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      Sara dropped onto the couch with a dramatic sigh, flopping sideways so her head landed on my lap. “I swear, your apartment is more ‘home’ than my own place.”

      I laughed, running my fingers absently through her hair. “That’s because you’re here almost every night.”

      “She’s got a point,” Stephen added from the kitchen. He stood at the counter, popping a bag of popcorn into the microwave. “You basically live here.”

      Sara grinned up at me. “Should I start paying rent?”

      “Absolutely,” Stephen called over his shoulder. “But I’ll settle for you doing the dishes.”

      Sara made a disgusted noise and buried her face in my thigh. “Ugh, no thanks. I’d rather buy your love with snacks.”

      The microwave beeped. Stephen grabbed the bag and gave it a few shakes before ripping it open. “That reminds me—what’d you bring this time?”

      Sara sat up and pulled a bag of peanut M&M’s from her hoodie pocket, waving it triumphantly. “The essentials, obviously.”

      Stephen snorted. “You have a problem.”

      “A delicious problem,” she countered.

      I reached for the candy, but she pulled it out of my grasp. “Oh, no. These are communal, but I get first dibs.”

      I gave her a look. “Since when?”

      “Since I risked my life to get them,” she said, tucking the bag against her chest protectively. “The line at the store was insane. There was a woman in front of me who was way too emotionally invested in a coupon dispute. I barely made it out alive.”

      Stephen walked into the living room with the popcorn and sat on my other side, the warmth of his arm brushing against mine. “Tragic. You should get a medal.”

      “Right?” Sara tore open the bag and popped an M&M into her mouth. “So, what are we watching?”

      I grabbed the remote and scrolled through the options. “I was thinking something light. A rom-com, maybe?”

      Stephen groaned. “You always want rom-coms.”

      “Because they’re great.”

      “They’re predictable.”

      Sara leaned over me and stole a handful of popcorn from Stephen’s bowl. “I vote rom-com,” she said, crunching loudly. “That way, May and I can swoon over the love story while you sit there pretending you don’t care.”

      Stephen shot her a look. “I don’t pretend. I actually don’t care.”

      Sara and I exchanged a glance before replying in unison, “Sure.”

      He rolled his eyes but smirked, shaking his head as he threw a piece of popcorn at Sara. She gasped in mock outrage and threw one back, hitting him square in the chest.

      I sighed. “Can we please have one movie night where you two don’t start a food fight?”

      “No,” they both said at the same time.

      I sighed again, but I couldn’t stop the small smile tugging at my lips. This was our normal—Sara sprawled across the couch, Stephen playfully bickering with her, the air light and easy.

      The opening credits rolled, casting a soft flickering light across the living room. Sara had somehow claimed the middle seat between Stephen and me, curled up with her legs tucked beneath her. I didn’t mind—she always had a way of gravitating toward comfort, and Stephen and I had never denied her that.

      The movie started innocently enough—charming banter, lingering glances, the usual rom-com buildup. But about halfway in, things took a turn.

      On-screen, the lead characters were no longer trading playful insults. The tension between them snapped like a wire pulled too tight. A sudden kiss, desperate hands roaming, a low moan swallowed by another kiss.

      I swallowed hard, suddenly very aware of the warmth of Sara’s thigh pressing against mine.

      “Damn,” she murmured, shifting slightly. “I thought this was supposed to be a romantic comedy.”

      Stephen huffed a quiet laugh beside her. “I’m not complaining.”

      I stole a glance at him, but he was focused on the screen, a faint smirk playing on his lips. When I turned back to Sara, she was watching him, but not in the way she usually did. Not with teasing or amusement, but with something darker.

      Something fluttered low in my stomach.

      “You two are so lucky to have each other,” she said absently, her voice barely above a whisper.

      The words sat heavy in the air. Stephen shifted beside her, maybe catching the change in tone, but he didn’t say anything. I should have responded, should have laughed it off like we always did. Instead, I watched the way Sara’s fingers toyed with the edge of the blanket draped over her lap, the way she quickly looked away from Stephen like she’d said too much.

      And I felt it—a slow, curling heat—not just at her words, but at the way she looked at him. At the way my body reacted to it.

      I exhaled slowly, shifting against the couch. Sara glanced at me, her brows furrowing slightly like she’d just realized I was watching her. She bit her lower lip, hesitating.

      “Do you…” I asked before I could stop myself.

      She blinked. “Do I what?”

      I hesitated. Want this? Want him? Want… me?

      “Never mind,” I said quickly, shaking my head. My heart pounded.

      The movie played on, but none of us were really watching anymore. The scene on-screen had cooled, but the tension in the room hadn’t.

      Beside her, Stephen stretched, his arm naturally resting along the back of the couch. Close enough to touch, but not quite. I knew how his hands felt. How his warmth could pull someone in, make them feel safe.

      I wondered if Sara had ever imagined it. I wondered why I wasn’t unsettled by the idea.

      After the movie ended, we moved through the familiar motions of cleaning up—empty popcorn bowls stacked in the sink, blankets shaken out, the hum of quiet conversation filling the space between us. But something had shifted. It was subtle, but I could feel it humming beneath my skin.

      Sara stretched her arms above her head with a small groan, her hoodie lifting just enough to expose a sliver of skin at her waist. “I swear, your couch gets smaller every time I sleep on it.”

      Stephen chuckled as he wiped his hands on a dish towel. “It’s the same size as always.”

      “Well, my patience is shrinking, then,” she quipped, nudging me with her hip. “Do I have to steal another one of your shirts, or are you going to offer like a good host?”

      I smirked. “Top drawer. Take your pick.”

      She disappeared into the bedroom, and I felt Stephen’s presence behind me before he spoke. “She seems comfortable here,” he said, his voice low, thoughtful.

      I turned to face him, leaning against the counter. “She always has been.”

      His gaze lingered on the empty doorway for a moment longer before he exhaled, shaking his head as if clearing a thought. I didn’t ask what he was thinking. I was unprepared for the answer.

      A few minutes later, Sara padded back into the living room, barefoot, wearing one of Stephen’s old T-shirts. It was oversized, hanging off her shoulder, the hem brushing mid-thigh. She ran a hand through her hair as she sat back down on the couch, completely at ease.

      Stephen hesitated.

      It was barely perceptible, just a brief pause before he moved, but I caught it. The way his gaze flickered, how his jaw tensed ever so slightly as he took her in. He wasn’t trying to look. He just couldn’t help it.

      And I couldn’t help noticing.

      Heat curled in my stomach, unexpected but undeniable. I waited for the familiar sting of jealousy to creep in, but it never came. Instead, something darker, deeper, settled in its place.

      Sara yawned again, curling her legs beneath her on the couch. “Alright, what’s next? Another movie? Or are you two finally going to kick me out so you can have your romantic evening?”

      Stephen cleared his throat, leaning against the arm of the couch. “You’re not exactly a third wheel, Sara. You know that.”

      She grinned. “Oh, I know. But I also know when I’m overstaying my welcome.”

      “You’re not,” I said quickly, my voice firmer than I intended. Both of them looked at me, and I felt my cheeks flush. “I mean… it’s fine. You’re fine.”

      Sara tilted her head, studying me with a faint smile. “You sure? You’ve got that look on your face.”

      “What look?”

      “Like you’re thinking too hard about something.” She stretched out her legs, her toes brushing against Stephen’s thigh accidentally. He shifted slightly but didn’t move away.

      I swallowed, my eyes darting between them. “Just… thinking about how weird it is that we’ve been friends for so long and yet sometimes it feels like there’s still more to figure out.”

      Sara raised an eyebrow, but before she could respond, Stephen spoke. “About what?” His tone was casual, but there was an edge to it—a curiosity that mirrored my own.

      I shrugged, avoiding his gaze. “About us. All of us.”

      The room fell quiet for a moment, the only sound the faint hum of the TV screen saver bouncing around the room. Sara leaned back against the cushions, her fingers idly tracing patterns on the fabric of Stephen’s shirt she was wearing.

      Finally, she broke the silence. “Well, if you figure it out, let me know. Because I think I’m just along for the ride at this point.” She laughed softly, but there was something in her voice—something that made my pulse quicken.

      Stephen glanced at me then, his expression unreadable. But there was a question in his eyes—one I wasn’t sure I had the answer to.

      I took a deep breath and sat down beside Sara on the couch, close enough that our shoulders brushed. She turned to look at me, her expression softening.

      “You good?” she asked quietly.

      “Yeah,” I said, even though I wasn’t entirely sure if that was true. “Just… don’t go anywhere yet.”

      She smiled faintly and leaned her head against my shoulder—just as she had earlier with Stephen—and I felt that same strange warmth bloom in my chest.

      Stephen, sat down on her other side, his hand brushing against hers as he settled in. For a moment, none of us spoke. The tension in the room was palpable now—not uncomfortable but forbidden all the same.

      I swallowed hard, my heart pounding in my ears. The words I’d been holding back for weeks—months, maybe—were bubbling up, and I couldn’t stop them. “I’ve always wanted to try a threesome.”

      The silence that followed was deafening. Sara froze, her head lifting slowly from my shoulder. Her eyes widened, and she stared at me like I’d just spoken in a language she didn’t understand. Stephen, on the other side of her, went still too. His gaze flicked between us, his expression unreadable for a moment. Then, slowly, a smirk tugged at the corner of his mouth—knowing, curious, and just a little dangerous.

      “May,” Sara said finally, her voice soft but laced with uncertainty. “What are you saying?”

      I hesitated, my throat dry. “I mean… with you. And Stephen.” My voice wavered, but I pressed on. “I’ve been thinking about it for a while. About… us. All of us.”

      Sara blinked, her lips parting slightly as if she were about to speak but couldn’t find the words. Stephen leaned forward slightly, his elbows resting on his knees as he looked at me intently.

      “Are you serious?” he asked quietly.

      I nodded, my cheeks burning. “Yeah. I am.”

      Sara exhaled sharply and ran a hand through her hair. “Wow. Okay. That’s… not what I expected to hear tonight.”

      “It doesn’t have to be anything,” I said quickly, suddenly terrified I’d ruined everything. “I just… wanted to say it.”

      Sara looked at me for a long moment, her expression softening. Then she glanced at Stephen, who gave her a small nod—an unspoken agreement that they were in this together.

      “May,” Sara said slowly, reaching out to take my hand. Her touch was warm and steady, and it grounded me somehow. “This is… a lot.”

      “I know,” I whispered.

      She hesitated again before leaning in closer, her face inches from mine. My breath caught as her gaze flicked down to my lips and then back up to my eyes. “But… if you’re sure…”

      “I am,” I breathed.

      And then she kissed me—softly at first, tentative and unsure, like she was testing the waters. My heart raced as I kissed her back, my fingers tangling in the fabric of Stephen’s shirt she was still wearing. It was strange and familiar all at once—Sara’s lips on mine felt different than Stephen’s yet somehow right.

      When she pulled back slightly, her cheeks were flushed, and she looked at me with a mix of curiosity and vulnerability. “Okay,” she whispered.

      I turned to Stephen then, my pulse quickening as I saw the heat in his eyes. He didn’t say anything—he didn’t need to. Instead, he reached out and cupped my face gently before kissing me deeply. His kiss was firm and confident, grounding me in the moment even as my head spun.

      When he broke away, he turned to Sara and kissed her too—this time with the same intensity he had with me. Sara’s breath hitched, her hands instinctively reaching for his shoulders as their lips met. I watched, my heart pounding, as Stephen’s hand slid to the back of her neck, pulling her closer. The room felt electric, charged with something I couldn’t name but had dreamed about for so long.

      When they pulled apart, Sara looked dazed, her lips parted and her eyes dark. She turned to me, her fingers trembling slightly as she reached for the hem of Stephen’s shirt she was wearing. “May,” she said softly, “help me with this?”

      I nodded, my hands joining hers as we lifted the fabric over her head. The shirt fell to the floor, leaving her in just a simple lace bra. My gaze lingered on the curve of her shoulders, the softness of her skin, before I met her eyes again. There was no hesitation left in them now—only heat and a shared understanding.

      Her hands moved to the buttons of my blouse, and I let her take control, my breath hitching as she undid them one by one. When the fabric slipped from my shoulders, I felt exposed in a way that thrilled me. Her fingertips brushed against my collarbone, sending shivers down my spine.

      “You’re beautiful,” she whispered.

      Before I could respond, Stephen stepped closer, his chest bare now as he tossed his shirt aside. He wrapped an arm around each of us, pulling us into a tight embrace. His skin was warm against mine, and I could feel the steady beat of his heart as he kissed my temple and then Sara’s.

      “Are you both sure?” he asked, his voice low and rough.

      I nodded without hesitation. “Yes.”

      Sara echoed me softly. “Yes.”

      Stephen’s hands trailed down my back, his touch igniting something deep within me. At the same time, Sara leaned in to kiss me again—this time with more confidence. Her tongue brushed against mine tentatively at first, then more boldly as we lost ourselves in the moment.

      My hands fumbled with the clasp of Sara’s bra until it finally came undone. She let it fall away, and I couldn’t help but admire her—the softness of her curves, the way she looked at me with such trust and desire.

      Stephen’s lips found my neck as Sara kissed me deeply, his hands exploring every inch of skin he could reach. The sensation was overwhelming in the best way possible—like every nerve in my body had come alive at once.

      Sara’s fingers traced the waistband of my jeans before she undid the button and zipper slowly. I stepped out of them as they pooled at my feet, standing there in nothing but my underwear while both of their eyes raked over me hungrily.

      “You two are incredible,” Stephen murmured before kissing Sara again—harder this time—while his hand slid up my thigh. While there, he tugged on my panties until they fell to the floor, just as Sara peeled off her own pair.

      Sara then dropped to her knees, licking her lips while her hands moved across Stephen’s jean-covered thighs. “I’ve always wondered what your boyfriend tastes like,” she murmured.

      I dropped down beside her and unfastened Stephen’s jeans. “Well, why don’t you find out?” I pulled his cock out of his briefs, watching Sara’s eyes widen at how thick and long he was.

      She hesitated for just a moment, her gaze flicking up to me for reassurance. I nodded, my own desire flaring as I watched her lean in, her lips parting. The first touch of her tongue to the tip of his cock made him groan, his hand tangling in her hair. My heart raced as I took him into my own mouth, savoring the weight and heat of him against my tongue.

      We worked in tandem, our mouths moving together in a rhythm that felt almost instinctual. Sara’s soft moans mingled with Stephen’s low growls, the sound sending a shiver down my spine. I could feel the tension building in him, his hips rocking slightly as he struggled to stay still.

      “Fuck,” he muttered, his voice strained. “You two are going to kill me.”

      Sara giggled softly, the sound vibrating against him, and I couldn’t help but smile around him too. Her hand reached out to intertwine with mine, our fingers locking as we continued to pleasure him together. The intimacy of it—her skin against mine, Stephen’s cock filling my mouth—was almost overwhelming.

      I pulled back slightly, letting Sara take more of him while I focused on teasing the sensitive underside with my tongue. Her eyes met mine, dark and glazed with desire, and I felt a surge of affection for her that went beyond friendship. This moment was about more than just physical pleasure—it was about trust, vulnerability, and the unspoken bond between us.

      Stephen’s breathing grew ragged, his grip tightening in our hair. “I’m close,” he warned, his voice barely more than a growl.

      Sara and I didn’t stop. If anything, we doubled down, our movements becoming more urgent as we pushed him toward the edge. When he finally came with a deep groan, Sara took most of it eagerly while I leaned back slightly just so I could watch her swallow every last drop.

      Stephen’s breathing grew ragged, his grip tightening in our hair. “I’m close,” he warned, his voice barely more than a growl.

      Sara and I didn’t stop. If anything, we doubled down, our movements becoming more urgent as we pushed him toward the edge. When he finally came with a deep groan, Sara took most of it eagerly while I leaned back slightly just so I could watch her swallow every last drop.

      But it wasn’t enough. I was filled with the urge to taste my best friend for the first time. I laid her back on the floor and climbed over her, kissing her lips then her jaw, slowly making my way down to her perfect breasts.

      Sara’s breath hitched as I took one of her nipples into my mouth, swirling my tongue around the sensitive peak. She arched her back, her fingers tangling in my hair, urging me closer. “May,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “That feels so good.” I switched to the other nipple, sucking gently at first, then harder as her moans grew louder.

      I kissed my way down her stomach, savoring the warmth of her skin beneath my lips. When I reached her pussy, I glanced up at her. Her eyes were dark with desire, her cheeks flushed. “Please,” she begged, and I didn’t need any more encouragement.

      I settled between her thighs. Her scent was intoxicating, and I couldn’t wait any longer. I pressed a soft kiss to the inside of her thigh before finally letting my tongue find its way to her wetness.

      Sara gasped, her hands gripping the carpet as I licked a slow, deliberate line up her center. I could feel how aroused she was, and it only made me want to give her more. I focused on her clit, sucking lightly at first, then increasing the pressure as she began to writhe beneath me.

      “Oh God, May,” she moaned, her hips bucking against my mouth. “Don’t stop.”

      I didn’t. I kept going, alternating between flicking my tongue over her clit and plunging it inside her until she was trembling on the edge. Her cries grew louder, more desperate, and then she came with a shuddering gasp, her body going taut before collapsing back onto the floor.

      From the corner of my eye, I saw Stephen watching us intently, his hand stroking his cock. He was already hard again, his gaze locked on Sara’s flushed face as she caught her breath. I felt a surge of possessiveness mingled with desire—this was everything I had wanted.

      Sara reached for me then, pulling me up to kiss me deeply. “That was amazing,” she murmured against my lips. “Your turn?”

      Before I could say anything, she flipped me onto my back and settled between my thighs. I tugged on my nipples as her breath fanned across my wet pussy.

      Her tongue was electric as she lapped at me, her movements slow and deliberate, as if she were savoring every inch of me. I moaned, my hands gripping the carpet as she teased my clit with the tip of her tongue, sending shivers of pleasure through my body. “Sara,” I gasped, my hips lifting to meet her mouth.

      Stephen moved behind her then, his presence a warm weight in the room. I could hear his low, steady breathing as he knelt down, his hands gripping Sara’s hips. He ran the tip of his cock between her ass cheeks, teasing her as she continued to work me with her mouth. The sight of them together was almost too much to bear—my best friend’s head buried between my thighs and my boyfriend poised to take her from behind.

      “Stephen,” Sara whimpered, pausing for a moment to look back at him. Her voice was thick with need, and I could see the way her body trembled with anticipation.

      He didn’t hesitate. With a firm grip on her hips, he pushed into her slowly, inch by inch, until he was fully inside. Sara let out a low moan, her head dropping forward as she resumed licking me, her tongue moving faster now, more urgent.

      I was caught in the middle of it all—Sara’s mouth on me, Stephen’s deep thrusts into her—and the sensation was overwhelming. I could feel myself getting closer and closer to the edge, my breath coming in short gasps as I watched them together. The sound of their bodies meeting filled the room, each thrust driving Sara’s face harder against me.

      “Fuck,” Stephen groaned, his pace quickening. “You feel so good.”

      Sara moaned in response, her tongue working me relentlessly until I couldn’t hold back anymore. My orgasm crashed over me like a wave, my body shuddering as I cried out, my fingers tangling in Sara’s hair. She didn’t stop until every last spasm had left me trembling.

      As I lay there catching my breath, Stephen’s thrusts grew more erratic, his grip on Sara tightening as he neared his own climax. With a deep groan, he came inside her, his body jerking with the force of it. Sara let out a soft cry, her own release following close behind.

      For a moment, the only sound in the room was our heavy breathing as we all came down from the high. Stephen pulled out slowly and collapsed onto the floor beside us, his hand reaching for mine. Sara kissed my thigh gently before crawling up to lie on my other side.

      The next morning, the light filtered through the blinds, soft and golden, casting long shadows over us. For the first time ever, the three of us had shared the same bed. I stretched, my muscles pleasantly sore, my body still humming with the remnants of the night before.

      Beside me, Stephen shifted, his arm draped lazily over my waist. His warmth was familiar, grounding. But it was the other warmth—the unfamiliar one—that sent a quiet thrill through me.

      Sara.

      She lay on her side, half-covered by the sheets, her hair spilling over the pillow. Her breathing was steady, peaceful. If I hadn’t been awake to see it myself, I might not have believed the way the three of us had fit together last night.

      But now morning was here, and morning meant reality.

      I watched as Sara’s lashes fluttered, her brow furrowing slightly before her eyes opened. For a second, she looked content, relaxed. Then the realization seemed to hit, and she stilled.

      “Hey,” I murmured, my voice still thick with sleep.

      Her gaze flickered to mine, hesitant, searching. “Hey.”

      Stephen made a sleepy noise behind me, tightening his hold before groggily blinking awake. “Mmm. Morning.” His voice was rough, warm.

      Sara shifted, sitting up slightly. The sheet slid down her shoulder, revealing soft, golden skin. She bit her lip. I reached for her before she could move too far away, my fingers wrapping gently around her wrist. “You don’t have to go.”

      Sara stilled, her lips parting slightly. She glanced at Stephen, as if checking to see if he agreed. He met her gaze, his expression unreadable for a moment—then, slowly, he smiled. “She’s right. Stay.”

      She exhaled a quiet laugh, shaking her head. “I mean, is that… what you both want?”

      I didn’t hesitate. “Yes.”

      Stephen’s hand slid up my back, grounding me. Sara studied us for a long moment, her eyes flickering with something unreadable—hope, maybe, or disbelief. Then, finally, her shoulders relaxed. “Okay,” she said softly.

      I grinned, tugging her back down between us. She let out a startled laugh as she landed against the pillows.

      “You guys are ridiculous,” she mumbled, but I could hear the smile in her voice.

      Stephen smirked, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “You love it.”

      She rolled her eyes but didn’t deny it.

      I sat up, grinning. “I’m going to go make us some breakfast.”

      Sara stretched, her shirt slipping down one shoulder. “If I’m staying, I’m eating half your pancakes.”

      Stephen groaned. “You’re going to eat all my pancakes.”

      I just laughed, settling back into the warmth of them both. Our sleepovers were definitely about to change. And I wouldn’t have it any other way.
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