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Chapter 1: The Flight In
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The wheels of the TAP Air Portugal Airbus A330 kissed the runway at Lisbon’s Humberto Delgado Airport with a soft, decisive thump. After seven hours in the air, the sound was music to Brian’s ears. He stretched his long legs into the space under the seat in front of him, feeling the satisfying pop of his knee joints.

Beside him, Lana was already buzzing, a coiled spring of energy in the window seat. She pressed her face to the glass, her brunette hair falling over one shoulder. “We’re here, baby. We’re actually here,” she breathed, her voice thick with a mixture of exhaustion and exhilaration. The morning sun, already bright and warm, painted the wing of the plane and the distant, dusty hills beyond the runway in a golden light.

“We are,” Brian confirmed, giving her thigh a gentle squeeze. “Feels good.”

“It feels incredible,” she corrected, turning to him with a smile that was all brilliant white teeth and glowing brown eyes. It was the smile that had made him fall for her in the first place, full of unspoken promise and mischief. He noticed her leg was jiggling with restless energy.

“Someone’s excited,” he observed, a hint of amusement in his deep voice.

Lana just hummed in response, a noncommittal sound that was more melody than agreement. She turned back to the window as the plane taxied, a world of thought behind her eyes.

The rest of the journey was a blur of efficient airport protocol: passport control, a short wait at the baggage claim where a fat, orange tabby cat in a carrier on the next carousel caused a minor stir, and finally, the hiss of the automatic doors opening to the warm Portuguese air. They followed the signs for ride-sharing, pulling their sleek, dark luggage behind them.

A line of cars waited in the designated zone. Brian consulted his phone. “Black Volkswagen. Driver’s name is Rui. Should be that one.” He pointed to a shiny minivan.

As they approached, the driver, a man in a crisp white shirt with a kind, weathered face, hopped out. “Mr. and Mrs. Holloway? Welcome to Lisboa!” He spoke with a warm, melodic accent, taking their bags and loading them into the back with surprising grace for a man his size.

They slid into the backseat, the leather cool and luxurious against their travel-worn skin. The van pulled away from the curb, merging seamlessly into the bustling artery of airport traffic.

“First time in Portugal?” Rui asked, his eyes meeting theirs in the rearview mirror.

“For both of us,” Brian answered, his arm resting along the back of the seat behind Lana.

Rui nodded approvingly. “Ah, you will love it. The city, it has a soul. A beautiful soul. You are here for a holiday, yes? Relaxing?”

“Absolutely,” Lana piped up, leaning forward slightly. “Just a week of... total indulgence.” She said the last two words slowly, giving them weight, and shot a look at Brian that was pure, undiluted heat.

Brian felt a familiar prickle of excitement. “Lana’s been planning this for months. She’s got an itinerary that would make a military general’s head spin.” He said it with affectionate exasperation, but his eyes held hers, a silent conversation passing between them.

“It’s not all scheduled,” Lana protested, settling back against him. “There’s plenty of room for... spontaneity.” She let the word hang in the air. “But there’s just so much I want to do, so much I want to see. It’s been our dream trip for so long. And now...” She trailed off, her gaze drifting out the window as the city began to unfold around them.

They passed rows of buildings clad in a kaleidoscope of faded Azulejos, the famous Portuguese tiles, their geometric patterns a blur of blues, yellows, and whites. Laundry fluttered from wrought-iron balconies like colorful flags. They swept past the colossal, Moorish-influenced walls of the Museu Nacional de Arte Antiga, and caught a glimpse of the rust-red curve of the 25 de Abril Bridge, a smaller sibling to San Francisco’s Golden Gate, spanning the wide, silver expanse of the Tagus River.

Lana’s commentary to Brian was a running, whispered monologue. “Oh my god, look at those tiles... I want to take a thousand pictures... that café looks so cute... can you imagine us just having coffee there every morning?”

But Brian, attuned to her every mood, noticed something else. Underneath the bubbling tourist enthusiasm, there was another current. An electric hum of anticipation that went beyond sightseeing. Her hand, resting in his, would occasionally squeeze tighter than necessary. She’d chew on her lower lip, a habit she had when she was thinking hard about something, something she wasn’t quite ready to say out loud.

Rui, a natural tour guide, pointed out landmarks as they drove. “There, you see the top of the hill? That is the Castelo de São Jorge. Very old. Very beautiful view. And this river... the Tagus... it is the reason Lisbon is here. The explorers, they all left from here. This city is a gateway.”

A gateway, Brian thought. It felt apt. It felt like they were on the precipice of something, and Lisbon was the beautiful, sun-drenched door they were about to walk through. Lana had been secretive for weeks. Not in a bad way, but in a way that felt charged, like a present wrapped in too many layers. Emails would pop up on her laptop that she’d quickly minimize. Phone calls would be taken in the other room, her voice a low, conspiratorial murmur. When he’d asked, she’d just give him that same mischievous smile, her eyes twinkling, and say, “Patience. It’s a surprise for Portugal.”

He was a patient man. And the anticipation, he had to admit, was its own kind of thrill. He trusted her implicitly. Whatever she had planned, it was for them. It would be an adventure.

The city began to give way to a more exclusive area as they climbed a gentle hill. The buildings became grander, the streets cleaner, lined with manicured hedges and exotic palms. They pulled into a long, sweeping driveway that curved in front of a magnificent, pale-yellow building. It looked like a palace, with wrought-iron balconies, uniformed doormen, and a fleet of gleaming cars parked out front.

“Hotel Palácio de Lisboa,” Rui announced with a flourish, as if he were revealing a magician’s trick.

“Wow,” Brian breathed, taking in the sheer opulence of the place. This was the "super luxurious" part of Lana's plan, and she hadn't skimped.

Lana, however, wasn't looking at the hotel. Her eyes were fixed on her phone, which she had just pulled from her pocket. A message had come through. Brian saw her read it, her lips curving into a slow, deliberate smile. It was a smile he knew intimately. It was the smile of a woman who held a secret, a woman who was exactly where she wanted to be, a woman whose plan was falling perfectly into place.

She looked up from the screen and met his gaze, her beautiful brown eyes practically incandescent with barely suppressed excitement. “We’re here,” she whispered, squeezing his hand with a grip that was surprisingly strong.

And Brian, looking into her radiant face, knew with absolute certainty that their vacation hadn't even started. It was just about to begin.
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Chapter 2: Checked In
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The hotel room was everything Lana had promised and more.

Brian let out a low whistle as he stepped through the door, pulling their suitcases behind him. The space was enormous, a masterful blend of old-world charm and modern luxury. Exposed stone walls, centuries old and glowing warm in the afternoon light, rose to meet pristine white ceilings with hand-hewn wooden beams. A massive four-poster bed draped in linen dominated one end of the room, while a sitting area with plush velvet armchairs invited them to linger.

But the real showstopper was the balcony.

Floor-to-ceiling French doors stood open, sheer white curtains billowing gently in the warm breeze. Beyond them, a private terrace stretched out like a ship's prow, easily large enough for a small dinner party. And the view—God, the view. The entire city of Lisbon seemed to sprawl at their feet, a tumbling cascade of terracotta roofs, whitewashed walls, and glittering water in the distance. The sun caught the surface of the Tagus River, turning it into a ribbon of liquid gold.

Lana had already kicked off her travel sneakers and was perched cross-legged on the end of the massive bed, scrolling through her phone with the intensity of a general reviewing battle plans. She'd pulled her hair up into a messy bun, revealing the elegant line of her neck.

"Can you believe this place?" she called out without looking up, a smile playing at the corners of her mouth.

Brian abandoned the luggage and walked onto the balcony, leaning against the stone balustrade. The city hummed below him: distant car horns, the clatter of a tram, the murmur of a million lives being lived. "It's insane. How did you even find this?"

"Research, baby. Lots and lots of research." There was that tone again. That weighted, knowing tone.

He turned to look at her through the open doors. She'd abandoned her phone now and was watching him, her dark hair falling in soft waves around her face, those brown eyes fixed on him with an intensity that made his pulse quicken.

They'd been vibrating at a different frequency since the plane landed. Every look felt charged. Every touch lingered a beat too long. The anticipation between them was a living thing, coiled and waiting.

Brian walked back inside, drawn to her like a magnet. He sat on the edge of the bed, close enough to feel the warmth radiating from her. "So," he said, his voice low. "You want to tell me what this is really about? All the secrets. The whispered phone calls. The mysterious emails."

Lana's smile widened. She tucked one leg under her, leaning toward him conspiratorially. "Remember our little fantasy?"

Brian blinked. "Which one?"

She laughed softly, shaking her head. "The one we keep watching videos of. Late at night. When it's just us and the laptop and we've had a little wine."

Understanding dawned on his face. His eyebrows rose. "The... sharing thing? The group thing?"

"The gangbang thing, baby. Let's call it what it is." She said it without a trace of embarrassment, her eyes locked on his. "The one where it's just me, you, and a group of guys. You can watch, or direct, or join and be in complete control. I just want us both to enjoy it," she smiled, reaching out to touch him.

Brian's mouth went slightly dry. This was a conversation they'd had many times, in the dark, in the heat of passion. But never like this. Never in broad daylight, in a hotel room in Lisbon, with her looking at him like she'd already made up her mind about something.

"Yeah," he managed. "I remember. Why?"

Lana took a breath. Then she plunged in.

"Because I've already planned one out."

The words hung in the air between them. Brian stared at her, processing.

"You've... what?"

"I know how badly we both want it." Her voice was soft but steady. "I know how many times we've talked about it, fantasized about it, edged ourselves stupid over it. And I thought—why wait? Why keep pretending it's just a dirty talk thing when we both know it's something we actually want to try?"

Brian ran a hand through his blonde hair, a habit she knew meant he was thinking fast. "Lana, that's... Jesus. How? When? We've been here for two hours!"

She laughed, delighted by his reaction. "I've been working on this for months, baby. You knew I was planning something. Did you really think it was just a detailed sightseeing itinerary?"

He opened his mouth, then closed it again. She had a point.

"I've been on Fetlife," she continued, ticking items off on her fingers. "Vetted a lot of guys. Talked to people on other kink sites too, just to get ideas, to understand how this works—etiquette, safety, boundaries. I've learned a lot."

Brian's expression was complicated. He was feeling surprise, arousal, and also a flicker of something protective. "You've been talking to other guys?"

"I've been vetting other guys. For us. For this." She reached out and took his hand. "I wouldn't do anything without you. You know that. This is our fantasy. Ours. I'm just... I'm the one who did the research."

He was quiet for a long moment, processing. Then: "How many?"

"Potential? I've narrowed it down to two that I'm really sure about. Solid. Experienced. Respectful. Clean. The kind of guys who actually understand what consent means." She squeezed his fingers. "But here's the thing—they're just potentials. Nothing happens without your say-so. Without our say-so together."

Brian let out a long breath, something loosening in his shoulders. "Okay. Okay, that's... that's a lot. But okay." He looked at her, really looked at her, seeing the hope and excitement and vulnerability all tangled together in those dark eyes. "So what's the plan? We just... call them up and invite them over?"

Lana shook her head vigorously. "God, no. That's not how this works. At least, not how I want it to work."

"Then how?"

She smiled, relieved that he was asking questions, that he was engaging. "We meet them first. In person. Public place. Low pressure. We get drinks, we talk, we see if the vibe is right. If there's chemistry. If they're who they claimed to be online." She paused. "If you hate them, they're out. Simple as that."

Brian studied her face for a long moment, searching for any sign of doubt or pressure. He found none. Just that familiar spark of adventure, the same spark that had made him fall in love with her in the first place.

"So we can definitely get drinks first?" he asked slowly. "Vet them in person? Before any decisions?"

Lana giggled and started to blush. "Yes! Absolutely, that’s what I’m telling you. That's been my plan all along." She squeezed his hand harder. "I don't want this to be weird or scary or rushed. I want it to feel right. I want us to feel good about it. Together."

Brian felt the last of his resistance crumble. A slow smile spread across his face, that familiar smirk that always made her stomach flip.

"Good," he said, his voice warm with approval. He reached out and tucked a strand of dark hair behind her ear, his fingers lingering on her cheek. "Maybe we'll actually be able to make this work."

Lana leaned into his touch, her eyes shining. "Yeah," she whispered. "Maybe we will."

Outside, the golden light of Lisbon stretched long across the city, painting the walls of their beautiful stone room in shades of amber and rose. Somewhere down in the streets, life went on as usual: trams clattering, tourists snapping photos, old men playing cards in sun-drenched squares.

But up here, in their private palace overlooking it all, Brian and Lana had just crossed a threshold. The door was open. All that remained was to see what waited on the other side.
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Chapter 3: Tomorrow
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Their first night in Lisbon was a blur of jet lag and discovery.

Too wired to sleep, they'd wandered down from their hilltop hotel into the maze of narrow streets in Alfama, where fado music spilled from open doorways and the scent of grilled fish hung in the warm air. They'd found a tiny taverna tucked beneath a stone archway, shared a plate of grilled sardines and a bottle of vinho verde, and stumbled back up the hill hand in hand, drunk on wine and the sheer novelty of being somewhere so completely new.

By midnight, they'd collapsed into the massive four-poster bed and slept like the dead.

Morning came gently, golden light filtering through the sheer curtains. They woke tangled together, limbs heavy with sleep, and for a few blissful moments, the conversation from yesterday felt like a dream. Then Lana stretched, her dark hair spilling across the pillow, and caught Brian's eye. The look that passed between them said everything: It wasn't a dream. It's real. It's today.

But first, they were tourists.

They showered together, took turns stealing the hot water, and dressed in comfortable clothes for a day of exploration. Lana had mapped out a route that was decidedly low-stakes—coffee shops and bakeries, winding streets, a slow climb toward the castle.

The first pastry shop they found was a tiny place with a cracked tile sign and a grandmother behind the counter who spoke no English. Lana pointed at things until the woman smiled and filled a paper bag with warm pastéis de nata, their surfaces blistered and caramelized. They ate them standing on a cobblestone street corner, dusted with cinnamon and powdered sugar, watching a tram clatter past.

"This is the best thing I've ever eaten," Brian declared, powdered sugar on his chin.

Lana laughed and wiped it off with her thumb. "You say that about everything."

"Because everything here is amazing."

They found coffee at a place with mismatched chairs and a cat sleeping in the window. The espresso was dark and strong, and they drank it leaning against the counter like locals, watching the city wake up around them.

By mid-morning, they'd begun the long, winding climb to the Castelo de São Jorge. The streets grew steeper, the views more dramatic with every turn. Lana stopped constantly to take photos—of the tiles, the laundry flapping on lines strung between buildings, the glimpses of the river far below. Brian watched her more than he watched the views, struck again by how beautiful she was in this light, how alive she seemed.

The castle itself was magnificent. The ancient stone walls, cypress trees standing sentinel, peacocks strutting across the grounds like they owned the place. They walked the ramparts, leaned over parapets, and stood in silence for a long moment, looking out at the city spread beneath them like a map of their future.

"This is where the explorers used to stand," Lana murmured. "Looking out at the horizon. Wondering what was out there."

Brian slipped an arm around her waist. "How about you? You feeling exploratory?"

She tilted her head and grinned, meeting his gaze. "Always."

By early afternoon, hunger had found them again. They wound their way down from the castle, through streets gradually filling with tourists, until they found a small restaurant tucked into a sun-drenched square. A grapevine grew over the patio trellis, casting dappled shade across white-clothed tables. A few locals sat at the bar inside, nursing beers and watching football on a small television.

They claimed a table on the edge of the patio, ordered grilled octopus and a bottle of something cold and white, and settled into the easy rhythm of a vacation afternoon.

For a while, they talked about nothing of importance—the couple at the next table, the stubborn pigeon eyeing their bread basket, whether they should try to find a fado show on their trip. Normal things. Safe things.

Then the food came. They ate in comfortable silence for a few minutes, the octopus tender and smoky, the wine crisp on their tongues.

Brian set down his fork first. "So."

Lana looked up, her expression carefully neutral. "So?"

"This evening." He said it slowly, like he was testing the weight of the words. "You really want to do this?"

Lana considered the question, giving it the seriousness it deserved. "I really want to meet them," she clarified. "I want to see if this could be something real. Something we actually go through with." She paused. "But yeah. I want to do this. If you do."

Brian nodded, staring at the condensation on his wine glass. "I keep thinking about it. What it would be like. Watching you with..." He trailed off.

"With other men," she finished for him, unflinching. "That's the fantasy, right? That's the part that gets you."

He met her eyes. "Yeah. That's the part."

"And for me," she said softly, "it's about being that desired. That trusted. About you being in control, watching over me, making sure I'm okay while I... while I let go."

The word hung between them. Let go.

Brian reached across the table and took her hand. "You're sure about these guys? The vetting?"

"I'm as sure as I can be without meeting them in person." She squeezed his fingers. "We'll know more tonight. Drinks. Conversation. Chemistry. If either of us gets a bad vibe, they're gone. No questions asked."

"And if the vibe is good?"

Lana's heart kicked against her ribs. "Then we talk about next steps. Together. No pressure. No expectations. Just... seeing where it goes."

Brian was quiet for a long moment, turning something over in his mind. The square hummed around them: children chasing pigeons, an old man selling roasted chestnuts from a cart, the distant chime of a tram. Normal life, carrying on, completely unaware of the conversation happening at this small table in the corner.

Lana watched his face, reading the micro-expressions she knew so well. The slight furrow between his brows. The way his jaw tightened, then relaxed. The flicker in his blue eyes that meant he was weighing something important.

Finally, she asked the question that had been building all day.

"Should I message the guys?"

Brian held her gaze. The silence stretched, filled with everything they'd already said and everything they hadn't. A single beat of anticipation, suspended like the note of a fado singer before the emotion crashes down.

Then he nodded. A simple, deliberate motion.

"Do it."

Lana felt something release in her chest, a tension she hadn't realized she'd been carrying. A slow smile curved her lips—not the tourist smile from yesterday, but something deeper. More knowing. More dangerous.

Without breaking eye contact, she reached for her phone on the table.

The afternoon sun warmed her skin as she unlocked the screen, her thumb finding the messaging app with practiced ease. Brian watched her, his expression unreadable but his eyes burning with that familiar heat.

Right there, at their late afternoon lunch, with octopus and wine and the gentle buzz of Lisbon all around them, Lana began to type.
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Chapter 4: Dinner, Then Drinks
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The late afternoon had melted into evening, painting the city in shades of amber and violet. Brian stood at the bathroom mirror, adjusting the collar of a casual linen button-down—light blue, sleeves rolled to the elbow, his blonde hair still damp from the shower. He looked good. Relaxed. Like a man on vacation who happened to have somewhere important to be.

Lana appeared in the doorway behind him, already dressed. She'd chosen a simple sundress in deep burgundy, the kind of thing that looked modest at first glance but hinted at everything underneath. Her dark hair fell in soft waves past her shoulders, and she'd added just enough makeup to make her brown eyes look enormous.

"Well?" she asked, meeting his gaze in the mirror.

Brian turned to face her, letting his eyes travel slowly from her bare feet to the top of her head. "You look incredible."

She smiled, that familiar mix of pleasure and mischief. "So do you. Very handsome. Very... supportive husband energy."

"That's me. Supportive." He pulled her close, kissing the top of her head. "You ready for this?"

"As I'll ever be." She tilted her face up to his. "You?"

He thought about it. The nerves were there, sure, manifesting as a low hum of anticipation in his gut. But underneath that, something else. Excitement. Curiosity. The strange comfort of knowing they were in this together.

"Yeah," he said. "I think I am."

They grabbed a ride-share down the hill, the city unfolding around them as the driver wound through streets growing livelier by the minute. Lisbon at dusk was a different creature than Lisbon in daylight. Softer, more mysterious, lights beginning to flicker on in windows and along ancient facades.

The restaurant Lana had chosen was in Chiado, tucked between a bookshop and a shop selling hand-painted tiles. It was small, intimate, with maybe eight tables and an open kitchen where a single chef worked with focused precision. The walls were exposed stone, similar to their hotel but older somehow, worn smooth by centuries.

A hostess with kind eyes seated them at a corner table and left them with menus written in Portuguese and elegant English.

Brian scanned the options, then looked up. "Light bite, right? We're not doing the full seven courses?"

"Definitely not." Lana set down her menu. "I want to be able to move. And think. And not fall asleep halfway through drinks."

"Smart." He reached for her hand across the table. "So let's confirm the plan. Because my brain is a little... you know."

Lana nodded, squeezing his fingers. "Romantic, small dinner here. Just us. No talk about... anything heavy. Just us being us, enjoying being in Lisbon, having a nice meal."

"Sounds good so far."

"Then we go to the bar. Meet the guys. Low pressure, just drinks and conversation. We see how it feels. We trust our guts." She paused. "And no matter what happens, we come back to that insane hotel room together and debrief afterwards. Even if it’s just us."

Brian felt something settle in his chest. Hearing her say it out loud, so calmly, so practically. It helped. It grounded him.

"And if we hate them?" he asked. "If the vibe is completely off?"

"Then we have one drink, make polite excuses, and go find some late-night pastéis de nata instead." She grinned. "I already scouted a place that's open until midnight. Backup plan in effect."

He laughed, genuinely laughed, for the first time since this conversation had started. "You really have thought of everything."

"I try!" Lana said, ever eager to satisfy.

The waiter appeared, and they ordered simply. A plate of jamón ibérico to start, then grilled fish for two with vegetables, a bottle of something light and Portuguese that the waiter recommended with obvious pride. The food came slowly, deliberately, each course allowed its own space.

Of course, they noted how they might not be able to finish it. Perhaps they’d forgotten the meaning of a ‘light dinner.’

They talked about nothing important. The couple at the next table who were clearly on a first date, all nervous laughter and careful questions. It was obvious, even though the couple didn’t understand a lick of Portuguese.

They noticed the way the light fell through the old glass windows. Whether they should try to find that fado show before the trip ended. Normal things. Safe things. The conversation of two people who knew each other well enough to let silence be comfortable.

But underneath it all, a current ran. Every look held something more. Every touch lingered a heartbeat longer than necessary. They were both acutely aware of what came next, and the awareness wrapped around them like a second skin.

By the time they finished their meal, the restaurant had filled and emptied and filled again. Outside, the street had grown darker, the streetlights casting pools of warm light on the cobblestones.

Brian paid the bill while Lana visited the restroom. When she came back, she'd freshened her lipstick and maybe added a touch more something to her eyes. She looked luminous.

"Ready?" she asked.

He stood, offering his arm. "Ready."

They stepped out into the Lisbon night. The air was soft, carrying hints of jasmine and diesel and the river all tangled together. Somewhere nearby, music drifted from an open window. Not fado, something younger, a guitar playing something that sounded like hope.

Lana pulled out her phone, checked the address, then tucked it away. "It's about a ten-minute walk. Down that way, then left by the big square."

"A walk's good," Brian said. "To help digest, and to clear our heads a little."

They fell into step together, shoulders brushing occasionally, hands finding each other naturally. The streets grew busier as they approached the square: groups of tourists, locals heading home from work, the perpetual motion of a city alive after dark.

Brian found himself cataloging details, almost without meaning to. The way Lana's dress moved when she walked. The scent of her perfume mixing with the city smells. The slight tension in her shoulders that meant she was feeling it too. The anticipation, the uncertainty, the electric thrill of standing on the edge of something.

He squeezed her hand. She squeezed his in return.

They rounded a corner, and there it was. A narrow street sloping downward, lined with buildings painted in faded pastels. Halfway down, a warm glow spilled from a doorway, and a simple wooden sign hung above it.

No name, just a symbol. A stylized owl.

"The bar," Lana said quietly. "That's it. At least, I’m ninety percent sure."

They stood there for a moment, at the top of the hill, looking down at the doorway where everything might change.

Brian took a breath. He let it out slowly.

Then they resumed walking.
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Chapter 5: The Guys
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The bar was nothing like what Brian had expected.

He'd braced himself for something seedy—dim lighting, sticky floors, the kind of place where transactions happened in shadows. Instead, The Owl was warm and inviting, all exposed brick and copper-topped tables, shelves lined with books that looked actually read. A long wooden bar dominated one wall, backed by an impressive array of bottles catching the soft light. Jazz played at exactly the right volume, present enough to notice, quiet enough to talk over.

Only a handful of tables were occupied. A couple near the window, deep in conversation. A group of three laughing over what looked like cocktails. Normal people. A normal night.

Lana slid onto a stool at the bar, and Brian took the one beside her. The bartender, a woman with silver streaks in her dark hair and kind eyes behind cat-eye glasses, approached with a smile.

"What can I get for you?"

They both ordered glasses of wine—a red for Brian, a white for Lana—and the bartender poured with easy confidence, leaving the bottle within reach.

For a few minutes, they just sat there. Sipped their wine. Let the atmosphere settle around them.

Brian checked his phone. "We're a little early."

Lana nodded, her fingers wrapped around the stem of her glass. "That's okay. Gives us time to... I don't know? Breathe. Mentally prepare ourselves."

He smiled at that. "Yeah. Breathe. Good plan."

They talked about their surroundings: the wine, the books on the shelves, whether the jazz was live or recorded (recorded, they decided, but good recorded). Normal small talk, the kind that filled space without requiring anything real.

But underneath it, the current ran. Brian was hyperaware of every person who walked through the door. So was Lana; he could tell by the way her eyes flicked toward the entrance each time the old wooden door creaked open.

Then, at exactly the agreed time, it happened.

The door opened wider than usual, letting in a slice of the Lisbon night. Two men stepped through, silhouetted for a moment against the streetlight behind them. Then the door swung shut, and they were inside.

Luis and Fernando.

Brian knew them instantly from the photos Lana had shown him earlier that day, though photos never quite captured the reality of a person. Luis was slightly taller, with warm brown eyes and the kind of stubble that looked effortless but probably took work. He wore a dark jacket over a simple t-shirt, jeans that fit well without trying too hard. Fernando was built broader through the shoulders, his hair a shade darker, his smile already forming as his eyes scanned the room and landed on them.

They were both handsome. Both muscular in that way that suggested physical jobs or serious gym time. Both... seemingly normal. Just two guys walking into a bar.

Luis spotted them first. He said something to Fernando, and they crossed the room together.

"Lana?" Luis's voice was warm, accented but perfectly clear. "Brian?"

Lana slid off her stool, suddenly grateful for the solid floor beneath her feet. "Hi. Yes. You must be—"

"Luis." He extended a hand to her, then to Brian. "And this is Fernando."

Fernando's handshake was firm but not aggressive, his smile genuine. "It's so nice to meet you both. Finally, yes? After all the messages."

There was a beat of silence. The kind of pause where everyone is suddenly aware of the strange geometry of the situation. Two groups of people meeting for the first time, the weight of unspoken things hanging in the air. And this weight was particularly heavy.

Then Brian did something that surprised even himself. He smiled. "We were just getting wine. Can we get you something? The bartender's great."

The tension broke, just like that.

Luis and Fernando ordered beers, and the five of them migrated to a table near the back. More private than the bar, but still very much in public. Things were still very much normal.

For the first twenty minutes, it was almost painfully ordinary.

Fernando worked in construction management, it turned out. Luis was a graphic designer who freelanced and worked from home. They'd been friends since university, had lived in Lisbon for basically their whole lives, and had stories about the city that made Lana's eyes light up. Brian found himself genuinely interested, asking follow-up questions, laughing at Luis's dry observations about Portuguese bureaucracy.

They asked questions too. What did Brian do? (Software sales, partly remote, which was how they could travel.) What did Lana do? (Marketing for a small wellness brand, also remote, also why this trip was possible.) How long had they been together? (Four years, going on five.) How was their hotel? (Insane. Unreal. The balcony alone was worth it. They could practically sleep out there.)

Normal questions. Normal answers. The kind of conversation you might have with anyone in a bar.

But every so often, something shifted.

A look from Fernando that lasted a beat too long. The way Luis's hand rested on the table, close to Lana's without quite touching. The heat that crept into otherwise innocent questions.

"So," Luis said, leaning back in his chair, "you mentioned you've talked to other people. About... this. About what you're looking for."

Lana nodded, unflinching. "I did. A lot of research, actually. I wanted to understand how to do this right."

Fernando's eyebrows rose slightly, approving. "That's smart. Not everyone does that."

"Lana's smart about everything," Brian said, and the pride in his voice was real.

Luis and Fernando exchanged a glance. Something passed between them. Recognition, maybe. Or respect.

The conversation drifted again, to travel, to food, to the differences between American and Portuguese culture. But the undertone had shifted. There was a new awareness now, a current running beneath the words.

At one point, Fernando asked about their balcony—the view, the size—and there was something in the way he said it that made Brian's pulse quicken. Just slightly. Just enough.

Lana answered smoothly, describing the terrace, the stone walls, the way the city spread out below. Her voice was steady, but Brian noticed the way her fingers played with the stem of her wine glass. A tell he knew well.

She was feeling it too.

The hour grew later. The bar filled, then emptied again. Their glasses were refilled once, then twice. The jazz played on.

At some point, Luis was mid-sentence, describing a restaurant they had to try before leaving Lisbon, something about the best seafood in the city. Fernando nodded along, adding details. Normal conversation. Safe.

But Lana wasn't looking at them.

Brian felt her gaze before he turned to meet it. When he did, the rest of the bar seemed to fall away.

Her dark eyes were fixed on him with an intensity that stopped his breath. There was heat there, yes. As was the familiar wanting that lived between them. But there was something else too. Something deeper. A question, maybe. Or an answer.

All of it, tangled together in a single look. The kind of communication that had nothing to do with words, the kind that only came from four years of learning each other's language.

Luis kept talking in the background. Something about grilled sardines, about a view of the river. Fernando laughed at something. The bar hummed with its quiet jazz and murmured conversations.

But Brian saw none of it. He saw only Lana. Only her eyes, speaking a language only he understood.

And he knew exactly what message they were sending.
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Chapter 6: One Big Uber Ride
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The message in Lana's eyes lingered, even as the conversation around them continued. Brian felt it like a pulse, steady and insistent, grounding him in the middle of this strange and wonderful evening.

Luis was still talking about seafood. Fernando was nodding along. But something had shifted at the table, an almost imperceptible realignment of gravity. They were all aware now. All feeling it.

Brian drained the last of his wine and set the glass down with a quiet clink. "You know," he said, interrupting Luis mid-sentence, "we could continue this conversation somewhere with a better view."

Luis raised an eyebrow. "Oh?"

"Our hotel," Lana picked up smoothly, her voice carrying that particular warmth Brian knew meant she was fully in. "The balcony's even better at night. The city lights... you really have to see it."

Fernando's smile widened. "That sounds incredible. If you're sure?"

Brian pulled out his phone, already opening the Uber app. "Absolutely. I'll get us a car."

The ride-share arrived in minutes, a sleek black sedan that pulled up to the curb just as they stepped out of the bar. The driver, a young man with a carefully groomed beard, popped the trunk and helped with absolutely nothing because none of them had brought anything.

Then came the negotiation of seating.

Fernando, with an easy shrug, claimed the front passenger seat. "I get car sick if I'm not in front," he explained, though the twinkle in his eye suggested he was just bullshitting.

That left the back seat for three.

Lana slid in first, settling into the middle position naturally. Luis followed from the other side, his warmth immediately present against her right shoulder. Brian climbed in last, the door closing behind him with a solid thunk, and suddenly they were pressed together in the intimate darkness of the moving car.

It was a tight fit. Deliberately so, Brian thought, or maybe the universe was just helping them along. Lana's thigh pressed against his, her hand finding his knee in the dim light. On her other side, Luis's arm rested along the back of the seat, not quite touching her shoulders but close enough that the heat of him was unmistakable.

The car pulled away from the curb, climbing toward the hills.

"Okay, but seriously," Luis said, picking up a thread from earlier, "you haven't lived until you've had a pastel de nata from that place in Belém. The original ones. Everywhere else is just... imitation."

"Better than the ones we had this morning?" Lana asked, turning toward him. The movement brought her closer to Brian too, her body shifting against his.

Luis made a face of mock horror. "You had morning pastéis de nata? From where?"

"A tiny shop near the castle. Old grandmother. No English."

"Okay, those are acceptable." Luis grinned. "But Belém is different. Belém is religion."

The car wound through narrow streets, lights flashing past in streaks of gold and white. Brian felt Lana relax incrementally against him, the tension of the evening melting into something warmer. Her hand was still on his knee, but her fingers had begun tracing small patterns. Idle, absent, but loaded with meaning.

Fernando turned in the front seat, glancing back at them. "So this hotel. It's really that nice?"

"The pictures don't do it justice," Lana said. "We keep saying that about everything here. The pictures don't do it justice. But the hotel especially. It's a converted palace. Actual stone walls. Beams in the ceiling."

"And the balcony," Brian added. "Seriously. You could host a party out there."

Luis's eyes gleamed in the passing light. "Maybe you will."

The words hung in the air, loaded with possibility. Lana's fingers tightened on Brian's knee. He covered her hand with his own, a silent acknowledgment.

The rest of the drive passed in easy banter: Fernando pointing out landmarks, Luis teasing him about being a tour guide, Lana laughing at their easy chemistry. Brian found himself laughing too, genuinely, surprised by how comfortable this felt. How normal. Two handsome Portuguese guys, an American couple, all crammed into an Uber together, heading up a hill toward something none of them could quite name yet.

The car pulled into the hotel's sweeping driveway. Brian handled the payment while they tumbled out, the night air hitting them like a wave. It was already a little cooler up here, carrying the scent of jasmine from somewhere in the gardens.

Fernando let out a low whistle, taking in the facade. "This is... this is really a hotel?"

"Told you," Lana said, already leading the way inside.

They rode the elevator in comfortable silence, the kind that doesn't need filling. Through the corridor, past the ornate sconces and the old paintings, until Brian slid the key card into the door and pushed it open.

The room opened before them, the color of candlelight from the bedside lamps they'd left on. But no one looked at the bed.

Lana crossed directly to the French doors, pushing them open. The sheer curtains billowed inward, carrying the night air with them. "Come see."

They stepped onto the balcony as a group, the terrace spacious enough to hold them all with room to spare. Lisbon sprawled below, a constellation of lights tumbling down to the dark ribbon of the river. The 25 de Abril Bridge glittered in the distance, its red silhouette softened by night. A warm breeze moved through them, carrying the faint sounds of the city—distant music, a car horn, laughter from somewhere far below.

"Meu Deus," Fernando breathed, leaning against the balustrade. "This is... this is amazing."

Luis stood beside him, equally struck. "You can see the castle from here. Look, there—the lights on the hill."

Lana moved to stand between them, pointing out landmarks she'd learned in just two days. Brian hung back slightly, watching. Taking it in. The way the city lights caught in her dark hair. The way she gestured with her whole body when she was excited. The way Luis and Fernando leaned in, drawn to her warmth like moths.

Then, as if sensing his gaze, she turned.

Their eyes met across the balcony. And in hers, he saw the question again—is this really happening?—but also something else. Something that looked almost like wonder. Like gratitude. Like thank you for being here, for being mine, for making this possible.

Brian nodded slightly. Just enough. Just for her.

She smiled, that slow, dangerous smile he knew so well, and turned back to the view.

For a long moment, they all just stood there. Four people on a balcony overlooking one of the most beautiful cities in the world, the night wrapped around them like a promise.

Then Fernando turned from the gorgeous nighttime view.

His eyes found Lana first, standing close enough to touch. Something shifted in his expression. There was appreciation, yes, but this was more than that. Recognition. Recognition that said, Yes. This is right. This is what we came for.

Luis turned too, following his friend's gaze. His eyes traveled over Lana with a slowness that was almost reverent, taking her in against the backdrop of the glittering city.

Lana felt the weight of their attention like a physical thing. Warm. Heavy. Welcome.

She looked at Fernando first, meeting his gaze directly. She held it. She let him see that she wasn't afraid, wasn't shy, wasn't anything but present and aware and choosing this.

Then she looked at Luis. Same directness. Same heat. Same unspoken invitation.

They looked back at her, both of them, and in their eyes was everything they hadn't said at the bar. Everything they'd been holding back. Want, yes. But also a type of respect. Also a sense of wonder. Also the unmistakable message that she was seen, truly seen, and found to be extraordinary.

The three of them stood there, locked in a triangle of glances, the city spread out below them and the night stretching on forever.

And Brian, watching from the edge of the balcony, felt his heart swell with something he couldn't quite name. Pride, maybe. Love, definitely. And anticipation so sharp it was almost painful.

This was happening.

This was really happening.
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Chapter 7: Starting
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The moment stretched, elastic and infinite, four people suspended in the golden glow of Lisbon night.

Then Lana moved.

She didn't walk so much as drift, pulled by some invisible current toward the open French doors. The sheer curtains whispered against her skin as she passed through them, stepping from the balcony into the almost-candlelit warmth of the room. Behind her, she heard the soft footfalls of the others following.

No one spoke. There was no need.

The bed dominated the space, massive and white, piled with pillows that seemed to float in the dim light. But no one looked at it. Not yet. That was a destination, and they were still in the space between—the threshold where anticipation lived.

Lana turned to face them.

Brian stood closest, his blue eyes appearing dark in the low light, watching her with that familiar intensity she'd loved for four years. Behind him, Luis and Fernando had stopped just inside the doors, their broad shoulders blocking the balcony light, casting them in silhouette.

She held Brian's gaze first. A lifetime of communication passed between them in a heartbeat: I love you. I trust you. I'm yours. This is ours.

Then she turned to Luis.

He was closer now than he'd been on the balcony, close enough that she could see the flecks of gold in his brown eyes, the slight unevenness of his stubble, the way his breath had quickened almost imperceptibly. She reached up, her fingers finding the side of his face, and pulled him down to her.

The kiss was soft at first. Questioning. His lips were warm and tasted faintly of the beer he'd drunk hours ago. He kissed like someone who paid attention: responsive, present, letting her lead. Her hand slid from his cheek to the back of his neck, fingers threading into his hair, and the kiss deepened.

When she pulled back, Luis's eyes had gone darker. His hand came up to mirror hers, thumb brushing across her lower lip. "Beautiful," he murmured, more to himself than to her.

Then Fernando.

He'd been watching, she knew, felt the weight of his gaze like heat from a fire. When she turned to him, he was already reaching for her, his larger frame folding around hers with surprising gentleness. His mouth was different from Luis's, feeling firmer, more insistent, but no less attentive. He kissed like a man who knew what he wanted and was patient enough to wait for it. One hand settled at her waist, the other at the nape of her neck, holding her exactly where he wanted her.

She broke the kiss slowly, reluctantly, her lips tingling.

Behind Fernando, she caught a glimpse of Brian. He hadn't moved, hadn't spoken, but his eyes were burning. That look... God, that look. It was the one he got when they played, when he watched her, when he was exactly where he wanted to be. In control. Present. Hers.

She smiled at him, just a small curve of her lips, and turned back to Luis.

This kiss was faster, hungrier. His hands found her waist, pulling her closer, and she felt the solid warmth of him against her. When she pulled away, Fernando was there, waiting, and she kissed him again too.

Back and forth.

Luis. Fernando. Luis. Fernando.

Each kiss was different: Luis softer, more exploratory; Fernando bolder, more demanding. Each kiss built on the last, the heat climbing, the space between them shrinking. Her dress had ridden up slightly, the hem creeping above her knees. Fernando's hand was still at her waist, his thumb tracing circles on her hip through the thin fabric. Luis had found the curve of her shoulder, his fingers trailing along the strap of her dress.

Brian watched, motionless, a statue with living eyes. She could feel his gaze on her like a brand, and it only made her want more. Made her kiss deeper. Made her press closer to the men who held her.

Luis's mouth found her neck, warm and insistent, and she tilted her head back with a soft sound. The motion brought her closer to Fernando, who took immediate advantage, his lips brushing along her collarbone, her shoulder, the edge of her jaw. They worked in tandem, instinctively, one pulling back as the other leaned in, creating a rhythm that felt almost choreographed.

Her hands moved without conscious thought. One tangled in Luis's hair, the other gripping Fernando's shoulder. Their scents surrounded her, different but complementary: something clean and citrusy on Luis, something warmer, spicier on Fernando. She was surrounded, held, wanted in a way that made her feel like the most precious thing in the world.

Luis's mouth returned to hers, and she kissed him deeply, her body arching into his. When she broke away, Fernando was already there, capturing her lips before she could turn. His kiss was longer this time, deeper, and she felt his hand slide from her waist to the small of her back, pressing her against him.

Behind him, she saw Brian shift slightly. Not moving closer—he was too controlled for that, too aware of his role in this moment. But something in his posture had changed. A subtle realignment, like a hunter settling in to watch.

The thought of him watching, of him seeing her like this, sent a thrill through her that had nothing to do with the men touching her.

Luis's fingers found the strap of her dress again, this time tracing it down her shoulder. The fabric shifted, exposing more of her skin to the warm air. Fernando noticed immediately, his lips following the path Luis's fingers had traced, kissing the newly bare shoulder.

She was lost in sensation, in the push and pull of two mouths, two sets of hands, two bodies surrounding her. The world had narrowed to this: the taste of Luis, the feel of Fernando, the weight of Brian's gaze.

Luis pulled back slightly, his eyes meeting hers. Something unspoken passed between them. A question, maybe, or simply acknowledgment of how far they'd come in one evening. Then his gaze dropped, following the line of her dress, the way it hung precariously from one shoulder.

Fernando noticed too. His hands, still at her back, found the small knot of fabric tied just below her shoulder blades. The bow that held everything in place. His fingers brushed against it, not pulling, just... resting there. A question of his own.

Luis's hand came up, mirroring Fernando's. His fingers touched the same knot from the other side, his knuckles brushing against Fernando's in the process. They looked at each other briefly—a glance that held surprise, then acknowledgment, then something like shared understanding.

Then both men looked down at Lana.

Her breath caught. The room seemed to hold its breath with her. Behind the Portuguese men, she could see Brian, still watching, still waiting, still trusting her to lead this dance.

Fernando's fingers tightened slightly on the knot.

Luis's followed suit.

They didn't pull. Not yet. They simply held the ties, waiting, their eyes on hers, asking permission without words.

Lana looked at them: really looked, seeing the want and the restraint and the desire to do this right all tangled together. Then she looked past them, past the broad shoulders and the waiting hands, to the blonde man standing in the shadows.

Brian met her gaze. And slowly, almost imperceptibly, he nodded.

She turned back to Luis and Fernando.

And they reached for the ties at the back of her dress.
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Chapter 8: The Circle
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The whisper of silk sliding down her skin was the only sound in the room. Luis and Fernando worked together, their knuckles brushing as they untied the knot at her back. The dress pooled at her feet in a heap of shadow, leaving her bathed in the warm, dim light, vulnerable and exposed.

Before the moment could settle, a new presence filled it. A soft footfall on the thick carpet, a shift in the air. Brian stepped out from the deep shadows near the door, his blue eyes fixed on her. He’d been watching, absorbing, and now he was done waiting. He crossed the space between them with a quiet purpose that made her breath hitch.

“Move,” he said, his voice low and calm, directed at Luis and Fernando. It wasn’t a request. It was a statement of fact. They parted instinctively, creating a path for him.

He stopped directly in front of her, his gaze sweeping over her naked form, a look so possessive and full of pride it made her knees weak. He didn’t touch her, not at first. He just looked, and in that look, she felt more cherished than she had in all the preceding touches combined.

Then he reached out, his fingers tracing her jawline, tilting her face up to his. “My turn,” he murmured, just for her.

She answered not with words, but with action. Her hands, steady and sure, found the leather of his belt. The buckle was warm from his body. She worked it open, the metallic click loud in the silence. His zipper followed. She hooked her fingers into his waistband, tugging his trousers and boxers down in one smooth motion. He sprang free, hard and ready, a testament to the effect she had on him.

She sank to her knees on the plush carpet, the soft fibers a stark contrast to the hard floor she expected. She looked up at him from this new angle, her dark hair a cascade around her shoulders, her lips slightly parted. He groaned softly, his hand coming to rest on the back of her head, his fingers tangling in her silky strands.

She took him into her mouth. It was a familiar dance, one they had perfected over years. She started with a soft kiss to the tip, her tongue swirling around the sensitive head, tasting the salty bead of moisture there. He tightened his grip on her hair, a silent encouragement. She took him deeper, her lips stretching around his girth, her tongue flattening against the underside of his shaft as she slowly, deliberately engulfed him.

She hollowed her cheeks, creating a tight, wet heat, and began to move. Up and down, her head bobbing in a steady rhythm. Each time she pulled back, she swirled her tongue, teasing him before taking him deep again. When he hit the back of her throat, she didn’t gag. She relaxed, taking him even deeper, her nose brushing against the coarse hair at his base. He let out a ragged breath, his hips thrusting forward just slightly. She held him there, her throat constricting around him, her eyes watering slightly before she pulled back, gasping for air.

“Christ, Lana,” he breathed, his voice thick with pleasure.

She smiled up at him, then turned her head. Luis was standing just to the side, his eyes dark with lust, his own pants already undone, his cock in his hand. She didn’t hesitate. She shifted on her knees, her mouth leaving Brian and finding Luis. He was different—slightly thicker, his taste cleaner. She took him with the same enthusiasm, her lips and tongue working him over, learning his shape, his rhythm. He was less controlled than Brian, his hips jerking as she deepthroated him, a guttural moan escaping his lips.

She felt a presence on her other side. Fernando. He was stroking himself slowly, his gaze fixed on her mouth as it worked on Luis. She released Luis with a wet pop and turned to Fernando. He was the largest of the three, and she had to open her jaw wider to accommodate him. She took him deep, her hands coming up to cup his heavy balls, rolling them gently as she sucked. His hand joined Brian’s on her head, not guiding, just resting, a heavy, possessive weight.

And so it began. The circle.

She moved from one to the next, a perfect, hedonistic rhythm. Brian to Luis. Luis to Fernando. Fernando back to Brian. Each man was a new sensation, a new taste, a new weight on her tongue. She was the center of their world, her mouth the point of their convergence. The room filled with the sounds of their pleasure: Brian’s low groans, Luis’s sharp intakes of breath, Fernando’s deep, rumbling moans, and the wet, rhythmic sounds of her mouth at work.

She lost track of time. There was only the circle, the heat, the taste of them. She deepthroated Brian again, holding him until her lungs burned, pulling back to see the look of pure bliss on his face. She took Luis deep, her tongue flicking his most sensitive spot until he shuddered. She swallowed Fernando whole, her throat working around him until he swore softly in Portuguese.

Her knees ached, her jaw was sore, but she didn’t stop. She couldn’t. This was a fever, and she was burning with it. She was a goddess, a siren, a creature made for this moment. Her hands were busy too, stroking whichever man she wasn’t currently sucking, keeping them all on the edge, all lost in the pleasure she was giving.

Brian’s fingers tightened in her hair. “Lana,” he warned, his voice strained. “I’m close.”

She pulled off him, but only for a second. She looked up at the three men standing over her, their faces etched with ecstasy, their bodies taut with need. She smiled, a slow, satisfied smile, and then she went back to work, faster, harder, taking each of them to the brink and back again, her mouth a relentless, perfect, beautiful machine.

The rhythm was hypnotic, a cycle of heat and need. Lana was lost in it, her world narrowed to the three men surrounding her, the taste of them, the sounds of their pleasure. But just as Fernando’s hand tightened in her hair, his breath coming in harsh pants, a strong arm circled her waist.

Brian.

He pulled her gently but firmly away, breaking the circle. “On the bed,” he said, his voice a command that was also a caress.

Luis and Fernando moved with him, lifting her effortlessly from her knees. The world swam for a moment as she was carried, a tangle of limbs and soft skin, to the massive white bed. They laid her down in the center, her dark hair fanning out against the pristine pillows. For a second, they just looked at her, their chests heaving, their eyes burning with a shared, predatory hunger.

Brian moved first, positioning himself between her legs. He didn’t wait. He pushed inside her in one smooth, deep stroke, and she cried out, her back arching off the bed. He was familiar, perfect, and the sudden fullness was a dizzying pleasure. He set a punishing rhythm, his hips slamming against hers, the sound of flesh on flesh filling the room. Her smaller breasts bounced with every powerful thrust, the sight drawing a low groan from Luis.

Fernando knelt by her head, his cock still hard and glistening. He guided himself to her lips, and she opened for him willingly. He slid into her mouth, and the world tilted again. She was pinned between them, filled from both ends. Brian’s deep, steady strokes in her pussy, Fernando’s firm, insistent thrusts in her mouth. She was a vessel for their pleasure, and the thought sent a jolt of pure ecstasy through her.

She moaned around Fernando’s length, the vibrations making him hiss. Brian grunted, his pace quickening, his eyes locked on the sight of her stretched around another man. “Fuck, Lana,” he gritted out, his rhythm becoming erratic. “I’m gonna...”

He drove into her one last time, deep and hard, and she felt him pulse, a hot flood filling her as he came with a loud, shuddering groan. He collapsed against her for a moment, his breath hot on her chest, before pulling out.

Before she could even process the emptiness, Luis was there, taking Brian’s place. He was thicker, and as he pushed into her, already slick with Brian’s release, she gasped. He stretched her in a new way, a delicious ache that had her toes curling. He began to move, slower than Brian but just as deep, grinding into her, hitting a spot that made her see stars.

Out of the corner of her eye, she saw a faint glow. Brian, standing beside the bed, had his phone in his hand. The screen illuminated his face as he angled it, the soft click of him tapping his screen inaudible over the sounds of their bodies. He was taking pictures. Capturing this moment: Fernando’s cock in her mouth, Luis’s disappearing inside her, her face flushed with ecstasy.

A flicker of something—exposure, vulnerability—shot through her, but it was instantly consumed by the fire. Fernando saw the phone too. He glanced at Brian, then back down at Lana, and a dark smile touched his lips. He didn’t stop. If anything, he thrust deeper. Luis noticed as well, his rhythm never faltering. They didn’t care. They liked it. The thought made her clench around Luis, who groaned in response.

Fernando’s thrusts became faster, more frantic. “Where?” he growled, pulling out of her mouth.

She didn’t have to answer. He stroked himself once, twice, then grunted as he came, thick, hot stripes of his release painting her face and her breasts. It was primal, a claiming. She closed her eyes, feeling the warm drops land on her skin. Her fantasy come to life.

Now it was just Luis. He was the only one left, the only one still inside her. He slowed his pace, his movements becoming more deliberate, more intimate. He leaned over her, bracing himself on his elbows, his body covering hers. The frantic energy of the moment shifted into something else, something deeper. He looked into her eyes, his gaze no longer just lustful, but filled with a strange, tender awe.

“You feel so good,” he murmured, his voice thick. He kissed her, a soft, deep kiss that tasted of sweat and sex and Fernando. He began to move again, his hips rolling in a steady, maddening rhythm that built the pressure inside her slowly, exquisitely. His thumb found her clit, rubbing in tight circles as he thrust into her.

The coil in her stomach tightened, winding impossibly tight. “Luis,” she gasped, her hands gripping his shoulders.

Brian had never heard her moan another man’s name.

“Cum for me,” Luis whispered against her lips. “Be a good girl and cum for me, baby.”

The words were her undoing. The pressure snapped, and she cried out, her body convulsing around him as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through her. He followed her over the edge, screaming.

“Oh fuck!” Luis yelled out.

“Oh! OHH! OH GOD!” Lana cried back.

Luis lay atop her, stretching Lana deep, feeling his own release flooding her as he buried his face in her neck with kisses and a long, guttural moan.

For a long moment, they just lay there, tangled together, breathing heavily. The air was thick with the scent of sex and sweat. Luis lifted his head, his eyes soft as he looked down at her. He gently brushed a stray strand of hair from her sticky cheek.

“Good girl,” he murmured again, the words a soft, intimate benediction.

He slowly pulled out, leaving her feeling empty and utterly spent.

Lana turned her head on the pillow. Brian was still standing there, his phone now lowered. His face was flushed, his blue eyes wide and fixed on the sight of her, marked and used and beautiful. He wasn’t smiling. Not necessarily. He was just... watching. And as their eyes met, a deep, undeniable blush crept up his neck. He looked away, down at the floor, as if suddenly ashamed. But she knew it wasn’t shame. It was the overwhelming, confusing, and undeniable fact that he loved watching this more than he had ever loved anything else.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 9: Drenched
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The silence in the room was a living thing, heavy and saturated. Lana lay on the bed, a mess of sweat, semen, and bliss, her limbs feeling like lead. Luis’s praise still echoed in her ears. Brian’s blush was burned into her memory. She thought it was over, that the storm had passed and they would all collapse into a satiated heap.

She was wrong.

Luis shifted beside her, his weight leaving the mattress. He stood, his body a long, powerful silhouette in the dim light. He looked down at her, his expression unreadable. Then he spoke, his voice devoid of its previous softness, now all command.

“Get up.”

Lana blinked, her hazy mind struggling to process the order. Before she could move, Fernando was on his feet as well, standing beside Luis. They looked like two pillars of judgment, their eyes fixed on her.

“On the floor,” Fernando added, his tone just as firm. “On your hands and knees.”

A jolt went through Lana, sharp and electric. It wasn’t fear. It was anticipation. This raw, unapologetic dominance was a drug. She didn’t hesitate. She swung her legs off the bed, despite her muscles protesting, and slid to the floor. The cool, hard tiles of the bedroom floor were a shock against her flushed skin. She positioned herself as instructed, her palms flat on the stone, her knees apart, her ass presented to them. She felt utterly exposed, completely at their mercy. She loved it.

From the corner of her eye, she saw Brian. He was still by the bed, his phone in his hand, his mouth slightly agape. He looked stunned, his eyes wide with disbelief as he watched her obey without question. He couldn’t comprehend it, this effortless submission, this immediate surrender to their command. He saw her not as his wife, but as a creature of pure, unadulterated need, and the sight transfixed him.

He raised his phone again. This time, he didn’t take a picture. He hit record.

Luis knelt behind her, his hands gripping her hips. He ran his thumbs over the curve of her ass, a possessive caress. “You’re going to take all of us again,” he stated, not asked. “Understood?”

“Yes,” she breathed, her voice trembling with excitement.

Fernando knelt in front of her, grabbing a fistful of her dark hair and pulling her head up. He guided his already hardening cock to her lips. “Open.”

She opened her mouth, and he slid inside, filling her. He wasn’t gentle this time. He set a hard, deep rhythm, fucking her face with long, deliberate strokes that made her choke and splutter. Saliva dripped from the corners of her mouth, pooling on the tiles beneath her.

Then she felt Luis at her entrance. He rubbed the head of his cock against her slick folds, teasing her, making her whimper around Fernando’s length. With one powerful thrust, he buried himself inside her to the hilt. The force of it pushed her forward, taking Fernando even deeper down her throat. She was trapped, impaled between them, a perfect, willing vessel.

They found a brutal, syncopated rhythm. As Luis slammed into her from behind, driving the air from her lungs, Fernando would pull back, only to thrust forward as Luis retreated. The sounds were obscene—the slap of Luis’s hips against her ass, the wet, gagging sounds from her throat, their guttural grunts and her muffled moans. She was being used, thoroughly and completely, and every nerve ending in her body was on fire. She pushed back against Luis, meeting his thrusts, urging him deeper, harder.

Brian circled them slowly, his phone held steady, capturing everything. He got the angle of Luis’s thick cock stretching her pussy, the way her ass jiggled with every impact. He moved to her side, filming the way her breasts swung beneath her, the tears of pleasure and effort leaking from her eyes as Fernando fucked her mouth. He was documenting her debasement, and the look on his face was one of rapt, confused fascination.

The pace quickened. Luis’s grip on her hips became bruising, his thrusts turning erratic. “Fuck, I’m going to fill you up. Just like before! I’m going to fill you up again,” he groaned, his voice tight.

This seemed to turn Fernando on.

“Mmm! Be a good girl and take it,” he groaned as he fucked her face faster.

Brian suddenly heard the sound of Luis spanking her from behind. He adjusted his view to capture more of his spankings.

Then, suddenly, Fernando’s hand tightened in her hair, holding her head still as he drove into her rapidly. “Swallow it all,” he commanded, his voice a raw snarl. “All of it!”

They came almost simultaneously.

Luis slammed into her with a final, guttural shout, and she felt him pulse, a hot, thick flood of his cum erupting deep inside her pussy, coating her insides. At the exact same moment, Fernando’s cock throbbed in her mouth. He let out a long, shuddering moan as his release hit the back of her throat, hot and salty and endless. She swallowed instinctively, her throat working to take every drop, her body convulsing with the force of their combined orgasms.

Neither man pulled out. Luis stayed buried inside her, his weight heavy on her back as he caught his breath. Fernando remained in her mouth, softening slowly as she gently milked him with her tongue. They held her there, pinned between them, their cum filling her from both ends, a complete and total possession.

Finally, Fernando released her hair and slowly withdrew, a thin string of saliva and cum connecting her lips to his tip before breaking. Luis followed, pulling out of her with a wet, slick sound. A warm trickle of his release immediately began to run down the inside of her thigh.

Lana collapsed onto the tiles, her body trembling, unable to hold herself up any longer. She lay in a pool of their mingled fluids, her cheek pressed against the cool stone, utterly wrecked and blissfully content.

Her fantasy was just as sexy as she’d envisioned.

Now, Brian thought it was finally over.

He was wrong.

Somehow, slowly, Lana managed to get on her hands and knees. She wasn’t going to leave her man hanging.

She crawled over to him.

“How about you, honey? You deserve pleasure, too.”

“Are... are you sure baby?” he asked, knowing how much of herself she’d just given. How spent she must have felt.

“Yes,” she nodded, unable to say much more, but still having a look of certainty and determination about her. As if she were happy to do it.

A slow, tired smile spread across Brian’s face, a mixture of awe and adoration. He didn’t argue. He simply nodded, backing up until his legs hit the plush armchair in the corner of the room. He sat down, his phone still clutched in his hand, and watched as she crawled toward him. It was a slow, deliberate prowl across the tile floor, a predator’s movement that was both exhausted and utterly mesmerizing.

Luis and Fernando had collapsed onto the bed, their bodies sprawled across the white linens, but their heads were turned, their eyes following her every move. They were spectators now, their satisfaction evident in the lazy, contented looks on their faces.

Lana reached the chair and rested her cheek against Brian’s knee, looking up at him. He was already hard again, his desire for her palpable. He raised the phone, the red recording light a tiny beacon in the dim room. She loved that light. It made her feel like a star in the most private, debaucherous movie ever made.

She didn’t waste any time. With a soft sigh, she settled between his legs, her hands resting on his thighs. She took him into her mouth, not with the frantic energy from before, but with a slow, reverent intimacy. This wasn’t about being used; this was about worship. She took her time, her tongue tracing every vein, her lips creating a tight, warm seal as she began to move up and down.

She looked up, her dark eyes locking with his through and around the lens of the phone. She could see his face from behind it, a display of pure satisfaction and bliss. He was filming her, but he was also completely captivated by her. The thought sent a powerful thrill through her. She was performing for him, for the camera, for the two men watching from the bed, and she had never felt more powerful.

She took him deeper, relaxing her throat, swallowing around him. His breath hitched, and his free hand came down to rest gently on her head, his fingers tangling in her sweat-damp hair. He wasn’t guiding her, just touching her, a silent connection that grounded the moment. She moaned softly around his length, the vibration making his hips twitch.

Her pace increased, her head bobbing in a steady, hypnotic rhythm. She could feel him tensing, his breathing growing ragged. She knew he was close. She doubled her efforts, her hand coming up to stroke his shaft in time with her mouth, her tongue swirling around the head on every upstroke.

“Lana,” he groaned, his voice strained. “Baby, I’m...”

He didn’t even finish the sentence. With a sharp, shuddering gasp, he came. 

“Oh fuck! Please baby don’t stop!” Brian cried. His release flooded her mouth, hot and thick. After a few more bobs of her head, she held perfectly still, her lips sealed around him, taking everything he had to give until his body went limp in the chair.

Slowly, she pulled back, letting him slip from her mouth. She didn’t swallow. Instead, she tilted her head back slightly and looked directly into the phone camera, her lips parted. She showed him the pool of pearly white cum resting on her tongue. It was a final, explicit act of surrender, a gift offered to him and to the lens.

Brian’s breath froze in his chest. He zoomed in slightly, his hand perfectly steady, capturing the footage forever.

She held the pose for a heartbeat, letting him see, letting him savor the sight. Then, with a deliberate, slow motion, she closed her mouth and swallowed. She opened her mouth again, showing him it was empty. All gone.

A low chuckle came from the bed. Fernando. Luis just shook his head, a look of profound respect on his face.

“Incredible,” one of them said.

Brian lowered the phone, the recording light blinking off. He looked down at her, his blue eyes soft and full of an emotion so deep it almost scared him. He reached out, his thumb gently wiping a stray drop from the corner of her mouth.

“Good girl,” he whispered, his voice thick with emotion and satisfaction.

In that moment, all four of them were completely and utterly sated. The room was quiet, save for their soft breathing. Lana rested her head against Brian’s thigh, her body finally giving in to the exhaustion, her heart full. She had given them everything, and in doing so, had claimed a power all her own.

And then, finally, he was certain.

Certain she was right for him. Certain this lifestyle could be for them. Certain that he was her man, and she was his woman.

His girl had just shown him a whole new world.  One he hadn’t known could possibly exist.

There was no shame. No guilt. Only pleasure.

Lana grinned at Brian, and Brian grinned at Lana.

The two of them were all each other really needed. They were built for one another.

Everything else was just a bonus.
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			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}
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