my husband with another woman, yet every slow slide of her lips down his shaft sent another pulse of want through me. He had always been beautiful like this—head tipped back, lips parted, chest heaving—but seeing that beauty through Jessica’s eyes changed it, sharpened it, made it almost painfully erotic.

She worked him steadily, taking him deeper each time until her nose pressed against the trimmed hair at his base. Chris’s knees threatened to buckle. He stroked her cheek with the back of his knuckles, a silent plea for mercy or for more—I couldn’t tell. I imagined the wet heat surrounding him, the slick stretch of her throat, and my own body clenched in sympathy. I slid a hand beneath the wrap of my dress, fingers dipping into the slick proof of my arousal. The illicitness of touching myself while they were inches away made my cheeks burn, but it only added to the tight coil of pleasure low in my belly.

Chris looked at me again, eyes glassy. “Mel,” he whispered, voice ragged. The single syllable held gratitude, disbelief, and a desperate edge that told me how close he already was. I didn’t stop him. Instead, I let the dress fall completely open and leaned back so he could see my fingers moving in slow circles over my clit. His groan deepened, the sound vibrating through Jessica, who answered with a moan of her own, muffled by the length filling her mouth.

She drew back to catch her breath, saliva glistening along the underside of his cock, then licked a broad stripe from root to tip before swallowing him again. My thighs trembled. Chris’s hand tightened in her hair, hips rocking forward on instinct. The sight of him pushing deeper, of her lips stretched wide around him, pushed me to the edge; pleasure sparked behind my eyes and spread in warm waves that stole my breath. I bit my lower lip to keep from crying out, but the small, helpless sound that escaped was enough. Chris’s jaw clenched and his muscles locked.

“Jess—wait,” he choked, but Jessica only sucked harder, determined to take everything he offered. A broken curse tore from his throat. He pulsed in her mouth, and I watched the tension ripple up his abdomen as he spilled down her throat. Jessica swallowed twice, then eased back, pressing a kiss to the sensitive head before looking up at him with cheeks flushed and eyes shining.

Chris waited for his breath to steady before gripping Jessica’s shoulders, lifting her off the floor and into his arms as though she weighed nothing . She squealed and grabbed his shoulders, dark hair sliding over her flushed cheeks while he carried her the short distance to the bed. I trailed them, the wrap of my dress gaping at my hips, every teasing stroke of my fingers bringing me closer to the edge.

He set her down on the mattress edge and kicked away his jeans and briefs in one impatient motion. Freed, his cock had already begun to stir again, thickening against his thigh. Jessica’s gaze flicked lower, pupils blown wide, and she parted her knees just enough to tease him. Chris leaned in, kissing her hungrily as his fingers found the clasp of her bra. One twist and the black lace surrendered, sliding off her shoulders so her breasts spilled into the dim lamplight. He drew back to stare, breath catching, then rolled both nipples between his thumbs and forefingers. Jessica gasped, spine arching so those perfect curves pushed into his hands, and my own body clenched hard around my fingers.

“Beautiful,” he murmured against her mouth. He eased her onto her back, following her down until they were stretched lengthwise along the bed. Chris traced a slow, open-mouthed path from the hollow of her throat to the delicate flare of her ribcage, tasting each inch. Jessica writhed beneath him, fingers tunneling through his hair, breasts lifting with every shaky breath.

When he reached the band of her panties he hooked them with both thumbs. The black fabric, damp where it met her softness, slipped down her legs and off her feet. He kissed the inside of her knee, then nudged her thighs farther apart until she lay open for him, glistening in the warm light. The sight hit me like a physical jolt. I slid two fingers between my own folds, thrusting shallowly while the slick sound of her need filled the room. Chris settled on his knees between Jessica’s parted legs, shoulders broad and patient, eyes dark with intent. He spread her wider still, thumbs brushing the damp silk of her inner thighs, and lowered his head as though answering a prayer. I matched the motion with my hand, hips rocking, utterly undone by the privilege of witnessing the moment he tasted her for the first time.

Chris’s shoulders flexed as he worked his mouth over her slick pussy. Her back arched, fingertips sliding into his hair. The lamp threw dappled gold across the bed, catching the sheen on his lips each time he lifted to breathe before diving back with renewed purpose. Jessica trembled, breath snagging when his tongue circled just right, and the memory of how gently he’d undressed her—how reverently he’d peeled that red dress from her body—rose in my mind like a fresh pulse of heat.

Her moan broke on a gasp. “Chris—oh—don’t stop.” The words spilled in run-on rushes, every syllable vibrating through him into the mattress. He answered with a low hum that made his shoulders tighten, and the vibration pushed Jessica over the edge. Her thighs clamped around his head, heels digging into the blanket, fingers fisting his hair as she convulsed with a sharp cry that etched itself behind my ribs. I felt the climax ripple through her before I saw it, the way her abdomen fluttered and her voice went ragged, and I bit my lip to keep from echoing the sound.

When the tremors eased, Chris pressed one last lingering kiss to her swollen folds, then rose onto his knees. I watched the hard line of him sway upward, already thick again, flushed dark against the pale plane of his abdomen. Jessica’s eyes widened, equal parts awe and nerves—two inexperienced lovers meeting for a first forbidden try, even though we all knew better. He cupped her cheek with one hand and steadied himself with the other, head of his cock brushing her entrance in a tentative nudge that made them both breathe faster.

“Tell me if you need me to slow down,” he murmured.

“I want you,” she answered, voice rough but sure.

My own voice joined theirs, low and urgent. “Take her, baby. She’s ready.” The encouragement fell from my throat on a husky note I hardly recognized as my own, but I couldn’t have swallowed it even if I’d tried.

Chris pushed forward by small degrees, inch after careful inch, until he was seated fully inside her. Jessica’s lips parted around a silent oh, palms sliding up his arms to anchor herself. He paused, shoulders trembling, and for one suspended moment the three of us simply noticed how full the room felt—her tight warmth around him, my pulse thundering in my ears, his chest brushing hers as he breathed.

Then instinct eclipsed caution. Chris drew back and rocked in again with a slow, measured stroke. Jessica lifted into him, legs climbing around his waist so her heels rested above the curve of his backside. The change opened her wider, letting him sink deeper, and his next thrust knocked a broken moan from both of them. I watched every movement closely while I curled my fingers just right, climbing dangerously close to my own release.

Each slide grew bolder, the slap of skin on skin punctuating the breathy hush of the room. He gripped her hips, thumbs digging into the soft flare, and pulled her back to meet every forward drive until the gentle pump turned into a rough, hungry cadence. Jessica’s head tipped against the pillow, dark hair fanning out, mouth open as she chased each jolt of pleasure. The sight of my husband pistoning into another woman should have sparked jealousy; instead it unraveled me, pleasure winding tighter with every buck of his hips.

Chris bent to capture Jessica’s mouth, swallowing her cry when he thrust particularly deep. Then he dragged his lips along the swell of her breast, tongue flicking over one taut nipple before closing his mouth around it. Jessica’s back bowed, fingers scrambling for purchase along his shoulders, and her answering whimper vibrated through my own bones. He sucked hard, rolling the peak against his tongue while driving into her with a pace that would have bruised a less eager partner.

I couldn’t keep quiet. “God, that’s it—watch her, baby—she’s so close.” My voice cracked under the weight of my own impending climax. Chris glanced sideways, eyes glazed, and the raw heat in his gaze shoved me past the brink. Pleasure speared through me, bright and hot, and I clenched around my own fingers with a muffled cry that mingled with Jessica’s rising keens.

Her climax chased mine a heartbeat later. She tightened around him, nails biting into his skin, thighs trembling as she pulsed around his thrusting length. The sensation wrenched a deep groan from Chris; his rhythm faltered, hips jerking as release ripped through him.

Chris’s final thrust shuddered through him, and a deep, cracked groan slipped from his throat as he emptied himself inside Jessica. A beat later he eased his hips back, withdrawing in a slow slide that left both of them gasping. I watched, transfixed, as his thick release slipped from the swollen lips of her pussy in glossy threads that clung for a moment before gravity coaxed them down toward the bed. The sight felt impossibly intimate, a living echo of everything I had only fantasized about weeks ago at that noisy reunion where this triangle first sparked.

Heat licked across my cheeks, but it wasn’t embarrassment. It was a greedy, pulsing need to taste every lingering trace of what they had just shared. I crawled up between Jessica’s parted legs, the mattress dipping under my knees while Chris—still breathing hard—braced himself on one arm to give me space. Up close the scent hit me first: salt, musk, faint perfume, and something sweeter that was purely her. I stroked my hands along the backs of her thighs, encouraging them wider, then lowered my mouth to the glossy spill decorating her folds.

My tongue made first contact in a gentle sweep that gathered the thick dew beading at her entrance. Jessica trembled, a choked gasp escaping her as I chased the mixture of us along her warm skin. I licked deeper, dragging the flat of my tongue from the base of her slit to the swollen bud peeking from its hood, savoring the bright tang of her arousal softened by the creamy slick Chris had left inside her. She tasted like heat and surrender. Behind me I felt the bed shift as Chris sat up; the weight of his gaze on my bare shoulders added another jolt of pleasure, and I pressed closer, flicking the tip of my tongue over that tender pearl until Jessica arched with a breathless cry.

When I finally lifted my head, a fine sheen coated my lips and chin. My heart hammered as I met Chris’s eyes. He looked wrecked—hair disheveled, chest still heaving—but an ember of wonder burned behind the fatigue. “How do you feel?” he whispered, voice raw.

“Fucking amazing,” I said, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand before giving Jessica’s thigh a playful squeeze. “I want to do it again.”

Chris’s answering laugh was shaky, incredulous, but as his gaze drifted down to Jessica’s body sheathed in post-orgasmic glow, hunger replaced doubt. His cock, gleaming at the tip, was already beginning to thicken again. Jessica brushed her fingers over his knee, silent invitation blazing in her eyes. He reached to stroke her cheek, and within seconds the three of us were moving like a single restless current—Jessica rolling onto her side, me sliding behind her to cup her breasts while Chris positioned himself once more between her legs.

The second round was slower. I held Jessica against me, my palm splayed over the fluttering beat of her heart, while Chris sheathed himself inside her with careful, rolling thrusts. Each stroke pushed soft whimpers from her throat and sent vibrations through my arm where it curled around her ribs. When her climax broke, she clenched around him in pulsing waves that dragged him over the edge again. His low moan merged with her sharper cry, and I swallowed both sounds with an open-mouthed kiss to Jessica’s shoulder.

A third round blurred into a fourth. Positions shifted—Chris on his back with Jessica riding him while I kissed her flushed cheeks, then me straddling her face while he thrust from behind. Our sweat dampened the sheets and streaked our skin. Time unraveled; only touch and breath mattered. By the end my body hummed with small aftershocks every time one of them brushed my oversensitive skin.

At last exhaustion trumped desire. We tumbled sideways in a tangled heap, limbs sliding until we found the easy fit of bodies that suddenly felt designed for this arrangement. Jessica lay in the center on her back, chest rising and falling with languid breaths. Chris curled along her right side, an arm draped possessively over her stomach. I nestled against her left, my thigh thrown over hers while my fingers traced idle shapes along the faint marks Chris’s stubble had left on her collarbone.

I drew a slow inhale, letting Jessica’s scent fill my lungs, and pressed a lazy kiss to the curve where her shoulder met her neck. “You were perfect,” I murmured against her skin.

Jessica turned her head, dark hair sliding across the pillow. Her smile was soft, almost shy in the aftermath. “Thank you for letting me have him,” she said, voice husky with fatigue and lingering awe.

“He’s yours,” I told her, meeting Chris’s raised eyebrows over her torso. The words surprised even me with how natural they felt. “Any time you want. As long as I get to watch.” My pulse skipped, waiting for disagreement, but all I saw in their faces was a matching spark—anticipation and relief entwined.

“I’d like that,” Jessica breathed.

Chris smoothed his hand over Jessica’s stomach, then reached across to lace his fingers with mine. “So would I,” he said, and the warm candor in his tone made something inside me loosen and bloom.

Silence settled, thick but contented, broken only by the hum of the ceiling fan and our steadying breaths. I ran my thumb over the back of Chris’s knuckles, feeling the slow thud of his pulse echoing mine, and let my eyes drift shut. My last waking thought was that desire had rewritten the rules of our marriage tonight, and—surprisingly—I felt safer, not threatened, beneath the new script.

I fell asleep with a smile curving my lips, cradled between the soothing bass of Chris’s heartbeat on one side and the sweet, faint scent of Jessica’s skin on the other, already certain that when morning light spilled across these rumpled sheets, none of us would regret the lines we’d crossed.
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Sunlight woke me before the alarm did.

It slipped in around the edges of the blinds, soft and golden, washing over the tangled heap of bodies we’d made of ourselves sometime in the night. For a moment I didn’t move. I just lay there and let my brain catch up to my body, staring at the unfamiliar pattern of Jessica’s dark hair fanned out across Chris’s arm.

Chris’s chest rose and fell slowly beneath my cheek. His skin was warm, faintly salty, the steady thud of his heartbeat a low, familiar drum under my ear. On his other side, Jessica was curled toward him, one leg thrown over his hips, her knee resting against my thigh so the three of us were slotted together like we’d been assembled on purpose.

Last night came back in pieces. I waited for the guilt to hit. For the sharp, ice-cold spike of shame I’d been so sure would come once the adrenaline wore off. For jealousy, or panic, or some deep moral hangover.

Instead, what washed through me was something else entirely.

Contentment.

My body ached in places I hadn’t expected, a pleasant, used soreness along my thighs and lower back. But under that, there was this deep, steady sense of rightness. Like something in our lives had finally shifted into the place it had been trying to reach for a long time.

Chris stirred beneath me, his arm tightening around my shoulders in a sleepy reflex before he blinked his eyes open. He squinted at the light for a second, then looked down at me. The corners of his mouth lifted in a slow, disbelieving smile.

“Morning,” he said, his voice rough with sleep.

“Morning,” I murmured.

He glanced past me, toward Jessica. She was still out, lips parted just slightly, dark lashes resting against her cheeks. In the unforgiving honesty of morning light, she should have looked wrecked. Instead, she looked… soft. Younger, somehow. Her hand was spread over his stomach, fingers splayed like even in sleep she didn’t want to lose contact with him.

The sight made my chest feel warmer, fuller, like someone had gently pried my ribs apart so my heart had more room to move.

Chris’s gaze came back to me, searching my face in that careful way he had when he was worried but didn’t want to spook me by saying it out loud.

“You okay?” he asked quietly.

I actually thought about it, testing each part of myself for cracks.

Surprisingly, everything felt solid. The little pockets of fear I’d been carrying around for weeks—about what this would do to us, about what it would say about me—felt drained out, replaced by something steady and strange and bright.

“Yeah,” I said. “I’m okay.”

His shoulders relaxed under my cheek. “Good.”

Jessica shifted then, a small, sleepy sound catching in her throat as she rolled onto her back. Her knee brushed higher along my thigh, skin slipping against skin. She blinked at the ceiling for a second, then turned her head. When her eyes found both of us watching her, she smiled.

“Hey,” she said, voice low and raspy.

“Hey,” Chris answered.

I swallowed a laugh at how shy he sounded, considering everything.

“Morning,” I added.

Jessica propped herself up on one elbow, the sheet sliding down just far enough to show the line of her collarbone and the faint marks Chris’s mouth had left there. Under any other circumstances I would have looked away out of politeness. Now I let myself look, openly, and my stomach did that odd little flip it had done last night when I first saw her dress on the floor.

“How do you guys feel?” she asked.

I glanced at Chris. He looked just as dazed as I felt, but there was no regret in his face. Just a sort of stunned happiness that made him look younger.

“Like I got hit by a good truck,” he said.

Jessica laughed, the sound warm and unguarded. Her gaze slid to me then, concern flickering at the edges. “And you?”

I exhaled slowly. “Weirdly great.”

Her shoulders dropped a fraction in relief. “Okay, good. Because if either of you had woke up and started freaking out, I’d have climbed out that window.”

She nodded toward the small window over the dresser. We all looked at it. It was barely big enough for a teenager to squeeze through, much less a grown woman.

I snorted. “You would’ve gotten stuck halfway and we’d have had to call the fire department.”

“Worth the attempt,” she said, grinning.

The three of us smiled at each other, and something about that moment—messy hair, morning breath, shared joke—knocked me sideways a little. Last night had been wild and charged and surreal. This felt simple. Easy. Like waking up after a sleepover with people you’d loved for years instead of something you were supposed to be ashamed of.

I shifted and became aware of how hungry I was.

“What time is it?” I asked.

Chris reached for his phone on the nightstand, careful not to jostle Jessica too much.

“Almost nine,” he said.

“Figures,” I muttered. “My body always wakes up in time to nag me about breakfast.”

Jessica rolled onto her back and stretched her arms over her head, muscles lengthening in a way that drew both our eyes for a second.

“Is that your stomach I hear?” she said. “Or mine?”

“Probably both,” I admitted.

“Then I vote we feed them,” she said firmly. “I make a mean scramble.”

Chris raised an eyebrow. “Are you saying you’re going to cook for us after… all that?”

Jessica shrugged one bare shoulder, completely unbothered. “I grew up in a big family. Breakfast is how we bless the chaos.”

She swung her legs over the side of the bed and stood up without a hint of self-consciousness, grabbing the shirt Chris had abandoned last night and pulling it over her head. It hung mid-thigh on her, loose and soft and obscenely intimate. For a second I just watched her move around our bedroom in his clothes, the three coffee mugs on the dresser, the rumpled sheets, all of it layered together in my brain as a picture I wanted to keep.

Then I forced myself upright, tugging the wrap dress back into place and tying the belt more securely.

We went downstairs together.

It should have been awkward. Jessica barefoot in his T-shirt. Me in my hastily-tied dress. Chris still a little unsteady, running a hand through his hair as we stepped into the kitchen that had, until last night, only ever held two toothbrushes and one set of routines.

But it wasn’t.

Jessica moved easily through the space, opening cabinets like she’d been there a hundred times. She found the skillet on her second try. Chris got eggs and vegetables out of the fridge without being asked. I filled the coffee maker and started a pot, the familiar gurgle and smell wrapping around us like a reassurance that this was still our house, our life, just with one more heartbeat in it this morning.

“Tell me where you keep the spices,” Jessica said over her shoulder.

“Cabinet to your left,” I answered automatically.

She opened it and whistled. “Damn, you guys are organized.”

“That’s all Melanie,” Chris said, cracking eggs into a bowl. “I’m the chaos.”

“He’s a disaster who knows how to load a dishwasher,” I corrected. “I kept him.”

Jessica laughed, sliding in beside him at the counter. Their shoulders brushed. Neither of them flinched. I watched the little point of contact, waiting for the stab of jealousy that had always lived in my imagination.

Instead, I felt… included in it. Like their ease with each other somehow expanded to cover me too. Chris glanced over his shoulder at me, as if checking, and I gave him a small smile.

We slipped into a rhythm, the three of us. Jessica whisked eggs and chopped onions. Chris manned the pan, stirring, making sure nothing burned. I sliced strawberries and bananas, arranging them in a bowl that was way too pretty to waste on an ordinary morning. The conversation stayed light—jokes about our total lack of hangovers, about who had snored, about how we were going to explain it to the neighbors if anyone had heard anything.

“Do you think Mrs. Garrison heard us? You said she was a little crazy, right?” Jessica asked, eyes dancing.

“If she did, she probably added it to her prayer list,” I said.

“She’s been trying to save my soul for five years,” Chris added dryly.

Jessica bumped his hip with hers. “Too late now.”

He smiled at her, that soft, unguarded smile that used to be mine alone. For a heartbeat, an old instinct stirred in my chest. The impulse to pull him closer, to mark that smile as mine again.

Then Jessica turned that same warmth on me, sliding the finished scramble onto three plates.

“Sit,” she said. “Both of you. I’m playing host this morning.”

Chris and I obeyed, taking our usual spots at the small kitchen table. Jessica joined us with her own plate, sliding into the third chair like it had always been there. The food smelled incredible. When I took the first bite, I almost moaned.

“Okay, this is rude,” I said around a mouthful. “You can’t sleep with my husband and then cook better than me.”

She laughed. “You made coffee. We’re even.”

Chris took a bite and closed his eyes for a second. “Marry me,” he said automatically.

Both Jessica and I froze, then looked at each other and burst out laughing at the same time. Chris’s eyes flew open, horror and amusement warring in his expression.

“I did not mean—” he began.

“I know what you meant,” I said, still laughing. “Relax.”

Jessica grinned, cheeks flushed. “You’re lucky your wife has a sense of humor.”

He shook his head, but there was relief in his eyes. “Luckiest man alive, apparently.”

We kept eating. Somewhere between the second and third cup of coffee, my brain registered the way Chris’s hand rested on Jessica’s knee under the table, thumb brushing absent circles against her skin. Jessica’s bare foot nudged my ankle, a small, unconscious touch that made my heart squeeze.

There was no script for this.

No rulebook for how to talk about the fact that we’d crossed a line most couples never even approached. But when Chris’s gaze lifted to meet mine and Jessica leaned her shoulder lightly against my arm, it didn’t feel like we were standing on the edge of a cliff anymore.

All I felt was love.

I reached under the table and laced my fingers through Chris’s free hand, then let my knee lean into Jessica’s. The three of us were connected in a triangle of touch that felt as natural as breathing.

“Is it weird that this feels… normal?” I asked quietly.

Jessica looked at me, then at Chris, her expression soft. “It doesn’t feel weird to me,” she said. “It feels kind of… right.”

Chris squeezed my hand. “Same,” he said simply.

I let that settle in my chest, warm and solid.

We finished breakfast, talking about nothing and everything, the way people do when there’s no storm hanging over their heads. Outside, the neighborhood went about its Saturday morning—dogs being walked, kids riding bikes, Mrs. Garrison probably watering her roses and praying for us.

Inside, at our small kitchen table, there was no jealousy. No fear. Just three people sharing coffee and eggs and the quiet, stunned realization that we weren’t just a married couple with a façade to upkeep.

We were something else. Something that felt, like home.
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