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Chapter 1: Really?
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The rain had stopped sometime after lunch, leaving Portland rinsed clean and glowing under a rare mid-afternoon sun. Pale light filtered through the slats of the bedroom blinds, striping the carpet in soft gold.

Winona stood at the foot of the bed, barefoot, one hand resting on the post. She was wearing a deep burgundy nightgown—silk, or something that wanted to be silk—that skimmed her thighs and caught the light when she shifted her weight. She'd had it for years, he knew. He'd seen it maybe twice, both times on anniversaries, and even then only for a few minutes before it ended up on the floor.

But this was mid-afternoon. The coffee mugs were still on the nightstand. A crow was cawing outside the window.

"Really?" she said. "Are you sure? You're really okay with this?"

Jack looked up from where he was sitting on the edge of the mattress. His heart was doing something weird, half sprint, half stumble. He'd said yes ten minutes ago, and ten minutes before that, and ten minutes before that, too. And he'd meant it every time. But the way she was looking at him now, with that mix of hope and hesitation, made the question land fresh.

"Yeah," he said. His voice came out steadier than he felt. "I'm sure."

Winona held his gaze a second longer, like she was checking for the lie underneath the word. Then something in her face softened. Perhaps it was relief, maybe, or gratitude, or just the quiet thrill of being believed.

"Okay," she whispered. "Okay. I just need to finish my makeup. I need like five minutes."

She turned toward the bathroom, and Jack watched her go. He couldn't help it. The nightgown shifted with her stride, the hem brushing the backs of her knees, the burgundy silk pulling tight across her waist before releasing. She glanced back over her shoulder and caught him looking. She didn't call him out. Just smiled and laughed in a way that was small, private, a little bit wicked, before disappearing through the doorway.

The bathroom light flicked on. He heard the soft clink of a lipstick cap, then the tap running.

Jack leaned back on his hands and stared at the empty doorway.

How is this going to go?

He had no idea. That was the part that scared him and thrilled him in equal measure. They'd talked about this—circled it for months, really, in late-night whispers and half-jokes that stopped being jokes somewhere along the way. But talking and doing were two different countries, and he'd just stamped his passport.

The crow outside cawed again. Somewhere in the house, the heat clicked on with a low groan.

Winona hummed something from the bathroom. It wasn’t a tune he recognized, just a nervous little melody.

Jack wiped his palms on his jeans and waited.

This was definitely happening.
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Chapter 2: Texts
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Jack's phone buzzed against the nightstand. Then again. Then a third time in quick succession.

He picked it up. There were three texts.

Bill: Five minutes out.

Bill: You’re sure about this, right?

Tony: We’re all gonna act normal, right? Just tell us the ground rules and we’ll follow them. We don’t want things to change between all of us. Nothing weird afterwards.

Jack stared at the screen. His thumb hovered over the keyboard. He didn't know what the ground rules were. Not really. He and Winona had talked around it for months, danced up to the edge of the thing without ever naming it completely. They had fantasies, sure. Everyone did. But fantasies were safe. Fantasies stayed in your head, or in the whispers between two people in the dark, or in the little games they played when the mood struck just right.

This was different.

This was Bill and Tony pulling up outside his house in the middle of the afternoon.

Jack set the phone down and tried to breathe normally. In the bathroom, he could hear Winona humming again. The tap had stopped. There was the soft rhythmic sound of a makeup brush tapping against a compact.

He thought about Bill first because Bill was easier to think about. Bill was tall, built like a guy who lifted because he liked how it felt, not because he was trying to impress anyone. Broad shoulders. Red hair, fair skin that burned if he looked at the sun too long. He was Jack's oldest friend in Portland. They'd met at a bar eight years ago, bonded over bad beer and worse decisions, and never really looked back. Bill was steady. Reliable. The kind of guy who showed up with a truck when you needed to move a couch and didn't expect anything in return.

Except now he was showing up for something else. Something Jack had asked him to show up for.

Tony was different. Tony looked a little like Jack, which was weird to admit. Same build. Same height. But Tony had longer hair, dark and messy, and a goatee that framed a mouth that was always smiling at someone. Scruff on his jaw. He was the kind of traditionally handsome that made women do a double take in grocery store parking lots. Popular didn't begin to cover it. Tony had a gift, or a curse, depending on how you looked at it. Women fell into his orbit like it was gravity.

Jack had seen it happen a dozen times.

He had also, in the privacy of his own head, imagined Winona being one of those women. Not one of Tony’s girls, really, but just imagined her playing the role of a “loose” woman.

That was how this had started, really. A half-drunk confession from Winona one night. Not about Tony specifically. Just about the idea. The idea of her pleasing someone else while Jack joined in or watched. He'd said it sounded interesting and then immediately tried to take it back, his face burning, already reaching for an apology.

But she had gone very quiet. Then she simply said, "Tell me more."

And he had.

Over the following weeks, the telling became a thing they did. A game. She would ask questions and he would answer, and then she would start offering her own details, and somewhere along the way his fantasy stopped being just his. It became theirs.

But a fantasy was not three men in a bedroom.

Jack wiped his palms on his jeans again. They were already damp.

The bathroom door was still closed. He could hear Winona moving around in there, the soft shuffle of her feet on the tile. She had said she needed five minutes. That had been seven or eight minutes ago. She was taking her time. She was nervous too.

He picked up the phone and typed back to Bill: We're sure.

Then to Tony: We’ll go over ground rules when you get here. Nothing crazy.

That was a lie. This was all crazy. But it was the kind of crazy they had both chosen.

His phone buzzed one more time. Bill again: Okay. See you in three.

Jack put the phone down and looked toward the bathroom door. Winona was in there, putting on makeup, getting ready for something they had dreamed up together in the dark. And the thing was, he realized, she wanted this. Not just for him. Not just to make him happy. She wanted to serve. She wanted to take care of all of them in a way that went beyond the normal boundaries, the typical expectations. He had seen it in her eyes when they talked about it, a kind of hunger that was different from his. Different, but similar. Hers was about doing. About giving. About making sure everyone left satisfied.

But not all the way. That was the line. They had agreed on that. The fantasy had limits. A group session meant hands and mouths and the heat of too many bodies in one room. It did not mean going all the way. That part was still just theirs. Jack and she had both insisted on it. He was happy that Winona had agreed, though he sometimes wondered if she agreed for him or for herself.

He would find out soon, either way.

The phone buzzed again. There was just one message, from Tony.

Tony: Here.
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Chapter 3: Here
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Jack didn't remember walking to the front door. His legs just carried him there, automatic, like someone else was steering.

He opened it.

Bill stood on the porch, all six foot three of him, red hair catching the afternoon light. Tony was half a step behind, his longer hair pulled back loosely, goatee trimmed neat, scruff fresh. They both looked like they'd just come from somewhere normal. Jeans. Clean shirts. Tennis shoes.

Like this was any other hangout.

"Hey, man," Bill said. His voice was low, careful. He leaned in and gave Jack a quick hug, one-armed and firm, the way he always did. But the hug lasted a second too long. A squeeze that said I've got your back and Are we really doing this? at the same time.

Tony stepped up next. His hug was looser, more of a back slap. "Good to see you," he said, and his smile was easy, but his eyes were doing that thing where they darted past Jack's shoulder, scanning the living room behind him.

Jack stepped aside. "Come in. Come in."

They filed past him, filling up the entryway. Bill carried a twelve pack of some local IPA. Tony had a six pack of something darker, stout probably. The bottles clinked as they moved.

"Kitchen's that way," Jack said, pointing. "Fridge is empty. Load it up."

Bill nodded and headed off, his footsteps heavy on the hardwood. Tony lingered a moment, then followed.

Jack shut the door. The click of the latch sounded louder than it should have.

In the kitchen, he heard the fridge open, then the shuffle of bottles being rearranged. He walked in and pulled open a drawer, fishing out a corkscrew. There was a bottle of red on the counter already, something Winona had picked out yesterday. He didn't know anything about wine, but she did, and she'd set it there like a prop in a play.

He sliced the foil off, twisted the corkscrew in, and pulled. The cork came out with a soft, satisfying pop.

Bill glanced over from the fridge. "Wine, huh?"

"Figured," Jack said. He didn't finish the sentence. Figured we'd all need something.

Tony was already cracking open one of his stouts. The hiss of the cap broke the quiet. He took a long sip, throat working, then let out a small breath. "Good stuff."

Bill grabbed an IPA and twisted the cap off. No glass. Just the bottle.

Jack poured the wine into a glass, filling it more than he probably should have. He took a drink. The red was dry, a little sharp on his tongue. He didn't care. He just wanted the heat in his chest to settle down.

Nobody said Let's drink because we're nervous. Nobody had to. They stood in the kitchen, the three of them, bottles and a glass in hand, and they drank. Not fast, but steady. Purposeful.

Tony leaned against the counter. Bill braced a hand on the fridge. Jack stayed by the wine bottle, already thinking about a second pour.

The bathroom was still quiet. He could hear nothing from down the hall. No humming now. No shuffle of feet. Just the waiting.

Bill cleared his throat. "So."

"Yeah," Jack said.

Tony took another pull from his stout. His eyes met Jack's. There was a question in them, unasked. You good?

Jack nodded slightly. The smallest motion. Enough.

They finished their first drinks quickly. Jack poured a second glass. Bill cracked a second IPA. Tony set his empty stout bottle on the counter and reached for another.

The edge was softening. Not gone, but dulled. Enough that Jack's hands weren't shaking anymore.

Then he heard it. The bathroom door.

A soft creak of hinges.

All three of them turned toward the hallway. The wine bottle sat open on the counter. The beer bottles stood in a small, nervous crowd. Jack set his glass down without looking.

Footsteps. Light. Slow. Coming closer.

Bill's jaw tightened. Tony's hand froze halfway to his mouth, bottle suspended in the air.

And then Winona stepped into the end of the hallway, and every man in that kitchen stopped breathing.

She was wearing the burgundy nightgown again, the silk catching the light from the living room windows. Her hair was down now. Makeup done. She stood there for just a moment, framed by the dim hall behind her, and Jack watched his friends watch her.

Bill swallowed hard.

Tony's eyes went wide, then hooded, then something else entirely.

They all stared down the hallway as she started to walk toward them, and Jack knew right then that whatever came next, there was no going back.
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Chapter 4: Wow
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“Wow...” Bill said, trailing off.

“Yeah. Holy shit, you look amazing,” Tony said to Winona, before turning to look at Jack to make doubly sure he hadn’t overstepped.

He hadn’t.

“Thanks,” Winona said, proud but a little shy, making eye contact with Jack, now. As if to reassess each other’s comfort levels.

Nobody said or did anything to indicate they were uncomfortable.

Then, Jack grabbed the wine bottle and poured a third glass, this one for her. The red liquid swirled and settled. He held it out. "Here."

Winona crossed the kitchen in three quiet steps. The nightgown shifted with her, silk against skin. She took the glass from his hand, fingers brushing his, and brought it to her lips. She didn't gulp like the rest of them. She sipped. Slow. Deliberate.

"Thank you," she said, and the words seemed to cover more than just the wine.

Bill cleared his throat again. He was leaning against the fridge now, his second IPA half empty. His fair skin was already showing a little pink across his cheeks and neck. Not from the beer. From something else.

"So," Bill said. "Nice place you got here."

Jack almost laughed. They had been here a hundred times. Bill knew every corner of this house. But he was trying. They were all trying.

"Thanks," Jack said. "We like it."

Tony had recovered his composure. He took a pull from his stout and set the bottle down on the counter with a quiet clink. His eyes moved from Winona to Jack and back again, measuring. "You two look good together," he said. "You know that? Always have."

Winona smiled into her wine glass. "That's sweet, Tony."

"Just saying what everyone thinks," he said, and his voice had dropped just a little. Just enough.

The kitchen felt smaller now. The afternoon light had shifted, gone longer and more golden through the window above the sink. The refrigerator hummed. Somewhere a car passed on the street outside, normal and distant and completely unaware.

Jack took a drink of his wine. The second glass was going down easier than the first.

"So," Winona said, breaking the quiet. She turned to Bill. "How's work? Still at the same place?"

Bill blinked, like he'd forgotten he had a life outside this kitchen. "Yeah. Yeah, same place. Can't complain."

"Good," she said. "And you, Tony? Still breaking hearts?"

Tony grinned. It was a good grin. Easy. Disarming. "I try to be a gentleman."

"I'm sure you do," Winona said, and there was something in her voice now. A little heat. A little challenge. She took another sip of wine and held his gaze over the rim of the glass.

Jack watched it happen. He had expected to feel something sharp and unpleasant, some twist of jealousy. But it didn't come. Instead there was a low warmth in his chest, something that hummed along with the refrigerator.

Bill shifted his weight from one foot to the other. "So, uh, what's the plan here? Just hang out?"

Winona looked at Jack. He looked at her. A silent conversation passed between them in less than a second.

"Something like that," Jack said.

Bill nodded slowly. He finished his IPA in one long swallow and set the empty bottle on the counter. His eyes drifted down to Winona's legs, then snapped back up. He wasn't as smooth as Tony. That was okay. The honesty of it was almost endearing.

Tony leaned back against the counter, arms crossed over his chest. The pose was casual, but his biceps strained the sleeves of his shirt just a little. He knew what he was doing. Or maybe he didn't. Maybe it was just him.

"So," Tony said, letting the word hang. "You mentioned ground rules."

Jack felt the temperature in the room shift. Not colder. Hotter. Like someone had opened a door to a warm room they hadn't known was there.

Winona set her wine glass down on the counter. She didn't step away from it. Just let her fingers rest on the stem. "We should all sit down," she said. "Get comfortable."

The way she said comfortable made it sound like something else entirely.

Bill looked at Jack. Jack looked at Winona. Tony looked at both of them, then down at his stout, then back up with a small smile playing at the corner of his mouth.

"The living room," Jack said. "Let's go to the living room."

Winona picked up her wine glass and started walking. She passed close to Tony on her way out of the kitchen. Close enough that her shoulder almost brushed his arm.

Tony's smile got a little wider.

Jack followed them both, Bill bringing up the rear, and the four of them moved down the short hallway into the living room where the blinds were still half open and the afternoon sun was turning everything soft and gold.
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Chapter 5: The Start
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They settled into the living room. Jack took one end of the couch. Winona sat close beside him, close enough that her thigh pressed against his. Bill lowered himself into the armchair across from them, knees spread, hands on his thighs like he was bracing for something. Tony took the other end of the couch, leaving a respectful gap between himself and Winona. Just enough space. Not too much.

The wine glasses and beer bottles had made the trip with them. Everyone had something to hold. Everyone needed something to hold.

For a moment, nobody spoke. The afternoon light was softer now, almost amber. Little dust motes floated in the air.

Then Winona set her glass down on the coffee table and sat up straighter. She turned her body slightly so she could see all three of them. Jack watched her shift into something else. Something more in charge.

"Okay," she said. "Rules first."

Bill nodded immediately. Tony leaned forward, elbows on his knees.

Winona reached over and rested her hand on Jack's leg. A small gesture. But it said everything. He comes first.

"Nothing is going to happen that Jack and I haven't talked about," she said. Her voice was calm. Steady. "And nothing is going to happen that makes any of us uncomfortable. If any one of us says stop, we stop. No questions. No hard feelings."

Tony held up a hand. "Of course. Absolutely."

Bill echoed him. "Yeah. Obviously."

Winona smiled, a real smile, warm and a little relieved. "Good. Because I'm not sleeping with either of you."

The words landed clean and direct. Bill blinked. Tony's eyebrows went up a fraction of an inch. But neither of them looked disappointed exactly. Just... curious.

"So," Tony said, drawing the word out. "What are we talking about here?"

Winona's smile turned smaller. More private. Something flickered behind her eyes. "But we can still have some fun."

Bill shifted in his chair. His fair skin had gone pinker. "What kind of fun?"

"Fun fun," Winona said. Then she let the silence stretch just long enough. "Or maybe more than fun. We'll see."

She glanced at Jack when she said it. Held his gaze. Her hand was still on his leg, fingers warm through his jeans. He felt a pull in his chest, something between pride and want and a low, pleasant heat that had nothing to do with the wine.

Tony wasn't letting it go. "More than fun how? Just so we know the boundaries."

Winona turned to him. Her head tilted slightly. "Don’t worry. You’ll see."

"We’ll see," Tony said back, as if processing the thought. He nodded slowly. His eyes dropped to her mouth for half a second. "I think I can work with that."

Bill cleared his throat. "Me too. I mean, whatever you two are comfortable with. That's what matters."

Winona looked at him. Really looked. "Thank you, Bill." Then she turned to Tony. "Thank you both. For being here. For being normal about this."

Tony shrugged, but there was something soft in it. "You're our friends. That doesn't change."

The words hung in the air, heavier than they seemed. Jack felt something loosen in his chest. He hadn't realized how tight it had gotten.

Winona squeezed his leg. Then she let go.

"Okay," she said. "Now that that's settled."

She stood up. The nightgown fell back into place around her thighs. She took two steps toward the center of the room, then turned to face them. The gold light caught her collarbone, her bare arms, the curve of her hip through the silk.

Jack watched Tony notice. Then he watched Bill notice. Then he watched them both try not to stare and fail.

Winona didn't seem to mind. She seemed to expect it.

She walked over to Bill first. He looked up at her from the armchair, his broad hands frozen on the armrests. She reached down and took one of his hands. She pulled him gently to his feet.

Bill stood. He towered over her. His red hair caught the light. His face was flushed.

Winona placed his hand on her waist. Just placed it there. Let it rest on the silk.

"You can touch," she said quietly. "That's allowed."

Bill's fingers twitched. Then they settled. His palm spread across her hip. Gentle. Careful.

Winona held his gaze for a moment, then turned to Tony. She crooked a finger. "You too."

Tony rose from the couch. He moved slower than Bill had, more deliberate. When he reached her, he didn't wait for an invitation. He put one hand on her other hip. His thumb traced a small circle through the fabric.

Winona let out a breath. Soft. Almost a sigh.

Then she looked past both of them. Past Bill's shoulder. Past Tony's. Straight at Jack.

Her eyes were dark. Her lips parted just slightly. She was watching him watch her, and she knew exactly what she was doing.

Tony's hand slid a little lower on her hip. Bill's fingers pressed a little firmer.

Winona didn't break eye contact with Jack. Not for a second. Her gaze was intense, sultry, a question and an answer all at once.

And the fire in her eyes was exactly what Jack saw. Powerful. Mesmerizing. Almost hypnotizing.

Jack couldn't look away. And he didn't want to.
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Chapter 6: Knees
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The air in the room had thickened, charged with the energy of unspoken promises. Winona stood between Bill and Tony, their hands warm on her silk-clad hips, their eyes hungry as they watched her. But her gaze remained fixed on Jack, a silent communication passing between them that needed no words.

As the men began to explore, their hands tracing patterns on the burgundy silk, Winona felt the first tentative touches on her thighs and breasts. Bill's large fingers stroked the curve where her hip met her thigh, while Tony's hand drifted upward, his knuckles brushing against the swell of her breast beneath the nightgown.

A slow smile spread across Winona's lips as she raised a single finger, wagging it back and forth in a playful yet commanding gesture. The men froze, their hands hovering, uncertain.

"Not yet," she murmured, her voice a low purr that seemed to vibrate through the room. She turned her head slightly, her dark hair catching the amber light. "Jack first."

Her boyfriend rose from the couch, his movements fluid as he crossed the space between them. Winona met him halfway, her hands coming up to rest on his chest as she leaned in for a brief, soft kiss. When she pulled back, there was a fire in her eyes that hadn't been there moments before.

"Sit," she said, nodding toward the center of the couch. "And make room for your friends."

Jack settled into the middle cushion as Bill and Tony took their places on either side of him. The three men sat shoulder to shoulder, a mixture of anticipation and nervousness evident in their varying postures. Bill leaned forward slightly, elbows on his knees, while Tony leaned back, one arm draped along the back of the couch. Jack sat between them, his body relaxed but his eyes fixed on Winona.

Winona stood before them for a moment, letting her gaze drift from one man to the next. Then, with a grace that seemed almost choreographed, she sank to her knees on the plush rug before the couch. The burgundy silk pooled around her thighs as she settled, her hands resting on her knees for a moment before she reached forward.

Her eyes found Jack's first, a silent question that he answered with a slight nod. Permission granted.

Winona's fingers traced the outline of his erection through his jeans, her touch light but deliberate. She watched his face as she worked the button free and lowered the zipper, her movements unhurried. When she freed him, her fingers wrapped around his length, stroking slowly from base to tip.

Jack's breath hitched, his head falling back against the couch cushions. Winona leaned forward, her hair brushing against his thighs as she took him into her mouth. The wet heat of her mouth made him groan, his hands coming up to tangle in her hair.

After a moment, she pulled back, turning her attention to Bill. The redhead watched with wide eyes as Winona's hand found him, her fingers working to free his erection. When she leaned in to take him in her mouth, Bill let out a string of curses, his hands gripping the couch cushions on either side of him.

Next in line was Tony, who received the same sort of treatment that both Jack and Bill had received just prior to him. His pants were unzipped, and he was promptly stroked, touched, and tasted.

Winona worked her way from man to man, her mouth and hands creating a rhythm that had all three of them arching into her touch. She alternated between long, slow strokes that had them gasping and quick, teasing movements that left them wanting more. The room filled with the sounds of heavy breathing and soft moans, punctuated by the wet sounds of Winona's mouth.

"Never... never done anything like this before," Tony managed, his voice strained as Winona's tongue traced patterns along his length. "Fuck, Winona..."

Winona pulled back just enough to speak, her voice husky with desire. "Good. Then I'm your first."

The words seemed to ignite something in all three men. Jack reached down, his fingers tracing the line of Winona's jaw as she turned her attention back to him. Bill's hand had found its way to the back of her head, his fingers tangling in her hair as he guided her movements. Tony had shifted forward, his body tense with anticipation.

Winona increased her pace, her mouth and hands working in tandem as she brought each man closer to the edge. She could feel the tension building in their bodies, the way their muscles tightened and their breathing grew ragged. She knew she had them under her spell.

“Fuck!” Bill cursed, loving the attention being focused on him.

Jack watched, staring into Winona’s face as she sucked his friend, immediately beside him. Something about it was so sexy. He only wished Winona had more mouths.

“Mmm, give some more to me, baby,” Tony insisted.

“Yeah? Do you deserve it?” Winona teased back, still stroking Bill.

“Definitely,” Tony replied.

“Are you going to be a good boy?”

“Of course. The best,” Tony responded confidently.

“Okay then,” she smiled, looking up into Jack’s eyes as she crawled past him. She then went on to focus solely on Tony, making the other men jealous.

Bill continued to stroke himself to stay hard, while Jack primarily watched. Both seemed to be in disbelief.

“Fuck yeah!” Tony grinned, proud of himself, feeling as though he’d earned it somehow. He enjoyed being the only guy being pleased right now.

The solo session went on for longer than expected. Jack started to stroke himself too. It wasn’t long before Bill was begging for more.

Only this time, Winona simply ignored them. She focused on taking Tony deeper into her mouth.

“Ahh, fuck yesss!” Tony growled.

It wasn’t long until Tony was the first to break, his body arching as he came with a cry that was half her name, half something unintelligible. Winona took everything he had to give, her mouth continuing to please him through his orgasm. She teasingly showed him what was inside her mouth before swallowing it and moving over in front of her man.

“Holy shit, baby,” Jack said. Winona didn’t reply. She simply stared into her man’s eyes and took his cock into her mouth.

Something about all of this was so erotic. So incredibly sensual. And the fantasy had held up, at least for Jack. But he had a strong suspicion it was holding up for Winona, too.

Jack followed Tony’s lead soon after, his hips thrusting upward as he filled Winona's mouth. His face was flushed, his dark hair damp with sweat as he collapsed back against the couch, spent.

“Oh fuck, baby!” Jack croaked. He struggled to catch his breath as Winona showed him his load in her mouth, before once again making it disappear. A tiny bit dribbled off her lips, onto her chin and a drop or two landed on her chest.

Finally, it was Bill’s turn. Winona crawled right on over.

Bill lasted the longest, but when he came, it was with a force that surprised them all. Winona had to pull back slightly as he erupted, his release coating her lips, chin, and cheeks in the amber light. She watched him through lowered lashes, a satisfied smile on her face as the last tremors shook his body.

For a moment, nobody moved. The only sound in the room was their collective breathing, slowly returning to normal. Winona remained on her knees, her hands resting on her thighs as she looked from one man to the next. Each of them watched her with a mixture of awe and satisfaction, their earlier nervousness replaced by a newfound confidence.

Jack looked to Winona, and she looked back. He couldn’t believe her face was covered in his friend’s cum.

Jack was the first to move, leaning forward to cup Winona's face in his hands. He used his thumbs to try to gently wipe away the evidence of Tony's release, his touch tender despite the intensity of what had just happened.

"You're incredible," he murmured, his voice soft but full of emotion. Despite his best efforts, she was still covered with it.

Winona smiled, leaning into his touch for a moment before turning to look at Bill and Tony. "And you two? How was your first time?"

Bill's answer was a grin that seemed to light up his whole face. "Better than I ever imagined."

Tony just shook his head, a slow smile spreading across his lips. "I think we're going to need a debrief."

Winona laughed, the sound light and free in the quiet room. "Maybe later. I need to get cleaned up first, and for now, I think we could all use another drink."

As she pushed herself to her feet, the burgundy nightgown falling back into place around her, none of the three men could take their eyes off her. They had come into this evening as friends, but they were leaving it as something more: participants in an experience that had changed the dynamic between them forever.

And as Winona walked toward the kitchen, her hips swaying with a newfound confidence, all three men knew that they each had something more on their minds.
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Chapter 7: Again?
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The kitchen light was a stark contrast to the soft glow of the living room. Winona flipped the switch, and the sudden brightness made her blink. She leaned over the sink, turning on the cool water and splashing it gently onto her face. The evidence of their recent activities washed away, swirling down the drain. She grabbed a dish towel from the handle of the oven, patting her skin dry before turning back to the room.

"Anyone need another round?" she called out, her voice echoing slightly in the quiet space. "Beer, wine, water? Your choice."

Bill and Tony, still sprawled on the couch in various states of post-bliss lethargy, both murmured their assent. Bill asked for another beer, Tony for a glass of water.

As Winona reached for the fridge, she heard Jack's footsteps behind her. He appeared in the doorway, a soft smile on his face. He didn't say anything, just moved to stand beside her, his shoulder brushing against hers. He took the beers from her hands, his fingers lingering for a moment on hers.

"I've got it," he said quietly, his voice low enough that only she could hear. He pulled the bottle opener from the drawer and popped the caps off the beers, then grabbed a glass from the cupboard for Tony's water.

While he worked, Winona watched him, a warmth spreading through her chest that had nothing to do with the alcohol. He caught her gaze and held it, a silent understanding passing between them. When he finished, he set the drinks on the counter and turned to face her fully.

He leaned in, pressing a soft, quick kiss to her lips. It was gentle, full of an unspoken affection that transcended the raw intensity of what had just happened in the other room.

"I love you," he whispered against her mouth, the words a quiet affirmation in the space between them.

"I love you too," she whispered back, her hand coming up to rest on his chest. For a moment, they just stood there, wrapped in their own little world, the sounds from the living room a distant hum.

Then, with a final squeeze of her hand, Jack picked up the drinks. "Let's not keep them waiting," he said, a hint of amusement in his voice.

They returned to the living room, Jack handing out the drinks before reclaiming his spot on the couch. Winona remained standing for a moment, her hands on her hips as she surveyed the scene before her. The three men looked up at her, their expressions a mixture of contentment and curiosity.

She let the silence stretch for a moment, a playful smile tugging at her lips. "So," she said, her voice light but carrying a hint of challenge. "Think you boys might have one more round in you?"

Bill and Tony exchanged a glance, a slow grin spreading across Bill's face. Tony just nodded, his eyes never leaving Winona's. Jack, already knowing the answer, just leaned back against the couch, a confident smirk playing on his lips. He was only surprised she’d asked again so quickly.

"I think we can manage," Tony said, his voice a low drawl. "If you're up for it."

"Oh, I'm up for it," Winona replied, her smile widening. She took a step closer, her eyes sweeping over the three of them. "But this time, I want you all to stand up."

The men looked at each other for a moment, then began to move, pushing themselves up from the couch and the armchair. Each of them found a spot to put their drinks down. Then, they stood before her, a trio of eager participants, ready for whatever came next. Winona's smile turned into a full-blown grin as she surveyed her handiwork, the power dynamic shifting once again, just as she’d so desperately wanted.
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Chapter 8: Sucking
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The three men rose as one, their movements a little stiff from sitting but filled with a renewed energy. They stood in a loose cluster before Winona, their anticipation palpable in the charged air of the room. Winona's smile was a mixture of amusement and pure, unadulterated power as she looked from one eager face to the next.

She stepped into the center of their small circle, the burgundy silk of her nightgown whispering against their jeans. For a moment, she simply stood there, letting them look, letting them remember exactly who was in charge. Then she reached for the small tie at her waist, her fingers working the knot with deliberate slowness.

The silk robe parted, falling open to reveal the black lace lingerie beneath. The bra was a delicate thing, barely containing the fullness of her breasts, while the matching thong was a scrap of lace that left little to the imagination. The men's breaths caught in unison, their eyes widening as they took in the sight before them.

"Much better," Winona murmured, her voice a low purr that vibrated through the room. She shrugged out of the robe, letting it pool at her feet in a whisper of silk.

Jack was the first to move, his hands coming up to rest on her waist as he stood behind her. His fingers traced the line of her spine, his touch light but possessive. "You're so beautiful," he whispered against her ear, his breath warm on her skin.

Winona leaned back into him for a moment, her head resting against his shoulder as his hands roamed over her body. Then she turned her attention to the other two men, her eyes dark with desire. "Well? Are you just going to stand there, or are you going to help me out of this?"

Bill and Tony needed no further encouragement. They moved closer, their hands finding the clasp of her bra. Bill's large fingers fumbled for a moment before Tony's more nimble ones took over, expertly undoing the hooks. The lace fell away, revealing her breasts to their hungry gazes.

Winona let out a soft sigh as the cool air hit her skin, her nipples pebbling into tight buds. Bill's hands were on her immediately, his palms cupping the weight of her breasts as his thumbs brushed over her nipples. Tony joined in, his fingers tracing the sensitive skin beneath her breasts as he leaned in to press a soft kiss to her collarbone.

Jack watched them from over her shoulder, his eyes dark with a mixture of pride and desire. He could see the way his friends' hands explored her body, the way they touched her with a reverence that was almost touching. But he could also see the way Winona responded, her body arching into their touch, her breath coming in soft gasps.

"Easy, boys," she murmured, though her tone suggested anything but. "There's plenty of me to go around."

As if to prove her point, she reached down, her hands finding their erections through their jeans. She stroked them both slowly, her touch light but deliberate, her eyes never leaving theirs. Jack's hands slid down to her hips, his fingers hooking into the waistband of her thong as he pulled her back against him.

"Let's get more comfortable," he suggested, his voice low and rough with desire.

Winona nodded, her hands never ceasing their rhythmic stroking. "On my knees," she agreed, the words a soft murmur that was both invitation and command.

Gently, they guided her down, their hands supporting her as she sank to the plush rug. The three men formed a triangle around her, their bodies close enough that she could feel the heat radiating from them. Winona looked up at them, her eyes dark with desire, a slow smile spreading across her lips.

"Now," she said, her voice a husky whisper. "Where were we?"

She turned her attention to Bill first, her hands working to softly grip his erection. When she took him in her mouth, the redhead let out a guttural groan, his hands coming up to tangle in her hair. Winona welcomed the roughness, her own hands coming up to grip his thighs as she took him deeper, her mouth working him with a newfound intensity.

This was what she had been craving. The raw, unfiltered passion of it all. The way they looked at her, the way they touched her, the way they responded to her every move. It was intoxicating, a heady rush that left her wanting more.

She pulled back, turning her attention to Tony. His hands were already in her hair, guiding her movements as she took him in her mouth. Winona let him set the pace, her body pliant as he fucked her mouth, his hips thrusting in a rhythm that was both demanding and delicious.

"Fuck, yes," Tony growled, his fingers tightening in her hair. "Just like that."

Winona could feel Jack's eyes on her, could feel the weight of his gaze as he watched her with his friends. She knew he was enjoying this as much as she was, the sight of her on her knees, pleasuring other men, a fantasy come to life.

She pulled back from Tony, turning her attention to Jack. His eyes were dark, his expression unreadable as he watched her. But she knew him, knew the way his mind worked, knew that this was exactly what he wanted.

"Your turn," she murmured, her voice a low purr as she took him in her mouth.

Jack's response was immediate, his hands tangling in her hair just as his friends’ had right before him. Winona happily accepted his cock deeper and deeper into her throat; her body arching into his touch as he fucked her mouth, his hips thrusting in a rhythm that was both powerful and rapid.

“Oh, yes, baby!” Jack loudly groaned.

The room filled with the sounds of heavy breathing and soft moans, punctuated by the wet sounds of Winona's mouth. The three men took turns, their hands exploring her body as she pleasured them, their fingers tracing patterns on her skin, their mouths finding hers in between turns.

“Fuck, she’s got such great tits,” Bill said as he reached down to play with them.

Jack and Tony both nodded in agreement.

“Damn right she does,” Tony agreed.

The men grabbed at her, with Jack still being sucked. Their collective dance continued.

It was a dance as old as time, a primal rhythm that had them all arching toward the same goal. Winona was the center of their universe, the focus of their desire, and she reveled in it, her body humming with a pleasure that was almost overwhelming.

"Harder," she gasped, pulling back from Jack quickly to look up at them. "Don't hold back."

The men exchanged a glance, a silent understanding passing between them. Then they were on her again, their hands and mouths more demanding, their movements more forceful. Winona was ready for it, her body pliant as they used her, their pleasure feeding her own.

Even though she was done sucking Jack for the time being, he pulled her hair and moved her face closer to him. He decided to be rough. After all, she’d asked for it.

He slapped her across the face and told her what a naughty little bitch she was.

Winona’s mouth fell agape. He’d never said anything like that to her before. She could immediately feel herself grow more wet.

But Bill and Tony needed more attention, too. Each of them got closer, and before long, Tony demanded, “Suck it.”

And suck it she did. Bill put his cock as close as he could to Tony’s. And when Winona briefly made eye contact with him, without words, his eyes managed to silently beg.

And that was enough. Enough for her to slip Tony’s cock out of her mouth and slide Bill’s right in.

A silent thank you fell from Bill’s lips, despite Tony’s jealousy. Winona loved every second of this servitude.

This time, Bill was first to break, his body arching as he came with a cry that was half her name, half something unintelligible. Winona took everything he had to give, her mouth continuing to work him through his orgasm before moving on to Tony. And this time, Bill managed to get most of it into her mouth.

She swallowed what she could and moved back to Tony as Jack watched her work.

Tony, in all his handsomeness, followed soon after, his hips thrusting upward as he filled Winona's mouth. 

“Holy fuck! Oh my God, you’re good at that!”

He could have sworn he heard Winona giggle, but she never stopped sucking him dry. Not even for a second.

Tony’s face was flushed, his body tense with pleasure as he nearly collapsed back, spent.

By this point, Winona’s face was half-covered with cum. And both she and Jack loved it.

Both Bill and Tony had been finished off. That left Jack for last, who stepped right up as Winona crawled back over to him. They met in the middle, his hips square with her face.

Nearly instantly, his deliberate movements began. He slowly started to fuck Winona’s mouth, his eyes never leaving hers. He loved every wet sound she made. Every gurgle. Every choking noise.

“Come on baby! Take it!” he cried out.

Winona didn’t slow down. Didn’t hesitate. Winona was a woman on a mission.

“Oh baby! Oh baby! Yes!” Jack began to moan and groan. His end was drawing nearer.

Then, to send him over the edge, Winona began deepthroating him. As quickly and as deep as she could.

Jack’s jaw fell open, and his friends could only watch in amazement.

“F-f-fuckkkk!” Jack screamed.

When he came, it was with a force that caught Winona off guard, causing him to slip from her throat.

Jack’s seed shot out, beginning to coat Winona’s lips and cheeks and tits, and even her forehead. Jack had no control of his release.

Winona took everything he had to give, her hands still gripping his thighs as she worked him for every last drop. She kissed and licked and sucked and made sure she didn’t stop attempting to please until the last drop had spilled from him.

For a moment, nobody moved. The only sound in the room was their collective breathing, slowly returning to normal. Winona remained on her knees, her body humming with a pleasure that left her boneless and sated. She looked up at them, her eyes dark with satisfaction, a slow smile spreading across her lips.

"I think," she said, her voice a husky whisper. "We're all going to need a shower after this."

The men laughed, the sound light and free in the quiet room. But their eyes were still on her, their expressions a mixture of awe and desire, as if they couldn't quite believe what had just happened. And as Winona pushed herself to her feet, her body humming with a pleasure that was almost overwhelming, she knew this was a night they would all remember for a long, long time.
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Chapter 9: Relief
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The apartment had gone quiet again.

Winona stood at the kitchen sink, rinsing out a pair of glasses while Jack loaded empty beer bottles into a recycling bag beside her. The domestic normalcy of it all felt strangely grounding after the intensity of the evening. The difference was almost surreal.

“You know,” Jack said casually, glancing over at her, “Bill looked like he was about five seconds away from asking for your autograph before he left.”

Winona laughed softly, shaking her head. “Tony wasn’t much better.”

“No,” Jack admitted with a grin. “He definitely wasn’t.”

She set the last glass on the drying rack and finally looked over at him properly. His hair was still slightly messy, his t-shirt half wrinkled from being thrown back on in a hurry. He looked tired, relaxed, happy.

Loved.

The thought settled warmly in her chest.

Jack noticed the look on her face and smiled. “What?”

“Nothing,” she said quietly. “Just looking at you.”

He stepped closer then, slipping an arm around her waist and pulling her gently against him. This time there was no urgency behind it. No performance. No audience. Just the familiar comfort of being close.

“You okay?” he asked softly.

Winona nodded almost immediately. “More than okay.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah.” She rested her forehead lightly against his chest. “Honestly, yeah... I think tonight brought us even closer somehow.”

Jack’s fingers traced slow circles against her back. “I was thinking the same thing.”

For a moment, neither of them spoke. They simply stood there together in the quiet kitchen, letting everything settle naturally around them.

Finally, Winona tilted her head back enough to look at him again. “So...” she began carefully, a teasing smile tugging at her lips, “was the fantasy everything you hoped it would be?”

Jack laughed under his breath. “Dangerous question.”

“Well?”

He pretended to think about it for a second before shrugging dramatically. “Honestly? It was pretty good.”

Winona gasped in mock offense, lightly smacking his chest. “Pretty good?”

“Okay, okay,” he laughed, catching her hand before she could hit him again. “It was incredible.” His expression softened after a moment. “But you know what the best part was?”

“What?”

“This.”

He said it so simply that it caught her off guard.

Jack leaned down, pressing a gentle kiss against her forehead before continuing.

“The fact that we could trust each other enough to actually do something like that. And still end the night like this.”

Winona felt her throat tighten slightly at the sincerity in his voice.

“I love you,” she whispered.

“I love you too.”

Outside, rain had begun softly tapping against the windows, wrapping the apartment in an even deeper sense of privacy and calm. Winona smiled faintly as she listened to it.

“So,” Jack murmured after a while, his grin slowly returning, “does this mean we’re officially adventurous now?”

She laughed quietly against his chest. “I think we passed adventurous hours ago.”

“Good.”

His hands settled comfortably on her hips as he looked down at her, affection written plainly across his face.

“Because I have a feeling we’re just getting started.”

Winona smiled at that.

And honestly, she hoped he was right.

“Jack?”

“Yeah, baby?” he responded.

“I want you to know, I loved it so much. Thank you for fulfilling my ultimate fantasy. I want to fulfill yours, too.”

Jack stepped in even tighter, holding Winona’s hips.

“I know, baby.” Jack kissed her. “We can take our time, and explore together. You’re the best partner I’ve ever had.”

“You’re mine, too,” Winona replied, voice full of emotion.

Both of them fell into a loving embrace. They stood there for a while, simply holding each other. Nothing more needed to be said.
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        One couple. One fantasy. One week in paradise to make it real.
Brian and Lana Holloway have the perfect marriage: four years of trust, passion, and a secret fantasy they've only ever whispered in the dark. Now they're leaving America behind for a week of total indulgence at a luxurious hilltop hotel overlooking Lisbon. The pastéis de nata are warm. The wine is flowing. And Lana has been planning something Brian never saw coming.
She's already done the research. Vetted the candidates. Found two gorgeous, respectful Portuguese men who understand exactly what this couple is looking for. All she needs is her husband's permission to make the fantasy real.
All he needs is the courage to say yes.
What follows is a slow, seductive journey through the streets of Lisbon: from sun-drenched castle walls to candlelit dinners, from a mysterious bar called The Owl to the most breathtaking balcony in the city. When Luis and Fernando finally step out of Lana's phone and into their hotel room, Brian discovers that watching his wife come undone might be the most erotic experience of his life.
But neither of them is prepared for what happens when fantasy becomes reality. When three becomes four. When Lana discovers a version of herself she never knew existed—and Brian realizes that trusting your partner completely might be the ultimate turn-on.
Gangbang: Portugal is a steamy, surprisingly sweet erotic romance about a couple who love each other enough to explore the forbidden. If you enjoy explicit consent, genuine chemistry, and Lisbon serving as the most beautiful backdrop imaginable, this novella will leave you breathless.
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