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Chapter 1: The Couple
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The taxi struggled over the cobblestones, suspension groaning with each uneven bump. Through the tinted glass, Barcelona unfolded in golden stone and wrought iron, late afternoon light setting the ancient facades on fire.

Jocelyn pressed closer to the window, drinking it in. "Worth the flight," she murmured.

Kurt watched her instead of the view. He always did.

The taxi stopped where the street narrowed, unable to go further. The hotel entrance waited twenty meters ahead, a discreet wooden door tucked between a gallery and a tapas bar. No sign. That was the point.

The driver popped the trunk. Kurt climbed out first, stretching his long frame after the flight, then turned to offer Jocelyn his hand. She took it, stepping onto the cobblestones in sandals that made a soft sound against the stone. Behind her, the trunk gaped open with their matching rolling bags, dark leather scuffed from years of use.

Years of everywhere they’ve ever been. Mostly together.

Kurt pulled the bags free while Jocelyn stood, taking it all in: the narrow street, the distant murmur of conversation from the bar, the smell of olive oil and salt air. She looked relaxed in a way she hadn't been at the airport. Travel did that to her. The anonymity of it. The permission.

"Should we?" Kurt nodded toward the door.

She smiled. That smile. The one that still did things to him after six years together.

The hotel lobby was small, cool, tiled in geometric patterns. A young woman at the desk greeted them in Catalan-accented Spanish. But of course, they had no way of even knowing this. Kurt handled the check-in while Jocelyn wandered, trailing fingers over a dark wood console, examining a black-and-white photograph of the city in the 1950s. Older couples walked differently here. Slower. Closer.

People would have opinions, she thought. About them. About their marriage. About the life they'd built in the spaces no one else could see.

Let them.

The elevator was old and small, just enough room for them and the bags. Kurt pressed four. The cage door rattled shut. In the close silence, Jocelyn caught his eye in the distorted brass of the elevator wall. She held contact with him.

He didn't look away. He almost never did.

The room opened onto a courtyard instead of the street, which meant quiet. A king bed dominated the space, with crisp white linens, and a wooden headboard. Shuttered doors led to a tiny balcony. The bathroom light glowed warm through frosted glass.

Kurt parked the bags by the armoire. Jocelyn moved to the balcony doors, pushing them open. Cool air drifted in, carrying the scent of jasmine from somewhere below.

Behind her, she heard the zipper of a bag. Then silence.

She turned.

Kurt stood by the bed, hands empty now. Watching her with that look. The one that meant he was thinking. Planning. The one that had proposed to her in a rainstorm in Chicago, down on one knee in puddles, because he couldn't wait another minute.

"What?" she asked.

He shook his head slowly. "Just happy we're here."

She knew that wasn't all of it. All these years together meant knowing the difference between a statement and a placeholder.

But she also knew he'd tell her when he was ready. He always did. And whatever he was planning, whatever careful architecture lived behind those eyes, she trusted it. She had always trusted it. Just like she’d trusted her intuition about Kurt in the first place. That was the thing people never understood about them. The freedom came from the trust. Not the other way around.

Jocelyn crossed to the bed, sat on the edge, and slowly slipped off her sandals. The tiles were cool against her feet. She leaned back on her palms, looking up at him.

"So," she said. "We're here."

"We're here."

Her mouth curved slowly. Not a smile exactly. Something more private. More knowing.

Kurt's breath caught. Just slightly. The way it always did.

"What?" she asked, echoing him.

He came to her then, sat beside her on the bed, their shoulders touching. Outside, Barcelona hummed its early evening song. Inside, the only sound was their breathing.

Jocelyn turned her head. Met his eyes again.

And smirked.

Not a question. Not a demand. Just a promise, hanging in the jasmine-scented air between them.

Kurt reached for her hand. Threaded his fingers through hers.

“I love you,” Kurt said before kissing her.

“I love you too, honey,” she responded, before the couple engaged in a deep, long kiss. Immediately, they were each provided with such an immense comfort. They felt immersed in it.

Whatever came next, they'd meet it together.

The sun dropped lower beyond the courtyard. The room grew golden.

And somewhere in Kurt's pocket, his phone buzzed with a message he wouldn't check until later. When it was time for it.
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Chapter 2: Plans in Motion
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Morning light slipped through the shutters, painting gold bars across the tile floor. Outside, Barcelona was fully awake—dishes clinking in the tapas bar below, the distant rumble of traffic, someone shouting a greeting across the street.

Jocelyn knelt beside her suitcase, still in her robe, hair tousled from sleep. The case lay open before her, yesterday's clothes folded neatly to one side. Beneath them, neatly arranged, lay the real cargo.

Kurt sat on the edge of the bed, coffee in hand, watching.

She lifted the first layer—a linen dress, a silk blouse, the white jeans she'd worn through the Gothic Quarter yesterday. Beneath them, folded with intention, waited the rest.

"Jesus," Kurt breathed.

Jocelyn smiled without looking up. "I told you I packed light."

She began lifting pieces out, laying them across the foot of the bed. Black lace. Deep red satin. A pale blush set she'd bought on a whim last month and never worn. Sheer bodysuits, garter belts, a babydoll in midnight blue. Matching sets and mismatched pieces, silk and mesh and embroidery. The bed became a landscape of possibility.

Beside them, propped against the wall, stood two pairs of heels. Strappy stilettos in a nude shade, and a taller pair in black patent leather. A third pair, silver and barely there, still waited in the suitcase.

Kurt ran a hand over the fabric closest to him. "You planning to stay in the room the whole trip?" Kurt teased.

"Maybe." She finally looked up, that familiar smirk flickering at the corner of her mouth. "Depends what's on offer."

Kurt leaned back, arms behind him, considering her. The sight of her surrounded by all that silk, all those promises, did something to his chest. Six years together and she still managed that.

"So," he said. "You want to talk about it?"

Jocelyn settled back on her heels. "We're in Spain. We spent yesterday looking at Gaudi buildings and eating jamón. I think we can finally talk about it, yeah."

He reached for his phone on the nightstand, then unlocked it. Kurt scrolled for a moment before setting it face-up on the bed beside the growing pile of lingerie.

"I've been working on this for a while," he admitted.

Jocelyn's eyebrows rose. "How long is a while?"

"Three months. Maybe four." He shrugged one shoulder. "Wanted to get it right."

She shifted closer, kneeling at the foot of the bed now, close enough to touch his knee. "Show me."

Kurt picked the phone up again. "You've already seen most of this. Approved it, even."

"I know. I want to see it again."

He pulled up the app. Not just regular Tinder anymore. No. He'd moved past that once the conversations got serious. But he started there.

"Tinder Premium," he said. "You can set your location anywhere. So back in January, I set mine to Barcelona. Started swiping."

Jocelyn laughed. "While I was sitting right next to you on the couch?"

"You were watching that Netflix show about the pastry competition. You didn't notice anything."

She couldn't argue with that. After all, he was doing it for her.

He swiped through screenshots, showing her the early conversations. The hellos, the how are yous, the careful probing to see who understood the assignment and who just wanted to send dick pics.

"I talked to maybe thirty guys over the first few weeks," he said. "Maybe more. Narrowed it down to eight who seemed normal. Respectful."

Jocelyn rested her chin on his knee, looking up at the phone screen as he flipped through messages. "What did you tell them?"

"That my wife is incredible. That she's wanted this for a long time. That I want to give it to her because watching her get what she wants is basically my favorite thing in the world."

Her eyes softened. Just briefly. Then she bumped her chin against his knee. "Keep going."

He did. He showed her the vetting process—the men who dropped off after a week, the ones who got too explicit too fast, the ones who couldn't commit to travel dates. He'd been methodical about it. Making sure these weren't tourists passing through but locals, or at least people with roots here. People who'd show up.

"Two made the final cut," he said.

Jocelyn sat up straighter. "Two that we decided on."

"Two that you already approved. Two that we both vetted together." He found their photos, turned the phone toward her. "Rafael and Bruno."

She studied the faces. Dark-haired Bruno with the strong jaw and dark eyes. Rafael had the same skin tone, with his sharp cheekbones and an easy smile. Both handsome. Both familiar from weeks of back-and-forth messages, video calls, careful conversations about boundaries and expectations.

"We talked to them together," she said slowly. "Multiple times."

"Multiple times. Made sure they weren't flakey. Made sure they understood what we want and what we don't." Kurt set the phone down. "They're local. Both of them. Bruno works in finance. Rafael runs a gallery in El Born. They're friends. They've done this before. Together. They know how to be with a couple."

Jocelyn was quiet for a long moment, but her eyes were bright. The lingerie lay between them, silken evidence of anticipation she'd been carrying for months.

"They're confirmed for tonight," she said. It wasn't a question.

"Nine o'clock. They'll meet us for drinks first. Downstairs, in the hotel bar. Low pressure. We can all talk, see if the chemistry is there in person. If it's not, we shake hands and call it an early night." He held her gaze. "If it is..."

"Then we come upstairs."

"Then we come upstairs."

Jocelyn let out a slow breath. Excitement flickered across her face, barely contained. "That's hours from now."

"Hours." Kurt smiled. "Which means we have the whole day to fill. I was thinking Park Güell this morning. Maybe that tapas place you bookmarked in Gràcia for lunch. Afternoon at the beach if the weather holds."

"You planned that too?"

"I planned that we shouldn't sit in this hotel room all day staring at the clock." He reached for her hand. "We're in Barcelona. Let's be in Barcelona. Then tonight, we come back here, and you put on that black lace set, and we see what happens."

Jocelyn looked at him for a long, steady moment. Then she leaned forward and kissed him, slow and deep.

"When did you get so good at this?" she murmured against his mouth.

"I've got a good motivator," Kurt said with a grin.

She pulled back, smiling now. The anticipation was there, electric in the air between them, but so was something else. Ease. Trust. The comfort of being fully known.

"We should get dressed," she said. "Park Güell waits for no one."

Kurt glanced at the lingerie still spread across the bed. "What about all this?"

Jocelyn stood, gathering the pieces carefully, folding them back into the suitcase with reverence. She left the black lace set on top. Separate. Ready.

"That one stays out," she said. "For later."

Kurt watched her close the case, watched the way her hands lingered on the zipper. She caught him looking and smiled. That smile. The one that still did things to him after all these years.

"What?" she asked.

"I’m just happy we're here."

She crossed to him, took his coffee from his hand, and set it on the nightstand. Then she pulled him to his feet.

"Then let's go be here." She kissed him quickly. "We've got hours to kill before the main event."

Hours to kill. Hours to wander ancient streets and eat incredible food and pretend they were just another couple on vacation. Hours to let the anticipation build, slow and delicious, until finally—finally—it was time to come back.

Jocelyn disappeared into the bathroom. Through the door, Kurt heard her humming.

He smiled to himself and reached for his own suitcase.

Outside, Barcelona waited. And tonight, so did Rafael and Bruno.
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Chapter 3: Here They Come
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The hotel bar was small and dim, tucked off the lobby like an afterthought. Exposed brick walls, a dozen bottles backlit in amber, four small tables with chairs that didn't quite match. A bartender in a white shirt moved with practiced efficiency, wiping down the copper-topped bar.

Jocelyn sat facing the entrance, Kurt beside her at an angle. She'd chosen a simple black dress, fitted but not tight, hem just above the knee. Strappy heels. Hair loose around her shoulders. To anyone else, they looked like what they were: a couple having an evening drink after dinner.

But Kurt knew what she wore beneath the dress. The black lace set. The one she'd left out this morning. The one that had been waiting all day.

His hand rested on her knee under the table. She placed hers over it, squeezed once.

"You good?" he asked quietly.

She nodded. Then hesitated. "Nervous."

"Yeah?"

"A little." She took a sip of her gin and tonic, ice clinking softly. "Good nervous, though."

Kurt smiled. "Me too."

They'd spent the day being tourists. Park Güell in the morning, all broken tile mosaics and Gaudí's wild architecture. Lunch in Gràcia at a place with checkered tablecloths where the waiter brought them olives and bread without asking. An afternoon walk along Barceloneta, shoes in hand, feet in the Mediterranean. Normal. Easy.

But the whole time, underneath it all, the hum of anticipation. The knowledge of what waited at nine o'clock.

Now it was 8:57 p.m.

Jocelyn shifted in her seat, recrossed her legs. The lace rubbed against her skin, a constant reminder. She'd put it on in the bathroom while Kurt waited on the bed, emerging in the dress already zipped. He'd raised an eyebrow.

"Not going to show me?"

She'd just smiled. "Later."

The bartender set down a small dish of marcona almonds. Kurt nodded his thanks.

Jocelyn's fingers tapped against her glass. Not anxious. Just present. Alert.

"What if the chemistry isn't there?" she asked suddenly.

Kurt considered that. "Then we have drinks, we talk, and we call it an early night. No pressure."

"And if it is?"

He met her eyes. "Then we see where it goes."

She held his gaze for a long moment, then looked back toward the entrance.

9:02 p.m.

The door opened.

Two men stepped through, glancing around the small space. Bruno first—dark hair, strong jaw, wearing a fitted navy shirt that showed off broad shoulders. Behind him, Rafael, taller and leaner, in a white button-down rolled to the elbows. They looked exactly like their photos. Maybe better.

Bruno's eyes found Jocelyn immediately. Something passed across his face. Recognition, yes, but also appreciation. The kind that didn't need words.

Rafael smiled when he spotted them, easy and warm.

Kurt raised a hand slightly. The men crossed the bar in a few strides.

"Jocelyn. Kurt." Bruno's voice was accented, deeper than it had sounded over video calls. He extended a hand to Kurt first. They shook. Then he turned to Jocelyn. "It's good to finally meet you in person."

"You too," she said. Her voice was steady, but Kurt felt her knee press against his under the table.

Rafael shook Kurt's hand next, then Jocelyn's. His grip was warm, confident. "You look even more beautiful than your pictures," he said to her, and somehow it didn't sound like a line. Just honest.

Jocelyn's smile widened. "Thank you."

"Please, sit," Kurt gestured to the empty chairs.

They did. Bruno beside Jocelyn, Rafael across from her. The bartender appeared almost instantly.

"What are you drinking?" Rafael asked, glancing at their glasses.

"Gin and tonic," Jocelyn said.

"I've got a beer," Kurt added.

Rafael nodded to the bartender. "Two gin and tonics. And whatever he's having." He gestured to Kurt.

The bartender disappeared.

For a moment, there was silence. Not awkward, exactly, but weighted. Everyone aware of why they were here, and what might happen after this drink.

Bruno broke it. "So. How was your first full day in Barcelona?"

And just like that, the tension eased.

They talked. About the city, about Gaudí, about the tapas place in Gràcia. Rafael knew it—he'd grown up nearby, he said. Bruno asked if they'd been to Montjuïc yet. They hadn't. He recommended it for watching sunsets.

The drinks arrived. They toasted—"Salud"—and the conversation continued, flowing easier now.

Jocelyn relaxed into it. Into them. Bruno had a way of listening that made you feel heard, eyes never leaving yours when you spoke. Rafael had an easy humor, cracking small jokes that landed perfectly, making her laugh in a way that felt natural.

Kurt watched her come alive. Watched the way she leaned slightly toward Bruno when he spoke, the way she held Rafael's gaze just a beat longer than necessary. Watched her fingers toy with the stem of her glass, a tell he recognized.

She was into this. Into them.

Bruno's knee brushed Jocelyn's under the table. She didn't move away.

Rafael caught her eye, smiled. "This is nice," he said. "Better than I hoped."

"Yeah?" Jocelyn's voice had dropped half an octave. Kurt recognized that too.

"Yeah." Rafael glanced at Bruno, then back to her. "We weren't sure. Sometimes the person you talk to online is different in real life."

"And?" she asked.

"And you're exactly who we thought you'd be." Bruno's hand moved to the table, close to hers. Not touching. Almost. "Maybe better."

Jocelyn's breath caught. Just slightly.

Kurt felt it in his chest. That familiar pull. The knowledge that she was on the edge of something, deciding whether to step forward or pull back.

She turned her head. Found Kurt's eyes across the small space between them.

He saw everything in that look. The question. The permission she didn't need but still asked for. The want, bright and unmistakable.

He nodded. Barely. Just enough.

Her mouth curved into that smile. The private one. The knowing one.

Then she turned back to Bruno and Rafael, and Kurt watched her decision settle into place.

"So," she said, voice steady and clear. "Should we get another round? Or..."

Rafael's smile widened. "Or?"

Jocelyn set down her glass. Looked from one to the other. "Or... well, maybe let’s get another drink," she said, flirting more with her facial expression than with her statement.

The words hung in the air. The bartender clinked bottles somewhere behind them. Outside, Barcelona hummed its nighttime song.
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Chapter 4: A First Kiss
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Kurt watched Jocelyn slip from her chair, leaning close enough that her breath tickled his ear.

"Wait five minutes," she whispered. "Then bring them upstairs."

He nodded. Understanding immediately.

She straightened, smoothing her dress, and offered Bruno and Rafael a quick smile. "Excuse me for just a moment."

Then she was gone, heels clicking softly across the tile floor, disappearing through the lobby.

Rafael watched her go, then turned back to Kurt. "Everything okay?"

"Yeah." Kurt took a sip of his beer, completely casual. "She's just getting something."

Bruno's eyebrow raised slightly, but he didn't press. Instead, he lifted his glass. "To Barcelona."

They toasted. Talked about nothing in particular—football, the best beaches outside the city, where to get good vermut. Kurt kept an eye on his watch. Four minutes. Five.

He drained the last of his beer and set the glass down.

"Should we head up?"

Rafael and Bruno exchanged a glance. Something knowing passed between them.

"Lead the way," Rafael said.

The elevator ride was quiet. The same rattling cage, the same brass walls reflecting their faces back in warped angles. Kurt pressed four. No one spoke, but the air felt charged. Expectant.

The doors opened. Kurt led them down the hallway, stopping at their room. He pulled out the key card, paused with his hand on the handle.

Then he opened the door.

Jocelyn stood in the center of the room, backlit by the soft glow of the bedside lamp. The black dress was gone. In its place: the black lace set she'd packed months ago. Delicate straps over her shoulders, cups that barely contained her, matching panties that sat high on her hips. The black heels made her legs look endless.

She'd let her hair down fully now, dark waves tumbling over bare shoulders.

Her mouth curved into that smirk. The one Kurt knew by heart.

"Hey boys," she said.

Rafael stopped in the doorway. Actually stopped. His eyes traveled over her slowly, taking in every detail.

Bruno let out a low breath. "Dios mío."

Kurt stepped aside, letting them enter fully. He closed the door behind them with a soft click.

Jocelyn shifted her weight, one hip cocked, completely comfortable in her own skin. In their stares. In the moment she'd orchestrated.

"Welcome," she said. "Make yourselves comfortable."

Rafael moved first, further into the room, but his eyes never left her. "You're..."

"Stunning," Bruno finished.

She smiled. "Thank you."

Kurt leaned against the armoire, arms crossed, watching. This was her show. He was here to partake, too. But he wanted to make sure she got everything she wanted, however she wanted it.

"Can I get anyone water?" Jocelyn asked, playing hostess in lingerie like it was the most natural thing in the world. "There's bottles in the mini-fridge."

"No," Rafael said quickly. Too quickly. "No, we're good."

Bruno shook his head. "We're very good."

"Okay then." Jocelyn took a step closer to them. Then another. The heels clicked softly on the tile. "I'm glad you both came tonight."

"We wouldn't have missed it," Rafael said. His voice had dropped lower, rougher.

She stopped just in front of him. Close enough to touch, but not touching. Yet.

"No?" she asked.

"No."

Jocelyn reached up, fingertips grazing the collar of his white shirt. "That's good to hear."

Rafael's hand found her waist. Tentative at first, then firmer when she didn't pull away. When she leaned into it.

"Can I kiss you?" he asked.

"Yes."

He did.

Slow at first. Testing. Then deeper when she opened for him, her hand sliding up to his neck, pulling him closer. His other hand joined the first at her waist, fingers spreading across bare skin and lace.

Kurt watched from across the room. Watched his wife kiss another man, her body arching into him, the small sound she made in the back of her throat. The one he knew so well.

His chest tightened. Not with jealousy. With something else entirely. Pride, maybe. Or desire. Or both.

Rafael pulled back first, breathing harder. "Joder."

Jocelyn smiled, flushed and pleased. Then she turned to Bruno.

"Your turn," she said.

Bruno didn't hesitate. He crossed the space between them in two strides, one hand cupping her jaw, tilting her face up to his. The kiss was different from Rafael's. More commanding. More intense.

Jocelyn melted into it, her hands gripping his shoulders for balance.

When they finally broke apart, she looked dazed. Happy. Exactly how Kurt wanted her to look.

She glanced over at him then, meeting his eyes across the room.

Still okay? the look asked.

He smiled. More than okay.

She turned back to Bruno and Rafael, both of them standing close now, bracketing her between them.

"So," she said, voice a little breathless. "What happens next?"

Rafael's hand traced up her spine. Bruno's thumb brushed across her collarbone.

"Whatever you want," Bruno murmured.

Jocelyn's smile widened.

And Kurt knew—watching her stand there in her heels and lace, flanked by two men who looked at her like she was something sacred—that tonight was going to be everything she'd dreamed of.

Everything they'd planned for.

The room was warm. The city hummed beyond the shutters.

And they had all night.
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Chapter 5: Extreme Heat


[image: ]


Jocelyn wagged a finger at Kurt, before saying, “Come here, baby.”

Kurt did exactly as he was told.

Now, Jocelyn was surrounded by the three men. They stood around her, wanting her. Staring her down as if she were a delicious piece of meat and they were hungry lions on the prowl.

Kurt's hands found her waist, pulling her close. His mouth was warm, familiar, but different now—charged with something new. Something that hummed in the air between them and the two men standing just behind her.

She could feel them watching. Could feel the weight of their attention like heat from a fire.

Jocelyn broke the kiss slowly, keeping her eyes on Kurt. "Where do you want me?"

"Right here." His voice was low. "Right where you are."

Rafael moved first. She felt him step closer, felt the warmth of his body at her back before his hands settled on her shoulders. He was taller than Kurt, leaner, with long fingers that traced down her arms slowly, deliberately, like he had all the time in the world.

Bruno circled around to her side. Dark-eyed, solid, watching her with an intensity that made her breath catch.

"Okay?" Kurt asked quietly.

Jocelyn nodded. More than okay.

Rafael's hands slid down her arms, then around her waist, pulling her back against his chest. His mouth found the side of her neck, lips brushing her skin, and she tilted her head instinctively to give him more room. At the same moment, Bruno stepped closer, one hand coming up to cup her face, thumb tracing her lower lip.

She opened her mouth slightly, took his thumb inside, sucked gently. Bruno's eyes grew wide.

Jocelyn stood before them in the black lace set she'd chosen that morning. She'd known, even then, what this moment would feel like. She hadn't known it would feel like this.

Bruno made a sound low in his throat. "Jesus Christ."

Rafael's hands came around to cup her breasts through the lace, thumbs finding her nipples immediately, circling slowly. Jocelyn's head fell back against his shoulder. At the same moment, Bruno's hand slid down her stomach, over the lace of her panties, palming her through the fabric.

She was already wet. Already ready.

Behind her, Rafael's hands found the clasp of her brassiere.

The sound of her lingerie descending was loud in the quiet room. Cool air touched her spine as the fabric loosened, and then Rafael was pushing the straps down her shoulders, baring her slowly, deliberately. The entire garment pooled at her feet.

Kurt watched her face. Just like usual.

"Look at me," he said quietly.

She did. Her eyes found his, dark with wanting, and something passed between them—the same thing that had always passed between them. Trust. Love. The knowledge that this, all of this, was theirs.

Just then, Rafael grabbed at her left-most breast. Bruno took this as his own cue, making eye contact with Kurt, before grabbing at Jocelyn’s ass.

Jocelyn gasped.

Rafael's mouth was on her neck again, teeth grazing, and his hands kept working her breasts, rolling her nipples between his fingers. Bruno's fingers found her clit, circled once, twice, then slid lower, pushing inside her.

She was so wet he slid in easily. Too easily. She heard him chuckle softly.

"She's ready," Bruno said. Not to her. To them. The guys.

Rafael's hands felt amazing, his palms on her skin directly, warm and rough, and she arched into his touch. Bruno kept working her with his fingers, steady rhythm, building something low in her belly.

Kurt started undressing. She watched him through half-closed eyes—the familiar sight of him unbuttoning his shirt, unbuckling his belt, stepping out of his pants. Her husband. Her partner. Here, in this, with her.

Bruno withdrew his fingers. Jocelyn whimpered at the loss.

Then hands were everywhere. Rafael guided her to the bed, onto her knees, her upper body lowering to the mattress. She went willingly, eagerly, her heart hammering.

Behind her, fabric rustled. The sound of belts unbuckling. Zippers.

She looked over her shoulder.

Three men. Three cocks. All out. All for her.

Kurt moved to her head, stroking himself slowly, watching her watch him. Bruno positioned himself behind her, one hand on her hip, the other guiding himself to her entrance. Rafael knelt beside her, close enough that she could turn her head and take him in her mouth.

"Ready?" Kurt asked.

Jocelyn smiled up at him. "I've been ready for years."

Bruno entered her in one slow, thick push.

Jocelyn cried out against Rafael's skin. The stretch of it, the fullness—God, she'd wanted this. She'd imagined this. But imagination hadn't captured the reality of it, the overwhelming sensation of being filled, claimed, surrounded.

She opened her mouth and took Rafael in.

He groaned above her, one hand tangling in her hair, guiding but not forcing. She set a rhythm, matching Bruno's thrusts from behind, each one pushing her forward onto Rafael. Kurt knelt beside them, one hand on her face, watching with an expression of pure reverence.

"You're so beautiful like this," he murmured. "So fucking beautiful."

Bruno's hands gripped her hips nearly hard enough to bruise. His rhythm built, faster now, and she met him thrust for thrust, her moans muffled around Rafael. She was good at this. She knew she was good at this. Years of experience, years of exploration, years of knowing her own body and what it could do.

But this was different. This was more.

Rafael pulled out of her mouth long enough for Kurt to jump in. Now, being sucked by his wife, he watched as another man fucked her from behind.

“Good girl. That’s my good girl,” Kurt said gently, stroking her hair softly as she blew him.

Rafael wanted to move behind her, to trade places with Bruno. That’s when Kurt realized what the solution was. He needed to give everyone proper access to her.

Kurt pulled out of her mouth, and for a moment Jocelyn was empty, gasping. Then she realized exactly what Kurt was planning.

Kurt leaned down and kissed her, deep and slow. She kissed him back with everything she had, with all the love and trust and gratitude that had brought them here.

"I love you," she whispered against his mouth.

"I love you too." His forehead rested against hers. "Look at you. Look what you can do."

Kurt directed Bruno to come around front. Knowing Rafael wanted to be in her pussy, he had him lie on his back, asking Jocelyn to climb on top. She did. Lastly, Kurt went behind her, grabbing some lube and rubbing it all over his shaft. Planning to stretch her ass.

This was her fantasy. To be used by all the men at once.

Bruno's hands were on her breasts now, kneading, pinching. Soon, he couldn’t reach them quite as well once Rafael pulled her closer. She sat on his manhood, swallowing up his cock. Her face went to Bruno’s crotch, licking and teasing his tip, before sucking him into her mouth as well.

And finally, with Kurt behind her, he gradually began to fill up her ass.

The moans and groans started from Jocelyn first. They were growing, albeit muffled.

All the men began to thrust. “Good girl! Such a good girl!” Kurt called out as he spanked her.

Rafael gripped at the sides of her hips, swinging his own up into her.

And Bruno held her by the hair, encouraging Jocelyn to suck him with the gradual shift of his own hips.

“Shit...” Bruno trailed off.

“Fuck that feels good,” Rafael said, continuing to stuff her from underneath.

Kurt continued fucking her ass, but found himself focused on watching. Watching what the two men did with his wife. Watching how eager she was to please.

He loved that she was such a little slut. Nothing turned him on more.

The thrusts picked up, continuing in depth but increasing in pace.

All the men groaned out their own phrases.

“Oh fuck!”

“Oh yeah! Oh baby!”

“God babe, you’re gonna get me there! Fuck yes!”

As her sounds grew, Kurt couldn’t help but spank Jocelyn again. She jumped a little bit, moaning extra hard immediately afterwards.

As her noises became more high-pitched, everyone silently grew to understand what was coming next.

Rafael's thrusts grew harder, faster, and she felt her own climax building, rising from somewhere deep. She tried to warn them, tried to speak, but all that came out was a moan.

"Let go," Kurt said. "We've got you. Let go."

She did.

The orgasm crashed through her like a wave, pulling her under, and she heard herself cry out, heard the men's reactions—Rafael's groan, Bruno's curse, Kurt's quiet, reverent "yes." Her body clenched around Rafael, and she felt him spill inside her, felt Bruno's rhythm stutter in her mouth, and felt Kurt finish right inside her ass.

For a long moment, there was only breathing.

Then slowly, gently, they rearranged themselves. Rafael pulled out carefully, Bruno withdrew from her mouth. She collapsed onto the bed, boneless, trembling, and Kurt gathered her into his arms while the other two men caught their breath beside them.

Rafael reached over and brushed hair from her face. "You're incredible."

Bruno nodded, still breathing hard. "Seriously. Where have you been all our lives?"

Jocelyn laughed weakly, curled against Kurt's chest. "In Chicago. Waiting for the right moment."

Kurt kissed the top of her head. "Worth the wait."

She smiled against his skin.

Outside, Barcelona hummed its nighttime song. Inside, surrounded by warmth and satisfaction and the quiet sounds of four people catching their breath, Jocelyn closed her eyes and let herself simply feel.

It was everything she'd wanted.

More, even.
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Chapter 6: Catching Breath
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For a long moment, no one moved.

The room held its breath. Golden light from the bedside lamps painted warm curves across skin, across tangled sheets, across the quiet satisfaction hanging in the air.

Jocelyn lay sprawled across the bed, chest rising and falling, a sheen of sweat cooling on her skin. Kurt sat against the headboard, one hand resting on her ankle, watching her with something between awe and hunger. Rafael leaned back in the armchair by the window, head tipped back, eyes closed. Bruno stood near the foot of the bed, running a hand through his dark hair, breathing hard.

Then Jocelyn laughed. Soft and surprised, like she'd just discovered something wonderful.

"Okay," she murmured. "That happened."

Rafael opened his eyes, grinning. "That definitely happened."

Kurt squeezed her ankle. "You okay?"

She turned her head toward him, and the look on her face—sated, glowing, utterly wrecked in the best way—answered before she could.

"I'm more than okay."

Bruno pushed off from the bed and disappeared into the bathroom. They heard water running, then he reappeared with a small handful of soft hotel tissues.

He crossed to Jocelyn, knelt beside the bed, and offered them to her with a small, almost formal gesture that made her laugh again.

"For you," he said in his accented English. "You earned these."

Jocelyn sat up slowly, accepting the tissues with a murmured thanks. She cleaned herself as best she could, aware of all of them watching, not minding at all. Kurt handed her his discarded shirt from the floor, and she pressed it between her thighs, leaning back against the pillows.

For a minute, they just breathed together. Four people in various states of undress, scattered around the room like a storm had passed through. Which it had. A vicious yet beautiful one.

Rafael stretched in the chair, arms above his head, lean muscles shifting under his fair skin. "That was..." He searched for the word. "That was very, very good."

Bruno stood by the bed, still naked, still half-hard, looking at Jocelyn with open appreciation. Then he glanced at Rafael. Something passed between them. A question. A check-in.

Rafael nodded almost imperceptibly.

Bruno turned back to Jocelyn. To Kurt.

"So," he said, voice low and easy. "I have a question."

Kurt raised an eyebrow. "Yeah?"

Bruno's dark eyes found Jocelyn. "Would you be interested in another round?"

The room went quiet.

Rafael leaned forward in the chair, elbows on his knees, interest plain on his face. "Because we would be... very interested."

Jocelyn's breath caught. She looked at Kurt.

Kurt looked at her. That look. The one that meant what do you think? The one that meant this is yours to decide. The one that meant I'm here either way.

She held his gaze for a long, electric moment.

Then she smiled. Slow and wicked and full of pride.

"I'm down."

Bruno's grin widened. Rafael laughed softly, pushing up from the chair.

Kurt leaned over and kissed her shoulder, right where the mark from earlier was starting to bloom.

"That's my girl," he murmured against her skin.

Outside, Barcelona hummed on. Inside, the night was just getting started.
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Chapter 7: Inferno
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Bruno moved first.

He crossed to the bed and gently guided Jocelyn onto her side, arranging her like something precious. She went willingly, pliant, that satisfied smile still playing at her lips.

"Like this," he murmured, and she let him position her however he wanted.

Kurt watched from the headboard, still catching his breath, still marveling at her. At this. At the way she glowed when she was exactly where she wanted to be.

Rafael joined Bruno at the bedside, and together they settled her onto her left side, facing the center of the room. Her right leg bent slightly at the knee, left leg straight. The curve of her hip rose like a question mark.

Bruno knelt on the bed above her head, positioning himself near the pillows. His thighs bracketed her face, his skin warm against her cheek. He looked down at her, dark eyes heavy-lidded.

"You okay?" he asked softly.

Jocelyn reached up, traced a finger along his inner thigh. "I'm perfect."

Rafael took the space in front of her, kneeling on the bed at the level of her chest. His fair skin glowed in the lamplight, sharp cheekbones flushed with anticipation. He leaned down and kissed her, slow and deep, while Bruno watched from above.

Kurt moved then. He slid behind her, fitting himself against the curve of her back, his chest to her spine. His hand found her hip, fingers pressing into the soft skin there.

"Hey," he whispered against her ear.

"Hey back."

He kissed her shoulder. Her neck. The spot behind her ear that always made her shiver.

Rafael broke the kiss and shifted lower, mouth trailing down her throat, her collarbone, the swell of her breast. His hand slid between her legs, finding her already slick and ready.

"She's wet," he murmured, almost to himself.

Bruno leaned down from above, cupping her face, guiding her mouth to him. She opened willingly, took him in, and heard his sharp intake of breath above her.

Rafael positioned himself at her entrance, not pushing, just resting there. Waiting. He looked past her, to Kurt.

"Together?" he asked.

Kurt nodded. "Together."

Rafael pushed inside her slowly, and at the same moment, Kurt guided himself into her from behind. She gasped around Bruno, a muffled sound that vibrated through all of them.

For a moment, no one moved. Just four bodies connected, breathing together, adjusting to the fullness of it.

Then Rafael began to move. Slow, deep strokes that pulled soft sounds from Jocelyn's throat. Kurt matched his rhythm, pushing in as Rafael pulled out, a counterpoint of pleasure that had her gripping Bruno's thighs for anchor.

Bruno moved above her, hands in her hair, guiding her gently. She took him deeper, finding a rhythm with her mouth that made him groan.

Rafael leaned forward, bracing one hand on the bed near her hip, the other reaching for her breast. He rolled her nipple between his fingers, watching her face, watching the way her eyes fluttered closed and open again.

"You're so beautiful like this," he breathed.

Kurt pressed closer behind her, one arm wrapping around her waist to hold her steady. His forehead touched her shoulder. His breath came hot against her skin.

They moved together, finding the rhythm, before losing it, then finding it again. The bed creaked softly beneath them. The sound of skin on skin filled the room.

“Fuck, baby,” Bruno groaned. He loved the way she sucked him off.

She didn’t make a single sound in response. But Rafael started to growl, too. “Mmmm! Ahhh, yes,” he groaned, before giving a playful smack at her breasts.

Kurt wanted to be encouraging. “You feel good, baby... so, so, so good,” giving her a little appreciative spank on her backside.

As the pace picked up, so did the grunts and moans from the men.

Then gradually, so did the muffled moans from Jocelyn.

As they were approaching the crescendo, there was a sudden eruption.

Bruno came first.

He tried to warn her, tried to pull back, but Jocelyn held him there, took everything he had, swallowed it down with a satisfied hum that sent vibrations through his entire body. He collapsed back against the pillows, breathing hard, one hand still tangled in her hair.

Rafael watched, eyes dark, and his pace quickened. He drove into her harder now, faster, chasing. Kurt matched him, both of them moving inside her, around her, filling her completely.

"I'm close," Rafael gasped.

Kurt didn't answer. He just gripped Jocelyn's hip tighter and kept moving.

Rafael came with a broken sound, half groan, half her name, spilling inside her in hot pulses. He stayed there for a long moment, head fallen forward, before slowly pulling out.

But Kurt wasn't done.

He shifted behind her, changed the angle, pushed deeper. Jocelyn cried out—not in pain, not in surprise, just in pure, overwhelming sensation.

"Kurt—" she gasped.

"I know," he breathed against her neck. "I know."

He moved inside her, relentless now, chasing his own finish. Jocelyn was oversensitive, trembling, every nerve ending alight. But she didn't want him to stop. She never wanted him to stop.

Bruno watched from above, still catching his breath. Rafael knelt beside them, one hand tracing lazy circles on her thigh.

Kurt came with a groan, buried deep, holding her tight against him. She felt him pulse inside her, felt the warmth of it, felt the way his whole body tightened and released. All of it, deep inside her ass.

For a long moment, none of them moved.

Then Kurt pulled out slowly, carefully, and Jocelyn collapsed onto her back, staring at the ceiling, trying to remember how to breathe. Immediately, the cum began spilling out of her.

Bruno reached down, brushed hair from her forehead. Rafael pressed a kiss to her knee. Kurt curled around her side, one hand splayed across her stomach.

The sheets were ruined. The air smelled like sex and sweat and satisfaction.

Jocelyn turned her head, finding Kurt's eyes.

"Wow," she whispered.

He smiled. That same smile.

"Yeah," he said. "Wow."

Bruno laughed softly from above. Rafael sighed contentedly.

Outside, Barcelona slept on. Inside, four people floated in the warm, messy aftermath of exactly what they'd all wanted.
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Chapter 8: Wow
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The door clicked shut behind Bruno and Rafael, and suddenly the room was quiet.

Jocelyn stood by the door for a moment, listening to their footsteps fade down the hallway. Then she turned back to Kurt, who was still sitting on the edge of the bed in his boxers, watching her.

"Well," she said.

"Well, what?" he echoed back.

“That was something,” Jocelyn noted.

“Sure was!” Kurt replied.

She crossed to the bathroom, flipped on the light. In the mirror, she looked exactly like someone who'd just been thoroughly, completely satisfied. Hair mussed, skin flushed, eyes bright. She grabbed a handful of tissues and cleaned herself up as best she could at the sink, the warm water soothing against her skin.

Kurt appeared in the doorway behind her, leaning against the frame.

"You okay?" he asked.

She met his eyes in the mirror. "I'm incredible."

He smiled. "Yeah, you are."

She finished cleaning up, tossed the tissues, and turned to face him. For a moment they just looked at each other. Then she stepped into his arms, and he wrapped her up, pulling her close against his chest.

They stood like that for a long moment. Just breathing. Just being.

"We should shower," she murmured against his skin.

"Later," Kurt said. "Come here first."

He led her back to the bed. They climbed in together, pulling the top sheet over them, and settled into each other. Kurt on his back, Jocelyn curled against his side, her head on his chest, his arm around her shoulders.

The sheets smelled like sex and sweat and them. The room was warm. Barcelona hummed beyond the shutters.

"So," Kurt said quietly. "How was it for you?"

Jocelyn laughed softly. "Are you seriously asking me that right now?"

"I'm seriously asking."

She tilted her head up to look at him. "It was everything. Everything I wanted. Everything I imagined and more." She traced a finger along his collarbone. "Thank you. For planning it. For being here. For... all of it."

Kurt kissed the top of her head. "I loved watching you. Seeing you like that. So happy. So free."

"You weren't jealous? Not even a little?"

"Not even a little." He meant it. "How could I be jealous when you're still here? When this is still us?"

She smiled against his chest. "This is definitely still us."

They lay quiet for a moment, fingers interlaced, hearts slowing back to normal.

"I love you," Jocelyn whispered.

"I love you too," Kurt said. "So much."

She sighed contentedly, snuggling closer. Outside, the night was finally starting to quiet. Inside, everything felt exactly right.

After a while, Kurt spoke again. "What do you want to do after we check into the new hotel tomorrow?"

Jocelyn was quiet for a long moment. Then she lifted her head, met his eyes, and a slow smile spread across her face.

"I don't know," she said. "How on Earth are we going to top this?"

They looked at each other, staring for a moment.

Then they both broke out into laughter. Real, deep, joyful laughter that filled the room and echoed off the tiles and made everything feel light and perfect and theirs.

Kurt pulled her closer, still laughing, and she buried her face in his neck, her shoulders shaking.

When the laughter finally subsided, they lay tangled together in the messy sheets, smiling at nothing, at everything, at the beautiful absurdity of their life together.

"We'll figure something out," Kurt said eventually.

Jocelyn grinned. "We always do."

And somewhere in the quiet Barcelona night, surrounded by the warmth of each other and the promise of whatever came next, they closed their eyes and simply were.

Together.

The way they'd always been.

The way they'd always be.
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        What happens in Vegas doesn't always stay in Vegas… sometimes, it's captured in perfect, high-definition detail. 
Victoria and Carl are a committed couple with a shared, secret fantasy: one of complete surrender, overwhelming attention, and being the sole, worshipped center of a very specific kind of male desire. They've planned every detail. Now, they've booked a private villa off the Strip, ready to turn their hottest dream into a filmed reality.
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Experience the charged silence as the first touch breaks the tension. Feel the contrast of cool lace and hot skin, the weight of hungry stares, and the commanding sound of one word: "Positions." This story doesn't shy away from the explicit, consensual heat of a shared fantasy fulfilled—from the first taste of wine to the last, shuddering climax. It's a tale of trust pushed to its limits, of a woman claiming her sexuality with unapologetic gusto, and of a couple discovering a new, darker layer of intimacy through the lens of shared abandon.
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