
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Bidding Floor

The hotel ballroom reeked of old money and new lust—cigar smoke curling lazily through the air, mixing with expensive perfume that probably cost three hundred dollars an ounce, the sharp acidic tang of Dom Pérignon champagne and something earthier underneath it all, like sweat barely masked by Tom Ford cologne and the musk of arousal. Crystal chandeliers cast warm amber light across the crowd of men in thousand-dollar suits, their eyes hungry, their wallets open. Mark stood near the back against the mahogany-paneled wall, his hand tight around a glass of scotch he hadn't touched in twenty minutes, the ice long melted, watching his wife Sarah step onto the small stage they'd erected near the front of the room.

The October cold outside made the ballroom's heat feel oppressive, but Mark's hands were freezing, adrenaline making his fingers numb. He could smell the hotel's industrial carpet cleaner mixing with the heavier scents—tobacco, leather from expensive shoes, the faint chlorine smell drifting in from the pool area down the hall.

Sarah wore what he'd picked out three days ago, what they'd spent an hour debating in their bedroom: a black Versace dress that stopped mid-thigh, tight enough that every curve of her body was on vulgar display—the swell of her breasts threatening to spill over the sweetheart neckline with each breath, her waist cinched to emphasize the flare of her hips, the fabric clinging to the round fullness of her ass like it was painted on. Her honey-blonde hair fell in carefully styled waves past her shoulders, catching the light, and she'd done her makeup the way she knew drove him absolutely fucking crazy: smoky eyes with that expensive Urban Decay palette, red lips—specifically MAC's Russian Red—that looked permanently wet and swollen like she'd just been thoroughly kissed.

She was twenty-eight years old, five-foot-six in her bare feet but wearing four-inch Louboutins that made her legs look endless. Her body was soft in all the right places—full breasts that filled a 34D cup, a slight curve to her stomach that she always complained about but that Mark worshipped, thighs that were thick and strong. She looked like sex incarnate standing under those lights, and judging by the way every man in the room leaned forward in their seats, they all thought so too.

The auctioneer—some silver-haired fuck in a custom tuxedo, probably sixty years old with that TV-ready smile—gestured broadly toward Sarah with one manicured hand. "Gentlemen, our next lot. Sarah, twenty-eight years old, married..." He let that word hang in the air like bait on a hook, and Mark felt his cock twitch hard in his pants, already half-hard and getting harder. "...five-foot-six, measurements 34D-24-36 for those keeping score. Completely shaved, no tattoos, recently tested and clean. And gentlemen, she's a screamer." Polite laughter rippled through the crowd. "Starting bid: five hundred dollars for the evening, which includes hotel accommodations and full privileges."

Paddles went up immediately like a forest of hands reaching for salvation. Mark counted at least eight men leaning forward in their seats, eyes crawling over Sarah's body like they were already fucking her in their heads, mentally peeling that dress off, spreading her legs, shoving their cocks inside her. The room smelled sharply of testosterone and expensive whiskey now, the energy shifting from refined to predatory in seconds.

This is actually happening, Sarah thought, her heart hammering against her ribs so hard she wondered if people could see it, see her pulse jumping in her throat. I'm being sold like a piece of meat at a market and oh my god I'm so fucking wet I might leave a puddle on this stage. I can feel it soaking through my thong already. She forced herself to smile, to stand up straight, to push her chest out slightly. The dress had no bra underneath—Mark's orders—and her nipples were already hard peaks pressing against the fabric, visible to everyone.

"Six hundred!" someone called from the front row—a thick-necked guy in his forties with slicked-back hair, wearing a charcoal suit and a gold Rolex that caught the light every time he moved. He had the look of a hedge fund manager, that particular brand of aggressive wealth.

"Seven-fifty!" Another voice, deeper, gravel-rough, from a man Mark couldn't quite see through the crowd—somewhere in the middle rows, probably older based on the timbre.

The bidding climbed fast, numbers flying like it was a commodity exchange instead of a charity auction for a man's wife. Mark watched Sarah's chest rise and fall, watched the way her breathing got shallower, faster, watched her bite that lower lip in the way she always did when she was turned on. He knew exactly what she was thinking, knew she was getting off on being wanted this badly, being fought over like a prize. His cock pressed painfully against his zipper, a damp spot already forming on his boxer briefs from pre-cum.

"Twelve hundred!" A new voice—younger, maybe early thirties, some tech bro in designer jeans and a blazer.

"Fifteen hundred!" The thick-necked guy again, more aggressive now, leaning forward with his paddle raised high.

The room smelled like competition now, sharp and acrid, sweat mixing with cologne as the temperature seemed to rise another five degrees. Someone near Mark loosened his tie. The chandeliers seemed too bright suddenly, spotlighting Sarah like she was center stage at a strip club.

"Two thousand!" The voice came from a man in the third row—broad shoulders visible even seated, dark hair graying at the temples in that distinguished way, expensive suit that probably cost more than Mark's monthly salary, Italian leather shoes buffed to a mirror shine. He looked mid-fifties, successful, the kind of guy who was used to getting what he wanted and never took no for an answer. When he raised his paddle, it was with calm certainty, like he'd already won and was just waiting for everyone else to realize it.

The auctioneer paused, looking around the room with practiced showmanship. "Two thousand going once..." He scanned the crowd, waiting for another bid, milk the tension. "Twice..."

No other paddles rose. The thick-necked guy slumped back in his seat, defeated. Someone in the back muttered "fuck" under his breath.

"Sold! To number forty-seven for two thousand dollars. Sir, please see our coordinator to complete payment and receive your room key."

The man—number forty-seven—stood with the easy grace of someone who worked out regularly, kept himself in shape despite his age. He was tall, probably six-foot-two, built like he still hit the gym five days a week, square jaw dusted with salt-and-pepper stubble, eyes that were almost black in this lighting, eyes that promised he knew exactly how to use what he'd just bought. He wore no wedding ring. His cologne was subtle, expensive—something woody with notes of bergamot that Mark caught even from fifteen feet away.

Sarah's eyes found him across the room, and Mark watched her pupils dilate, watched her thighs press together slightly, watched the flush spread from her chest up her neck. The guy was handsome in that older, powerful way that certain women—including his wife, apparently—found irresistible. Authority and money and raw masculine confidence wrapped in an eight-thousand-dollar suit.

Sarah stepped down from the stage carefully in her heels, and the man—number forty-seven—met her halfway across the ballroom floor. He extended his hand like they were meeting at a networking event, but when she took it, his grip was firm, possessive, and he pulled her close immediately, his other hand going to the small of her back, fingers spreading wide, claiming territory. His hand was warm through the thin fabric of her dress.

"I'm Richard," he said, voice low enough that Mark had to strain to hear from where he stood frozen against the back wall, his hand still clutching that glass of warm scotch. "You're even more beautiful up close." His eyes traveled down her body slowly, lingering on her breasts, her hips, then back up to her face. Not undressing her with his eyes—he was imagining how she'd look underneath him, how she'd sound when he made her come.

"Thank you," Sarah breathed, and Mark could hear the tremor in her voice, the arousal making her words shake slightly. Her hand was still in Richard's, and she made no move to pull away.

"The hotel has rooms reserved upstairs," Richard continued, his thumb stroking slow circles on her lower back, each touch deliberate. "Your husband's welcome to watch, if that's part of your arrangement." He said it casually, like he'd done this before, like cuckold situations were just another Tuesday for him.

Sarah's eyes found Mark across the room, cutting through the crowd of still-lingering men who were watching this interaction with naked envy. She nodded slightly—just a small dip of her chin—but it was enough. Permission. Confirmation. Go ahead.

Mark felt his pulse spike so hard he got momentarily dizzy. This was it. The fantasy they'd whispered about in bed for six months, fucked to the thought of, come to while imagining, was actually happening. His wife was about to get fucked by a stranger while he watched. He set his glass down on the nearest table and followed as Richard led Sarah toward the elevator banks.

They took the elevator to the third floor in silence—Richard and Sarah standing close, his hand never leaving the small of her back, Mark pressed into the corner trying to breathe normally. The elevator smelled like someone's excessive perfume and the faint chemical scent of whatever they used to clean the brass fixtures. Soft jazz played through the speakers. Mark watched the numbers climb: 1... 2... 3. The doors opened with a soft chime.

Room 347. Richard had the key card already, must've arranged it beforehand with the auction coordinator, must've been confident he'd win. The room was nice—not penthouse nice, but upper-tier nice—king bed with crisp white sheets that looked professionally pressed, two armchairs by the window, floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city lights of downtown, the skyline twinkling like scattered diamonds. The room had that generic hotel smell of industrial detergent, air freshener trying to mask years of cigarette smoke from before the smoking ban, and underneath it all, the faint must of hundreds of other bodies that had been here before.

Richard closed the door behind them and immediately pulled Sarah against him, one hand tangling in her carefully styled hair, the other gripping her hip hard enough to leave marks. He kissed her without preamble, without asking permission, his tongue pushing past her lips aggressively, claiming her mouth while Mark stood near the wall, already unzipping his pants with shaking hands, pulling his cock out. He was rock hard, seven inches and thick, the head already purple and leaking pre-cum that he smeared down his shaft with his thumb.

Sarah moaned into the kiss, her hands coming up to grip Richard's shoulders, and Mark watched her melt into him, watched her submit to this stranger's mouth. Richard kissed like he owned her, deep and thorough, his tongue exploring, his teeth catching her bottom lip and biting just hard enough to make her gasp.

When he finally pulled back, Sarah was panting, her lipstick smeared, her eyes glassy. Richard looked at her for a long moment, then spoke, his voice a command: "Undress."

Sarah's hands shook slightly as she reached for the zipper at her side—a long zipper that ran from under her arm down to her hip. She pulled it down slowly, the sound loud in the quiet room, that metallic rasp of teeth separating. The dress loosened immediately, and with a small shimmy of her hips, it fell away, pooling at her feet in a puddle of black fabric, and she stood there in just the black lace thong Mark had told her to wear—no bra, just like he'd instructed—her breasts full and heavy, nipples already tight peaks the color of dusty rose. Her stomach was soft and slightly rounded below her navel, that little pouch she hated but Mark loved, and her thighs were thick and strong. The thong was soaked through completely, the fabric clinging obscenely to her pussy lips, dark with wetness, leaving absolutely nothing to the imagination.

He's looking at me like he owns me already, Sarah thought, feeling her cunt clench around nothing, feeling more wetness leak out. God, I need to be fucked so badly it hurts. I need cock inside me right now or I might die.

Richard circled her slowly, like a predator assessing prey, taking in every inch—the curve of her spine, the dimples at the base of her back just above her ass, the way her thighs didn't quite have a gap between them, the little freckle on her right hip. "Beautiful," he murmured, more to himself than to her. He reached out and cupped one breast, weighing it in his palm, his thumb brushing over her nipple and making her hiss. "On the bed. Hands and knees."

She obeyed immediately, kicking off her heels and climbing onto the mattress, positioning herself so Mark had a clear view from his spot against the wall—her ass in the air, back arched, thighs spread, the wet patch on her thong obscenely visible, the fabric nearly transparent with how soaked it was. Mark could see the outline of her pussy lips, could see how swollen they were, how ready.

Richard stripped with the efficiency of someone who'd done this countless times—jacket hung carefully over the back of a chair, tie loosened and pulled off, shirt unbuttoned to reveal a chest that was still solid despite his age, dusted with dark hair going gray, a trail leading down past his navel to the waistband of his pants. His stomach was mostly flat, just the suggestion of middle-age softness, but his shoulders were broad and his arms were corded with muscle. When he finally pulled his belt free and unzipped his pants, pushing them down along with his boxer briefs, Sarah gasped audibly.

He was huge. Easily nine inches—maybe nine and a half—thick as Sarah's wrist, veiny along the shaft with prominent veins that stood out, the head dark purple and swollen, flared and angry-looking. His balls hung heavy beneath, large and full, covered in dark hair. When he stroked himself once, twice, his cock twitched, a bead of pre-cum appearing at the tip and slowly dripping down.

"Jesus Christ," Mark muttered from his spot against the wall, his hand already working his own cock, slow steady strokes, trying not to come immediately from the sight. His cock looked pathetically small compared to Richard's monster. No wonder Sarah was staring.

Richard knelt on the bed behind Sarah, the mattress dipping under his weight, and hooked his fingers in her thong, not bothering to pull it down gently—he just ripped it off, literally tearing the delicate fabric away with a harsh sound of threads snapping, and tossed the ruined scrap aside. It landed on the floor near Mark's feet, still damp with Sarah's arousal.

Her pussy was completely bare, waxed smooth just yesterday at her regular salon, the lips puffy and glistening in the lamplight, her clit swollen and peeking out from its hood, visibly throbbing. Her inner thighs were slick with wetness. The room suddenly smelled like sex, like Sarah's arousal, musky and sweet and overwhelming.

Richard ran one thick finger along her slit, starting at her clit and dragging back to her entrance, gathering wetness, and Sarah moaned low in her throat, a desperate sound. "Fuck, you're soaking wet," Richard growled, his voice rough with lust. He pushed two fingers inside her roughly, no gentleness, no warm-up, just shoving them in to the knuckle. Sarah's back arched sharply, her hands fisting in the sheets hard enough to pull them loose from the corners. He pumped his fingers in and out, the wet squelching sounds obscenely loud, echoing off the walls, adding a third finger, stretching her, scissoring them to open her up. "You like being sold? Like knowing your husband's watching while another man fucks you?"

"Yes!" Sarah cried out, pushing back against his hand, trying to fuck herself on his fingers. "God, yes, please—" Her voice broke on the last word, desperate and needy.

"Please what?" Richard demanded, curling his fingers inside her, finding that spot that made her see stars.

"Please fuck me!" Sarah practically sobbed. "Please, I need your cock, I need—"

He withdrew his fingers abruptly and lined his cock up with her entrance, the fat head pressing against her opening, and for a moment he just stayed there, teasing, making her wait. Mark could see the head starting to push inside, see Sarah's pussy beginning to stretch around it, and then Richard slammed forward, burying himself balls-deep in one brutal thrust.

"AHHHHH!" Sarah screamed, her whole body jerking forward from the impact, her pussy stretched impossibly around his thickness, the feeling of being so full, so stuffed, almost painful. "Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh FUCK—"

Richard didn't give her time to adjust, didn't care that she needed a moment. He pulled back until just the tip remained inside, her pussy lips gripping him like they didn't want to let go, and then he drove forward again, setting a punishing pace immediately, his hips slapping against her ass with each thrust—slap slap slap—the sound filling the room like applause. He gripped her hips with both hands, his fingers digging into her soft flesh hard enough to bruise, using the leverage to pull her back onto his cock, impaling her deeper, angling up to hit her g-spot with every stroke.

"Unh! Unh! Unh!" Sarah sobbed with each thrust, the sounds punched out of her, her tits swinging beneath her with the force of it, her arms barely holding her up, her elbows shaking. Richard was fucking her like he owned her, like he'd paid for the privilege—which, Mark supposed, he had. Two thousand dollars. Two thousand dollars for the right to destroy his wife's pussy.

Mark stroked himself faster, his eyes locked on where Richard's thick cock disappeared into Sarah's cunt over and over and over. He could see her pussy lips stretched obscenely around the shaft, pulled inward with each thrust, could see her wetness coating Richard's cock, making it shine in the lamplight, dripping down her thighs in sticky rivulets. He could see Richard's balls swinging forward with each thrust, heavy and full, slapping against Sarah's clit and making her jerk every time. His own balls were already tightening, getting ready to come, but he forced himself to slow down, forced himself to breathe—he wanted to last, wanted to see all of this, every second.

Richard shifted his angle slightly, pulling her hips higher, and Sarah shrieked, her whole body shuddering violently. "Right there! Oh god, right fucking there, don't stop, don't you dare fucking stop—"

"That your spot?" Richard pounded into her g-spot relentlessly, each thrust making her see white behind her eyelids, making her brain go fuzzy and stupid with pleasure. His hand came down hard on her ass without warning, the crack of palm meeting flesh sharp and loud, leaving an immediate red handprint on her pale skin. She yelped but pushed back harder, wanting more. "You gonna come on my cock while your husband watches? Gonna come on a stranger's cock?"

"Yes! Yes, I'm gonna—oh FUCK—" Sarah's voice broke into incoherent sounds, gasps and sobs and moans all blending together—"ah-ah-ah-ahhh-mmmmph"—her pussy clamping down hard, rhythmic spasms milking Richard's cock as her first orgasm crashed through her like a tidal wave. "Aaaahhhh!" Her arms gave out completely and she collapsed face-first into the mattress, her ass still in the air, but Richard just followed her down, never stopping his thrusts, never slowing, fucking her through the orgasm, prolonging it until she was shaking and twitching.

Mark's hand moved faster over his cock, his palm slick with pre-cum now, the head of his cock dark purple and throbbing. Watching Sarah come undone, hearing her scream for another man's cock—it was everything he'd fantasized about and more, better than any porn he'd ever watched, because this was real, this was his wife, this was happening.

I can't believe I'm coming this hard, Sarah thought distantly, her brain barely functioning, her pussy still spasming. I can't believe my husband is watching me get fucked like this and I love it, I love it so much—

Richard pulled out suddenly with a wet sound, and Sarah whimpered at the loss, at the sudden emptiness, her pussy gaping slightly, clenching on nothing. He flipped her onto her back with rough hands, and her legs fell open automatically, no modesty left, her pussy red and swollen and glistening, still twitching from her orgasm. He grabbed her thighs, pushing them up and back until her knees were near her ears, her ass lifting off the bed, completely exposing her—her pussy, her asshole, everything.

"Look at your husband," Richard ordered, his voice hard. "I want him to see your face when I fuck you."

Sarah's eyes found Mark across the room, glassy and unfocused, her pupils blown wide, her lips parted and swollen from biting them. Her face was flushed, her hair a mess, mascara starting to run from tears of pleasure. She looked absolutely wrecked and they were only getting started.

Richard positioned himself at her entrance again, and Sarah held Mark's gaze as he drove into her, her eyes rolling back immediately, her mouth dropping open in a silent scream. "Oh god, oh god, oh god—"

In this position he was even deeper, his cock hitting her cervix with each thrust, that edge of pain mixing with the pleasure, making it sharper, more intense. Richard leaned down, his body covering hers, and sucked one of her nipples into his mouth, his teeth scraping, then biting down hard enough to make her yelp and arch up into him.

Mark could see everything from his angle—Richard's thick cock pistoning in and out of Sarah's stretched cunt, her clit swollen and exposed with her legs spread like this, the way her pussy gripped him on each withdrawal like it was trying to keep him inside. Clear fluid was leaking out around Richard's shaft, Sarah so wet it was creating a growing puddle on the white sheets beneath her ass, soaking into the fabric. He could hear the wet sounds, could smell the sex in the air, musky and thick.

"Gonna fill this pussy up," Richard grunted, his rhythm becoming erratic, less controlled, his cock swelling even thicker inside her. "Gonna pump you full of cum, gonna breed you—"

"Do it!" Sarah begged, her second orgasm already building, the pressure coiling tight in her belly. "Fill me, please, I want it, I want to feel it—"

Richard slammed into her one final time, his cock buried to the hilt, and Mark could see his balls draw up tight against his body before he started coming. "Fuck!" Richard roared, his whole body going rigid, every muscle taut, his cock pulsing as he emptied himself deep inside Sarah, his cum flooding her pussy in thick spurts.

The feeling of hot cum flooding her pussy, so much of it, coating her walls, sent Sarah over the edge again. She came hard, harder than the first time, her cunt spasming around Richard's cock, milking every last drop from him, her legs shaking violently. "Yessss!" she hissed, her hands clawing at Richard's back, her nails leaving red marks.

Mark couldn't hold back anymore. His hand flew over his cock in desperate strokes and he came with a groan that was almost a sob, cum spurting onto the carpet near his feet, his legs shaking so badly he had to lean against the wall for support, his orgasm going on and on.

For a long moment, the only sound was heavy breathing—three people trying to catch their breath, trying to come back to earth. The room smelled like cum and sweat and sex, overwhelming and thick. Richard pulled out slowly, carefully, and Mark watched in fascination as cum immediately started leaking out of Sarah's well-fucked pussy, white and thick, dripping down to her asshole, pooling on the sheets beneath her.

I can't believe I just let another man come inside me, Sarah thought hazily, her chest heaving, her body still twitching with aftershocks. And oh god, I want to do it again. I want more.

Richard stood, his cock still half-hard, glistening with their combined fluids, and immediately started reaching for his clothes with the efficiency of someone who'd done this before. He dressed quickly—boxer briefs, pants, shirt buttoned but not tucked in yet. "Pleasure doing business with you both," he said with a slight smile, reaching for his jacket. "Your wife's exceptional. You're a lucky man." He nodded to Mark, pulled on his jacket, and left, the door clicking shut softly behind him.

The silence after he left was heavy. Mark tucked himself back into his pants, his cock already softening, and walked over to the bed. Sarah was still sprawled there, legs still spread, cum still leaking out of her, and she'd never looked more beautiful to him. He helped her sit up, and she was unsteady, boneless, her legs shaking. Cum dripped down her inner thighs, leaving sticky trails. Her makeup was completely smudged now, her hair a disaster, her lips swollen.

"How was it?" Mark asked quietly, his voice rough.

Sarah looked at him, and slowly a smile spread across her face. She kissed him, slow and deep, tasting like Richard's tongue but he didn't care. "Perfect," she breathed against his mouth. "That was perfect." She pulled back slightly, her eyes glinting with mischief. "But now..." She glanced toward the door, toward where the auction was presumably still happening downstairs. "Didn't you have your eye on lot number twenty-three?"

Mark's cock, which had barely started to soften, immediately hardened again at the reminder. Lot twenty-three. The college girl. Emma. Twenty years old, sophomore at State, apparently doing this to pay off student loans that would take her a decade to clear otherwise. He'd seen her profile in the auction catalog: long dark hair, petite body, innocent face with big brown eyes that looked almost scared in her photo.

"The bidding's probably still going," Mark said, his mouth suddenly dry again.

Sarah grinned, wickedness replacing the post-orgasm haze in her expression. "Then we better get back downstairs before someone else gets her."

They cleaned up as quickly as they could—Sarah using the bathroom, trying to make herself presentable, washing Richard's cum out of her as best she could though it kept leaking out, pulling her dress back on though she had no underwear anymore since Richard had destroyed her thong. Mark washed his hands, splashed water on his face, tried to calm his racing heart. He downed the rest of his warm scotch from earlier for liquid courage, the alcohol burning down his throat.

The ballroom was still full when they returned, the auction continuing, though the crowd had thinned slightly—probably a dozen men had already left with their purchases. The energy was different now, more relaxed, satisfied. Mark scanned the stage and felt his breath catch hard in his chest.

There she was.

Emma stood under the lights looking nervous and excited all at once, her hands clasped in front of her, fidgeting with her fingers. She wore a simple white sundress that made her look even younger than twenty, made her look like she should be at a garden party instead of a sex auction, her dark hair falling straight and silky to her mid-back, so dark it was almost black. She was maybe five-foot-three if she was lucky, petite everywhere except her chest—her breasts were surprisingly full for her frame, stretching the fabric of the dress, probably a C-cup, maybe a D. The dress ended just above her knees, showing off slim legs and delicate ankles, small feet in simple white sandals. Her face was heart-shaped, with those huge brown eyes—doe eyes, innocent eyes—and pink lips she kept biting nervously. She wore minimal makeup, just some mascara and lip gloss. She looked like she could be carded at a bar, looked like someone's little sister or daughter.

Please let someone nice win, Emma thought, her stomach in knots, her hands shaking slightly. Please don't let it be one of those creepy old guys in the front row who keep staring at my chest. Please please please—

The auctioneer was in full form now, his voice carrying across the room: "Gentlemen, one of our final offerings tonight. Emma, twenty years old, college student, five-foot-three, 34D-25-34. First time participating in our little charity event. Let's make her feel welcome, shall we?"

The bidding started at three hundred and immediately jumped to a thousand from the thick-necked guy who'd lost Sarah. Emma's eyes widened at the number, at how fast it was climbing. Mark raised his paddle, his heart pounding so hard he could hear it in his ears.

"Fifteen hundred!" he called out, his voice steadier than he felt.

A few other bids came in—two thousand from someone in the back, twenty-two hundred from the side—but Mark kept raising, determined, his jaw set. When he hit three thousand, most of the competition dropped out. When he called four thousand, there was a pause, the room holding its breath.

"Four thousand going once... twice..." The auctioneer scanned the room hopefully. "Sold! To number sixty-two for four thousand dollars!"

Emma's eyes found his across the room, and Mark tried to give her a reassuring smile, tried to look less predatory than he felt. She smiled back tentatively, nervously, and started walking toward him on unsteady legs.

Up close, she was even more beautiful. Her skin was flawless, creamy and smooth, her eyes impossibly large, framed by thick lashes. She smelled like vanilla body spray and nervousness, that sharp scent of adrenaline. When she reached him, she was trembling slightly.

"Hi," she said softly, her voice higher than he expected, younger. "I'm Emma."

"Mark," he said, resisting the urge to reach out and touch her, to see if her skin was as soft as it looked. "This is my wife, Sarah."

Emma's eyes went to Sarah, taking in her disheveled appearance, probably guessing correctly what had just happened upstairs. "Oh," she said, and Mark couldn't tell if that was relief or disappointment.

"Ready to head upstairs?" Mark asked, his voice gentle despite the fact that his cock was already hardening again, already imagining those long legs wrapped around him.

Emma nodded, swallowing hard. "Yeah. Yes. I'm ready."

The night was just beginning.


Chapter 2: The College Girl

The elevator ride to the fourth floor felt longer than the third had been, tension thick in the small space that smelled like stale cigarette smoke someone had tried to mask with pine-scented cleaner. Emma stood between Mark and Sarah, her hands clasped in front of her white sundress, her breathing shallow and quick. Mark could smell her vanilla body spray mixing with the sharper scent of nervous sweat, could see the pulse jumping in her throat, rapid and frantic. Sarah stood close to Mark, her hand finding his, squeezing once—reassurance or shared excitement, he wasn't sure which.

The doors opened with a soft chime. Room 412 was identical to 347—same king bed with white sheets, same floor-to-ceiling windows showing the glittering downtown skyline, same generic hotel smell of cleaning products and air conditioning. But the energy was completely different. Where Richard had been confident and aggressive, Emma radiated nervous energy, her eyes darting around the room like she was looking for escape routes.

"So, um," Emma started, her voice small and higher than before, younger-sounding. "How does this usually work? I've never—I mean, this is my first time doing something like this." She wrapped her arms around herself, a protective gesture that made her breasts push up against the neckline of her dress.

Please don't let this be weird, please don't let them be weird, Emma thought, her heart racing. I need the money so badly but oh god what am I doing, what am I actually doing—

Sarah stepped forward, her movements gentle, non-threatening. "Hey," she said softly, reaching out to touch Emma's arm. "We can take this slow, okay? Nothing happens that you don't want." Her hand was warm through the thin fabric of Emma's dress, reassuring.

Emma nodded, some of the tension leaving her shoulders. "Okay. Okay, that's good."

Mark stood back, giving them space, watching as Sarah worked her magic—because his wife was good at this, good at making people comfortable, at reading what they needed. His cock was already hardening again in his pants, pressing against his zipper, but he forced himself to be patient. The anticipation was part of it, the slow build.

"Can I get you something to drink?" Sarah asked, gesturing toward the mini-bar. "There's water, or I think there's some wine—"

"Water would be good," Emma said quickly. "My mouth's really dry."

Sarah moved to the mini-bar, pulling out a bottle of expensive water—the kind that cost eight dollars in a hotel—and twisted the cap off before handing it to Emma. Emma drank gratefully, half the bottle in quick gulps, and Mark watched her throat work, watched a drop of water escape and run down her chin to her neck, disappearing into her cleavage.

"Better?" Sarah asked.

"Yeah. Thanks." Emma set the bottle down on the nightstand, her hands steadier now. She looked at Mark, really looked at him for the first time. "You seem nice. Both of you do. I was worried you'd be like... I don't know, scary or something."

Mark smiled, keeping it warm, non-predatory. "Not scary. Just... appreciative of beautiful women." He stepped closer, slowly, giving her time to adjust. "You're stunning, Emma. Really."

She blushed, a pink flush spreading from her cheeks down her neck, probably reaching her chest under that white dress. "Thank you," she whispered.

"Can I ask you something?" Sarah said, her tone conversational, like they were at a coffee shop instead of a hotel room. "What made you decide to do this? The auction, I mean."

Emma laughed, but it was hollow, tinged with bitterness. "Student loans. I'm drowning in them. I'm a sophomore at State, studying pre-med, and my scholarships don't cover everything and my parents can't help and working part-time at Starbucks barely pays my rent. I heard about these auctions from a friend, and I thought..." She shrugged helplessly. "Four thousand dollars is more than I make in two months. It'll let me breathe for a while."

Tell them you're nervous, tell them you've only been with two guys, tell them you're scared but also kind of excited, Emma thought, but the words stuck in her throat.

"That's completely understandable," Sarah said, and she sounded genuine, not judgmental. "This system's fucked, making you choose between education and... this."

"Yeah." Emma's eyes went to the bed, then back to Mark. "So, um, what do you want me to do?"

The question hung in the air, loaded with possibility. Mark's cock throbbed. "Why don't you start by taking off that dress?" he said, his voice rougher than he intended. "Slowly. Let us see you."

Emma's hands went to the hem of her sundress, trembling slightly, and she pulled it up slowly—over her thighs, revealing smooth tanned skin, higher to show her hips wrapped in simple white cotton panties, higher still to expose her flat stomach with just the slightest curve below her navel, then up and over her head, mussing her dark hair.

She stood there in just her underwear—white cotton panties and a white lace bra that barely contained her full breasts. Her body was exactly what Mark had imagined: petite but curved in all the right places, small waist flaring to hips that were wider than he'd expected, thighs that touched at the top, her skin smooth and creamy with just a hint of a tan. She had a small mole on her right hip, a tiny scar on her left knee, probably from childhood. Her bra was clearly struggling—her breasts were spilling over the cups, the flesh soft and full, her nipples visible as small peaks through the lace.

"Fucking hell," Mark breathed, unable to stop himself.

He's looking at me like he wants to devour me, Emma thought, and she felt her pussy clench, felt wetness starting to gather. And oh god, I kind of want him to.

"Beautiful," Sarah echoed, her own eyes dark with lust as she looked Emma up and down. "Can I touch you?"

Emma nodded, not trusting her voice.

Sarah stepped close, her hands going to Emma's waist, sliding up her sides, feeling the soft skin, the slight give of flesh. Emma shivered under her touch, goosebumps raising on her arms. Sarah's thumbs brushed the undersides of Emma's breasts through the lace, and Emma gasped, her head falling back slightly.

"You're so responsive," Sarah murmured, her lips close to Emma's ear. "I bet you're already wet, aren't you?"

"Y-yes," Emma admitted, her voice shaking.

Mark watched, his hand unconsciously going to his crotch, palming his erection through his pants. Watching his wife touch another woman, especially one this young and innocent-looking, was doing things to him. The room smelled like Emma's vanilla body spray and Sarah's lingering arousal from earlier, and underneath it all, the sharp scent of new arousal—Emma getting wet.

Sarah's hands moved to the clasp of Emma's bra, unhooked it with practiced ease, and let it fall away. Emma's breasts bounced free, full and heavy, larger than they'd looked in the bra—probably a full D-cup, maybe even DD. They had almost no sag despite their size, sitting high on her chest, topped with small pink nipples that were already hard and tight.

"Oh my god," Sarah breathed, cupping them, weighing them, her thumbs brushing over the nipples and making Emma whimper. "Mark, look at these."

Mark stepped closer, unable to resist anymore. His hands joined Sarah's, touching Emma's breasts, feeling how soft they were, how warm. He pinched one nipple between his thumb and forefinger, rolling it, and Emma's knees buckled slightly, a moan escaping her lips—a high, breathy "ahhh" that went straight to his cock.

"That feel good?" Mark asked, pinching harder, twisting slightly.

"Yes," Emma gasped, her hands coming up to grip his shoulders for balance. "Oh god, yes—"

Sarah's hands slid down Emma's stomach to the waistband of her panties, hooking her fingers in and pulling them down slowly. Emma stepped out of them automatically, and now she was completely naked, her body on full display. Her pussy was partially shaved—a small strip of dark hair leading down to bare lips that were already swollen and glistening. She was beautiful, young, perfect.

I'm naked in front of two strangers and I'm so turned on I might die, Emma thought distantly, her brain fuzzy with arousal. What is wrong with me—

"On the bed," Mark commanded, his voice rough with need. "On your back, legs spread."

Emma climbed onto the bed, her movements awkward and nervous, and positioned herself how he wanted—on her back, legs falling open, her pussy on display. Mark and Sarah stood at the foot of the bed, looking at her like she was a feast they were about to devour. The room was quiet except for Emma's quick breathing and the faint hum of the air conditioning.

Mark started stripping, pulling his shirt over his head to reveal a chest that was average—some definition but nothing remarkable, a slight softness around his middle, dark hair dusting his pecs and trailing down his stomach. He unbuckled his belt, the metal clinking loud in the quiet, and pushed his pants and boxer briefs down together. His cock sprang free, hard and flushed dark, seven inches and thick, a bead of pre-cum already forming at the tip. His balls hung heavy beneath.

Sarah stripped too, peeling off her black dress again—she'd been naked less than an hour ago in this same hotel, in Richard's hands. Her body was softer than Emma's, more lived-in, breasts larger and with more weight to them, hips wider, thighs thicker. Her pussy was still slightly swollen and red from the pounding Richard had given her, and when she spread her legs slightly, Mark could see she was wet again already.

They climbed onto the bed on either side of Emma, and the mattress dipped under their combined weight. Sarah kissed Emma first—soft, gentle, her tongue teasing at Emma's lips until the younger girl opened for her, let Sarah deepen the kiss. Mark watched for a moment, his cock twitching, then leaned down to take one of Emma's nipples in his mouth, sucking hard, his teeth scraping.

Emma moaned into Sarah's mouth—"mmmmph"—her back arching, pushing her breast further into Mark's mouth. Her hands came up, one tangling in Sarah's blonde hair, the other gripping Mark's shoulder. The smell of arousal was overwhelming now, musky and sweet and thick in the air.

Mark's hand slid down Emma's stomach to her pussy, his fingers finding her clit and rubbing slow circles. She was soaking wet, her inner thighs slick with it, and when he pushed one finger inside her, she clenched around him immediately, tight and hot.

"Oh!" Emma broke the kiss with Sarah, her head falling back against the pillows. "Oh fuck—"

"You're so tight," Mark groaned, adding a second finger, pumping them in and out slowly. The wet sounds were obscene, squelching with each thrust. "How long has it been since you were fucked?"

"Couple months," Emma gasped, her hips rolling to meet his fingers. "My ex, we broke up—ah!—broke up in August and I haven't—oh god—haven't been with anyone since—"

Sarah moved down Emma's body, kissing and licking, leaving a wet trail down her stomach, and then her mouth was on Emma's pussy, tongue lapping at her clit while Mark's fingers continued to pump inside her. Emma cried out, her whole body jerking, her hands fisting in the sheets.

"Fuck! Oh fuck, oh god—" Emma's voice was high and desperate, already close to orgasm from the combined stimulation. Sarah's tongue was skilled, alternating between broad flat licks and focused flicks directly on her clit, and Mark's fingers were hitting that spot inside her that made her see stars.

Mark added a third finger, stretching her, and Emma's pussy clamped down hard, her first orgasm hitting her like a freight train. "I'm coming! Oh god, I'm—AHHHHH!" Her whole body went rigid, her back arching off the bed, her thighs trying to close around Sarah's head but Sarah forced them back open, continuing to lick and suck through Emma's orgasm, prolonging it until Emma was sobbing and shaking.

Holy shit, holy shit, I just came in some stranger's mouth, Emma thought, her brain short-circuiting. And it was amazing—

Sarah pulled back, her face glistening with Emma's wetness, and kissed Mark, letting him taste Emma on her tongue. Mark groaned into the kiss, his cock so hard it was almost painful now, throbbing and leaking pre-cum steadily.

"I need to fuck her," Mark said against Sarah's mouth. "Now. I need to be inside her right fucking now."

"Do it," Sarah breathed, moving aside to give him room.

Mark positioned himself between Emma's spread legs, his cock lined up with her entrance. Emma looked up at him, her eyes wide and slightly dazed, her chest heaving. "Wait," she said, her voice small. "Condom?"

"I'm clean," Mark said. "Tested two weeks ago. Sarah and I are clean."

"I'm on birth control," Emma whispered. "And I'm clean too, I got tested after my ex. I just—I've never—"

"Never what?" Mark asked, his cock pressing against her entrance but not pushing in yet, teasing.

"Never done it without a condom," Emma admitted, blushing furiously. "My ex always wore one."

The thought of being the first man to fuck her bare, to feel her pussy with nothing between them, made Mark's cock pulse. "Can I?" he asked, even though he knew the answer, could see it in her eyes.

"Yes," Emma breathed. "Yes, please, I want to feel you—"

Mark pushed forward slowly, the head of his cock breaching her entrance, and they both moaned—Emma because of the stretch, the feeling of being filled, Mark because of the heat, the wetness, the tight grip of her pussy around him. He pushed deeper, inch by inch, watching his cock disappear inside her, her pussy lips stretched around his shaft.

"Oh god," Emma whimpered, her hands gripping his forearms. "You're so—oh—so deep—"

He bottomed out, his balls pressed against her ass, and held still for a moment to let her adjust. She felt incredible—tighter than Sarah, hotter, her pussy fluttering around him like it was trying to figure out what to do with the intrusion. The room smelled like sex now, overwhelming everything else—sweat and arousal and the musk of their bodies.

"You okay?" Mark asked, his voice strained from the effort of holding still.

"Yes," Emma nodded, her eyes meeting his. "Move. Please move."

Mark pulled back until just the tip remained inside, then thrust forward again, setting a slow rhythm, letting her feel every inch of him. Emma's mouth fell open, breathy moans escaping with each thrust—"ah, ah, ah"—her breasts bouncing slightly with the movement.

Sarah moved beside them, her fingers finding her own pussy, rubbing her clit as she watched Mark fuck Emma. "You look so good like this," Sarah murmured, her own arousal evident in her voice. "Taking his cock so well—"

Mark increased his pace, his hips slapping against Emma's thighs, the wet sounds of fucking filling the room—slap slap slap, squelch squelch squelch. Emma wrapped her legs around his waist, changing the angle, and he went even deeper, hitting her cervix with each thrust.

"Harder," Emma begged, surprising them both. "Please, fuck me harder—"

Mark didn't need to be told twice. He grabbed her hips for leverage and started pounding into her, really fucking her now, brutal and deep, his cock driving into her again and again. Emma screamed, her voice breaking, her nails digging into his arms hard enough to leave marks.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh FUCK—" Emma chanted, her second orgasm building fast. "Right there, don't stop, please don't fucking stop—"

He's ruining me, Emma thought wildly, pleasure overwhelming everything else. I'll never be able to fuck anyone else after this, never—

Sarah moved closer, her fingers rubbing Emma's clit while Mark continued to pound into her, and the combined stimulation sent Emma over the edge. She came hard, her pussy clamping down on Mark's cock like a vice, rhythmic spasms milking him, her whole body shaking and convulsing. "AHHHHHHH!"

The feeling of her coming on his cock, so tight and hot and wet, pushed Mark to the edge. "Fuck, I'm gonna come," he grunted, his rhythm becoming erratic. "Where do you want it?"

"Inside," Emma gasped, still coming, her pussy still spasming. "Come inside me, please, I want to feel it—"

That was all Mark needed. He slammed into her one final time, burying himself to the hilt, and came with a roar, his cock pulsing as he emptied himself inside her. Wave after wave of cum flooded Emma's pussy, coating her walls, filling her up. "Fuck!"

They stayed like that for a long moment, both of them shaking and gasping for breath. When Mark finally pulled out, cum immediately started leaking out of Emma's well-fucked pussy, white and thick, dripping down to the sheets beneath her.

Emma lay there boneless and thoroughly fucked, her chest heaving, her hair a mess spread across the pillow, mascara slightly smudged. She looked beautiful, debauched, satisfied.

I just got paid four thousand dollars to have the best sex of my life, Emma thought distantly. How is that even real—

Sarah leaned over and kissed her, soft and sweet. "You were perfect," she whispered against Emma's lips.

But they weren't done yet. Mark's cock was already starting to harden again, watching his cum leak out of Emma, and Sarah noticed, her eyes darkening with renewed lust.

"Think you can go again?" Sarah asked Emma, her hand sliding between Emma's legs, fingers playing in the mess of cum and arousal.

Emma looked at her, then at Mark's hardening cock, and slowly a smile spread across her face—less innocent now, more knowing. "Yes," she said, her voice stronger than before. "I want more."

The night stretched ahead of them, full of possibility, and Mark knew they were going to use every minute they'd paid for.


Chapter 3: Insatiable

The room smelled like sex and sweat and Emma's vanilla body spray all mixed together, thick and heady in the recycled hotel air. Mark lay beside Emma on the bed, both of them breathing hard, his cum still leaking out of her well-fucked pussy and soaking into the white sheets beneath her ass. Sarah was on Emma's other side, her fingers still playing lazily between Emma's legs, smearing the mess around, occasionally dipping inside to feel how stretched and full she was.

"That was incredible," Emma breathed, her voice hoarse from screaming. Her dark hair was spread across the pillow like a halo, her mascara smudged under her eyes, her lips swollen and red. She looked thoroughly debauched, satisfied in a way her ex-boyfriend had probably never managed. I can still feel him inside me, feel where he stretched me, feel his cum so warm and thick—

Mark's cock was already starting to harden again—impossible but happening anyway, the sight of these two beautiful women in his bed, the smell of sex, the knowledge that he had hours left with Emma doing things to him. He reached over and cupped one of Emma's breasts, heavy and soft in his palm, her nipple still hard against his hand.

"You said you wanted more," Sarah murmured, her lips close to Emma's ear, her breath hot. "Did you mean it?"

Emma turned her head to look at Sarah, their faces inches apart. "Yes," she whispered, and there was hunger in her voice now, not nervousness. "I've never felt anything like that. I want—I want everything."

Sarah smiled, wicked and knowing, and kissed her—deep and filthy, her tongue pushing into Emma's mouth while her fingers pushed inside Emma's cum-filled pussy, three of them, pumping slowly. Emma moaned into the kiss, her hips rolling to meet Sarah's hand, and Mark watched his wife finger-fuck this college girl with his cum leaking out around her fingers.

"Have you ever been with a woman?" Sarah asked when she broke the kiss, her fingers still moving, still fucking Emma slowly.

"No," Emma gasped, her back arching slightly. "Never—oh god—never wanted to until—ah—until now—"

"Want to try?" Sarah's free hand went to her own breast, cupping it, offering. "Want to taste me?"

Emma's eyes went dark with lust, pupils blown wide. "Yes. God, yes."

Sarah withdrew her fingers from Emma's pussy—they were slick with cum and arousal, glistening in the lamplight—and repositioned herself, straddling Emma's face, her knees on either side of Emma's head. Her pussy was right above Emma's mouth, swollen and pink and wet, still slightly red from the pounding Richard had given her earlier. The smell was overwhelming—musk and arousal and the faint trace of Richard's cum that had leaked out of her over the past hour.

"Lick me," Sarah commanded, lowering herself. "Make me come on your tongue."

Emma's hands came up to grip Sarah's thighs, and then her tongue was on Sarah's pussy, hesitant at first, exploratory licks, tasting another woman for the first time. Sarah moaned, grinding down slightly, and Emma's tongue found Sarah's clit, circling it, then sucking it into her mouth.

"Fuck yes," Sarah groaned, her head falling back, her hands going to her own breasts, pinching her nipples. "Just like that, good girl—"

She tastes different than I expected, Emma thought, her tongue working faster now, more confident. Not bad, just different, musky and sweet and I think I like it—

Mark watched, his cock now fully hard again, seven inches and throbbing, pre-cum leaking from the tip. He positioned himself between Emma's spread legs, her pussy still gaping slightly from his earlier fucking, red and swollen and dripping with his cum. He lined his cock up with her entrance and pushed back inside in one smooth thrust.

Emma moaned against Sarah's pussy, the vibrations making Sarah gasp and grind down harder. Mark started fucking Emma again, slower this time, deep grinding strokes that made her feel every inch of him. The wet sounds filled the room—squelch squelch squelch—obscenely loud, Emma's pussy making lewd noises as Mark's cock pushed his cum deeper inside her.

Sarah looked down, watching Emma's face disappear between her thighs, feeling that inexperienced but eager tongue working her clit, and then looked at Mark, watched him fuck Emma. Their eyes met, and the shared lust, the shared taboo of this moment, made them both groan.

"She's so tight," Mark grunted, his hands gripping Emma's hips, pulling her onto his cock with each thrust. "Even after I already fucked her, she's still so fucking tight—"

"And she's good with her tongue," Sarah panted, grinding her pussy against Emma's mouth. "For a first-timer, she's really—oh fuck—really good—"

The room smelled like sex and sweat intensifying now, the musk of three bodies working together, the wet smell of arousal and cum mixing. Outside the floor-to-ceiling windows, the city lights twinkled, oblivious to what was happening in room 412. A siren wailed somewhere far below, muffled through the glass.

Mark increased his pace, his hips slapping against Emma's thighs—slap slap slap—and Emma's muffled moans increased in pitch. She was close, her third orgasm building, her pussy starting to flutter around Mark's cock. Sarah was close too, grinding down harder on Emma's face, her thighs trembling.

"Make her come," Mark commanded Sarah. "I want to feel her come on my cock while she's licking you—"

Sarah's hand went between her legs, her fingers finding her clit while Emma's tongue worked her entrance, pushing inside, tasting her deeply. The combination sent Sarah over the edge. "Fuck! I'm coming—" Her whole body went rigid, her thighs clamping around Emma's head, her pussy spasming against Emma's tongue, wetness flooding Emma's mouth.

The feeling of Sarah coming above her, tasting Sarah's orgasm, pushed Emma over the edge too. Her pussy clamped down on Mark's cock like a vice, rhythmic spasms milking him, her muffled scream vibrating against Sarah's sensitive pussy and making Sarah's orgasm go on longer.

Mark felt Emma coming and couldn't hold back. He'd just come twenty minutes ago but his balls were already tight again, drawn up against his body, and with three more hard thrusts he was coming again, adding more cum to the mess already inside Emma. "Fuck!" His cock pulsed, spurting, filling her even more, and Emma whimpered at the feeling of being filled again, so full of cum she could feel it sloshing inside her.

Sarah climbed off Emma's face carefully, and Emma gasped for air, her face wet with Sarah's arousal, her lips swollen. Mark pulled out slowly, and thick globs of cum immediately leaked out of Emma's well-used pussy—so much cum, from two loads now, white and thick and obscene.

They lay there for a moment, all three of them breathing hard, the sheets soaked beneath them. The digital clock on the nightstand read 12:17 AM. They'd been in this room less than an hour and Emma had already been fucked twice, had her first lesbian experience, had more orgasms than she'd had in the entire three months with her ex.

I should feel dirty, Emma thought distantly. I should feel like a slut. But I just feel... alive. More alive than I've felt in years.

"Water break?" Sarah suggested, already reaching for the bottle Emma had started earlier.

They passed the bottle around, everyone drinking, and Mark found another bottle in the mini-bar, opened it. The cold water felt good going down his throat, soothing. His cock had finally started to soften, but he knew it wouldn't stay that way long—not with these two naked women in his bed, not with hours still left on the clock.

Emma sat up, wincing slightly—her pussy was sore, well-used, but it was a good soreness. Cum dripped out of her onto the sheets and she didn't even care. "Can I ask you something?" she said, looking at Mark and Sarah. "The auction—you sold yourself too?" This last directed at Sarah.

Sarah nodded, smiling slightly. "Earlier tonight. Some guy named Richard bought me, fucked me in room 347 while Mark watched. That's why I was already..." she gestured vaguely at herself, "...warmed up when we got to you."

Emma's eyes widened. "You watched your wife get fucked by someone else?"

"Yeah," Mark said, and his cock twitched at the memory. "It was... incredible. Hot as hell."

"Did you like it?" Emma asked Sarah. "Being with someone else while your husband watched?"

"God yes," Sarah breathed, her eyes going distant with the memory. "Richard was huge—bigger than Mark—and he fucked me so hard I could barely walk after. But knowing Mark was watching, knowing he was getting off on it..." She shivered. "That made it even better."

That's so fucked up, Emma thought. And also kind of hot. Really hot, actually—

"Have you ever thought about doing something like that?" Sarah asked Emma, her hand trailing up Emma's thigh, fingers dancing close to her pussy but not quite touching. "Being watched? Or watching someone you're with fuck someone else?"

Emma's breath hitched. "I—I don't know. I've never really thought about it. My ex was pretty vanilla, we just did missionary mostly, and he'd come in like five minutes..." She trailed off, blushing.

"Poor baby," Sarah cooed, her fingers finally reaching Emma's pussy, sliding through the mess of cum. "You've been so deprived. We should fix that."

"How?" Emma asked, her voice shaking slightly.

Sarah looked at Mark, a wicked glint in her eyes. "How many positions did your ex fuck you in?"

Emma counted in her head. "Um, three? Missionary, doggy style, and once I rode him but he didn't like it because he said he couldn't control the pace."

"Three," Sarah repeated, shaking her head. "That's criminal. Mark, we need to educate this girl properly."

Mark's cock was already hardening again, stirring between his legs. "What did you have in mind?"

"Everything," Sarah said simply. "Every position, every variation. We have until dawn, right? Let's make this a night she'll never forget."

Oh my god, Emma thought, equal parts nervous and excited. What have I gotten myself into—

Sarah climbed off the bed and went to her purse, rummaging through it. She pulled out her phone, tapping the screen a few times. "Let's see... I found this article once about sex positions. Had like fifty of them with diagrams." She scrolled, her face illuminated by the blue light. "Here. Okay, we've done missionary and doggy. Let's try..." She squinted at the screen. "Reverse cowgirl. Emma, you're going to ride Mark but facing away from him."

Emma looked uncertain. "I've never—"

"That's the point," Sarah interrupted gently. "You're going to try everything tonight. Come on."

She positioned Mark on his back on the bed, his cock now fully hard again, standing straight up from his groin, the head flushed dark purple. Then she guided Emma to straddle him, but facing toward his feet instead of his face. Emma positioned herself carefully, reaching back to grip Mark's cock, lining it up with her entrance.

"Now sit down slowly," Sarah instructed, her hands on Emma's hips to guide her. "Take him in, get used to the angle."

Emma lowered herself, and Mark's cock pushed inside her cum-slick pussy easily despite her tightness—she was so wet, so stretched, so full of his previous loads. The angle was different, strange, he was hitting different spots inside her. She sank down completely, taking all seven inches, and gasped.

"Oh god," Emma breathed. "This feels—oh—really different—"

"Now ride him," Sarah said. "Use your legs, bounce on his cock. He gets to watch your ass, and you get to control the depth and speed."

Emma started moving, lifting herself up until just the head remained inside, then dropping back down, taking him deep. The wet sounds were obscene—squelch squelch squelch—her pussy so full of cum it was making lewd noises with every movement. Mark groaned, his hands coming up to grip Emma's ass, squeezing, spreading her cheeks so he could watch his cock disappear into her pussy.

"Fuck," Mark groaned, watching her ass bounce with each movement, watching his cock split her open. "This view is incredible—"

Sarah positioned herself in front of Emma, kneeling on the bed, and pulled Emma forward slightly so she could kiss her while Emma rode Mark. Their tongues tangled together, messy and wet, and Sarah's hands found Emma's breasts, squeezing, pinching her nipples.

This is insane, Emma thought, bouncing on Mark's cock while kissing his wife. This is the craziest night of my life and I never want it to end—

Emma's thighs started burning from the effort—she wasn't used to this position, wasn't used to doing this much work—but the pleasure was building fast. This angle had Mark's cock rubbing against her g-spot with every bounce, and combined with Sarah's hands on her breasts, Sarah's tongue in her mouth, she was going to come again soon.

"I'm close," Emma gasped against Sarah's mouth. "Oh fuck, I'm gonna—"

"Come," Sarah commanded, one hand leaving Emma's breast to find her clit, rubbing firm circles. "Come on his cock again, show him how good it feels—"

Emma came with a scream, her pussy spasming around Mark's cock, her whole body shaking with the force of it. Mark held her hips, kept her impaled on his cock, feeling every flutter and clench of her orgasm. He didn't come—he'd come twice already in the past hour, he could last longer now.

When Emma's orgasm subsided, she slumped forward, boneless. Mark's cock slipped out of her with a wet sound, and more cum leaked out—so much cum, dripping down her thighs, making a mess.

"Position two," Sarah said, consulting her phone again. "The Lotus. This one's more intimate."

She had Mark sit up, his back against the headboard, legs crossed loosely. Then Emma straddled him again, this time facing him, wrapping her legs around his waist, her arms around his neck. When she sank down on his cock this time, they were face to face, chest to chest, as close as two people could be.

"Oh," Emma breathed, surprised by the intimacy of it. "This is—wow—"

Mark's arms wrapped around her, holding her close, and they started moving together—slow grinding movements, nothing fast or hard, just deep and intimate. Emma buried her face in his neck, breathing in the smell of him—sweat and cologne and sex—and felt something shift in her chest.

This feels different, Emma thought, confused by the emotion welling up. This feels like more than just fucking—

Sarah watched them, her own hand between her legs, fingers working her clit as she masturbated to the sight of her husband intimately fucking this college girl. The room smelled like sex and sweat and arousal, overwhelming now, the air thick with it.

They stayed like that for several minutes, just grinding together, Mark's cock deep inside Emma, hitting spots that made her whimper and cling to him tighter. When Emma came this time, it was quieter—no screaming, just a long soft moan against Mark's neck, her pussy fluttering around him. Mark followed soon after, his third orgasm of the night, adding even more cum to the obscene amount already inside her.

"Jesus," Emma whispered when it was over, still clinging to Mark. "How are you still going? How do you still have cum left?"

Mark laughed breathlessly. "I have no idea. You're just that hot, I guess."

They disentangled carefully, and Emma lay back on the bed, her legs spread, cum leaking out of her in a steady stream now. There was a huge wet spot on the sheets beneath her, soaked through completely. The digital clock read 1:03 AM.

Sarah checked her phone again. "Next: standing positions. The Standing Congress."

"I don't think I can stand," Emma protested weakly. "My legs are like jelly."

"We'll support you," Sarah promised. "Come on, just a few more. You said you wanted everything."

They got Emma to her feet, though she wobbled slightly. Mark stood in front of her, and they experimented with the position—Emma's back against the wall, one leg wrapped around Mark's waist while he supported her other leg, his cock pushing inside her from this new angle. It took some adjustment, some fumbling, but when he finally got the angle right and thrust up into her, Emma's head fell back against the wall with a thunk.

"Fuck!" Emma cried out, the position letting him go even deeper somehow, his cock hitting her cervix with each thrust. "Oh god, that's so deep—"

Mark pounded into her against the wall—thud thud thud—the sound of her back hitting the wall mixing with the wet slapping sounds of sex. Sarah stood beside them, one hand on Emma's breast, the other between her own legs, watching them fuck, masturbating to the sight.

Emma came fast in this position, her pussy clenching hard around Mark's cock, and she couldn't hold herself up anymore. Mark had to catch her, lowering her carefully to the ground before she collapsed.

"Okay," Emma gasped from the floor, laughing weakly. "I definitely can't do any more standing positions. Jesus Christ."

"Floor positions then," Sarah said, undeterred. She pulled pillows off the bed and positioned Emma on her hands and knees on the carpet—not doggy style exactly, but similar. "The Downward Dog."

Mark knelt behind her, his cock still hard despite everything, and pushed back inside her well-used pussy. This angle was deep too, and he could reach around to play with her clit while he fucked her, could lean over her back and whisper filthy things in her ear.

"You like being fucked like this?" Mark growled, his fingers rubbing her clit, his cock pounding into her. "Like being used as a fucktoy for the night?"

"Yes!" Emma sobbed, her arms barely holding her up. "God yes, use me, fuck me, I'm yours—"

I sound like a pornstar, Emma thought distantly. But I mean it, I mean every word—

Sarah lay down on the carpet in front of Emma, spreading her legs. "Lick me while he fucks you," she commanded. "I want to come again."

Emma didn't hesitate. Her tongue found Sarah's pussy again, licking and sucking while Mark pounded into her from behind. The dual stimulation—giving pleasure while receiving it—made her head spin. She could taste Sarah's arousal, could feel Mark's cock splitting her open, could hear the obscene sounds of sex filling the room.

They stayed like that until both Sarah and Emma came—Sarah flooding Emma's mouth with wetness, her thighs clamping around Emma's head, Emma's pussy spasming around Mark's cock for what felt like the hundredth time that night. Mark still didn't come—his cock was getting sore now, overstimulated, but he kept going because he could, because these women wanted him to.

The clock read 2:18 AM when they finally collapsed back onto the bed, all three of them exhausted, covered in sweat and various fluids. The sheets were completely ruined—soaked through with cum and arousal and sweat, probably unsalvageable. The room reeked of sex.

"How many was that?" Emma asked weakly, staring at the ceiling.

"Positions? Six, I think," Sarah said, equally exhausted. "How many times did you come?"

Emma tried to count. "I... lost track. At least seven? Maybe eight?"

"Jesus," Mark breathed. His cock was finally, finally softening, probably done for the night. His balls ached, completely drained. "That's... impressive."

They lay there in comfortable silence for a few minutes, catching their breath. Emma's phone buzzed from where she'd left it in her purse, and she reached for it with shaking hands. A text from her roommate: where r u? you ok?

Emma typed back: totally fine. staying out tonight. tell you everything tmrw

She set the phone aside and looked at Mark and Sarah. "Can I ask something personal?"

"More personal than what we just did?" Sarah laughed. "Sure."

"Why do you guys do this? The auction, the... swapping, watching each other. Don't you get jealous?"

Mark and Sarah exchanged a look. "We do sometimes," Mark admitted. "But the jealousy is part of it, part of the turn-on. And we always come back to each other. It makes our sex life better, keeps things exciting."

"We've been married five years," Sarah added. "And we still fuck like newlyweds because we keep it interesting. Most couples stop having sex after a few years, or it becomes boring. We refuse to let that happen."

"That makes sense," Emma said thoughtfully. I wonder if I'll ever find someone who wants that with me, she thought. Someone who isn't boring, who pushes boundaries—

"Your turn," Sarah said. "Can I ask you something personal?"

"Sure."

"Are you going to do this again? Another auction?"

Emma considered. The four thousand dollars was incredible, would pay her rent for two months and put a serious dent in her credit card debt from textbooks. But more than that, tonight had awakened something in her—a hunger she didn't know she had, a need for more than vanilla sex with boys her own age who didn't know what they were doing.

"Maybe," Emma said slowly. "If... if you guys were bidding. I'd do it again if it was you."

Sarah smiled, genuine and warm. "We'd like that. We travel for work sometimes, hit different cities. These auctions happen everywhere. We could request you specifically next time."

"I'd like that too," Emma admitted.

The clock read 3:47 AM. They'd been in this room for almost five hours, had fucked in six different positions, had explored each other's bodies thoroughly. Emma's pussy was sore and swollen, probably would be for days. Her thighs ached. Her jaw hurt from eating Sarah out. But she felt satisfied in a way she'd never experienced before.

"We should clean up," Mark said reluctantly, though he didn't move. "Maybe shower?"

The hotel shower was large enough for two people comfortably, three if they squeezed. They all stumbled into the bathroom, turned the water on hot, and crowded in together under the spray. Mark soaped up Emma's body, his hands sliding over her breasts, her stomach, between her legs—careful there, knowing she was sore. Sarah washed Emma's hair, her fingers massaging Emma's scalp, making Emma moan softly.

They were gentle with each other, tender, the frantic sexuality of the past few hours replaced with something softer. When they finally turned the water off and dried each other with the hotel's fluffy white towels, Emma felt clean and refreshed and utterly exhausted.

Back in the bedroom, they stripped the ruined sheets off the bed and remade it with the spare set from the closet. They all climbed in together—Emma in the middle, Mark and Sarah on either side of her—and pulled the covers up.

"You can stay," Sarah murmured sleepily. "Until checkout. Sleep with us."

Emma was already half-asleep, her body heavy and satisfied. "Okay," she whispered. "Thank you. For... everything."

"Thank you," Mark said, his hand finding hers under the covers, squeezing once. "Best four thousand dollars I ever spent."

Emma smiled in the darkness. Outside the windows, the sky was just starting to lighten—not sunrise yet, but the deep blue-black of pre-dawn. The city was quiet, most people sleeping, unaware of what had happened in room 412 tonight.

As Emma drifted off to sleep, wrapped in warmth and safety between Mark and Sarah, she thought about her student loans, about school, about the future. Four thousand dollars was good. But what she'd gained tonight—the confidence, the knowledge of her own body, the understanding that sex could be so much more than missionary with the lights off—that was priceless.

I'll definitely do this again, she thought as sleep claimed her. Definitely.

The night was over, but the memory would last forever.


Chapter 4: Morning Light and New Hunger

Sunlight streamed through the floor-to-ceiling windows, harsh and bright, cutting across the hotel room like accusatory fingers pointing at the scene of last night's debauchery. Mark woke slowly, his body heavy and sore in ways he hadn't felt since college, every muscle protesting as he tried to move. The room smelled like sex—overwhelming, thick, the musk of sweat and cum and arousal that had soaked into the carpet, the sheets, probably the walls. His mouth tasted like morning breath and whiskey, cotton-dry.

Emma was still asleep beside him, curled on her side facing away, her dark hair spread across the pillow in tangles, one bare shoulder exposed above the white hotel comforter. Sarah was on his other side, also sleeping, her blonde hair a mess, mascara smudged under her closed eyes. The digital clock on the nightstand blinked 8:34 AM in red numbers. They had maybe three hours until checkout at noon.

Mark's bladder was screaming at him, so he carefully extracted himself from between the two women, trying not to wake them. His legs were unsteady as he stood, and when he looked down at himself he saw dried cum and other fluids crusted on his thighs, his cock soft and slightly swollen from overuse. He stumbled to the bathroom, relieved himself with a groan, then splashed cold water on his face.

The face looking back at him in the mirror looked different somehow—older maybe, or just exhausted, dark circles under his eyes, stubble shadowing his jaw. But there was something else too, a satisfied gleam, the look of a man who'd just lived out his deepest fantasy.

I fucked a twenty-year-old college girl while my wife watched, he thought, the reality of it hitting him fresh. Multiple times. In multiple positions. And it was fucking incredible.

When he came back out, Sarah was stirring, her eyes blinking open slowly. She saw him and smiled, lazy and satisfied. "Morning," she murmured, her voice rough from sleep and screaming.

"Morning," Mark said, climbing back into bed. The sheets were still damp in spots, probably permanently stained. "How do you feel?"

"Sore," Sarah admitted, stretching carefully. "My pussy's still tender from Richard. And my jaw hurts from eating Emma out so much." She said it matter-of-factly, without shame, and Mark's cock gave an interested twitch despite everything.

Emma started to wake too, shifting slightly, a small sound escaping her lips—"mmph"—before her eyes opened. She blinked at the sunlight, disoriented for a moment, then seemed to remember where she was. Her cheeks flushed pink immediately.

"Oh god," Emma whispered, pulling the comforter up to her chin. "That really happened. All of that really happened."

"All of it," Sarah confirmed, reaching over Mark to brush Emma's hair back from her face, a tender gesture. "How do you feel?"

Emma considered the question carefully. "Sore. Really sore. My pussy feels like I got hit by a truck." She shifted slightly and winced. "A very satisfying truck. But also I'm starving. I haven't eaten since like four PM yesterday."

Mark's stomach growled in response, reminding him that he hadn't eaten either. "Room service?" he suggested. "We've got a few hours before checkout."

They ordered enough food for a small army—pancakes, eggs, bacon, hash browns, fruit, orange juice, coffee—and when it arrived twenty minutes later on a wheeled cart, they devoured it sitting on the bed still naked, not bothering with clothes. The food was mediocre hotel fare but tasted incredible, grease and salt and sugar hitting systems that desperately needed calories.

Emma ate with single-minded focus, syrup dripping down her chin at one point, and when she noticed both Mark and Sarah watching her, she blushed. "Sorry, I'm eating like an animal."

"You earned it," Sarah said, her eyes dark with renewed interest as she watched Emma lick syrup from her lips. "You burned a lot of calories last night."

Emma set her fork down, her plate mostly clean, and looked at them both. "Can I ask something that might be weird?"

"After last night, I don't think anything could be weird," Mark said.

"I keep thinking about..." Emma paused, choosing her words carefully. "About how good it felt. Not just the sex, but the way you two made me feel. Safe but also dirty. Like I could ask for anything and you'd give it to me. My ex never made me feel like that. He always made me feel like wanting sex too much was somehow wrong."

He sounds like a fucking idiot, Sarah thought, but she kept her voice gentle. "There's nothing wrong with wanting sex, with enjoying it. That's what it should be—pleasurable, exploratory, fun."

"I know that intellectually," Emma said. "But experiencing it is different. Last night I came more times than I have in my entire life combined. And I did things I never thought I'd do—had sex with a woman, let you watch us, tried all those positions." She looked down at her hands. "I don't want to go back to boring sex. I don't want to forget what this felt like."

Mark's cock was definitely interested now, hardening slowly despite the soreness, despite having come four times in the past twelve hours. There was something about Emma's honesty, her vulnerability mixed with her newfound sexuality, that was incredibly arousing.

"You don't have to go back," Sarah said softly. "You can keep exploring. Keep finding partners who make you feel good. Or..." She glanced at Mark, a question in her eyes. He nodded slightly. "Or you could stay in touch with us. When we're in town, when there's another auction. We meant it when we said we'd request you."

Emma's eyes widened. "Really? You'd want to do this again?"

"Absolutely," Mark said, his hand finding Emma's thigh under the comforter, squeezing gently. "Last night was incredible. You were incredible."

The air in the room shifted, tension building again despite the bright morning sunlight, despite their exhaustion. Emma's breathing got shallower, her pupils dilating slightly. The smell in the room changed too—underneath the stale sex smell, fresh arousal was blooming, sharp and sweet.

"How much time do we have?" Emma asked, her voice dropping lower, huskier.

Mark glanced at the clock. "Two and a half hours."

"That's enough time," Emma said, and there was something different in her voice now—confidence, maybe, or hunger. The nervous college girl from last night was gone, replaced by someone who knew what she wanted and wasn't afraid to ask for it. "I want to try something."

"What?" Sarah asked, already moving the room service cart aside, already pushing the comforter down to expose Emma's naked body—those full breasts, that soft stomach, the dark strip of hair pointing down to her pussy which was still swollen and pink from last night's activities.

Emma bit her lip, that nervous gesture that was starting to drive Mark crazy. "I've never... I've always wanted to try anal. But my ex said it was gross and refused. And I was too embarrassed to push it." She looked between them, her cheeks flushed. "Would you... could we..."

Mark's cock went from half-hard to fully erect in approximately three seconds. "Fuck yes," he breathed. "But we need to do it right. Go slow, use lots of lube."

"The hotel might have some," Sarah said, already climbing out of bed, naked and unselfconscious, rummaging through the bathroom. She came back with small bottles of body lotion. "This'll work in a pinch, but it's not ideal."

"I don't care," Emma said, spreading her legs, her hand already moving between them, fingers rubbing her clit. "I want it. I want to know what it feels like."

God, she's perfect, Mark thought, watching her touch herself. Twenty years old and so fucking eager to explore everything.

They spent the next several minutes preparing her—Sarah's fingers working Emma's pussy first, getting her wet and relaxed, then slowly, carefully, pressing one slick finger against Emma's asshole. Emma tensed initially, her muscles clenching, but Sarah talked her through it, her voice low and soothing, and gradually Emma relaxed enough for Sarah's finger to slip inside.

"Oh," Emma gasped, her eyes going wide. "Oh that's—weird—but not bad—"

"Just breathe," Sarah coached, working her finger in and out slowly, letting Emma get used to the sensation. "Your body will adjust. It'll start to feel good, I promise."

After a few minutes, Sarah added a second finger, scissoring them gently, stretching Emma's tight hole. Emma was panting now, her free hand gripping the sheets, her other hand still working her clit in fast circles. The room smelled like lotion and arousal, Emma's pussy dripping wet, leaving a damp spot on the sheets beneath her.

"I think she's ready," Sarah said, withdrawing her fingers carefully. "Mark, go really slow. And Emma, if it hurts too much, tell him to stop."

Mark positioned himself between Emma's spread legs, his cock hard and throbbing, already leaking pre-cum. He slicked himself up with more lotion, coating his shaft thoroughly, then positioned the head of his cock against Emma's asshole—that tight ring of muscle that clenched and fluttered under his touch.

"Ready?" he asked, his voice strained with the effort of holding back.

"Yes," Emma breathed. "Do it. Fuck my ass."

Mark pushed forward slowly, so slowly, feeling Emma's asshole resist at first, then gradually give way, the head of his cock breaching her, sinking inside. Emma cried out—"Ahhhhh!"—her whole body going rigid, and Mark froze immediately.

"You okay? Should I stop?"

"No!" Emma gasped, her hand working her clit faster. "Don't stop, keep going, I need—oh fuck—I need more—"

He pushed deeper, inch by inch, feeling her ass grip him like a vice, so much tighter than her pussy had been, hot and velvety and fucking incredible. When he finally bottomed out, his balls pressed against her pussy, he had to pause, had to breathe, because the sensation was so intense he might come immediately otherwise.

"Oh my god," Emma whimpered, her eyes squeezed shut, her whole body trembling. "You're in my ass, you're actually—oh god—"

Sarah positioned herself near Emma's head, her fingers finding Emma's mouth. "Suck," she commanded, and Emma opened her mouth automatically, letting Sarah's fingers slide in—the same fingers that had just been in Emma's ass. Emma sucked them obediently, tasting herself, and Sarah moaned.

Mark started to move, pulling back slowly then pushing forward again, establishing a careful rhythm. Emma's ass gripped him with every thrust, that ring of muscle fluttering and clenching, and the visual alone—seeing his cock disappear into her ass, seeing her spread open like this—was almost enough to make him come.

"Faster," Emma begged around Sarah's fingers. "Please, fuck my ass faster—"

Mark obliged, his hips moving faster, the wet slapping sounds of his balls hitting her pussy mixing with Emma's muffled moans. Sarah pulled her fingers from Emma's mouth and moved down to suck on Emma's nipples, biting and pinching, adding to the overwhelming sensations.

Emma's hand moved frantically between her legs, rubbing her clit in desperate circles, and Mark could feel her getting close, could feel her whole body tensing. When she came, her ass clamped down on his cock so hard it almost hurt, milking him, and Mark couldn't hold back anymore. He came with a roar, his cock pulsing as he emptied himself in her ass, filling her with cum.

"FUCK!" they both screamed in unison, Emma's orgasm triggering his, his triggering another wave of hers, feedback loop of pleasure that seemed to go on forever.

When it finally subsided, Mark pulled out carefully, and they both collapsed on the bed, breathing hard. Cum leaked out of Emma's ass, white and thick, dripping down to her pussy, mixing with her own wetness.

"Holy shit," Emma whispered, staring at the ceiling. "That was... I can't even..."

"Good?" Sarah asked, grinning.

"So fucking good," Emma confirmed. "Why did I wait so long to try that?"

They lay there for a while, recovering, and the clock continued its march toward checkout. Eventually they had to shower again—another three-person squeeze under the spray, hands wandering but too exhausted for anything more—and get dressed. Emma put her white sundress back on, still commando since her panties had disappeared somewhere during the night. Sarah pulled on her black dress. Mark got dressed in his suit from last night, wrinkled now but presentable enough.

Checkout was quick and painless. Mark paid the bill—including the room charges, the food, the mini-bar, probably the cost of replacing those sheets—and they walked out together into the late morning sunlight. The October air was crisp and cool, smelling like fallen leaves and exhaust fumes from passing cars.

They stood on the sidewalk outside the Marriott, an awkward moment of not knowing how to say goodbye after spending the night in such intense intimacy.

"So," Emma said finally, shifting her purse on her shoulder. "I guess this is it?"

"For now," Sarah said, pulling out her phone. "But give me your number. We meant what we said about staying in touch."

They exchanged numbers, Emma's fingers slightly shaky as she typed. Mark found himself not wanting her to leave, which was stupid—this was transactional, she'd been paid, the night was over. But something about her, about the way she'd opened up, had gotten under his skin.

"Thank you," Emma said softly, looking at them both. "For everything. For making me feel safe and wanted and adventurous. I'll never forget last night."

"Neither will we," Mark promised.

Emma leaned up and kissed him, soft and sweet, then turned and kissed Sarah the same way. Then she was walking away, her sundress swishing around her thighs, disappearing into the crowd of Saturday morning pedestrians.

Mark and Sarah stood there for a moment, watching her go.

"Think we'll actually see her again?" Sarah asked.

"I hope so," Mark said honestly. Then he turned to his wife, pulling her close. "But first, let's go home. I need to sleep for approximately twelve hours."

Sarah laughed, tired and happy, and they headed for their car.

The auction had been everything they'd hoped for and more. And somehow, Mark suspected, it was just the beginning.


Chapter 5: Insatiable Appetites

The drive home had been quiet, both of them too exhausted to talk much, the radio playing soft classic rock that filled the silence. Mark's hands gripped the steering wheel, his knuckles occasionally brushing Sarah's thigh where she'd draped her hand. The afternoon sun was bright and warm through the windshield, making him squint even with sunglasses on. The car smelled like the pine air freshener hanging from the rearview mirror mixed with the lingering scent of hotel soap on their skin.

When they finally pulled into their driveway—a modest two-story house in a quiet neighborhood, neatly trimmed lawn, white picket fence that Sarah had insisted on—Mark felt the weight of the night catch up with him all at once. Every muscle in his body ached. His cock was tender, overstimulated, probably wouldn't be capable of getting hard again for at least twenty-four hours. Maybe forty-eight.

They stumbled inside, Mark fumbling with the keys, and the house smelled like home—coffee from this morning that they'd never finished, the faint vanilla from Sarah's candles, the mustiness of a house closed up for a night. Mail was scattered on the floor beneath the mail slot. Their cat, a fat orange tabby named Cheese, meowed indignantly from the kitchen, demanding food.

"I'll feed him," Sarah said, her voice rough and tired. "You go shower. You smell like sex."

"So do you," Mark pointed out, but he was already heading for the stairs, his legs heavy.

The shower was long and hot, steam filling the bathroom, and Mark stood under the spray with his eyes closed, letting the water pound against his sore muscles. Images from last night kept flashing through his mind—Emma's face when she came, the feeling of her tight ass around his cock, Sarah's tongue on Emma's pussy, Richard pounding into Sarah while Mark watched. His cock gave a valiant twitch at the memories but didn't get hard. Too spent.

When he finally emerged, wrapped in a towel, Sarah was waiting in their bedroom. She'd showered too—must've used the downstairs bathroom—her hair damp and smelling like her coconut shampoo, wearing just one of his old t-shirts that barely covered her ass. She was sitting on their bed scrolling through her phone, and when she looked up at him, there was something in her expression he couldn't quite read.

"You okay?" Mark asked, sitting beside her, the mattress dipping.

"Yeah," Sarah said, but she was biting her lip, that telltale sign she was thinking about something. "Just... processing, I guess. Last night was intense."

"Regrets?" Mark asked carefully, because they'd done this before—pushed boundaries, explored fantasies—and sometimes in the cold light of day, doubt crept in.

"No," Sarah said immediately, firmly. "No regrets at all. Richard was incredible, and Emma was..." She trailed off, searching for words. "She was so responsive, so eager. It was hot as fuck watching you with her."

"But?" Mark prompted, because he could hear the unspoken word.

"But I keep thinking about her," Sarah admitted. "About how young she is, how she said she'd never experienced good sex before last night. And I keep thinking about what happens next for her. Does she go back to boring college boys? Does she do another auction and end up with someone who isn't as careful as we were?"

Mark considered this. "She's an adult. She made her choice."

"I know," Sarah said. "I just... I liked her. Really liked her. And I want to see her again, not just for sex but to make sure she's okay."

There was something maternal in Sarah's tone, protective, and it made Mark love his wife even more. "Then we'll reach out," he said. "We have her number. We can check in, make sure she's doing alright. And if there's another auction, we can request her specifically like we said."

Sarah nodded, seeming reassured. Then her expression shifted, became more mischievous. "So... speaking of the auction. They have them in other cities too. I was looking at the schedule." She turned her phone to show him a website—discreet, password-protected, the kind you'd never find through a normal search engine. "There's one in Chicago next month. And one in Miami in December."

Mark's cock gave another interested twitch, slightly more successfully this time. "You want to go to more?"

"Don't you?" Sarah countered. "Last night was fucking incredible. Being with Richard while you watched, then watching you with Emma... I want more of that. I want to explore this more."

"I'm not arguing," Mark said, pulling her close, kissing her neck. She smelled like coconut and clean skin. "Chicago in November sounds good. Maybe we'll find someone even better than Emma."

"I doubt it," Sarah laughed. "That girl was something special."

They spent the rest of the afternoon in comfortable domesticity—Mark making grilled cheese sandwiches because neither of them had the energy for real cooking, Sarah doing laundry, both of them moving slowly, carefully, their bodies reminding them of last night's activities with every step. By the time evening rolled around, they were both exhausted enough to crash early, climbing into their own bed—no hotel sheets, no sex smell, just clean cotton and familiarity.

Mark fell asleep almost immediately, but his dreams were vivid and explicit—Emma's mouth on his cock, Sarah's pussy in his face, Richard's huge cock splitting Sarah open. He woke once around 2 AM with a painful erection, his body apparently recovered enough to be interested again, but Sarah was sound asleep beside him and he didn't want to wake her. He jerked off quickly in the bathroom, coming into a tissue while replaying the memory of fucking Emma's ass, then went back to bed.

Sunday morning dawned bright and crisp, October air carrying the smell of someone burning leaves a few houses over, that sharp smoky scent drifting through their bedroom window that they'd left cracked open. Mark woke to find Sarah already up, the smell of coffee drifting from downstairs mixing with the leaf smoke, and when he checked his phone, he saw a text from an unknown number.

Hi, it's Emma. I hope it's okay that I'm texting. I just wanted to say thank you again for Friday night. I can't stop thinking about it. About you both.

Mark's cock immediately started hardening, morning wood getting reinforced by the memory of Emma. He typed back: Definitely okay. We were just talking about you yesterday. How are you feeling?

The response came quickly: Sore lol. But in a good way. My roommate kept asking why I was walking funny and I had to make up a story about a really intense workout.

Mark smiled at that, then heard footsteps on the stairs. Sarah appeared in the doorway holding two mugs of coffee, wearing just panties and a thin tank top, her nipples visible through the fabric. "Who are you texting?" she asked.

"Emma," Mark said, showing her the phone.

Sarah's eyes lit up. She handed him his coffee—black, the way he liked it—and sat beside him, reading over his shoulder. "Tell her we want to see her again," Sarah said. "Not for an auction. Just... to hang out."

Mark typed: Sarah says hi. We were actually wondering if you'd want to get together sometime. Not for anything sexual necessarily, just coffee or dinner. We'd like to get to know you better.

The response took a few minutes, and Mark imagined Emma on the other end deliberating, maybe nervous. Finally: I'd really like that. When?

They made plans for Tuesday evening—a casual dinner at a restaurant downtown, neutral territory, low pressure. When Mark set his phone down, Sarah was looking at him with that expression again, the one that usually preceded her suggesting something adventurous.

"What?" Mark asked.

"I keep thinking," Sarah said slowly, "about how we could help her. Emma, I mean. She's doing these auctions to pay for school, which is fucked up. Student debt is criminal. What if..." She paused, choosing her words carefully. "What if we offered to help? Like, become her regular... patrons, I guess. Pay her monthly in exchange for regular meetups."

Mark considered this. "Like a sugar daddy arrangement?"

"Sort of," Sarah said. "But with both of us. We have the money—your salary from the firm is good, and my consulting work brings in plenty. We could easily afford to give her a few thousand a month. And in exchange, she wouldn't have to do auctions with strangers who might not be as careful as we were. She'd have us."

It made sense in a twisted way. And the thought of regular access to Emma—that young, eager body, that enthusiasm for exploration—made Mark's cock throb. "You really like her," he observed.

"I do," Sarah admitted. "And I like the idea of having a... I don't know what to call it. A third? Someone who joins us sometimes but isn't trying to be part of our marriage. Does that make sense?"

"Perfect sense," Mark said, pulling Sarah into a kiss. His hand found her breast through the thin tank top, squeezing, and Sarah moaned into his mouth.

"Are you hard?" Sarah asked, her hand sliding down to palm his erection through the sheets.

"Very," Mark confirmed.

"Good," Sarah breathed, already pulling his boxers down, climbing on top of him. "Because I need you to fuck me. I've been horny since I woke up, couldn't stop thinking about Friday night."

She wasn't wearing panties anymore—must've slipped them off when she sat down—and she positioned herself over his cock, sinking down onto him in one smooth motion. They both groaned at the sensation, Sarah's pussy hot and wet and gripping him perfectly. This was different from Friday night—this was familiar, comfortable, them. But no less intense.

"Fuck," Sarah gasped, starting to ride him, her hands braced on his chest. "I love your cock. I love how you fuck me."

"Love you," Mark grunted, his hands gripping her hips, helping her bounce. The wet sounds filled their bedroom—squelch squelch squelch—mixing with their moans and gasps. The smell was sex and coffee and their mingled arousal, and sunlight streamed through the windows making Sarah's blonde hair glow.

They fucked like that for a while, Sarah riding him, then Mark flipped her onto her back and pounded into her missionary style, his cock driving deep, her legs wrapped around his waist. When they came—Sarah first, then Mark right after, triggered by her pussy clenching around him—it felt like coming home. Familiar but perfect.

Afterward, lying tangled together, Mark's cum leaking out of Sarah onto their sheets, Sarah said: "Let's propose it on Tuesday. The arrangement. See what Emma says."

"Okay," Mark agreed, already imagining having Emma regularly, having both women in his bed, in his life. "Let's do it."

The restaurant was nice but not fancy—exposed brick walls, Edison bulb lighting, the smell of garlic and olive oil heavy in the air. Mark and Sarah arrived first, getting a booth in the back corner, private and quiet. Mark wore dark jeans and a button-down, Sarah in a simple black dress that was elegant without being sexy. They wanted Emma to feel comfortable, not like this was a seduction.

Emma arrived ten minutes late, slightly out of breath, her dark hair pulled back in a ponytail, wearing jeans and a sweater that somehow made her look even younger than twenty. She spotted them and smiled, that nervous but genuine smile, and slid into the booth across from them.

"Sorry I'm late," Emma said. "My last class ran over, and then I couldn't find parking."

"No worries," Sarah said warmly. "We're just glad you came."

They ordered drinks—wine for Mark and Sarah, Emma just water since she wasn't twenty-one yet—and made small talk while they waited for food. Emma talked about her classes, her roommate who was driving her crazy, the stress of midterms coming up. Mark and Sarah talked about their work, carefully not mentioning the auction or Friday night, letting Emma set the pace.

It wasn't until after their food arrived—pasta for Emma and Sarah, steak for Mark—that Sarah broached the subject carefully. "Emma, can we talk about something that might be a little forward?"

Emma looked up from her fettuccine, curious. "Sure?"

"Mark and I have been talking since Friday," Sarah said. "About you, about the auction, about your situation with student loans. And we have a proposition."

Emma set her fork down, her full attention on them now. "What kind of proposition?"

"We want to help you," Mark said. "Financially. We'd like to give you money monthly—let's say four thousand to start, we can adjust if needed—to help cover your expenses, tuition, whatever you need."

Emma's eyes widened. "That's... that's incredibly generous, but I can't just accept money from you—"

"It wouldn't be for nothing," Sarah interrupted gently. "We'd want something in exchange. Your time. Your company. Intimate company, specifically."

Understanding dawned on Emma's face, along with a blush that crept down her neck. "You want me to be your... what, your sugar baby?"

"We prefer to think of it as a mutually beneficial arrangement," Sarah said. "You get financial security and don't have to do auctions with strangers. We get regular time with you. It would be exclusive—meaning you wouldn't do any more auctions with other people while we have this arrangement. Just us."

Emma was quiet for a long moment, processing. The restaurant buzzed around them—other conversations, the clatter of dishes, someone laughing at the bar. Finally, she spoke: "How often would we meet?"

"Maybe once or twice a week?" Mark suggested. "Sometimes just dinner like this. Sometimes more. Whatever works with your schedule."

"And it would be... sex?" Emma asked bluntly.

"Not always," Sarah said. "Sometimes we might just want company. But yes, often it would include intimacy. The three of us, or sometimes just you and Mark, or you and me. We're flexible."

Emma picked up her water glass, took a long drink, buying herself time to think. When she set it down, her expression was thoughtful. "Can I be honest?"

"Please," Mark said.

"Friday night changed something for me," Emma said quietly. "I told you that, but I mean it even more than I thought at the time. I've been thinking about it constantly. About how you made me feel, how the sex was, how I felt safe but also pushed to try new things. And I keep wondering if I'll ever find that again, or if I'll go back to mediocre college hookups." She looked between them. "So the idea of having regular access to what we had Friday? That sounds incredible. Almost too good to be true."

"It's real," Sarah assured her. "We really want this. Want you."

"Then yes," Emma said, a slow smile spreading across her face. "Yes, I want to do this arrangement. When do we start?"

"Tonight, if you want," Mark said, his cock already starting to harden at the prospect.

Emma bit her lip, that gesture that drove him crazy. "I have homework I should do..."

"Bring it to our place," Sarah suggested. "Do your homework while we watch TV or something. Get comfortable in our space. Sex doesn't have to happen tonight."

But Emma's eyes had gone dark, pupils dilating slightly, and when she spoke her voice was lower, huskier. "I don't want to do homework tonight. I want..." She paused, seeming to gather courage. "I want you to fuck me again. Both of you. I've been so horny since Friday I can barely focus on anything else."

Mark signaled for the check.

The drive to their house was charged with anticipation, Emma following in her beat-up Honda Civic, Mark and Sarah in their sedan, both cars winding through suburban streets lined with houses that all looked similar in the dark. When they pulled into the driveway, Cheese was sitting in the window, his orange bulk silhouetted against the living room light they'd left on.

Inside, Emma looked around with genuine curiosity—taking in their furniture, their photos on the walls, the normalcy of it all. "This is really nice," she said. "Homey."

"Want the tour?" Sarah asked, already leading Emma upstairs without waiting for an answer.

The tour was perfunctory—bathroom, guest room, office—but when they got to the master bedroom, the energy shifted. Emma stood in the doorway looking at their king-sized bed with its navy comforter, the windows overlooking the backyard, the pile of books on Sarah's nightstand.

"This is where you sleep," Emma said softly. "Where you make love."

"Among other places," Mark said, coming up behind her, his hands finding her hips. "Couch is pretty good too. And the kitchen counter."

Emma laughed, leaning back against him, and Mark could feel the warmth of her body through her clothes. His cock was already hard, pressing against her ass through his jeans, and she pressed back deliberately, grinding slightly.

Sarah moved in front of Emma, her hands cupping Emma's face, and kissed her—slow and deep, nothing hurried. When they broke apart, Emma was breathing hard, her cheeks flushed.

"Let's get you out of these clothes," Sarah murmured, her hands already finding the hem of Emma's sweater, pulling it up and over her head.

Underneath, Emma wore a simple cotton bra—nothing fancy, just functional—but it cupped her full breasts perfectly. Mark's hands joined Sarah's, unbuttoning Emma's jeans, sliding them down over her hips, revealing matching cotton panties. Soon Emma was standing there in just her underwear, her body on display in their bedroom, the soft lighting making her skin glow.

"Your turn," Emma said, her voice steadier now, more confident. She reached for Mark's shirt, unbuttoning it slowly while Sarah stripped off her dress, revealing black lace lingerie underneath—a matching set she'd worn deliberately.

Within minutes all three of them were naked, and the differences in their bodies were stark and beautiful—Emma young and firm, Sarah softer and more curved, Mark solid and already hard, his cock jutting out from his body, flushed and eager.

They moved to the bed together, a tangle of limbs and mouths and hands. Mark found himself between Emma's legs, his tongue on her pussy—already wet, already ready—while Sarah straddled Emma's face, grinding down onto Emma's eager mouth. The room filled with the sounds of sex—moans and gasps and the wet sounds of tongues working, the smell of arousal thick in the air, mixed with Sarah's perfume and Emma's vanilla body spray.

"Fuck, she's good with her tongue," Sarah gasped, grinding harder on Emma's face. "She's getting even better—"

Mark worked Emma's clit with his tongue, alternating between fast flicks and slow circles, occasionally pushing his tongue inside her, tasting her deeply. Emma's hips bucked against his face, her thighs trembling on either side of his head. When he slid two fingers inside her, curling them to find her g-spot, Emma moaned against Sarah's pussy, the vibrations making Sarah gasp.

They stayed like that until Emma came first, her pussy clenching around Mark's fingers, flooding his mouth with wetness. Then Sarah came on Emma's tongue, her thighs clamping around Emma's head, her whole body shaking. Only Mark hadn't come yet, his cock throbbing and desperate.

"How do you want me?" Emma asked breathlessly when Sarah climbed off her face, her chin and lips glistening.

"On your hands and knees," Mark said, positioning himself behind her as she got into position. "I'm going to fuck you hard."

"Yes," Emma breathed, arching her back, presenting herself to him.

Mark lined his cock up with her entrance and pushed inside in one smooth thrust, burying himself to the hilt. Emma cried out—"Ahhh!"—her fingers gripping the navy comforter. Mark didn't hold back, didn't start slow—he fucked her hard and fast from the first stroke, his hips slapping against her ass—slap slap slap—the wet sounds obscene and perfect.

Sarah positioned herself in front of Emma again, spread her legs. "Lick me while he fucks you," she commanded. "Make me come again."

Emma's tongue found Sarah's pussy immediately, and the room filled with the sounds of all three of them—Mark grunting with effort, Emma's muffled moans, Sarah's gasps and curses. The bed creaked beneath them, the headboard starting to hit the wall with each of Mark's thrusts—thunk thunk thunk—a rhythm they'd have to explain to the neighbors if anyone asked.

"Harder," Emma begged when she pulled her mouth away from Sarah's pussy for a moment. "Fuck me harder, please—"

Mark obliged, his hands gripping Emma's hips hard enough to bruise, pulling her back onto his cock with bruising force. His balls slapped against her clit with each thrust, and he could feel his orgasm building, his balls getting tight, that pressure at the base of his spine.

"I'm gonna come," Mark grunted. "Where do you want it?"

"Inside," Emma gasped. "Fill my pussy, I want to feel it—"

Three more hard thrusts and Mark was coming, his cock pulsing as he emptied himself inside Emma's clenching pussy. "Fuck!" The orgasm seemed to go on forever, wave after wave, and when it finally subsided he pulled out carefully, watching his cum immediately start leaking out of her well-fucked hole.

They collapsed together on the bed, all three of them sweaty and satisfied, the room smelling like sex and their combined arousal. Outside, the October night was quiet, just the distant sound of traffic and wind in the trees.

"I could get used to this," Emma said softly, her head on Sarah's shoulder, Mark's arm around her waist.

"Good," Sarah said, kissing Emma's forehead. "Because we plan on keeping you around for a long time."

And as they lay there together, Mark thought about the future—about months of having Emma in their lives, in their bed, exploring every fantasy and desire they could think of. The arrangement was just beginning, and somehow he knew it was going to be incredible.

Tuesday nights would never be the same again.


Chapter 6: Thanksgiving Weekend

The house smelled like roasting turkey and cinnamon rolls, that distinctly Thanksgiving combination of savory and sweet that filled every room. Mark stood in the kitchen wearing an apron over his jeans and t-shirt, basting the twenty-pound bird he'd shoved in the oven at six that morning, while Sarah worked on peeling potatoes at the sink, her hands wet and covered in potato starch. The kitchen was warm from the oven, the windows slightly fogged, and NPR played softly from the Bluetooth speaker on the counter—some story about supply chain issues affecting holiday shopping.

They'd been in their arrangement with Emma for six weeks now, and it had become as natural as breathing. Emma came over twice a week usually—sometimes Tuesdays, always Fridays—and they'd settled into a rhythm that felt right. Sometimes they had sex, marathon sessions that left all three of them sore and satisfied. Sometimes they just had dinner and watched movies, Emma curled between them on the couch while Cheese purred in her lap. Mark had transferred four thousand dollars to Emma's account on the first of each month, and the relief on her face each time made it worth every penny.

"What time is she getting here?" Sarah asked, dumping the peeled potatoes into a pot of cold water.

"Noon," Mark said, checking his phone. "She texted earlier, said she's bringing wine even though she can't drink it herself." Emma's twenty-first birthday wasn't until March, but she insisted on contributing something to their Thanksgiving dinner.

Sarah smiled, that soft expression she got whenever they talked about Emma. Over the past six weeks, it had become clear that Sarah's feelings for Emma went beyond just sexual attraction—there was genuine affection there, maybe even the beginnings of love. Mark felt it too, though he was less willing to examine it closely. Emma was their third, their plaything, their sugar baby—but she was also becoming their friend, maybe more.

She's perfect for us, Sarah thought, scrubbing another potato. Young and eager and so fucking responsive. And she makes Mark happy, makes us happy together. I don't want this to end.

The doorbell rang at 11:53 AM, and Mark wiped his hands on his apron before heading to answer it. Emma stood on their porch looking fucking adorable in dark jeans and an oversized cream-colored sweater that hung off one shoulder, her dark hair loose and wavy around her face, her cheeks pink from the cold November air. She held two bottles of red wine and wore a nervous smile.

"Happy Thanksgiving," Emma said, stepping inside when Mark opened the door wider. The cold air followed her in, sharp and clean, mixing with the warm turkey smell.

"Happy Thanksgiving," Mark echoed, taking the wine bottles and setting them on the entry table before pulling Emma into a hug. She fit perfectly against his chest, her vanilla body spray mixing with the smell of cold air on her clothes. When he pulled back, his hands lingered on her waist. "You look beautiful."

Emma blushed, that full-body flush that started at her cheeks and spread down her neck. "You look domestic," she teased, gesturing at his apron which read "KISS THE COOK" in faded letters.

Sarah appeared from the kitchen, wiping her hands on a dish towel, and immediately pulled Emma into a hug that lasted longer than Mark's had. "I'm so glad you're here," Sarah murmured into Emma's hair. "Your roommate didn't mind you bailing on her plans?"

"She went home to Ohio for the holiday," Emma said, pulling back from the hug. "So it was either spend Thanksgiving alone in the apartment eating ramen, or accept your very generous invitation."

"Well, we're selfish," Mark said, leading them toward the kitchen. "We wanted you here."

The next few hours passed in comfortable domesticity—Sarah teaching Emma how to make her grandmother's stuffing recipe, Mark fussing over the turkey, all three of them drinking wine (sparkling cider for Emma) and laughing at stupid jokes. Cheese wound between their legs demanding attention, and the house filled with the sounds and smells of a proper Thanksgiving meal being prepared.

By the time they sat down to eat at 2:30 PM, the dining room table was covered with food—turkey and stuffing, mashed potatoes and gravy, green bean casserole, cranberry sauce, fresh rolls, sweet potato pie waiting for later. Mark said a brief, non-religious grace about being thankful for good food and good company, and then they ate like they were starving, conversation flowing easily.

"This is the best Thanksgiving I've had in years," Emma said around a mouthful of mashed potatoes. "My family's dysfunctional—my parents are divorced, both remarried to people none of us kids like, and holidays are always tense. This is..." She gestured at the table, at them. "This is really nice."

"You're always welcome here," Sarah said, her hand finding Emma's under the table, squeezing. "Always."

I'm falling for her, Emma thought, looking between Mark and Sarah. Both of them. This was supposed to be just sex and money but it's becoming something else and I don't know if that's allowed.

After dinner, they moved to the living room, too full to move much, and put on football even though none of them really cared about football. Emma sat between Mark and Sarah on the couch, Sarah's hand absently playing with Emma's hair, Mark's hand resting on Emma's thigh. The touch was casual, comfortable, but underneath it there was heat building—there always was when the three of them were together.

"I'm thankful for this," Emma said suddenly, softly. "For both of you. For what we have. I know it started as just... an arrangement, but it's become more than that for me."

Sarah's hand stilled in Emma's hair. Mark's grip on her thigh tightened slightly. The air in the room shifted, charged with something unspoken.

"It's more for us too," Sarah said carefully. "You're not just our sugar baby, Emma. You're... you're part of our lives now."

"What if I want to be more than that?" Emma asked, her voice barely above a whisper. "What if I want... I don't know what I want, exactly. But I know I don't want this to end when I graduate. I know I want to keep being with you both."

Mark's cock stirred in his jeans, because of course it did—Emma vulnerable and honest and beautiful was arousing in ways he couldn't fully explain. But more than that, his chest felt tight with emotion, with the realization that he wanted that too.

"We don't want it to end either," Mark said. "We want you for as long as you'll have us."

Emma turned to look at him, her eyes shining with unshed tears—happy tears. "Really?"

"Really," Sarah confirmed, cupping Emma's face, turning her for a kiss that started soft but quickly deepened, Sarah's tongue pushing into Emma's mouth, claiming her.

When they broke apart, Emma was breathing hard, her pupils dilated, her thighs pressing together. "I want you both," she breathed. "Right now. Please."

They didn't make it to the bedroom. Sarah pushed Emma back on the couch, climbing on top of her, kissing her deeply while Mark watched, his cock hardening rapidly in his jeans. Sarah's hands found the hem of Emma's sweater, pulling it up and over her head, revealing a simple white bra underneath. Emma's hands fumbled with Sarah's shirt buttons, getting them open, pushing the fabric aside to reveal Sarah's black lace bra.

Mark stripped off his own shirt and jeans, his cock springing free—already hard, already leaking pre-cum. The living room was bright with afternoon sunlight streaming through the windows, illuminating everything in stark detail—no dim hotel lighting, no shadows to hide in. Just the three of them in full daylight.

Sarah unhooked Emma's bra, letting Emma's full breasts spill free, and immediately took one nipple in her mouth, sucking hard. Emma arched up with a gasp—"Ahhh!"—her hands tangling in Sarah's blonde hair. Mark positioned himself at the other end of the couch, unbuttoning Emma's jeans, pulling them down along with her panties—blue cotton bikini-cut, damp in the crotch from arousal.

Emma's pussy was wet and swollen, her clit peeking out from its hood, and when Mark spread her legs wider and put his mouth on her, Emma cried out, her hips bucking up. The living room filled with the sounds of sex—wet sounds, moans, gasps—mixing with the distant drone of the football game still playing on mute on the TV.

"Oh fuck," Emma whimpered, Sarah's mouth on one nipple, Mark's tongue on her clit. "Oh god, I'm gonna come already—"

Mark worked her clit with his tongue—fast flicks followed by slow circles, occasionally sucking it into his mouth and making Emma shriek. He pushed two fingers inside her, curling them to find her g-spot, and Emma's whole body went rigid. Her first orgasm hit her hard and fast, her pussy clenching around Mark's fingers, wetness flooding his mouth. "AHHHHH!"

But Mark didn't stop. He kept licking, kept fingering, pushing her through the first orgasm into a second one that had Emma sobbing, her thighs shaking violently on either side of his head. By the time he pulled back, his face was soaked with her arousal, and Emma lay boneless on the couch, her chest heaving.

Sarah had stripped completely now, her body soft and curved in the afternoon light, and she positioned herself straddling Emma's face. "Lick me," Sarah commanded, lowering herself onto Emma's eager mouth. Emma's tongue found Sarah's pussy immediately, and Sarah moaned, grinding down.

Mark positioned himself between Emma's spread legs, his cock lined up with her entrance. She was so wet that he slid in easily despite her tightness, burying himself to the hilt in one smooth thrust. Emma moaned against Sarah's pussy, the vibrations making Sarah gasp and grind harder.

The couch creaked beneath them as Mark started to fuck Emma—long, deep strokes that made his balls slap against her ass. The wet sounds were obscene—squelch squelch squelch—mixing with their combined moans. Sunlight illuminated everything, showing the sweat starting to form on their skin, the flush spreading across Emma's chest, the way Sarah's thighs trembled as she got close to orgasm.

"Fuck her harder," Sarah panted, looking back at Mark. "Make her scream into my pussy."

Mark obliged, increasing his pace, pounding into Emma with bruising force. Emma's muffled screams vibrated against Sarah's clit, and Sarah came with a shout, her pussy flooding Emma's mouth with wetness. Emma swallowed it eagerly, her tongue still working Sarah through the aftershocks.

Mark felt his orgasm building, his balls getting tight, that pressure at the base of his spine. "Gonna come," he grunted. "Fuck, I'm—"

"Inside," Emma gasped when Sarah climbed off her face. "Come inside me, fill me up—"

Three more hard thrusts and Mark was coming, his cock pulsing as he emptied himself inside Emma's clenching pussy. "Fuck!" The orgasm seemed to go on forever, wave after wave, and when he finally pulled out, his cum immediately started leaking out of her, white and thick against her pink pussy lips.

They collapsed together on the couch, all three of them sweaty and satisfied, and Cheese jumped up to investigate, sniffing at them disapprovingly before jumping back down. The football game was still playing silently on TV. The house still smelled like turkey and cinnamon.

"Best Thanksgiving ever," Emma said breathlessly, and they all laughed.

After they'd cleaned up—showered together in the master bathroom, the three of them squeezed under the spray, hands wandering but too sated for more sex—they'd eaten pie and watched a movie. Now it was late evening, the house dark except for the glow of the TV playing some Marvel movie none of them were really watching, and Emma was curled between them on the couch wearing one of Mark's t-shirts and nothing else.

"Stay the weekend," Sarah said suddenly, her fingers tracing patterns on Emma's bare thigh. "Stay through Sunday. We don't want you to leave."

Emma looked up at her, then at Mark. "I don't have any clothes here."

"We'll go to your place tomorrow and get some," Mark said. "Or you can just wear our clothes. Or nothing." His hand joined Sarah's on Emma's thigh, sliding higher, fingers brushing the edge of the t-shirt.

"You want me here all weekend?" Emma asked, her breath hitching as both their hands moved higher.

"We want you here always," Sarah admitted. "But we'll take what we can get."

Emma's legs spread slightly, unconsciously, giving them better access. "Okay," she breathed. "I'll stay."

Mark's fingers found Emma's pussy—still slightly swollen from earlier, still sensitive, but already getting wet again. He pushed one finger inside her, and Emma gasped, her hips rolling forward. Sarah's hand found Emma's clit, rubbing slow circles, and between the two of them Emma was whimpering within minutes.

"Please," Emma begged. "Please, I need—"

"What do you need?" Sarah asked, her voice low and teasing.

"Cock," Emma gasped, grinding against their hands. "I need cock inside me, please—"

Mark was already hard again—his refractory period had gotten shorter over the past six weeks, his body adjusting to the increased frequency of sex. He pushed Emma down onto her back on the couch, positioning himself between her legs, and pushed inside her in one smooth thrust. Emma cried out, her back arching, her hands gripping his shoulders.

"Yes! Fuck, yes—" Emma's voice was high and desperate as Mark started to fuck her, his hips moving in steady rhythm. Sarah positioned herself near Emma's head, and Emma turned immediately, her mouth finding Sarah's pussy without needing to be told, her tongue lapping eagerly.

They stayed like that for a long time—Mark fucking Emma while Emma ate Sarah out, the three of them moving together like they'd been doing this for years instead of weeks. When Emma came, her pussy clenching around Mark's cock, Sarah came too, grinding down on Emma's face. Mark followed soon after, adding more cum to the mess already inside Emma from earlier.

"Jesus," Mark breathed, pulling out carefully, watching his cum leak out of Emma's well-used pussy. "How are you always so tight? After everything we've done?"

"Good genes," Emma said weakly, making them laugh.

They cleaned up again—just baby wipes this time, too lazy for another shower—and climbed into bed together, Emma in the middle like she belonged there. The sheets were cool and clean, the room dark and quiet, and outside the November wind rattled the windows.

"I'm falling in love with you both," Emma whispered into the darkness. "I know I probably shouldn't say that, I know this wasn't supposed to be about feelings, but I am."

Sarah's arm tightened around Emma. "We're falling for you too," she admitted. "Both of us."

"What does that mean for us?" Emma asked.

"I don't know," Mark said honestly. "But we'll figure it out."

And as they drifted off to sleep, tangled together in the dark, Mark thought about the future—about what it might look like with Emma permanently in their lives, not just as their sugar baby but as something more. Something real.

Mark woke to the feeling of a warm mouth on his cock—wet and skilled, taking him deep. His eyes opened to see Emma between his legs under the covers, her dark hair spread across his thighs, her mouth working his shaft while her hand cupped his balls. Sarah was still asleep beside him, her blonde hair covering her face.

"Fuck," Mark groaned, his hips bucking up involuntarily, pushing deeper into Emma's throat. She took it easily, no gagging, just a slight hum of satisfaction that vibrated around his cock.

Emma pulled off with a wet pop, smiling up at him, her lips swollen and shiny with spit. "Good morning," she said cheerfully, then went back to sucking him, taking him all the way down until her nose pressed against his pelvis.

The sensation was incredible—wet heat and suction and the feeling of her throat contracting around the head of his cock. Mark's hand found Emma's head under the covers, not pushing, just resting there, feeling her bob up and down. His balls were already tightening, his orgasm building fast from the surprise wake-up.

"Gonna come," Mark warned, his voice rough with sleep. "Fuck, Emma, I'm—"

Emma pulled back until just the head was in her mouth and sucked hard, her hand stroking his shaft fast, and Mark came with a groan, his cock pulsing as he shot cum into her mouth. Emma swallowed it all, every drop, then licked him clean before crawling up his body to kiss him, her mouth tasting like salt and sleep and him.

"That's one way to wake up," Mark said when she pulled back, both of them grinning.

The movement had woken Sarah, who looked at them with sleepy amusement. "Did you just blow him without me?"

"You were sleeping," Emma said, unapologetic. "I got horny and he was hard and I couldn't resist."

"Fair enough," Sarah said, stretching like a cat. "But now I'm horny too, and someone needs to fix that."

They spent the next hour in bed—Emma between Sarah's legs licking her to orgasm, then Mark fucking Sarah while Emma watched and touched herself, then all three of them in a tangle that ended with everyone satisfied and covered in various fluids. By the time they finally dragged themselves out of bed, it was almost 11 AM and they were starving.

Breakfast was leftover pie and coffee, eaten standing in the kitchen while Cheese wound between their legs meowing for his own breakfast. Emma wore just Mark's t-shirt still, no pants, and every time she bent over to pet Cheese, Mark could see her ass and the cum still leaking out of her pussy from earlier. His cock stirred with interest despite having come twice already.

"We should go get your stuff," Sarah said, refilling her coffee mug. "Clothes, toiletries, whatever you need for the weekend."

They took Sarah's car—a silver Honda CR-V that smelled like vanilla air freshener—and drove to Emma's apartment building near campus. It was a typical college housing complex, slightly run-down, with peeling paint and a parking lot full of beat-up cars. Emma's roommate's car was gone, confirming she was still in Ohio.

Emma's apartment was small—a two-bedroom with a shared bathroom, cramped living room with mismatched furniture, kitchen the size of a closet. But it was clean and decorated with string lights and posters, distinctly young and college. Emma's bedroom was organized chaos—textbooks stacked on her desk, clothes hanging haphazardly in the closet, bed unmade with rumpled sheets that smelled like Emma's vanilla body spray.

"Pack enough for a few days," Sarah said, sitting on Emma's bed. "Actually, pack enough for a week. We want you around as much as possible."

Emma pulled out a duffel bag and started packing—clothes, toiletries, her laptop, textbooks for studying. Mark watched from the doorway, taking in the details of Emma's life separate from them—photos on her bulletin board of her with friends, ticket stubs from concerts, a stuffed bear on her pillow that looked well-loved and old.

She has a whole life outside of us, Mark thought. Friends, school, a future she's building. And we're just part of it, not all of it. What happens when she graduates? When she doesn't need our money anymore?

But he pushed those thoughts aside because Emma was turning to them with her bag packed, smiling, and Sarah was pulling her into a kiss that quickly heated up. Before Mark knew what was happening, Sarah had Emma pressed against the wall, her hand up Emma's—well, Mark's—shirt, groping her breasts.

"Sarah," Emma gasped when they broke the kiss. "My roommate could come back—"

"She's in Ohio," Sarah countered, her hand moving lower, sliding between Emma's legs. "And you're wet. You want this."

"Fuck," Emma breathed, her head falling back against the wall. "Yes, okay, yes—"

They fucked Emma right there in her apartment—Sarah on her knees eating Emma's pussy while Mark fucked Sarah from behind, all three of them moaning and gasping in Emma's tiny bedroom. When they finally left an hour later, Emma's legs were shaky and there was a wet spot on her carpet from where she'd stood while Sarah ate her out.

Back at Mark and Sarah's house, Emma unpacked her bag in the guest room even though they all knew she'd be sleeping in the master bedroom. The rest of Friday passed in comfortable domesticity mixed with sex—they fucked on the kitchen counter while waiting for pizza delivery, in the shower after dinner, on the living room floor while half-watching another movie.

By the time they collapsed into bed Friday night, all three of them were exhausted and satisfied, and Emma fell asleep almost immediately, curled between them like she belonged there. Which, Mark was starting to realize, she did.

Saturday was lazy—they slept late, had brunch, watched TV. But by mid-afternoon, the sexual tension that seemed to constantly simmer between them was building again. Mark suggested they use the guest room for once, change the scenery, and they all trooped upstairs to the smaller bedroom with its full-sized bed and window overlooking the backyard.

"I want to try something," Emma said, sitting on the edge of the bed, her cheeks flushed. "Something we haven't done yet."

"What?" Sarah asked, already starting to strip off her clothes.

"I want both of you," Emma said, her voice dropping lower. "At the same time. Like... I want Mark in my pussy and Sarah's fingers in my ass. Or a toy if you have one."

Mark's cock went from half-interested to fully hard in approximately two seconds. "Fuck yes," he breathed.

Sarah grinned, already moving to the closet where they kept some toys. She came back with a slim vibrator and a bottle of lube. "This work?"

"Perfect," Emma breathed, already stripping off her clothes.

They spent several minutes preparing Emma—Sarah working the vibrator into Emma's ass slowly, carefully, using plenty of lube, while Mark sucked on Emma's nipples and rubbed her clit. By the time Sarah had the vibrator fully seated in Emma's ass, Emma was whimpering and grinding against Mark's hand, desperate for more.

Mark positioned himself on his back on the bed, and Emma straddled him, sinking down on his cock with a long moan. The angle was different with the vibrator in her ass—tighter, more intense—and Mark could feel the hard length of it through the thin wall separating her ass from her pussy.

"Oh fuck," Emma gasped, her hands braced on Mark's chest. "This is so—oh god—so full—"

Sarah turned the vibrator on, and Emma shrieked, her whole body jerking. The vibrations transferred through to Mark's cock, making him groan. Sarah controlled the vibrator, sliding it in and out slowly while Emma rode Mark, and between the two of them Emma was a moaning, writhing mess within minutes.

"I'm gonna come," Emma sobbed, her movements becoming erratic. "Oh fuck, I'm gonna—AHHHHH!"

Her orgasm hit her like a freight train, her pussy and ass clenching around Mark's cock and the vibrator simultaneously, and Mark couldn't hold back. He came hard, his cock pulsing as he filled her pussy with cum. Sarah kept the vibrator moving, kept it vibrating, prolonging Emma's orgasm until Emma was literally crying from overstimulation, tears running down her face.

"Stop, stop, please, too much—" Emma begged, and Sarah finally turned the vibrator off and removed it carefully.

Emma collapsed forward onto Mark's chest, both of them breathing hard, covered in sweat. Sarah lay down beside them, her hand stroking Emma's hair gently.

"That was intense," Emma whispered after a few minutes.

"Good intense?" Mark asked.

"Amazing intense," Emma confirmed. "Can we do that again sometime?"

"Absolutely," Sarah promised.

They dozed for a while, too sated to move, and when Mark finally pulled his softening cock out of Emma, cum leaked out of her in a steady stream, soaking into the guest room sheets. They'd have to wash those before Emma's roommate potentially came back and used this room, but that was a problem for later.

That evening, after a dinner of leftovers and more pie, they found themselves back in the master bedroom. But this time the energy was different—less frantic, more tender. Sarah and Emma lay together on the bed kissing slowly, deeply, while Mark watched, his hand stroking his semi-hard cock.

"I want to watch you two," Mark said. "Just you two. I want to see Sarah make you come, Emma."

Emma looked at him, then at Sarah, and nodded. Sarah smiled and moved down Emma's body, kissing and licking as she went—neck, collarbones, breasts, stomach—until she was between Emma's legs. Emma's pussy was already wet, still slightly swollen from the earlier activities, and when Sarah's tongue found her clit, Emma's hips bucked up with a gasp.

Mark watched, transfixed, as his wife ate out their lover, Sarah's blonde hair spread across Emma's thighs, Emma's hands fisting in the sheets, her moans filling the room. It was beautiful and erotic and intimate in ways that just fucking wasn't.

Sarah worked Emma slowly, methodically, bringing her to the edge then backing off, building her up again. By the time Sarah finally let Emma come, Emma was sobbing and begging, and her orgasm was long and intense, her whole body shaking with it.

"My turn," Emma gasped when she could speak again, and she pushed Sarah onto her back, spreading her legs wide.

Emma ate Sarah's pussy with enthusiasm, her tongue lapping at Sarah's clit, her fingers pushing inside to stroke Sarah's g-spot. Sarah came hard, her thighs clamping around Emma's head, and Emma swallowed everything Sarah gave her, then kept licking until Sarah had to push her away from oversensitivity.

Mark had been stroking himself the whole time, watching them, and when Emma crawled up the bed toward him, her mouth and chin glistening with Sarah's arousal, he was ready. Emma took his cock in her mouth, sucking him deep, and Mark lasted maybe two minutes before he was coming, Emma swallowing his load just like she'd swallowed Sarah's.

They curled up together afterward, Emma in the middle as always, and the room was quiet except for their breathing. Outside, the November wind howled, rattling the windows, but inside it was warm and safe.

"This is real, right?" Emma asked into the darkness. "This isn't just sex, it's... it's something more?"

"It's real," Sarah promised. "Whatever this is, wherever it's going, it's real."

"Good," Emma whispered. "Because I don't want to lose this. Lose you both."

"You won't," Mark said, though he had no idea if he could actually promise that. "We're here. We're not going anywhere."

And as they fell asleep, tangled together once more, Mark thought about the future and wondered what it might hold for the three of them—this unconventional relationship that had started as transactional but had become something none of them had expected.

Something that might actually be love.


Chapter 7: Coming Home

Spring sunlight poured through the bedroom windows, warm and golden, carrying the scent of fresh-cut grass and blooming lilacs from the neighbor's yard. Mark woke slowly to that smell mixed with coffee brewing downstairs, Emma's vanilla body spray, and the musk of sex still lingering from last night. The sheets were tangled around his legs, and Emma was pressed against his side, her dark hair spread across his chest, one leg thrown over his thighs. Sarah's side of the bed was empty—she was probably the one making coffee.

Five months. Emma had been officially living with them for five months now, since December when her lease ended and she'd moved her entire life into their guest room, though she rarely slept there. The arrangement had evolved so naturally it barely felt like a change—her toothbrush had already been in their bathroom, her clothes already mixed with Sarah's in the closet, her textbooks scattered across the dining room table. The only real difference was she was here every night now instead of twice a week.

She belongs here, Mark thought, his hand stroking Emma's bare back, feeling the warmth of her skin. This is real. This is our life now.

Emma stirred, her eyes blinking open slowly, those huge brown eyes still slightly unfocused with sleep. "Morning," she murmured against his chest, her breath warm.

"Morning, beautiful," Mark said, tilting her face up to kiss her—soft and sweet, tasting like sleep and her.

They'd all adjusted remarkably well to the living situation. Emma's roommate had been confused but accepting when Emma moved out mid-year. Emma's parents still thought she was living with a "nice older couple who were renting her a room cheap"—technically true, though they were leaving out some significant details. Mark's coworkers knew Sarah had a "friend" staying with them. Only their closest friends knew the full truth, and even then, only because Sarah had gotten drunk at a dinner party and let it slip.

"Sarah's making coffee," Emma said, stretching like a cat, the sheet falling away to expose her naked body—those full breasts, the soft curve of her stomach, the dark strip of hair between her thighs. Five months of regular, adventurous sex had given Emma a confidence that transformed her from nervous college girl to assured woman. She no longer blushed when they looked at her naked body. Instead, she preened under their attention.

"Should we go help her?" Mark asked, though his cock was already stirring between his legs, morning wood getting reinforced by the sight of Emma naked beside him.

"Or," Emma said, her hand sliding down his stomach to wrap around his cock, stroking slowly, "we could stay here a bit longer."

Mark groaned, his hips bucking up into her grip. "You're insatiable."

"You made me this way," Emma pointed out, already positioning herself to straddle him. "Before you and Sarah, I'd gone months without sex. Now I want it constantly."

She sank down on his cock in one smooth motion, taking all seven inches, and they both moaned—Mark at the wet heat of her pussy, Emma at the feeling of being filled. The room smelled like them—sex and sweat and arousal mixing with the coffee scent drifting upstairs and the spring air through the cracked window.

Emma started to ride him, her movements confident and practiced now after months of doing this. Her breasts bounced with each movement, her dark hair falling around her face, and Mark's hands found her hips, gripping, helping her bounce. The wet sounds of fucking filled the quiet morning—squelch squelch squelch—mixing with their gasps and moans.

"Fuck," Emma breathed, grinding down on him, taking him deep. "You feel so good, always so good—"

Mark's thumb found her clit, rubbing circles while she rode him, and Emma's movements became erratic, her rhythm breaking as pleasure overwhelmed her. She was close already, her pussy starting to flutter around his cock, getting tighter.

"Come for me," Mark commanded, rubbing her clit faster. "Come on my cock, baby."

"Ahhhhh!" Emma's orgasm hit her hard, her whole body shaking, her pussy clenching around Mark's cock rhythmically, milking him. Mark thrust up into her a few more times then came too, his cock pulsing as he filled her with cum, adding to the mess from last night that had leaked out overnight.

They stayed connected for a long moment, both breathing hard, then Emma carefully climbed off him, cum immediately starting to leak out of her pussy. She grabbed one of the towels they now kept by the bed for exactly this purpose and wiped herself clean.

"Now coffee," Emma said, grinning, pulling on one of Mark's t-shirts and a pair of Sarah's sleep shorts that barely covered her ass.

Downstairs, Sarah was indeed making coffee, wearing just panties and a thin tank top, her blonde hair piled in a messy bun. She looked up when they entered the kitchen, smiling. "I heard you two. I assume you're both satisfied?"

"Very," Emma confirmed, kissing Sarah good morning—a real kiss, deep and intimate. When they broke apart, Sarah's eyes were darker, more interested.

"I want some too," Sarah said, her hand sliding between Emma's legs, feeling the wet spot on the shorts where Mark's cum was still leaking out. "Fuck, you're still dripping."

"Mark filled me up good," Emma said breathlessly, spreading her legs slightly to give Sarah better access.

Mark watched from the kitchen doorway, his cock already starting to stir again despite having just come. Five months of this and he still wasn't used to how fucking hot it was watching his wife touch their girlfriend—because that's what Emma was now, their girlfriend, even though they didn't use that label outside the three of them.

Sarah pulled Emma's shorts down, revealing her pussy—swollen and pink, glistening with cum and arousal. Sarah knelt right there on the kitchen floor and put her mouth on Emma's pussy, her tongue lapping at the mess Mark had made, tasting both of them.

"Oh fuck," Emma gasped, her hands tangling in Sarah's hair, her back arching. "Sarah, your tongue, god—"

Mark's cock was fully hard again now, pressing against his boxers, and he pulled it out, stroking slowly while he watched his wife eat out their girlfriend in the kitchen on a Saturday morning, sunlight streaming through the windows, coffee brewing forgotten behind them. This was their life now. This was normal.

Sarah worked Emma efficiently, her tongue on Emma's clit, her fingers pushing inside to scoop out Mark's cum and push it back in, and within minutes Emma was coming again, her second orgasm of the morning, crying out and shaking. Sarah licked her clean, then stood and kissed Emma, letting her taste herself and Mark.

"Now coffee," Sarah said, echoing Emma's words from earlier, and they all laughed.

They spent the morning in comfortable domesticity—drinking coffee, making breakfast (pancakes and bacon), Emma studying at the dining room table for her finals (she was finishing her sophomore year and her grades had actually improved since moving in with them, despite all the sex). Mark worked on his laptop, reviewing contracts for work. Sarah did yoga in the living room, Cheese watching her disdainfully from his spot on the couch.

But by early afternoon, the sexual tension that seemed to constantly simmer between them was building again. Emma closed her textbook with a decisive snap and looked at them both.

"I need a break from studying," Emma announced. "And I need both of you. Bedroom. Now."

They didn't need to be told twice. Within minutes they were in the master bedroom, stripping off clothes, falling onto the bed in a tangle of limbs. The spring air was warm enough that they'd opened the windows, and the smell of lilacs mixed with their arousal as hands roamed, mouths found sensitive spots, moans filled the air.

Mark found himself between Sarah's thighs, his mouth on her pussy, while Emma straddled Sarah's face, grinding down on Sarah's eager tongue. They stayed like that for a while, the room filling with wet sounds and gasps, then shifted—Emma on her hands and knees, Mark pounding into her from behind while Sarah lay beneath Emma, Emma's tongue working Sarah's clit.

"Harder," Emma begged, pushing back to meet Mark's thrusts. "Fuck me harder, please—"

Mark obliged, his hips slapping against her ass—slap slap slap—his cock driving deep into her pussy, hitting her g-spot with each thrust. His balls swung forward, occasionally brushing against Sarah's forehead where she lay beneath them, and the absurdity of it made him want to laugh and come at the same time.

"Gonna come," Sarah gasped from beneath Emma, her thighs trembling. "Oh fuck, Emma, your tongue—"

Sarah came first, flooding Emma's mouth, and the taste of Sarah's orgasm pushed Emma over the edge. Her pussy clenched hard around Mark's cock, and Mark couldn't hold back anymore. He came with a roar, filling Emma's pussy with cum, his third load of the day and it was barely 2 PM.

They collapsed together on the bed, sweaty and satisfied, and lay there for several minutes catching their breath. The lilac smell was stronger now, mixed with the musk of sex, and somewhere outside a lawnmower started up, the mundane sound of suburban Saturday mixing with their post-orgasmic haze.

"I love this," Emma said softly, her head on Sarah's shoulder, Mark's arm around her waist. "I love us. I love this life."

"We love you too," Sarah said, kissing Emma's forehead. "So much."

"I want to talk about something," Mark said, his tone becoming more serious. "About us, about the future."

Emma and Sarah both looked at him, curious and maybe slightly nervous. "What about it?" Emma asked.

"We've been doing this for almost seven months now," Mark said. "And Emma, you've been living with us for five months. And it's been incredible. Better than I ever imagined." He paused, choosing his words carefully. "But I keep thinking about what happens next. You're twenty-one in two months. You'll graduate next year. What happens then? Do you move out? Do we just... end this?"

"I don't want it to end," Emma said immediately, sitting up. "Ever. I want this to be permanent."

"So do we," Sarah said. "Which is why we have a proposal."

Emma looked between them. "What kind of proposal?"

Sarah took a deep breath. "Move in permanently. Not just because your lease ended and it was convenient, but because you're choosing to be with us. Officially. We'll support you through graduation, help you with student loans, whatever you need. And after graduation, you stay. You become part of our family. Officially."

"Like... you want me to be your girlfriend? Publicly?" Emma asked, her eyes wide.

"More than that," Mark said. "We want you to be our partner. Equal third in this relationship. We know it's unconventional, we know it's complicated, but we don't care. We want you. Forever."

Tears started forming in Emma's eyes—happy tears. "Yes," she breathed. "God, yes. I want that too. I want all of it."

They kissed then, all three of them, mouths and tongues tangling together, hands roaming, and the kissing quickly heated up into something more. Mark found himself on his back, Sarah riding his face while Emma rode his cock, both women facing each other, kissing and touching each other's breasts while they used him for their pleasure.

"Fuck, I love this," Sarah gasped, grinding down on Mark's tongue. "I love her, I love you, I love us—"

"Me too," Emma moaned, bouncing on Mark's cock. "I love you both so fucking much—"

They came together—Sarah on Mark's face, Emma on his cock, Mark inside Emma—all three of them shouting and shaking, the bed creaking violently beneath them. When it was over, they collapsed in a sweaty pile, limbs tangled, completely spent.

"I want more," Emma said after a few minutes of recovery, surprising them both with her energy. "I want to try everything with you both. Every fantasy, every position, every dirty thing we can think of."

"What did you have in mind?" Sarah asked, intrigued.

Emma bit her lip, that gesture that still drove them crazy despite seeing it hundreds of times. "I want you both to fuck me. At the same time. Mark in my pussy, Sarah with a strap-on in my ass."

Mark's spent cock gave a valiant twitch of interest. They'd done double penetration before—Mark and toys, sometimes Sarah's fingers in Emma's ass while Mark fucked her pussy—but never with Sarah actually fucking her.

"We'd need to get a strap-on," Sarah said, but she was already reaching for her phone. "Let me check... there's an adult store twenty minutes from here. We could go now."

"Let's do it," Mark agreed, already feeling his energy returning at the prospect.

They showered quickly—all three of them squeezed under the spray, hands wandering but resisting the urge for more sex, saving it—and dressed. The drive to the adult store was charged with anticipation, Emma in the backseat biting her lip and squirming, Sarah in the passenger seat with her hand on Mark's thigh, Mark driving with his cock already half-hard in his jeans.

The store was discreet from the outside—plain brick building, tinted windows, simple sign reading "Intimate Pleasures" in cursive script. Inside it was brightly lit and surprisingly clean, walls lined with toys and lingerie, a bored-looking clerk behind the counter barely glancing up when they entered. The smell was plastic and latex and artificial cherry from the lubricants.

They spent twenty minutes browsing, Emma blushing furiously despite her newfound confidence, Sarah examining strap-on harnesses with clinical interest, Mark feeling slightly out of place but aroused. They finally settled on a harness and a realistic-looking dildo—about seven inches, similar to Mark's size, so Emma could handle both.

Back at home, Sarah disappeared into the bathroom to figure out the harness while Mark and Emma waited in the bedroom. Emma was nervous now, fidgeting with the hem of her shirt.

"You sure about this?" Mark asked gently. "We don't have to—"

"I want to," Emma interrupted. "I'm just... nervous. But the good kind of nervous. Excited nervous."

Sarah emerged from the bathroom wearing the strap-on harness, the dildo jutting from her hips looking surreal and erotic. She'd stripped completely otherwise, and seeing his wife with a cock was doing things to Mark's brain.

"How do I look?" Sarah asked, striking a pose.

"Hot as fuck," Emma breathed, her eyes wide.

They spent several minutes preparing Emma—plenty of lube, Sarah's fingers working Emma's ass while Mark sucked on her nipples and rubbed her clit, getting her relaxed and aroused. By the time they were ready, Emma was whimpering and grinding against their hands, desperate for more.

Mark lay on his back, and Emma straddled him, sinking down on his cock with a familiar moan. Then Sarah positioned herself behind Emma, the tip of the dildo pressing against Emma's ass, and slowly, carefully, pushed inside.

"Oh fuck oh fuck oh FUCK," Emma gasped, her whole body trembling as Sarah filled her ass. "So full, I'm so fucking full—"

When Sarah finally bottomed out, all three of them paused, letting Emma adjust. She felt impossibly tight around Mark's cock, the dildo in her ass separated from his cock by only a thin wall of tissue, and the sensation was overwhelming.

"Move," Emma begged after a moment. "Please, both of you, move—"

They started slowly, establishing a rhythm—when Mark thrust up, Sarah pulled back, then reversed, so Emma was never empty, always filled completely. The room filled with sounds—Emma's high-pitched moans and gasps, the wet sounds of fucking, Mark's grunts, Sarah's breathing getting heavier.

"This is incredible," Sarah gasped, her hands gripping Emma's hips, helping pull her back onto the dildo. "Watching you take both of us—"

"Don't stop," Emma sobbed, tears streaming down her face from the intensity. "Please don't stop, it's so good, so fucking good—"

They increased their pace, fucking Emma from both sides, and Emma was practically incoherent with pleasure, reduced to moans and gasps and the occasional word—"yes" and "fuck" and "more"—her hands clawing at Mark's chest. Mark could feel his orgasm building, his balls getting tight, but he held back, wanting Emma to come first.

"Touch yourself," Mark commanded. "Rub your clit, make yourself come."

Emma's hand flew to her clit, rubbing frantically, and within seconds she was coming—the hardest orgasm they'd ever seen her have, her whole body convulsing, her pussy and ass clenching around cock and dildo simultaneously, screaming so loud the neighbors probably heard.

The feeling of her coming around him pushed Mark over the edge. He came hard, filling Emma's pussy with cum, and Sarah kept fucking Emma's ass through both their orgasms, prolonging Emma's pleasure until Emma was literally sobbing from overstimulation.

"Stop, please, too much—" Emma begged, and Sarah carefully pulled out, removing the harness while Mark's cock softened inside Emma.

Emma collapsed forward onto Mark's chest, completely boneless, crying happy tears. "That was..." she whispered. "I can't even... that was everything."

They cleaned up slowly, carefully, and Emma was shaky on her legs, sore in the best way. They ran a bath—the master bathroom had a large tub, big enough for two people comfortably, three if they squeezed—and all climbed in together, the hot water soothing sore muscles, smelling like lavender from the bath salts Sarah added.

"I meant what I said earlier," Emma said softly, her back against Mark's chest, Sarah facing them both, their legs tangled underwater. "About wanting this forever. I know I'm young, I know I have a lot of life ahead of me, but I can't imagine any of it without you both."

"You don't have to," Sarah promised. "We're here. We're not going anywhere."

They stayed in the bath until the water got cold, then dressed in comfortable clothes and ordered Chinese food for dinner. The evening passed in comfortable domesticity—eating lo mein on the couch, watching a movie none of them really paid attention to, Cheese curled up in Emma's lap purring contentedly.

Later that night, in bed once more, the three of them naked and tangled together, Emma spoke into the darkness.

"Can I ask something that might be weird?"

"After today, nothing's weird," Mark said, making them all laugh.

"What if..." Emma paused, gathering courage. "What if we made this even more official? Like, what if we had a ceremony? Not legal obviously, since marriage is only between two people. But something for us, something private, to mark this as permanent."

Sarah was quiet for a moment, thinking. "Like a commitment ceremony?"

"Yeah," Emma said. "Just us three. We exchange rings or something. Make promises to each other. Make it real."

"I love that idea," Sarah said immediately. "Mark?"

"I love it too," Mark agreed, his chest tight with emotion. "We could do it here, in the backyard. Maybe in the summer when everything's blooming."

"June," Emma said decisively. "Before I have to start my junior year. We'll do it in June."

They made plans late into the night—what they'd wear, what promises they'd make to each other, whether they'd invite anyone (decided against it, this was just for them). Eventually exhaustion caught up with them and they fell asleep mid-conversation, still tangled together, more committed to each other than ever.

Mark woke to the smell of coffee and bacon, and when he went downstairs, he found Sarah and Emma cooking breakfast together, laughing at some private joke, moving around each other with the ease of people who belonged together. Cheese sat on the counter demanding scraps despite knowing he wasn't supposed to be up there.

"Morning," Mark said, and both women turned to smile at him, love clear in their expressions.

"Morning," they echoed in unison.

He poured himself coffee and sat at the kitchen table, watching them cook, and thought about how drastically his life had changed in less than a year. Last November, he and Sarah had been in a good but slightly stale marriage, looking for ways to add excitement. Now they had Emma, this incredible young woman who'd crashed into their lives and made everything brighter, more intense, more real.

They ate breakfast together—bacon and eggs and toast, orange juice and coffee—and Emma looked at them both with an expression that was nervous but determined.

"I have something to tell you both," Emma said, setting down her fork. "About the money. The monthly payments."

Mark and Sarah exchanged a glance. "What about them?" Sarah asked carefully.

"I want you to stop," Emma said. "Not because I don't need it—I do, student loans are still crushing me—but because I don't want our relationship to be transactional anymore. I don't want to be your sugar baby. I want to be your partner."

"Emma—" Mark started.

"No, let me finish," Emma interrupted gently. "When this started, I needed the money desperately. But now... now I'd be here anyway, money or not. I'd choose this, choose you both, for free. So I want the payments to stop. We can figure out my loans some other way—maybe you could co-sign for refinancing, or I could get a part-time job, or something. But I need this to not be about money anymore."

Sarah's eyes were wet with tears. "You're sure?"

"I'm sure," Emma said firmly. "I want to earn my place here, not buy it."

"Okay," Mark said, his own throat tight. "We'll stop the payments. But we're still helping with the loans—we'll co-sign for refinancing, get you a better rate. And you don't need to get a job. We want you focused on school."

"Deal," Emma agreed, smiling through her own tears.

They cleared the breakfast dishes together, and the energy in the house shifted—lighter somehow, freer, like a weight had been lifted. Emma was no longer their sugar baby. She was their partner, their girlfriend, their love. The relationship had evolved completely from its transactional beginnings into something genuine and permanent.

"So what now?" Emma asked, drying her hands on a dish towel. "What does the rest of today look like?"

"Well," Sarah said, a familiar glint in her eye. "We have the whole day free. No plans. No obligations. Just us."

"I have studying," Emma said, but her tone was teasing. "Finals are in two weeks."

"Study breaks are important," Mark said, already moving toward her, backing her against the kitchen counter. "Very important for mental health."

"Oh really?" Emma laughed, even as her breathing quickened. "And what kind of study break did you have in mind?"

Instead of answering, Mark kissed her, deep and thorough, and Emma melted into him. Sarah pressed against Emma from behind, her hands sliding under Emma's shirt to cup her breasts, and Emma moaned into Mark's mouth.

They fucked right there in the kitchen—Emma bent over the counter, Mark pounding into her from behind, Sarah kissing her and playing with her clit—and it was fast and intense and perfect. When they finished, Emma was shaking and breathless, cum leaking down her thighs, and she was grinning.

"Best study break ever," Emma said, making them all laugh.

The rest of Sunday passed similarly—moments of domesticity interrupted by moments of passion, the three of them unable to keep their hands off each other, making up for years of boring sex Emma had endured before meeting them. They fucked in the living room, in the shower, in the guest room, on the back patio after dark when the neighbors' lights were off.

By the time Monday morning rolled around and Mark had to go back to work, all three of them were exhausted, sore, and utterly satisfied. Emma kissed him goodbye at the door—a real kiss, loving and sweet—and promised to have dinner ready when he got home. Sarah was working from home that day, and Mark knew they'd probably spend the day fucking more, and somehow that was perfect.

The backyard looked beautiful. Sarah and Emma had spent the past week decorating—string lights hung between trees, flowers everywhere in vases and pots, white fabric draped artistically. It looked like something from a magazine, romantic and intimate, and it was just for them.

Mark stood in the center of it all wearing a suit—nothing too formal, just slacks and a nice shirt—his hands slightly shaky. Sarah and Emma stood facing him, holding hands, both wearing white sundresses that made them look ethereal in the late afternoon light. Behind them, Cheese watched from the patio, unimpressed.

They'd written their own vows, private promises meant only for each other. Mark went first.

"Sarah, you've been my wife, my partner, my best friend for seven years. You've made me happier than I ever thought possible. And then you gave me Emma—or we found her together, I guess—and you made our happiness multiply. You're the strongest, most incredible woman I know, and I promise to love you, cherish you, and fuck you senseless for the rest of my life."

They all laughed at that last part, the tension breaking.

Sarah went next, tears already streaming down her face. "Mark, you're my rock, my safe place, my home. And Emma, you crashed into our lives seven months ago and everything got brighter. You made me realize I could love more than one person completely, that my heart was bigger than I thought. I promise to love you both, support you both, and share myself with you both for as long as we all want this."

Then Emma, her voice shaking. "Mark, Sarah—you saved me. Not just financially, though you did that too. But you saved me from a future of boring sex and unfulfilling relationships. You taught me what I deserve, what I should demand from partners. You gave me confidence and love and orgasms." More laughter. "I promise to love you both with everything I have, to grow with you, to explore with you, and to never take this for granted."

They exchanged rings—simple bands they'd bought together, not engagement rings exactly, but symbols of their commitment. Mark's and Sarah's went on their right hands, since their left already had wedding rings. Emma's went on her left ring finger, and she stared at it with wonder.

"I now pronounce us... us," Mark said, since there was no officiant, just them. "We may kiss each other."

They came together in a three-way kiss, messy and loving and perfect, and when they broke apart, all three of them were crying happy tears.

The celebration dinner was steaks on the grill, wine (Emma was finally twenty-one as of last month), and strawberry cake Emma had baked herself. They ate in the backyard as the sun set, the string lights coming on, casting everything in warm gold light. Cheese begged for steak scraps and got some despite Mark's protests.

"To us," Sarah said, raising her wine glass. "To unconventional love and happiness."

"To us," Mark and Emma echoed, glasses clinking.

After dinner, they went inside and up to the bedroom, and made love—not fucked, but made love—slowly and tenderly, all three of them together. It was different from their usual frantic coupling, more emotional, and when they all came together it felt sacred somehow, like they'd really committed to each other in every way that mattered.

Emma stood in the bathroom staring at the pregnancy test in her shaking hands. Two pink lines. Positive. She'd taken three tests over the past hour, all positive. Her period was two weeks late, she'd been nauseous for days, her breasts were sore and swollen—all the signs had been there, but she'd been in denial.

Oh god, Emma thought, her heart racing. I'm pregnant. I'm actually pregnant.

They'd stopped being careful about birth control a month ago—a mutual decision after a long discussion about the future, about whether they wanted kids, about what that would mean for their unconventional relationship. Emma had stopped taking her pills, they'd stopped using condoms, and they'd just... let it happen naturally. But Emma hadn't actually expected it to happen so fast.

She walked downstairs where Mark and Sarah were having coffee in the kitchen, and they both looked up when she entered, immediately noticing her expression.

"Emma? What's wrong?" Sarah asked, setting down her mug.

Emma held up the pregnancy test, not trusting her voice. Mark and Sarah stared at it for a long moment, then at each other, then back at Emma.

"You're pregnant?" Mark asked, his voice careful.

"Yeah," Emma whispered. "I'm pregnant."

For a moment, silence. Then Sarah was launching herself at Emma, pulling her into a hug, laughing and crying at the same time. "Oh my god, oh my god, you're pregnant!"

Mark joined them, wrapping his arms around both women, and they stood there in the kitchen holding each other, all three of them crying happy tears.

"We're having a baby," Sarah said, pulling back to cup Emma's face. "We're actually having a baby."

"Are you happy?" Emma asked nervously. "I mean, we talked about it, but actually being pregnant is different—"

"I'm fucking ecstatic," Mark interrupted. "Emma, this is incredible. You're incredible."

"We're going to be parents," Sarah said, her hands going to Emma's still-flat stomach. "All three of us."

They spent the rest of the morning making plans—Emma would need to find a new doctor, they'd need to set up the guest room as a nursery, they'd have to figure out the legal aspects since only Mark could be on the birth certificate legally. But those were details for later. For now, they just basked in the joy of it.

That night, they celebrated the only way they knew how—in bed, the three of them together. They were careful with Emma, gentle, mindful of her pregnancy, but still passionate. Mark made love to Emma while Sarah kissed her, their hands everywhere, their love palpable.

"I can't wait to see you pregnant," Sarah murmured against Emma's mouth. "Swollen with our baby."

"Fuck," Emma gasped as Mark's cock pushed deeper. "I love you both so much."

"We love you too," Mark groaned, close to orgasm. "So fucking much."

When Mark came inside Emma—inside the mother of his child—it felt momentous, significant. They lay tangled together afterward, Sarah's hand on Emma's stomach, Mark's arm around them both, and talked about names and nursery colors and what their future would look like.

"Boy or girl?" Sarah asked.

"I don't care," Emma said. "As long as they're healthy and loved."

"They'll be loved," Mark promised. "So fucking loved. By all three of us."

Emma was huge—six months pregnant, her belly swollen and round, her breasts even fuller than before. She moved more slowly now, waddling slightly, but she was more beautiful than ever in Mark's opinion. Sarah was obsessed with Emma's pregnant body, constantly touching her belly, talking to the baby, kissing Emma's stretched skin.

They'd found out two months ago—a girl. They were having a daughter. They'd named her Lily, after Sarah's grandmother. The nursery was ready, painted a soft lavender, filled with stuffed animals and baby furniture. Everything was prepared.

Emma's sex drive had actually increased during pregnancy—her doctor had assured them sex was safe as long as they were gentle—and they'd adapted their positions to accommodate her growing belly. She couldn't be on her back for long, so they did side-by-side or her on top, and they were careful not to put pressure on her stomach.

Now, on this Saturday afternoon, Emma was lying on her side on the bed, naked, her pregnant belly prominent, and Mark was behind her, his cock sliding into her from behind while Sarah lay in front of her, kissing her, playing with her sensitive breasts.

"Feels so good," Emma moaned, pushing back against Mark. "Don't stop."

Mark thrust slowly, carefully, one hand on Emma's hip, the other reaching around to rub her clit. Her pussy was tighter during pregnancy, more sensitive, and she came faster and harder than before.

"I'm close," Emma gasped. "Oh god, I'm gonna—"

She came with a cry, her pussy clenching around Mark's cock, and Mark followed right after, filling her with cum. They stayed connected for a moment, then carefully separated, and Emma lay back with her hand on her belly, feeling Lily kick.

"She's active today," Emma said, smiling. "I think she likes it when we have sex."

"Our daughter's going to be a pervert," Sarah joked, her hand joining Emma's on her belly, feeling the kicks.

"She takes after her parents," Mark said, making them laugh.

They lay there together, the three of them plus Lily, and Mark thought about how much had changed in just over a year. Last November they'd been at an auction, buying and selling each other for a night. Now they were a family—unconventional, yes, but a family nonetheless. In three months they'd have a daughter. In a year she'd be toddling around their house. In eighteen years she'd go to college, probably with stories about her three parents that would confuse the hell out of her roommates.

"I love our life," Emma said softly. "I love us."

"We love you too," Sarah said. "Both of you." She patted Emma's belly. "All of us."

They stayed in bed for the rest of the afternoon, talking about the future, about Lily, about all the adventures ahead of them. Eventually they'd have to figure out how to explain their relationship to her, but that was years away. For now, they just had each other, and their love, and their growing family.

As the sun set outside their window, casting golden light across the bed, Mark kissed both his loves and thought about how lucky he was. How lucky they all were. Against all odds, they'd found each other, built something real and lasting, and created a life together that was messy and complicated and absolutely perfect.

They'd started at an auction—bought and sold for a night. But they'd ended up with so much more. They'd ended up with forever.

And that, Mark thought as he drifted off to sleep between his two loves, was the best deal he'd ever made.
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