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by Lilith Ember

The Crown did not advertise the top three floors.

From the street the hotel looked like every other glass-and-steel tower in the financial district—polished, expensive, forgettable. Inside, the lobby smelled of white flowers and money. The public elevators stopped at thirty-two. Everything above that required a black keycard, a biometric scan, and the quiet understanding that what happened up there stayed there.

Lila Brooks had the keycard. She had the scan. She had been night manager of the restricted floors for eleven months, and she still felt the weight of the place every time the private elevator doors opened onto the thirty-third-floor corridor.

She was twenty-nine, five-foot-six, and built for the kind of attention she no longer pretended not to notice. Full breasts that strained the black silk blouse she wore under her tailored jacket. Soft belly that curved under the high waist of her pencil skirt. Hips that filled the fabric until the seams whispered when she walked. Thick thighs that pressed together when she sat. Dark hair twisted into a low knot that left the nape of her neck bare. She had stopped apologizing for the way her body moved years ago. The Crown’s clientele noticed. Some of them tried. Most of them learned that Lila Brooks did not mix work with anything else.

Tonight the work was a double booking that should not have been possible.

The owner’s private suite—penthouse, entire thirty-fifth floor, private spa, floor-to-ceiling glass overlooking the river—had been reserved for a high-value guest under the name S. Vale. At the same time the internal calendar showed the suite locked for Dominic Hale himself. Two entries. Same night. Same code. Impossible, except the system had accepted both.

Lila stood in the center of the suite’s main room with a tablet in one hand and the master key in the other. The space was all dark wood, cream leather, and glass. A low fire burned in the long stone hearth. The city glittered beyond the windows. The air smelled faintly of cedar and something expensive.

She was still scrolling through the conflicting logs when the private elevator chimed again.

Tessa Quinn stepped out like she owned the floor.

Blonde hair loose around her shoulders. A deep-red silk dress that clung to every curve—heavy breasts, narrow waist that still showed soft, hips that swayed, thighs that flashed through the high slit with every step. She was the same height as Lila, the same generous build, the same unapologetic way of taking up space. Twenty-eight. VIP guest relations for a competing hospitality group in the city, and currently the only name on the guest list that matched the second booking.

Tessa’s blue eyes landed on Lila and stayed there a beat too long, traveling from the swell of her breasts under the black silk to the way the skirt hugged her hips. A slow, knowing smile curved her mouth.

“You’re the night manager,” she said. Her voice was low, a little husky. “Lila Brooks. I’ve seen your name on the internal memos.”

“And you’re S. Vale,” Lila answered. “Except the system has you under Tessa Quinn as well.”

“Both. The Vale is for the booking. Quinn is for everything else.” Tessa walked farther into the room, heels clicking on the dark wood. “I was told this suite was mine for the night. Private. No interruptions.”

“You were told wrong. Or someone was. This floor belongs to the owner.”

“Dominic Hale.” Tessa’s smile sharpened. “I’ve heard the stories. Man doesn’t share. Man doesn’t double-book. Yet here we both are.”

Lila opened her mouth to answer and the elevator chimed a third time.

Dominic Hale walked into his own suite like the air rearranged itself for him.

Tall. Broad through the shoulders and chest. Dark hair still damp from a late shower or the rain outside, pushed back from a face that looked carved for boardrooms and then ruined by a mouth that knew how to be filthy. Charcoal trousers, white shirt open at the throat, sleeves rolled to the forearm. No jacket. The strong column of his throat, the hint of dark hair at the open collar, the way the fabric stretched across his chest when he moved. He smelled like cold night air, clean soap, and something darker underneath—leather and smoke.

His eyes found the two women first.

Lila felt the weight of that gaze like a hand. It traveled over the black silk clinging to her breasts, the pencil skirt stretched across her hips and ass, the soft line of her belly. Then it shifted to Tessa—the red silk, the deep cleavage, the way the dress clung to every heavy curve. Something hungry and precise settled behind his expression.

“Ladies,” he said. Voice low, controlled, the kind that would sound filthy if he ever let it. “I appear to have a scheduling problem.”

Lila held up the tablet. “Two confirmed bookings. Same suite. Same night. System accepted both.”

Dominic took the tablet, scanned the logs, and handed it back. His fingers brushed hers. Heat flared low in her belly.

“My fault,” he said. “I overrode the lock this morning for a private meeting that never happened. The system kept the secondary reservation active. My error.”

Tessa tilted her head. “So which of us leaves?”

Dominic’s gaze moved between them again—slow, deliberate, cataloguing the soft weight of Lila’s breasts, the way Tessa’s nipples pressed against the thin red silk, the identical full hips and thick thighs. Male gaze, open and unashamed.

“Neither of you leaves,” he said. “Unless you want to. The suite is large enough. The spa is private. The bar is stocked. And I have no interest in sending either of you back downstairs.”

Lila’s pulse kicked. She should have cited policy. She should have offered the junior suite on thirty-four. Instead she watched the way Dominic’s throat moved when he swallowed, the way Tessa’s tongue touched her lower lip.

“You’re the owner,” Lila said carefully. “You can do whatever you want up here.”

“I can.” His eyes locked on hers. “The question is what the two of you want.”

Tessa stepped closer, the red silk whispering against her skin. “I’ve wanted a night in this suite for six months. I didn’t expect company. But I’m not walking out if the company looks like this.” Her gaze flicked to Lila’s mouth, then lower, to the heavy swell of her breasts. “Both of you.”

Heat flooded Lila’s cheeks and settled between her legs. She was already wet. She could feel it.

Dominic’s voice dropped. “Then stay. Both of you. No contracts. No NDAs beyond the ones you already signed. Just the three of us, this floor, and whatever happens when the door locks.”

Lila set the tablet on the low table. Her hands were steady. Her voice was not entirely. “I’m on the clock until two.”

“You’re off the clock the moment I say you are.” Dominic moved past her, close enough that she felt the heat of his body. “And I say you are.”

The lock on the private elevator engaged with a soft electronic click.

Tessa was the first to move. She walked to the long bar, poured three measures of something dark and expensive, and carried the glasses back. She handed one to Lila, one to Dominic, kept the third. Their fingers brushed. Electricity.

“To scheduling errors,” Tessa said, and drank.

Lila drank. The whiskey burned clean and settled warm in her stomach. Dominic watched them over the rim of his glass—the way Lila’s throat worked when she swallowed, the way Tessa’s breasts rose with every breath.

“You’re both overdressed for the rest of the night,” he said.

Tessa set her glass down, reached behind her, and drew the zipper of the red dress down in one slow pull. The silk peeled away from her shoulders, her arms, the full heavy curves of her breasts. No bra. Pink nipples already tight. The dress pooled at her waist, then she pushed it over her hips and let it fall. She stood in nothing but a scrap of black lace between her thighs and the high heels. Soft belly, full hips, thick thighs, the dark shadow of her pussy visible through the lace. She was soaked already. Lila could see the wetness darkening the fabric.

Dominic’s jaw flexed.

Lila’s turn. She shrugged out of the tailored jacket, unbuttoned the black silk blouse with fingers that only trembled once, and let it slide off her arms. The black lace bra underneath was practical and still failed to contain her completely. She reached back, unhooked it, and let the cups fall away. Her breasts spilled free—heavy, soft, nipples dark and already hard. She unzipped the pencil skirt and pushed it down over her hips and ass. Matching black lace panties. Thick thighs. The soft curve of her belly. She stepped out of the skirt and the heels and stood in the center of the room in only the panties.

Dominic set his glass down without looking away.

“Fuck,” he said quietly. “Both of you.”

He crossed the space in three strides, caught Lila by the nape of her neck, and kissed her like he had been waiting months instead of minutes. His mouth was hot, demanding, tongue sliding against hers. One big hand cupped her bare breast, thumb dragging over the nipple until she moaned into his mouth. His other hand found Tessa’s hip and pulled her in. Tessa’s mouth found the side of Lila’s throat, lips and teeth and tongue, while her hand slid between Lila’s legs and cupped her through the wet lace.

Lila broke the kiss with a gasp. Tessa’s fingers pressed harder, rubbing slow circles over her clit through the fabric. Dominic’s mouth moved to Lila’s other breast, sucking the nipple deep, teeth grazing. Lila’s head fell back. Her hands found Dominic’s shirt and pulled it open, buttons scattering. Bare chest—hard muscle, dark hair, the tight peaks of his nipples. She dragged her nails down his abs.

Tessa dropped to her knees.

She peeled Lila’s panties down her thighs and off. Lila stepped out of them. Tessa’s hands spread her thighs wider, and then her mouth was on Lila
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