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	Forbidden Floors 

For most people, the Grand Meridian Hotel was a destination, a place they stayed for a week, perhaps two, before returning to ordinary life. For Lisa Harrington, it had become her entire world.

At thirty-six, she was still strikingly beautiful, with chestnut hair that cascaded over elegant shoulders and eyes that once sparkled with ambition and joy. Born into wealth and later marrying even greater wealth, she had never wanted for anything material. Designer dresses filled her wardrobes, private cars waited at her command, and the sprawling penthouse suite occupying the top two floors of the five-star hotel was larger than many people's homes. Yet despite the luxury surrounding her, Lisa often felt as though she lived inside a gilded cage.

Her husband, Richard, was a brilliant businessman whose company spanned continents. He loved Lisa in his own way, she knew that. But his world revolved around meetings, conferences, investors, and endless travel. Some weeks she saw him only long enough for a brief breakfast before he disappeared again. Sometimes entire months passed with little more than hurried phone calls and apologetic text messages. "Just one more quarter, darling." "Things will settle down soon." "We'll take that vacation next month." Promises. Endless promises. But next month never came.

The staff at the Grand Meridian knew Mrs. Harrington well. They greeted her warmly, remembered her favorite wine, and always treated her with perfect professionalism. Yet the hotel, for all its warmth, could not provide companionship. Most evenings she ate dinner alone while staring out over the city lights from floor-to-ceiling windows. Sometimes she would sit in silence for hours, television playing softly in the background merely to fill the emptiness. Loneliness had become an unwelcome companion. 

Down below, far removed from penthouse luxury, Eve Morales lived a very different life. Twenty-three years old, Eve had emigrated with her mother and younger brother years earlier. Her family worked hard for everything they possessed. Rent consumed half her paycheck, groceries devoured another portion, and there was rarely much left at month's end. Some months, unexpected bills meant she survived on instant noodles and determination. Still, Eve possessed something many wealthy guests lacked. Joy.

She had inherited her mother's dark eyes and radiant smile, and though naturally beautiful, she carried herself with quiet humility. Years of cleaning rooms, changing linens, and carrying supplies had given her a slim but athletic figure. Guests often complimented her cheerful nature, and many employees considered her the heart of the housekeeping department. No matter how difficult life became, Eve always made time to ask others how they were. She remembered birthdays. She listened without judgment. She brought homemade empanadas for coworkers struggling through double shifts. Her kindness cost nothing, and yet she gave it freely. Over several months, Eve and Lisa had crossed paths dozens of times. Nothing more than brief greetings. "Good morning, Mrs. Harrington." "Morning, Eve. How are you today?" Little exchanges. But Eve had noticed something. The beautiful woman living in the penthouse always seemed sad. Not dramatically so. Not obviously. Just… lonely. One rainy Tuesday afternoon, Eve arrived with her cleaning cart expecting the suite to be empty as usual. Instead, she found Lisa sitting alone on the cream-colored sofa. Her head rested in her hands. Shoulders trembling. At first Eve thought she should quietly leave and return later. But then she heard it. Soft sobbing. Without thinking, she set down the fresh towels. "Mrs. Harrington?" she asked gently. Lisa quickly wiped her eyes. "Oh, Eve. I'm sorry. You weren't supposed to see me like this."

Eve offered a sympathetic smile. "You don't have to apologize." Lisa forced a laugh. "I must look ridiculous." "No," Eve said softly. "You look sad." Something about those simple words broke through the walls Lisa had spent years building. Eve hesitated. "Is there anything I can do? Even if it's just listening." Lisa stared at the young woman for a moment. Nobody had asked her that question in a very long time. Not really. Slowly, she patted the empty space beside her. "Would you sit with me for a few minutes?" Eve glanced toward her cart. "I should probably" "Please."

There was such vulnerability in Lisa's voice that Eve found herself sitting beside her. What followed surprised them both. At first it was little things. Then everything. Lisa spoke about Richard. About promises postponed. About birthdays spent alone. About dinners for one. About waking up in the middle of the night and wondering whether she was becoming invisible. She confessed that despite all the luxury surrounding her, she felt desperately isolated. "I know it sounds awful," Lisa admitted through tears. "People would kill for this life. And here I am complaining." Eve shook her head immediately. "Being lonely hurts no matter where you live." And so they talked. For over an hour. Not as employer and employee. Not as rich and poor. Just two women. Two human beings. Eve listened. Really listened.

She didn't offer easy solutions or false promises. She simply let Lisa speak. And when the tears finally stopped, Eve wrapped her arms around her in a warm embrace. "It's going to get better," she whispered. "Maybe not overnight. But it will." Lisa closed her eyes. She couldn't remember the last time someone had held her simply because they cared. "Thank you," she whispered. "No problem." "No," Lisa said, smiling through damp eyes. "You have no idea how much you've helped me." For the first time in months, Lisa felt lighter. Almost hopeful. Without thinking, acting entirely on gratitude and emotion, she leaned over and kissed Eve softly on the cheek.

The younger woman froze. Her eyes widened. Lisa immediately pulled back, horror filling her face. "Oh my God, Eve, I'm so sorry. I don't know what I was thinking" Eve blinked in surprise. "No, no," she said quickly. "It's okay, really." Lisa stared uncertainly. "It is?" Eve smiled nervously. "Yeah." Their eyes met. For a moment, neither woman spoke. The rain continued tapping softly against the windows high above the city. And something neither of them fully understood yet seemed to pass silently between them. Not desire. Not yet at least. Just recognition. Because sometimes, the most extraordinary relationships begin with something very ordinary. Someone seeing another person's pain…choosing to stay. 

Growing Closer

Neither Lisa nor Eve spoke about the moment they had shared by the window while the rain drummed against the glass. In truth, neither knew quite what to say. But from that afternoon onward, something had changed.

Whenever Eve's duties brought her to the penthouse, Lisa would offer coffee and conversation. Sometimes they talked for ten minutes, sometimes an hour if Eve had already finished her rounds. There were no pressure and no expectations. Just two women who discovered, much to their surprise, that they genuinely enjoyed each other's company. Lisa learned that Eve loved old movies, salsa music, and cooking recipes passed down by her grandmother. Eve discovered that beneath Lisa's polished exterior lived a woman with a wicked sense of humor and a surprising love of detective novels and cheesy science-fiction films.

Their differences seemed enormous on paper. Yet somehow, they fit together naturally. Over the months, Lisa's laughter returned. The staff noticed it first. Mrs. Harrington smiled more. She no longer ate every meal alone. And she no longer spent endless evenings staring blankly out over the city. Occasionally, after Eve finished work, Lisa would invite her out. Nothing extravagant at first. A quiet Italian restaurant. An evening concert. Coffee overlooking the harbor. Eve resisted in the beginning. "Lisa, these places are too expensive." Lisa would simply smile. "I'm not buying your friendship." "I know." "I just don't want to eat alone." And Eve, seeing the sincerity in her eyes, would finally agree.

Soon, their dinners became something both looked forward to. They would talk for hours. Sometimes they laughed until tears formed in their eyes. Sometimes they discussed dreams, fears, and regrets. And every now and then, there would be a brief kiss. Gentle. Sweet. Never hurried. Always followed by shy smiles and nervous laughter. Neither woman rushed to define what they were becoming. For the first time in years, Lisa felt alive. And for the first time in her life, Eve felt truly seen.

One Saturday afternoon, Lisa found herself wandering through the elegant displays of Victoria's Secret. She had wanted to buy Eve something special. Not because she needed to impress her. Not because she wished to change her. Simply because gift-giving had always been Lisa's way of expressing affection. Yet standing amidst countless colors and fabrics, she found herself hopelessly indecisive. "This one is beautiful," she murmured. Then moments later, “No, she'd probably prefer something more comfortable." And then "Oh, but she'd look lovely in this color…" After nearly an hour, Lisa laughed at herself. "I've completely lost my mind."

Unable to decide, she finally purchased several different items in various styles and colors, hoping at least one would suit Eve's tastes. As the sales assistant wrapped the boxes, Lisa felt strangely nervous. She had bought priceless jewellery for people before. Watches. Designer handbags. Even cars. None of them had ever made her anxious. But this? This mattered. Because she wasn't trying to impress Eve. She simply wanted to make her smile.

That evening, Eve arrived at the penthouse after her shift, expecting their usual movie night. Instead, she found several elegantly wrapped boxes arranged on the coffee table. Her eyes widened. "Lisa… what's all this?" Lisa suddenly looked uncertain. "Oh, it's nothing really." "Nothing?" "Well… maybe something." Eve laughed. "There are six boxes." "I know." "You bought six gifts?" "I couldn't decide." Eve stared at her in disbelief. "Lisa!" "I thought you might like one of them." "One?" Lisa smiled sheepishly. "So, I bought several." Eve covered her mouth to hide her laughter. "You're impossible." "And?" "And completely crazy."

Lisa's smile faltered. "I overdid it, didn't I?" Immediately, Eve sat beside her and took her hand. "No." She squeezed it gently. "You care." Her eyes softened. "And nobody's ever done something like this for me before." Lisa blinked. "Really?" Eve shook her head. "Nobody." For a moment neither woman spoke. Then Eve leaned forward and kissed her softly. Not out of gratitude. Not because of the gifts. But because somewhere between coffee, dinners, and countless conversations, friendship had quietly become something deeper. And though neither woman fully understood where their journey would lead… For the first time, both of them were looking forward to tomorrow.

Lisa, beckons Eve to the bedroom, you have to try them on. The bedroom door clicked shut behind them, the luxurious penthouse suite bathed in soft afternoon light filtering through the floor-to-ceiling windows. Lisa, elegant and poised even in her sadness, unpacked box after box of Victoria’s Secret lingerie onto the king-sized bed silky teddies, lacy bras, sheer thongs, garter belts, and babydolls in deep reds, blacks, and blush pinks. “Try these on for me, Eve,” Lisa said softly, her voice warm now, eyes lingering. “I want to see how they look on someone as beautiful as you. Then I’ll model for you too. I need… a woman’s honest opinion.”

Eve’s heart raced. She was straight, or at least she had always believed so, but the warmth between her thighs had only grown since their first kiss. She nodded, cheeks flushing, and slipped behind the en-suite screen to change. She emerged first in a delicate black lace teddy that hugged her petite frame medium round breasts lifted perfectly, the fabric clinging to her narrow waist before flaring over her amazing, heart-shaped ass. The thong back disappeared between her firm cheeks.

Lisa’s breath caught. “Dios mío… Eve, you look incredible. That ass… it’s unreal.” She stepped closer, eyes dark with desire. Eve smiled shyly, turning slowly. “Thank you, ma’am… Lisa. You’re very beautiful too.” Lisa changed next, emerging in a sheer red babydoll that barely contained her fuller

















































































































