
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Nights in Montreal
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Chapter 1 — The Window Above Rue Sainte-Catherine
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Montreal glowed beneath them like a city dipped in neon and temptation.

From the floor-to-ceiling window of the Hôtel Lumière, Nina pressed her fingertips to the glass, watching the lights smear in streaks of pink, violet, and blue as the nightlife below throbbed to its own pulse. Her black silk dress clung to her curves as though the night had molded itself around her body. She looked like she belonged in a place where desire didn’t whisper—it roared.

Behind her, Nick tugged off the final button of his white shirt, revealing warm skin and a confidence that came too easily to him. They’d been lovers long enough to recognize each other’s hungers before words were needed. And tonight, his hunger was sharp.

“You’re staring at that street like it’s seducing you,” he murmured, leaning close enough for his breath to warm her neck.

“Maybe it is,” Nina replied, half-smiling at their reflection in the glass—two silhouettes already tangled in invisible tension.

Nick slipped an arm around her waist, pulling her back into the heat of his chest. “Well... if the street wants you, it’s going to have to fight me first.”

She laughed softly. “I don’t think it’s the street you should be worried about.”

“Who then?”

The answer arrived with a chime of the hotel suite door.

Nick’s grip loosened. Nina straightened, smoothing her hair as she turned, every detail of her preparation suddenly alive—lip gloss, perfume, the subtle shimmer on her collarbone. She expected room service or the concierge.

But it was Tamara.

The sight hit with a quiet shock.

Twenty-four, with dark waves of hair and the kind of smile that made strangers rethink their evening plans, Tamara stepped inside holding a slim folder under her arm. She wore a fitted black blazer over a low camisole, businesslike—but not enough to hide the soft curve of her chest or the warmth in her eyes.

“Sorry to disturb you two—” she began, though her eyes swept the scene with a knowing glimmer.

Nina’s pulse flickered.

Nick arched an eyebrow. “Tamara? What are you doing here?”

Tamara closed the door behind her. “Last-minute assignment. Management double-booked the suite’s photography shoot. They need one more approvals signature from Nina, since she’s technically the face of the campaign.”

Nina blinked. “I thought that was handled this morning.”

“Apparently not.” Tamara’s voice held the faintest tease. “You know how they get when it involves... premium suites.”

Premium. They were in the penthouse—private jacuzzi terrace, champagne racks, velvet chaise, a view that made the whole city look reachable by touch.

Nina signed, but her fingers brushed Tamara’s when she returned the pen. A small jolt passed between them—unexpected, unmistakable.

Tamara felt it too. Nina saw it in the slight hesitation, the quick parting of her lips.

Nick noticed.

His eyes sharpened, curiosity shifting toward interest.

“Stay for a drink?” he offered.

“Nick—” Nina murmured, though she didn’t finish. Something in her was already leaning forward, intrigued.

Tamara hesitated—then the corner of her mouth curved.

“Just one,” she said.



Nick poured three glasses of champagne at the marble bar. Nina watched Tamara wander toward the window where she herself had been moments earlier. The younger woman pressed her fingers to the glass in the same place Nina had left faint prints.

“You okay?” Nina asked.

Tamara nodded, but there was a breathlessness in her voice. “I’ve never been in this suite before. The city looks unreal from up here.”

Nina stepped beside her. “It does things to you, doesn’t it?”

Tamara turned her head. Their faces were close—too close for something professional. Too close for something harmless.

“It does,” Tamara whispered.

Nick approached, holding two glasses. “Champagne?”

Tamara accepted one. Nina reached for hers. The three of them stood together at the window, Montreal shimmering below like a promise not meant to be kept—yet so damn irresistible.
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