

























Resolutions are for Quitters

Zoya Lane


CHAPTER ONE 10:42 PM

The bathroom of this party smells like cheap grapefruit body spray and bad life choices.

Cleo leans against the sink, staring at herself in the smudged mirror, trying to locate her will to live. It’s gone. It likely fled the moment the guy with the acoustic guitar started his third "ironic" cover of a Britney Spears song.

She adjusts her dress. It is a tiny, shimmering thing, less a garment and more a suggestion, held together by double-sided tape and sheer optimism. It looks fantastic. It feels precarious.

Outside the door, the party drones on with a wall of forced laughter and a conversation about Layer 2 blockchain solutions that her date is currently inflicting on a trapped stranger.

Cleo pulls out her phone. Her thumb hovers over the contact list.

If I don’t see a dog or a decent cheese plate in ten minutes, I’m jumping out a window.

The reply comes before she can even lock the screen.

I have Gouda. I have Manhattans. The door is unlocked. Save yourself.

Cleo exhales, a long breath that fogs the mirror slightly. She mutters a tiny, fervent prayer of gratitude for Liam-in-4B.

She doesn't say goodbye to her date. He won’t notice she’s gone until the crypto market crashes or March arrives, whichever comes first. She grabs her coat, ghosts the party, and slips into the hallway.

The silence of the stairwell is instant bliss. It smells like pine needles from dying holiday wreaths and old radiator heat.

She walks down one flight, two flights. Stops at 4B.

The door pushes open under her hand.

Warmth hits her first. Then the smell of whiskey, citrus, and the clean, sharp scent of sandalwood that she has come to associate with safety.

“You actually survived,” a voice calls out.

Liam is at the bar cart in the corner. He’s wearing the charcoal sweater. The sweater. The one that fits him so well it should be illegal. His sleeves are pushed up, exposing forearms that look deceptively strong for a man who spends his days looking at architectural blueprints.

He looks up, smiling with that easy, comfortable smile he saves for her.

Then his eyes drop to her dress.

The smile falters. Just for a second. His gaze drags over the shimmering fabric, tracing the curve of her hip, the dip of her neckline. He swallows, the movement stark in his throat.

“Cleo,” he says. His voice is a little rougher than usual. “You made it.”

“Barely.” She shrugs off her coat, letting it fall onto the entryway chair. She knows exactly what the dress does in this lighting. She isn’t sorry.

“Your text was a lifeline. If I had to hear one more explanation of NFTs, I was going to commit arson.”

“Arson is frowned upon in this building,” a new voice drawls.

Cleo freezes.

She isn’t the only guest.

A man is sprawled on Liam’s leather sofa like he owns it. He’s long-limbed and relaxed, one arm thrown over the back cushion, legs crossed at the ankle. He’s wearing a t-shirt that has seen better days, and his forearms are covered in ink—complex, dark geometric lines that draw the eye and hold it.

He looks like trouble. The kind of trouble that ruins your life for a weekend and leaves you thanking him for it.

He lifts a glass of amber liquid in a mock salute. His eyes, dark and amused, sweep over her with zero hesitation. He starts at her heels, lingers on her bare legs, and takes his sweet time getting to her face.

“Jax,” he says.

“Cleo,” she replies, keeping her chin high.

“Jax is visiting for the week,” Liam says quickly, moving out from behind the bar cart. He sounds defensive. “College roommate. He’s… passing through.”

Jax smirks. “Passing through implies I have a destination. I’m mostly just loitering.” He shifts, angling his body toward her. “Liam said you were stuck at a bad party. He didn't mention you were the best-dressed refugee we’ve ever had.”

Liam clears his throat. Loudly. “Manhattan?”

“God, yes,” Cleo says. “Please. I’m recovering from warm champagne.”

She walks further into the room. The only open spot is on the couch. Right next to Jax.

She sits.

He smells like rain and something spicy, like expensive tobacco. He doesn’t move his arm from the back of the sofa, so when she settles back, he’s practically embracing her.

Liam brings her drink over. He sets it on a coaster, because Liam is the kind of man who respects wood finishes, and then sits on her other side.

He sits close. Closer than usual. His thigh brushes hers, a solid line of heat through the thin silk of her dress.

He doesn’t pull away.

Cleo takes a sip of the whiskey. It burns, perfect and grounding. She lets out a sigh, her shoulders dropping three inches.

“Better?” Liam asks softly.

She turns to look at him. He’s watching her profile, his expression guarded. But his hand, resting on his own knee, is clenched tight.

“Much,” she says. “You’re a lifesaver, Liam.”

“I just have good cheese,” he deflects, looking away.

“He’s lying,” Jax says. His voice is a low rumble on her right. “He’s been pacing by the window for twenty minutes waiting for you to get here.”

Liam shoots Jax a warning glare. “I was checking the weather.”

“It’s a clear night, mate,” Jax laughs. He leans in, invading her personal space by mere inches. He isn’t looking at Liam anymore. He’s looking at the glitter dusting Cleo’s collarbone. “So. Cleo. You escaped the crypto-bros. Are you hungry? Liam has crackers. Figs. I think he was threatening to microwave brie.”

“I’m fine,” Cleo says, turning that smile on him. “Just the whiskey.”

She shifts to cross her legs, and the movement pulls her dress higher up her thigh.

Both men look.

Jax looks with a predatory appreciation, a slow smirk curling his mouth. Liam looks like he’s in physical pain, his eyes darkening as they trace the exposed skin before snapping back to his drink.

The air in the room suddenly feels thick. Heavy. Charged.

Jax takes a sip of his drink, his eyes never leaving hers. “You’re brave,” he says. “Walking around the city on New Year’s looking like that.”

“Like what?” Cleo challenges.

“Like a fire hazard,” Jax says.

Liam shifts abruptly. “Don’t do that.”

Jax glances at him, feigning innocence. “Do what?”

“ The thing,” Liam says, his jaw tight. “The thing where you charm everyone in the room because you’re bored.”

“I’m not bored,” Jax says quietly. He looks back at Cleo. “I’m actually very interested.”

Cleo feels a flush rise up her neck. This isn’t friendly banter. This is a gauntlet being thrown.

“I’m right here,” she reminds them, amused.

“We know,” Liam says. His voice drops an octave. “Hard to miss.”

Jax laughs, delighted by Liam’s irritation. He leans forward, grabbing a deck of cards from the coffee table. He shuffles them with a fluid, practiced snap—long fingers moving with a dexterity that makes Cleo’s stomach do a little flip.

“So,” Jax says. “Resolutions start tomorrow. That leaves us…” he checks his watch “...about an hour and a half of pure, unadulterated vice.”

“Jax,” Liam warns.

“Relax, Dad.” Jax flashes a grin that is equal parts dangerous and inviting. “We’re just going to play a game.”

“I didn’t agree to a game,” Cleo says, though she doesn’t move an inch. She likes the way Liam has gone rigid beside her, protective and tense. She likes the way Jax is looking at her like she’s a puzzle he’s about to solve.

“Two men. A bottle of very good whiskey. A woman wearing… that.” Jax gestures vaguely to her dress. “We can sit here and talk about the weather, or we can make things interesting.”

Cleo takes a slow sip of her Manhattan, looking at Liam over the rim of the glass. He’s watching her, waiting for her cue.

“I like interesting,” she says.

Jax’s grin sharpens. He sets the deck down.

“Truth questions,” he says. “No dares. Dares are for kids. Truth is where the bodies are buried.”

He cuts the deck.

“First question is for the lady.”

Cleo sets her glass down. Her heart is hammering a frantic rhythm against her ribs, but she leans back, settling deeper into the cushion between them.

The safe one. The wild one.

“Hit me,” she says.


CHAPTER TWO 11:06 PM

Jax handles the deck of cards with annoying competence. He shuffles one-handed, the snap-bridge-snap sound loud in the quiet apartment, before flicking a card onto the coffee table.

Cleo is two sips into her second Manhattan, and the alcohol is doing a lovely job of softening the edges of her earlier frustration. She feels loose. Warm. A little reckless.

“All right,” Jax says, leaning back. He’s sprawled again, taking up more space than one person reasonably needs. “First question is for Cleo. Since you’re the guest of honor.”

Liam is sitting perfectly still beside her. He has his arms crossed, his biceps straining against the charcoal wool of his sweater. He looks like a man currently calculating the structural integrity of his patience.

Cleo tucks one leg under her, the glitter of her dress catching the lamp light. “Hit me. I have nothing to hide.”

Jax smirks. He doesn't look at the card. He just looks at her.

“Never have I ever kissed two people in one night.”

Cleo laughs, a sharp, surprised sound. “We’re starting there? No warm-up? No ‘never have I ever stolen a pen’?”

“Boring,” Jax dismisses. “Drink or answer.”

Cleo holds his gaze. She lifts her glass, tips it back, and swallows a generous mouthful of whiskey. The burn goes straight to her stomach.

Jax’s grin widens. “Noted.”

Liam shifts beside her. His thigh presses harder against hers. “Jax, don’t be…”

“Fun?” Cleo interrupts, turning to look at Liam. His eyes are dark, worried. “Let him ask, Liam. I’m not fragile.”

“See?” Jax gestures with his glass. “She’s tough. Next card. Liam. Truth.”

Liam sighs, taking a sip of his drink like it’s medicine. “Fine.”

Jax flips a card. He reads it, pauses, and then his expression changes. The teasing drops away for a split second.

“Never have I ever wanted something I thought I couldn’t have.”

The silence that follows isn’t the comfortable kind. It’s heavy. It has weight and teeth.

Cleo feels the shift in the air. She looks at Liam.

He isn’t looking at the card. He isn’t looking at Jax. He’s looking at his hands, wrapped tight around his glass. His jaw works.

For a second, she thinks he’s going to joke it off. A Ferrari. A penthouse.

Instead, his gaze flicks to hers. It’s quick, unguarded, and so full of raw, terrifying hunger that Cleo’s breath hitches in her throat.

He looks away just as fast. He lifts his glass and drains half of it in one go.

Cleo’s pulse hops. Oh.

Jax watches the whole thing with the satisfaction of a cat that just pushed a vase off a shelf.

“Interesting,” Jax murmurs. “Your turn, Cleo. Pick a victim.”

Her hand is not entirely steady as she reaches for the deck. She draws a card.

“Jax,” she says.

“I’m an open book.”

She reads the text. A slow smile spreads across her face.

“Never have I ever flirted with someone specifically to make someone else jealous.”

Jax doesn’t even blink. He doesn’t look at the card. He locks eyes with Liam, raises his glass in a mock toast, and drinks.

Unapologetic.

Liam stiffens. “You’re a menace.”

“I’m a catalyst,” Jax corrects. He sets his glass down with a clink. “And I’m bored of the dancing. You two have been circling each other for, what? Six months?”

“We’re neighbors,” Liam says tightly. “We’re friends.”

“You’re a liar,” Jax says pleasantly.

“Jax…”

“Look at her, Liam.” Jax points a finger at Cleo. “She’s sitting here in a dress made of tissue paper and tin foil…”

“Hey,” Cleo protests weakly.

“...drinking your whiskey, waiting for you to make a move. And you’re sitting there measuring the distance between your knees to make sure you’re being respectful.”

Jax leans forward, voice dropping. “Respect is great, mate. But it doesn’t keep you warm at night.”

Liam stands up.

It’s abrupt. He paces three steps to the window, then turns back. He looks agitated, the calm façade finally cracking. He runs a hand through his hair, messing up the neat style.

“You don’t have to do this,” Liam says low.

“Someone has to,” Jax counters. “You’re stuck. I’m unstinking you.”

Liam ignores him. He looks at Cleo.

Really looks at her. Not the polite glances from before. He looks at her mouth, her throat, the way her hands are clutching her glass.

“I didn’t bring you here for this,” Liam says. His voice is rough. “I didn’t want to make you uncomfortable.”

“I’m not uncomfortable,” Cleo says softly.

Liam steps closer. He stops just in front of her, looming slightly. “We can stop the game. We can just… watch the ball drop.”

Cleo looks up at him. She sees the restraint vibrating in him, the way he’s holding himself back with both hands.

“Liam,” she says. “Do you want to stop?”

The question hangs there.

Liam’s eyes search hers. He looks tormented and hopeful all at once.

“No,” he whispers.

The word is barely a sound, but it hits Cleo harder than a shout.

Jax claps his hands together. One loud clap that breaks the trance.

“Excellent. Progress.” He stands up, stretching his arms over his head. His shirt rides up, showing a strip of skin and a trail of dark hair leading into his jeans. “Now that we’ve established that everyone wants to sleep with everyone, or at least talk about it…”

He walks to the balcony door.

“Midnight is in forty minutes. I need fresh air. Rooftop?”

Liam looks at Cleo. “It’s cold up there.”

“I have a coat,” she says. She stands, her legs a little wobbly, her head spinning in the best way. She touches Liam’s arm. The muscle under the wool is rock hard. “Come on. The fireworks will be good.”

He covers her hand with his. His palm is warm. “Okay.”

They grab their coats. Jax grabs the bottle.

They head up the stairwell, the metal stairs clanging under their feet. The air gets colder with every step, smelling of impending snow and gunpowder.

When they push open the heavy fire door to the roof, the wind hits them like a slap.

It’s freezing. The kind of cold that bites your cheeks and makes your eyes water. But the view…

The city is spread out below them, a grid of gold and white lights, breathing steam into the dark.

“Jesus,” Cleo gasps, shivering immediately.

“Told you,” Liam murmurs.

Jax is already moving. He sheds his leather jacket, he’s insane, he has to be, and drapes it over her shoulders. It’s heavy and smells like him.

“You’ll freeze,” she says.

“I run hot,” Jax winks.

Liam moves in on her other side. He doesn’t offer his coat. Instead, he wraps an arm around her waist and pulls her into his side, using his body as a shield against the wind.

So there she is.

Bracketed.

Jax on the right, wild and grinning, smelling of trouble. Liam on the left, solid and immovable, holding her like he’s afraid she’ll blow away.

The heat from their bodies seeps into her, warring with the biting wind.

“Look at that,” Jax says, nodding toward the skyline.

Cleo looks. But she can feel them looking at her.

“Better than the acoustic guitar guy?” Liam asks against her ear.

“Marginally,” she teases. Her teeth are chattering, but she’s not cold anymore. She’s burning up. “It’s better because the company is an improvement.”

“Just an improvement?” Jax asks. He leans back against the parapet, looking at them. The wind whips his dark hair across his forehead.

“Significant improvement,” Cleo amends.

Jax’s grin fades into something sharper. He looks at the time on his phone.

“So. Question of the hour,” Jax says. He gestures between himself and Liam.

“When the clock hits midnight… who are you kissing? The nice guy who buys you cheese? or the new guy who wants to ruin your lipstick?”

Liam’s arm tightens around her waist. He doesn’t interrupt this time. He waits.

Cleo looks at Jax. Then she looks up at Liam.

The air is electric, charged with the promise of the new year and the unspoken things they’ve just dragged into the light.

She smiles, slow and wicked.

“Why do I have to choose?”

Jax throws his head back and laughs, a bright sound that carries over the wind.

Liam looks down at her. His expression is dark, possessive, and absolutely certain.

“She doesn’t,” he says.

Cleo shivers, and this time, it has nothing to do with the cold.


CHAPTER THREE 11:58 PM

The roof vibrates. The sound comes from everywhere at once, a disjointed chorus of people shouting from balconies and fire escapes, their voices echoing in the cold air.

Jax tips his head back as the first distant "Ten!" rolls across the skyline. He looks at her like he’s been waiting months for this.

Liam looks at her like he’s been waiting years.

"Nine!"

Cleo’s pulse stutters. She is warm despite the biting wind, sandwiched between two bodies that feel like furnaces. Liam’s coat brushes against her bare wrist. Jax’s fingers tap a restless rhythm against her hip bone.

"Eight!"

"Last chance to run," Liam murmurs. His lips are close to her ear. It sounds like a joke, but his hand is tight on her waist.

Cleo turns her head just enough to catch his eye. "I'm not going anywhere."

His breath hitches. It is a small sound, but she hears it over the wind.

"Seven!"

Jax leans in. His nose brushes her hair, smelling of cold air and expensive tobacco. "Good. Because I'm done pretending I wasn't planning to kiss you the second the clock hit zero."

Her laugh comes out uneven, a little breathless.

"Six!"

A burst of light flares somewhere in the distance. Early fireworks. Eager.

Cleo feels like a live wire. Every nerve ending is singing.

"Five!"

Liam’s hand finds hers. He slides his fingers through hers, warm and certain. His thumb strokes a slow line across her skin. It feels possessive. Careful. Hungry.

"Four!"

Jax shifts in front of her. He cups her jaw with one hand. His tattoos are freezing against her cheek, but his palm is hot. He tilts her face up.

"Three!"

Liam’s body presses against her back. It isn't accidental. It isn't even subtle.

"Two!"

Her breath fogs the air in front of her.

"One."

Jax kisses her the second the word drops.

It is fast and wild, a spark hitting dry tinder. His mouth is urgent, tasting of whiskey and intention. He kisses like a man who has never hesitated in his life.

She fists the front of his shirt to hold on.

Then Liam’s hand curls firmly around her waist. He pulls her back against him, gently tugging her away from Jax’s mouth.

Jax lets out a low sound, more amused than annoyed. "Your turn, mate."

Liam doesn't rush. He cups her face with both hands like she is something precious instead of something he has been secretly starving for.

His kiss is deep and slow. It makes her knees go loose. If Jax lit the match, Liam is the steady flame. Hotter. Surer. More consuming.

Her hands slide up Liam’s chest before she can think about it. He groans softly against her mouth.

Fireworks explode behind them, scattering color across the sky.

And just like that, everything unravels.

She breaks from Liam’s mouth only because someone laughs against her throat. Jax. Close again. Hands roaming. His touch is less patient, more exploratory.

Liam catches her elbow a moment later to steady her.

The three of them melt together in a warm, desperate tangle that ignores physics and common sense. Hands. Breath. Heat. Her back presses to the parapet as they both angle in, kissing, tasting, staking claims in different rhythms.

Her head spins. The city roars with celebration. The cold bites at her exposed thighs, but everything inside her is molten.

"Inside," Liam manages. His voice is rough enough to make her jump.

Jax laughs, low and delighted. "Finally."

They practically trip down the stairs. They bump into walls, into each other, into doorframes. Cleo is breathless and dizzy, pinned between two kinds of need that amplify each other instead of competing.

By the time the apartment door clicks shut behind them, the energy shifts.

It is still hot. Still urgent. But there is a new gravity to it.

Cleo pushes Jax back against the wall and kisses him again, messy and hungry. He grins against her lips and threads a hand through her hair, tugging just enough to make her gasp.

Liam’s hand settles at the base of her spine. "Cleo."

He says her name like a command.

She turns toward him, breathing hard.

Liam steps in close. He slides a knuckle under her chin to lift her eyes to his.

"Stop," he says softly.

Cleo freezes.

He holds her face, his thumbs brushing her cheekbones as he studies her.

"If we're doing this," Liam says, his voice low and deliberate, "we're doing it right."

Jax goes very still behind her. Even he knows this is Liam’s moment.

Liam’s gaze drops to her mouth, then returns to her eyes. "I'm not sharing you if I can't focus on you."

Heat floods her cheeks. Her chest. Her entire being.

The room is quiet except for the distant muffled boom of fireworks.

Jax finally exhales a soft, appreciative whistle. "Well. Damn."

Cleo’s pulse rattles.

She whispers, "Okay."

Liam nods once. He guides her gently toward his bedroom. His hand is firm at her hip. Jax follows a half step behind, his grin sharper now.

Liam's bedroom door clicks shut behind them, sealing out the party's distant hum. The space is tidy, corners squared like his blueprints, with a faint scent of clean linen and sandalwood clinging to the air. Low light spills from a bedside lamp, casting warm shadows across the king-sized bed.

Cleo’s heart hammers against her ribs as Liam turns her. His fingers graze the nape of her neck, finding the hidden zipper of her dress.

He doesn't rush. He never rushes.

His thumb and forefinger pinch the tab, easing it down inch by slow inch. The cool air hits her skin, followed immediately by the heat of his knuckles brushing her spine. The dress is a fragile thing, shimmering and barely there, held together by hope and luck, and Liam peels it away like he’s unwrapping something that might break if he moves too fast.

Jax is leaning against the dresser, arms crossed. He hasn't touched her yet. He’s just watching. His gaze traces every inch of skin Liam reveals; the curve of her shoulder, the dip of her waist, the flare of her hips.

"Jesus," Jax breathes. It isn’t a compliment; it’s a prayer. "Look at you."

The dress pools at her feet in a whisper of silk.

Liam steadies her with a hand on her elbow as she steps out of the wreckage. He straightens, his breath coming in a deep, measured rhythm, but his eyes are dark.

Cleo stands there in the lingerie she’d joked about hours ago. Black lace cheeky panties that are less clothing and more frame, sheer enough to show the shadow of her heat, and a bra that pushes her breasts up, glittering straps crisscrossing her back. Her nipples are hard, straining against the lace.

Liam’s gaze drops to her chest, then lower, devouring the way the fabric clings to her thighs. He reaches behind her.

Snap.

The clasp gives. The straps slide down her arms. She lets the bra fall, exposing herself fully.

Jax shifts. His jeans are straining visibly, a tent of arousal that he doesn't bother to hide. But he stays put. He lets Liam lead.

Liam’s hand skims her ribcage, his thumb grazing the underside of her breast. He doesn't touch the nipple. Not yet. He just traces the weight of her, learning the shape.

Heat coils low in Cleo’s belly. She feels Jax’s stare like a physical touch, a phantom stroke that makes her clit throb.

Liam moves to her hips. He hooks his fingers into the waistband of her panties, tugging them down. The lace drags over her skin, pulling taut against her thighs before releasing. She steps out of them, kicking them aside.

She is naked now, except for the heels that make her legs look miles long.

"Fuck, Cleo." Jax’s voice is rough, appreciative.

Liam kneels. He doesn't say a word. He just slides his hands up her calves, to her knees, to her thighs. His face is level with her center. His breath, hot and steady, fans over her wetness.

Her thighs clench instinctively.

He rises slowly, dragging his hands up her body as he goes. His eyes meet hers, dark with intent.

"Bed," he says.

Cleo sinks onto the edge of the mattress. Her heels dig into the plush rug. The sheets are cool against her bare skin, a stark shock against the fever burning under her skin.

Liam stands between her knees. He frames her face with his hands, thumbs tracing her jawline. He forces her to look at him. To see him.

"Stay with me," he murmurs.

Jax moves. He drops to one knee beside the bed, positioning himself at her side. His hand lands on her inner thigh, fingers digging in, parting her legs wider. His touch is electric, insistent, demanding access.

Liam leans in. He kisses her deep, slow, and reverent. His tongue slides against hers in a measured stroke that makes her breath hitch. He holds her gaze even as their mouths connect, grounding her.

Jax doesn't wait.

His hand slides up her thigh, fingers brushing the damp curls, and then he dips inside.

Cleo gasps into Liam’s mouth.

Jax pumps slowly at first, testing her stretch, his thumb circling her clit in rough, hungry circles. Liam pulls back just an inch.

"You good?" he whispers against her lips.

"Yes," Cleo breathes. "God, yes."

Jax grins. He leans down and latches his mouth onto her breast.

He sucks hard. His teeth graze the sensitive peak, a sharp contrast to Liam’s gentle hold on her face. Jax’s fingers thrust deeper, faster, stretching her, waking her up.

Cleo’s hips buck. She can't help it.

Liam shifts. He breaks the kiss to trail his lips down her jaw, to her throat, to her other breast. He takes the nipple into his mouth, but he is gentle. He sucks with a reverence that balances out Jax’s bite.

The dual sensation is overwhelming. Jax’s fingers are fucking her, wet, slick sounds filling the room, while Liam worships her skin.

Jax withdraws his hand abruptly. He brings his fingers to his lips, tasting her, his eyes black with want.

"So wet," he growls.

He drops lower. He grips her thighs, spreading her wide, and buries his face between her legs.

His tongue is flat and broad. He laps at her clit with eager, hungry strokes that make her cry out.

Liam captures her mouth again, swallowing the sound. His kiss is the anchor. Jax is the storm.

Jax’s tongue spears inside her, fucking her with quick thrusts before latching onto her clit again. He sucks it between his lips, humming against the sensitive nub. His hand squeezes her ass, fingers teasing her entrance, while his other hand reaches up to pinch her nipple.

Cleo arches off the bed. She is trapped in a loop of pleasure of Liam’s steady gaze holding her down, Jax’s wild mouth sending her over the edge.

"Liam," she gasps.

"I’ve got you," Liam says.

Jax pulls back, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. He stands up, unbuckling his belt. His cock springs free—thick, heavy, twitching with need.

"My turn," Jax says.

He takes Liam’s place at her mouth, kissing her with a bruising force, his tongue invading her mouth.

Liam moves down. He kneels where Jax was. But he doesn't dive in. He uses his fingers to part her, exposing her swollen clit. He circles it with his tongue—slow, deliberate laps that build the pressure without rushing it.

Jax’s hand is in her hair, gripping tight, angling her head back. Liam’s fingers slide inside her, thrusting in rhythm with his tongue.

It’s too much. It’s perfect.

Cleo is trembling, arousal dripping down her thighs. The fireworks outside are nothing compared to the roar in her ears.

Liam eases her back onto the bed. The sheets cradle her.

He positions himself between her legs. The head of his cock presses against her entrance.

Jax is beside her now. His hand is on her neck, thumb on her pulse. His other hand is on her breast, rolling her nipple until it aches.

Liam slides in.

Slow. Inch by inch. Stretching her. Filling her.

He bottoms out, his hips flush against hers. He holds still, letting her adjust to the fullness.

"Look at me," Liam says. His voice is rough.

Cleo locks eyes with him.

He begins to thrust. Deep. Measured. Grinding against her inner walls in a way that feels less like sex and more like a claim.

Jax leans in, biting her neck, sucking a mark into the soft skin. His hand moves down, finding her clit, rubbing in firm circles.

Cleo reaches for him. She tries to kiss him, but Jax dodges. He guides his cock to her lips instead.

"Open up," he says.

She opens. He pushes in, filling her mouth.

Now she is full. Liam is buried deep inside her pussy, stretching her core. Jax is sliding over her tongue, tasting of salt and skin.

She sucks eagerly, hollowing her cheeks. Jax groans, his hips snapping forward.

Liam grips her thighs. His thrusts get harder, faster. His control is fraying. Sweat beads on his brow. He buries himself to the hilt, grinding against her clit with every push.

They shift.

Liam pulls out with a wet slide. Jax takes his place instantly.

He flips her legs over his shoulders, folding her in half. He slams in hard, fast and deep. No preamble. No warning.

His cock pistons into her. The slap of skin against skin echoes in the room.

Cleo cries out. Jax hits spots that make her see stars.

Liam is at her head now. He kisses her deeply, stroking her tongue, grounding her while Jax wrecks her.

"You’re doing so well," Liam whispers against her lips. He interlaces his fingers with hers, holding tight.

The contrast is dizzying. Liam’s tender hold. Jax’s feral thrusts.

Jax slows. He pulls out with a groan. "Not yet."

They flip her. Hands and knees. Ass up.

Jax is behind her again. He grabs her hair, pulling her head back, and thrusts in from behind. The angle goes deep.

He smacks her ass. Whack.

The sting blooms into heat.

"Fuck, you take it so good," Jax growls. He speeds up, his balls slapping against her clit.

Cleo is lost. She reaches for Liam. He is kneeling in front of her, hard and leaking.

She wraps her hand around him and guides him to her mouth. She takes him deep, bobbing her head in time with Jax’s thrusts.

Liam threads his fingers through her hair. He isn't pulling; he’s steadying her. He watches her suck him, his eyes hooded and dark.

Jax reaches between her legs. He rubs her clit furiously.

"Switch," Cleo gasps, spitting Liam out.

They move like a well-oiled machine. Liam behind her. Jax in front.

Liam slides into her pussy. It feels different, fuller and heavier. He grabs her hips, pulling her back onto him.

Jax kneels in front. Cleo dives for his cock. She sucks him with abandon, her hand stroking the shaft.

Liam fucks her from behind. His pace matches her urgency, but the rhythm is steady. Anchoring.

Jax’s fingers tangle in her hair. Liam’s hand slides up her back, keeping her arched. His other hand reaches around to find her clit.

She is surrounded. Cock in her pussy. Cock in her mouth. Hands everywhere.

The tension builds to a fever pitch, the edge sharpening, terrifying and wonderful.

Liam drives into Cleo’s pussy from behind. It isn't fast. It is a deliberate, heavy plunge that fills her completely and grinds against her deepest spots. His hands grip her hips. His fingers dig in just enough to steady her as she rocks forward with every push. The rhythm is relentless. It builds the fire without letting it rage out of control. Deep, controlled strokes make her muscles flutter around his thickness. Sweat slicks their skin where they connect. His balls tap rhythmically against her, the sound wet and obscene in the quiet room.

Jax fills her mouth. The head of his cock bumps the back of her throat as she sucks him deeper. Her tongue presses flat against the underside of his shaft. He thrusts shallowly. Urgent. Insistent. His fingers tangle in her hair to guide her pace.

"That's it," he murmurs. His voice is husky. "Take it all. Don't stop."

His free hand slides down to squeeze her breast. His thumb flicks the nipple until it aches. The contrast hits her hard. Liam’s even tempo anchors her core while Jax’s erratic bucks make her jaw work harder. Saliva drips down her chin as she moans around him.

Her body blurs between them. Sensations overlap until she can't tell whose hand is whose. She can't tell whose breath ghosts her skin. Liam’s palm slides up her back. He presses her into the arch that lets him sink even deeper. His cock throbs inside her as he leans forward to whisper against her ear.

"I've got you, Cleo," he says. "Let go."

His words are possessive. A low rumble that vibrates through her spine. His other hand reaches around to find her clit. He circles it with firm, steady pressure. Slow circles that match his thrusts. He draws out the tension coiling in her belly until it feels like a physical weight.

Jax pulls back slightly. He lets her catch a breath before pushing in again. His hips jerk with that wild urgency.

"Fuck. Your mouth is incredible." Jax watches her eyes water. "Suck harder. Yeah. Just like that."

His gaze flicks to Liam’s over her shoulder. They lock eyes. A shared heat passes between them. They are both driving her toward the same cliff.

Cleo’s thighs tremble. Her muscles clench rhythmically around Liam’s cock. The wet sounds of him fucking her mix with the slurps of her lips on Jax. Hands roam everywhere. Jax’s hand is on her neck, his thumb tracing her collarbone. Liam’s hand is on her ass, spreading her cheeks slightly to angle deeper. His fingers brush her tight hole in a teasing graze that makes her gasp.

The pressure snaps. Her vision spots. Her body seizes.

Cleo’s climax rips through her. Her pussy spasms wildly around Liam’s cock, clamping down on him. She cries out around Jax. The vibration makes him groan. Her hips buck erratically as waves of pleasure lock her muscles tight. She is shaking between them. Lost in the unraveling. Every nerve fires at once. She is overwhelmed. Claimed. Utterly theirs.

Liam doesn't stop. His steady thrusts turn erratic as he watches her face contort. He locks eyes with her reflection in the mirror across the room.

"That's it," he growls softly. "Come for me."

It is a possessive claim. His cock swells inside her. Her orgasm pulls him under.

Jax’s hand tightens in her hair. His urgent thrusts falter as he stares at her flushed cheeks. He meets Liam’s gaze again.

"Look at her go," Jax breathes. "Fuck. That's hot."

He pulls out of her mouth with a pop. He strokes himself furiously.

Cleo is still shuddering when Liam buries himself deep one last time. He pulses. He pours into her. Hot spurts flood her, mixing with her wetness and dripping out around him. He holds her hips flush. He grinds through it. A low moan escapes him as he watches Jax tip over the edge.

Jax aims for her chest. Ropes of cum land on her breasts in thick streaks. His body jerks with the release. His eyes never leave the way Liam is still embedded in her. The shared view binds them tighter than any touch could.

They collapse in a heap. Limbs tangle without thought. Liam wraps his arm around her waist from behind. He pulls her back against his chest. His cock softens inside her but he stays put. He nuzzles her neck. Jax flops to her front. One leg is thrown over hers. His hand idly traces patterns on her thigh. Playful swipes turn affectionate. His thumb brushes her hip bone.

Cleo is sandwiched again. It is softer now. Their breaths sync in the quiet room. The distant pop of late fireworks fades like an echo.

No one speaks at first. The reality settles like warm fog. Liam presses a kiss to her shoulder. His protective hold tightens just a fraction.

"You okay?" he murmurs. His voice is steady again. His fingers interlace with hers.

Jax chuckles softly. He leans in to kiss her forehead. His touch is light. Teasing. He smears a bit of his cum across her skin with his thumb before wiping it away.

"More than okay," Jax says. "You were perfect."

The words hang there. Confirming it all. No regrets. No escape. Just them. Entwined.

Exhaustion pulls them under. Bodies mold into one messy, sated organism. Liam’s even breaths at her back. Jax’s playful snore starting up as his hand rests on her belly. Cleo drifts off feeling full. Suspiciously good. The warmth chases away any chill and sets the stage for whatever dawn brings.

By the time the fireworks fade, she’s not sure she can feel her legs. Or her lungs. Or her heart in any separate capacity.

But she knows she feels them.

Both of them.

And she hasn’t felt this alive in a long, long time. She smiles peacefully at the knowledge she has truly started her new year with a bang. Two, actually.


CHAPTER FOUR 8:32 AM, January 1

The sun is too bright. That is the first thing Cleo notices.

The second is that she isn't hungover. She should be, there was definitely too much whiskey involved last night, but instead she just feels heavy. Sated.

She blinks at the ceiling. A tattooed arm is draped over her stomach, dead weight. Another arm is wrapped around her from behind, pulling her flush against a solid chest.

Jax. Liam.

She lies still, listening to the radiator clank. The room smells like sex and stale body spray and Liam’s laundry detergent.

She waits for the panic. The sharp cringe of oh my god, I just slept with my neighbor and his friend. The urge to grab her shoes and sprint back to the party she left last year.

It doesn’t come.

Jax shifts, groaning into the pillow. He pulls his arm back, stretching so hard his joints crack. “Morning,” he croaks. His voice is wrecked.

Liam moves behind her. He doesn’t pull away immediately. He just squeezes her hip once, firm and checking she’s actually there, before rolling onto his back.

“Water,” Liam mumbles. “I need a gallon of water.”

Cleo laughs, the sound rusty in her throat. “Kitchen.”

“Ugh.” Jax sits up, rubbing his face. His hair is standing up in three different directions, and he looks less like a smooth-talking traveler and more like a guy who got hit by a truck. “Coffee. I will commit crimes for coffee.”

“Don’t commit crimes,” Liam sighs, sitting up and reaching blindly for his glasses. He finds them, slides them on, and suddenly he’s Liam again.

Well, mostly.

He looks at Cleo. His hair is messy, his face is creased from the pillow, and he’s shirtless. He looks at her for a beat too long, his gaze dropping to the sheet pulled up to her chin, then back to her eyes.

“You okay?” he asks. It’s quiet.

“Yeah,” Cleo says. She’s surprised to find it’s true. “I’m good. You?”

“I’m good.”

Jax swings his legs out of bed. “I’m naked. Where are my pants?”

The tension breaks. Cleo snorts. “Floor. By the dresser.”

They shuffle out of the bedroom like zombies. It’s ungraceful. Cleo grabs one of Liam’s button-downs because her dress is a pile of glittery wreckage in the corner.

In the kitchen, the morning light is unforgiving.

Liam goes into autopilot. He starts the coffee grinder, the noise startlingly loud. He fills three glasses of water and slides them across the island without asking.

Jax hops up onto the counter, wincing as he settles. “Loud noises are banned,” he announces, grabbing a glass.

Cleo leans against the fridge, watching them. It feels... normal. Weirdly normal.

Liam leans back against the sink, arms crossed, waiting for the coffee to brew. He’s watching her again.

“So,” Cleo says, because someone has to say it. “Happy New Year.”

Jax grins over the rim of his glass. “Hell of a start.”

“It was,” Liam agrees. He clears his throat, shifting his weight. He looks nervous. That makes her like him more. “Hey. About… the logistics.”

Cleo tenses. Here it comes. The ‘let’s be adults and forget this happened’ speech.

“I’m leaving in six days,” Jax says, cutting straight to it. He sets his glass down. “Flight’s booked. I’m not canceling it.”

Cleo nods. “I know.”

“But,” Jax points a finger at Liam. “He isn’t.”

Liam looks at the floor, then at Cleo. “I’m not going anywhere. I’m in 4B. I have the spare key. I have the cheese.”

Cleo smiles. “You have the cheese.”

“I’m just saying,” Liam says, his ears turning pink. “I’m not… I’m not doing the awkward neighbor thing. I’m not avoiding you in the hall.”

“Good,” Cleo says.

“And we’ve got a week,” Jax adds. He looks between them, a spark of that trouble coming back into his eyes. “A whole week before I go be irresponsible somewhere else. Seems a shame to waste it.”

Liam looks at Cleo. It’s a question.

Cleo thinks about her empty apartment. She thinks about the bad party. She thinks about how cold it is outside and how warm it is in here.

She walks over to the counter. She takes a sip of water, then reaches out and takes Liam’s hand. His grip is instant, warm and grounding.

“We shouldn’t waste it,” she says.

Jax cheers softly, raising his glass.

The coffee machine beeps.

“Coffee first,” Cleo says, squeezing Liam’s hand before letting go to grab a mug. “Then we figure out the rest.”

Liam smiles, and it’s the real one, the one that usually takes three months of friendship to earn. “Coffee first.”

Cleo leans back against the counter, blowing on the steam rising from her mug, and thinks: Okay. 2025. Let’s see what you’ve got.

A Note from Zoya Lane

Hey gorgeous,

Thanks for ditching the bad party and joining us on the roof. I hope you’re feeling thoroughly satisfied, slightly flushed, and maybe looking at your own New Year’s resolutions a little differently. (Who needs a gym membership when you can have cardio like that?)

If Cleo, Liam, and Jax made you fan yourself, squirm in your seat, or text something mildly scandalous, do a girl a favor and tell a friend, or better yet, leave a review. 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 for you:

●        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 remember: resolutions are for quitters.

Happy New Year!

Zoya Lane
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