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      I sat at the kitchen island, stirring the spoon in my coffee absentmindedly, watching the cream swirl into the dark liquid. Melony leaned against the counter across from me, her arms crossed casually, her nails painted a deep shade of red that matched her lipstick. She looked effortlessly put together, as always, in a silk blouse and high-waisted jeans. I’d always admired her confidence, the way she carried herself like she knew exactly who she was and what she wanted.

      Melony was ten years older than me, and I only knew her and Wes through a house-sitting gig while I put myself through college. I’d been house-sitting for them for a while now, and Melony and I had started to grow closer. So much so, that I’d developed a little bit of a crush on her and her husband. I’d never tell her that, of course. Despite feeling closer to her, I was still a professional.

      “So,” Melony began, her voice smooth and deliberate, “our ten-year anniversary is coming up.”

      “Oh, wow,” I said, sipping my coffee to hide my nerves. I wasn’t sure why I felt nervous—this was Melony, after all. We’d known each other for years. “That’s a big one.”

      “It is,” she agreed, nodding slowly. “And I want to give Wes something... special. Something he’ll never forget.”

      I raised an eyebrow, intrigued. “What are you thinking?”

      She tilted her head slightly, her lips curving into a small, knowing smile. “Well,” she said, drawing out the word, “Wes has this... fantasy. Something he’s mentioned a few times over the years.”

      My stomach fluttered. I wasn’t sure where this was going, but the way she was looking at me made me feel like I was already in over my head. “Okay...”

      Melony uncrossed her arms and leaned forward slightly, resting her hands on the counter between us. Her eyes locked onto mine, unwavering. “He’s always wanted to have a threesome.”

      I choked on my coffee, coughing into my sleeve as heat rushed to my cheeks. “Oh,” I managed to say when I finally caught my breath. “Wow. That’s... that’s quite the gift.”

      She laughed softly, clearly amused by my reaction. “It is,” she said simply.

      I set my mug down carefully, trying to steady my hands. “So... do you have someone in mind? For the... third person?”

      Melony didn’t answer right away. Instead, she studied me for a moment, her gaze intense but not unkind. Then she smiled again—that same confident, knowing smile that made me feel like she could see straight through me.

      “Actually,” she said slowly, “I was thinking of asking you.”

      My heart skipped a beat. My mouth went dry. I stared at her, trying to process what she’d just said. “Me?” My voice came out higher than I intended.

      She nodded once, her expression serious now. “Yes, you.”

      I felt like the room had suddenly gotten smaller, the air thicker. My mind raced with questions—did she know about my crush on them? Was this some kind of test? Or was it just... an invitation?

      “I—” I started but stopped myself. I didn’t know what to say.

      Melony reached across the counter and placed her hand over mine. Her touch was warm and grounding even as it sent a jolt through me.

      “You don’t have to decide right now,” she said gently. “Think about it.”

      I swallowed hard and nodded, my throat tight. “Okay,” I managed to whisper. “I’ll... think about it.”

      She smiled, her hand lingering on mine for a moment before she pulled away and straightened up. “Good,” she said, her tone light again, as if we’d just been discussing the weather. “Let me know by Thursday. The anniversary is Friday.”

      “Friday,” I repeated numbly, like I was trying to cement the date in my brain.

      Melony glanced at her watch and sighed. “I should probably get going. Wes will be home soon, and I still need to pick up dinner.” She grabbed her purse from the counter and slung it over her shoulder, then gave me one last look. “Thanks for the coffee, Sara.”

      “Yeah, of course,” I said automatically, though my mind was still spinning.

      She headed for the door, her heels clicking softly against the tile floor. Just before she stepped out, she turned back to me with that same confident smile. “Oh, and Sara? Don’t overthink it. Just... trust your gut.”

      And then she was gone.

      I sat there for what felt like hours, staring at my now-cold coffee, replaying the conversation in my head. My cheeks were still burning, and my stomach was a tangled mess of nerves and something else—excitement? Curiosity? Fear? I couldn’t tell.

      I thought about Wes—his easy smile, his quiet strength, the way he looked at Melony like she was the center of his universe. I thought about Melony—her effortless grace, her confidence, the way she always seemed to know exactly what she wanted. And then I thought about me—awkward, unsure Sara, who had spent years secretly admiring them from a distance.

      Could I really do this? Could I really be that person for them?

      I got up from the counter and started pacing the kitchen, my thoughts racing faster than my heartbeat. Part of me wanted to say yes immediately—to throw caution to the wind and dive headfirst into this unknown territory. But another part of me hesitated, worried about crossing a line that could change everything between us.

      By the time I collapsed onto the couch later that night, I still hadn’t made a decision. Thursday loomed over me like a deadline I wasn’t ready to face. I pulled out my phone and stared at it for a long time, wondering if I should call Melony or text her or just... wait.

      In the end, I didn’t do anything except fall into a restless sleep filled with fragmented dreams of Melony and Wes and their hands that felt impossibly warm against my skin.

      The next morning, I woke up with a start, my panties soaked. My body was so flushed with heat that I felt my fingers instinctively dip inside my panties as if they had a mind of their own. I teased myself for a few minutes before the memory of yesterday’s conversation came rushing back all at once. Suddenly, without warning, I came all over my fingers.

      “What am I doing?” I muttered to myself as I dragged myself out of bed.

      But deep down, I already knew the answer. My gut had been screaming it at me all night long.

      I picked up my phone and opened a text to Melony before I could second-guess myself.

      “Hey,” I typed slowly. “I’ve been thinking about your offer... and I’m in. Let me know what I need to do.”

      I hit send before I could chicken out, my heart pounding like a drum. Almost immediately, the little typing bubbles appeared, and my stomach flipped.

      “Perfect,” she replied, followed by a wink emoji. “Come over Friday at 7. Dress nice. Oh, and Sara? Relax. It’s going to be fun.”

      I stared at the screen, my fingers trembling as I typed back a simple “Okay.” Then I tossed my phone onto the bed and buried my face in my hands. What had I just agreed to?

      The next two days were a blur of nervous energy and second-guessing. I spent way too much time staring at my closet, trying to figure out what “dress nice” meant in this context. Did she want me to look sexy? Classy? Somewhere in between? I finally settled on a black lace dress that hugged my curves without being too revealing, paired with heels that made me feel more confident than usual.

      Friday evening rolled around faster than I expected. My palms were sweaty as I stood outside Melony and Wes’s house, clutching a bottle of wine like it was some kind of lifeline. I rang the doorbell and immediately regretted it—what if Wes answered? What if he didn’t know? What if—

      The door swung open, and there was Melony, looking effortlessly stunning in a sleek red dress that made her skin glow. “Sara,” she said warmly, her eyes flicking over me with approval. “You look amazing.”

      “Thanks,” I stammered, holding out the wine like an offering. “I brought this.”

      She took it with a smile and stepped aside to let me in. “Come on in. Wes is just finishing up in the kitchen.”

      I followed her inside, my heels clicking against the hardwood floor. The house smelled like garlic and herbs, and soft jazz music played in the background. It felt... intimate, like I was stepping into a world that wasn’t mine but somehow invited me anyway.

      Wes appeared from the kitchen, wiping his hands on a dishtowel. He was wearing a button-down shirt with the sleeves rolled up, and his face lit up when he saw me. “Sara!” he paused. “What are you doing here?” Then, as if worried about how he’d come across, he added, “Not that I’m upset to have you, I just…well today is our anniversary.”

      I smiled at him. “I know. Melony invited me.” Wes glanced at his wife with playful suspicion.

      Melony looked toward the ceiling innocently and gave him no explanation. Wes, as if remembering his manners, walked over and gave me a quick hug, his cologne faint but intoxicating.

      “Thanks for having me,” I said, trying to sound casual even though my heart was racing.

      “I’m just going to put these leftovers in the fridge and grab us a few drinks. Meet you in the living room?”

      Melony looped an arm through mine and led me to the sofa. She motioned for me to sit down, and I did.

      “So,” she said, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Ready for tonight?”

      I hesitated for a second before answering. “As ready as I’ll ever be.”

      She laughed softly and reached over to squeeze my hand. “Trust me, Sara. Wes is a fantastic lover. I doubt any of those college boys you know could hold a candle to him.”

      I swallowed. “So, does Wes know? About…your gift?”

      Melony wrinkled her nose and smiled while shaking her head. “I’m going to tell him when we cut the cake.” She jumped up suddenly. “Oh! That reminds me. The cake!”

      Melony rushed to the kitchen, passing her husband on his way out with some wine. Adrenaline coursed through my veins. He still didn’t know. Wasn’t he wondering why I was here? Surely, he had some idea…but as he sat down, his gaze seemed warm and open. It didn’t seem like he had any idea at all why I was there.

      Melony returned with a cake in her hands that read ‘Happy Anniversary,’ on it.

      Wes chuckled, his eyes crinkling at the corners as he watched his wife deliver it with exaggerated flair. She set the cake down on the coffee table in front of him, and began cutting it.

      Wes’s gaze flicked between Melony and me, curiosity dancing in his expression. “So,” he said, leaning back on the sofa, “what’s the big surprise? Or is this it?” He gestured to the cake.

      Melony’s smile turned sly as she sat down beside him, her hand resting lightly on his thigh. “Oh, this is just the beginning,” she purred.

      Wes raised an eyebrow, clearly intrigued but still clueless. I felt my cheeks flush as I glanced away, suddenly feeling like I was intruding on something private. But then Melony reached over and took my hand, pulling me into their little bubble.

      “Wes,” she said, her voice steady but laced with excitement, “I’ve been thinking about your anniversary gift for weeks now. And I wanted to give you something...special. Something you’ve always talked about.”

      His brow furrowed slightly, but before he could ask what she meant, she continued. “Sara’s here because I asked her to be. Because I want tonight to be unforgettable—for all of us.”

      For a moment, Wes just stared at her, his expression unreadable. Then his eyes shifted to me, and I saw the realization dawn on him. His lips parted slightly, and I could see the wheels turning in his head as he processed what she was saying.

      “Wait,” he said slowly, his voice low. “You mean...?”

      Melony nodded, her smile widening. “Yes. If you’re both okay with it.”

      The room felt impossibly quiet for a moment, the air thick with anticipation. My heart was pounding so loudly I was sure they could hear it. Wes’s gaze lingered on me for what felt like an eternity before he finally spoke again.

      “Sara,” he said softly, “are you...sure about this?”

      I swallowed hard, forcing myself to meet his eyes. “I wouldn’t be here if I wasn’t,” I replied, my voice steadier than I expected.

      The corner of his mouth twitched into a small smile, and then he looked back at Melony. “You’re incredible,” he said, shaking his head in amused disbelief.

      She laughed lightly and leaned in to kiss him—a deep, lingering kiss that made my stomach flip. When they pulled apart, her eyes were dark with desire as she turned to me.

      “Come here,” she murmured, holding out her hand.

      I hesitated for only a second before taking it and letting her pull me closer. Wes watched us both with a mixture of awe and hunger as Melony guided me onto his lap. My breath hitched as I felt the warmth of his body beneath me—solid and reassuring despite the whirlwind of emotions swirling inside me.

      Melony ran her fingers through my hair before cupping my face gently with her hand. Her touch was soft, almost reverent, as she leaned in to kiss me. It was a slow, deliberate kiss that sent shivers down my spine. When she pulled back, her eyes searched mine, making sure I was okay. I nodded slightly, my heart racing but my body eager for more.

      Wes’s hands settled on my hips, his grip firm but not demanding. He looked up at me, his expression a mix of curiosity and desire. “You’re beautiful,” he murmured, his voice rough with emotion.

      I blushed, unsure how to respond, but Melony saved me by brushing her lips against my neck, sending a jolt of pleasure through me. “Relax,” she whispered against my skin. “We’ll take it slow.”

      Her words were reassuring, but the tension in the room was palpable. Wes leaned in, his lips grazing the curve of my shoulder as his hands slid up my sides. I let out a shaky breath, my body responding to their touches in ways I hadn’t expected.

      Melony’s fingers traced patterns along my back as she kissed Wes over my shoulder. The sight of them together—so intimate yet so inclusive—was intoxicating. I felt like I was being drawn into something that had always existed between them but now included me in a way that felt both thrilling and overwhelming.

      “Sara,” Wes said softly, drawing my attention back to him. “You can tell us to stop anytime, okay? This is about all of us.”

      I nodded again, grateful for his words but also desperate to keep going. Melony seemed to sense this because she smiled and began unzipping my dress with deliberate slowness. Her fingers brushed against my skin with each inch revealed, and I could feel Wes’s breath quicken beneath me.

      When it was fully unzipped, Melony pushed the fabric aside and let her hands explore the curves of my body. Wes followed suit, his touch tentative at first but growing bolder as he mirrored Melony’s movements. Their hands worked in tandem, unhooking my bra and then sliding off my panties.

      I was bare and vulnerable between them. I could feel Wes’s erection through his pants as he ground it against my body. I leaned my head back to moan and fell back against Melony’s shoulder. She tilted my chin to kiss me while Wes’s lips wrapped around my nipple, his tongue flicking me softly.

      The combination of their touches—soft and firm, gentle and urgent—was overwhelming in the best possible way.

      I felt Melony’s hands slide down to my hips, her fingers digging in just enough to anchor me as she guided me back against her. Her lips left mine, trailing down my neck in a series of slow, wet kisses that made me tremble. Wes’s mouth moved to my other breast, his tongue circling and teasing until I was gasping for air.

      “You’re so responsive,” Melony whispered into my ear, her breath warm and sending another shiver through me. “I love how you react to us.”

      Her words made me blush, but I didn’t have time to dwell on them because Melony began to undress. Her red dress pooled at her ankles as she began slipping out of her black lace bra and matching panties. Her body had mature curves but youthfully taut skin. I wanted to plant kisses all over her, but was quickly distracted by Wes’s next question. “Do you want more?” he asked, his voice low and thick.

      I nodded quickly, unable to form words. Melony chuckled softly behind me, her hands sliding up my sides and cupping my breasts. “Tell him,” she urged, her lips brushing against my ear. “Say it.”

      “Yes,” I managed to choke out, my voice barely above a whisper. “Please.”

      Wes smiled, a slow, predatory grin that made my stomach flip. He guided me off of his lap and stood then, his hands going to the buttons on his shirt. My eyes were drawn to the movement, watching as he undid them, letting his shirt fall from his shoulders.

      “Unzip his pants,” Melony urged. She took my hands in hers and guided them to his hard erection. I unzipped his slacks and tugged them down along with his boxers. Then he was standing there completely bare, his cock hard and curving slightly toward his stomach.

      Melony’s hands tightened on my breasts as she let out a low hum of approval. “God, he’s gorgeous, isn’t he?” she murmured, her voice dripping with admiration.

      I couldn’t argue. Wes was stunning—broad shoulders tapering down to a narrow waist, his abs defined but not overly so, his skin smooth and golden in the dim light of the room. And then there was his cock—thick and heavy-looking, the tip already glistening with pre-cum.

      Melony gently nudged me forward, urging me to fulfill her command. Her voice was soft, yet firm as she spoke. "Go on," she encouraged, a faint smile playing on her lips. "Suck him."

      Without hesitation, I dropped to my knees in front of Wes. My hands lightly rested on his strong thighs as I leaned in, my lips brushing against the tip of his arousal before taking him fully into my mouth. A deep groan escaped from above me as he tangled his hand in my hair, guiding my movements.

      Behind me, Melony shifted closer, her body pressing against my back in a deliciously sinful way. Her hands explored every inch of skin they could reach, leaving a trail of electrifying sensations in their wake. She kissed along my shoulders and spine, her touch feather-light but setting my skin ablaze nonetheless. "You're doing so well," she murmured between kisses, her breath hot against my skin. "Look at him—he can't take his eyes off you."

      I glanced up at Wes through thick eyelashes and saw that Melony was right—his intense gaze was locked on me, his chest rising and falling rapidly as I pleasured him with my mouth. His grip on my hair tightened slightly when I took him deeper, emitting a low growl that sent a surge of heat straight to my core.

      As if sensing my heightened state of arousal, Melony's exploring hands found their way between my thighs. Her fingers brushed teasingly against my slick folds, sending shivers down my spine. "You're so wet," she whispered breathlessly, her own voice laced with desire and need.

      As I took Wes deeper into my mouth, his hips bucked and his cock hit the back of my throat. His taste was intoxicating, salty and rich, and I couldn't get enough. Melony's skilled fingers circled my clit in slow, deliberate strokes, sending shivers through my body. With each passing moment, pleasure built inside me, making me whimper and tremble.

      "That's it," Wes growled, his voice rough with desire. "Keep going, Sara."

      Just as I thought I couldn't take any more, Melony's fingers pushed inside me, expertly curling and stroking to make me cry out. Wes's grip on my hair tightened and his hips thrust shallowly as I continued to work him. Their movements were perfectly in sync, driving me closer and closer to the edge until I felt dizzy with need.

      "I'm going to come," Wes warned, his voice strained with pleasure.

      But Melony didn't stop her attempts, speeding up her fingers and gripping my hip firmly as she whispered in my ear, "Let her taste you, Wes."

      With a final groan, he gave in to the pleasure and came in my mouth. I eagerly swallowed every drop, working my throat around him until he was spent. But Melony wasn't finished yet; her fingers kept working inside me until I was trembling uncontrollably.

      "Come for me now, Sara," she urged softly but commandingly.

      Her words were all it took for me to shatter into ecstasy, my body convulsing as waves of pleasure ripped through me. Melony held me steady as I gasped for air, her fingers still moving inside me until I was completely spent.

      Wes collapsed onto the sofa next to us, his chest heaving as he caught his breath. He looked at Melony with a lazy grin spreading across his face and commanded, "Now come ride my face, Mel."

      Melony's mischievous grin lit up her eyes as she straddled his face, a glint of anticipation in her gaze. She lowered herself onto him, a soft moan escaping her lips as Wes's skilled tongue began to work its magic on her. Her head fell back in ecstasy as she teased and pinched her own nipples, reveling in the pleasure coursing through her.

      "Sara," Melony called out with breathless excitement. "I want to see you ride his cock."

      With a hungry look in my eye, I climbed onto the sofa, positioning myself over Wes's lap. His cock was still hard and glistening with their combined fluids. As I slowly sank down onto him, a gasp escaped my lips at the feeling of being completely filled by him. He felt thick and heavy inside me, stretching me in the most delicious way.

      "Oh god, you feel amazing," I moaned, my hands braced against Wes's chest for support.

      Melony leaned in close, capturing my lips in a passionate kiss. Her hands cupped my breasts, teasing and flicking my nipples as we rocked together in perfect synchronization on Wes's cock. His strong hands gripped our hips, guiding our movements as he continued to expertly pleasure Melony with his mouth.

      "You're so beautiful like this," Melony whispered against my lips, her voice trembling with pleasure. Her fingers trailed down my stomach, brushing lightly over my throbbing clit as I rode Wes harder.

      "I can't take much more," I gasped, feeling another wave of intense pleasure building within me.

      "Me neither," Melony admitted with ragged breaths, her hips grinding against Wes's face in desperation. "Let's come together."

      Her words sent shivers down my spine and I nodded eagerly, increasing the intensity of our movements. Wes's hands tightened their grip on my hips as he groaned into Melony's pussy, driving her to the brink of orgasm. I could feel him throbbing inside me, his cock pulsing with each thrust.

      Breaking our kiss, Melony threw her head back and cried out in ecstasy, her body trembling as she reached her climax. The sight of her unraveling before me pushed me over the edge and I followed soon after, my body convulsing in pleasure as I came hard around Wes's throbbing cock. He held onto me tightly, his own release overtaking him with a deep, primal growl as he spilled inside me.

      As the intensity of our orgasms subsided, Melony slid off Wes's face and collapsed onto the sofa beside him, pulling me down with her. With lazy fingers tracing patterns on her husband's chest, she murmured softly, "Happy anniversary."

      Wes chuckled in contentment, his hand now resting possessively on my thigh. "Best one yet."
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