




























My Second Threesome Experiment

 (The MFM Special of the Day)

By Zoya Lane


Part I: Front of House

The first thing you learn about the service industry is that it’s not actually about food. It’s about desire.

Every person walking through those double mahogany doors is hungry for something, and usually, the risotto is just a metaphor. They want to be seen, they want to be served, or they want to be told what to do. The dinner rush at The Gilded Olive wasn’t much different from a frat party orgy, really; just better lighting, higher price points, and slightly less chance of stepping in something sticky although, in the kitchen, even that was debatable.

I was still a college freshman, still technically “translating” the language of this new world, but my vocabulary had expanded significantly since that first night in October.

By November, I had curated a perfect, deceptive equilibrium. On paper, I was Zoya the Pre-Med Scholar: acing biology, turning in chemistry labs early, and calling my parents every Sunday to assure them I was eating vegetables. But the version of me that existed after dark was restless. My bank account was running on fumes, my parents covered tuition and board, but they didn’t cover the kind of freedom I was starting to crave, so I took a job.

I didn’t tell them, of course. Working as a hostess at an overpriced off-campus bistro wasn’t part of the "Lane Family Plan." It was a violation of the unspoken contract that said my only job was to be perfect.

But I liked the violation. Just like I liked the secrets I was keeping between my sheets.

Since the night I had shared with Ethan and Lucas, my "control group" for what a good time should look like, I hadn’t exactly joined a convent. I’d conducted a few more… field experiments. There was a lacrosse player who was enthusiastic but lacked rhythm, and a brooding English major who was great with his tongue but cried afterward. They were fine. They were snacks. Palate cleansers. But none of them felt like a meal.

I was hungry for something substantial. And as it turned out, the kitchen was hiring.

The Gilded Olive was the kind of place that charged eighteen dollars for a burger because they put arugula on it. It was trying very, very hard to be sophisticated, much like the man who hired me.

Julian was the Shift Manager. He was thirty-five going on sixty, a man made entirely of sharp angles and starch. He wore three-piece suits to manage a college-town bistro, his tie always strangled into a perfect Windsor knot, his hair gelled into an immobile, glossy helmet.

"Posture, Ms. Lane," he’d corrected me on my first day, his fingers lingering just a second too long as he straightened the lapel of my blazer. "We are selling an experience. You are the first thing they see. Do not slouch."

He was beautiful in a clinical, sterile way like a scalpel. He obsessed over water spots on the silverware and lint on my shoulder. He spoke to me with a cool, detached authority that I suspected was masking a deep, repressed disdain for the messy biological reality of human beings. I honestly wasn't sure if he liked women, or if he just liked rules.

And then, there was the Back of House.

If the dining room was Julian’s sterile kingdom, the kitchen was the fiery pit of hell, and Mick was the demon king holding the pitchfork.

Mick was twenty-eight, the lead line cook, and everything Julian wasn’t. He was raw noise and heat. His arms were a roadmap of faded ink and fresh burn scars, muscles roping under a grease-stained white t-shirt that had likely never seen an iron. He didn’t speak; he grunted, he barked orders, and he chopped vegetables with a violence that was honestly a little terrifying.

The first time I walked into the kitchen to grab a water pitcher, the wall of heat hit me instantly, smelling of garlic, seared steak, and stale cigarettes.

Mick stopped chopping. He didn’t look at my face. He looked at my legs.

"You're in the way, princess," he’d said, his voice like gravel in a blender. But he didn’t move to let me pass. He just stood there, knife in hand, forcing me to squeeze past him in the narrow galley.

I felt the heat coming off his body, a physical wave of aggression and sweat. My hip brushed the front of his stained apron, and I saw his jaw tighten.

That was three weeks ago.

Now, it was late November. The wind cutting across campus was bitter, biting through denim and wool. Any sensible girl would be wearing fleece-lined leggings and boots.

I was wearing a skirt and heels.

It was the "uniform," technically, a pleated black thing that stopped a few inches above my knee, but I could have worn slacks. Julian allowed slacks. I told myself I chose the skirt because the restaurant got warm during the rush. I told myself it was for better mobility.

I was lying.

I wore it because I liked the way Julian’s eyes narrowed when he checked the hemline for "professionalism."

And I wore it because I knew that when I had to squeeze past Mick on the line to run a credit card, the hem would brush against his thigh. I wore it because even though I was supposed to be the "Good Girl" working for pocket money, I was actually a scientist collecting data.

And the hypothesis I was testing was simple: How long until one of these two, the Prince of Ice or the King of Fire, decided to do something about it?


Part II: Mise-en-place

There is a distinct difference between college boys and adult men.

College boys are like puppies. They are eager, messy, and generally happy just to be allowed on the furniture. You can distract them with a shiny object or a hint of cleavage, and they will follow you anywhere.

Men like Julian and Mick were different. They came with baggage. They had rent to pay, careers to ruin, and specific, calcified neuroses that had hardened over time like arterial plaque. Ex-girlfriends or ex-wives. Flirting with a nineteen-year-old Econ major was recreation. Flirting with two men in their thirties who technically held my employment in their hands? That was sport.

I was discovering that my power didn't come from my GPA. It came from the fact that I was the only variable in the restaurant they couldn't quite predict with a butt that looked damn nice in heels and a skirt.

"Table four is asking for a different wine list," I said, sliding up to the POS terminal where Julian was obsessively aligning receipts. "Apparently the Pinot holds 'notes of disappointment.'"

Julian didn't look up. "Mr. Henderson. He sends a bottle back every Saturday. It’s a dominance display. Ignore him for three minutes, then bring him the Reserve Cab."

"I already did," I said. "I told him the Reserve had a bolder finish. He bought two bottles."

Julian stopped. He turned slowly, his eyes scanning me with that terrifying, laser-focused precision. He looked at the receipts, then at the happy Mr. Henderson, then back at me.

"You upsold the Reserve to Henderson?"

"He wanted to feel important," I said with a shrug. "I just gave him a price tag that matched his ego."

A rare, tight smile twitched at the corner of Julian's mouth. It was the expression of a man who had just found a perfectly sharpened pencil.

"Most girls your age crumble when he raises his voice," Julian said softly. He stepped closer, invading my personal space just enough to be confusing. He reached out, his cool fingers brushing a stray hair from my blazer collar. "You have an instinct for management, Ms. Lane. Efficient. I like efficiency."

"I learn fast," I said, holding his gaze.

"Yes," he murmured, his thumb lingering on the fabric of my lapel. "I believe you do."

It wasn't a compliment. It was an appraisal. He was looking at me like an asset, not just a girl. And God help me, the academic in me preened under the inspection. He was the strict professor I wanted to impress, the one whose approval felt like a grade I had to earn.

If Julian was the lecture hall, the kitchen was the frat house basement: louder and infinitely more dangerous.

I pushed through the swinging doors into the humidity of the line. The air was thick with the scent of searing beef and reduction sauce. Mick was at the grill, back turned, wrestling a flare-up with a pair of tongs.

"Order up, table seven," I called out, clipping the ticket to the rail.

Mick spun around. He was sweating, his hair plastered to his forehead, a smear of something dark on his forearm. He looked at the ticket, then at me. His eyes dropped instantly to my bare legs, then dragged their way up to my face.

"You wearing that skirt for me, Zoya?" he asked. He didn't smile. He never smiled. He just stared with a hunger that felt heavy.

"I wear it for the tips, Mick," I said, leaning against the stainless steel pass, crossing my ankles. "Don't flatter yourself."

He snorted, wiping his hands on a rag tucked into his waist. "Tips. Right. You walk around out there with the rich assholes, pretending you don't like the smell of grease."

"Maybe I like a little grease," I said. "Adds flavor."

The other line cook, a nineteen-year-old named Kyle who was terrified of everything, dropped a ladle. Mick ignored him. He stepped up to the pass, leaning over the counter until his face was inches from mine. He smelled like discount deodorant.

"Careful," he lowered his voice, a rough rumble that vibrated in my chest. "You keep looking at me like that, and I'm gonna think you want to get burned."

"Is that a threat?"

"It's a safety warning," he said. He grabbed a cucumber from his prep station and chopped the end off with a violent thwack of his knife. "Kitchen’s a dangerous place for someone who doesn’t know what they want."

"I know exactly what I want," I said, grabbing the plate of scallops he slid toward me. "And I'm not filing a report, if that's what you're worried about."

Mick paused. He looked at me, really looked at me, gauging if I was bluffing. Most hostesses would have run to Julian by now, complaining about the 'hostile work environment.'

I just winked.

"Nice sear on the scallops, Mick."

I turned and walked away, making sure to sway my hips just enough to catch the light. I heard his low chuckle follow me out the door.

"Trouble," he muttered. "She's pure trouble."

He was right. I was playing with fire, and I was playing with ice. And for a girl who was supposed to be studying anatomy in a textbook, I was finding the practical application much more interesting.

The flirting became a rhythm, a secret percussion track beneath the clatter of silverware and the hum of conversation. With Julian, it was a game of precision. He didn’t flirt with compliments; he flirted with corrections.

"Your top button is undone," he murmured one Tuesday, stepping into my path as I carried a stack of menus. He didn’t ask me to fix it. He reached out, his knuckles grazing my collarbone, cool, dry skin against my flushed warmth, and fastened it himself.

"Better," he whispered, stepping back to admire his work like he’d just straightened a crooked painting. "We can’t have you looking unravelled, Ms. Lane. It suggests a lack of discipline."

"I have plenty of discipline, Julian," I said, voice dropped to a register that didn’t carry to the dining room. "I’m just saving it for when it matters."

His eyes darkened, just a fraction. "See that you do."

Mick was the opposite. If Julian was a scalpel, Mick was a meat tenderizer.

Later that night, during the lull before close, I slipped into the back to drop off a tray of dirty glasses. Mick was leaning against the low-boy fridge, wiping a knife. He nodded toward a small plate sitting on the pass containing a perfect, seared scallop with a dollop of truffle purée.

"Mistake on table six," he lied. He knew table six hadn’t ordered scallops. "Eat it before it gets cold. I hate waste."

I picked up the fork, conscious of him watching my mouth. The scallop was rich, salty, and decadent. I groaned softly, eyes fluttering shut.

"Good?" he asked.

"Incredible."

"Yeah," he grunted, his gaze dropping to my lips. "I know what I’m doing with my hands."

By the time I clocked out at midnight, my brain was short-circuiting. I walked back to my dorm in the rain, my feet aching in my "sensible" heels, feeling like a wire stretched too tight between two poles. I smelled like the restaurant; that distinct perfume of expensive wine, cheap sanitizer, and fry oil.

I needed to wash it off.

The dorm showers were a far cry from luxury; fluorescent lights that hummed like angry bees and water pressure that was more of a suggestion than a force. But as I stripped off my uniform and sensible underwear and stepped under the spray, the steam felt like a miracle.

I watched the day swirl down the drain with the soap suds. But the tension didn’t wash away.

My hands found the soap, slick and warm, and then they found my body. I closed my eyes, and suddenly, the cramped shower stall wasn’t empty.

First, I let myself think of Mick. I imagined the rough slide of his calloused hands against my wet skin, gripping my waist hard enough to leave a mark. I pictured him pinning me against the shower tiles, careless about the water, careless about the noise. In my mind, he didn't ask; he just took. He tasted like smoke and salt, his stubble scraping the sensitive skin of my neck as he hiked my legs up. My fingers moved faster, mimicking the frantic, sweaty rhythm of the kitchen line, that desperate, hungry energy.

God, I breathed, the steam filling my lungs.

Then, the scene shifted.

The water felt cooler now. I imagined Julian. He wouldn’t be in the shower; he’d be standing outside it, fully dressed in that impeccable charcoal suit, watching me through the glass door. He would tell me to turn around. He would tell me exactly where to touch myself.

“Slower, Ms. Lane. Precision matters.”

I imagined his cool, manicured fingers sliding inside me, checking my temperature, calculating my pleasure like he calculated the nightly deposit. The fantasy wasn’t about the friction; it was about the surrender. The relief of letting someone else be in charge.

My hips bucked against my hand, slipping between the two fantasies of the raw heat of the cook and the cold authority of the manager.

It was ridiculous. In reality, they hated each other. Julian thought Mick was a barbarian; Mick thought Julian was a stiff. They were oil and water, impossible to emulsify.

But here, in the privacy of the steam and the dark behind my eyelids, I didn't have to choose. I could be the chaotic variable that bridged the gap.

I gasped, my climax hitting me hard and fast, leaving me trembling against the damp tile.

I stood there for a long time as my heart rate slowed, listening to the drip, drip, drip of the faucet. I was collecting data, I told myself as I turned off the water. Just testing hypotheses.

But as I wrapped myself in a towel, I realized the data was pointing to a dangerous conclusion: I didn’t just want the special of the day. I wanted the whole menu.


Part III: The Dinner Rush

If there is a circle of hell reserved for sinners who enjoyed gluttony a little too much, it looks exactly like The Gilded Olive at 7:30 PM on a rainy Friday in November.

The "Shift from Hell" didn't start with a bang. It started with a whisper of the low, ominous hum of the printer in the kitchen spitting out tickets faster than human hands could possibly fulfill them. Outside, the sky had opened up, dumping a freezing, torrential deluge on the city, which meant every person with a reservation arrived twenty minutes early, wet, entitled, and demanding to be seated immediately to dry off their cashmere.

The air in the dining room was so thick with tension you could have cut it with a steak knife.

I was usually good at the dance. I liked the adrenaline, the weaving between tables, the art of making people feel welcome while simultaneously calculating the fastest way to get them to leave so we could turn the table. But tonight, the machinery was jamming.

And the problem, unfortunately, was me.

"Table twelve needs their drinks, Zoya," Julian’s voice cut through the noise, appearing at my elbow like a specter.

I blinked, staring at the empty tray in my hand. "Right. Dirty martini, extra olives. And a..." I faltered. My brain was blank.

"And a Pinot Noir," Julian finished, his voice tight. "Which is currently sitting on the bar, dying of old age."

He didn't look at me. He was scanning the floor, his eyes darting from a busboy dropping a fork to a couple arguing near the window. He looked exhausted, but in that high-functioning, frantic way that made his cheekbones look sharper. He had rolled up his sleeves, a rare surrender to the heat, revealing forearms that were surprisingly corded with muscle.

I found myself staring at his wrist, watching the way the tendons shifted as he adjusted his watch.

"Focus, Ms. Lane," he snapped, his gaze snapping back to me. "You’re drifting."

"I'm on it," I stammered, feeling a flush that had nothing to do with the thermostat.

"Don't tell me," he said, handing me the wine glass with a movement so precise not a drop spilled. "Show me."

I hurried off, my heart hammering a little too fast. He was right; I was drifting. I was imagining what those precise, capable hands would feel like if they stopped managing the floor plan and started managing me.

If the front of the house was a high-wire act, the kitchen was a demolition derby.

I pushed through the swinging doors to grab a refill of water and walked straight into a wall of noise. The exhaust hood was roaring, pans were clattering, and the air was a haze of smoke and vaporized fat.

It was chaos. And in the center of it, Mick was conducting the violence.

"I need hands!" he roared, his voice cracking over the din. "Where is my garnish? Kyle! I swear to God, if you are looking for parsley in the walk-in, I will lock you in there!"

I froze by the beverage station, ostensibly filling a pitcher, but really, I was watching the show.

Kyle, the unfortunate nineteen-year-old prep cook, was floundering. He was in the weeds, drowning in tickets, his eyes wide with the specific terror of a prey animal realizing the predator is in the room. He dropped a pan of sautéed mushrooms. They skittered across the floor like slimy coins.

The kitchen went silent for one terrifying heartbeat.

Mick stopped moving. He turned slowly from the grill, a pair of tongs in his hand like a weapon. He didn't yell immediately. He just stared at the mess on the floor, then at Kyle. The veins in Mick’s neck were bulging against his tattoos. He looked dangerous. Unhinged.

"Pick it up," Mick said. His voice wasn't loud. It was a low, guttural growl that was infinitely scarier than shouting.

"I, I'm sorry, Chef, I just…"

"I don't care about your feelings, Kyle!" Mick exploded, slamming the tongs against the metal pass with a clang that made me jump. "I care that table four is waiting on a ribeye that is currently dying in the window because you can't hold a goddamn pan! Get off my line! Go to dish! Now!"

Kyle scrambled away, practically in tears.

Mick stepped into the gap, taking over both stations effortlessly. He moved like a machine, flipping a steak, shaking a sauté pan, plating a risotto, his body a blur of kinetic energy. He was sweating profusely, his white t-shirt clinging to his chest, transparent enough to show the dark ink underneath. He wiped his forehead with his shoulder, leaving a smudge of grease on his jaw.

It was toxic. It was terrifying. It was abusive workplace behavior that should have been reported to HR immediately.

And I was so turned on I almost dropped the water pitcher.

There was something primal about the absolute competence, the command, the way he imposed his will on the chaos. He wasn't just cooking; he was dominating the environment.

Mick looked up, sensing eyes on him. He caught me staring from the doorway. His chest was heaving, his eyes wild and adrenaline-blown.

He should have told me to leave, or at least to get back to work. Instead, he held my gaze for a second, breathing hard, and then jerked his chin toward the dining room. Go.

I went. But my legs felt a little weaker than they had a minute ago. The shift from hell was burning everything down, and I was just hoping to get caught in the flames.

By ten o'clock, the storm had passed.

The rain outside slowed to a drizzle, and inside, the chaos receded like a tide, leaving behind a wreckage of dirty napkins, empty wine bottles, and an exhausted staff. One by one, the servers clocked out, fleeing into the night as if escaping a hostage situation.

I should have left with them. My station was reset. The menus were wiped down. The candles were blown out. But I didn’t leave. I lingered, pretending to reorganize the host stand for the third time, moving a stack of business cards two inches to the left.

Julian emerged from the office, shrugging into a trench coat that cost more than my entire semester’s tuition. He looked surprisingly fresh, considering the war zone we’d just survived, though a single strand of hair had dared to fall out of place on his forehead.

"The alarm code is set," he said, pulling on leather gloves. "Mick is finishing the breakdown in the back. Lock the front door behind me, Ms. Lane. And for God's sake, don't let him leave the fryers on again."

"Yes, sir," I said, giving him my best obedient smile.

He paused, hand on the brass handle of the front door. He looked at me, a flicker of hesitation in his cool gray eyes. For a second, I thought he might stay. I thought he might offer to walk me home, or inspect my uniform one last time.

Instead, he just nodded. "Good work tonight. You handled the pressure well."

Then he was gone, disappearing into the wet dark of the street.

I locked the door, the click of the deadbolt echoing in the empty dining room.

I was disappointed, sure. Part of me had wanted the full set. But as I turned toward the kitchen, feeling the hum of the building through the soles of my shoes, I realized that one out of two wasn't a bad score for a Friday night.

I pushed through the swinging doors.

The kitchen was quiet now, stripped of the shouting and the clanging pans. It was ninety percent clean, gleaming under the harsh fluorescent lights. The air still held the heavy, savory memory of meat and garlic, but now it was layered with the sharp chemical tang of industrial degreaser.

Mick was at the far end of the line, aggressively scrubbing the flat-top grill with a brick. His back was to me. The tension in his shoulders was visible even through his t-shirt, which was now soaked through, clinging to his back like a second skin.

He didn't turn around. "Front's closed, Zoya. Go home."

"Julian told me to make sure you didn't burn the place down," I lied, walking deeper into his territory.

Mick snorted, scrubbing harder. "The Prince left? Figures. Didn't want to get his manicure dirty."

"I'm not tired," I said softly.

He stopped scrubbing. He turned slowly, leaning back against the stainless steel prep table, wiping his hands on a rag. He looked wrecked with dark circles under his eyes, grease on his cheek, arms pumped with blood from hours of heavy lifting. He looked dangerous and depleted, a predator after the hunt.

His eyes narrowed as he took me in. "You're hovering. It's annoying. If you're gonna stay, make yourself useful." He kicked a spray bottle of sanitizer toward me across the floor. "Wipe the low-boys. Kyle missed a spot. Or ten."

It was a test. He expected me to scoff, to say that cleaning grease traps wasn't in my job description.

Instead, I picked up the bottle.

"Yes, Chef," I purred.

I walked over to the low refrigeration units that ran along the aisle opposite him. They were waist-height. To clean the stainless steel doors properly, one had to bend.

I sprayed the surface, the mist settling on the metal. And then, I bent over.

I didn't do it quickly. I took my time, keeping my legs straight, hinging at the hips in a stretch that I knew, for a fact, made my skirt ride up.

I was wearing a long-sleeved black top—high neck, tight, professional. It covered every inch of skin from my waist up, hugging my breasts and arms like a wetsuit. But the skirt? The skirt was short. And as I leaned forward to scrub a stubborn spot of sauce near the floor, the hem glided dangerously high up my thighs.

I felt the cool air of the kitchen on the backs of my legs. I knew exactly what he was seeing: the curve of my calves, the pale skin of my thighs, and the very clear, undeniable suggestion that the scrap of black lace I was wearing barely qualified as underwear.

I heard Mick’s breathing change. It stopped, then started again, heavier. The rhythmic scraping of his grill brick ceased entirely. I kept scrubbing, moving my arm in slow circles, letting my hips sway just a fraction with the motion.

I wasn't looking at him, but I could feel his gaze like a physical touch, heavy and hot on my ass. It was a delicious, intoxicating power, the kind of feminine knowledge that they don't teach you in Sociology 101.

I knew, with absolute certainty, that I wasn't walking home alone tonight. I knew that in about five minutes, this kitchen was going to get very messy again. And the best part? Mick didn’t know I knew. He thought he was just stealing a look at the hot hostess. He didn’t realize he was the one being hunted.


Part IV: The Stainless Steel

"You missed a spot," Mick said.

His voice was rough, strained, like a transmission grinding gears.

I stood up slowly, tossing the rag onto the counter. I didn't pull my skirt down. I turned to face him, leaning my hips back against the cold, hard edge of the prep table.

"Where?" I asked, feigning innocence.

Mick dropped the grill brick. He walked toward me, closing the distance in three long strides until he was looming over me, blocking out the harsh fluorescent lights. He smelled of searing meat and woodsmoke, a scent that triggered a very specific, very intense hunger in my belly.

"You know exactly what you're doing," he growled, bracing his hands on the counter on either side of my waist, trapping me. "You think this is a game? You think you can just flash your ass at me and walk out of here?"

"I don't know, Mick," I said, looking up at him through my lashes. "Is that what I'm doing?"

He let out a short, harsh laugh. "You're a tease, Zoya. A college girl playing tourist in my kitchen. You probably think it's funny to get the help worked up."

He was trying to be mean. He was trying to use his size and his roughness to scare me back into my lane. He wanted me to apologize, or maybe run away giggling so he could go back to thinking I was just a silly girl. He was comfortable with innuendo, with "accidental" bumps and dirty jokes muttered over the fryer.

He wasn't ready for the truth.

I reached out and ran a finger down the front of his grease-stained t-shirt, right over the ink on his chest.

"You talk a lot," I said calmly. "For a guy who supposedly works with his hands."

Mick blinked, his aggressive posture faltering for a microsecond. "What?"

"I'm not teasing you," I said, dropping the voice to a whisper. "And I'm not playing tourist. I'm just incredibly horny. And you’re the only thing in this room that looks appetizing."

His mouth opened slightly, but no words came out. He looked like I’d just spoken to him in Mandarin.

I pressed on, deciding to drop the atomic bomb.

"See, here's the thing, Mick. I really, really enjoy sucking cock. It’s a hobby of mine. I like the weight of it, the taste... all of it." I watched his pupils dilate until his eyes were almost entirely black. "But right now? My feet hurt. It’s been a long shift. And I don’t feel like getting on my knees."

I hopped backward, hoisting myself up onto the stainless steel prep table. The metal was shockingly cold against the backs of my thighs, contrasting sharply with the feverish heat between my legs. I spread my knees, the pleated skirt pooling around my hips, leaving me completely exposed to him.

"I feel like being eaten," I said simply. "Are you hungry, Chef? Or is that just talk too?"

Mick looked at me and at the open invitation of my legs, at the black lace thong, then back up to my face with an expression of absolute bewilderment. He was used to chasing. He was used to girls playing hard to get. He wasn't used to a girl hopping onto his mise-en-place station and ordering an orgasm like it was a side of fries.

He didn't say a word.

He turned to the sink, pumped a handful of industrial soap, and scrubbed his hands and forearms with frantic, surgical intensity. He rinsed, dried them on a clean towel, and turned back to me, his eyes blazing.

"You're crazy," he muttered, but he stepped between my knees, his large, rough hands gripping my thighs. "You’re out of your mind."

"Less talking," I commanded, threading my fingers into his sweat-damp hair. "More tasting."

He groaned, a sound that was half-surrender, half-starvation, and buried his face between my legs.

The sensation was electric. The cold steel under my ass, the heat of the kitchen air on my skin, and the wet, hot pressure of Mick’s mouth. He didn't start slow. He pulled my thong aside with his teeth and went to work with the same ferocity he used on the line.

He was ravenous. His tongue was broad and strong, licking in long, confident strokes that made my hips jerk off the table immediately. His stubble grazed the sensitive skin of my inner thighs, a friction burn I knew I’d feel tomorrow, and I didn't care.

"Fuck," I gasped, throwing my head back, staring at the acoustic tiles of the ceiling.

He grunted against me, his hands kneading my ass cheeks, holding me in place as he found my clit and latched on. There was no hesitation, no fumbling. He ate pussy the way he cooked: with aggression, salt, and an instinct for exactly how much heat to apply.

I looked down at the top of his head, watching his jaw work, watching the way he was devouring me.

Definitely better than the cheesecake, I thought hazily, my brain starting to dissolve into static. Fresher ingredients. Better texture. And honestly? The presentation is spectacular.

I was getting exactly what I wanted; rough, unpolished, desperate worship.

I was so lost in the feeling of his tongue flicking against me that I didn't hear the back door chime. I didn't hear the heavy, measured footsteps crossing the tile floor.

Mick didn't hear them either. He was too busy feasting.

But then, a shadow fell over us. And a cool, familiar voice cut through the wet sounds of Mick’s enthusiasm.

"That is a food preparation surface, Ms. Lane. I certainly hope you sanitized it first."


Part V: The Inspection

In any normal workplace scenario, this is the part where the music stops. The part where we scramble for our clothes, mumble apologies, and I start looking for a new job on Craigslist before I’ve even hopped off the counter.

But The Gilded Olive wasn’t a normal workplace, and as I was quickly learning, normal rules didn't apply to men who were this hungry.

Mick didn’t stop. He didn’t even flinch.

If anything, Julian’s presence seemed to act as an accelerant. Mick’s grip on my thighs tightened, his fingers digging into my flesh possessively. He made a show of it, letting out a low, wet groan as he dragged his tongue flat against me, ensuring the sound echoed off the stainless steel appliances.

He pulled back just an inch, strands of saliva connecting us, and turned his head slightly toward the door, not bothering to wipe his mouth.

"Fire me, then," Mick challenged, his voice thick and rough. He glanced at Julian with a look of pure, unadulterated defiance. "Or shut up and take notes. You might learn something about how to handle a woman."

Then he went right back to eating me out.

I gasped, my head falling back against the metal shelving unit behind me. The audacity of it sent a fresh spike of adrenaline straight to my clit.

I cracked one eye open to look at Julian.

He hadn’t moved. He stood in the doorway, his trench coat still perfectly buttoned, his leather gloves still on. He wasn’t reaching for his phone to call security. He wasn’t yelling.

He was watching.

His eyes were locked on the junction of my thighs, on the way Mick’s dark head was moving between them. His expression was unreadable, a mask of icy control, but I saw the way his throat worked as he swallowed. I saw the way his gloved hand clenched into a fist at his side.

The air in the kitchen crackled, thick with a power dynamic that had suddenly shifted its axis.

"We're off the clock, Julian," I said, my voice breathless but steady. I arched my back, leaning into the sensation of Mick’s mouth while locking eyes with the manager. "Two consenting adults. Technically, we're just..." I trailed off, distracted by Mick’s tongue.

"It's a health code violation," Julian said. His voice was strained, lower than usual. He took a step forward. Just one.

"We can take it elsewhere if you demand," I teased, testing the limits of his composure. "Is that what you want? Do you want us to leave? I’m sure Mick has a dirty mattress in a basement somewhere that we can use."

Mick vibrated with laughter against my inner thigh but didn't stop his rhythmic assault.

"He didn’t tell me to stop. That was enough," Julian murmured.

I smiled. I knew I had him.

I reached for the hem of my tight black top. Slowly, deliberately, I began to peel it upward.

"Because right now, you're not our boss, Julian," I whispered.

The fabric slid up over my ribs, revealing the pale curve of my stomach, the erratic rise and fall of my breathing. I pulled it higher, just enough to reveal the lace of my bra, threatening to expose everything. I saw Julian’s eyes snap up, tracking the movement of my hands, the exposure of my skin.

"We aren't your employees right now," I said, lifting my hips to meet Mick’s tongue. "We’re just two men and a very, very worked-up woman. And I think you’re forgetting that you’re a man, too."

That snapped the last thread of his restraint.

Julian walked toward us. He didn't rush. He didn't do anything without precision, but the intent radiating off him was terrifying. He stopped at the edge of the prep table, looming over Mick, looking down at me spread out like a banquet.

He didn't look disgusted anymore. He looked like a man who had just decided that the rules were meant to be broken, as long as he was the one breaking them.

"You're right," Julian said softly.

He reached out, his gloved hand catching my chin, tilting my face up to his. The leather was cool and smooth against my flushed skin.

"I'm not your boss right now," he said, his thumb tracing my lower lip. "But that doesn't mean I'm not in charge."

He looked down at Mick, who had paused, sensing the shift.

"Don't stop on my account," Julian ordered, his voice dropping to a command. "Keep going. She's not finished yet."

Mick looked up, grinning with a wolfish, arrogant smear of a smile. "Yessir!"

And just like that, the hierarchy shattered. I wasn't the hostess, and they weren't the staff. I was the prize, and for the first time in the history of The Gilded Olive, the front of house and the back of house were finally working together.


Part VI: The Service

Mick was a machine. There was no other word for it. He had found a rhythm against my clit that was punishing in its consistency, his tongue acting like a piston that refused to quit.

But as good as he was, I was a girl who liked to multitask.

I reached out, my hand finding the front of Julian’s trousers. Through the fine, expensive wool, I felt him jump. He was hard, rock hard, straining against the fabric of his tailored suit.

"You're not just watching, are you?" I whispered, my voice trembling as Mick sucked harder.

Julian didn't answer. He stepped in, his legs bumping against Mick’s shoulders, enclosing me. He reached for the back of my bra, unhooking it with a single, practiced flick of his fingers—efficiency, always. He peeled the lace away, and then his hands were on me.

His touch was different. Where Mick was all friction and grip, Julian was possessive pressure. He squeezed my breasts, weighing them in his palms like he was inspecting high-end produce, ensuring it met his standards. He lowered his head, not to kiss my lips—that was too intimate, too messy for him—but to bury his face in my chest. He kissed the slope of my breast, his tongue swirling over my nipple, biting lightly.

I fumbled with his belt, the buckle clicking open. I shoved his boxers down, freeing him. He was average in size, sensible and proportionate, but he was rigid with a need he’d been suppressing for months.

I leaned forward, ignoring the way Mick growled at the loss of access to my chest, and took Julian into my mouth.

He tasted clean. Like mints and skin. I swirled my tongue around the head, hearing his sharp intake of breath above me.

"Good girl," he groaned, his hands tightening in my hair. "Take it."

I tried to establish a rhythm, sucking Julian while Mick devoured me below, but the sensation was too much. The dual input of the wet heat of Mick’s tongue hitting my spot, the solid weight of Julian in my mouth frying my brain.

"Wait," I choked out, pulling off Julian. "I'm…"

I didn't finish the sentence. Mick gave one final, swirling lick, and I came. My hips bucked off the stainless steel, my thighs clamping around Mick’s ears as the orgasm ripped through me. I cried out, the sound echoing off the tile, raw and loud.

When I finally stopped trembling, the kitchen was silent save for our heavy breathing.

Mick pulled back, looking proud and slick with my fluids. Julian was looking down at me, his cock still wet from my mouth, twitching in the open air.

I hopped off the counter, landing on shaky legs. I smoothed my skirt down, though it did little to hide the disarray.

"You know," I said, catching my breath and looking at the prep table. "You were right, Julian. That is a food preparation surface. It really is a health hazard."

Julian raised an eyebrow, adjusting his open fly but not closing it. "Is that so?"

"Mmhmm." I walked toward the swinging doors, pausing to look back at them with a smirk. "The dining room, however... is currently closed for a private party."

I didn't wait to see if they followed. I knew they would.

The dining room was dark, lit only by the streetlamps outside filtering through the rain-streaked windows. It was moody, atmospheric—the perfect stage.

I stopped at table twelve—the best table in the house, a secluded two-top in the corner. I grabbed the edge of the table, bent over at the waist, and flipped my skirt up over my back.

"Well?" I called out, looking over my shoulder at the two shadowy figures emerging from the kitchen. "What are you waiting for? Service is slow tonight."

They moved like they had rehearsed it.

Julian, the man who obsessed over cleanliness, walked straight to the back of the table. He didn't hesitate. He gripped my hips, his thumbs digging into the dimples of my lower back, and peeled my thong down my thighs.

"Perfect presentation," he murmured.

Then, the man who wouldn't kiss me on the mouth dropped to his knees and buried his face between my butt cheeks, his tongue finding me from behind with shocking, filthy enthusiasm.

At the same time, Mick rounded the table to the front. He stood there, unbuckling his jeans. He shoved them down, revealing a cock that matched him perfectly—not overly long, but thick, heavy, like a beer can.

He stepped forward until his thighs hit the table edge, presenting himself right at my face level.

"Open up," Mick grunted.

I didn't need to be told twice. I opened my mouth and took him in, moaning as Julian’s tongue worked my ass and pussy from behind, while I wrapped my lips around Mick’s thick, working-class cock.

Julian wasn't just thorough; he was invasive. While his tongue continued to lap at me with maddening, flickering speed, his fingers slid inside, curling and pressing against my G-spot with a clinical precision that made my knees buckle. He was checking my internal dimensions, prepping the space, claiming territory.

In front of me, Mick was a challenge. He was thick—honestly, ruinously thick—and keeping him in my mouth required a level of focus that usually went into organic chemistry finals. I bobbed my head, sucking hard, hearing him groan as the suction tightened.

I was floating. My brain had completely disconnected from the Zoya who worried about tuition or grades or what my mother would say if she could see me now. That girl was gone. In her place was a creature of pure, unadulterated lust.

I realized, with a jolt of dark thrill, that I had no limits tonight. These men could have used me in any way they wanted—they could have passed me around like a bottle of cheap wine—and I would have thanked them for the hangover.

Julian pulled back suddenly, the loss of his mouth leaving my skin cold and wet. I heard the rustle of fabric, the sound of a belt buckle hitting the floor.

"Condom?" Julian asked, his voice strained. Of course. The man who organized the spice rack alphabetically wasn't going to go in raw.

I laughed, the sound vibrating against Mick’s cock before I released him with a wet pop.

"In my purse," I panted, pointing toward the host stand where I’d stashed my bag. "Front pocket. There’s a strip of them."

Julian paused, eyebrows raised. "A strip?"

"I plan ahead," I said with a wink. "A good girl who is always prepared."

"Jesus," Mick muttered, looking down at me with a grin that was half-impressed, half-territorial. "You really are that kind of girl."

"The best kind," I corrected.

Julian returned with two foil packets. He tossed one to Mick and ripped his own open with his teeth. Watching them roll on the latex was a study in contrasts: Julian was careful, ensuring no air bubbles; Mick was quick, ready to go, treating it like a pit stop in a race he intended to win.

"Table," Julian ordered.

I leaned back over the crisp white tablecloth, gripping the edges until my knuckles turned white.

Julian didn't wait. He lined himself up behind me and pushed in. He was tight, average in the best way—filling me completely without tearing me apart. He gripped my hips, his thumbs digging into the flesh, and established a steady, driving rhythm that rocked my whole body forward.

"Open," Mick commanded.

He stepped in between my arms, his hips hitting the edge of the table. I opened my mouth, and he slid in, deep and heavy.

I was spit-roasted.

I’m not going to lie and say it was the most comfortable position of my life. The edge of the table was digging into my stomach, my neck was craned at an awkward angle, and having two full-grown men using my orifices simultaneously was a logistical challenge.

But god, the visual.

I stared up at Mick, my eyes watering as he fucked my face. Over his shoulder, I could see the reflection in the dark window—the three of us locked together, a tangle of limbs and lust in the middle of a silent, empty restaurant.

I could feel Julian pounding into me from behind, his grunts syncing with Mick’s thrusts. They were working together again, using my body as the bridge between their two worlds. And looking at Mick’s glazed eyes, feeling Julian’s desperate grip, I knew they were loving every second of it.

I was the special of the day, and they were cleaning the plate.

As much as I pride myself on being a dedicated student, there are physical limits to every curriculum, and Mick’s cock was testing the structural integrity of my jaw.

He was thick, distractingly so, and while the view from down there was spectacular, I was starting to crave a different kind of fullness. I needed to feel that weight where it counted.

"Time out," I managed to say, backing off Mick’s erection and giving my aching jaw a rub. "Gentlemen, we need to rotate. My mouth is resigning, but the rest of me is still very much on the clock."

I didn’t wait for approval. I slid off the edge of the chair and dropped to my knees on the hardwood floor, crawling out from under the table like a cat. I positioned myself on all fours, arching my back, presenting myself to the room at large.

"Mick," I said, looking back at him. "Your turn to drive. Julian? You're up front."

They moved with the seamless efficiency of a well-oiled kitchen brigade during a rush. Julian stepped back, peeling off his condom with a snap of latex, while Mick ripped open a fresh packet I’d tossed on the floor.

Mick was impatient. I could see his hands shaking slightly as he rolled the protection down his shaft—not from nerves, but from a raw, predatory need to be inside me.

He didn't wait for me to get comfortable. He moved behind me, gripped my hips with bruising force, and lined himself up.

He didn't knock; he just kicked the door down.

He thrust into me hard, a little too dry and a little too rough. I gasped, my head dipping low, a sharp sting of friction mixing with the stretch. But then he bottomed out, filling me so completely that the breath was knocked out of my lungs.

It was intense. It was overwhelming. It was exactly what I wanted.

"Fuck," Mick groaned, his voice ragged near my ear. "You feel... incredible."

Julian settled in front of me, dropping to his knees. He offered himself to my mouth, and I took him in without hesitation.

He tasted like the condom he’d just been wearing—that unmistakable rubbery tang mixed with the salty reality of skin—but honestly? I was too far gone to file a complaint with the chef.

I established a rhythm, sucking Julian while Mick pounded into me from behind. The sensation was a total sensory overload—the thick stretch of Mick stretching me open, the solid presence of Julian in my throat.

But I needed more. I needed the spark to light the fuse.

I slipped my hand down between my legs, finding my clit slick and swollen.

That was the catalyst.

The friction of my fingers, combined with the brutal, relentless thrusting from Mick, sent me over the edge almost instantly. It hit me like a rogue wave—a second orgasm, sharper and harder than the first.

My body clamped down, my pussy spasming around Mick’s cock.

"Oh, god," I cried out around Julian’s shaft, my hips stuttering.

The sudden, vice-like grip of my internal muscles was too much for Mick. I felt him stiffen, his rhythm breaking into short, desperate jerks.

"Zoya," he roared, driving into me one last, deep time. "I'm cumming!"

He unloaded inside me, his hips grinding against my ass, and the intensity of it made me bite down—just a little—on Julian.

Julian gasped, his composure finally shattering. I tried to keep sucking, but the waves of my own orgasm were making me lightheaded. I pulled back, gasping for air, just as Julian erupted.

He didn't make it back into my mouth.

He groaned, his hips bucking, and warm spurts of cum landed across my chin, my lower lip, and the corner of my mouth. It was messy. It was undignified. It was absolutely perfect.

I collapsed onto my elbows, panting, sandwiched between two heaving men, sticky with sweat and sex, smelling like latex and expensive cologne and bad decisions.

I licked a stray drop from my lip and started to laugh. It was a breathless, giddy sound that bubbled up from my chest. Because honestly? If this was the service industry, I was never quitting.


Part VII: Closing Time

Post-coital clarity hits men in very different ways.

Mick was basking in it. He sat back in the chair opposite me, stark naked, legs spread wide with the unearned confidence of a man who had just conquered a small country. He looked wrecked, sweaty, and incredibly pleased with himself.

Julian, however, was having a panic attack.

The second his breathing leveled out, the "Manager" software rebooted in his brain. His eyes darted around the dining room, cataloging the damage: the crumpled tablecloth, the condom wrappers, the fluids that were definitely not on the approved cleaning solution list.

He scrambled for his trousers, hopping on one foot to get them on, his dignity battling with his haste. Once zipped, he grabbed a linen napkin, dipped it in his water glass, and handed it to me with trembling fingers.

"Your face," he said, his voice tight. "You have… a situation."

"Thank you, Julian," I said, taking the napkin with the graciousness of a queen accepting a bouquet.

I wiped my chin, then stretched my arms over my head, laughing. I was still completely naked, save for my black heels, which I had never actually taken off. I stood up from the floor—which, despite being vacuumed daily, was definitely not clean enough for what we’d just done—and sat down in the chair across from Mick.

The tableau was hysterical.

There we were, two naked, sweaty faux-diners sitting at the best table in the house, while Julian—hair disheveled, shirt untucked, tie missing—bustled around us like the world’s most stressed-out waiter.

"We need to clear this," Julian muttered, seemingly to himself. He produced a black trash bag from the host stand. He picked up the used condoms by the very tips of the foil, dropping them into the bag like they were radioactive isotopes. "If the morning crew finds this..."

"Relax, Jules," Mick drawled, scratching his chest. "Tell 'em we had a really enthusiastic party of two."

"I am not telling them anything," Julian snapped, stripping the soiled tablecloth with a magician’s flourish and stuffing it into the bag. He pulled a spray bottle of sanitizer from his back pocket—because of course he had one—and began furiously wiping down the chairs we were currently sitting in.

"Up," he commanded, nudging Mick’s thigh. "I need to sanitize the wood."

Mick rolled his eyes but stood up. He caught my eye and winked.

I watched Julian work, feeling a profound sense of accomplishment. I had done the impossible. I had broken the ecosystem. I had taken the pristine front of house and the filthy back of house and smashed them together until they made sense.

Eventually, Julian deemed the crime scene sufficiently sterilized. He leaned against the bar, exhaling a long, shaky breath, running a hand through his gelled hair, finally ruining the perfect helmet.

"We should go," he said quietly.

We dressed in the dim light. I pulled my skirt back up, buttoned my shirt, and smoothed my hair in the reflection of the window. I looked disheveled, flushed, and thoroughly used. I looked great.

Mick pulled his t-shirt back on, covering the tattoos, turning back into the line cook. But before we headed for the door, he stopped.

He walked over to me, and the rough, arrogant posture softened. He reached out, cupping my face in his large, calloused hands, hands that had been inside me ten minutes ago, and tilted my head back.

"You're something else, Zoya," he murmured.

He kissed me.

It wasn't hungry or aggressive. It was slow. It was affectionate. It was a kiss that said, I see you, and I like what I see. It was the first time all night he’d kissed me on the lips, and surprisingly, it made my knees weaker than the sex had.

"Okay," Julian’s voice cut in from the door, keys in hand. "Enough. Let's go."

We walked out into the cool, damp night. The rain had stopped, leaving the pavement slick and black. Julian locked the heavy mahogany doors of The Gilded Olive, sealing our secret inside with the smell of bleach and expensive wine.

The dynamic had shifted. We weren't just coworkers anymore. We were conspirators.

They walked me to the corner of campus. We didn't exchange numbers, we didn't need to; I’d see them both for the lunch shift on Tuesday. But the air between us was heavy with unspoken promises.

"Get home safe," Julian said. He hesitated, then reached out and squeezed my hand. A small, sterile, perfect gesture of intimacy.

"See you on the line, Princess," Mick said, grinning.

I watched them walk away in opposite directions; Julian toward his sterile apartment uptown, Mick toward the gritty student housing downtown.

I turned toward my dorm, shivering slightly in the cold, but feeling warm all over.

People always told me not to fuck where you eat. They said you had to choose between the stable guy and the dangerous one. But walking back to my dorm, listening to the click-clack of my heels on the pavement, I decided to ignore them.

Life is a buffet. And I was absolutely going to sample every dish.




A Note from Zoya Lane

Hey there, ravenous,

Thanks for clocking in for the late-night shift at The Gilded Olive. I hope you’re feeling thoroughly satisfied, slightly flushed, and looking at stainless steel prep tables with a whole new appreciation. Honestly, who needs a dessert menu when the service is that intense?

If Julian and Mick made you sweat, squirm in your seat, or consider applying for a hostess job just for the "fringe benefits," do a girl a favor and tell a friend or better yet, leave a review. Reviews keep these wicked little experiments alive and give me an excuse to pour a glass of the Reserve Cabernet (the good stuff, not the Pinot with notes of disappointment) and start prepping the next course.

When you’re ready for another tasting, I have other juicy confessions and experiments waiting for you:

Sweating with Her Gym Crushes: A high-intensity study on elevated heart rates, heavy lifting, and the "cardio" benefits of two very buff gym buddies.

Resolutions are for Quitters: A field report on why "staying in" is the superior choice when the specimens in 4B are the main entertainment.

The Accidentally Shared Suite: One room, one bed, two strangers. Guess what happens?

Until then, stay curious, stay hydrated (you definitely need a water pitcher after that rush), and remember: never underestimate the power of a well-timed bend and snap.

Love, Zoya Lane
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