





































Her Holiday Bonus Package: A Christmas MFM Menage Romance

Zoya Lane


The Holiday Bonus

The air inside the department store was thick with the scent of pine, expensive perfume, and desperate generosity. Zara cut through the crowd like the prow of a very expensive ship, the sharp click-clack of her Louboutins on the marble floor announcing her arrival before anyone even caught the flash of her platinum hair.

She shifted the weight of the shopping bags in her gloved hands. Thick, glossy paper handles dug slightly into her palms, a tactile reminder of her efficiency. Her mother was getting cashmere. Her father, a rare single malt. Her assistant, who had kept Zara’s life from imploding during the Q4 merger, was getting a vintage silk scarf that cost more than Zara’s first car.

She had been a good girl. She had been Santa Claus for everyone else. She had worked sixty-hour weeks, closed deals that made grown men cry in boardrooms, and maintained a social calendar that would exhaust a debutante.

Zara stopped in the center of the atrium, checking her reflection in a towering display of silver ornaments.

She looked impeccable. The platinum waves of her hair were perfectly blown out, a bright halo against the collar of her camel trench coat. Her skin held a golden, honeyed tan, a deliberate, high-maintenance defiance of the December gloom outside. She caught the eye of a man passing by, a suit, handsome enough, carrying a jewelry box, and watched his gaze drop instantly to the curve of her hips and the long line of her legs. He stumbled, just slightly.

Zara smirked. Still got it.

But as she looked at the bags weighing her down, a sudden wave of dissatisfaction rolled over her. Everyone else was going to have a very Merry Christmas. But what about her? Was she supposed to spend the holidays sipping eggnog alone in her penthouse, feeling virtuous?

Virtue was boring. Virtue was for people who didn’t know how to ask for what they wanted.

She turned on her heel, ignoring the exit, and headed toward the elevators. She pressed the button for the third floor. Intimates and Evening Wear.

The doors opened into a hushed, dimly lit sanctuary of silk and lace. The chaos of the holiday shoppers felt miles away. Here, the air smelled like lavender and money.

Zara walked past the racks of sensible flannel pajamas and cotton briefs. She didn't need sensible. She needed structural engineering. She needed a weapon.

She drifted toward the highest-end section, where the mannequins looked like dominatrixes who married billionaires. Her fingers trailed over a robe made of sheer black tulle and ostrich feathers before landing on a mannequin display that stopped her cold.

It was a set of lingerie that barely qualified as clothing. It was less about covering the body and more about framing it for consumption. The bra was a triumph of negative space—strips of sparkling, diamond-encrusted black elastic that cupped the underbust but left the nipples entirely exposed to the air. The matching panties were a G-string so minimal it was essentially a suggestion, connected by shivering chains of gold that would rest right on the hips.

It was aggressive. It was glamorous. It cost three hundred dollars per square inch of fabric.

"It's from the Midnight collection," a sales associate whispered, appearing at Zara's elbow. She was a petite woman who looked like she subsisted on cigarettes and Vogue magazines. She looked at Zara, taking in the expensive coat, the confident posture, the heavy bust that would spill beautifully over those cups, and nodded. "It requires a certain… attitude to pull off."

"I'll take it," Zara said, her voice like velvet. "And the stockings on the display. And the suspenders."

"Gift wrapped?"

"No," Zara said, staring at the glittering fabric. "It's for immediate consumption."

As the sales associate hurried off to gather the pieces, Zara wandered toward a glass display case near the register. It was the "Adult Luxuries" corner of tasteful, high-end toys that looked more like modern art than sexual aids.

Her eyes landed on a vibrator plated in 24-karat gold. It was heavy, curved, and cold. Beside it was a weighted steel butt plug with a crystal at the base.

She felt a phantom clench low in her belly. Her body was waking up. It had been months since she’d had proper sex. Not the quick, efficient friction of a Tinder date or a drunken mistake after a gala, but real sex. The kind that left you unable to walk straight. The kind that required recovery time.

She thought about her empty apartment. The white leather sofa. The floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city lights. It was the perfect stage. She just needed the actors.

Her mind flipped through her mental Rolodex.

Frank. Her work husband. Reliable, sharp-tongued Frank with the runner's build and the mouth that could talk her into a bad deal or talk her out of her panties with equal skill. They had been friends for years, lovers occasionally. He was safe, but he had an edge. He knew exactly where to touch her to make her gasp.

But Frank was… lean. Efficient. Sometimes, a girl didn't want efficient. Sometimes, she wanted to be overwhelmed.

Joe. The image of him flooded her mind like a physical weight. She’d hired him to redo the terrace on her apartment last summer. He was a wall of muscle, rough hands, working-class grit, and a cock that she still had vivid daydreams about. He treated her like a porcelain doll that he was afraid to break, which only made her want to force him to shatter her.

She bit her lip, looking at the gold vibrator.

Frank had the finesse. Joe had the fullness.

Why was she trying to choose?

She was Zara. She was a VP of Marketing. She owned her apartment. She had excellent credit and a high pain tolerance. It was Christmas. Why settle for one present when she had been good enough to deserve two?

The sales associate returned with a discreet black bag, the tissue paper rustling softly. "All set, Madame."

Zara pulled her credit card from her wallet. The heavy metal black card that made a satisfying thud when it hit the counter. A slow, predatory smile spread across her face, lighting up her eyes.

"Something like that," Zara purred. "I decided to give myself a bonus this year."

She signed the receipt with a flourish. She grabbed the black bag, adding it to her collection. It was lighter than the others, but it held so much more potential.

She walked out of the store and into the biting December wind, checking her watch. It was 4:00 PM on a Thursday. That gave her forty-eight hours to prep the venue, ice the champagne, and send the invitations.

She pulled out her phone as she hailed a cab. She didn't open her family group chat. She opened a new message thread.

Subject: The Naughty List.

It was time to get to work.

The Hostess with the Mostest

Saturday arrived with a slate-grey sky and a biting wind that rattled the windows of lesser apartments, but up here on the forty-second floor, the weather was just a silent movie playing against the glass. Inside Zara’s sanctuary, the climate was controlled, expensive, and warming up by the minute.

She checked the time on the oven display: 7:00 PM. Guests arriving at 8:00.

Zara moved through her kitchen like a general inspecting the front lines. The white marble island, usually cluttered with mail and espresso cups, had been transformed into an altar of indulgence. She had ordered two dozen Kumamoto oysters—small, sweet, and briny—which now rested on a bed of crushed ice in a silver serving bowl. Beside them sat a slate board heavy with Truffle Brie, dark chocolate-dipped figs, and prosciutto so thin it was translucent.

She wasn't feeding them dinner. She was feeding them energy.

She plucked a grape from the vine, popped it into her mouth, and hummed. In the background, a smooth, jazzy cover of "Santa Baby" played through the hidden surround-sound speakers, the bass rich and low.

The apartment was ready. The lights were dimmed to a sultry amber, the only brightness coming from the twinkling white lights of the twelve-foot Douglas Fir in the corner and the panoramic city grid glowing outside the floor-to-ceiling windows.

Finally, the party favors. She placed a silver bowl near the tree, stocking it with a mix of regular and extra-large condoms and a bottle of silk lubricant. She wasn't just hosting a fantasy; she was managing the risk.

Now, it was time to prep the main attraction.

Zara retreated to the master bath, a cavern of white stone and steam. She had spent the last hour scrubbing, polishing, and priming every inch of herself. Her skin, chemically exfoliated and freshly moisturized, glowed with a golden, year-round tan that cost a fortune to maintain in the dead of winter.

She dropped her silk robe to the floor and stood naked in front of the full-length vanity mirror.

She took a moment to appreciate the view. She worked hard for this. The gym sessions at 5:00 AM paid off in the firm, high curve of her ass and the definition in her thighs. Her breasts, full and heavy, defied gravity with a perky arrogance that she loved. Her stomach was flat, the muscles defined just enough to look athletic without losing the feminine softness, centered by the diamond stud in her navel that caught the bathroom light.

She was entirely hairless from the neck down; a smooth, sleek canvas waiting to be marked.

"Alright, boys," she whispered to her reflection. "I hope you're hungry."

She reached for the black box from the department store.

The Midnight collection lingerie was even more intimidating now that she was about to put it on. She stepped into the G-string, the gold chains feeling cool and heavy against her hips. It sat high, elongating her legs, the black fabric barely covering her mound.

Next, the bra. She hooked it, adjusting her breasts into the structural cups. The sheer black mesh caged her curves while leaving her nipples completely exposed, framing them like artwork. It was lewd, expensive, and absolutely perfect. She pulled on the sheer black stockings, snapping the garters into place with a satisfying click.

She dabbed perfume, something with notes of amber, oud, and dangerous intentions, behind her ears, on her wrists, and behind her knees.

Finally, the dress.

She had chosen a slip dress in liquid silver silk. It draped over her body like water, clinging to the curve of her ass and the swell of her chest. It was backless, dipping dangerously low to show off the gold chains of her panties if she moved the wrong way. It was a dress that said look but don't touch, while simultaneously whispering I fall off if you pull this one string.

She slid her feet into black velvet stilettos, the red soles flashing as she walked. The extra four inches of height shifted her posture, tilting her pelvis, forcing her chest out. She felt powerful. She felt like a queen piece on a chessboard.

She walked back out to the living area. She lit the three-wick candles on the coffee table. She pulled a bottle of Dom Pérignon from the fridge, the condensation cold against her palm, and set it in the bucket on the island.

She poured herself a preemptive glass, the bubbles fizzing aggressively.

Zara took a sip, letting the dry, crisp wine settle her nerves. Because there were nerves. Just a flutter. She had juggled merger acquisitions and hostile board takeovers without blinking, but orchestrating two men in her bedroom? That was a different kind of management.

What if they didn't get along? What if the chemistry was off? What if Frank got possessive or Joe got shy?

She looked at her reflection in the dark window glass. The silver dress shimmered. Behind her reflection, the city sprawled out, millions of lights for millions of people. But tonight, she only cared about two.

Ding-dong.

The sound of the doorbell cut through the jazz music.

Zara’s heart gave a single, hard thump against her ribs. She set her glass down on a coaster, smoothed the silk over her hips, and checked her teeth in the reflection of the microwave.

Showtime.

She walked to the door, took a deep breath, and unlocked the heavy deadbolt. She didn't just open the door; she unveiled herself.

"Merry Christmas, gentlemen," she said, leaning against the doorframe, blocking their view of the apartment so all they could see was her. "You're right on time."

The Committee Meeting

Frank was the first to cross the threshold, and he did it with the same practiced ease he used to enter boardrooms. He was wearing a charcoal suit, cut slim, with a black tie left purposefully loose at the collar. He looked sharp, cynical, and expensive.

His eyes swept over Zara starting at the silver stilettos, lingering on the way the silk dress clung to her hips, and ending on the platinum waves of her hair. A slow, knowing smirk curled his lip.

"Jesus, Zara," he murmured, stepping inside and pressing a kiss to her cheek. He smelled of expensive scotch and cold winter air. "I thought you said 'casual holiday drinks.' This looks like you’re about to accept an Academy Award."

"I said 'holiday best,'" Zara corrected, shutting the door behind him. "And you know I don't do casual."

"Evidently." Frank wandered further into the apartment, picking up a fig from the platter without asking. "So, who's the other lucky bastard? You were very mysterious in the invitation."

Before she could answer, the elevator chimed again down the hall.

Zara’s pulse kicked. "That would be him. Be nice, Frank. He’s not from our world."

"I'm always nice," Frank lied, leaning back against her white sofa, looking like the cat who had already spotted the cream.

Zara opened the door again.

If Frank was a scalpel, Joe was a sledgehammer.

He filled the doorway, his shoulders nearly brushing the frame. He was wearing a black suit that looked like it had been bought for a wedding five years ago and, more importantly, thirty pounds of muscle ago. The fabric strained across his chest and biceps, threatening to split at the seams if he moved too quickly. His tie was a festive, slightly tacky red, and he held a bouquet of supermarket flowers in one massive hand.

He looked uncomfortable, tugging at his collar, until he saw Zara. Then, his face softened into pure, unadulterated worship.

"Hi, Zara," he said, his voice a deep rumble that she felt in her toes. He handed her the flowers. "You look… incredible. Like a movie star."

"Thank you, Joe." Zara took the flowers, genuinely touched, and ushered him in. "Come in, get warm. Let me take your coat. Actually keep the jacket on for a minute. I like the way it fits." Or doesn't fit, she thought greedily.

She led him into the living room where Frank was waiting. The visual contrast was delicious. Frank, lean and wired with nervous energy; Joe, a solid block of stillness and power.

The two men locked eyes. There was a moment of primal assessment, the instinctive sizing up of potential rivals. Frank straightened his spine. Joe puffed his chest slightly.

Zara stepped smoothly between them, a silver referee.

"Gentlemen," she purred, gesturing with a champagne flute. "Introductions. Frank, this is Joe. Joe, Frank."

She rested one hand on Frank’s shoulder and the other on Joe’s bicep, feeling the difference in density. "Frank is the brains. We’ve closed deals together that would make your head spin. And Joe," she squeezed the rock-hard muscle beneath the cheap suit fabric, "is the brawn. He built my terrace and he can lift a washing machine over his head without breaking a sweat."

She stepped back, beaming. "And I, obviously, am the beauty. Which makes us the perfect team."

Frank snorted, his tension breaking. He extended a hand. "Good to meet you, Joe. I’ve heard… rumors."

Joe shook it, his hand swallowing Frank’s. He grinned, relaxing as he realized Frank wasn't going to be a dick. "Yeah? I heard you’re the guy who keeps her on her toes at work."

"I try," Frank laughed. "It’s a full-time job."

"Drinks," Zara announced, moving to the island. "Whiskey for the boys. Neat. I’m not mixing cocktails tonight, I’m off the clock."

She poured generous measures of her father’s Macallan 18 into heavy crystal tumblers and handed them out. The men stood around the island, the initial awkwardness melting under the influence of alcohol and Zara’s undeniable gravity.

She watched them interact. They were cordial, polite. Too polite. They were treating this like a networking event. They were talking about the weather and the construction traffic downtown.

Zara nibbled on an oyster, watching them. She needed to break the seal. She needed to remind them why they were standing in her living room in their best underwear.

"So," Zara interrupted, leaning her elbows on the marble counter so her cleavage was the focal point of the room. "I was reading about holiday traditions. Did you know that in some cultures, it’s considered bad luck not to share your wealth at Christmas?"

Both men stopped talking. They looked at her.

"I have an abundance of assets," Zara continued, her voice dropping an octave, smooth as the silk she was wearing. "And I realized it was selfish to keep them all to myself. Or to make you two fight over scraps."

She took a sip of her champagne, her eyes locking on Joe, then Frank.

"I figured, why not streamline operations? Frank has the technique," she nodded to him, "and Joe has the inventory."

Frank choked on his scotch, coughing into his fist. Joe turned a bright shade of red, then let out a loud, booming laugh that shook his shoulders.

"Inventory," Joe wheezed, grinning at Frank. "I like that."

"Technique isn't bad either," Frank countered, wiping his mouth, his eyes dark with sudden heat. "Efficient. Targeted."

The atmosphere in the room snapped. The politeness evaporated, replaced by a thick, heavy tension. The air felt charged, electric. They weren't strangers making small talk anymore. They were two men realizing they had permission to do exactly what they wanted to the woman standing in front of them.

They looked at her, really looked at her, with a unified hunger. Joe licked his lips. Frank set his glass down on the counter with a definitive clink.

Zara felt a flush spread across her chest. Her nipples hardened against the mesh of her bra, the sensation sharp and demanding. The talking part was done. The planning was done.

She drained the rest of her glass and set it down next to Frank’s. She stood up straight, rolling her shoulders back, letting the silver dress settle around her curves.

She reached behind her neck, finding the single hook that held the silk halter in place.

"You know," she said softly, the silence in the room deafening. "It’s getting a little warm in here. And looking at you two in those suits…"

She unhooked the clasp. The front of the dress went slack.

"I think I’m overdressed."

Zara didn't shimmy. She didn't tease. She simply let gravity do its work.

The silver silk pooled instantly at her feet, a shimmering puddle against the dark wood floor.

For three seconds, the only sound in the penthouse was the hum of the refrigerator and the distant wail of a siren thirty stories down.

Zara stood perfectly still, letting them look. The Midnight collection was worth every obscene penny. The black structural tailoring of the bra pushed her breasts upward and together, offering them up like decadent desserts in a minimalist cage, her nipples hardening in the cool air. The gold chains of the G-string glinted against the smooth, tawny skin of her hips, drawing the eye straight to her barely hidden, perfectly smooth mound and the diamond stud glittering in her navel.

She was a vision of expensive, curated lust.

Frank made a noise that sounded like he’d been punched in the solar plexus. His scotch glass tilted dangerously in his hand before he righted it, his knuckles white. His eyes traced the architecture of the lingerie with a look of intense, starving appreciation.

Joe didn't make a sound at all. His jaw actually dropped. He looked at her like she was the Sistine Chapel ceiling; something too beautiful to fully comprehend, something he definitely wasn't supposed to touch with his rough, calloused hands.

"Close your mouths, boys," Zara said, her voice a low, amusing purr. "You’ll catch flies."

She stepped out of the puddle of silk, her heels clicking sharply on the wood. The sound seemed to break their trance. Joe took half a step toward her, an instinctive, gravitational pull.

Zara held up a single, manicured finger. He stopped instantly.

"Ah, ah," she chided gently, flashing him a dazzling, predatory smile. "Rule number one of the evening: I drive. You two are just along for the ride. Clear?"

Joe nodded quickly, his eyes wide. Frank just smirked, taking a slow sip of his scotch, his eyes never leaving her body. "Crystal, Z."

"Good. Now, move." She pointed with her champagne flute toward the expansive white leather sectional that dominated the living area. "Jackets off. Ties loose. Sit down. And for God's sake, try to look relaxed."

They obeyed with almost comical speed. Frank shed his tailored blazer with practiced grace, tossing it over an armchair and loosening his tie in one smooth motion. Joe shrugged out of his tight jacket, looking instantly relieved as his massive shoulders were freed, revealing a white dress shirt stretched taut over his chest and arms.

They sat on the white leather, leaving a deliberate space between them. They looked like two very large, very dangerous obedient schoolboys waiting for the principal.

Zara sauntered over. She didn't sit. Instead, she walked slowly around the back of the couch, trailing her fingertips along the leather, letting them feel her presence behind them. The scent of her perfume, amber and expensive intentions, drifted over them.

She stopped behind Frank first. She placed both hands on his shoulders, feeling the wiry tension humming beneath his shirt. He tipped his head back against the couch to look up at her upside down, his eyes glittering.

"You're vibrating, Francis," she teased, kneading his trapezius muscles with her thumbs.

"Anticipation," he clipped out. "You know I hate waiting for Q4 results."

"Patience is a virtue." She leaned down, brushing her lips against the shell of his ear, whispering, "Besides, I know for a fact you do your best work under pressure."

She felt him shudder, a tight coil of energy waiting to spring. She gave his hair a playful tug and moved on.

She rounded the couch and stood in front of Joe. Sitting down, he was almost eye-level with her hips. The proximity was overwhelming for him; she could see the pulse hammering in his thick neck.

"And you," she murmured, stepping between his spread knees. She placed a hand on his thigh. His quadricep muscle jumped under her palm, a solid slab of concrete beneath the cheap suit trousers. "Did you follow my dress code instructions, Joseph?"

He gulped, looking up at her, his eyes darting from her face to her exposed breasts. "Uh. Yeah. Yes, Zara. I did."

"Let's verify the inventory."

Keeping eye contact with him, she let her hand slide up his thigh, higher and higher, until she reached the junction of his legs.

Her eyes widened slightly.

She knew Joe was big. She was well acquainted with his equipment. But feeling the sheer density of him through the fabric, heavy, thick, and already straining aggressively against his zipper, reminded her of the first time she seduced him. He wasn't just happy to see her; he was a loaded weapon.

She gave him a firm, appreciative squeeze, enjoying the sharp hiss of breath he let out.

"Excellent," she purred, withdrawing her hand and stepping back to admire her work. Two gorgeous, capable men, wound tight and ready to snap at her command.

She took another sip of champagne, letting the bubbles fizz on her tongue.

"Alright," Zara smiled, setting her glass down on the coffee table. "Inspection complete. I think you both pass."

She bent over playfully, posing and enjoying having two sexy men’s complete and total attention, putting her expensive lingerie to good use before it was stripped from her body. “And I can tell from your expressions and bulges in your pants that I have passed my inspection as well,” she cooed.

Joe still couldn’t speak, just nodding. Zara appreciated that despite seeing her fully naked several times in previous hook ups he still acted like this was the first time he had seen a mostly naked woman. Frank smirked, amused and confident. “You’re so fucking sexy, Z.”

The Tasting Menu

"Frank," Zara said, her voice dropping to a husky command. She pointed to the thick white rug at her feet. "Floor, please."

Frank didn't hesitate. He slid off the couch and onto his knees, looking up at her with a hunger that was almost professional in its intensity. He knew this role. He knew exactly what he was good at.

"And you," she said, turning slightly to Joe, who was still sitting on the cushions, looking dazed. She pressed a hand to his chest, pushing him back against the leather. "Stay right there. I want you to be my chair."

She turned her back to him and settled herself between his spread legs. She leaned back, letting her weight rest fully against his solid chest. It felt like leaning against a warm, breathing wall. His arms came around her instinctively, thick and heavy, wrapping her in a cage of muscle. She felt his massive erection press between her toned ass cheeks through his pants.

"Comfortable?" she murmured, tilting her head back to look at Joe upside down.

"Never better," he crooned, his voice rough. He buried his face in the crook of her neck, inhaling deeply. "You smell expensive."

"I am expensive," she corrected softly.

She looked down at Frank. He was kneeling between her legs, his hands resting lightly on her knees. He was staring at the gold chain of her G-string like it was a complex equation he couldn't wait to solve.

"Well?" Zara asked, arching an eyebrow. "Don't just stare at it. Unwrap it."

Frank smirked. He reached out, his fingers cool and confident against her warm skin. He hooked his fingers into the delicate gold chains at her hips. With a slow, deliberate drag, he pulled the scrap of black fabric down. Zara lifted her hips, allowing him to strip the panties away, leaving her completely bare to him, save for the stockings and the architectural bra.

"God, you're perfect," Frank whispered. He didn't dive in immediately. He was a connoisseur. He leaned forward, his breath hot against her inner thighs, teasing the sensitive skin without making contact.

Zara shivered, her head falling back against Joe’s shoulder. "Joe."

"Yeah?"

"My breasts," she instructed breathlessly. "They're feeling neglected."

Joe didn't need to be told twice. His large, calloused hands moved up from her waist. They were working hands, rough-textured, scarred from lumber and stone. The contrast against her soft, manicured skin and the delicate Italian mesh of her bra was electric.

He cupped her, his palms completely swallowing her breasts. The rough pads of his thumbs dragged over the exposed nipples, sending a sharp jolt of pleasure straight to her groin.

"So heavy," Joe muttered against her ear, squeezing firmly. "Perfect handfuls."

At that exact moment, Frank made his move.

He licked a long, wet stripe from her perineum up to her clit.

Zara gasped, her hips bucking involuntarily, ass grinding against Joe’s cock. Joe’s arms tightened around her waist, anchoring her in place, holding her steady for Frank’s assault.

"Easy," Joe whispered, nipping at her earlobe. "We got you."

The sensation was a sensory overload. Above, she had Joe with the crushing weight of his embrace, the scratch of his beard against her neck, the rough friction of his thumbs teasing her nipples into painful, hard peaks. Below, she had Frank; smooth, wet, and surgically precise.

Frank worked with the focus of a bomb disposal expert. He held her thighs open wide, his tongue flicking a maddeningly fast rhythm against her clit before slowing down to long, suctioning swirls. He wasn't rushing. He was showing off. And he wanted to please her.

"That's it," Zara moaned, her hands finding purchase on Joe’s thick forearms. "Right there, Frank. Don't you dare stop."

"He's good," Joe grunted, sounding both impressed and a little competitive. He leaned forward to watch over Zara’s shoulder, witnessing the way Frank’s mouth devoured her.

"He's excellent," Zara confirmed, her voice trembling. "But I need more friction up top. Pinch them with your big strong hands, Joe. Harder."

Joe obeyed, his grip tightening. He tweaked her nipples, rolling them between his rough thumb and forefinger. The sharp pinch combined with the slick, relentless pressure of Frank’s tongue made Zara cry out.

She was the conduit between them. The circuit was complete.

She looked down, through the haze of pleasure. She saw Frank’s eyes flick up to meet hers, dark with satisfaction. He knew he was ruining her. He slipped two fingers inside her, stretching her, preparing her, while his thumb continued to work her clit.

"I’m going to come," she warned, her hips grinding back against Joe’s groin. She could feel him hard as a rock through his trousers, a steel bar pressed against her lower back.

"Not yet," Frank murmured against her slick skin, pulling back just an inch. He blew cool air on her swollen flesh, denying her the release.

Zara let out a frustrated whine, her nails digging into Joe’s arms.

"Patience, Z," Frank teased, looking up with a wicked grin, his chin glistening with her juices. "We haven't even gotten to the main course yet."

Zara glared at him, breathless and flushed, her chest heaving against Joe’s hands. She loved them. She hated them. She wanted everything they had.

"Fine," she panted, reaching down to tangle her fingers in Frank’s hair. "But if you make me wait... you better make it worth it."

"Oh, we will," Joe growled against her neck, his hand sliding down from her breast to the flat of her stomach, pressing her back against him. "We're just getting warmed up."

The Main Course

"Up," Zara commanded, her voice ragged but absolute. She pulled away from Joe’s embrace and stood, her legs slightly shaky, the air cool against her wet skin. "Both of you. On your feet."

The men scrambled to obey. The dynamic had shifted; the teasing appetizer was over, and the hunger in the room had sharpened into something palpable.

"I’ve shown you mine," Zara said, walking over to the island to grab a linen napkin, dabbing delicately at her inner thigh. She turned back, eyes gleaming. "Now I want to see exactly what I gifted myself for Christmas."

She walked up to Frank first. With swift, efficient movements, she undid his belt and the button of his trousers. He watched her face, his breathing shallow. She shoved his pants and boxer briefs down in one motion, waiting for him to step out of them.

He was beautiful. Frank was runner-lean, all sinew and pale skin, with a cock that stood at a proud, eager attention. He was perfectly average-plus, the kind of size that promised friction and precision without tearing her apart.

"Lovely," Zara hummed, brushing her thumb over the head, rewarded by his hips snapping forward.

She turned to Joe. He was already fumbling with his own belt, his large fingers clumsy with haste.

"Let me," she said, brushing his hands away.

She unzipped him, and his pants fell to his ankles. He kicked them aside.

When Zara hooked her thumbs into the waistband of his black boxer briefs and peeled them down, the air in the room seemed to get thinner.

Joe didn't just have a cock; he had a bludgeon. It was thick, veined, and heavy, resting against his thigh with an intimidating density before springing free. It was a darker shade than the rest of him, the head broad and purple-flushed.

Zara heard a sharp intake of breath behind her.

"Jesus Christ," Frank muttered. The slick confidence he’d worn all night faltered. He looked from Joe’s monstrous erection down to his own, and for a split second, the polished executive looked like a kid who realized he’d brought a knife to a gunfight. "Zara… are you sure? That’s… a lot of equipment."

The insecurity hung in the air, fragile and human.

Zara didn't comfort him with words. She didn't say 'It’s okay, size doesn't matter.' That would be a lie, and Zara didn't lie.

Instead, she dropped to her knees.

She reached out, wrapping her right hand around Frank, and her left around Joe. She squeezed them both, measuring the difference, savoring the contrast.

"Don't be jealous, Francis," she looked up at him, eyes dark and greedy. "You’re the scalpel. He’s the hammer. I have a very complex project to manage tonight." She leaned forward and kissed the tip of Frank’s cock, swirling her tongue around the slit. "And I need both tools to get the job done."

Frank’s hips jerked, his ego instantly soothed by the sensation of her mouth and the logic of her desire. He wasn't being replaced; he was being specialized.

"Now," Zara murmured, pulling back. "Feed me."

She alternated between them with the focus of a woman at a buffet. She took Frank into her mouth first, humming with appreciation at his familiar curve, sucking hard enough to make his knees buckle. Then she turned to Joe, opening wide, barely able to accommodate the head of him. She licked the heavy vein on the underside, hearing him groan, a deep, animalistic sound that rumbled in his chest.

She used her hands to stroke one while she serviced the other, creating a rhythm that bound the three of them together. There was no competition anymore, only a shared objective: Zara’s pleasure.

Zara smirked up at Frank from her knees, opened her mouth wide and took his entire length into her throat. She remembered the first time she had demonstrated that skill to him that night they had taken their first work trip together. He groaned his appreciation.

She gave Frank a silent look reminding him there are advantages to “only” being big instead of huge, then turned back to Joe. She pretended she was about to do the same to him, but instead teased his entire length with her tongue, making intense eye contact from her knees. Even from such a submissive position she felt sexy and powerful with two sexy men so desperate for her. Her hand slid between her own thighs.

After a long, wet minute that left both men gasping and glistening, Zara pulled back. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, looking up at them.

"Okay," she breathed. "I’m ready."

She stood up and took Frank’s hand, leading them away from the stark lighting of the kitchen and toward the living room corner.

The Christmas tree cast a soft, multicolored glow over the plush white faux-fur rug. It was the coziest, most innocent spot in the apartment, which made it the perfect place to ruin it.

Zara stepped onto the rug, the fur soft between her toes. She turned her back to the men and bent over at the waist, planting her hands on her knees. The position displayed everything, the curve of her ass, the dark seam of her sex, and the invitation of her body.

"Frank," she commanded, looking back over her shoulder. "You’re up first. I need you to open me up. Find that spot you know I like and don't stop hitting it until I beg you to."

Frank had found a condom and stepped onto the rug, his shadow falling over her. He positioned himself behind her, gripping her hips with bruising force. He didn't hesitate. He lined himself up and pushed inside in one smooth, confident thrust.

Zara cried out, a sharp, melodic sound. "Yes. There."

Frank began to move. He was the technician, just as she’d said. His rhythm was relentless, snap, drag, snap. He hit the bundle of nerves deep inside her with military precision, his breath hot against her shoulder blades.

Joe stepped forward, looking like he was about to explode. He reached for her, his hand hovering over her hair.

"Wait," Zara gasped, one hand leaving her knee to push against Joe’s shin, stopping him. Her eyes were squeezed shut, lost in the friction Frank was providing, but she opened them to look up at the giant looming over her.

Joe looked pained. His cock was leaking pre-cum, twitching with every thrust Frank made into her body. "Zara… please."

"Not yet, Joey," she taunted, her voice breathless and broken by Frank’s thrusts. She reached out and wrapped her hand around his massive shaft, stroking him with a firm, cruel grip. "You’re too big for an appetizer. You’re the finisher."

She squeezed him hard, watching his eyes roll back.

"But God," she whimpered, "you are making my mouth water."

"Knees," Zara commanded, tugging hard on Joe’s erection.

The big man dropped to the rug instantly, the heavy thud of his knees hitting the floor vibrating through Zara’s own legs. He was right in front of her now, his cock level with her face.

"Open up," Joe growled, his patience snapping.

Zara didn't need to be told. She opened her mouth and took him in.

The sensation was immediate and overwhelming. She was stuffed. Behind her, Frank was finding a jarring, staccato rhythm, his hips slapping against her buttocks with a wet, sharp sound. In front of her, Joe was a wall of flesh. She bobbed her head, taking as much of him as she could, her tongue swirling frantically around the broad head, tasting salt and pre-cum.

She was the bridge between them. The conduit. She could feel Frank’s vibrations traveling through her spine and into her mouth. For a minute, the world narrowed down to the friction at her entrance and the fullness in her throat.

But she wanted the heaviness where it counted.

She pulled off Joe with a wet pop, gasping for air.

"Switch," she choked out.

Frank stopped instantly, though he let out a groan of protest. He pulled out, leaving Zara feeling suddenly, achingly empty.

"My turn," Joe said, his voice dropping to a subsonic rumble.

Frank stepped back, wiping sweat from his forehead. He stood to the side, his chest heaving, watching as Joe moved behind Zara.

Zara braced herself on her hands and knees. She looked back at Frank. She saw his eyes widen. There was a flicker of genuine alarm there, a primal male jealousy mixed with awe, as he watched Joe line his massive shaft up with her glistening, stretched entrance.

"Jesus, Zara," Frank whispered, half to himself. "He’s going to split you in half."

"Watch me," Zara panted, arching her back.

Joe didn't thrust. He pressed.

It was a slow, invading pressure. Zara’s head fell forward, a ragged cry tearing from her throat. It was a struggle. Her body had to actively expand, yielding to the sheer girth of him. She felt filled to the brim, stretched taut like a drum.

"God," Joe hissed, his hands gripping her hips so hard his fingers dug into her flesh. "You are so tight."

He bottomed out. Zara let out a long, shaky breath, her eyes fluttering. It was an exquisite kind of pain; a fullness that bordered on too much, which was exactly how she liked it.

Then, Joe began to move.

It wasn't the precise, stinging rhythm Frank had used. It was like being possessed by a piston engine. Joe slammed into her with a heavy, grinding force that shook her entire body.

"Frank," Zara whimpered, reaching a hand out blindly. "Frank, please."

Frank didn't need an invitation. He dropped to his knees in front of her. He didn't wait for her to open her mouth this time. He reached out, tangling his hand into her platinum hair, gripping the roots tight.

"I’m right here," Frank said, his voice dark.

He guided her head to his cock, feeding himself to her.

The dynamic shattered.

Five minutes ago, she had been the CEO. She had been the hostess. She had been Zara, the woman who signed checks and gave orders.

Now, she was just a body.

She was being used. Joe was driving into her with a ferocity that bordered on violence, his grunts loud and animalistic. Every thrust knocked the breath out of her lungs. At the same time, Frank was using her hair as a handle, fucking her face with a desperate, selfish need to reclaim his territory.

Smack.

Joe’s hand landed hard on her ass, the sound cracking like a whip in the quiet apartment. The sting was hot and sharp, radiating through her.

"You like that?" Joe growled against her ear, biting the sensitive cord of her neck. "You like taking it like this?"

Zara couldn't speak. Her mouth was full of Frank. She could only moan, a desperate, high-pitched sound that vibrated against Frank’s shaft.

Smack.

Another hit. Harder this time. Her skin flushed red.

The control was gone. The "cool girl" facade melted away. Zara wasn't thinking about her lingerie anymore. She wasn't thinking about the expensive rug or the champagne. She was lost in the haze of sweat, scent, and impact. She was a piece of meat between two starving predators, and the realization hit her with the force of a drug.

She let go.

She stopped trying to direct them. She slumped forward, letting Frank hold her up by her hair, letting Joe bruise her hips with his grip. She surrendered to the friction, becoming pure sensation.

She wasn't giving herself a gift anymore. She was the gift. And they were tearing the wrapping paper to shreds.

The Grand Finale

"Stop," Zara gasped, planting her hands on the rug.

The single word cut through the haze of testosterone and sweat like a knife. Both men froze instantly. Joe stopped his piston-like thrusting; Frank stopped pulling her hair. They waited, chests heaving, to see if they had broken her.

Zara pushed herself up, hair wild, mascara smudged, looking utterly ravaged and completely magnificent. She wasn't broken. She was just changing the channel.

"Joe," she panted, crawling away from him and pointing a shaking finger at the center of the rug. "On your back. Now."

Joe wiped his mouth and obeyed without a word, lying down on the white fur. His cock stood straight up, a thick, angry pillar that looked impossibly large from this angle.

Zara moved over him. She straddled his hips, her thighs trembling. She lined herself up, holding his erection with both hands to steady it.

"God," she whispered, looking down at the connection. "It’s like the first time, every time."

She lowered herself.

It was a slow, deliberate impalement. Her body had to remember how to accommodate him. She hissed through her teeth as she sank down, inch by inch, until her ass hit his thighs. She sat there for a moment, eyes closed, just feeling the incredible fullness of him stretching her completely.

"You okay?" Joe asked, his hands coming up to cup her breasts, his thumbs brushing the hardened nipples.

"I'm full," she moaned, opening her eyes. She began to grind, a slow, rolling motion that made Joe groan and arch his hips off the floor.

She leaned down, kissing him deeply, tasting herself on his lips. It was messy and intimate.

Then she sat up, arching her back.

"Frank," she said.

Frank was kneeling behind her, watching the way her body swallowed Joe with a look of pure envy.

"Come here," she commanded.

He shuffled forward on his knees. Zara leaned forward, taking him into her mouth. She bobbed her head, sucking him with renewed vigor, using the rhythm of her hips riding Joe to set the pace for her mouth on Frank.

She swirled her tongue around the head of his cock, hearing him whimper. Then, abruptly, she pulled off.

Frank made a noise of protest, chasing her mouth. "Zara, don't stop…"

"I have one last gift for you, Francis," Zara said, her voice breathy but clear. She looked him dead in the eye.

She reached out blindly to the side, her fingers closing around the cold, heavy bottle of silk-based lubricant in the silver bowl. She tossed it to him. It landed with a soft thud on the rug between his knees.

Frank looked at the bottle, then up at her face. His eyes went wide.

"You've asked for this three times this year," Zara said, a small, challenging smile playing on her lips. "Remember the Q3 retreat? You begged. I told you I had a presentation in the morning."

Frank nodded dumbly.

"And in Vegas," she continued, grinding harder on Joe. "I told you I needed to walk straight in heels the next day."

She leaned forward, bracing her hands on Joe’s chest, presenting her backside to Frank.

"I don't have anywhere to be tomorrow," she purred. "Use the lube. And put it inside me."

Frank didn't wait to be asked twice. His hands shook slightly as he popped the cap, coating himself and her liberally with the cold fluid, sliding a finger into her in the process.

"You sure?" Frank asked, his voice tight.

"Do it," Zara demanded. "Fill me up."

She felt the tip of him press against her tight ring. She bore down, relaxing, inviting him in.

The entry was intense. Zara threw her head back, a silent scream tearing from her throat as Frank pushed past the resistance. It was too much. It was impossible. It was perfect.

Suddenly, she was occupied everywhere. Joe was hammering into her pussy, hitting her cervix with every buck of his hips. Frank was sliding into her ass, filling the only empty space she had left. The friction was indescribable. The internal pressure was so immense she felt like she was floating, anchored to the earth only by the two men inside her.

"Oh my God," Zara sobbed, the pleasure spiking so high it bordered on agony. "Yes. Yes."

The rhythm found itself. Joe was the steady beat, the heavy bass. Frank was the melody, sharper and faster.

"She's so tight," Frank groaned to Joe, their eyes meeting over Zara’s shoulder. "I can feel you inside her."

"Don't stop," Joe grunted, grabbing Zara’s hips to pull her down harder.

Sandwiched between two men focused solely on her, the climax hit Zara like a freight train.

It started in her belly and exploded outward. "I'm coming!" she screamed, her inner muscles clamping down violently on both of them.

The force of her orgasm was the trigger.

Joe roared, his hips snapping up one last time, burying himself to the hilt. Zara felt his cock pulse within her as he unloaded.

The sight of Zara unraveling, combined with the clamp of her ass, was too much for Frank. He let out a strangled cry, burying his face in her hair, thrusting three more times before freezing, pouring himself into her.

Zara collapsed forward onto Joe’s chest, sandwiched between them, trembling, filled, and utterly, completely satisfied.

The Afterglow

The silence that followed was heavy, wet, and punctuated only by the sound of three people trying to remember how to breathe.

Frank was the first to move. He pulled out slowly, a wet, sliding sound that made Zara shiver, not with cold, but with a lingering, aftershock of pleasure. He collapsed backward onto the rug, his arm thrown over his eyes, his chest heaving like he’d just run a marathon.

Zara let out a laugh.

It wasn't a sexy, sultry purr. It was a genuine, high-pitched giggle—the sound of a girl who had just gotten away with murder and found the body hilarious.

She rolled off Joe’s chest and flopped onto her back on the white fur, staring up at the twinkling Christmas tree lights. She felt light. Physically, she was a mess: sticky with sweat, lube, and semen, her inner muscles aching in the best possible way. But mentally? She was floating. The stress of the quarter, the pressure of the holidays, the weight of being "Perfect Zara" 24/7 was all gone. Obliterated.

"Merry Christmas to me," she sighed happily, stretching her arms over her head, her toes curling into the fur.

Joe pushed himself up on one elbow. He looked wrecked in the most wholesome way possible. His hair was a bird's nest, his beard was matted with sweat, and he was grinning like a Golden Retriever who had just been given a prime rib steak.

"Zara," he rumbled, reaching out a massive hand to stroke her hair, his touch surprisingly gentle. "That was… I don't even have words. You’re magic."

"I know," she beamed, turning her head to nuzzle his palm. "I’m pretty good at planning, aren't I?"

"Planning?" Frank’s voice came from the other side of the rug. He lowered his arm, turning his head to look at her.

He didn't look like the satisfied dog. He looked like a man who had just survived a plane crash and wasn't sure if he should kiss the ground or check his pulse. His eyes traced the length of her body. Her flushed skin and her relaxed posture, with a mixture of arousal and genuine wariness.

"You," Frank said, pointing a finger at her. "You are terrifying."

Zara sat up, wincing slightly as gravity reminded her of exactly how full she had been moments ago. She grabbed her silk robe from the armchair where she’d tossed it hours ago and pulled it on, not bothering to tie it. She looked like a disheveled goddess.

"Terrifying?" she teased, crawling over to the coffee table to grab the bottle of lukewarm champagne. She took a swig straight from the bottle. "I thought I was 'collaborative.'"

"I’ve known you for five years," Frank said, sitting up slowly. He ran a hand through his damp hair, his eyes narrowing as he processed the last hour. "I’ve slept with you for three. I thought I knew your… range."

He looked at the bottle of lube lying on its side on the rug. Then back at her.

"I didn't know you had that in the tank," he admitted softly. "The DP? Zara, you took both of us like it was nothing. You barely flinched."

"Oh, I flinched," Zara smiled, wiping champagne from her lip. "But I also wanted it."

Frank shook his head, a small, incredulous smile finally breaking through his shock. He looked at her with a newfound respect, bordering on intimidation. He was used to women who wanted him to take charge, women who wanted him to be the "Bad Boy." But Zara? Zara had chewed them both up and spit them out. He realized, with a jolt of thrill in his gut, that he wasn't the shark in the water anymore. She was.

"You’re a dangerous woman, Zara," Frank murmured. "Remind me never to negotiate against you again."

"Smart man," Zara chirped. She crawled back between them, handing the bottle to Joe.

Joe took a massive gulp, draining half of what was left, and wiped his mouth. He looked between Frank and Zara, sensing the shift in the air but too happy to overanalyze it.

"So," Joe grinned, wrapping an arm around Zara’s waist and pulling her into his side. "Same time next year?"

Zara laughed again, leaning her head on Joe’s shoulder while winking at a shell-shocked Frank.

"Let's not get ahead of ourselves," she said, though her hand rested possessively on Joe’s thigh. "But… I definitely think this belongs on the annual calendar."

The Departure

The transition from "orgy" to "reality" was handled with the same efficiency as a backstage set change.

There were warm towels (Zara always kept a stack in the master bath warmer), the disposal of the used condom wrappers, and the quiet shuffling of clothes being gathered from the floor. The glamour of the Midnight lingerie was gone, replaced by the stark, biological reality of naked bodies moving through a dim apartment.

Joe, true to his nature, was low-maintenance. He dressed quickly, pulling on his jeans and t-shirt, draping his suit jacket over his arm rather than putting it back on. He didn't hover. He seemed to understand intuitively that the curtain had fallen.

"You're okay to drive?" Zara asked, leaning against the doorframe of the bathroom, wearing absolutely nothing. Her hair was a tangled platinum halo, her mascara was smudged artfully beneath her eyes, and her skin was flushed a deep, satisfied rose.

"Sober as a judge," Joe promised. He walked over, wrapping her in a bear hug that lifted her slightly off her toes. He kissed her forehead, then her lips—a sweet, lingering pressure. "Thank you, Zara. Seriously. Best Christmas present ever."

"You earned it," she smiled, smoothing his beard. "Call me in January. I want to have you over again. Just you. I think we need to test the structural integrity of my headboard without an audience."

Joe grinned, his eyes crinkling. "It’s a date."

He gave a nod to Frank, who was sitting on the edge of the sofa pulling his socks on, and then he was gone. The heavy click of the deadbolt signaled his exit.

The apartment felt instantly quieter, more intimate.

Frank stood up, fully dressed now. He had forgone the tie, leaving his top button undone, his sleeves rolled up. He looked rumpled and handsome, the picture of a man who had just had the night of his life.

He didn't leave immediately. He leaned against the kitchen island, watching Zara.

She walked into the living room, unbothered by her nudity. She picked up the empty champagne bottle and dropped it into the recycling bin with a clatter. She was unapologetically exposed with her breasts heavy, her inner thighs slick, her body marked by their hands. She looked messy, used, and utterly triumphant.

"Stop looking at me like I'm a physics problem you can't solve," Zara said, grabbing a bottle of water and tossing it to him.

Frank caught it but didn't open it. "I'm just admiring the view. You look..." He shook his head, struggling for the word. "You look incredible. Wrecked becomes you."

"I feel incredible," she admitted, leaning back against the counter, crossing her ankles.

Frank stepped closer, entering her personal space. The air between them shifted. It wasn't the charged lust of earlier; it was something heavier, stickier.

"We make a good team, Zara," he said quietly. "Better than I thought."

"We do," she agreed.

"Maybe..." Frank hesitated, his eyes searching hers. "Maybe we shouldn't wait until the next fiscal quarter to do this again. Or something else. Just us. More often."

Zara looked at him. She saw it in his eyes; the dopamine crash, the oxytocin high. In this moment, with the scent of sex still heavy in the air, Frank was halfway in love with her. If she gave him the inch, he’d take the mile. He’d suggest dinner, then weekends away, then exclusivity.

She felt a pang of affection for him. She really did love him, in her own way. But she also loved this, the freedom to be exactly who she was, without the compromise of a traditional relationship. Neither of them was built for the white picket fence, even if the sex made them momentarily hallucinate that they were.

She didn't slam the door. She just gently shifted the frame.

"I’d like that," she said softy. A genuine admission. Then, a mischievous glint returned to her eye. "Actually, I heard a rumor about a place in Chelsea. 'The Vault.' Supposed to be very exclusive. Masks, black tie, members only."

Frank blinked, the intense romantic pressure valve releasing slightly, replaced by intrigue. "A sex club?"

"A social club for adventurous adults," she corrected, walking over to him and placing her hands on the lapels of his jacket. "I think we’d tear the place apart, Francis. You in?"

Frank let out a breath, a half-laugh escaping him. He realized what she was doing, steering them away from the "feelings" cliff and back toward the fun, and he loved her for it.

"Yeah," he whispered, wrapping his arms around her naked waist, pulling her flush against his suit. "I'm in. Wherever you want to go, Zara."

He kissed her then. It wasn't the hungry, performative kiss of the threesome. It was deep, slow, and grounded. It tasted of gratitude and a shared secret that only the two of them would ever truly understand.

"Go home, Frank," she murmured against his lips, pulling back gently. "Sleep. Dream of me."

"Always," he said.

He grabbed his coat and headed for the door. He paused once to look back at her—standing naked in the middle of her million-dollar apartment, surrounded by the debris of her own pleasure.

He smiled, shook his head, and walked out.

Zara listened to the footsteps fade down the hall. She waited for the elevator chime.

Silence reclaimed the penthouse.

The heavy click of the deadbolt echoed in the entryway, signaling the final curtain call.

Silence rushed back into the penthouse. It wasn't an empty silence; it was heavy and rich, vibrating with the residual energy of what had just happened.

Zara didn't move to clean up. Not yet. She walked slowly into the living room, the hardwood cool beneath her bare feet. She caught her reflection in the floor-to-ceiling windows—hair wild, makeup smudged, body sleek and naked and thoroughly used. She looked wild. She looked free.

Below her, the city sprawled out in a grid of glittering lights, millions of people sleeping in their beds, waiting for morning.

Zara leaned a shoulder against the cold glass, looking down at the world. A lesser woman might have felt lonely in the sudden quiet, the solitary figure after the crowd had dispersed. But Zara didn't feel lonely.

She felt powerful. She felt the profound, bone-deep satisfaction of an appetite completely sated and a fantasy fulfilled. She hadn't waited for someone else to guess what she wanted. She hadn't hoped for a surprise. She had identified her desire, sourced the materials, and executed the plan flawlessly.

She wandered over to the kitchen island. The ice in the silver bowl had mostly melted, but one lone Kumamoto oyster remained in its shell.

She picked it up, the shell cold and rough against her warm palm. She tipped her head back and slid the briny, sweet meat into her mouth, swallowing it whole. It tasted like decadence. It tasted like victory.

She licked her lips, tasting the salt of the ocean and the lingering taste of her men. She looked out at the skyline one last time, a slow, deeply satisfied smile spreading across her face in the reflection of the glass.

"Merry Christmas to me," she whispered to the city.

A Note from Zoya Lane

Hey gorgeous,

First things first: I feel like I should offer an apology for the heat level in this one. We started with "cozy holiday party" and took a hard left turn into "deliciously depraved." But honestly? Looking at Frank and Joe... I’m not sorry. And I have a feeling you aren't either.

Thanks for RSVPing to the party. I hope you’re feeling thoroughly satisfied, slightly flushed, and maybe looking at your own holiday wish list a little differently.

If this story made you fan yourself, squirm in your seat, or text something mildly scandalous, do a girl a favor and tell a friend (or at least whisper it to your Kindle). Reviews keep these wicked little stories alive and give me an excuse to pour another glass of prosecco and write the next one.

When you’re ready for more (perhaps something slightly gentler, or perhaps not...), I have other juicy confessions waiting:

●        The Accidentally Shared Suite: One room, one bed, two strangers.

●        No Vacancy: A woman, a broken-down Prius, and two men to the rescue... but all the hotels in town are booked! You know what happens next.

●        My First Threesome Experiment: Another tale of two men, one curious woman, and the delightful chaos of saying yes to temptation, this one set at University.

Until then, stay curious, stay hydrated, and stay off the Nice List.

XOXO,

Zoya Lane
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