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The elevator doors opened and Finn said, "Nice hotel. Who's paying?"

Luke said, "You are," and wheeled my bag in before I could reach it.

That was them in two sentences. I'd had almost a year to study this dynamic and I still found it clarifying somehow, the way Luke just handled things and Finn stood there looking like handling things was beneath him, even when it wasn't. Especially when it wasn't.

"I'm serious," Finn said, following us in. "The conference rate would have been half this."

"There is no conference rate. It's a wedding."

"There's always a conference rate if you're willing to lie a little."

I looked at Luke. Luke looked at me. We'd had this exact elevator experience before, except usually it was over text while Finn was in another state entirely and somehow still in our business.

The Chicago skyline stood unreasonably outside the lobby windows. I'd caught a glimpse coming in from the cab of that late-afternoon light that turns buildings gold and makes you feel like the city is performing specifically for you. I'd wanted to stop and look at it. I had not stopped and looked at it because Finn had been in the middle of a story about airport security that I was not going to abandon mid-sentence regardless of how good the light was.

This was the thing about Finn. You couldn't look away, even when you wanted to.

I'd figured that out the first time Luke introduced us, maybe four weeks into what I'd already privately decided was going to be a relationship worth rearranging my life for. We'd met at a bar near Luke's apartment. Finn had been late. His pretty girlfriend at the time had been checking her phone for twenty minutes by the time he walked in, which told me something about that situation. He'd sat down across from me, looked at Luke, then looked at me, and said, "Okay, I get it," like Luke had been defending a position he'd been skeptical of and had just been proven wrong.

I'd thought about that sentence for longer than I'd ever admitted to anyone, including myself.

I'd always been a relationship person. Crushes became boyfriends if I was lucky, memories if I wasn't, but they never stayed suspended in between. Every man I'd ever slept with had first become someone I'd imagined keeping. That wasn't morality so much as habit. My heart had always insisted on permanence before it agreed to anything else. Which meant whatever I'd felt sitting across from Finn that first night couldn't possibly be attraction. I'd already chosen Luke.

"Room 412," Luke said, handing me the key card. He kissed the side of my head. "You're going to love the view."

"You haven't seen the view."

"Bree." He said it like he was testing whether I'd believe him just because he used my name. "Trust me on this one."

This was also a Luke thing. Pre-loving things on my behalf. I found it absurd and completely devastating in equal measure, which was more or less my experience of him generally.

Finn got 410. He looked at his key card, then at ours, then said nothing, which meant he was doing math.

* * *

The rooms were adjoining.

I noticed the door before I noticed anything else. The heavy connecting door between 412 and 410 fit into the wall like it was trying to be furniture. Luke noticed me noticing it.

"Want me to lock it?" he asked.

"Why would you lock it?"

He shrugged. Did the thing where he almost smiled. "Maybe Finn sleepwalks?"

I looked at the door another second. Then I looked at the skyline, the buildings stacked up against a sky that hadn't decided yet what color it wanted to be, and decided I didn't need to have a feeling about a door.

Finn knocked on it three minutes later.

"It's open," Luke called.

"So I see." He leaned in the frame and looked around our room like he was appraising a property he'd already decided not to buy. "Yours is bigger."

"Ours has two people in it. And size doesn't matter."

"Deeply unfair." His eyes moved to me. "Nice outfit, by the way. Is that what you're wearing to the wedding?"

I was in jeans and a t-shirt. I'd been in jeans and a t-shirt since six that morning.

"I'm saving my dress for later," I said.

"From what?"

"From you seeing it before I'm ready for anyone to see it."

An expression moved across his face that I declined to look at too closely. I'd spent almost a year not examining that feeling. I wasn't about to start in a Chicago hotel doorway.

"Fair enough," he said. Then, to Luke: "Dinner before? There's a place two blocks over with a sixty-dollar steak that I will also not be paying for."

Luke said, "I'll pay for your steak."

Finn said, "I know you will," and disappeared back through the door.

I sat on the edge of the bed and listened to the muffled evidence of him existing on the other side of the wall. I heard the occasional thud of a bag, the TV flicking on for three seconds and then off, movement that was just slightly too much for a single person to generate quietly. Luke was hanging up his garment bag and pretending not to notice that I was sitting still.

"You okay?" he asked.

"Always," I said.

He smiled over his shoulder. The kind of smile that made me feel like I'd given the right answer even when I hadn't been entirely sure what the question was.

Outside the window, Chicago went dark by degrees, lights coming on in windows that had no idea they were being watched. I made a note to look at it properly later. When I had a free minute. When I wasn't thinking about anything in particular.

The door between the rooms was still open.

I didn't get up and close it. I changed into my dinner dress in the bathroom, which was distinct from my wedding reception dress.

The sixty-dollar steak turned out to be worth it, which Finn acknowledged by saying nothing and eating all of it.

We'd found a corner table, the kind that feels like the restaurant did you a personal favor. Chicago outside the window, dark now, the lake somewhere beyond the buildings doing whatever lakes do when no one's watching. Luke had ordered wine without making a production of it, which remained one of my favorite things about him. Some men treat a wine list like a performance. Luke just picked something good.

"So," Finn said, cutting into the last third of his steak. "Rehearsal dinner was last night. We missed the rehearsal dinner."

"We weren't invited to the rehearsal dinner," Luke said.

"I know. I'm just noting that we missed it."

"Do you wish we'd been invited?"

Finn considered this with seriousness. "No. I'm just building context."

I topped off my own wine. "For what?"

"For my theory that Moses has no idea what he's getting into tomorrow."

Moses was the groom. I'd met him twice: once at a group thing Luke had brought me to early in our relationship, once at a birthday thing six months later. Both times he'd seemed like a man whose confidence outran his competence. His fiancée, soon to be wife, was named Caitlin. She had her life completely together. I'd decided within ten minutes of meeting her that she knew exactly what she was getting into.

"Caitlin knows," I said.

"Caitlin absolutely knows," Finn agreed. "That's what I find interesting about the whole enterprise."

Luke said, "Some people just love someone and get married."

Finn looked at him for a second. Not unkindly. "Yeah," he said. "Some people do."

An unspoken understanding passed between them that I didn't have full translation rights to. I'd grown used to it, the private shorthand of men who'd known each other since they were nineteen and had presumably done a lot of things they summarized differently in retrospect. Luke and Finn had a decade of context I'd only ever seen the edges of. It didn't bother me exactly. It was more like standing outside a building and knowing there were rooms you hadn't been in yet.

I drank my wine and let it pass.

* * *

We walked back to the hotel after, the three of us taking up the sidewalk in a manner that required mild negotiation with oncoming pedestrians. Chicago at night was louder than Chicago at dusk, more sure of itself. I liked it. I liked being somewhere that wasn't our regular life for forty-eight hours.

Finn was in the middle of a story about a work thing that had gone sideways in a way that was either very funny or a genuine HR situation, and I was laughing before he got to the part that was supposed to be funny because that was the other thing about Finn: he understood that the structure of a story was half the joke. Luke walked on my other side with his hand at the small of my back.

"Wait," I said. "She actually cc'd the entire floor?"

"Entire floor," Finn confirmed. "Forty-two people. Including, memorably, the man she was describing."

"What did he do?"

"Replied all."

I stopped walking. "He did not."

"He replied all." Finn's expression was one of profound appreciation for the chaos of other people's lives. "The subject line of his reply was just: Noted."

Luke was already laughing. I caught it from him the way you catch things from someone you've slept next to for a year, the laugh landing in my chest before I'd even processed the joke.

"I would have quit," I said. "On the spot. I would have walked out."

"Three people did."

"Good for them."

"Two of them came back the next day."

"Less good for them."

Finn looked at me sideways. There was something in it, not the work story anymore, just a half-second of something else that dissolved before I could identify it. He looked back at the sidewalk.

"You would have been the one who didn't come back," he said.

"Obviously."

"That tracks."

* * *

Back in the room, Luke was in the bathroom and I was sitting at the little desk by the window in my jeans and t-shirt, shoes off, looking at Chicago doing its nighttime thing. The adjoining door was still open. I could hear Finn's TV, something low, not music, maybe a game. The comfortable sound of another person nearby without the obligation of their full attention.

I thought about what Finn had said at dinner. Some people just love someone and get married. Not about Moses and Caitlin. The way he'd said it and then looked at Luke.

I thought about the setup date. A year ago, maybe, when Luke and I had only been together a couple of months and I'd thought that Finn needed someone. That it would be good.

Finding him a girlfriend had seemed like the responsible thing to do. Finn deserved someone. More importantly, I deserved to stop noticing him. Women like me didn't quietly collect crushes while happily in love. That wasn't the kind of story I wanted to tell about myself.

She'd texted me after: nice guy, not for me. Finn had told Luke, who had told me: she wasn't as fun and hot as you.

I'd laughed when Luke told me. I'd also, in the privacy of my own brain, held that sentence up to the light for longer than was strictly necessary.

Luke came out of the bathroom in just his pants, running a hand through his hair. He looked at me looking out the window.

"What are you thinking about?" he asked.

"Nothing," I said, which was true in the way that a held breath is honest.

He came over and bent down and kissed the top of my head. "Get some sleep. Big day tomorrow."

"It's not our big day."

"All wedding days are big days. Sympathy big days."

I smiled up at him. He kissed me properly then, the kind of kiss that didn't need to go anywhere. Just its own thing. Complete. I put my hand on his jaw and stayed there for a second.

"Hey," I said.

"Hey," he said back.

From next door, Finn's TV murmured indistinctly. The city pressed against the glass. Luke straightened up and went to turn off the lamp, and I sat there one more moment in the half-dark, looking at the open door, thinking about rooms I hadn't been in yet.

Then I got up and went to bed.

I did not close the door.

* * *

The dress was navy, with a cut that looked simple until you noticed how much work it was doing. I'd bought it three weeks ago specifically because of the way Luke's face did something complicated when I tried it on in the dressing room mirror via FaceTime, a complication I'd been looking forward to recreating in person ever since.

It worked. He stood in the doorway between our rooms. The door had apparently just lived open now, an established fact of the suite. He looked at me the way you look at weather you weren't warned about.

"Say something," I said.

"I forgot the English language," he said. "Happens sometimes when you look like a problem I'd change my major for."

"That's not really a sentence."

"I'm aware."

Finn appeared behind him in a suit that fit too well to have been a last-minute decision, adjusting a cufflink with the focus of someone who'd practiced this exact gesture in a mirror. He looked at me, looked at Luke's face, and said, "Oh, we're not going to make it to the ceremony."

"We're making it to the ceremony," Luke said, not moving.

"Your face suggests otherwise."

"My face is fine."

"Your face looks like a man reconsidering his commitment to punctuality."

I laughed, which broke whatever spell the doorway had briefly contained us in, and Luke shook his head like he was shaking off water and reached for his jacket. I caught my reflection in the mirror on my way past: navy dress, hair I'd spent forty minutes on and was already forgetting about, the glow you get from being looked at like that by someone you've chosen to keep. I felt good. I felt like Chicago had agreed to be kind to us today.

* * *

The church was old in the way Chicago does old: limestone and good bones, stained glass throwing color across the pews in patches that moved while you weren't looking at them. We got seats four rows back, which Finn negotiated us into by simply walking forward with the confidence of someone who'd never once in his life worried about taking the wrong seat. Luke sat to my left. Finn sat to my right. I was, structurally speaking, between them, which I noted and then let it go, the way you note a stray thread on a sweater and decide it isn't worth pulling.

The processional started. Caitlin's bridesmaids came down the aisle in a shade of green that should not have worked and somehow did, and then Caitlin herself, and the entire room took a collective intake of breath like everyone present had personally been hoping she'd look exactly like that.

Luke found my hand without looking. He did this often enough that it had stopped feeling like an event and started feeling like a fact. Luke's hand finds mine. That's simply how it worked now. His thumb moved once across my knuckles. I looked at him. He wasn't looking at me; he was looking at the front of the church, eyes a little soft, and I understood with total clarity that he was thinking about us, about a year from approximately yesterday on the calendar, about some version of this exact scene with different music.

I glanced at him without turning my head, the practiced skill of looking at someone you're trying not to be caught looking at. He had his hands folded, jaw set in an expression adjacent to both bored and moved. He felt me look. He always seemed to feel it, which was its own small unsettling fact I'd filed away months ago and never examined further.

He leaned in slightly. "You good?" Barely a whisper.

"I'm good."

"You looked like you were having a moment."

"I was having a moment about my own boyfriend. At a wedding. Normal moment."

"Didn't say it wasn't normal." A beat. "Just clocking it."

I didn't ask him what he meant by that either. The list of things I wasn't asking Finn was getting long enough to need its own filing system.

* * *

The officiant was someone's uncle, ordained online for the occasion, a detail Finn had relayed with delight during cocktail prep. He'd opted for a reading that ran long and leaned hard into metaphor. Something about anchors. Something about harbors. I felt the room's attention start to drift somewhere around the second nautical comparison, and beside me Finn went very rigid, working extremely hard not to laugh.

"Anchors," he murmured, almost inaudible, mostly to himself.

"Stop."

"I didn't say anything."

"You're about to."

"He's really committing to the boat thing."

I bit the inside of my cheek. Across the aisle someone's grandmother dabbed at her eyes, fully moved by the boat metaphor, and the contrast, her tears, Finn's barely contained hysteria eight inches from my ear, undid me completely. I had to look down at the program in my lap and pretend to be reading the order of the ceremony, shoulders shaking in a way I hoped looked like emotion and not what it actually was.

Luke glanced over, caught the state of us, and grinned. Not annoyed, just included, the look that means I see what's happening and I'm choosing not to intervene. He squeezed my hand once, which I understood to mean hold it together, and turned his attention back to the front before his own composure went the same direction ours had.

The reading ended. The room exhaled. Caitlin and Moses exchanged vows that were, by contrast, genuinely lovely. Personal and a little funny, the kind of vows that told you they'd actually written them themselves instead of pulling from a template, and I felt my throat do the thing it does at weddings regardless of how well I know the people involved. There's something about watching two people promise things out loud in front of witnesses. It gets you even when you're trying not to let it.

I thought, again, about Luke. About what it would be like to stand at the front of a room like this and say true things to him in front of people who loved us both.

I didn't let myself finish the thought. It didn't scare me, not exactly. But some thoughts deserve privacy even from yourself, set down gently and picked back up later, somewhere quieter than a pew between your boyfriend and his best friend.

The officiant pronounced them married. The room stood. Somewhere a string quartet started playing a triumphant tune, and Finn, recovered now, leaned over one more time as we rose.

"For the record," he said, "I held it together better than you did."

"You absolutely did not."

"I have no proof either way. I consider that a win."

Luke laughed, took my hand properly this time, and the three of us filed out into the bright cut of Chicago afternoon, already talking about whether the cocktail hour would have the good kind of crab cakes or the sad frozen kind, already moving toward whatever the rest of the day was going to be.

I didn't know yet. I was about to find out it was going to be considerably more than crab cakes.

* * *

The reception was at a venue that had clearly once been a warehouse and had been convinced, through significant financial intervention, to forget that fact. Exposed brick, string lights, a bar staffed by three people who all looked like they'd rather be doing literally anything else, which somehow added to the charm instead of subtracting from it. Chicago sprawled out through the floor-to-ceiling windows, all rooftops and water tanks and the lake glinting somewhere past the skyline.

"Okay," Finn said, surveying the room with the eye of a general assessing terrain. "Bar's there. Bathroom's probably back left. I give it forty minutes before someone's crying happy tears in the bathroom and someone else is crying for entirely different reasons by the gift table."

"That's specific," I said.

"I've been to a lot of weddings."

"You've been to four weddings. I've heard about all four."

"Four very educational weddings."

Luke had already been swept off by a cluster of college friends who recognized him from across the room and converged with the gravity of people who hadn't seen each other in ages and had a lot of ground to cover. He caught my eye over someone's shoulder, mouthed one second, and I waved him off. I knew the drill. Weddings had a way of redistributing you among people you used to know.

Which left me with Finn, two flutes of sparkling wine he'd procured without asking what I wanted, and forty minutes before, presumably, someone cried in a bathroom.

"You didn't bring a date," I said.

"Astute observation."

"I'm just saying. You usually have someone."

"I usually have someone," he agreed, handing me a flute, "because I usually plan more than four days in advance. This one came together fast."

"You could have brought someone fast."

"I could have." He took a sip of his own drink, looking at me instead of the room for once. "Didn't feel like managing someone tonight, Bree."

"Managing."

"You know what I mean. The small talk. The introducing them to people whose names I half remember. The checking in every twenty minutes to make sure they're not bored." He shrugged, easy, like none of it mattered, which may or may not have been entirely true. "Sometimes it's nice to just be present at the wedding."

I thought about pointing out that he had, in fact, been managing someone's good time all evening: namely mine, expertly, since the moment Luke disappeared into the college cluster. I chose not to point it out. Some observations are better left unspoken, available for later review if I ever decided to stop being careful.

"Plus," he added, "your date situation is covered. Group rates apply."

"I'm not your date."

"You're my date by default. It's efficient. I don't have to make conversation with anyone I don't already like."

"That's possibly the nicest thing you've ever said to me."

"Don't get used to it."

* * *

We found our way to a high-top near the windows, the kind of strategic positioning that let you watch the room without being fully absorbed by it. A server came by with a tray of appetizers wrapped in prosciutto. Finn took three. I took one and judged him for the three, which he accepted without defense.

"How's the empire?" I asked. Finn ran some kind of consulting thing I'd never fully understood despite a year of half-explanations, something involving logistics and other people's broken systems.

"Profitable. Mildly soul-crushing. Standard."

"That's not an answer."

"It's the only answer I've got that doesn't take forty minutes and three more drinks."

"I have time."

He looked at me for a second, the kind of look that paused before it answered, and it made my stomach do something I attributed, generously, to the champagne. "Maybe later," he said. "Ask me again when I'm worse at filtering myself."

"Is that a threat or a promise?"

"Depends how the open bar goes."

A woman I vaguely recognized from the ceremony, possibly a cousin, possibly a coworker, stopped by to say something enthusiastic to Finn about a mutual connection, and he turned on what I'd started to think of as his room voice: warmer and looser than his usual register, charming in a fashion that didn't cost him anything visible. I watched him do it. I'd seen him do it at every group dinner, every birthday, every loosely organized gathering Luke had ever pulled me into. It was Finn's gift, making whoever he was talking to feel like the most interesting person currently breathing.

He'd never quite turned that voice on me. Not fully. With me he did something else: sharper, faster, a kind of conversational sparring that assumed I could keep up and would be insulted if he slowed down for me. I'd always liked that better, though I'd never told him so.

The woman moved on. Finn turned back to me and his voice shifted back, instantly, like flipping a switch. "Where was I."

"You were threatening to tell me about your job."

"Right. No. I changed my mind."

"Coward."

"Strategist," he corrected. "There's a difference."

* * *

Across the room, Luke extracted himself from the college cluster and was making his way back toward us, stopping twice along the way to be intercepted by someone else who clearly hadn't seen him in too long, his face doing the open, easy thing it always did when he was glad to see people, which was most of the time, with most people, which was one of roughly four hundred reasons I'd fallen for him as hard as I had.

"He's good at this," Finn said, watching the same thing I was watching.

"Good at what?"

"People. He actually likes them. Most people perform liking people. Luke just does it." He said it simply, without irony, which from Finn was its own kind of tell. "Lucky for whoever ends up with him."

"I did end up with him."

"I know." He looked at me again, that same paused-before-answering look. "I said lucky."

I didn't have anything clever to say back to that, which was rare enough that I noticed its absence, the gap where a comeback should have been sitting and wasn't. Finn seemed to notice too. He let the moment exist for one beat longer than was strictly comfortable, then knocked back the rest of his champagne and said, "Anyway. I need real alcohol. This stuff tastes like a wedding decided to apologize to me."

"That's not a sentence."

"I'm aware. I'm working on a theme today."

He headed for the bar. I watched him go, then turned and found Luke arriving in the space Finn had just vacated, sliding an arm around my waist, kissing my temple, smelling like the cologne I'd bought him for Christmas and the very faint warmth of being recently hugged by several people who loved him.

"Having fun?" he asked.

"Yeah," I said, and meant it, and also meant something underneath it I didn't examine too closely. "Your friend's a lot."

"My friend's always a lot." He smiled against my hair. "You love him anyway."

"In small, carefully measured doses."

"Sure," Luke said, in a tone I didn't quite catch the shape of before the band started warming up and the room began its slow migration toward the tables, and the moment slid past before I could ask him what he meant by it either.

By the time the tables got cleared and the DJ announced the first dance, I'd had exactly enough champagne to think every song choice was a personal triumph and not quite enough to forget my own name. Caitlin and Moses moved slowly and a little stiff in the center of the floor, the choreographed stiffness of two people who'd clearly taken three lessons and were determined to get their money's worth, and the whole room did the appreciative cooing thing weddings demand, myself included.

Then the DJ opened the floor and Luke pulled me up before I'd finished my drink.

"I haven't finished my drink."

"You'll live."

I lived. We danced to an upbeat song that didn't require any particular skill, just movement and laughing and Luke's hand finding the small of my back at intervals like he was checking I was still there, still real, still the same woman he'd been dancing badly with in his kitchen approximately eleven months ago when this whole thing had still felt new enough to be unbelievable. He spun me once, badly, and I nearly took out a bridesmaid, and we were both laughing too hard to apologize properly.

Three songs in, someone from the groomsmen contingent pulled him into a circle that had formed organically around Moses, the kind of loose male huddle that develops at every wedding once enough alcohol has been consumed, all back-slapping and shouted approval at whatever dance move was currently being attempted. Luke went easily, glancing back at me with an expression that said be right back without needing words for it.

I stood at the edge of the floor, slightly breathless, watching him laugh at the motion Moses was doing with his arms that did not deserve the enthusiasm it was receiving.

"He dances like a golden retriever discovering water for the first time," Finn said, appearing at my shoulder with two fresh drinks, handing me one.

"That's generous. Golden retrievers have rhythm."

"Do they?"

"More than that, anyway."

We watched Luke for another second. He'd been pulled fully into the circle now, sleeves rolled, tie abandoned somewhere over the course of the evening, completely unselfconscious in the way of a man who'd never once worried about looking foolish.

"Dance with me," Finn said.

It wasn't a question, exactly, though it left room for one. I looked at him, at the easy way he'd said it, like it cost him nothing, like the alternative had simply not crossed his mind, and felt the vertigo of a decision that had already half-made itself before I'd consciously arrived at it.

"You don't dance," I said.

"I dance badly. There's a difference between not dancing and doing it badly. I do the second one."

"Compelling pitch."

"I have more where that came from."

I set my drink down on a nearby table and let him pull me onto the floor, and for a second I thought it was going to be exactly what he'd advertised: a joke of a dance, something we'd both laugh about later, low stakes, low contact. Then the song shifted into something slower, one of those transitional DJ moves where the tempo drops before anyone's quite registered it, and Finn's hand settled at my waist instead of just holding mine, and the distance between us closed by a few crucial inches without either of us deciding it out loud.

"This isn't the song you agreed to," I said.

"DJ's choice. Not mine."

"You could let go."

"I could." He didn't.

We moved, slower now, close enough that I could feel the warmth coming off him through his shirt, close enough that the joke quality of the whole thing had quietly evaporated somewhere in the last thirty seconds without my permission. He smelled different than Luke, a scent with cedar in it.

"You're staring," he said, quiet, not looking at me directly, looking somewhere over my shoulder like he was studying the room.

"I'm not staring."

"You're doing the thing where you look at someone's collar so it doesn't count as eye contact. I've seen you do it before."

"When have you seen me do that?"

"Multiple occasions. I keep a list."

I laughed, and the laugh loosened the strange tight thing that had wound up in my chest, and I made myself look up, actual eye contact, the kind I usually managed to avoid with him through some instinct I'd never examined too closely. His expression wasn't doing the room voice. It wasn't doing the sharp sparring thing either. It was quieter than both, something that made the floor underneath me feel slightly less stable than a dance floor should reasonably feel.

The frightening part wasn't wanting him. Attractive men existed. I'd noticed attractive men before without the sky falling. The frightening part was that wanting him hadn't made me want Luke any less. If anything, the certainty I felt about Luke only made whatever this was harder to name. I didn't have a category for loving one man completely while my heart quietly made room for another.

Across the room, over Finn's shoulder, I found Luke.

He was still half in the groomsmen circle, but he wasn't looking at Moses anymore. He was looking at us, at me, in Finn's arms, slower now than the song really called for, and instead of the confusion I half-braced for, he raised his glass an inch off the bar. Just an inch. A small, deliberate gesture, aimed at me, that I understood instantly and could not explain to myself in words I'd have said out loud. Not jealousy, or even surprise. It landed low in my stomach, warm and unsettling and entirely too interesting for a wedding I'd come to as a plus-one.

Finn followed my gaze, found Luke, found the glass raised an inch in the air, and approval passed over his face briefly before the song ended and the moment broke apart into applause for the DJ's next selection, something upbeat and merciful, giving everyone an excuse to step back to a normal distance.

"Well," Finn said, releasing me, voice back to its usual register like nothing had happened, though something had very clearly happened. “That was a song.”

"That was definitely a song," I agreed, because I didn't trust myself to say anything more.

* * *

The reception wound down the way receptions do with the cake cut, the bouquet thrown, the dance floor thinning out as the older relatives drifted toward coats and the younger crowd consolidated around the bar for one last push. Caitlin and Moses disappeared sometime around eleven, swept off in a flurry of sparkler photos and someone's badly-organized exit plan, and the energy of the room shifted into that specific late-wedding looseness where nobody's quite ready to leave but nobody has a reason to stay either.

We ended up at the bar, the three of us, stools angled together in a loose triangle, the night gone slow and loose-limbed the way good nights do right before they tip into something else.

"I should get water," I said, not moving to get water.

"You should," Luke agreed, also not moving.

Finn ordered another round for all three of us without asking, for the third time that night, and the bartender set them down with the weariness of someone counting down to close. I drank mine slower than the others, watching Luke's face do something I didn't have a name for yet: a kind of working-up-to-something stillness that I'd seen on him exactly twice before, both times preceding a conversation that mattered.

"Can I tell you something?" he said.

"You're already telling me something. You just told me you could tell me something."

"I'm serious." He turned his stool slightly, knee against mine, and for a second Finn went very quiet beside us, watching his own drink instead of either of our faces. "Finn and I have known each other a long time."

"I'm aware. You've mentioned it. Several hundred times."

"College. You know that part." He turned his glass a quarter turn on the bar, not drinking from it. "There's a part I haven't told you."

Something in his tone made the bar around us go very still, the noise of the reception receding into background hum, the three of us suddenly the only relevant unit in the room.

"Okay," I said.

"In college. Before you. Before basically anyone serious for either of us." He glanced at Finn, who gave the smallest possible nod, the kind of nod that said go ahead, I'm not going anywhere. "There was a girl. Senior year. And she..." He stopped. Started again. "She wanted both of us. At the same time. It wasn't a big dramatic thing. It just sort of happened, and then it kept happening, on and off, for about a year."

I set my drink down very carefully, the way you set things down when your hands have started doing something independent of your brain. "Both of you," I repeated. "At the same time. With each other in the room."

"In the room," Luke confirmed. "Yeah."

I looked at Finn. He was watching me now, not Luke, gauging my face with the same careful attention he'd given the room earlier, but there was nothing performative in it this time, no room voice, no sparring. He waited patiently.

"Why are you telling me this now," I said. Not a question exactly. More like I was buying myself time to have one.

"Because I've wanted to for almost a year," Luke said, and his voice cracked slightly on year, which undid something in my chest more than the actual content of the confession had. "And I kept not saying it because I was scared. Not of you not wanting it. I didn't even know if I wanted to ask that. I was scared of you thinking it meant something was missing. Between us. And nothing's missing. That's the part I needed you to understand first."

"Nothing's missing," I echoed.

"Nothing," he said, certain, immediate, and that certainty was somehow the most disarming part of the entire conversation. "I just. We talked about it before, years ago, whether we'd ever want to do something like that again, with someone we actually..." He stopped himself. Looked at Finn again. Looked back at me. "I didn't know how to bring it up without it sounding like I wanted something other than you. Because I don't. I want you. This would just be... additional. If you wanted it to be."

I sat with that for a second. Two seconds. The bar noise came back into focus slowly, like someone turning a dial: laughter from a table behind us, the clink of glasses, the DJ playing something low and forgettable to close out the night.

"And you," I said, turning to Finn. "This is something you want. Not just something you're going along with because it's Luke asking."

Finn's expression didn't shift into anything easy or sarcastic. He held my eyes the way he hadn't quite managed to all evening until the dance floor.

"I've wanted this since the bar we met at. I watched him fall for you and thought, of course." He exhaled, something almost embarrassed in it, nothing like his usual register. "And then I didn't say anything else about it. To anyone. For longer than I should have."

The bar around us kept existing, indifferent to the gravity of what had just been said at one corner of it. I became aware of my own pulse in a way I generally wasn't.

"I need a minute," I said, which was true, and neither of them moved to fill it, which I appreciated more than I had words for in that moment.

I looked between them: Luke's face open and a little afraid underneath the relief of having finally said it, Finn's stillness, both of them like men who'd decided, independently and together, that I was worth this risk. I thought about the year, about the setup date, and the sentence I'd held up to the light for too long, about the dance floor twenty minutes ago and the inch of a raised glass I now understood completely.

"Okay," I said finally.

"Okay?" Luke repeated, like he needed the word to mean something exact before he let himself believe it.

"I need to think," I said. "But not... not no. Okay is okay. Let's get out of here."

Neither of them said anything else. Luke paid the tab. Finn left an absurd tip for a bar he wasn't going to see again. We walked out into the Chicago night, the air cool and a little damp off the lake, none of us talking, all three of us very aware of exactly where we were walking back to.

* * *

The lobby was nearly empty by the time we got back, just a tired front desk clerk and a cluster of late-night stragglers from some other event entirely, laughing too loud near the revolving doors. The elevator arrived almost immediately. I couldn't decide if that was good luck or very bad timing.

We stepped in. Luke pressed four. Finn stood on the other side of me, close enough that I was aware of both of them at once, flanking, the same arrangement as the church pew except every single thing about it had changed in the last ninety minutes.

The doors closed. Nobody spoke.

I felt that suspended feeling you get in an elevator at the end of a long night, that small sealed box where time moves differently and everyone is required to simply exist in close proximity to whatever they're feeling.

"You're quiet," Finn said, mild, testing the temperature of the room.

"I'm thinking."

"About?"

"About how I'm supposed to think clearly in a box that smells like other people's cologne."

Luke almost laughed, a short exhale through his nose, the first sound of real ease since the bar. I felt some of the tension in my own shoulders answer it, drop a fraction.

I thought about the dance floor: the inch of glass, the warmth low in my stomach that I hadn't examined honestly until right now, in an elevator, with both of them watching me not look at either of them. I thought about Luke's voice cracking on year. I thought about Finn saying I thought, of course, and the weight of a man admitting he'd wanted something for the length of an entire relationship and said nothing.

I thought about the setup date. She wasn't as fun and hot as you. A year of holding that sentence up to the light, turning it over, deciding it didn't mean anything, knowing the whole time that the deciding was its own kind of tell.

"Say something," Luke said quietly. Not pushing. Just asking.

I turned my head and looked at him first, because he was the one I'd built a year with, the one whose face I'd learned by heart, the one who'd just handed me something enormous with both hands and was now standing very still waiting to see if I'd drop it.

"I'm not scared," I said. "I want to be clear about that. Whatever's happening in my head right now, it's not fear."

"Okay," he said, careful.

"I'm trying to figure out if what I'm feeling is new or if it's just finally being allowed to exist out loud. I keep wondering if this means I'm not who I thought I was." I laughed softly. "I've spent my whole adult life thinking I was spectacularly uncomplicated. Meet a man. Fall in love. Build a life. Repeat only if absolutely necessary. Apparently my heart skipped the memo.”

Something shifted in his face, relief maybe, or recognition, like I'd said the exact thing he'd needed to hear without knowing he needed it. He reached over and took my hand, simple, grounding, the same gesture from the pew except weighted differently now, carrying everything that had happened since.

"Take whatever time you need," he said. "I mean that. Tonight, this week, whatever."

"I don't think I need a week."

Finn, beside me, had gone uncharacteristically quiet, watching the numbers with focus that suggested he was deliberately not filling the silence, which from him was its own form of restraint. I glanced at him. He met it instantly, the way he always did, like he'd been waiting for permission to look at me directly.

"You haven't said anything in two minutes," I said. "Is that a record?"

"I'm capable of silence."

"Debatable."

"I'm choosing this one carefully." His voice had lost the sparring edge, gone quieter, closer to how he'd sounded at the bar. "I don't want to push. I've wanted this for longer than was probably healthy, and I'm not going to be the reason it happens before you're sure."

"I appreciate the restraint."

"It's costing me," he said, and there was just enough of his usual dryness in it that I laughed, short and real, the laugh cutting through some of the density in the small space.

I thought about the year. The whole arc of it: meeting Luke at his sister's wedding, the slow unfolding of an entire relationship, every group dinner where Finn sat across the table being exactly enough and never more than that, the setup date I'd engineered for reasons I was only now admitting to myself weren't entirely generous. I thought about how long I'd been pretending my feeling was smaller than it was.

I wasn't scared of the feeling anymore. I was just done pretending I hadn't been carrying it.

The doors opened on floor four.

We stepped out into the quiet hallway, carpet swallowing our footsteps, the hush of a hotel floor at one in the morning. Our door was first. Finn's was three feet further down, the two rooms sitting side by side the way they had since check-in, except now the proximity meant something entirely different than it had the day before.

Finn stopped at his door. Didn't reach for his key yet.

"I'm not going to knock unless you want me to," he said, looking at me, not at Luke. "I need that to be clear too. This isn't something that happens to you tonight. It only happens if you want it to."

I held his gaze for a second longer than was strictly comfortable, the hallway very still around us, Luke's hand warm in mine.

"Give me a minute," I said. "With him."

Finn nodded once, unlocked his door, and disappeared inside without another word. No joke, no parting line, which told me more about how seriously he was taking this than anything he could have said out loud.

* * *

Inside our room, Luke shut the door and leaned against it, watching me with an expression that had nothing performative left in it, just him, waiting.

"Talk to me," he said.

I sat down on the edge of the bed and took off my shoes one at a time, giving my hands something to do while my head caught up to where the rest of me already was.

"I've thought about him before," I said. "I want you to know that. Not... not in a way I acted on, not in a way that ever felt like a threat to us. But I've thought about him. Since the night I met him, honestly."

Luke didn't flinch. His shoulders dropped half an inch, the breath going out of him slow, like he'd been braced for a different confession entirely.

"I know," he said.

"You know?"

"I've watched you not-look at him for a year. I know what I'm looking at when I see it." He crossed the room and sat beside me, close, his knee against mine. "It's part of why I waited so long to say anything. I wanted to be sure I wasn't just seeing what I wanted to see."

"And now?"

"Now I think I was right." He took my hand again, turned it over, traced his thumb along my palm in the absent way he did when he was thinking. "I love you. That doesn't change tonight. It doesn't change tomorrow. This isn't me handing you off to him. This is me wanting to give you something I think you might actually want, because I trust both of us enough to try."

I looked at him for a long moment: the man I'd built a year with, steady and certain even now, even doing something that should have made him anything but steady. And felt the last piece of hesitation dissolve into something warmer.

"I want this," I said. "I want you. And I think... I think I want him too. Tonight. If that's really okay."

"It's okay," Luke said, no hesitation at all. "It's more than okay."

He kissed me once, soft, grounding, and then he picked up his phone off the nightstand and typed a short message. I heard, faintly, through the wall, the small chime of a text landing on the other side of the adjoining door.

A moment later, the door between the rooms opened.

* * *

The adjoining door opened slower than I expected, like Finn had given himself a beat to make sure this was actually happening before he committed to the doorway. He'd taken his jacket off somewhere between his room and ours, sleeves rolled to the forearm, tie gone entirely. He looked, for the first time all night, like someone who'd stopped performing ease and had simply arrived at it.

He stopped just inside the threshold. Didn't come further.

"Hi," he said, and there was nothing sharp in it, none of the usual armor.

"Hello there."

Luke was still sitting beside me on the edge of the bed, his hand loose around mine, present but not crowding the moment, giving it room to be exactly what it needed to be without him steering it. I appreciated that about him more in that second than I had all year, his gift for knowing when to lead and when to simply stand beside and let it happen.

Finn's eyes moved from me to Luke and back, reading the room the way he always did, fast and accurate. Then he looked at me again, only me, and the question in his face was clear enough that he didn't need to say it out loud. He said it anyway.

"You're sure?" Quietly, with sincerity.

I thought about the year. About a hundred small moments I'd catalogued and filed and told myself meant nothing: a setup date, a stray comment, a dance floor, an inch of raised glass. I thought about how tired I suddenly was of managing a feeling instead of just having it.

"I'm sure," I said.

His jaw unclenched. Whatever he'd been holding in his spine let go all at once, the release of a man who'd been keeping himself carefully together and had just been given permission to stop. He crossed the room, not fast, not slow, just steady, and stopped in front of me where I sat, close enough that I had to tip my head back to keep looking at him.

"Last chance to change your mind," he said. "I mean that. Nobody's feelings get hurt if you do."

"I'm not going to change my mind."

"Okay." A small, almost private smile, gone as quickly as it arrived. "Okay."

He reached out and tucked a piece of hair behind my ear, slow. I let him. Beside me, Luke shifted closer, his hand finding the small of my back.

"Can I kiss you?" Finn asked.

"Yes," I said.

He kissed me like he'd been starving for it. His hand cupped my jaw for one careful second before every ounce of restraint disappeared, his tongue sliding into my mouth as my fingers fisted in the front of his shirt and dragged him closer. He tasted like bourbon. Behind me, Luke's hand tightened at the small of my back, hungry, watching it happen.

Finn pulled back just far enough to breathe, forehead against mine.

"I've wanted this for a year, Bree." Voice wrecked. "I'm going to need you to keep being sure. I can't do this halfway."

"I'm not halfway about anything tonight."

Luke's mouth found my shoulder from behind, open and wet, and I felt the room tip into a mood all three of us were now fully inside. No more thresholds, no more distance, just the three of us in a hotel room finally doing the thing we'd been circling for a year.

Luke's mouth moved up my neck, his teeth grazing my earlobe, and I felt the dizziness of being wanted from two directions at once: Finn's hand sliding from my waist down to my hip, gripping hard enough to bruise, Luke's mouth still working at my neck.

"You can touch me," I said. "I'm not going to break."

"I know." His hand slid lower anyway, between my thighs, over the fabric of my dress, pressing. "I'm just not used to being allowed to."

"Get used to it."

"Bossy," he said against my mouth, and kissed me harder, his fingers pressing the silk of my dress against me until I felt myself go slick under his hand.

Behind me, Luke's hands found the zipper at the back of my dress and dragged it down in one motion, his fingers trailing bare skin the whole way. "Luke," Finn said, low. "You good?"

"I'm good." I could hear the smile in his voice. "Keep going."

Finn's mouth dropped from mine to my throat as Luke peeled the dress off my shoulders and let it fall, leaving me in nothing but my underwear between them.

"Fuck," Finn breathed, pulling back to look. "The dress was worth saving."

"Told you."

"I should listen to you more often."

"You really should."

He kissed me again, harder, one hand fisting in my hair while the other gripped my bare waist, and Luke's hands found my hips from behind, thumbs hooking into the lace of my underwear and dragging it down my legs until I was bare for both of them, the three of us moving without anyone directing it.

We ended up on the bed in stages, nothing choreographed, just the natural gravity of three bodies finding their way toward the same center. Luke pulled his shirt over his head and tossed it somewhere I didn't track, and I caught Finn's eyes on him for half a second, not competitive, just a flicker of an expression that looked almost like affection.

"You two have done this part before," I said, half a question.

"Once or twice," Finn said.

"A few more than once or twice," Luke corrected, settling behind me, his chest warm against my back.

"He's exaggerating," Finn said.

"I'm really not."

I laughed, and the laugh broke apart as Finn's hand slid up my thigh, fast now, no more patience in it, two fingers finding me wet and sliding straight inside. Luke's mouth was at my neck, his hand kneading my breast, and between the two of them I went taut, gasping.

"Tell me if anything's too much," Finn said against my collarbone.

"Nothing's too much," I said, dragging his mouth back to mine, and he didn't ask twice.

His fingers worked inside me, thumb circling my clit, and I heard myself moan into his mouth, the sound swallowed by Luke's low laugh against my ear.

"There she is," Luke murmured, and his hand joined Finn's between my legs, the two of them working me together until my hips were lifting off the bed on their own.

"Fuck, look at you," Finn breathed, watching my face. "I knew you'd look like that."

"You've thought about how I'd look?"

"Extensively." No shame in it at all now. "Since we met, Bree. I'm telling you again because I want you to believe it while I'm..." He didn't finish. His fingers did, curling deeper, and I arched up against both of them, gasping, the room narrowing down to nothing but the three of us.

Finn pulled back to strip his shirt off, and Luke shifted to give him room.

"Up," Luke murmured, guiding me to straddle him, his cock thick and hard against my thigh even through his boxers. Finn knelt beside us, watching, unhurried.

"You're allowed to participate," I told him, breathless.

"I'm savoring."

"Savor faster."

He laughed, low, and closed the distance, his mouth dropping to my spine as Luke's hands gripped my hips and guided me down onto him, slow at first, then not, until he was fully inside me and I was rocking against him, Finn's mouth working down my back, his hand closing rough over my breast, pinching.

"God," I gasped, rolling my hips, "this is…"

"Good?" Luke asked, voice strained.

"More than good."

"Yeah?" Finn's voice, rough against my shoulder blade. "Tell us. We want to hear it."

I stopped holding anything back, let every sound out exactly as loud and filthy as it wanted to be, and the effect on both of them was immediate: Luke's hips snapping up to meet mine harder, Finn's hand sliding down my stomach to find where Luke was buried inside me, slick and full, his thumb pressing right against my clit.

"Finn…"

"I know. I've got you." His fingers worked in time with Luke's thrusts, rough, relentless, both of them somehow reading the other's rhythm without a word.

I came hard and fast, clenching around Luke, my whole body folding forward over his chest as the orgasm tore through me, Finn's fingers not letting up until I'd shaken through every wave of it, gasping something filthy into Luke's throat.

"There she is," Luke groaned, hips jerking up once, twice, fucking me through the last of it.

They didn't let me stay still for long.

Luke eased me off him, both men repositioning fast, a glance and a small nod between them all it took, clearly not their first time sharing. Finn took my mouth again, deep, while Luke smoothed his hands down my back and turned me onto my side, facing Finn, settling in close behind me.

"Is this okay?" Luke asked against my shoulder.

"This is amazing."

He pushed into me from behind, slow and thick, and I gasped into Finn's mouth. Finn's hand slid down to guide his own cock against me, right alongside where Luke was already moving inside me.

"Yes," I said, before he could ask. "Yes, I want both, I want…"

"You want this."

He pushed his cock in slow, both of them inside me now, stretching me full in a way that had me crying out against Finn's shoulder, my nails digging into his back.

"Okay?" he breathed, barely moving.

"Don't stop."

He didn't. Neither of them did, finding a rhythm between three bodies: Luke's hand finding mine and pressing it flat against my chest, Finn's mouth at my throat, both of them moving inside me harder now, the drag and fill of it pushing me right back toward the edge.

"Look at her," Finn said, voice shaky, to Luke. "Look at her, man."

"I'm looking." Luke's voice was rough against my shoulder. "Fuck, Bree. I see you."

The end came in waves: Finn first, his whole body going rigid against me, my name breaking apart in his mouth as he buried his face in my neck and came hard; then Luke, slower, groaning low against my shoulder as he finished inside me; and somewhere in the middle of both of them I went again too, smaller this time but no less violent, the three of us collapsing into a tangle of limbs, breathing hard, none of us ready to pull apart.

Nobody said anything for a long minute. The room held the three of us in a kind of hush that felt earned rather than awkward, the city lights through the curtains throwing thin bright lines across the bed, Chicago still wide awake and indifferent many floors below.

Finn finally broke it, his voice rough and low against my hair.

"For the record," he said, "that was worth every second of the year I spent not saying anything."

I laughed, breathless, still catching my own breath. "You're doing commentary already?"

"I contain multitudes."

Luke's laugh rumbled against my back, warm and unguarded, and I lay there between the two of them, undone and happy, in no hurry to be anywhere else.

Nobody moved for a while. We lay there in the warm wreckage of the bed, limbs still loosely tangled, the room quiet except for the soft hum of the air conditioning and the distant murmur of Chicago refusing to fully sleep twelve floors below. I had my head on Luke's chest, his heartbeat slowing gradually under my ear, and Finn's hand resting loose against my hip, neither possessive nor distant, just present.

"I should probably go back to my own bed at some point," Finn said eventually, though he made no move to actually do it.

"Should you," I said.

"In theory. Etiquette suggests it."

"Whose etiquette?"

"Excellent point. I'll stay a little longer." He shifted slightly, propping himself up on one elbow to look at me properly. His usual half-smile was gone. In its place was an expression closer to wonder, undisguised, like he'd forgotten to arrange his face into anything cooler. "You okay?"

"I'm good," I said, and felt the truth of it settle through my whole body as I said it. "Better than good."

"You're not going to wake up in an hour and have a crisis about this, are you?"

"Are you asking because you're worried, or because you want me to reassure you?"

"Both," he admitted. "Mostly both."

Luke's hand found mine where it rested on his chest, threading our fingers together, and he pressed a kiss to the top of my head. "She's not going to have a crisis," he said, with the confidence of someone who actually knew me, who'd watched me think through things out loud for a year and trusted what he saw. "She's already decided how she feels about it. She decided in the elevator."

"I did decide in the elevator," I confirmed.

Finn looked between the two of us, something almost wistful crossing his face before he caught it and reset it into a steadier expression. "You two are disgustingly in sync."

"We've had practice."

"Clearly." He lay back down, settling closer again, his arm coming to rest loosely over my waist, and for a moment the three of us just breathed together in the quiet, no urgency left in the room, nothing left to prove or negotiate.

* * *

"Can I ask you something," I said, after a while, to both of them. "And I want an honest answer."

"Go ahead," Luke said.

"Does this change anything? Between the two of you? Tomorrow, next week, whenever we're all just normal again."

Finn considered it seriously, none of his usual deflection in his answer. "No," he said. "If anything it's… it's less complicated now, not more. I've spent a year managing something I wasn't saying out loud. That takes more energy than people think. Tonight's just the truth finally being allowed in the room."

"And you two? You're not going to get weird with each other?"

Luke laughed, low and easy. "We got weird with each other in college and figured out how not to be weird about it by the end of senior year. We've had a decade of practice not making this complicated."

"I just don't want either of you to lose something because of me."

"You're not going to make us lose anything," Finn said, more gently than I'd heard him say almost anything all night. "If anything, you're the reason this got to happen again at all. We talked about it, on and off, for years, hypothetically. Neither of us actually thought it would happen until we all met a year ago and ruined every other possibility for both of us."

"That's either very sweet or extremely concerning."

"With me it's usually both," he said, and there was the dry half-smile again, easing back into himself now that the rawness of the last hour had settled into something calmer.

* * *

Eventually Finn did get up, pulling his pants back on with the unhurried economy of someone who wasn't in any rush despite his earlier talk of etiquette. He paused at the foot of the bed, looking at the two of us tangled together against the pillows, and his expression went briefly serious again.

"Thank you," he said. "Both of you. I know that's a strange thing to say after… all of that. But I mean it."

"You don't have to thank us," I said.

"I do, actually. Not everyone gets handed something they've wanted for years and told it's allowed." He glanced at Luke. "Especially not by someone they'd do anything for already."

Luke just nodded, no words needed, the kind of understanding that lived underneath language entirely between the two of them.

Finn came back around the side of the bed, leaned down, and kissed my forehead, soft, almost reverent, nothing like the hunger from an hour earlier, something gentler entirely. "Get some sleep," he said. "We've got a flight tomorrow and you're going to want to be functional for it."

"Are you going to be functional for it?"

"Absolutely not. But that's a separate problem."

He crossed to the adjoining door, paused with his hand on the frame, and looked back at us one more time: Luke's arm around me, the two of us already half-asleep against each other, comfortable in a way that apparently pleased him more than he was going to say out loud.

"Goodnight," he said, simply, and then he was gone, the door clicking softly shut behind him.

* * *

I lay there in the quiet afterward, Luke's chest rising and falling steady under my cheek, listening to the faint sound of Finn moving around in his own room next door: water running, the TV flicking on low for a few minutes before going quiet again.

"You good?" Luke asked into the dark, echoing Finn's earlier question, his voice already heavy with sleep.

"I'm good," I said again, and meant it even more than the first time. "I'm really good."

"Yeah?"

"Yeah." I tilted my head up to look at him, at his face soft and open in the dim light, at the man I'd grown to love and was apparently going to keep building something with, expanded now in a way I hadn't expected to want but was deeply glad to have. "Thank you for tonight."

"Thank you for trusting both of us with it."

I settled back against him, Chicago glowing faintly through the curtains, the adjoining door closed but not locked, the whole night finally easing into a quiet and complete feeling. I thought, right before sleep took me, about a year ago where all of this had technically started without either of us knowing it yet, about the strange symmetry of timing, how some things take exactly as long as they need to.

Then I stopped thinking entirely, and slept.

* * *

I woke up to sun coming low through a gap in the curtains we hadn't bothered closing all the way, and Luke's arm heavy and warm across my waist. For a second I just lay there, taking inventory: the pleasant ache in muscles I didn't usually think about, the quiet of a hotel room at whatever early hour it was, the absence of any dread where I'd half-expected, somewhere in the back of my mind, that dread might be waiting.

There wasn't any. There was just Luke's steady breathing against my neck and the soft gray light and the entire night replaying itself in fragments that made me smile instead of spiral.

"You're awake," Luke said, voice rough with sleep, not opening his eyes yet. "I can feel you thinking."

"I'm not thinking anything bad."

"What are you thinking, then?"

I considered it. "That I should probably feel weird right now. And I don't."

He opened one eye, found my face, and whatever he saw there made him pull me in closer, his hand splaying warm against my back. "Good," he said. "Weird wasn't really the plan."

"What was the plan?"

"Honestly? I didn't let myself plan that far. I was mostly just hoping you'd still want to be in this bed with me the next morning."

"I'm in this bed with you."

"I noticed." He kissed my forehead, slow and unhurried, the kind of kiss that didn't need anything else attached to it. "How do you feel about last night? Really. I want the real answer, not the one you give me because you think it's what I need to hear."

I thought about it honestly, the way he'd asked. About the dance floor and the inch of raised glass, about Finn's hands and his sudden, unguarded honesty, about being looked at by both of them at once and feeling, for the first time in longer than I could remember, completely unburdened.

"I feel like something got bigger instead of smaller," I said finally. "Like there's more room in this now than there was yesterday. Not less."

Luke's whole face did something soft and relieved. "That's exactly how I feel too."

"Good. I was worried I was going to say something that sounded insane out loud."

"You didn't. You said something perfect." He pulled me closer, tucking me fully against his chest, and we lay there a while longer, Chicago waking up slowly outside the window, neither of us in any rush to be anywhere else.

* * *

A knock came at the adjoining door a while later, followed immediately by Finn's voice through the wood.

"I know you're both awake. I can hear talking. Don't make me come in there and find something traumatic."

"Nothing traumatic," I called back, laughing despite myself, pulling the sheet up as Luke got out of bed to unlock the door properly.

Finn stuck his head through, fully dressed already, hair damp like he'd already showered, looking entirely like his usual self again: sharp-edged, unbothered, no trace of the soft, serious man from the night before except in the way his eyes found mine first, just for a second, checking.

"You're vertical," he said. "Good sign."

"I'm horizontal, actually. I'm in bed."

"Figuratively vertical. Emotionally upright. You know what I mean."

"I do, and I'm fine. Genuinely."

His eyes flickered with relief before he covered it with his usual dryness. "Good. Because I already told the front desk we need a late checkout, and I am not interested in renegotiating that decision over anyone's emotional crisis."

"There's no crisis," Luke said, pulling a shirt on, grinning.

"There better not be. I have a flight to catch and a sandwich to find before then, in that order of importance."

"Romantic," I said.

"I contain multitudes. I believe we've covered this." He leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed, looking between the two of us with something that, underneath all the usual armor, looked a lot like contentment. "Breakfast downstairs in twenty? I already checked. They have the good bacon."

"Define good bacon."

"The kind that isn't limp and sad. I have standards."

"High praise."

He disappeared back through his own door to finish getting ready, and I caught Luke watching me with a small, private smile.

"What?" I asked.

"Nothing. Just..." He shook his head, came back to sit on the edge of the bed, took my hand. "I'm glad it's still easy. This morning. I wasn't sure it would be, even though I hoped."

"It's easy because nothing actually changed what we already had," I said. "It just added to it."

"Yeah," he said, like he'd needed to hear it out loud one more time to fully believe it. "Yeah, exactly that."

* * *

We caught our flight that afternoon, all three of us a little sleep-deprived, Finn already narrating the in-flight snack situation with the same energy he'd brought to literally everything else all weekend, Luke's hand finding mine over the armrest somewhere around takeoff. Chicago fell away below us, gold and enormous one last time before the clouds took it.

I thought about the wedding where I'd met Luke, a year ago almost exactly, and the wedding we'd just left, and the strange, deliberate symmetry of it: how some things take exactly as long as they need to before they're ready to happen, and how I'd spent a year managing a feeling I didn't actually need to manage at all.

I looked over at Luke, asleep against the window already, mouth slightly open in a way that should not have been as endearing as it was. I looked past him at Finn, two rows back, arguing cheerfully with a flight attendant about pretzels.

I didn't feel like anything had been complicated by last night.

I felt like, for the first time in a long while, nothing had to be managed at all.

Author’s Note:

Lovely Reader,

Thanks for joining Bree as she explores something new with Luke and Finn.

If you enjoyed this one, I have other wicked little experiments on the shelf:

Sharing Charity: A Hotwife Journey: Charity and her boyfriend George meet a handsome stranger on vacation and take the first step of an opening journey together.

My First Threesome Experiment: A college party, two hot guys, and a freshman woman about to learn what college is really about.

Exploring Away From Home: A trio of stories about women finding themselves between two men in a bed that is not their own.

Sweating with Her Gym Crushes: A high-intensity study on elevated heart rates, heavy lifting, and the "cardio" benefits of two very buff gym buddies.

Stay curious, drink your tea, and keep reading!

Love, Zoya Lane

OEBPS/image_rsrcSP.jpg
Some Friends Share Everything

Wlth His Best
Friend

An MFM Wedding Weekend Romance
Zoya Lane





OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		With His Best Friend: An MFM Wedding Weekend Romance


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49






