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Chapter 1 – Rekindling Sparks

[image: ]


Mona tapped her fingers nervously against the rim of her wine glass, trying to act nonchalant as she watched Anton across the softly lit restaurant. He hadn’t noticed yet—too busy leaning into Lisa’s laughter—but the familiar ache of desire twisted in her chest. Even after months of being “just the trio figuring things out,” the old pull between them hadn’t softened. If anything, it had sharpened.

Lisa’s laugh was like sunlight spilling across the table, and Mona felt the familiar pang of envy. She tried to remind herself: this was polyamory, consensual, shared. She had agreed to it, to both of them, yet seeing Anton’s easy grin directed at Lisa made her stomach knot.

Anton finally caught her gaze and smiled, that crooked, knowing smile that always made her forget herself. He leaned back, stretching casually, but his eyes lingered on her. Heat pooled low in her belly, sudden and undeniable. Mona shifted in her seat, brushing a loose strand of hair behind her ear, pretending she wasn’t affected, but the tension was mutual—she could feel it radiating from him.

“Hey,” Lisa said, reaching across the table to squeeze Mona’s hand. Her touch was casual, warm, but Mona felt it ignite sparks in places she hadn’t expected. She forced a small smile. “You’ve been quiet tonight. Everything okay?”

“Yeah,” Mona said, though her voice came out thinner than she wanted. “Just... enjoying the view.” She allowed her gaze to flick toward Anton again. His dark eyes caught hers, a flicker of mischief swimming in them, and for a moment the world outside the restaurant blurred to nothing but the three of them.

Anton leaned forward, resting his elbows on the table. “I was just thinking,” he said, voice low enough for only Mona to catch, “that we never spend enough time like this. Just us, together.”

Mona’s pulse quickened. “You mean... all three of us?” she asked cautiously.

Anton smirked. “Depends on your definition of ‘us.’”

Lisa tilted her head, curious. “Are we talking about a date, or... something else?” She laughed lightly, though her eyes were already calculating, teasing.

Mona swallowed, heat climbing to her cheeks. The teasing, the glances, the subtle brush of fingers—it was all too familiar, too dangerous. She felt a shiver, part thrill, part warning. But she couldn’t deny it. She wanted it—all of it.

Anton’s hand slid closer to Mona’s on the table, brushing just the tips of his fingers against hers. The touch was electric, sending shivers down her spine. Lisa noticed, of course, and Mona saw the spark of playful challenge in her gaze. It was unspoken: tension had arrived, jealousy mingling with desire.

Lisa reached over, letting her hand hover near Anton’s, teasing, daring. Mona’s heart clenched, but it was a familiar kind of ache—the kind that came with loving more than one person, with wanting without ownership, with desire that didn’t fit neatly into rules.

The waiter arrived with their meals, and the mundane act of eating pulled them briefly from the charged silence, but the undercurrent remained. Glances, touches, subtle shifts of body language—they were a symphony Mona couldn’t escape. Every laugh, every brush of fingers, every look Anton threw her way teased the boundary between friendship, desire, and jealousy.

By the time dessert arrived, Mona’s resolve was gone. She leaned in just slightly toward Anton under the table, letting her knee graze his. He caught it, eyes locking with hers, and a tiny smile curved his lips, as if they were sharing a secret. Lisa noticed, of course, and raised a brow in mock accusation that made Mona’s pulse stutter.

“You two are conspiring,” Lisa said lightly, though there was warmth in her voice. “Don’t think I don’t see it.”

Mona’s chest tightened—not with fear, but with longing. “Maybe we are,” she whispered, almost to herself, almost as a dare.

Anton chuckled softly, his gaze sweeping between the two women. “Maybe we should stop pretending we’re not,” he said. “Tonight... let’s just... be us. No rules. No expectations. Just... us.”

Lisa’s lips curved into a slow, knowing smile, and Mona felt that delicious mixture of anticipation and tension settle in her stomach. The sparks were back. The slow burn had reignited. And tonight, none of them were willing to let it go.
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Chapter 2 – Jealous Shadows
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Mona sat on the edge of the couch, pretending to scroll through her phone, but every inch of her attention was glued to Anton. He was leaning back on the chair across the room, laughing at something Lisa said, the sound of his amusement warm and easy. The smile he reserved for her—the one that had always made her heart hitch—was now lighting up Lisa’s face.

A sharp twist of jealousy shot through Mona, hot and uncomfortable. She wanted to tell herself it was irrational, that she had agreed to this arrangement willingly. She knew polyamory wasn’t about possession. She knew. But that didn’t stop the tightening in her chest or the sudden need to pull Anton’s attention back toward her.

Lisa shifted closer to him, brushing a strand of hair from her face, and Mona’s stomach churned. It was such a small, innocent gesture—and yet every fiber of Mona’s body screamed that it belonged to her, that Anton’s warmth should be for her alone.

Mona’s fingers tightened around her phone. She felt like a spectator in her own life, watching the two people she loved share a world she didn’t quite fit into. The rational part of her whispered, This is normal. This is fine. But the jealous shadow that had settled over her mind was louder, darker.

Anton’s eyes caught hers across the room, and she felt that small spark of recognition, the unspoken connection that had always existed between them. And yet, the flicker of something unspoken—the thrill of watching him smile at Lisa—made her chest ache. She wanted to smile back, to tease him, but instead, she swallowed hard, trying to ground herself.

Lisa’s laugh rang out again, light and musical, and Mona had to look away, pretending to concentrate on her phone screen. She hated herself for it—hated feeling possessive—but it was impossible to ignore the ache twisting inside her.

Anton stood, stretching, and Mona’s heart skipped. He walked over to pour himself a drink, casually resting his hand on the counter where Lisa was leaning. The contact was brief, barely noticeable, but to Mona it felt like an electric shock. She felt small, almost invisible, despite knowing she wasn’t.

Lisa caught Anton’s glance and smiled softly, a silent acknowledgment of their playful connection. Mona’s stomach flipped. That smile—warm, inviting, intimate—was one she had once shared with him alone. Now it was mirrored toward Lisa, and a swirl of insecurity and longing twisted inside her.

Mona forced herself to breathe. She reminded herself that love wasn’t a zero-sum game, that their hearts could hold multiple desires without diminishing her worth. And yet, every instinct screamed that she had to reclaim some part of him, even if it was just a fragment.

She stood suddenly, forcing a smile that felt too bright. “I’m going to get us some snacks,” she said lightly, moving toward the kitchen. She had no intention of actually getting anything; she needed space to collect her thoughts, to wrestle with the green-eyed shadow that had crept into her chest.

Anton followed, tilting his head. “Everything okay?”

Mona forced herself to meet his eyes, to hide the swirling jealousy beneath a mask of calm. “Yeah,” she said, voice steady. “Just... thinking.”

He nodded slowly, sensing there was more, but didn’t press. That restraint—the same one that always made her heart both ache and flutter—was part of why she loved him. And part of why she feared losing herself in this love.

As she leaned against the counter, Mona’s mind raced. How could she navigate this intricate dance of hearts? How could she allow herself to love them both fully, while also guarding her own fragile pride? The shadows of jealousy lingered, a silent reminder that love wasn’t always simple, even when it was shared.

And yet, despite the ache, despite the fear, there was no denying it—the pull between them, the desire that simmered just beneath the surface, was stronger than the shadows. She would have to face them, confront them, and hope that trust could outweigh the sting of insecurity.

Mona inhaled deeply, letting the tension drain from her shoulders just enough to step back into the living room. Anton and Lisa were still talking, still laughing, still occupying a space that both thrilled and frightened her.

She slipped back onto the couch, forcing herself to smile. “What did I miss?” she asked, her voice light, teasing, hiding the storm inside.

Anton’s eyes twinkled, Lisa’s grin was warm, and for a fleeting moment, the jealousy, the fear, the shadows—they all seemed manageable. But Mona knew they would return. They always did.

And so would the desire.
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Chapter 3 – Unexpected Confessions
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The room was quiet now, the low hum of the evening settling around them. Mona traced the rim of her coffee mug with her finger, pretending to look at nothing in particular, but her ears were tuned to every nuance of Lisa’s voice. Anton sat across from her, leaning back, relaxed, yet alert—ever aware of the undercurrent of emotions weaving between the three of them.

Lisa shifted on the couch, hugging her knees, her usual playful spark replaced with something softer, almost fragile. Mona noticed immediately; it was in the way Lisa’s eyes dropped, the way her fingers fidgeted with the edge of her sweater.

“I... don’t usually talk about this,” Lisa began, her voice low, hesitant, “but I feel like I need to. With you two.”

Mona’s pulse quickened. She set her mug down, leaning in slightly, curiosity and concern mixing with a reluctant thrill. Anton mirrored her movement, his dark eyes fixed on Lisa, encouraging her without pressure.

Lisa exhaled slowly, as if expelling a weight she’d carried alone for far too long. “I’ve always been... scared of being left behind. Of people... walking away when things get hard.” Her words were careful, deliberate, but the raw vulnerability cut through the playful tension that usually defined their interactions.

Mona felt a pang in her chest—not jealousy this time, but empathy. She reached out, placing a tentative hand over Lisa’s, and Lisa looked up, surprised, then smiled faintly, a mixture
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