





































The Accidentally Shared Suite

Zoya Lane


Rowan Price had been awake since four in the morning, which was probably why she was speaking to the hotel clerk with the calm intensity of a woman barely holding it together.

“I’m sorry,” the clerk said for the third time. “But your suite is already checked in.”

Rowan tried a new tactic. Blinking. Slowly. “Checked in by who? Ghosts with corporate accounts?”

A voice behind her answered. “By us. Hi.”

She turned. Two men. One looked composed in a way that hinted he alphabetized his inbox for fun. The other had wide shoulders, bright eyes, and the general vibe of someone who would absolutely join a karaoke contest he had no business entering.

The karaoke one stepped forward. “I promise we are not ghosts. Theo Carver. This is Dev. He handles the adulting.”

Dev gave a small nod. “Hello.”

Rowan blinked, her processing speed lagging behind reality. “There has to be a mistake. My reservation says Suite 1412.”

Theo lifted his phone. “Same.”

She stared at him. “Are you accusing me of stealing your room?”

“I would never accuse. I prefer to admire your confidence.”

“That is not confidence. That is exhaustion.”

Dev shifted closer, his voice calm enough to lower her blood pressure. “It looks like the hotel double-booked the suite.”

The clerk winced. “A system glitch during the rush. Every room is full tonight. I can move one of you tomorrow, but tonight there is nothing open.”

Rowan inhaled like she was preparing to file a complaint with the universe. “So we all share.”

Theo brightened instantly. “Great solution. Team bonding.”

“No one is bonding,” Rowan said.

Dev stepped in before Theo could escalate. “It is only one night. We can make it work.”

Rowan hesitated. She had a conference in the morning. Her laptop strap was cutting into her shoulder. She was two heartbeats away from sitting on the floor and giving up on life. And she was not about to sleep in a lobby like a stray cat.

She exhaled. “Fine. One night. But I am not giving up that bed.”

Theo perked up. “Perfect. I enjoy a challenge.”

“You look like someone who snores,” Rowan said.

“And you look like someone who talks in her sleep.”

“I do not.”

Theo leaned in a fraction. “We will find out.”

Dev raised a hand, the voice of reason. “Theo and I will take the couch.”

Rowan blinked at him. “Thank you. That was refreshingly mature.”

Theo looked wounded. “So I am the immature one.”

Rowan already walked toward the elevator. “I said nothing out loud.”

He followed. “You thought it though.”

Dev followed last, quiet and steady. Rowan tried very hard not to notice the scent of expensive soap and rain clinging to him, or the way her awareness spiked when he stepped close.

One night. She could survive one night. Probably. Though she was starting to suspect these men might be the real hazard in this hotel.

The suite was so nice Rowan needed a second to emotionally prepare for it. Plush carpet. Huge windows. A king bed that looked like it could solve several of her personal problems if she lay on it long enough.

Theo whistled. “No wonder this room created a turf war. I would fight someone for this bed too.”

“I called it first,” Rowan said, marching to the foot of it. “And I am absolutely not giving it up.”

Theo dropped his bag like he lived there already. “You cannot call dibs without a proper ceremony. You need a flag or a chant or something.”

“I am not chanting.”

“Dev can chant for you. He seems dependable.”

Dev placed his bag on the luggage stand with quiet precision. “I do not chant.”

Rowan pointed at him. “See. He has dignity. You do not.”

Theo clasped a hand over his heart. “Hurtful, yet not inaccurate.”

Dev stepped toward the couch. “We can make this simple. Rowan gets the bed. We will take the pullout.”

Theo crouched down beside him. “Before you commit to that noble sacrifice, take a look at this engineering marvel.”

They pulled the couch open. The metal frame sagged in the middle like it owed someone money.

Rowan gaped. “This hotel costs more than my health insurance. That couch should be able to support a small horse.”

Theo poked the frame. It rattled ominously. “It cannot support a disappointing sandwich.”

Dev stood and brushed off his hands. “So we cannot use this.”

Theo stood next to him and crossed his arms. “Which leaves the bed. Look at it. Roomy. Inviting. Calling to us.”

“It is not calling to you,” Rowan said.

Theo gestured at the mattress. “It called me by name.”

Rowan pinched the bridge of her nose. “Absolutely not.”

Dev offered a gentle alternative. “We can ask for extra blankets. I do not mind the floor.”

Rowan shot him a look. “No. You offered the bed in the lobby. You already won the moral high ground. You cannot also sleep on the floor.”

Theo patted Dev’s shoulder. “She is protecting you. Adorable.”

“She is not,” Rowan said, louder than necessary.

Theo sank onto the couch, elbows wide, looking very pleased. “I feel like I am watching the start of a beautiful enemies-to-lovers arc.”

Dev looked at him. “Stop narrating.”

Rowan walked to the bed, pulled back the pristine duvet, and immediately regretted how inviting it was. “We will create a system. A boundary. Pillows down the middle.”

Theo perked up. “A pillow wall. Very symbolic. Very Cold War. I like it.”

“I was thinking more hygiene than symbolism.”

Theo moved closer and gave her a look that should not have been legal on a conference night. “You sure it is not symbolism?”

Rowan’s heartbeat kicked. “Positive.”

Dev stepped in, saving her from whatever Theo was about to suggest. “It is one night. We can be respectful.”

Theo nodded solemnly at Rowan. “I promise to be very respectful. Unless you ask for something else.”

Her mouth fell open.

Dev sighed. “Theo. Behave.”

Theo leaned in a little too close. “I am always behaving. Just not in the way people expect.”

Rowan sat on the edge of the bed, trying to will her pulse into something normal. Theo flopped down beside her with the confidence of a man who could not imagine being unwelcome anywhere. Dev sat on the far corner, leaving enough space to be polite, but close enough for Rowan to feel the warmth of him.

She reminded herself it was only one night with two handsome men.

Although at this rate, the bed was not the danger.

The company was.

Rowan escaped the suite under the excuse of “needing food before her blood sugar filed for divorce.” In truth, she needed five minutes without Theo’s grin or Dev’s quiet competence confusing her hormones.

The hotel bar was packed with conference people, all wearing the same lanyards and the same exhausted expressions. She found a tiny table, ordered a cocktail with a name that sounded medicinal, and inhaled a burger like she had not eaten since Tuesday.

It gave her time to think.

The situation was ridiculous. Sharing a room with two handsome strangers was the kind of thing that only happened in fiction and cautionary podcasts. She should be irritated. She should be drafting a stern email to the hotel about operational failures.

Instead, her brain kept replaying the way Dev said hello like it mattered, and the way Theo’s shoulders moved when he laughed, and the way her stomach had done something traitorous when they both stood close enough for her to feel them.

She blamed exhaustion. And the fact that it had been a while. A long while. A while that should not be quantified without an emotional support therapist.

Rowan paid her bill, squared her shoulders, and told herself she was going back up there to sleep like a responsible adult and not someone with a suspiciously active imagination.

She opened the suite door to what looked like a frat party run by two men with wildly different moral codes.

Room service carts everywhere. Half an empty pizza box. Three beers on the coffee table, only one with a coaster. Theo stood in the middle of it, smiling like he had decorated for her.

“Surprise,” he said. “We ordered dinner. And by dinner I mean several questionable decisions.”

Dev appeared from behind the armchair, gathering discarded napkins like a man restoring order to a crime scene. “I am cleaning it up. It got out of hand.”

Theo nodded solemnly. “It escalated fast. In my defense, Dev started the ordering.”

“I ordered salad,” Dev said. “You added four entrees and three desserts.”

Theo turned to Rowan and held up a beer. “We saved you one. To welcome you back to our shared domestic chaos.”

Rowan took in the spread. The mess. The two men trying to look normal about it.

She accepted the beer.

She was in trouble. She knew it. But she was smiling anyway.

Rowan had taken exactly one sip of her beer when the suite went dark. Total blackout. The kind that made her question every life decision that had led her to this moment.

She froze. “Tell me this is not happening.”

From somewhere near the minibar, Theo said, “If this is a horror movie, I call not dying first.”

Dev’s voice came low and steady. “Probably just the grid. Storms were forecast.”

A faint glow appeared as Theo flipped on his phone flashlight. “Look at that. I bring light to the people.”

The beam hit Rowan’s face first. She winced. Theo immediately swung the phone upward. “Sorry. Reflex. You are very reflective when you panic.”

“I was not panicking.”

“You made a sound.”

“That was breathing.”

“It had notes of panic.”

Dev stepped closer, the faint light catching the edges of his calm expression. He held out a hand, hovering inches from her arm, radiating heat without making contact. "Are you alright?"

She nodded, though her heart was staging its own conference panel. “Fine. Just blind.”

Theo swept the light around the suite. Outside, the entire city seemed to have gone quiet. No neon signs. No hallway lights. Nothing but emergency exits glowing faint red.

“Full blackout,” Theo said. “We are officially trapped in cozy ambience.”

“Do not call it that,” Rowan said.

Dev was already checking the outlets with methodical precision. “The grid must be down. The elevators will be out too.”

Rowan’s pulse jumped. “Meaning I cannot leave.”

Theo gave her a sympathetic look. “You can leave. You just cannot go far. Or see anything. Or use stairs without dying.”

Dev shot him a warning look. “Theo, please do not encourage her imagination.”

Theo redirected the light to his own face like he was telling campfire stories. “Rowan. You are safe. You are in a well-built hotel. With two very capable men. With plenty of snacks.”

Rowan sat on the arm of the couch, trying to adjust to the dark. The sudden quiet. The two men flanking her in a soft halo of flashlight glow. She could feel both their presences even when she looked away.

Her voice came out lower than she intended. “So we are stuck here for the night.”

Theo eased onto the couch beside her. “We were stuck before. Now we are atmospherically stuck.”

Dev sat on her other side, careful but close. “We will be fine. We have food, blankets, and phones with batteries. We can wait it out.”

“And one bed,” Rowan reminded the trio.

The three of them sat there, shoulder to shoulder, watching the dark press against the windows. Rowan’s breath eased. She felt Theo’s warmth on one side, Dev’s steadiness on the other.

Theo broke the silence. “I feel this is the moment in the movie where everyone shares a secret.”

Rowan groaned. “No.”

“Dev, tell us a secret,” Theo said.

“I have no secrets,” Dev replied.

“This,” Theo said to Rowan, “is the biggest lie he has ever told.”

Rowan laughed, soft and surprised, and both men turned toward her at the same time.

Something shifted. Not dramatic. Not obvious. Just a new awareness settling between the three of them like the dark had rearranged the air.

Rowan swallowed lightly. “This is ridiculous.”

Theo grinned. “The best things usually are.”

Dev looked at her. Really looked. “We will make the best of it.”

Rowan felt something warm spark deep under her ribs.

The power was out. The city was silent. The room was dim and close.

And for the first time all day, she did not feel tired at all.

With the power still out, the three of them migrated toward the couch like it was a campfire. Theo angled his phone flashlight upward and set it into a half-empty water glass, turning it into a makeshift lantern.

Rowan stared. “How did you know to do that?”

Theo tapped the side of his head. “Natural brilliance. Also a childhood of questionable science experiments.”

Dev nodded. “Mostly questionable.”

Rowan sat in the middle of the couch before logic could intervene. The cushions dipped on either side, sandwiching her between distinct, overwhelming presences. Theo radiated warmth like he had a personal sun trapped under his skin. Dev had a steadiness that drew her in without trying.

Theo cracked open a box from room service. “Snack diplomacy. We have fries, dessert, and a fruit cup Dev insists counts as a real option.”

“It does count,” Dev said.

“It counts for people who enjoy responsibility,” Theo said.

Rowan took a fry. “I enjoy responsibility. In moderation.”

Theo raised a brow. “Is this self-reporting?”

“Do not start,” she said, but she was smiling.

Dev tore open a granola bar with quiet precision. “We could play a game. To pass the time.”

Theo perked up. “Yes. Excellent idea. Two truths and a lie. Rowan goes first.”

Rowan’s brain short-circuited. “Why me.”

“Because,” Theo said, “you are sitting in the middle. Which suggests leadership. Or fear. Hard to tell.”

Dev handed Rowan a water, his fingers brushing hers, warm and gentle. “If you do not want to play, we do not have to.”

Rowan took a long sip, trying to ignore the shiver that touch sent through her. “Fine. I will play.”

Theo sat forward, eyes bright. “This is going to be good.”

Rowan cleared her throat. “Two truths and a lie. Here we go. I once broke my ankle in a grocery store. I cannot whistle. And I have never successfully assembled IKEA furniture on the first try.”

Theo slapped a hand on his knee. “The ankle is the lie. You give off big responsible energy. Responsible people do not break bones buying produce.”

Dev shook his head. “Incorrect. I vote the whistling is the lie.”

Both men turned to her expectantly.

Rowan sighed. “The lie is the IKEA furniture.”

Theo gasped. “You are a builder.”

“I follow instructions.”

Dev smiled at her, small and warm. “Of course you do.”

Rowan felt the compliment slide under her skin like a warm hand.

Theo leaned in, shoulder brushing hers. “My turn.”

“I regret this already,” Rowan said.

Theo sat forward with the excitement of a man about to make questionable choices. “My turn.”

Rowan covered her eyes with one hand. “I regret everything.”

“You will love this,” Theo said. He held up three fingers. “I have been kicked out of two casinos. I once ate an entire pie to win a bet. And I have never had a threesome.”

Dev answered instantly. “The casino one is the lie.”

Rowan pointed at him. “Agreed. You give off strong chaos energy.” She looked at Theo. “You definitely got kicked out of more than two.”

Theo grinned like she had just complimented him. “Incorrect.”

Rowan frowned. “The pie, then. No one eats a whole pie. Your metabolism would explode.”

“Deeply rude,” Theo said. “But no. The pie happened.”

Rowan blinked. “So the lie is…”

Theo’s grin was audible in the dark. "I have absolutely had a threesome."

Rowan inhaled sharply, almost swallowing air wrong. “I think I need another drink for this conversation.”

Dev gave Theo a flat look. “Why would you volunteer that information?”

“It felt on-theme,” Theo said, utterly unbothered. “Also you two are terrible at this game.”

Rowan’s pulse kicked. She blamed the darkness. And the proximity. And the fact that suddenly the couch felt much smaller than before.

Rowan leaned back into the couch cushions, the soft glow of the phone lantern catching the glint in Theo's eyes.

She noticed Dev watching her out of the corner of his eye. Not in a way that demanded anything. Just noticing her. Really noticing.

Theo caught her glance at Dev and gave her a little grin like he already saw the whole situation unfolding.

Rowan felt her stomach flip.

She was sitting between two very attractive strangers in a dark room, sharing snacks and stories and electricity she could feel in her knees.

It was absurd.

It was irresponsible.

It was starting to feel like the best part of her entire day.

By the time the snacks were gone and Theo had confessed to crimes involving pie, Rowan’s legs had fallen asleep. She stood to stretch, only to discover the couch’s broken frame had fully surrendered to gravity.

The metal groaned. The cushions sank. Something important clunked onto the carpet.

Theo pointed at the ruins. “Well. That couch is dead.”

Dev crouched beside it, inspecting the damage like a disappointed engineer. “It is unusable. Even for one person.”

Rowan winced. “So the floor.”

Dev shook his head. “There are not enough blankets.”

Theo held up a single thin hotel blanket like it was evidence. “This would barely keep a lizard alive.”

Rowan crossed her arms. “We are not all fitting in the bed.”

Theo lit up. “We could.”

“No,” she said.

He gestured to the king mattress like a game show host. “Look at it. Huge. Plush. Spacious. It could fit a family of four with weekend luggage.”

“I am not part of that hypothetical family.”

Dev stood, brushing off his hands. “We can take turns with the bed. Someone sleeps, someone stays awake.”

Rowan looked at him. “All night. Taking shifts.”

Dev hesitated. “It is suboptimal.”

Theo gave her a look that was just short of wicked. “Or we embrace modern open-mindedness and all sleep there. Strictly logistical. No funny business.”

Rowan snorted. “With you there is always funny business.”

Theo pressed a hand to his chest. “I am a gentleman.”

Rowan opened her mouth to argue and then closed it. The bed was huge. She eyed it again. The crisp sheets. The giant pillow mountain. The three feet of unused mattress on either side.

One night. And she had slept next to friends before. Well, female friends. And a cousin at a wedding when the hotel lost her room. This was not that different. Except these men were…well.

Attractive.

Ridiculously attractive.

Her pulse reminded her she was not dead inside.

Dev noticed her staring. “You do not have to agree. We can find another solution.”

His tone was gentle enough that something low in her stomach melted.

Theo leaned an elbow on the bedpost. “For what it is worth, I am an excellent sleeper. Quiet. Respectful. Compact.”

“You are six foot two,” Rowan said.

“Emotionally compact.”

She laughed before she could stop herself. Theo’s grin grew smug.

Dev watched her with something warm in his eyes. Not pressure. Not expectation. Just awareness.

Rowan swallowed. “We build a pillow wall.”

Theo nodded like she had just signed a treaty. “A strong start.”

“And no touching,” Rowan added.

Theo gave a slow nod. “We will do our best.”

Dev shot him a look. “We will respect boundaries.”

Rowan lifted her chin. “And I get to pick my side.”

Theo gestured broadly. “Take the middle. Safest spot.”

Rowan almost laughed again. Middle. Terrible idea. Also strangely tempting.

She cleared her throat. “I can handle one night.”

Her brain added: with two handsome men in her bed.

Her body added: this could get interesting.

Dev gathered pillows to construct the barrier while Theo shook out the blankets like he was auditioning for hotel staff. Rowan watched them, her cheeks warm, her heartbeat annoyingly enthusiastic.

She tried to tell herself she was being reasonable. That this was practical.

But as she looked at the bed, the dark, and the two men who kept turning toward her with different kinds of interest, practicality was getting slippery.

Rowan stared at her suitcase like it had personally betrayed her. She had packed for a professional conference. Blouses. Jeans. One dress that made her look responsible. What she had not packed was anything resembling loungewear.

Her options:
Sleep in regular clothes and wake up wrinkled.
Or admit to reality.

She sighed, grabbed her gym outfit, and headed into the bathroom. The sports bra was fine. The booty shorts were fine. The oversized gym cover she had thrown in on a burst of optimism had a stain the size of ambition across the front.

She peeled it off immediately. No one needed to see that.

When she stepped out of the bathroom, her phone flashlight guiding her, she found the men already in the bed. Shirtless.

Her brain short-circuited.

Theo raised a hand lazily. “Heads up. We are totally nude.”

Dev did not look up from adjusting the blankets. “We are not nude. We are wearing boxers. Ignore him.”

Theo tilted his head at her voice. “Rowan. Is that you.”

Before she could answer, he swung his flashlight toward the bathroom door.

The beam hit her.

Sports bra. Booty shorts. Bare legs. Bed hair. The whole package illuminated for exactly one stunned heartbeat.

Theo’s eyebrows shot up. “Well. Hello.”

Dev inhaled quietly, eyes darting away a second too late.

Rowan slapped a hand over the flashlight. “Stop doing that.”

Theo’s voice went warm. “Hard to stop when the view is excellent.”

“Do not encourage him,” Dev muttered at his blanket.

Rowan’s cheeks burned. “I am going to bed. Everyone behave.”

She climbed onto the mattress, carefully navigating the pillow wall. The room was dark except for Theo’s faint flashlight glow wedged in a glass on the nightstand. As she stretched to reach her spot, her knee bumped Dev’s thigh.

He went still. Warm. Very warm.

“Sorry,” she whispered.

“It is fine,” Dev said quietly. “You just surprised me.”

Her pulse did something unhelpful.

Then her phone screen went black. She tapped it. Nothing. “It died. I cannot charge it. The power is out.”

Theo leaned over the pillow wall, voice soft. “You can borrow mine if you need to set an alarm.”

“I do not need an alarm. I need sleep.”

Theo grinned in the dark. “We can help with that.”

Dev sighed. “Please ignore him.”

Rowan shifted, trying to find a non-compromising position. The mattress dipped under her weight. Dev’s arm grazed hers. Warm skin on skin. It wasn't accidental, but it didn't feel entirely planned, either. It was just gravity.

Her breath hitched before she could hide it.

Theo noticed. Of course he did. “Everyone comfortable?”

“I am,” Dev said, too calmly.

Rowan swallowed. “I will be.”

The three of them lay there in the soft blackout glow. Silence settling. Heat rising. Nothing spoken, but everything felt.

Something had shifted. Quietly. Deliberately. Inevitably.

And none of it could be dismissed as accidental anymore.

The room settled into a strange, humming quiet. The blackout glow from Theo’s makeshift lantern threw soft shadows across the bed, warm and close. Rowan tried to convince herself she was fine. Completely fine. Fine adjacent.

She was not fine.

She shifted just a little to get comfortable, and her hip brushed Dev’s leg again. This time he did not move away. He stayed exactly where he was, the contact light but unmistakably deliberate.

Her breath caught.

Dev turned his head toward her, barely visible in the dim light. “Are you comfortable?”

His voice was low. Too low. The kind of low that curled under her ribs.

“I am trying to be,” she said.

Theo made a soft sound. Amused. Interested. “Need help?”

Rowan whispered, “No.”

Her body whispered, Maybe.

She shifted again, aiming for distance, and her foot grazed Theo’s ankle under the sheets. Warm skin. Bare skin. He responded with a slow, delicious flex of his toes against her.

She froze.

Theo’s voice was a low rumble in the dark. "So that’s how your foot feels."

Rowan nearly swallowed her tongue. She opened her mouth to say something normal and absolutely failed. “It has… nerves.”

Theo laughed softly. “I noticed.”

Dev’s eyes flicked toward her again. Noticing everything. “Rowan.”

Her name in his voice did something final to her resolve.

She turned her head slightly. Just enough to meet Dev’s gaze. Just enough to see the heat there. Slow. Focused. Unmistakable.

He held her eyes for a breath. Two. Long enough that a truth settled between them.

Theo shifted on the other side of the pillow wall, sliding a little closer. The mattress dipped. His arm brushed her waist through the blanket. Light contact. Testing. Asking.

Rowan exhaled softly. The kind of exhale that gives things away.

Theo heard it. “Okay,” he murmured.

Dev heard it. “Rowan,” he said again, quieter. Checking. Asking.

She felt her heart thud. Her skin buzzed. Her brain tried to protest with one last faint attempt at logic.

This is ridiculous. This is inappropriate. This is two shirtless men in your hotel bed.

Then her body overruled it.

She turned just an inch, enough for her shoulder to brush Dev’s chest. Enough for Theo’s fingers to graze her hip.

Tiny contacts. Barely touches. But the air in the room changed shape.

Theo whispered, “So we are doing this.”

Dev exhaled, steady but undeniably affected. “Not unless she wants to.”

Both men waited.

Rowan swallowed. Heat pooled low in her stomach. Her voice came out quiet, honest. “I… do not want to stop.”

The silence that followed was not quiet. It was charged.

Theo shifted the pillow wall aside, slow and deliberate, no pressure in the movement. “Then come here.”

Dev’s hand slid gently to her waist, not pulling, just anchoring. “Only as much as you want. Nothing more.”

For one suspended moment, all three of them breathed together. Rowan felt their warmth, their attention, their restraint, their want.

That was the moment. The moment the energy tipped, clean and irreversible. The moment all three of them silently agreed they had crossed out of romcom territory and into something far hotter.

And the night finally began.

The air in the suite felt warmer. Thicker. Rowan could hear her own heartbeat, embarrassingly loud in her ears. Theo’s flashlight lantern flickered low in its little glass, wrapping the room in soft gold.

Theo was the first to move. He always was. He shifted closer, slow enough to feel like a question, close enough that she could feel his breath against her cheek.

“Rowan,” he whispered.

She turned toward him without thinking. Or maybe with the part of her brain that had been thinking about this since the dark settled.

Theo brushed the back of his fingers along her jaw. Light. Careful. Testing. Rowan’s breath hitched. That tiny sound seemed to break some kind of seal.

He leaned in, giving her the chance to stop him. She didn’t.

Their mouths met in a soft, warm kiss, the kind that made her toes curl instantly. His lips were plush, confident, teasing. He kissed her like he had been waiting for permission all night.

Rowan kissed him back before she could overthink it.

The sound Theo made in his throat was pleased. Very pleased.

Then Dev moved. Not sudden. Not rushed. Just real. He slid closer behind her, one hand settling on her hip from the other side of the bed. His touch was steadier, deeper. A grounding warmth that contrasted beautifully with Theo’s spark.

Theo pulled back an inch, his thumb brushing her lower lip. “Better than I imagined.”

Rowan whispered, “You imagined this.”

“Every time you breathed,” he said.

Her stomach flipped in a way she would blame on hunger later.

Dev’s voice came low beside her ear. “Rowan.” The sound of her name in that tone nearly undid her. “May I.”

She turned her head toward him, breath shaky. “Yes.”

Dev leaned in and kissed her differently. Slower. Intent. A kiss that explored instead of teased. A kiss that told her he paid attention to every reaction she gave. His hand tightened gently on her hip, pulling her closer.

Rowan felt caught between two temperatures. Theo’s playful heat in front of her. Dev’s steady warmth behind her. Her body responded to both without hesitation.

Theo watched Dev kiss her for a moment, eyes dark, pleased in a way that felt intimate rather than competitive. “Look at you,” he murmured.

Rowan pulled her mouth from Dev’s just long enough to breathe. “I am… very overwhelmed.”

Dev brushed his nose along her cheek. “We can slow down.”

Theo shook his head, smiling. “She does not sound like she wants to slow down.”

He wasn’t wrong. Rowan felt like her whole body had woken up at once. It had been so long since she wanted anything this badly. Longer since she wanted it without worrying about consequences, labels, expectations.

This was want. Pure and simple.

Theo cupped her face and kissed her again, deeper this time. Dev’s fingers skimmed her waist, tracing the line of her sports bra. She gasped softly against Theo’s mouth, and Dev’s hand stilled for a second, checking her reaction.

She arched into his touch in answer.

“That is a yes,” Theo said softly, smiling against her lips.

Dev shifted behind her, his chest warm along her back, his arm sliding around her middle. “Rowan,” he murmured, “tell us if you want anything to stop.”

“I will,” she whispered.

Theo kissed the corner of her mouth. “Good.”

Rowan felt their hands meet at her waist. Theo’s on one side. Dev’s on the other. Their fingers brushed, a silent coordination that sent a shock through her.

Theo’s breath warmed her neck. “We can take our time. Or we can keep going.”

Rowan whispered, “Keep going.”

Heat pooled everywhere, thick and insistent, as Rowan found herself wedged between Dev and Theo under the rumpled covers. The sheets trapped their warmth, creating a cocoon of intimacy where their bodies pressed close in the dim light. Dev leaned in, capturing her lips in a slow, devouring kiss. At the same time, Theo nuzzled the sensitive cord of her neck from behind, surrounding her in sensation. Rowan turned her head back and forth between them, savoring the dual attention, first meeting Dev's mouth with a soft moan, then twisting to offer her lips to Theo, who claimed them hungrily, his stubble grazing her cheek. 

Their hands roamed freely over her body, Dev's palm sliding down her side to grip her hip, pulling her closer so her ass nestled firmly against his hardening cock through the thin fabric of their boxers and her snug shorts. The rigid length throbbed against her, a hard promise pressing against the soft curve of her ass. Theo's fingers traced the curve of her waist before cupping one of her breasts through her sports bra, squeezing gently at first, then firmer as he felt her hard nipple peak under the material. He rolled the stiff bud between his thumb and forefinger, drawing a gasp from her that broke their kiss. 

The sound of her own gasp seemed to hang suspended in the sudden silence. For a fraction of a second, the haze of pleasure thinned just enough for her "responsible" brain to flicker back online. This was the precipice. This was the moment she could still pull back, reinstate the pillow wall, and blame the heat of the moment. Logic screamed that this was reckless; two strangers, one hotel room, a blackout. 

But logic felt cold, and she was burning up. 

She felt the solid, undeniable weight of Dev behind her, grounding her, and the electric, demanding spark of Theo in front of her. The contrast made her head spin. Why should she pull back? Why should she deny the ache that had been hollowing her out for months? She was done holding it together. She was done being the woman who made the sensible choice. The hesitation flared and then was extinguished, drowned out by a surge of pure, selfish want. She didn’t just want them to touch her; she wanted to own this. She wanted both of them, right now, consequences be damned. 

Rowan's hand ventured forward, slipping under the covers to grope Theo's erection straining against his boxers. She palmed the thick bulge, feeling it twitch and grow even harder under her touch, the heat of him seeping through the cotton. “God, you're both so ready,” she whispered, her voice breathy with need, as she stroked him slowly, tracing the outline of his shaft. Dev ground against her ass in response, his hips rocking subtly to rub his cock along the cleft of her cheeks, the friction making her squirm and press back into him. 

Theo's other hand joined the first, kneading both her breasts now, thumbs circling her erect nipples until they ached with sensitivity. He tugged lightly at the sports bra's edge, exposing one mound to the warm air before leaning down to suck the bare nipple into his mouth, tongue laving over it in wet circles. 


“Oh god, just like that,” Rowan purred, arching into him, her free hand tangling in his hair to hold him there, while she continued to fondle his cock, slipping her fingers inside his boxers to wrap around the velvety skin of his length, pumping him with deliberate strokes. 

Dev's lips returned to her neck, sucking a mark into her skin as his hand dipped lower, fingers hooking into the waistband of her booty shorts. He tugged them down just enough to expose her ass, then pressed his cock directly against her bare flesh, the thin barrier of his boxers the only thing separating them. 

“Feel how hard you make me?” he growled softly, his breath hot on her ear. Rowan nodded, moaning as Theo switched to her other nipple, biting down gently while his hand trailed down her stomach, brushing over the damp spot on her shorts. 

The covers shifted as they moved, bodies tangling closer. Rowan released Theo's cock momentarily to help Dev shove her shorts lower, kicking them off along with her panties, leaving her lower half bare. Theo's fingers found her slick folds immediately, parting them to stroke her swollen clit, making her hips buck. Dev mirrored him from behind, his hand reaching around to join Theo's, their fingers intertwining as they teased her entrance together, dipping in shallowly to gather her wetness. 

She turned her head to kiss Dev again, deep and urgent, while Theo's mouth worked her breasts, alternating between licks and sucks that left her skin glistening. Rowan's hand returned to Theo's boxers, yanking them down to free his cock fully. She stroked him skin-to-skin now, thumb swiping over the leaking tip to spread his pre-cum, eliciting a low groan from him that vibrated against her chest. 

The sound sent fresh sparks through Rowan, her body humming with anticipation. With a shared glance, Dev and Theo moved in unison, shedding the last of their clothes. Theo pulled back just enough to yank off her sports bra, freeing her breasts to the cool air, while Dev helped kick her booty shorts and panties the rest of the way down her legs. They stripped their boxers free, cocks springing upright, thick and veined in the dimness. Together, they shoved the covers aside, exposing their naked forms to the dark room. Just enough ambient light filtered through the curtains to outline their body shapes; the broad lines of Dev's shoulders, Theo's lean torso, Rowan's curves glowing softly in the shadows. 

Dev shifted down the bed, positioning himself between her spread thighs, his hands gripping her hips to pull her closer. He lowered his head, breath hot against her slick pussy, before his tongue flicked out to trace her folds, parting them with deliberate strokes. Methodically, he worked her over, lapping at her entrance to taste her arousal, then circling her swollen clit with the flat of his tongue, sucking it gently between his lips. His expertise showed in every motion, alternating between broad licks that covered her entire slit and precise flicks that made her clit throb, his fingers spreading her wider for deeper access. Rowan's hips bucked involuntarily, a whimper escaping as pleasure coiled tight in her core. 

Theo knelt beside her, gathering her wrists in one large hand and gently pinning them above her head against the pillow. The restraint added a thrill, holding her in place as he leaned down to suck at her neck, teeth grazing the tender skin before soothing it with his tongue. He trailed lower, capturing one hard nipple in his mouth, rolling it between his lips and sucking hard enough to draw a sharp gasp from her. Switching to the other breast, he lavished it with the same attention, nipping lightly while his free hand kneaded the soft flesh, thumb flicking the peak. Rowan's body arched under their combined assault, Dev's mouth devouring her pussy with relentless skill, Theo's holds and sucks keeping her senses overwhelmed. 

After what felt like an eternity of building tension, the men switched. Theo released her arms, sliding down to take Dev's place between her legs. Dev moved up, claiming her mouth in a deep kiss, his tongue plunging in to mimic the rhythm his friend would soon set below. Rowan's hand wrapped around Dev's cock immediately, stroking the rigid length from base to tip, her fingers squeezing as she felt it pulse in her grip. Pre-cum slicked her palm, making each glide smoother, faster, as she matched the urgency of his kiss. 

Theo dove in without hesitation, his tongue delving into her soaked pussy, thrusting in and out like a preview of what was to come. He hummed against her clit, the vibration sending shocks through her, while his lips sealed around it to suck in firm pulses. His hands hooked under her thighs, spreading her even wider, fingers digging into her skin as he ate her out with hungry precision; lapping up her juices, teasing her entrance with shallow dips of his tongue, then focusing on her clit until it swelled under his attention. The dual sensations, Dev's mouth devouring hers, his cock throbbing in her fist as she pumped him relentlessly, pushed Rowan closer to the edge. 

“Theo… please. Just like that,” Rowan gasped. 

“Good. I love making you moan,” Theo teased. 

The pressure built relentlessly, her breaths coming in ragged pants against Dev's lips. Theo's tongue flicked faster, one finger slipping inside her to curl against her G-spot, stroking it in time with his sucks. Rowan's body tensed, thighs quivering around Theo's head, her hand tightening on Dev's shaft as the orgasm crashed over her. She cried out into Dev's mouth, pussy clenching around Theo's finger, waves of ecstasy pulsing through her as she came hard, juices flooding his tongue. He lapped it all up, prolonging her release with gentle licks until she shuddered and went limp, the first climax of the night leaving her boneless and glowing in the dim light. 

As the tremors of her orgasm faded, Rowan lay there panting, her body still tingling from Theo's tongue and finger. But the ache inside her hadn't fully eased; it shifted, demanding more. She craved the weight of a cock in her mouth, the taste of them on her tongue. Pushing up on her elbows, she locked eyes with Dev in the dim glow, her hand still loosely gripping his shaft. “I need you in my mouth,” she murmured, voice husky with want. 

Dev's breath hitched, his cock twitching in her palm. He nodded, shifting to kneel higher on the bed as Rowan rolled onto all fours, her knees sinking into the mattress. The position arched her back, presenting her ass and slick pussy to the shadows behind her. She crawled forward slightly, mouth watering at the sight of Dev's thick cock bobbing inches from her face, veined and hard, the head glistening with pre-cum in the faint light. 

She leaned in, lips parting to wrap around the tip, tongue swirling over the slit to lap up the salty bead. Dev groaned low, his hand threading into her hair, not pulling but guiding as she took him deeper. Her mouth stretched around his girth, cheeks hollowing as she sucked, bobbing her head with slow, deliberate pulls. The flavor of his skin filled her senses, musky and addictive, making her hum around him, the vibration drawing another rumble from his chest. 

Theo watched for a beat, his own erection straining, before sliding behind her. His palms glided over her ass cheeks, kneading the firm flesh, thumbs tracing the cleft down to her soaked folds. He teased her entrance with feather-light strokes, dipping just the tip of a finger inside to feel her clench, then pulling back to circle her clit. “Fuck, you're so excited,” he whispered, voice rough. Rowan moaned around Dev's cock, the sound muffled, pushing her hips back to chase more contact. 

Reaching one hand behind her, she found Theo's thigh, trailing up until her fingers closed around his rigid length. She tugged him closer, stroking the hot, velvety skin from root to tip, feeling it throb in her grip. Theo hissed, positioning himself nearer, his free hand steadying her hip as she alternated her attention; sucking Dev deep into her throat with wet slurps, then popping off to pump him firmly while turning to lick along Theo's shaft, teasing the underside before taking him in her mouth instead. 

The room stayed shrouded in darkness, their faces lost to the gloom, but their moans painted the air; Dev's deep grunts syncing with her swallows, Theo's sharper gasps as her hand twisted around his base. She switched again, mouth on Theo now, tongue pressing flat against the vein pulsing there, while her fist worked Dev in quick, slick strokes. Sweat beaded on their skin, the bed creaking faintly under their movements, the only sounds their heavy breaths and the obscene wet noises of her mouth and hand. 

Rowan's core throbbed emptily, the teasing from Theo's fingers not enough. She pulled off Theo with a gasp, strings of saliva connecting her lips to his cock. “I need you inside of me,” she demanded, voice raw and urgent, glancing over her shoulder though she could barely make out his outline. 

Dev released her hair, leaning back to rummage in his suitcase. The crinkle of foil echoed as he grabbed a handful of condoms, tearing one open with his teeth. He rolled it down his length efficiently, the latex sheathing his cock as he moved behind her, nudging Theo aside for the moment. Theo stepped back, stroking himself lazily while watching, his eyes adjusted enough to catch the curve of her spine. 

Dev gripped her hips, aligning the head of his protected cock with her entrance. He pushed in slowly at first, the stretch making her walls flutter around him, then thrust deeper in one smooth motion. Rowan cried out, the fullness hitting just right, her pussy gripping him tight as he bottomed out. She braced on her forearms, mouth finding Theo's cock again, sucking him eagerly to muffle her moans. Dev started a steady rhythm, pulling back until just the tip remained before slamming forward, his balls slapping against her clit with each drive. The force rocked her body, pushing her deeper onto Theo's length, her lips sliding along him in time with Dev's thrusts. 

Rowan lost herself in the rhythm of Dev's thrusts, her world narrowing to the slick slide of his cock filling her pussy over and over. Each plunge stretched her walls, the condom's texture adding a subtle drag that heightened every sensation. Dev's hand came down on her ass cheek with a gentle smack, firm enough to sting and send a jolt straight to her core, but purposeful, urging her to push back against him. He picked up the pace, hips snapping forward harder, faster, the bedframe groaning under the force. His balls slapped rhythmically against her clit, building that electric pressure low in her belly. 

She released Theo's cock from her mouth with a wet pop, gasping for air as saliva trailed from her lips. Her hand fell away, focusing instead on bracing herself against the mattress. Theo didn't pull back; his fingers trailed lightly down her spine, soothing the arch of her back before cupping her swaying breasts from the side. He pinched her nipples between thumb and forefinger, rolling them until they ached deliciously, his touch contrasting Dev's relentless drive. 

Dev leaned over her, his chest pressing against her back, one arm wrapping around her waist to hold her steady as he bore down. The angle let him grind deeper, his pubic bone rubbing her ass with every thrust. Rowan's pussy clenched around him involuntarily, milking his length as the coil inside her wound tighter. 


“Fuck, yes,” she moaned, voice breaking. Dev's breaths grew ragged against her ear, his cock swelling inside her. She squeezed him deliberately now, walls fluttering in waves, and it tipped him over; his hips stuttered, burying deep as he came with a guttural groan, pulsing hot jets into the condom. The feel of him throbbing triggered her own release; ecstasy ripped through her, pussy spasming wildly around him, juices soaking his thighs as she cried out, body shaking. 

They stilled, Dev's weight a comforting blanket as he softened inside her. He pulled out carefully, disposing of the condom before collapsing beside them. Rowan caught her breath, skin flushed and slick with sweat, then turned her attention to Theo. His cock stood rigid, waiting, pre-cum beading at the tip. He grabbed a condom from the pile Dev had left, rolling it on with quick hands, eyes locked on hers in the dimness. 

She pushed up, straddling his hips, knees digging into the sheets on either side. Guiding his sheathed cock to her entrance, she sank down steadily, inch by inch, until he was fully seated, her pussy still sensitive and fluttering from the aftershocks. Theo's hands gripped her hips, thumbs pressing into the soft skin there as she started riding him up and down in a measured grind, rolling her pelvis to feel him hit every spot inside. He thrust up to meet her, the motion making her breasts bounce. 

Theo's palms slid up her sides to her chest, squeezing her tits firmly, kneading the flesh before leaning forward to capture one nipple in his mouth. He sucked hard, tongue lashing the peak, then switched to the other, teeth grazing just enough to make her hiss. Dev, recovered, reached over to caress her back, fingers tracing lazy circles along her spine, occasionally dipping lower to brush her ass as she moved. 

The combined touches overwhelmed her with the fullness of Theo's cock stretching her, his mouth devouring her breasts, Dev's gentle strokes grounding her. Rowan's pace quickened, hips slamming down harder, chasing that peak again. Pressure built fast, her clit grinding against his base with each descent. She threw her head back, moaning loudly as the orgasm hit huge and unrelenting, crashing over her in waves that made her vision blur. Her pussy clamped down on Theo, rippling around him, and he followed seconds later, thrusting up sharply, groaning into her skin as he emptied into the condom, his grip on her tits tightening. 

Rowan slumped forward onto his chest, all three of them tangled in a heap of limbs and heavy breaths. The room fell into a contented silence, broken only by the soft rhythm of their slowing heartbeats. They lay there, bodies entwined, basking in the afterglow, the darkness wrapping around them like a shared secret. 

When her breath finally eased, Theo kissed her forehead with surprising gentleness. Dev’s hand stroked down her spine, slow, protective, reverent.

“You are unbelievable,” Theo whispered.

“You are safe,” Dev added.

Rowan exhaled shakily, her body still humming, her thoughts scattered like loose papers.

She was not sure what time it was. She was not sure what tomorrow would feel like.

The room settled around them in a soft hush. The storm-heavy dark made the suite feel smaller, safer, as if the three of them existed in their own small pocket of breath and warmth.

Rowan lay between them, heart still finding its rhythm again. Theo stretched an arm around her stomach and drew lazy circles on her hip. Dev had one hand resting between her shoulder blades, slow and steady, grounding her with each quiet pass.

For a moment she didn’t say anything because she wasn’t sure what words would even sound like.

Dev’s voice came first, low and close. “You doing all right?” He said it like he already knew the answer but wanted her to hear it from herself.

Rowan let out a breath she didn’t realize she’d been holding. “Yeah. Better than all right.”
It surprised her how true it sounded.

Theo leaned in just enough for his words to graze the shell of her ear. “You were… honestly a lot to take in.”

Heat shot straight to her cheeks. “Okay, let’s not describe me like a solar flare.”

“Not a flare,” Theo corrected, thoughtful. “More like a controlled burn.”

Dev huffed a quiet laugh behind her. “He’s trying to say you’re glowing.”

“I am not glowing.”

“You are definitely glowing,” Theo said.

Dev added, “Scientifically speaking, it’s impressive.”

Rowan groaned into the pillow, the sound muffled. “Are you two always like this?”

“Yes,” they said together.

Their combined warmth, the slow strokes of their hands, the way neither rushed anything… Rowan’s body softened into the mattress, into them. The exhaustion that followed pleasure settled over her gently, pulling her toward sleep before she realized it.

Theo pressed one last kiss to her shoulder. “Rest. We’re not going anywhere.”

Dev’s voice followed, low and certain. “You’re safe between us.”

She drifted under, held exactly where she was.

* * *

Light filtered through the curtains when she blinked awake. The room had that quiet, early-morning clarity. She realized she was the first one conscious and then immediately realized both men were still wrapped around her.

And naked.

And confidently half-sprawled over her like they shared a bed every day of their lives.

Her breath caught. Heat bloomed at her cheeks.

Oh no. She was shy. Her. Rowan Price, immune to embarrassment in every professional setting, was… shy. Even after the pleasure the three of them had shared the night before.

Theo stirred first, stretching like a cat before his eyes opened. He saw her expression and grinned. “Good morning, temptress.”

She made a strangled noise that was supposed to be a word.

Dev woke second, lifting his head from the pillow. “You look worried,” he said. “Don’t. Last night was incredible.”

Rowan pulled the blanket up to her chin. “I don’t know how to be cool about this.”

Theo brushed a stray piece of hair off her forehead. “You don’t have to be cool. I’m cool enough for all three of us.”

Dev nodded. “And you can be exactly how you feel. Shy, bold, curious, overwhelmed. All fine.”

“And beautiful,” Theo added.

The men exchanged a small, pleased glance that made her stomach tighten in a very not-worried way.

Dev sat up, stretching his spine. “There’s no pressure,” he said. “We’re not rewriting your whole life because of one night.”

“But,” Theo chimed in, “if you want to explore more… We're very available. And persistent.”

“Speak for yourself,” Dev said lightly. “I’m patient. You’re persistent.”

Theo shrugged. “Rowan can decide what she prefers.”

Her blush deepened. “You two are impossible.”

Theo lay back down beside her. “But effective.”

She bit her lip, and Dev smiled like he’d been waiting for that exact reaction.

By the time they finally got up and searched for coffee, the electricity had returned. The mood had settled into something teasing and warm. Rowan had scurried naked to the bathroom and located a fuzzy robe, which helped her shyness ease, replaced by a slow-growing, surprising confidence. The men were still flopping around, happily naked.

Theo said, “You know, if we complain about the power outage and mix up, the hotel might comp the suite for another night.”

Dev nodded thoughtfully. “It would be a shame to waste it.”

Rowan raised an eyebrow. “You two think I’m sharing that bed with you again.”

Theo looked at her with mock innocence. “Sharing the suite, Rowan. The suite.”

Dev’s eyes crinkled at the corners. "Though what happens in the bed remains... negotiable."

She leveled a look at them both. “You’re being very bold this morning.”

“You didn’t complain last night,” Theo said.

Her face heated again. “I didn’t say I was complaining now.”

A slow smile curled at Dev’s mouth. “Does that mean you’re open to… further collaboration.”

She pretended to consider. “Hypothetically.”

Theo grinned. “Excellent. Hypothetically is one of my favorite states of being.”

The three of them exchanged a look that was half challenge, half invitation, and entirely promising.

Rowan took another bite of her granola bar, trying to seem casual and failing completely.

“Well,” she said lightly, “maybe sharing the suite for a couple more nights wouldn’t be the worst idea.”

Theo raised a brow. “And possibly the bed.”

“Hypothetically,” Rowan repeated.

Dev laughed quietly. “We can work with hypothetically.”

As the three of them headed back toward the bedroom, Rowan knew one thing for certain: last night hadn't been an accident. And it definitely wasn't the end.







A Note from Zoya Lane

Hey gorgeous,

Thanks for sharing a suite with Rowan, Dev, and Theo. I hope you’re feeling pleasantly satisfied, slightly caffeinated, and maybe a little curious about your next hotel stay.

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

When you’re ready for more, I have other juicy confessions waiting:

No Vacancy: A woman, a broke 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 never apologize for wanting more.

XOXO,
Zoya Lane
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