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Foreword

Thank you for reading.

If you found meaning, intensity, or pleasure in these pages, I’d be deeply grateful if you left a review. Your words help others discover the story — and ensure it continues to reach those who need it most.

— Roman Vale


Opening Frame: Tinsel and Tension

Friday night, ten days till Christmas. The city’s first real snow was melting fast, mixing with grime along the kerb as taxis splashed through puddles and office buildings spilled tipsy streams of professionals into the streets. Every bar from Bank to Blackfriars was packed, doors flapping wide on gusts of cheap cologne, perfume, and laughter that sounded just slightly desperate. There were reindeer headbands, plastic mistletoe, and more sequins than any HR policy could justify.

At The Merchant’s Arms, a big, battered pub that looked ancient but ran its WiFi through three boosters and took Apple Pay at the bar, the air was heavy with spiced wine and fried food. The place thrummed with two-dozen overlapping Christmas parties: lawyers with loosened ties, retail girls in Santa hats, a rugby team in matching novelty jumpers, and at least three tables of exhausted hospitality staff already on their third round.

On a high stool at the end of the bar, a woman in navy skirt and white blouse sat with her knees pressed together, one heel slipping in and out of its strap. Her scarf was knotted precisely at her throat, and every so often she caught herself adjusting it—fidgeting, as if the uniform had rules even when she wasn’t on duty.

Amelia Torres, senior flight attendant, jetlagged and sharp-eyed, sipped a gin and tonic and watched the crowd with the air of a woman who’s seen every type of party trick the world can offer. Her lipstick was immaculate, her bun was coming undone, and her stockings were still ladder-free, though only just. On the bar beside her, her phone buzzed with a message from Captain Reed:

“Got your Christmas list. Naughty as ever. On layover in Paris, but thinking of you.”

She smiled, the private kind that crept into the corners of her mouth and made the line of her jaw soften. She texted back with a picture—her crossed legs, skirt hitched just a little too high, a dusting of glitter on her thigh from someone else’s party crown.

To her left, wedged between a pillar and a table full of secretaries from an insurance firm, a petite woman in blue scrubs balanced a half-drunk pint and looked like she might bolt at any second. Clara, night-shift nurse, had come straight from her last twelve-hour, the scent of hospital soap clinging to her skin. Her ID badge was tucked deep in her pocket but she kept reaching for it, a phantom weight. She looked at the crowd with a mixture of awe and exhaustion, cheeks flushed, copper hair still pinned in a bun that had survived the shift, if not unscathed.

She caught Amelia’s eye for a moment—two women recognising the same thing: the way a uniform could shield you, even out here. Clara sipped, throat bobbing, and watched the barmaid pour a drink with practiced flair.

Jade, the bartender—olive skin, slick black bob, tattoos peeking above her vest—moved through the chaos like a conductor, fielding orders and sleaze with the same tired, amused precision. She shot Clara a wink, poured her a double for the price of a single, and let her fingers linger just a moment too long when she handed it over. The regular at the end of the bar—a tall, silent type with salt at his temples—watched Jade with open hunger, knuckles pale around his glass.

In the corner booth, away from the sticky sprawl of coats and laughter, two women leaned close in a private huddle. One—mid-thirties, glasses perched at the tip of her nose, cardigan buttoned all the way—had the unmistakable air of a librarian let off the leash. Emma, who everyone knew from the university library (but not like this), scrolled her phone with pink-tipped nails, smirking at the group chat:

Can’t believe I’m out past nine. Are we allowed to drink in alphabetical order?

Her friend, a willowy secretary in a navy pencil skirt and white blouse (collar open, a flash of lace showing at the edge), laughed and nudged her with an elbow. Sophie, the firm’s most reliable girl Friday, who’d spent the last hour not texting her boss back.

The bar filled and emptied in waves. A manager from a rival firm tried to sneak a hand up Sophie’s thigh under the table—she swatted it away, but not before letting her knee linger just long enough to see if he’d push. He didn’t. Next time, she thought.

Behind the bar, Jade watched it all. She saw the way Clara checked her phone after every sip, the way Emma tucked her knees together when she laughed, the way Amelia’s eyes flicked to the doors every time a man in uniform entered. She saw Sophie’s sidelong glances at her own reflection in the brass napkin dispenser, the way her lips parted as she caught herself looking.

It was a night built for crossing lines. For the permission that came with office tinsel and cheap hats and “just one more before the train.” Around midnight, someone put on “Fairytale of New York” and the whole pub sang along—badly, too loud, arms around each other, strangers pretending to be friends. In the mirror behind the bar, Jade caught her own eye—cheeks flushed, lip bitten, a streak of someone else’s lipstick on her neck. She left it there, a souvenir.

Outside, snow started to fall again, light and uncertain. The city glowed gold in the distance. The crowd thinned, but the women lingered—Amelia half in the shadow of the cloakroom, Sophie waiting for an Uber that kept cancelling, Clara texting a “Still up?” to someone she’d sworn she’d never call again, Emma pulling her cardigan tight around her and walking the long way home through the quad, Jade counting tips and rolling her eyes at the men who offered to “help clean up.”

Each of them, in her own way, was a little bit ruined by the night. A little bit lit from the inside. A little more honest than she’d been before the first drink.

As the last bell rang, the last party hat was binned, and the last laugh drifted up through the stairwell, the city returned to something quieter—but not clean. The secrets planted in the bar, on the sticky vinyl, in the red-lit corners, would grow in the dark, waiting for the next shift, the next party, the next excuse.

Some people unwrap gifts at Christmas.

Others unwrap themselves.

And tonight, every woman in that bar had left something behind—lipstick, lace, a glint in the eye that said: come the new year, they’d be dirtier still.


Story 1: “The Secret Santa Mix-Up”

It’s nearly midnight in the Radisson conference suite, but the company Christmas party shows no sign of ending. The ceiling is hung with tinsel garlands; the hotel’s fake pine tree leans tipsily in the corner, draped with the plastic baubles HR recycled every year. Glitter covers everything—spilled across the tablecloths, ground into the plush red carpet, dusting the hands of every drunk associate who’s made the mistake of trying to dance.

The room is loud with laughter, disco lights spinning across cheap rented walls, the air soured by prosecco, sweat, and the too-sweet tang of melting white chocolate from the fountain by the DJ booth. Most of the men are already out of their jackets; ties dangle loose or knotted around heads like trophies. Heels have been kicked off under the table. Half the women’s dresses are sliding off shoulders. Every so often, someone shrieks as a Secret Santa gift is unwrapped—a bottle of whisky, a box of chocolate dicks, a pair of novelty panties.

Sophie sits at the edge of the main table, careful as always to keep her knees together, feet crossed at the ankle. Her navy pencil skirt is creased from sitting too long; her white blouse is a little too tight at the bust, the top two buttons popped open for “festive spirit.” Her tights—20 denier, just shiny enough to look expensive—are already laddered at one ankle, a faint run inching up toward her calf. Her flats are tucked under her chair, feet bare and toes curling in the sticky carpet. She still has her glasses on, but they keep fogging, so she’s cleaning them on a paper napkin when anyone looks away.

She’s flushed from more than just wine. Her cheeks glow, a smudge of pink that doesn’t fade even as the air cools and the party gets messier. The lines of her lipstick have blurred, worn away at the corners by hours of half-bored smiles and nervous sipping. There’s a shine along her collarbone, sweat collecting where her blouse gaps and the room gets hot. She keeps reaching up to retie her scarf—navy silk, company branded, knotted carefully just below her throat—but it always loosens again, sliding down toward the undone buttons and the edge of her lace bra.

She tells herself it’s just the stress of December, but the truth is more dangerous: she’s already wet, her thighs slick under her skirt, a pulse of heat every time she glances up and catches Mr Harding watching her from across the room.

Harding—her boss—sits with the partners, half in shadow, glass of scotch in hand. Silver at his temples, shirt open at the throat, cufflinks undone. He’s not drunk. Not really. He’s never anything less than in control, even after three hours of forced laughter and HR-mandated “team spirit.” But his gaze lingers on her longer than it should. Every time their eyes meet, something sharp slices through her: a mix of dread and hunger. He looks at her like she’s an unopened file, a puzzle he’s waiting to spread out across his desk and solve.

The party is in full swing now. The DJ plays Mariah Carey for the third time. Someone tries to get a conga line started, fails, then collapses onto the nearest lap. The HR rep is two glasses past her limit, cackling at the foot of the tree with the IT guy who brought his boyfriend this year. Overhead, the fairy lights blink in and out, sometimes plunging the room into brief, disorienting darkness.

Sophie should blend in. She’s always been good at that—at being helpful, professional, quietly indispensable. She’s the one who remembers everyone’s dietary requirements, who stays late to fix the slides for Monday’s presentation, who never sends emails without a please and thank you. Tonight, though, she feels raw and exposed. The uniform that normally protects her—crisp blouse, knee-length skirt, perfect scarf—feels tight and too thin, like she’s wearing only the idea of respectability.

Her thighs press together under the table, the cheap plastic seat sticky against the backs of her knees. Every laugh, every off-colour joke, every clatter of glass sounds like it’s aimed at her. She’s been drinking slowly, glass of prosecco never empty but never finished either. The bubbles have gone flat, but she keeps sipping, tongue searching for a taste she can’t find.

Across the table, her friend Maya—PR, fearless, already tipsy—leans in and stage-whispers, “You look like you want to kill someone or fuck someone, and I can’t tell which.”

Sophie laughs, but the sound is thin. She tugs her skirt down, checks her reflection in her phone: pupils blown, cheeks too pink, mouth parted. She looks like she’s been caught in the act of something, but she doesn’t know what yet.

She feels the eyes on her, more tonight than usual. Harding’s, of course, but also the new guy from accounts (eyes sliding up her legs when he thinks she’s not looking), the HR manager (smiling too wide, watching her more than the others), even Maya’s boyfriend, who lingers at her side a little too long with every drink refill.

She’s never felt more like prey—or more turned on by the danger of it.

At the front of the room, someone clinks a fork against a glass. The Secret Santa is about to begin. The table erupts into cheers and jeers, everyone calling out names, trying to guess who got what. Sophie’s heart hammers as she realises her bag—the one she left under the table, right next to her feet—has gone missing.

A partner stands, waving a pink gift bag overhead. “Whose is this?” he calls, and the room falls silent as Sophie raises her hand, throat dry.

She tries to smile. She hopes her voice doesn’t shake. She can already feel the pulse between her legs—dread, arousal, humiliation all tangled together. Tonight, it seems, she’s the next present to be unwrapped.

The room feels suddenly smaller, hotter, as Sophie stands with her pink gift bag clutched to her chest. Everyone’s eyes are on her: colleagues half-cut and red-faced, phones raised, mouths open in anticipation of some harmless office in-joke. Sophie’s heart pounds as she fumbles the tissue paper aside—she can already feel the flush crawling up her neck, her scalp tingling, her thighs slick.

She reaches into the bag, fingers shaking, and pulls out the first thing her hand closes around. It isn’t soft, or square, or the sort of joke mug or chocolate Santa she expected. It’s cold, weighty, unmistakable. She knows what it is before she even sees it.

A hot pink vibrator, gleaming in the fairy lights, drops into her palm.

There’s a gasp—a real, collective intake of breath—as she holds it up by accident, trying to hide it, but every move seems to make it more obvious. Someone whoops at the back. Another voice shouts, “Go on then, give us a demo!” The laughter that follows is loud, raucous, raw. Sophie’s mortified. Her hand clamps instinctively around the toy, but that only makes it worse—the pink silicone peeks between her fingers, the shape impossible to mistake.

But there’s more. She tries to stuff the vibrator back in the bag, only to pull out a small, branded bottle of lube—“Slick Nights”, the hotel’s logo stamped in gold. The cap is half unscrewed, the bottle sticky at the seam. Then there’s a card, the envelope torn open already, written in loopy, unmistakably feminine handwriting:

For the girl who always stays late.

Hope this keeps you company.

xx

Maya’s voice pierces the din: “Oh my god, Soph—did you get your own Secret Santa?” There’s a cackle from the HR manager, a slurred, “Looks like someone’s getting lucky tonight!” Another round of laughter, louder now, meaner, the alcohol on everyone’s breath turning the mood just a shade sharper.

Sophie’s face is burning. She wants to laugh it off—make a joke, pretend this was some wild prank—but her throat is dry, her cheeks flaming. Her legs feel weak beneath her. She tries to hide the vibrator behind her back, but it’s too late: the phones are out, a dozen little screens pointed her way, capturing every humiliating second.

Then, just as she thinks it couldn’t get any worse, Harding appears at her side. He moves quietly, almost casually—shirt sleeves rolled, silver at the temples, his eyes sharp and dark. He doesn’t reach for the microphone, doesn’t crack a joke. He simply steps into her space, big and solid, and extends his hand.

“Let’s see the star prize, Sophie,” he murmurs, voice pitched for her alone.

He doesn’t wait for her permission—just closes his fingers around hers, prying the toy from her grip with slow, deliberate pressure. Their hands touch—his is warm, hers icy with nerves. He holds the vibe up for the table to see, examining it with mock seriousness. “Top-tier selection,” he says, his voice rich and dry, eyes never leaving hers. “Someone put real thought into this one.”

He presses the power button, once, twice. The toy buzzes to life, a deep, unmistakable hum that cuts through the music. The vibration is surprisingly loud in the hush that’s fallen over the table. A few of the younger staff giggle, but most just stare—some in embarrassment, some in open delight. Sophie stands frozen, mortified, wanting nothing more than to disappear.

Harding leans closer, so close she can feel the heat of his body. He lowers his voice, just for her: “Lost property, Ms. Lane? Or personal effects?” He drags the silicone slowly along her wrist, letting her feel the tremor of the motor—a jolt of sensation that sparks straight up her arm, straight down between her legs. She can feel the vibration in her bones, in her clit. Her breath catches. She knows her blush is spreading, blotchy and ugly, but she can’t hide it. She doesn’t move her hand away.

“Bit personal for Secret Santa, don’t you think?” the IT manager shouts, but the joke falls flat—nobody can look away from Sophie, from the bright pink toy in Harding’s hand, from the flush that climbs her throat.

She tries to snatch it back, but Harding just holds it there, letting it buzz in her palm. The vibration is so strong she’s sure everyone can hear it. Her thighs clench, skirt riding higher. She’s so wet she can feel her knickers stick as she shifts her weight. The humiliation, the exposure, the feel of her boss’s hand covering hers—it’s unbearable, but she doesn’t let go.

For a moment, it feels like there’s nobody else in the room—just Sophie and Harding, joined by the buzz of the toy, the heat of his fingers pressing into her skin. His eyes are unreadable, but his grip is firm, controlling.

Finally, he clicks the vibe off and presses it into her hand, slow and deliberate. His thumb traces a circle on her wrist as he lets go. “Keep that safe, Ms. Lane,” he murmurs, “or I’ll have to confiscate it. Wouldn’t want HR to get any ideas.”

He slides the lube bottle from the table, slipping it into his own pocket as if it’s the most natural thing in the world. “I’ll return this at the end of the night,” he says, loud enough for the table to hear. The crowd laughs, but his eyes linger on Sophie, private and proprietary.

Sophie stands there, still holding the vibrator, the pink silicone sticky in her palm. The whole table is watching—waiting for her to do something, say something. She can’t. Her mouth is dry, her legs trembling, her cunt aching. She wants to cry, or scream, or come—she’s not sure which.

She forces a laugh, brittle and too high. “Well, at least it’s practical,” she says, but her voice cracks, and the laughter that follows feels more like a pack of wolves than a roomful of colleagues.

She stumbles back to her seat, heart hammering, vibe buzzing faintly even after she’s turned it off, the shape of Harding’s hand still branded on her skin. She drops the toy into her clutch, but the memory of it—the heat, the vibration, the shame—stays with her, thrumming through her body.

Maya slides a fresh glass of prosecco in front of her, eyes wide with shock and something like envy. “Jesus, Soph,” she whispers, “did you know that was in there?” Sophie shakes her head, can’t trust herself to speak.

She glances up and finds Harding watching her still. He lifts his glass in a silent toast, a slow smile curling at the edges of his mouth. The lube bottle glints from his pocket—a promise, a threat.

Sophie’s cheeks burn. Her thighs are wet, the shame so sharp it hurts. Under the table, she presses her legs together, grinding down against the seam of her skirt, needing friction, needing anything.

Around her, the party rolls on—gifts unwrapped, jokes cracked, drinks poured. But for Sophie, the world has narrowed to the heat between her legs, the weight of every eye on her, and the knowledge that her boss is still holding her secret, right there in his pocket, as if it belongs to him.

The party keeps rolling, but for Sophie it’s become a blur—a mess of lights and sound, everything muted by the rush in her head and the relentless, embarrassing throb between her legs. She tries to blend in, half-laughing at jokes she doesn’t hear, but every nerve in her body is tuned to the hot shame still fizzing on her skin. The pink vibe sits heavy in her clutch, her hand trembling every time she reaches for her glass. Her knickers are soaked—she can feel the slick heat each time she shifts in her chair, the seam of her skirt pressed hard to her cunt.

Harding has drifted back to the partners’ table, looking for all the world like the most unbothered man in the room, but his eyes never really leave her. Each time she glances up, he’s there: watching, measuring, mouth set in a line that’s more dangerous for being so polite.

Eventually, Sophie can’t take it anymore. She stands, smoothing her skirt over her hips, slipping her scarf off and stuffing it in her bag. “Going to freshen up,” she mumbles to Maya, who arches an eyebrow but lets her go. She walks barefoot—the dance floor sticky beneath her toes, the hem of her skirt brushing her thighs, the vibe buzzing faintly in her hand as she clutches her clutch so tightly her knuckles ache.

The corridor outside the function room is cool, dark, nearly empty. She breathes deep, trying to force her heart back into her chest. Christmas tinsel hangs limp from the fake holly, the only sound a faint buzz from the hotel lights and the distant echo of Mariah Carey from the speakers inside. She could keep walking—to the bathroom, to her room, out into the freezing December night—but she stops by the coat check, finding shelter in the shadow of a potted poinsettia and the racks of winter coats.

And then he’s there.

Harding appears so quietly she jumps, clutching her bag to her chest. He’s close enough that she can smell the scotch on his breath, the sharper tang of aftershave and the faint, illicit promise that still hangs between them.

He leans against the wall, arms folded, relaxed in a way that puts her on edge. “Leaving so soon, Ms. Lane?” His voice is lower now, no longer the careful drawl of a man performing for an audience. “You’re not skipping out on the fun, are you?”

Sophie tries for composure, but her voice is breathy. “Just needed some air. It’s a bit… much in there.”

He steps closer, his body nearly brushing hers. The corridor feels narrower, the hotel lights harsh on the red mark still climbing her throat. He lets his eyes linger on her bare feet, then the wrinkled skirt, then the flush on her cheeks. “Quite the spectacle,” he murmurs. “Didn’t realise Secret Santa would be so… revealing this year.”

Sophie’s mouth goes dry. Her fingers twist around her clutch, the vibe inside pressing insistently against her knuckles.

Harding notices. His gaze drops, and then he smiles—a small, private thing, all teeth and calculation. He reaches out, slow enough that she could move away but she doesn’t, sliding a hand over her wrist and prying her clutch open. The pink vibe falls into his palm. He weighs it there, thumb brushing the button.

Without breaking eye contact, he flicks it on.

The motor thrums, impossibly loud in the hush of the corridor. He presses the tip to the inside of her wrist, letting the vibration bleed into her skin. “You ever use it at work?” he asks quietly, his voice smooth and unhurried.

Sophie tries to speak—denial, confession, she doesn’t know which—but all that comes out is a broken gasp.

He trails the vibe up her arm, pausing at her pulse point, then lower, along the line of her skirt. The fabric is thin enough that she can feel every shudder, the toy’s insistent buzz matching the quickening of her breath. “It’s still warm,” he murmurs, “or is that just you?”

She’s frozen, her body aching for him to go further, for someone to interrupt, for the risk to tip her over the edge. She’s never been so mortified, or so turned on.

He slides the vibe lower, to the hem of her skirt, pressing it against her thigh—just above the laddered line in her tights, where the skin is soft and burning. He leans in, mouth at her ear. “Careful, Sophie. Someone might walk past and see what a mess you are.”

She can’t help it—her legs spread just a fraction, her head tipping back. The toy presses harder against her thigh, the vibration radiating up into her cunt, where she’s soaked and swollen and desperate for more. She wants him to touch her, to humiliate her, to make her say it.

“Please—” she whispers, not sure what she’s begging for.

He pulls back, leaving her shivering, the toy still humming between them. “Please what?”

Sophie swallows, her voice barely audible. “Don’t stop.”

He smiles, slow and cruel. He slips the vibe into her hand, curling her fingers around it, the heat of his skin lingering. “Then you’d better be quick,” he says softly, “before you lose your nerve.”

He slips the lube bottle from his pocket, letting it glint in the corridor light. He holds it up, a silent promise. “Company property, now. Don’t worry—I’ll return it. When I’m finished.”

She shivers, clutching the toy so tightly her hand shakes. He leans in one last time, mouth nearly at her throat. “Go back inside, Ms. Lane. Fix your blouse. And remember—every time you feel that buzz tonight, you’ll know I’m thinking about you.”

Then he’s gone, slipping back into the noise and heat of the party, leaving Sophie in the dark with her heart hammering, her thighs wet, and her cunt aching for more.

She stands for a moment, clutching the vibe, the humiliation still hot on her skin—but underneath it, a deeper spark. Something new. Something she wants again, and soon.

Sophie smooths her skirt, slips her feet back into her shoes, and heads back into the party. The toy is still buzzing faintly in her bag, the promise of more to come.

Sophie doesn’t last five minutes back at the party. Every face in the room seems to turn when she enters; every snatch of laughter feels like it’s about her, the humiliating pink gift, the private joke that everyone’s now in on. She stands by the drinks table, glass in hand, barely sipping, fingers trembling with adrenaline. The vibrator weighs down her clutch, silent now but pulsing in her memory—her skin still tingling where Harding pressed it to her wrist, her cunt so wet she’s terrified someone will see the stain on her tights.

She tries to focus on the music, on Maya’s jokes, on the HR manager’s drunken attempts to coax people onto the dance floor. But her mind keeps drifting—back to the coat check, to Harding’s low voice in her ear, to the way he handled her toy like it already belonged to him.

When the DJ calls for a group photo, Sophie seizes her chance. She slips away, weaving through the crowd, shoes dangling from her hand. The corridor outside is colder, darker, the only light a harsh glow from a wall sconce and the flicker of a dying Christmas garland. The hallway feels endless, lined with mirrored panels and plush red carpet that swallows the sound of her bare feet. Her heart hammers with each step.

She heads for the lifts, intending to vanish to her room, shower away the shame and ache, maybe finger herself in the dark and pretend she’s alone. But as she rounds the corner near the conference suites, Harding steps out of a side corridor and blocks her path.

He doesn’t speak. He doesn’t have to.

He catches her by the wrist—not roughly, but with enough purpose to remind her who’s in charge. “Leaving already, Ms. Lane?” His voice is soft, just for her. There’s no laughter now, no hint of the party; only the cool, clinical command she recognises from every Monday morning meeting, laced now with something darker, more dangerous.

Sophie’s breath hitches. “I—I just needed some air.”

Harding glances up and down the empty corridor, then backs her gently into the mirrored wall. The glass is cold through her blouse, her reflection a blur of smudged lipstick, mussed hair, eyes wide and hungry.

He leans in until his mouth is almost at her ear. “Air, or escape?” he murmurs. “Because it looked like you needed something… more.”

His hand slides down her side, finding the clutch still clutched to her chest. With a single, practiced motion, he opens the bag and fishes out the vibrator—bold, bright pink, obscene under the sterile hotel light. He presses it into her palm, curling her fingers around it, his own hand covering hers.

“Turn it on,” he whispers.

Her heart skips. She hesitates, breath shallow, but Harding’s hand squeezes hers, guiding her thumb to the button. The toy hums to life—a soft, urgent buzz that makes her gasp. The sound feels impossibly loud, echoing off glass and marble.

Harding pushes her arm down, guiding her hand beneath the hem of her skirt. She’s helpless—trapped by his body, her own arousal, the terrible delicious risk. She can see herself in the mirror: blouse undone at the throat, scarf gone, hair falling from its clip, cheeks flaming, thighs parted beneath her skirt. She looks ruined, desperate, needy.

He murmurs, “Show me.”

Sophie hesitates, every muscle shaking. But she obeys, dragging the toy higher, up the inside of her thigh, over the ladder in her tights, under the hem of her skirt. The buzz travels through her flesh, making her whole body hum. She stares at herself in the mirror, mouth falling open as the vibrator presses against the soaked gusset of her knickers.

Harding’s hand stays over hers, steadying, controlling. “Good girl,” he whispers, his tone so calm it sends a fresh pulse of slick to her cunt. “Now move your hand. Slowly.”

She drags the toy along her slit, through the sodden lace, her legs trembling. The vibration is intense, maddening, every nerve ending sparking with heat and shame. She bites her lip to keep from moaning, but the sound escapes anyway—a tiny, desperate whimper that Harding silences by tightening his grip on her wrist.

“Keep your eyes on yourself,” he commands. “I want you to see what you look like when you’re being used.”

Sophie’s gaze is locked on her reflection: lips parted, eyes wild, skirt bunched high, tights torn, hand pressed between her thighs, boss at her back. The humiliation is exquisite, unbearable. She’s never felt so filthy—or so alive.

He leans closer, voice low and ruthless. “Anyone could walk past right now. You could be caught, exposed, ruined. Is that what you want?”

She doesn’t answer—can’t. Her cunt throbs under the relentless buzz, slick pooling in her panties, the knowledge that anyone could see driving her higher and higher.

Suddenly, Harding grabs her by the hips and spins her to face the wall, bending her forward until her hands are flat against the cold glass. Her skirt rides up, tights digging into the soft flesh above her knees, panties soaked and stretched taut across her cunt. He wrenches them aside with one hand, exposing her completely to the empty corridor—and the mirror.

She sees everything: her own dripping cunt, red and swollen; Harding’s hand gripping her hip; the obscene pink toy glistening in her palm.

He slides two fingers through her slick, pressing them deep, fucking her hard and fast while the vibe buzzes against her clit. The sound is obscene, wet and raw, echoing in the corridor. Sophie’s legs tremble, the world narrowing to sensation: the cool glass against her cheek, the hard grip on her body, the vibration tearing her apart.

“Keep your eyes open,” Harding snarls, thrusting his fingers deeper. “I want you to remember what you look like when you come.”

The words tip her over the edge. She shudders, a sharp, helpless moan slipping free as her orgasm crashes through her—knees buckling, thighs shaking, cunt clenching around his fingers, slick flooding his hand. Her reflection blurs, mascara streaking as she cries out, teeth biting her own hand to muffle the sound.

Harding withdraws, wipes his fingers on her thigh, then fumbles his fly. “Stay still,” he orders, voice rough.

She’s barely come down when he slides into her—one hard, desperate thrust, cock thick and hot, stretching her open. He fucks her against the glass, skirt bunched, tights ruined, her face smeared and desperate in the mirror. The risk is suffocating—anyone could walk by, see her legs spread, her boss rutting into her, her own hand still gripping the buzzing toy.

Harding grunts, hips slamming against her, fingers digging bruises into her hips. “You want to be caught, don’t you? Filthy little secretary. Is this what you wanted for Christmas?”

She chokes on her own answer, grinding back against him, pleasure and shame tangled tight.

He comes with a growl, spilling inside her, thrusts slowing, heavy and claiming. Sophie collapses against the mirror, sweat cooling on her skin, cum leaking down her thighs, the vibrator still humming in her palm.

For a moment, they’re both silent—breathing hard, bodies pressed together, the only sound the buzz of the toy and the faint Christmas music drifting from the party.

Harding tucks himself away, fixes her skirt, straightens her blouse, all the careful professionalism of the office. He slips the vibe back into her bag, wipes his hand on a hotel napkin, and smooths her hair with a gentle touch that feels almost tender.

He meets her eyes in the mirror. “Wear that blush back to the party. And remember—your secrets are safe. For now.”

Then he leaves, footsteps fading down the corridor, leaving Sophie alone with her reflection—wrecked, wet, and desperate for more.

Sophie is still trembling, heart thundering in her chest, as Harding lets go of her hip. The corridor is thick with the smell of sex and sweat, her breath fogging the mirror, her thighs still slick from his cum and her own climax. For a moment she’s barely human, more sensation than thought—her skirt bunched around her waist, tights shredded, knickers bunched at her knees, blouse wrinkled, glasses fogged. She looks like someone’s mistake, a ruined secretary splayed for use. And in the cold fluorescent light, the sight only makes her wetter.

But Harding isn’t finished. He leans in behind her, one hand planted on her lower back, the other trailing down the curve of her arse. His voice is raw, words frayed at the edges: “Don’t fix your skirt. Stay just like that.”

She glances up at her reflection, dazed and hungry, mouth open, lipstick nothing but a pink stain. Her hair’s come loose, strands sticking to her damp forehead. She doesn’t look like the woman who came here to hand out Secret Santa gifts. She looks like a slut.

He presses her harder into the mirror, cold glass biting her cheek, his hand reaching between her thighs to stroke her where she’s still pulsing. She’s so open, so raw, that every touch is almost unbearable—a slick mess of Harding’s cum and her own arousal coating her folds, the heat of his palm pressing her deeper into her shame.

He grabs the pink vibrator from the clutch, flicks it on, and holds it right up to her ear so she can hear the low, hungry buzz. “This is what they gave you?” His tone is mocking, intimate. “Or is this what you needed?”

He slides the tip down, between her legs, pushing the head against her clit, rolling it in circles until she gasps, her knees buckling. The toy is soaked from earlier, her own slick still drying on the silicone. He doesn’t bother to be gentle. The vibration is strong—relentless, electric—making her hips jerk, her cunt clench in desperate aftershocks.

He grinds his cock against her arse, half-hard again, leaking through his fly. “Watch yourself,” he growls. “Look at what you are.”

She does. She watches her own face in the mirror, the mascara streaks, the glassy eyes, the flush that rises all the way to her hairline. She sees his hand on her hip, the other between her thighs, the pink toy glinting under the fluorescent light. Her body is nothing but need—every nerve ending straining for release, every muscle aching for more.

Harding pushes two fingers inside her, rough and deep, the heel of his hand pressing the vibe harder against her clit. “You want to come again, don’t you?” he whispers. “You want to make a mess in the corridor, with your boss’s fingers inside you, so everyone knows how filthy you are.”

Sophie whimpers, shameless. “Please,” she pants, grinding her hips back, desperate to be filled, to be used, to be seen.

He fucks her with his fingers and the toy, voice a low growl at her ear. “Say it. Say what you are.”

She’s shaking, shame burning in her gut, but it feels right—like she needs to be emptied out, ruined. “I’m a slut,” she whispers, barely audible.

“Louder.”

She lets the word out, eyes wide, face pressed to the glass: “I’m a slut.”

The confession shatters something inside her. Her cunt clamps down around his fingers, her clit jerking under the toy, and her orgasm rips through her—loud, desperate, completely exposed. She cries out, her breath fogging the mirror, her hips jerking, cum flooding his hand and slicking the glass where she’s pressed.

Harding doesn’t stop. He keeps fucking her with his fingers, the vibe humming so hard her thighs shake, his other hand gripping her by the throat just enough to keep her still. “That’s it. Show them. Show anyone who walks past what a mess you’ve become.”

Sophie’s body bucks, wracked with aftershocks, tears pricking her eyes—not from pain, but from the utter shamelessness of being used like this. She sees it all in the mirror: her flushed cheeks, her boss’s hand on her throat, the mess leaking down her thighs.

Finally, Harding lets her go. He wipes his fingers on her thigh, smearing cum and slick down to her knee, then stands back to admire his work. “Look at yourself, Ms. Lane. Do you think anyone’s going to believe you’re just the office good girl after this?”

She shakes her head, dazed, lips parted, chest heaving.

He tucks the toy back into her clutch, zips her skirt halfway, but leaves her panties bunched and ruined at her knees. “You’re going to go back to the party just like this,” he says. “Skirt creased, cheeks flushed, my mess dripping down your legs. You’ll feel it every time you move.”

He grabs her chin, tilting her face to his. “And tomorrow, when you look at yourself in the mirror, you’ll remember exactly what you let happen.”

He kisses her—rough, claiming, his tongue tasting her mouth, his hand still sticky with her release. Then he straightens, adjusts his shirt and cuffs, and slips away down the corridor, the sound of his footsteps fading into the distant thump of bad Christmas music.

Sophie sags against the glass, legs trembling, panties still tangled around her knees. She feels completely undone—fucked open, used, claimed. She wipes at her mouth, at her cheek, but the lipstick’s gone, the mascara’s ruined. She pulls her skirt down shakily, tries to stand tall, but her knees threaten to give way.

She glances once more at her reflection—wrecked, wild, flushed, filthy—and a dangerous little smile curls at her lips. There’s a dark thrill, an aftershock that’s almost joy. She’s never been more ruined, never felt more alive.

She tugs up her knickers, wincing at the wet, drags her skirt into something like order, and heads back down the corridor toward the party—cum sticky between her thighs, the pink toy buzzing quietly in her clutch, the taste of her boss still on her lips.

She’s not fixed. She’s not neat. She’s not innocent.

And she doesn’t care who sees it.

Sophie lingers in the corridor after Harding disappears, too weak to stand straight, legs trembling, thighs still sticky where his cum and hers mix beneath her skirt. She presses her palms to the cool mirror, forehead resting against the glass, breath fogging her ruined reflection. Her face is blotched and wild, mascara smeared in grey streaks down her cheeks, lipstick nothing but a raw flush around her swollen mouth. Her blouse is half-untucked, the line of her bra visible where a button is missing, and her tights are shredded—one ladder crawling all the way up the back of her thigh.

She breathes in the scent of him and her, the sharp chemical of hotel soap fighting with the salt of sex and sweat. Her hands are still shaking. She wipes her palm against her skirt, but it only smears the mess deeper. Her knickers cling to her, soaked and twisted, the gusset warm and sticky. Every movement is a reminder, a friction she can’t hide. The shame sits like a brand between her legs—but underneath, there’s pride. Not for what she survived, but for what she invited. For the secret she now wears under her ruined clothes.

The corridor is still empty. Sophie takes her time—she smooths her skirt down, fingers trembling, fixes her glasses, runs a shaky hand through her hair to try and tame it. She bends, awkward, and slips her heels back on, nearly losing her balance when her calf cramps from the tension. She bites back a laugh, giddy and wrecked. She feels raw, exposed, too alive.

The pink vibrator is back in her clutch, still faintly humming, the aftershocks of its use lingering in her bones. Her phone buzzes—a message from Maya: “Where did you go? HR’s doing tequila shots. You need to see this.” Sophie types back with clumsy fingers, deleting and retyping, unable to find words for what just happened.

“Just needed a minute. On my way.”

She checks her face in her phone camera, almost laughs at the sight: swollen lips, bright eyes, a dangerous glow in her cheeks that makeup could never fake. She pulls her scarf back on, but the knot is sloppy, the fabric stained at the corner by something that could be lube or her own spit. She tucks her blouse back into her skirt, but it won’t sit right, not with the top button missing, not with her breasts still flushed and heavy, nipples hard under thin fabric. She looks like she’s been fucked. She looks like she wants everyone to know.

She re-enters the party just as the music changes, a slow, filthy beat cutting through the static of laughter and slurred conversation. For a moment, she stands at the edge, eyes darting from face to face. Do they know? Can they smell it on her, the way she smells it on herself? She feels their gazes—some mocking, some curious, some hungry. The IT manager grins and offers her a tequila shot; the HR manager winks, sliding her a lime with a conspiratorial nod. No one mentions the toy. No one mentions Harding. But the atmosphere is different—charged, brittle, sharp.

Maya catches her by the wrist, dragging her toward the dance floor. “You look flushed! What did I miss?” Sophie shakes her head, manages a laugh. “Just got some air. Had to clear my head.”

As she’s spun into the crowd, every movement sends a wet shock through her cunt, the leftover heat pooling between her thighs, a reminder of Harding’s grip and the humiliation of her own reflection. She feels her skirt ride up, tights biting into the tender skin above her knee, her knickers sticking, slick, to her folds. Every time she moves, she can feel his cum sliding lower, threatening to leak down her leg.

At the bar, Sophie orders water, hands trembling as she grips the glass. Jade the bartender—sharp-eyed, lips smudged with red—gives her a slow once-over, a smile tugging at one corner of her mouth. “Rough night?” she asks, sliding a napkin her way. The napkin is damp with condensation, the paper clinging to Sophie’s fingers. She wipes at her mouth, at her cheeks, but the smudges only grow.

She slips away to the ladies’, but the stalls are full, laughter echoing off the tile. She catches her own eye in the mirror, sees the wild flush still there, the red bite on her neck just visible above her collar. She tugs her skirt down, smooths her hair, tries to wash her hands, but the scent lingers—sticky, shameful, addictive.

Her phone buzzes again. This time, it’s a message from an unknown number.

Harding: “You wear it well. Don’t change a thing. See you Monday.”

Sophie feels something sharp and hot coil inside her—shame and pride tangled together, a secret heat that thrums beneath her skin. She types back, reckless:

“Only if you’re the one to undo me.”

No reply, just a small, private thrill.

She returns to the party, lets herself get pulled into a slow dance, her head spinning. Every touch, every glance, every careless brush of a hand against her hip is a jolt of electricity, a new risk. She leans in to Maya and murmurs, “I think I just made the nicest mistake of my career.” Maya laughs, drunk and delighted, none the wiser.

At the end of the night, as the party winds down, Sophie catches her reflection in the dark glass of the hotel doors: hair undone, scarf askew, blouse wrinkled, lips swollen, thighs pressed together under her skirt. She looks wrecked. She looks alive. She looks dangerous.

She slips the pink vibrator into her pocket, lets the clutch dangle from her wrist, and walks barefoot to the lifts, shoes swinging in her hand. Her cunt aches with every step, his cum still sticky against her skin. She hopes it stains the sheets. She hopes she remembers.

She steps into the lift, door sliding closed, and catches one last glimpse of herself in the mirrored wall—ruined, satisfied, filthy, and smiling.

For the first time in years, she’s not worried about Monday.

For the first time in her life, she’s not scared of being talked about.

And underneath the shame, the mess, the ruined uniform, Sophie is already plotting how to make herself even filthier next time.


Interlude I: Notes from the Naughty List

#afterpartyconfessions

(Anonymous Office Slack Channel)

09:22 p.m.

Admin: Okay, ground rules—NO snitching, NO screenshots, and don’t use real names if you want to keep your job.

Whoever had the guts to photocopy their arse at the copier last year, the floor is yours.

Let’s get filthy. The naughtiest confession wins the HR mug.

09:24 p.m.

CopyQueen: Omg I remember the mug. Still tastes like regret.

09:25 p.m.

MidnightShoes: Is it “naughty” if you only think about doing it? Asking for a friend who keeps looking at the intern’s hands.

09:25 p.m.

Mistlehoe: Only counts if you do it in the stationery cupboard, babe. Or with the door almost closed.

09:26 p.m.

CherryRed: Not naming names, but someone got more than a Secret Santa tonight. (She’s still red. The gift buzzed.)

09:27 p.m.

BartenderBeats: It’s not just your lot—had a customer leave a phone number tucked in a shot glass… and a thong. Christmas spirit, innit.

09:28 p.m.

FlightRisk: How about drinking with a pilot who “accidentally” grabs your thigh under the table, then blames turbulence?

(His hands weren’t even cold.)

09:29 p.m.

NightShift: At least you got a drink. My “Christmas present” was a ward blackout, a security guard, and an “accidental” grope.

(Still finding fingerprints.)

09:29 p.m.

CopyQueen: Okay but—

Who actually brings a VIBRATOR to a Secret Santa? I saw it with my own eyes, not even subtle.

09:30 p.m.

CherryRed: Did she look embarrassed or just… into it?

09:30 p.m.

CopyQueen: She looked like she wanted to swallow the floor, then like she wanted to swallow something else.

09:31 p.m.

BartenderBeats: Caught the last bit on someone’s Insta story—

“She went out into the corridor and never came back the same.

Looked like she’d run a marathon. Hair everywhere. Mascara destroyed.”

09:31 p.m.

Admin: Ladies and gents, the hotel CCTV would have stories to tell if we could bribe the night manager.

09:32 p.m.

FlightRisk: Anyone know the story about the gal who got caught in the mirror corridor with her boss? Heard there was a “team-building exercise” with a vibrating prop.

09:33 p.m.

CherryRed: I heard she’s on the “nice” list now.

Or maybe the “naughty, but promoted” list.

09:33 p.m.

NightShift: Can confirm, the lift still smells like sex and Chanel No.5.

09:34 p.m.

Mistlehoe:

Confession: Sometimes I hope HR is reading these.

Just for the thrill.

09:35 p.m.

Admin:

Next question:

Anyone else see the flight attendant at the bar last night?

I swear I recognised her from somewhere—

Wasn’t she in that viral galley clip? 👀

09:36 p.m.

FlightRisk:

All I know is, she ordered a “Mile High Martini” and left lipstick all over the rim.

Some stains don’t wash out.

09:37 p.m.

BartenderBeats:

If you know, you know.

The thread scrolls on, a chain of dirty secrets and near-misses—

a bartender wiping down a bar she just got fucked over,

a nurse sharing “generator stories” about dark wards,

a secretary deleting messages that make her ache,

a hotel maid pocketing tips and lingerie in the lost property box.

At the end of the thread, someone posts a blurry screengrab—

A woman’s silhouette in the glass of a hotel corridor, skirt hitched, head tipped back.

Caption:

“Some presents unwrap themselves. Merry fucking Christmas.”


Story 2: The Hotel Maid’s Christmas Tip

The city is muffled under snow, a rare hush settling over the hotel’s marble lobby as Marisol arrives just before sunrise. Her cheeks sting from the cold, curls frizzing out from under the cheap navy maid’s cap she pins on as she passes through the staff entrance. It’s so early the coffee machine hasn’t finished brewing, and the only other person in the back hallway is old Jorge, mumbling at the floor polisher, eyes barely open.

Marisol shrugs out of her coat and tugs her uniform straight: starched white blouse, navy skirt tight at the hips, heavy apron with yesterday’s detergent still sharp on her knuckles. Her shoes are already damp from the slush outside, socks prickling as they start to warm in the dry hotel air. She takes a moment at the little staff mirror in the cleaning closet, pinning back an errant curl, checking that her nametag is straight. Her skin is caramel-warm, her jaw set against the early hour, lips already dry from the cold. She leans in and dabs the faintest bit of cherry balm—left over from a guest’s bedside table, a secret treat she stashes in her apron.

Before she leaves the closet, she lifts a wrist and—quick, guilty—spritzes herself with perfume from a sample bottle left behind by a Russian heiress last week. Expensive, floral, sharp. She closes her eyes and inhales, imagining for a second that she belongs here as anything but help.

Her shift is light—most guests are still in bed, or have already flown home, the world outside blanketed in six inches of silent white. The holiday roster lists her for the upper floors, luxury suites only. Fewer rooms, but more mess: feathers from a ripped pillow, gold confetti in the sink, an open bottle of Bollinger left to go flat on the marble countertop. She pushes her trolley—gleaming chrome, stacked with fresh towels, tiny soaps, two dozen branded slippers—through the empty corridors, the wheels whispering across thick carpet.

On the twelfth floor, the air feels richer, almost still. The “VIP Suite—Room 712” waits at the end, its door just ajar. Marisol checks her clipboard, then nudges the door with her hip. The smell hits her first: perfume, booze, something sweet and a little musky. The suite is wrecked in the elegant way only the rich can manage—clothes slung over the chaise, wine glasses crusted with lipstick and sugar, an uneaten fruit tray drooping by the window. On the bedside table, a man’s watch and a clutch purse tangled together, abandoned like a one-night promise.

She sets to work, hands moving on autopilot: stripping sheets, folding them into tight squares, stacking pillows on the window seat. Her apron tightens as she bends to pick up stray shoes and a glittering, lacy thing that turns out to be a bra, black and delicate, smelling faintly of someone else’s skin. Her fingers linger just a second too long on the soft mesh before she tucks it into the lost property bag, heart thumping a little harder.

It’s then she notices the stocking—deep red, sheer, expensive, knotted and hanging from the carved bedpost. The colour is startling against the pale silk sheets, the kind of thing you only see in glossy adverts or Instagram stories from women who never have to clock in. She hesitates, then tugs it free. Something weighty drops into her hand: a roll of cash, neat and crisp, bound with a silver hair tie.

She turns the stocking inside out and more treasures spill onto the bed—a tiny envelope, a business card, and a wisp of black lace folded tight. The card is blank except for looping script:

For whoever finds this. Merry Christmas. Hope you enjoy the rest…

Her mouth goes dry. The cash is real—fifties, at least a couple hundred pounds, more than she makes in two weeks of split shifts. The lace, when she holds it up, turns out to be a matching bra and thong set, thin enough to see her fingers through, still smelling faintly of rose and skin and something wilder.

Marisol glances around—suite empty, hall outside silent, even the city below hidden by snow. For a moment, she stands at the window in her ugly shoes and tired apron, watching a lone taxi carve a line through the empty street. The world feels suspended, the hotel a secret box cut off from everything but the low hum of heat through the vents.

The cash sits heavy in her palm. She tucks it quickly into her apron, heart pounding—not guilt, exactly, but the low, dangerous thrill of being noticed by someone who lives above the rules. She thinks of the note again: Hope you enjoy the rest.

She picks up the black lace, smoothing it between her palms, the fabric slippery and cool. On impulse, she ducks into the marble bathroom, closing the door and locking it behind her. She undoes her apron, peels off her blouse, and slips the bra over her small, firm breasts. The mesh scratches lightly at her nipples, making them stand up, dark against the lace. The thong sits low on her hips, barely a whisper against her skin.

She studies herself in the wide, expensive mirror: curls coming loose, lips bitten pink, brown skin glowing against the black. Her hands trail over her stomach, thighs, the shape of her ass. In this light, in this lingerie, she could be anyone—a kept woman, a guest, a prize.

Marisol bites her lip, heat pooling between her legs. She shifts, letting her skirt slide down a little, one hip cocked, the red stocking still dangling from her wrist like a secret signal. For a moment, she wishes she could be seen—caught, wanted, watched in the act of trespass.

But the suite is empty, the city below still silent, and her own reflection is the only witness as her cheeks flush with guilt and something far dirtier.

For a long moment, Marisol just stares at herself in the hotel’s enormous bathroom mirror. It’s nothing like her flat’s warped, fingerprinted glass—here, every detail is lit up in harsh, flattering light: her curls spilling wild around her face, the cut of her cheekbones, the shimmer of cherry balm on her full lips. But it’s her body that looks most unfamiliar—petite but strong, waist curved, thighs soft, all of it wrapped in black mesh and lace that barely covers her brown skin. She has never worn anything so delicate. She has never looked so much like a secret.

The fabric is cool at first, almost itchy, but the longer she stands in it, the more she feels herself warming, nipples tightening against the lace, a slow, traitorous throb building between her legs. She glances at the apron and blouse, folded on the marble counter. The skirt and shoes are kicked into a pile by the tub, her work badge tangled in the pocket. For once, the uniform isn’t armor—it’s something to shed, to step out of. She traces the band of the bra, breath catching when her fingers graze the stiff peak of her nipple.

The money is still tucked into her apron pocket, the note folded beside it. Hope you enjoy the rest… The handwriting is feminine, looping, but there’s a dare in it, a knowing wink. Marisol turns it over, half expecting something else—an Instagram handle, a lipstick kiss, a phone number—but there’s only the crisp curve of the signature. She shivers, half from cold, half from the private thrill of being chosen, even anonymously.

In the silence, she can hear her own heart beating. She imagines the guest who left the note—a woman, maybe, with long nails and a laugh that carried through the corridors. Or a man, watching from the window as the city falls asleep, deciding in a fit of generosity to leave a trail for the staff. Maybe it’s not meant for her at all—just a drunken joke, a careless gesture, but Marisol can’t stop herself from making it real. She could take the money and toss the lingerie into the lost property bag, never mention the note, go home tonight with a secret and a few extra bills.

Instead, she lifts her phone, switches to selfie mode, and snaps a quick, blurry photo—lace, skin, her own wide eyes and bitten lips. She doesn’t dare send it to anyone, but she tucks it into a locked folder: proof she was bold, if only for a minute.

She dresses slowly, dragging the uniform back over her skin. The blouse is crisp and smells faintly of bleach, but she leaves it one button looser than usual. The skirt zips up over the thong, the lace pressing damp against her—she’s already wet, a smear of slick at the join of her thighs. The apron goes on last, but she tucks the red stocking into the front pocket, like a talisman.

She unlocks the bathroom door and steps back into the suite, pulse thrumming. The room feels different now—sharper, more dangerous. Every surface seems to watch her: the gleaming window, the flat-screen TV, the mirrored wardrobe. She moves around the room, collecting glasses, smoothing sheets, acutely aware of the lingerie beneath her uniform. Every step, the lace rubs her clit, the thong rides higher, making her gasp if she bends too far. She wonders if someone could see it—if she leaned over to fluff the pillows, would the hem of her skirt ride up, show the dark mesh stretched across her ass?

She tests the theory, standing by the bed, hiking her skirt just an inch, peeking in the mirror. It’s barely visible. But the thought alone makes her wetter.

She lingers at the window, watching snow drift past in thick, silent flakes. Down on the street, a taxi spins its wheels, the only sign of life. In here, Marisol feels untouchable, invisible, yet somehow more exposed than she’s ever been.

There’s still work to do—mini-bar to check, towels to replace—but she slows down, savoring the moment, letting herself fantasise. What if a guest walked in right now? What if the night manager called her on the room phone, voice low and knowing, asking her to describe what she’s wearing? The shameful thought makes her squeeze her thighs together, biting back a moan.

She takes another look at the note, fingers trembling, then tucks it into her bra, letting the paper rest between her breasts. The words press hot into her skin: Hope you enjoy the rest…

She knows she shouldn’t linger, but the idea of being “the present” for whoever left the gift is intoxicating. She smooths her skirt, adjusts the apron, and kneels to collect a pair of abandoned heels from beneath the bed. As she rises, the door handle clicks.

Marisol freezes, heart in her throat.

The suite door swings open—a sudden draft of cold air, footsteps soft on the carpet. She barely has time to tug her skirt down and stand before the guest steps inside: a man in his late thirties, hair tousled, face rough with the shadow of a night spent awake. He’s in a white hotel robe, bare legs below, one brow raised as he takes her in—the crisp uniform, the apron, the hint of black lace visible at her collar, the guilty flush on her cheeks.

He shuts the door behind him, leans casually against the frame. “I was hoping room service would deliver breakfast in bed,” he says, voice warm and lazy, eyes glinting. “But I never expected a Christmas angel.”

Marisol’s voice catches. “Sorry—I thought the suite was empty—” She tries to gather her things, but the guest just laughs, not unkindly.

“Don’t worry. Looks like you found your stocking.” His gaze drops, lingers on the red silk still poking from her apron. “Did you like the present?”

She hesitates, but the look on his face is gentle, mischievous, utterly unhurried. He gestures toward the note peeking from her blouse. “You can keep it all, you know. But if you want the real tip…” He lets the suggestion hang, letting her fill in the blanks.

Marisol’s face burns. The line between guilt and excitement is razor-thin. She could bolt, make a joke, call for backup. But instead, she swallows, stands a little straighter, and holds his gaze. “Would you like to see how it fits?”

He grins—slow, appreciative, nothing but hunger. “I’d like nothing more.”

The invitation is accepted. Her secret, it turns out, was left for someone who wanted to unwrap her all along.

For a moment, the suite is silent except for the low hum of the city outside and the echo of the guest’s question—“Would you like to see how it fits?” Marisol feels the tremor in her hands as she clutches the hem of her apron. She could still say no, duck her head, stammer an apology, and vanish back into the anonymity of her shift. But something in his eyes—playful, curious, quietly commanding—holds her in place.

The man steps further into the room, letting the door swing shut behind him. His robe falls open at the throat, revealing a lean chest dusted with dark hair, a hint of a tattoo at his collarbone. He looks both expensive and a little wild, like someone used to taking what he wants but never rough with what he’s given. He doesn’t move closer, just leans his hip against the corner of the desk and watches her. He gives her the choice. The power. For a split second, Marisol’s fear is replaced by something headier: permission.

She stands in the golden spill of morning light, her uniform suddenly unbearably tight, the lace beneath itching for air. Her heart pounds as she slips the apron from her neck and folds it over her arm, fingers fumbling with the knot at her back. The cherry balm on her lips tingles as she bites down, nerves sparking as she wonders what she must look like—maid’s cap askew, cheeks flushed, a glimmer of black mesh visible where her blouse gapes open.

She holds his gaze. “Do you want the uniform off?” Her voice comes out softer than she intended, a little breathless, as if she’s already halfway to a confession.

He smiles, slow and encouraging. “Let’s not be greedy. Show me what you’re hiding, one piece at a time.”

The command slips around her like silk. Marisol slips her arms out of the apron, letting it drop to the chair. She runs trembling hands down her sides, unbuttoning the navy tabard, then slides it off her shoulders. Her blouse is next, buttons popping one by one until it’s parted, showing off the black lace beneath. The mesh cups are almost translucent, her nipples a dark, hard silhouette, her brown skin luminous in the winter sun.

She hesitates at her skirt, but the man gestures—open-palmed, never rushing her. She undoes the zipper, lets the fabric puddle around her ankles, leaving only her stockings and the lace thong, the work badge still clipped to her waistband, dangling between her bare thighs. She looks at herself in the mirror—maid and mistress, guest and gift.

The guest’s eyes darken as he drinks in the sight. “You’re beautiful,” he murmurs, the words landing somewhere deep in her chest. “And very, very bold.”

Marisol blushes, mouth gone dry, but she can’t help the small, hungry smile that rises to her lips. “You said you wanted a show,” she whispers. “Maybe you should sit down?”

He takes the hint, perching on the edge of the bed, knees parted. For a second, she’s hyper-aware of the luxury suite: the gold-and-navy bedspread, the champagne flutes still sticky from the night before, the city unfolding in silence beyond the glass. But here, in this room, in this moment, it’s just the two of them—and the secret she’s chosen to reveal.

She stands before him, spine straight, arms loose at her sides. He reaches out, slow and deliberate, and runs a fingertip up her calf, over the lace edge of her stocking, pausing at the swell of her thigh. His touch is gentle, reverent, like he’s unwrapping something rare. He traces the band of the thong, the bow at her hip, the curve of her waist beneath the mesh.

“Turn around for me.” His voice is lower now, heat simmering beneath the command.

Marisol obeys, turning slowly, letting him take in every inch—the roundness of her ass, the stretch of her thighs, the triangle of black lace framing her sex. He runs a hand over her hip, then cups her gently, his thumb tracing the seam of the thong, pressing just enough to make her shiver.

“You know,” he murmurs, “most people would’ve pocketed the money and left the rest. But you… you wanted to be caught, didn’t you?”

She doesn’t trust herself to answer, but the heat rising between her legs gives her away. He hooks a finger under the band, tugging her closer until she stands between his knees, trembling, heart pounding.

He leans in, lips brushing her stomach, his hands roaming over the lace, up to her breasts. He teases her nipples through the mesh, rolling them between thumb and forefinger, making her gasp. “This suits you,” he says, voice thick. “But I want to see you blush.”

He slides the bra strap down, exposing one breast, then the other, mouth closing over her nipple, tongue flicking, teeth grazing until she moans, low and urgent, her hands flying to his hair to steady herself.

He grins against her skin. “You’re shaking.”

“I’m not cold,” she whispers.

He tugs her thong down over her hips, letting it fall to her ankles. The cool air stings her bare skin, but she feels on fire, pulse thudding in her cunt as he sits back, letting his eyes travel from her breasts to her thighs, to the wetness slick on her skin.

“You’re the prettiest thing I’ve ever found in a hotel room,” he says. “Kneel for me.”

Marisol’s knees hit the plush carpet, the luxury of it almost shocking. She kneels at his feet, hands on her thighs, watching his robe part as his cock thickens, the promise of more just out of reach. He strokes her cheek, thumb pressing her lips, then sliding into her mouth, letting her taste the faint salt of his skin.

He keeps her there for a moment, letting her linger on the edge, savoring her obedience, the flush in her cheeks, the helpless arch of her back.

“Good girl,” he says softly. “I think you’ve earned your Christmas tip.”

Marisol kneels on the thick hotel carpet, hands resting lightly on her thighs, back straight despite the tremor in her body. The air smells of spent champagne and winter morning, of sweat and perfume and the faint bite of bleach from her own hands. She feels the thrill of her own exposure—the stranger in his robe above her, the mess of her uniform behind her, the secret ache between her legs that pulses with every shallow breath.

The guest—her guest, for these stolen moments—lets his eyes roam over her, as if she really is a gift that’s been left just for him. He brushes his thumb along her jaw, tipping her face up to meet his gaze. There’s a softness in his eyes, a gentle heat that promises both kindness and command.

He stands, robe parting as he moves, the fine cotton whispering across his skin. He picks up the length of red ribbon from the breakfast hamper, the silk catching the pale light. He runs it through his fingers, then circles it around Marisol’s wrists. His touch is firm but careful—he ties her wrists together, not too tight, letting the knot rest against her pulse. “Just in case you try to escape,” he murmurs, a teasing smile tugging at his mouth.

Her heart stutters, but she nods, biting her lip. She feels the silk’s gentle constraint, the vulnerability of being bound in a stranger’s room, her own need raw and exposed.

He draws her to her feet, guides her to the end of the bed. “Kneel here,” he says, and she does, climbing onto the foot of the bed, bare knees sinking into the plush coverlet, wrists bound in front of her, chest bare, the black mesh now only a band around her ribs. The window glows with soft daylight, the city blurred by falling snow, but Marisol can see their reflections in the glass—her, small and trembling, him standing behind her, one hand on her hip, the other trailing the silk ribbon up her spine.

He traces her back, then moves in front of her, his cock now thick and heavy, already slick at the tip. He takes his time, running his fingers through her curls, smoothing her hair away from her face, eyes on her as if he’s memorising the way she looks at the edge of shame and want.

“Are you scared?” he asks quietly, the question both a warning and an invitation.

She shakes her head, throat tight. “No. Not if you want me.”

He kneels too, facing her, hands gentle as he explores her body—palms running down her arms, over her bound wrists, then to her breasts, rolling her nipples between his thumbs until she gasps. He leans in and sucks one, then the other, the heat of his mouth making her whimper, the ribbon biting softly into her skin as she arches her back.

He trails kisses down her stomach, nipping at the curve of her waist, then lower. He tugs her thighs apart, presses her knees wider on the bed, and bends forward, mouth finding her cunt, tongue slow and deliberate as he tastes her. The first touch makes Marisol cry out—sharp, helpless, so loud she clamps her lips together, afraid of who might hear.

He holds her open, tongue circling her clit, then sliding lower, slow and torturous, lips dragging over her wet, trembling flesh. He eats her with the same lazy confidence as before, as if he has all the time in the world. Every time she tries to pull away, he grabs her hips and pulls her back, forcing her to ride his face, her bound hands tangled in the ribbon, head thrown back as pleasure builds, unbearable and perfect.

He murmurs praise into her cunt, his voice muffled: “So sweet. So good. You taste like you were meant for this.”

She moans, hips rocking, thighs shaking as he flicks his tongue faster, then sucks her clit, not letting up until she’s biting the inside of her cheek to keep from screaming. Her orgasm crashes over her, messy and uncontrolled, her knees sliding wide, her body jerking as she comes, the sound muffled by the pillow she buries her face in.

He lifts his head, mouth shiny with her slick, and grins. “You wanted to be unwrapped? That’s just the beginning.”

He flips her gently onto her stomach, tugging her hips back, her face pressed into the coverlet, wrists still bound. He pushes her thighs wide, teasing her folds with his fingers, then lines himself up and sinks inside her with a slow, careful thrust. The first stretch is exquisite—her body so ready, so eager, that she sobs at the relief of being filled.

He fucks her slowly at first, hands sliding over her bound wrists, up her back, gripping her hips to pull her closer. The bed rocks beneath them, the sound of skin on skin muffled by the thick linens and the distant hush of snow against the glass. Marisol’s cheek is pressed to the blanket, the world reduced to the heat of his cock, the silk at her wrists, the pulse of her own desire.

He leans over her, mouth close to her ear. “You’re mine now, Christmas girl. My secret. My gift.” His voice is rough with need, every word a promise.

He thrusts deeper, pace quickening, one hand slipping between her legs to rub her clit, his other hand gripping the ribbon at her wrists, pulling her back into each thrust. Marisol is nothing but sensation—full, aching, desperate, every nerve ending on fire. She comes again, this time sobbing into the bedspread, body jerking around him, the aftershocks rippling through her until he groans, hips stuttering, and spills inside her, cock twitching as he empties himself with a long, shuddering moan.

They collapse together, tangled in sweat, silk, and the ruined bed.

He unties her wrists, massaging the faint marks left by the ribbon, pressing kisses into her shoulder, her neck, her temple. She rolls onto her back, staring at the ceiling, chest heaving, body still quivering with the aftermath. The world feels impossibly soft, impossibly bright. The snow outside still falls, the city silent, the hotel a cocoon of heat and secret filth.

He presses a wad of cash into her palm—her “real tip”—and kisses her one last time, slow and grateful. “Thank you for letting me unwrap you.”

Marisol smiles, lips swollen, heart pounding, the red ribbon still curled around her fingers.

Marisol’s skin tingles as the man unties the ribbon from her wrists, trailing the silk along her forearms, leaving a faint pink mark. She’s limp with pleasure, but the hunger in his eyes tells her she isn’t finished—not yet. The bedsheets are a riot under her knees, twisted with sweat and her own slick, her hair mussed, mouth parted as she catches her breath. The lace bra is half-off, cups skewed under her breasts, the thong a lost afterthought at the foot of the bed.

He stands, walking to the window, and looks out at the world, still silent and white. Marisol pushes up on her elbows, her chest rising and falling, and watches him—her guest, her secret, her morning’s gift. He turns back, grinning, cock already hardening again, and gestures for her to stand.

“Come here. The city should see how beautiful you are.”

Her cheeks flush with something between pride and shame, but she obeys. He positions her at the foot of the bed, facing the window, light washing her skin, the snow outside a perfect, voyeur’s blank slate. He bends her forward, hands gripping her hips, arching her back so her ass juts out, thighs parted, cunt still slick and open.

“Hold still,” he orders, voice gone rough. “I want to see you.”

She grips the cold brass rail at the foot of the bed, knuckles whitening. He drops to his knees behind her, spreads her cheeks, and buries his face between her thighs, tongue lapping at her, drinking her in. His mouth is greedy, hungry, as if he can’t get enough—tongue pushing inside her, then flicking up to her clit, slow at first, then faster as she starts to whimper, the sounds bouncing off the window glass.

She can see their reflection—her, bent, breasts swaying, hair wild, his dark head moving behind her. Her legs shake as he devours her, the cold of the room forgotten, every muscle tight with need.

When she’s shaking, teetering, almost sobbing, he stands and presses the thick head of his cock against her entrance. He pushes inside in one slow, relentless stroke, stretching her open again, making her gasp, her hands braced for balance.

He fucks her from behind, deep and deliberate, the slap of his hips against her ass loud in the hush. Each thrust rocks her forward against the rail, the brass biting her palms. Her breath clouds the window, the city below a blur of snow and blue morning.

His hands slide from her hips up to her waist, then under her belly, fingers stroking her clit in rhythm with his movements. He leans in, his chest pressed to her back, his voice a hot whisper in her ear: “Look at us. Look at what a present you are. Anyone out there could look up and see what a filthy girl you are, getting fucked in a room that doesn’t belong to you.”

She moans, louder now, her control fraying. The idea of being seen, of the city bearing silent witness, makes her body clamp down around him, desperate for release.

He fucks her harder, hips snapping, one hand moving up to palm her breast, squeezing until she cries out. The other keeps working her clit, rough and perfect, drawing her to the edge again.

“Who do you belong to?” he asks, words almost a growl.

She gasps, back arching, pleasure coiling tight and hot. “You—oh god, I’m yours—”

He grins, voice velvet and filthy. “That’s right. You’re my secret. My Christmas bonus. Come for me.”

She does, hard and fast, body bucking, legs nearly giving out as her orgasm tears through her. She sobs, pleasure ripping through her, her cunt squeezing around him, soaking his cock, slick running down her thighs.

He lets go, fucking her through it, groaning as he chases his own climax. He pulls out at the last second, jerking himself in his fist, and comes across her ass, painting her skin with hot, thick stripes, some of it splattering onto her thighs and the bedspread.

She collapses forward, breathless, forehead pressed to the window. The cold glass soothes her flushed skin. His hand trails down her spine, lazy and possessive. For a minute, all she hears is her own heart pounding, the city’s hush, and the slow, sticky sound of his come cooling on her skin.

He laughs softly, fond and wrecked. “Look at that. I think I just ruined the linen deposit.”

She laughs too, giddy and filthy and free. He grabs a fresh towel from her trolley, gently wipes her thighs and ass, pressing soft kisses to her shoulder, her back, her neck.

He turns her around, cups her face in his palms, and kisses her deeply, the taste of her own pleasure on his tongue.

“You’re the best thing I’ve ever found in a hotel room,” he whispers, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear.

He helps her slip back into the lace, then into her skirt, the mess still sticky on her thighs, the memory of his hands and mouth lingering everywhere.

He presses the cash into her hand—thick, folded, generous—and tucks the red ribbon into her apron pocket.

“One more gift,” he says with a smile. “Don’t ever forget how beautiful you looked this morning.”

He sits on the edge of the bed, robe loose, hair wild, as Marisol smooths her skirt, reapplies her lipstick in the window reflection, and slips out into the corridor, her body still humming, the taste of risk and reward thick on her tongue.

Marisol slips from the suite, heart pounding, a dizzy heat still singing through her veins. The corridor outside is silent, hotel hush deepened by the thick blanket of snow visible through the end window. She pauses, back pressed to the suite door, trying to steady her breath, lips tingling from his last kiss and thighs sticky with the memory of him. Her apron feels impossibly heavy—the cash rolled tight in her pocket, the red ribbon coiled like a secret.

She tugs her blouse straight, fastens the buttons, but can’t bring herself to fix her hair. There’s a new swagger in her step as she pushes the trolley toward the staff lift, her skirt clinging to her damp thighs, the lace bra and thong still hugging her body, warm and wet and utterly not hers. Her work badge dangles from her waistband, a crooked badge of honour.

On the ride down, Marisol catches her reflection in the gleaming metal of the lift doors. She looks like any other maid—apron crisp, shoes sensible, a few stray curls springing loose—but her cheeks are flushed and her eyes gleam. She tugs at her skirt, feeling the drag of the lace against her skin, the sticky patch high on her inner thigh where his come has dried, evidence no guest will ever see.

In the ground floor corridor, she glides past the breakfast room. Guests mill at tables, hungover and slow, picking at pastries and gossiping about the snow. Marisol dodges behind a pillar as one of the regulars—a woman from the fourth floor—catches her eye and gives her a sly smile, like she knows. Marisol smiles back, not caring if she does.

She slips into the staffroom, ducking around piles of laundry and steam from the big iron. It’s quiet here; the other maids are still upstairs, and the chef’s radio blares a scratchy ballad from a tinny speaker. Marisol shrugs out of her apron, tossing it onto a hook, the red ribbon slipping free and landing on the floor. She scoops it up, twines it around her wrist, lets the silk rest against her pulse.

She heads for the little staff bathroom—a sliver of mirror, a rusting tap, but privacy. She locks the door, lifts her skirt, and checks herself in the dim glass. Her thighs are marked where he gripped her, streaked with drying white. The black lace is ruined: bra stretched, one strap loose, the thong dark at the crotch, barely clinging to her hips. She grins, wild and open, tongue poking between her teeth.

She snaps another quick photo—her in the lace, the ribbon around her wrist, cheeks still flushed, the city’s snow-blurred skyline just visible in the window behind her. She stashes the picture in her locked folder, a memory only she can touch.

She cleans up as best she can, dabbing herself with scratchy paper towels, swiping on more cherry balm. She almost changes back into her old cotton underwear but doesn’t. She wants to feel this all day—the soft scrape of ruined mesh, the ache between her legs, the pulse of heat each time she bends or walks too quickly.

Back in the breakroom, she empties her pockets: the folded cash, the red stocking, the note tucked in her bra. She smooths the bills, counts them—more than she dared hope. She tucks half in her wallet and the rest, along with the note, into the bottom of her locker.

She drops the stocking into the lost property box, laughing to herself. Then she rifles through its contents: a single high-heeled shoe, a cufflink, a man’s silk tie—navy, expensive, with a faint scent of cologne. She fingers it, twining the silk through her hands, wondering about the stories these forgotten things could tell. For a moment, she imagines slipping the tie around her own throat, leaving it peeking from her collar for someone to notice.

She tucks the tie into her apron pocket, just in case.

Marisol finishes her shift with a new boldness: she moves through the halls with her head high, smiles longer at guests, lets her hand rest on her hip as she works. She feels every step, every lingering ache, as evidence that she is not just a maid but a woman with secrets, with hunger, with the memory of being a present and being unwrapped.

When her shift finally ends, she leaves through the back door, the city outside bright and freezing. Snowflakes catch in her hair as she pulls up her hood, but she lets them melt there, not caring if she’s a mess. She walks to the bus stop, thighs rubbing together, lace still damp, cash safe in her pocket.

She leans against the glass, closes her eyes, and lets the memory replay: the tie of the ribbon, the heat of his mouth, her own cry muffled in the hotel sheets, the white city watching, indifferent and complicit.

As the bus arrives, Marisol steps on, takes a seat, and tucks the tie deeper into her coat. She grins out the window, already thinking about tomorrow—about what else she might find, or let herself be found with, the next time she dares to open a guest’s “present.”

Because this Christmas, she’s learned how sweet it is to be both lost and found.


Interlude II: Housekeeping Chat Log

GROUP: #StaffRoomRealness

(WhatsApp group, Hotel Staff Only)

08:05

Silvia: Someone’s been at the minibar in 712. Two bottles missing, fruit tray wrecked, sheets ruined.

Mari: If I had a suite that big, I’d trash it too.

Diego: You all see the tip in there? Someone left a fifty in my mop bucket.

Tam: The real question: who left a red stocking tied to the bedpost?

Silvia: 100% a sex thing. Or a very sad Christmas.

08:12

Mari: Room 712 is haunted. I swear it. Caught a woman singing in the shower at 6 am last week—no guest on the record.

Tam: You say “haunted,” I say “lucky.”

Diego: I just want a morning without glitter in the drains.

08:20

Silvia: Omg. Someone left behind a black lace thong.

Mari: Seriously?

Tam: If it’s the same one I found in 514, good luck—those things cling like Velcro.

Mari: Not even going to lie, this one looked… expensive.

Diego: Hope you wore gloves.

08:28

Silvia: You ever think about keeping the stuff guests forget?

Mari: Just the perfume samples. And maybe one time a lipstick.

Tam: Red tie, last week. Smelled like money and sin.

Diego: I keep the coins from under the beds. That’s my Christmas bonus.

08:35

Silvia: Did anyone see Marisol this morning? She was glowing.

Mari: And limping.

Diego: Stop!

Tam: She had ribbon on her wrist and kept touching her pocket.

Mari: Maybe she’s Santa now.

Silvia: If Santa leaves lace in the bathroom and a mess on the windows…

Mari: Maybe I’ll start checking the suites in lingerie. See what I get for tips.

08:42

Mari: Also, did you guys see the guest from 712 at breakfast?

Tam: The one with the robe half open? Looked like he’d seen heaven.

Silvia: Or hell. His bill is gonna look like both.

08:47

Silvia: Wait—just got a ping from the front desk.

Security wants to see me about “activity” on the twelfth floor.

Tam: CCTV?

Mari: Uh oh.

08:49

(Silvia uploads an image)

Image: Blurry silhouette in a frosted glass window. Woman in maid’s skirt, hair wild, bent at the foot of a bed. A man’s hand in her hair.

Caption: “Guess Room 712 really was a Christmas miracle.”

08:51

Mari: You sending that to AirCrewAnon or what?

Tam: That group chat is legendary.

Diego: Tell them to keep the next shift PG.

08:52

Silvia: Some presents unwrap themselves… and some leave a tip worth remembering.

The thread scrolls on: gossip about guests, a bartender’s rumour about a flight attendant at last night’s party, talk of a new viral video making the rounds, someone claiming the nurse on night shift got locked in with “company.”

Somewhere, Marisol reads the chat, blushing, but smiling. She slides her phone into her pocket, ties the red ribbon tighter on her wrist, and heads back to work—already wondering what she might find tomorrow, and who might be watching.


Story 3: Cabin Crew Christmas

Amelia Torres had imagined a hundred ways her Christmas Eve might end: champagne in Madrid, a silent overnight in a crew crash pad, a room service dinner in Paris. She hadn’t planned for this—stuck at Terminal 5, city shut down under a sudden blizzard, flight boards all flashing red, the last inbound delayed, then canceled. It was just past midnight and every part of her ached: feet in ruined heels, calves in tights that pinched, jaw sore from hours of smiling at passengers desperate for somewhere else to be.

The airport was chaos. Luggage stacked in unhappy islands. Children sprawled on benches under foil blankets, parents arguing quietly over power sockets. The loudspeakers crackled with apologies that meant nothing, and the only scent sharper than coffee was the staleness of thousands of bodies trapped together for too long.

Amelia stood at the sink in the staff restroom, alone for the first time in hours. She caught herself in the mirror—a mess, but a glamorous one. Her hair was scraped into a high bun, a few rebellious strands curling damp at her temples. Her lipstick was mostly intact, a slash of airline-approved red, but her mascara had smudged just beneath her left eye. She ran a cool palm under her collar, smoothing the navy cravat at her throat. Her white blouse was buttoned crisp, skirt straight, only the faintest wrinkle at her hip where her holster sat during the flight. She smoothed the line, pulled her hem down, and tried to ignore the pulse of exhaustion—and something sharper—low in her belly.

She thought about the galley clip, the one she’d tried to forget. Last Christmas, new first officer, a night flight, the cockpit door closed, his hand up her skirt as turbulence rocked the metal belly of the plane. She’d let him, let him slide his fingers under her knickers, knowing the CCTV light was on. The footage leaked, of course—someone, somewhere, caught the two of them in the galley, her mouth open in a silent moan, his name badge barely visible. The airline paid for silence, but the internet didn’t care. The comments had been filthy, some cruel, most hungry. Sometimes, she’d watch the clip herself late at night, two minutes of shame and want, and come with the lights on.

She reapplied her lipstick with a steady hand. The powder room’s door banged open; she didn’t jump. Two cabin crew from another airline swept in, reeking of gin, laughing about an engineer’s bum. Amelia nodded, smiled, and left before they could ask about the blizzard. She needed a bed. She needed to be alone. She needed something else, but she wouldn’t name it.

The terminal was thinning out—security had started herding passengers and crew toward the taxi queue and the designated hotel shuttles. Amelia’s phone buzzed:

All flight crew, please report to desk 31 for overnight hotel vouchers. No flights before 1100. Merry bloody Christmas. -Ops

She joined the shuffle, pulling her overnight case behind her, skirt swishing with every hurried step. Her legs ached, stockings rubbing at the back of her knees. The smell of cheap aftershave and supermarket wine hung in the air, thick as jet fuel.

She saw him just before the boarding gate—a man in his thirties, tall, too good-looking for comfort, business-casual gone rumpled after a day lost to travel hell. His gaze flicked over her—badge, blouse, legs, back to her face—and held. There was recognition there, something private and unhurried.

“Rough night for an angel,” he said, voice pitched for her alone.

She forced a smile. “You could say that.”

He joined the queue beside her, too close for British comfort, but she didn’t step away. His cologne was clean, pine and ozone, and when he smiled, it was crooked, almost wolfish. “I’m sure I know you,” he said quietly. “Maybe online?”

Amelia’s mouth went dry. She glanced at the crowd, at the phones raised for selfies and updates, at the CCTV that never stopped blinking. “I doubt it. I try to stay out of trouble.”

He grinned. “Some people just look familiar everywhere.” His gaze lingered a heartbeat too long on her throat, then on the line of her skirt.

They rode the shuttle together—standing, packed close. Every bump on the tarmac sent his hip against hers, every lurch a reminder of how little space they had left between them. The other crew filled the seats, passengers jostled for a spot. Someone’s child wailed in the back. The heater blew too hot, making her thighs damp under her tights.

She felt the man’s eyes on her, even when he wasn’t looking. The air was thick with the unspoken—the memory of the clip, the whisper of the past. She wanted to reach down, to tug her skirt straight, to press her palm between her legs and find out just how wet she’d gotten from being seen.

The shuttle dropped them at the airport hotel, a slab of glass and cold lighting looming over the snow. Amelia stumbled off the bus, shoes pinching, heart hammering. She tried to disappear into the lobby crowd, but the man caught up—just a hand on her arm, nothing more.

“Merry Christmas, Amelia,” he murmured, voice pitched for her alone.

She startled. “How do you—?”

He smiled, slow and certain. “You should get some rest. You never know who’ll be watching.”

He pressed something into her palm—a hotel keycard, room number inked in neat script—and disappeared into the crowd before she could answer.

Amelia stood frozen, the card burning in her hand, the hotel lights harsh and white above her. The line for check-in snaked around the lobby, crew and passengers and strangers bound by storm and exhaustion. She checked her reflection in the marble, saw the flush on her cheeks, the wild light in her eyes.

She told herself she should go straight to her room. Lock the door. Sleep. But as she headed for the lifts, the keycard still pressed in her palm, she couldn’t help the flicker of want that curled in her belly—danger and recognition, humiliation and thrill, all tangled together.

She straightened her skirt, touched up her lipstick, and stepped into the lift, every nerve awake.

Christmas, it seemed, wasn’t done with her yet.

The shuttle from Terminal 5 to the airport hotel was packed tighter than any flight Amelia had ever worked. Crew, business passengers, and families with sugar-high children jostled for the few available seats. Most stood, clutching bags and overhead rails as the driver braked and lurched through icy turns, the heater roaring too hot. The windows were fogged from so many bodies pressed close together, turning the world outside into a smear of darkness and neon.

Amelia stood halfway down the aisle, overnight case between her knees, wedged shoulder-to-shoulder with tired colleagues and the persistent, wolfish stranger from the terminal. His hand braced on the same pole as hers, their knuckles touching, the warmth of his body leaking across the inches that separated them. Every swerve of the shuttle sent their hips or thighs bumping together—a spark each time, a fresh reminder of the unspoken game.

She could smell him—soap, pine, the faintest tang of sweat. Her own scent was a mess of jet fuel, cheap hairspray, and the unwashed want that clung to her skin after a long day of being watched, handled, pressed too close to strangers. Her tights were damp behind the knees, skirt tight across her ass, feet aching from too many hours in regulation heels. She shifted her weight, thighs brushing the edge of his jeans, and tried not to think about the video, about his gaze, about how exposed she felt in a room full of people who had no idea.

He leaned in, mouth at her ear, voice pitched for her alone: “Rough shift?” The brush of his breath made her shiver. “You still look perfect. Like you just stepped out of a safety video.”

She snorted softly, lips quirking despite herself. “You must not have looked closely. I’m falling apart.”

He shook his head, a slow grin spreading across his face. “No. I know what falling apart looks like. This is something else.” His knuckles pressed more firmly against hers, a silent test. She didn’t move away.

They fell into silence, but the air between them thrummed—his gaze slipping down the line of her body, then up, meeting her eyes in the fogged reflection of the window. He was watching her, not like a stranger, but like a man who already knew her secrets.

Another lurch in the road pitched her forward. He caught her arm—steady, firm, his grip possessive for just a moment before he let go. She felt it all the way through her chest. He lowered his voice. “Turbulence gets you every time, doesn’t it?”

She sucked in a breath. The words—the way he said them—were too knowing. A memory flickered: the pilot’s hand on her thigh, the CCTV light in the galley, the buzz that built in her body from the risk of being watched. She wondered if he’d seen the clip. She wondered if he’d watched it more than once.

She let herself lean into him, just a little, just enough. “I’ve learned to enjoy a little turbulence,” she said, matching his tone. “Keeps things interesting.”

He laughed low, the sound dark and hungry. “I always wondered if you liked being watched.”

A flush rose on her chest, prickling under her blouse. The shuttle rocked and shuddered, and she bit back the urge to squeeze her thighs together. The thought of him seeing her—the real her, the shameless, used girl in the galley—sent heat spiraling straight to her core.

She tilted her head, eyes glinting. “Careful. Some things shouldn’t be said in public.”

His fingers grazed her wrist, then pressed something smooth and plastic into her palm—a hotel keycard, still warm from his pocket. He covered her hand with his, squeezing just enough to make her heart race. “If you want to make your own Christmas miracle…” he whispered, trailing off as the shuttle slowed to a crawl outside the hotel’s blue-lit doors.

The shuttle braked hard. Passengers surged toward the exit, jostling, grumbling. He slipped away, disappearing into the crowd, but not before his fingers traced the inside of her wrist—just once, a promise and a challenge. She stood in the aisle, clutching her bag and the keycard, mind buzzing louder than the airport traffic outside.

Her colleagues poured out into the lobby—joking, yawning, tugging luggage—none the wiser. Amelia joined them, every step a study in restraint. Her knickers felt damp, her thighs sticky with the pulse of her own arousal, her nipples hard against the sheer cup of her bra. She tried to focus on the logistics: check-in, room number, a shower and bed. But the feel of the keycard in her hand—the knowledge that he’d seen her, really seen her—wouldn’t let her go.

She waited in line behind a pair of off-duty pilots, feeling the weight of the key burning through her palm. She imagined what she looked like: uniform still immaculate, skirt tight, blouse hugging her breasts, a flash of red at her mouth. She imagined him waiting in his room, shirt half-buttoned, blinds cracked to the icy night, ready to undress her with his eyes and his hands.

A text pinged her phone:

Room 1742. Lights on. Curtains open. Don’t be late for your review.

Her breath caught. The line shuffled forward. She pocketed her own room key, ignoring the number, ignoring the promise of safety and solitude. When she reached the lift, she pressed the button for the seventeenth floor and closed her eyes, willing her pulse to slow, her mind to quiet. But every nerve in her body screamed with want.

As the lift rose, she thought about the clip again—the two minutes of viral shame, her body exposed to strangers, the thrill of being watched and judged and claimed by people who would never know her name. She realised with a shock of hunger that she wanted to feel that way again—not just by accident, but on purpose. Seen. Used. Remembered.

The lift chimed. She stepped out onto the carpet, the hotel’s silence suddenly heavy, the air scented with bleach and Christmas pine. She paused outside Room 1742, the keycard trembling in her hand.

She could walk away. Lock herself in her own room. Forget it all.

Instead, she knocked.

The door opened. Warm light spilled into the hall, and a smile pulled at the corner of her mouth as she stepped inside, ready to let herself be unwrapped—again.

Amelia steps into Room 1742 with her heart hammering so loudly she’s certain he can hear it. The door clicks shut behind her and she’s wrapped in hush—just the soft drone of central heat, the glow of bedside lamps, the distant hum of the city leaking through a wall of rain-streaked glass. He’s waiting for her, perched on the edge of the bed, shirt open, tie off, hotel keycard on the nightstand. The blinds are half-drawn, runway lights flickering through the sleet, casting blue and gold across the thick white carpet.

For a moment, neither of them speak. She stands there in full uniform—heels off but everything else immaculate, skirt hugging her hips, blouse just a shade too tight, navy scarf knotted perfectly at her throat. He lets his gaze travel down her body, a slow, proprietary inspection that makes her skin prickle.

He rises, gestures toward the glass. “Come here.” His voice is low and measured, the kind that brooks no contradiction. Amelia obeys, drawn by the leash of her own anticipation.

He places her by the window, facing out. The glass is cold, fogged with city breath, and she can see their reflections—her, ramrod straight, every inch the good girl in uniform; him, behind her, shirt open, dark eyes fixed on her body.

“Keep the uniform on,” he says, stepping close enough that she can feel the heat of him at her back. “Just the shoes off. I want to see you as you are. That’s the whole thrill, isn’t it?”

Amelia nods, mute. Her hands tremble at her sides.

He undoes her bun with slow deliberation, letting dark waves tumble over her shoulders, hairpins clicking onto the sill. He slides his hands up her stockings, fingers finding the welt of her thighs, then her skirt hem. His breath is warm at her ear. “You like being on display, don’t you?”

She bites her lip, face burning, watching herself in the glass—face flushed, chest rising and falling too fast. “I didn’t… not at first.” The memory of the galley clip flickers up: the CCTV’s blinking red light, the pilot’s hand under her skirt, the shudder of exposure as she was caught and watched by a thousand strangers. “But now… I want it. I want to be seen.”

He smiles, approval dark in his eyes. “Good.” He slips his hand under her skirt, fingers tracing the line of her panties—cotton, practical, already damp. He cups her mound, presses gently, making her knees buckle. “You’re soaked.”

“Because of you,” she whispers, breath fogging the glass.

“Because of them,” he corrects, glancing at the rain-streaked runway, the ghosted shapes of other hotel windows, the city beyond. “Anyone could look up and see you right now. All they’d have to do is keep watching.”

He slides her panties aside, fingers stroking her slit, spreading slick from her folds to her clit. The window is cold against her forehead as she tips forward, hands braced on the glass, watching her own face twist with each slow circle of his thumb.

He murmurs, “Do you think about the video? About who saw it?”

She can barely breathe. “All the time.”

He hooks his fingers inside her, working her open, the stretch making her gasp. His other hand squeezes her breast through the blouse, thumb flicking her nipple until it’s hard and aching beneath the fabric. “I’ve watched it too. I’ve watched you come for the camera. Did you know you could be that filthy?”

She shakes her head, breathless, staring at their twin forms in the glass. Her skirt is hiked up, blouse still buttoned, but every secret is visible in the window—the way her thighs tremble, the sheen of sweat at her hairline, the hungry curve of her mouth.

He brings his mouth to her ear, voice rough and sweet. “Show me how much you like it. Rub yourself while I watch.”

She obeys, hand sliding between her legs, fingers joining his at her clit. He steps back, eyes greedy, watching her reflection as she works herself, desperate and open, skirt bunched at her waist, stockings rolled mid-thigh, blouse straining at the buttons. She meets her own gaze in the glass and sees it all: the shame, the pleasure, the need to be watched and used.

He unbuckles his belt, drops his trousers, strokes himself as he watches her. “Good girl. Keep your eyes on the window. I want you to see how perfect you look.”

The runway lights blink on the glass, cold and bright. Somewhere below, airport vehicles rumble and beep, oblivious to the filth unfolding twenty floors above. Amelia’s thighs are slick with her own wet, the cold glass streaked by her breath, her nipples hard under her blouse.

He steps behind her again, presses the thick head of his cock against her, sliding it along her soaked folds. “Ready?”

“Yes,” she gasps.

He pushes inside her in one smooth thrust, the stretch deep and sudden, making her cry out—a sharp, desperate sound that fogs the glass. He fucks her slow at first, letting her feel every inch, hands gripping her hips, skirt bunched, panties around her knees.

He keeps his eyes on the glass, on the twin images: his hips slamming into her ass, her mouth open, her eyes wild. “Anyone could see you. Anyone could record you. Do you care?”

She shakes her head, moaning. “No—please, don’t stop—let them see—”

He grins, thrusts harder, body moving in time with her own frantic rhythm, his words a litany at her ear: “So dirty. So good. So watched.”

And when she comes, it’s not quietly—her body shudders, thighs trembling, cunt clenching around him, the city and the night and the past all crashing through her. He follows, hips jerking, filling her, gasping her name as he bites her shoulder, leaving a mark she’ll see in the mirror tomorrow.

For a moment, there is only breath and sweat and the city’s indifferent gaze.

She straightens, chest heaving, legs unsteady. He wipes his hand on a hotel towel, tucks her skirt back down, then hands her the phone—camera open, video blinking red.

“Want to see how you looked?”

She nods, already craving another round of shame.

Amelia’s pulse is a hammer in her throat as she sees her own ruined reflection, blouse wrinkled, skirt pushed up, hair wild from the loosened bun. The city glows behind her, planes blinking on the runway, snow still swirling against the glass. The man moves behind her, shirt open, trousers hanging low, the heat of his body a contrast to the cold window pressing against her breasts.

He keeps her standing, bent forward, her palms flat on the cold pane, breath steaming the glass. Her stockings have slid down to mid-thigh, her sensible crew panties tangled at her knees. Her ass is bare, the hem of her skirt caught above her hips. The air is so sharp on her skin that every touch from him feels hotter, deeper, filthier.

He’s already inside her, thick and hard, hips grinding slow as he draws it out, making sure she feels every inch. Each thrust rocks her forward, forehead bumping the window, her breasts dragging against the glass, the faint smear of red lipstick left on the pane. She can see everything—herself, mouth parted and eyes wild, and him, broad chest gleaming with sweat, gaze locked on the way her body shudders for him.

He leans in, mouth at her ear, voice dark and measured. “Keep watching. I want you to see how you look—what you turn into when someone’s watching.”

She whimpers, knees shaking, cunt slick and swollen from the stretch. His hand slips between her thighs, two fingers circling her clit, rough and perfect. The pleasure is sharp—almost too much, every nerve raw with exposure and the sick joy of being used.

She glances to the left, sees the phone in his other hand. The screen’s reflection glows in the glass: a live video, red recording light blinking, her own face filling the frame. “Is that—?”

He smiles, slowing his thrusts. “This is just for you. So you never forget how filthy you are.” He pulls her hips back, sliding deeper, the phone angled so she can see herself—skirt hiked, panties stretched, legs spread, her cunt swallowing his cock again and again. The sight makes her tremble; her shame is white-hot, but the pleasure is overwhelming.

He speaks for her ears only, rough and low. “Anyone could look up. Anyone could see your ass bouncing in the window, see the way you let yourself be fucked, knowing you’re being watched.”

She moans, loud and open. He grips her tighter, driving into her with short, deep strokes, making the glass rattle in its frame. The lights outside blur, smears of gold and blue, runway and city spinning as her body clenches around him.

He holds her by the throat, not choking, just owning her, forcing her to watch her own face on the phone and in the pane. “Say it,” he commands, panting, “say what you are.”

She shudders, the truth pouring out of her in a desperate whisper: “I’m a slut. I love being seen. I want them all to watch me come.”

He growls, hand slipping down to squeeze her breast, twisting the nipple through her blouse, fingers rough. “You want to be remembered. You want every eye on you, even when they don’t know your name.”

She gasps, tears prickling her eyes—not from pain, but from the brutal relief of admitting it. The phone vibrates in his hand, the video catching every tremor, every messy sound. He works her clit faster, hips slamming home, and she feels her orgasm crash through her, body clenching so hard it almost hurts. Her cry bounces off the window, sharp and wild. The lights on the tarmac wink back.

He doesn’t let up, fucking her through it, filling her until he groans and spills inside, holding her so tightly against him that her back arches and her legs nearly give out.

For a long moment, there’s only the sound of their ragged breathing, the wet slide of him slipping free, the slick trail of his spend running down her thighs. Her knees knock. Her arms shake with the effort of holding herself upright.

He pulls her back, turning her around, and sits her on the low window ledge, legs spread, skirt still rucked at her waist. The city is their backdrop; the world couldn’t care less, but that’s what makes it better.

He reaches for a hotel towel, wipes her thighs, then presses the fabric between her legs, letting her feel the cooling stickiness of their mingled pleasure. He kisses her, deep and unhurried, then hands her the phone.

On the screen, her own image stares back—blouse open, hair wild, cheeks flushed, eyes ruined with pleasure and shame. She sees her own hips grinding, mouth falling open, the city’s cold lights framing her debasement.

He leans in, murmurs against her cheek. “Don’t delete it. Watch it every time you want to remember who you really are.”

She nods, lost in the aftermath, thighs sticky, pulse slowing.

He stands, tucks himself away, and grabs another towel, wiping her carefully, as if cleaning up a masterpiece. “Stay in the window,” he says, voice gentle but firm. “Show the city what it gave you.”

She does, spreading her legs a little wider, lifting her blouse so her breasts press tight against the glass, nipples aching. Her panties hang around her knees, the air icy and clean.

He picks up her phone, snaps one more photo—a final, ruined portrait of his flight attendant, marked and open, the city’s indifferent glow behind her.

They lock eyes in the glass. Amelia sees not just her own reflection, but every secret she’s ever carried, every risk she’s ever taken, all brought to light in the neon-bright midnight of Christmas.

When he finally lets her go, she’s shaky, smiling, skirt wrinkled and stockings ruined. She knows she’ll never look at a city window the same way again.

For a long moment, Amelia stays perched on the cold window ledge, knees pressed wide, skirt hiked, blouse half open, hair a wild, shining mess. The city outside glimmers under its fresh layer of snow, runway lights blinking, jets taxiing for flights she won’t be working. She draws in slow, shaky breaths, the chill of the glass biting through her stockings, the last traces of him drying sticky on her thighs. Her whole body feels used, marked, absolutely unmissable—her cunt still pulsing, nipples aching, mascara smeared under her eyes.

He kneels in front of her, gentle now, tucking her blouse back into her skirt, buttoning what he can, his fingers tracing the marks he left at her waist and on her throat. He smooths her hair, then drapes her navy scarf loosely around her neck—his silent way of returning her to the world, if only in uniform.

He picks up her phone, thumbs something quickly. She sees the video he took—the last few minutes of her body stretched out and trembling, her face open and filthy in the city light. The shame is sweet, sharp, cutting. He meets her eyes, smiling, and says, “Don’t worry. This one’s just for you.” He AirDrops it to her phone, the notification popping up:

Merry Christmas, frequent flyer.

For a beat, she thinks she might cry. Instead, she laughs—raw, delighted, her voice hoarse from moaning. “I’m never deleting it,” she says, and means it.

He hands her a hotel towel. “Clean up. You’re a mess.” There’s admiration in his tone, almost reverence. She wipes herself between the thighs, feeling his spend and hers mixed together, then tucks her panties into her blazer pocket, not bothering to put them back on. The feeling of bare skin beneath her skirt is a thrill—her secret, one she’ll carry down the hall, into the lift, back to her own bed.

She slips her heels back on, re-applies her lipstick in the mirror above the minibar, straightens her scarf, and smooths her hair. She looks ruined, radiant, her cheeks flushed and her eyes bright. Every inch of her is marked—sex and sweat and city lights clinging to her skin, the memory of being watched, filmed, adored.

He stays seated on the bed, watching her gather herself. “Don’t disappear, Amelia. I want to see you on my next flight.”

She grins, all teeth and challenge. “You know where to find me. Next time, leave the window wide open.”

She slips out of the room and into the hallway, the silence thick as midnight mass. Her thighs are slick, the stickiness cooling as she walks, the air on her bare pussy a constant, dirty reminder. She passes a housekeeper in the corridor—Marisol, cheeks flushed, hair wild, a hint of red ribbon at her wrist.

Marisol pauses, gives Amelia a knowing once-over, eyes flicking from her rumpled uniform to the bare legs beneath her skirt. “Merry Christmas,” she says, voice pitched low and sly.

Amelia returns the smile, feeling the new weight of her secrets. “Merry Christmas to you too.”

Downstairs, the lobby is almost empty, the last few delayed passengers slumped on sofas, flight crew in little knots by the lifts. Amelia glides through them, a new looseness in her hips, the ghost of the night’s exposure clinging to her every move.

In her own room, she peels off her uniform, sinks into the too-firm hotel bed, phone in hand. She opens the video. Watches herself, wild and open, skirt up, mouth parted, body wracked with pleasure. Watches the way she arches into the camera, the way the city glimmers behind her like a thousand unblinking eyes.

She slides her hand between her thighs, touching the sticky heat that never fully left. She comes again, softer this time, the memory almost as sharp as the act. When she’s finished, she replays the video, breath slowing, smile curling on her lips.

After, she stares at the ceiling, watching the city’s flicker through the curtains, heart pounding in her chest. For a moment, she wonders if anyone really did see her—if somewhere, in one of those other hotel rooms, someone caught the flash of her body in the glass and won’t forget it for a long time.

She hopes they did. She hopes they’ll remember.

She drifts toward sleep, one hand still pressed to her cunt, the other holding her phone. The message still glows at the top of the screen:

Merry Christmas, frequent flyer.

And in the morning, as sunlight cracks through the blinds and the airport roars back to life, she’ll replay it all—clip, risk, thrill—knowing that for one Christmas, she was the present everyone wanted to see unwrapped.


Interlude III: Night-Shift Calls

NHS Secure Chat – “Ward 5A Night Owls”

(Voice message. 01:03 a.m.)

Clara:

Hey. You still on meds round?

It’s dead here.

I’m on my third coffee and this stupid generator hum is driving me mad.

Lights flickered again—nobody screamed, so that’s a win, I guess.

Tell me you’ve got a better Christmas Eve than this.

(Text. 01:08 a.m.)

Jen:

I wish. Mrs. Ramsay has her alarm set for every fifteen minutes.

Security guard just brought Quality Street to the desk.

Pretty sure he wants more than a thank you.

(Voice message. 01:12 a.m.)

Clara:

Tell him the best I can offer is the last of the mince pies and a thermometer up the arse.

(Just kidding. Maybe.)

Honestly, it’s so dark in the east wing you could hide a body—or two nurses.

I’d kill for a slow dance right now. Or just someone to touch me who’s not in pyjamas and compression stockings.

(Text. 01:13 a.m.)

Jen:

You say that every night shift.

Bet you’re still wearing your Christmas knickers.

Are you, though?

(Voice message. 01:16 a.m.)

Clara:

You caught me. Red lace, with the bells.

If I get lucky tonight, I’m blaming you for the distraction.

Just had a call—emergency lighting’s going to flicker again.

Swear I saw someone in the observation window. Just a shadow. Made me jump.

If I die of fright, clear my browser history.

(Text. 01:19 a.m.)

Jen:

You’ve got the keys to the med locker. You’ll be fine.

And for the record, I’d totally shag the night guard if he ever learned how to make a cup of tea.

(Voice message. 01:22 a.m.)

Clara:

Noted.

Anyway, need to check on the locked ward—generator’s acting up, phone line’s dead in there.

If I don’t reply in ten, assume I’ve run off with a tall, dark, and emotionally unavailable man with a lanyard.

(Text. 01:28 a.m.)

Jen:

If you don’t text back, I’ll tell Matron you’re stuck under the linen trolley with your skirt round your waist.

Merry Christmas, you filthy animal.

(Voice message. 01:30 a.m.)

Clara:

You too.

Wish me luck—going dark.

Let’s see if Santa left anything worth unwrapping on Ward 9 tonight.


Story 4: The Night-Shift Nurse

Christmas Eve on the night shift is a peculiar kind of quiet. The hospital hums with leftovers—strips of tinsel clinging to radiators, forgotten mince pies on the staff table, Christmas cards tacked over the drug charts. The wards are shadowy, everything softened by the absence of visitors, the beds heavy with sleep and exhaustion.

Clara glides from station to station, sensible clogs silent on linoleum, blue scrubs hanging loose over her tall, pale frame. She’s been up since noon and her hands still bear a faint dusting of biro: obs from the last round, her own phone number scribbled on the back of her wrist “just in case.” The cardigan knotted at her waist has seen better days, pilled and faded, but she clings to it for comfort—a layer of softness in a world of bleach and plastic. Beneath her scrubs, she wears red lace knickers: her one concession to the season, a private treat, a reminder that under the mask of uniformity she’s still a woman who aches to be seen.

She stands at the nurses’ station, the harsh overhead lights reflected in the glass of the observation window. Her hair is scraped into a haphazard bun, flyaways fizzing in the heat from the radiators, copper glinting against the institutional blue. Her eyes are ringed with tiredness, mascara smudged at the edges, freckles faded pale. She dabs a swipe of lip balm—last night’s impulse buy, cherry-scented, almost too sweet—and glances at the staff WhatsApp, scanning memes and complaints about shift patterns, the ping of a midnight Merry Christmas from a nurse on Oncology.

The clock on the wall clicks over to 12:07 a.m. The generator’s low thrum is steady, a comfort Clara has grown used to. She writes a note in the handover log, sips weak coffee, and flips through patient charts, the names blurring into one. The hospital outside her small sphere is a world of distant alarms, doors opening and closing, the mutter of distant footsteps. She craves something—touch, heat, a different kind of tension—but buries it in work, as always.

A sudden silence cuts through the hum. The ward’s lights flicker, then die, plunging everything into thick, uncertain darkness. There’s a beat—so heavy it feels like the world is holding its breath—before the old generator in the basement kicks in. The emergency bulbs above the beds glow a dim red. At the nurses’ station, only the blue screen of the computer and the faint circle of Clara’s torch keep the dark at bay.

A patient whimpers. She moves quickly, torch sweeping the beds. Her voice is low and calm—reassurance as much for herself as for them. “Just a little blackout, love. The lights will come back soon. You’re safe.”

She checks the doors, finding them heavier now, the security magnets disengaged. The hospital feels different—older, the air weighted with a hush she hasn’t felt in months. Every creak is amplified, every shuffle of blankets a small alarm. The scent of antiseptic and sweat is thicker, the sharp winter air leaking in through a cracked window.

As she rounds the corner to the acute bay, her torch beam catches movement—someone else, taller, broader than a patient, standing near the keypad of the double doors.

She tenses, but the figure turns, hands raised in mock surrender. The beam catches his badge: Ethan, security, a familiar fixture on nights. He’s in his standard black jacket, lanyard looped around his neck, hair flattened by a beanie, the trace of a five o’clock shadow on his jaw. His breath hangs in the air, and he grins, white teeth flashing. “Easy, nurse. It’s just me. Merry Christmas.”

Clara laughs, the sound shaky but genuine. “Hope you weren’t expecting a silent night.”

Ethan moves closer, his boots muffled by the ancient floor tiles. “Automatic doors shut me in. Maintenance says half the system’s down. I’m stuck with you, looks like.”

She raises an eyebrow. “Lucky me. Got your radio?”

He taps the device at his hip. “Dead as the lights. It’s just you, me, and the generator.”

They stand in the uncertain light, shadows doubled in the reflection of the big observation window. Outside, the city glows white under falling snow, but in here, the world has shrunk to red bulbs, blue screen, and the promise of something more than routine.

Clara’s heart beats faster—not from fear, but from anticipation. There’s something about the dark, about being trapped with him, that makes her skin tighten. She feels the scrape of lace at her hips, the secret dampness growing between her thighs, and hopes it’s hidden by the looseness of her scrubs.

Ethan leans on the counter, arms folded. “So, what’s the Christmas protocol for blackouts?”

She shrugs, torch trained on the corridor. “Wait for the engineers. Keep the patients calm. Try not to set anything on fire.”

He smirks. “And what about the nurses? Who keeps them calm?”

Clara grins, sudden and wicked. “We self-medicate. Strong tea, bad jokes, and…” She lets the sentence hang, letting him imagine what comes next.

He catches her drift, eyes glinting. “Suppose I’ll have to make myself useful, then.”

She lets her gaze linger—on the shadow of his mouth, the curve of his shoulder, the easy way he stands as if he owns the space. For a moment, the blackout feels like an invitation, a blank page on which anything could be written.

In the red glow of the emergency bulbs, surrounded by the detritus of Christmas, Clara feels the hospital become something else: a place of secrets, risks, and the possibility of being seen, and used, in all the ways she’s been craving all year.

Somewhere in the dark, a patient snores, a monitor beeps, and Ethan’s voice—quiet, close—promises a very different kind of night ahead.

The hush that follows the blackout is more than a lack of noise; it’s a sense of suspended time, the ordinary hospital routines floating free of their anchors. Clara and Ethan stand for a moment, letting the dark settle around them, then she flicks her torch on and nods him forward. “Come on, security. Let’s do the rounds.”

They move side by side through the silent corridors, torch beam illuminating tinsel garlands, drooping from door handles, and paper hats discarded on IV stands. The air is dense with the smells of antiseptic and winter, and the only sounds are the soft tap of Ethan’s boots and the squeak of her clogs against the floor.

Clara’s pulse beats hard at her throat. She’s hyperaware of every movement—of the loose swing of her cardigan at her hips, the rasp of red lace where her knickers rub damp between her thighs, the way her scrubs cling just a little too close after hours at work. She catches Ethan looking, now and then, as the beam from the torch sweeps across her back, illuminating the ghost of her silhouette beneath the thin blue fabric.

“Not scared of the dark, are you?” she teases, stopping to check the oxygen flow at an empty bed.

Ethan leans on the bedrail, arms folded. “Not unless you’re hiding monsters back here. Or ghosts.”

She grins, checking the chart, careful to show the curve of her neck. “Night shifts are full of both. Sometimes I think the ghosts are kinder.”

He snorts, then lowers his voice. “Kindness is overrated. I heard about you, you know—last year, linen cupboard, staff party, a quickie with the junior doctor?” His grin is sly, the kind that makes her cheeks burn.

Clara laughs, shaking her head, the memory sparking heat in her belly. “Word gets around. You ever done anything you shouldn’t in here?”

Ethan shrugs. “A nurse once let me smoke behind the boiler room. That’s as wild as I get.” He bumps her shoulder, teasing, his touch lingering. “Unless you’re offering a lesson.”

She feels her body tighten, arousal sharp under her skin. “Maybe later. First, you have to prove you’re good for something besides breaking doors.”

They stop at the nurses’ station, a pool of blue glow from the monitor, and Ethan sits on the desk, knees wide, hands splayed on his thighs. Clara logs a quick note—fingers clumsy, adrenaline building. Ethan watches, eyes hooded. “So, Christmas knickers?”

She glances over her shoulder, arching an eyebrow. “Maybe.”

“Red, I bet. Lace, because you’re secretly a show-off.”

She can’t help but smile, the flush of embarrassment and pride making her bold. She lifts her scrub top just enough to flash the waistband—red, lacy, just visible before she drops the fabric again. Ethan lets out a low whistle. “That’s illegal in at least two NHS Trusts, you know.”

She laughs, moving close. “What are you going to do, arrest me?”

He grabs her hand, pulls her between his legs. Their bodies brush, heat rising in the small, lamp-lit circle of the station. For a second, neither speaks. Clara hears the hum of the generator, the soft snore of a patient two bays over, the rush of her own breath.

Ethan leans in, voice dropping. “How long until maintenance gets us out?”

Clara glances at the wall clock, its battery-powered hands ticking on, oblivious to the outage. “Could be an hour. Could be three. Might be just us and the ghosts till sunrise.”

He grins, a slow, hungry thing. “Then we’ve got time.”

She leans into him, their lips almost brushing, before she pulls back, her own need mingling with the thrill of risk. “Keep your hands to yourself, security. I’ve got a job to do.”

He stands, letting her slip away, eyes tracking the swing of her hips as she moves down the corridor, torch beam flickering along the walls. He follows, closer now, his presence a steady, silent promise at her back.

They pass the paediatric bay, empty now, the beds all stripped and toys lined up neatly. In the big observation window, their shadows double, reflected and refracted by the glass. Clara pauses, watching the two of them in silhouette—her long form in loose scrubs, his bulkier, broader, but both marked by the red glow of the emergency lights.

Ethan catches her eye in the reflection, his gaze lingering. For a moment, neither speaks. The weight of everything unsaid presses in: the loneliness of the ward, the ache of being touched only by accident, the want that’s been building all year.

Clara’s voice is soft. “What are you thinking?”

Ethan’s answer is simple, direct: “I want you.”

A pause. Then, “Do you want me?”

She nods, the answer burning in her belly, the dark making it safe to say yes.

He moves behind her, hands settling lightly at her waist. Their eyes meet in the glass, hunger mirrored back at them. For a heartbeat, the world contracts to this—two bodies, one secret, suspended in the generator-lit dark.

A buzz from Ethan’s radio startles them—nothing but static, a reminder of the world outside their cocoon. Clara presses her forehead to the glass, breath fogging the surface, her hand sliding up to cover his.

“Come on,” she whispers, tugging him toward the isolation bay, the only room with a real bed and a door that locks.

As they slip through the corridor, shadows following, Clara feels her pulse beat in every inch of her skin—risk, need, and the promise of being caught, all wrapped in the blue of her uniform and the red flash of lace beneath.

Tonight, the hospital is hers, and she’s ready to be used.

The isolation bay is meant for quiet and quarantine—bare, white-tiled, a single hospital bed neatly made, privacy curtain drawn back, the glass of the observation window looking in from the corridor. Tonight, with the generator hum and emergency lights flickering red, it feels more like a stage than a refuge.

Clara slips inside, Ethan at her heels. She closes the door behind them, the click too loud in the hush. The shadows in the corridor double in the glass, their own reflections watching, tall and lean, backlit by the glow of the ward. The air inside is colder, sharp with antiseptic and the faintest tang of sweat and bleach.

She stands at the foot of the bed, heart racing. Her hands fumble at the hem of her scrub top, then pause. Ethan steps closer, gaze slow and hungry, but waiting—always waiting for her to choose.

She lets the blue fabric fall away, cardigan still loose on her shoulders. The emergency light paints her pale, almost spectral, but the slash of red lace at her hips is a hot, defiant streak. She hooks her thumbs in the waistband of her scrub trousers, shimmying them down to mid-thigh, leaving her bare-legged but for the ruined socks and her Christmas knickers, the lace already dark at the gusset.

Ethan’s eyes widen, a slow smile stretching his mouth. “You’re trouble, nurse.”

She steps back until the backs of her knees bump the bed. “Only if you’re lucky.”

He crosses the space in a heartbeat, hands sliding up her thighs, rough palms catching on gooseflesh. He cups her through the lace, thumb tracing the damp heat already gathered there. Clara gasps—too loud in the hush—but she doesn’t stop him, can’t stop now.

He moves behind her, one arm wrapping her waist, his chest warm against her back. With his free hand, he lifts her ID lanyard from her neck, lets it dangle for a moment, then loops it around her wrists, tying them gently in front of her. “Stay,” he murmurs, the word a command and a gift.

He presses her forward over the bed, her hips at the edge, thighs parted. The observation glass looms, reflecting the whole filthy tableau: Clara, cardigan slipping from one shoulder, scrub trousers bunched at her knees, red lace clinging wet to her cunt, arms bound, hair wild. Ethan behind her, still mostly in uniform, his hand steady at her lower back.

He kneels, sliding her knickers aside, mouth hot on her skin. The first sweep of his tongue over her folds makes her sob, high and breathless. He takes his time, licking her slowly, thoroughly, lips dragging over the lace, tongue circling her clit until her knees shake. He presses two fingers inside, curling them just so, working her open as his mouth claims her.

Clara watches herself in the glass—watches the way her hips rock into his face, the shameful, slick shine where she’s ruined the lace, the raw want on her face. The image is almost too much, her own pleasure and exposure doubling back on itself, humiliation feeding her arousal.

Ethan murmurs praise against her cunt, words muffled by flesh: “So sweet, Clara. So fucking good. You were made to be tasted.” He bites her inner thigh, then soothes it with his tongue, fingers working deeper, faster, his other hand gripping her tied wrists, holding her steady.

She comes with a strangled cry, the sound muffled by the sheet she bites down on. Her legs tremble, slick spilling down her thighs, the aftershocks sharp, nearly painful. She looks up, sees her own flushed, tear-streaked face in the observation glass, Ethan’s head between her legs, the proof of her use smeared across her thighs.

He stands, unbuckling his belt, jeans falling just enough to free his cock. He strokes himself, eyes on her reflection, then guides her hands to the headboard, the lanyard still binding her wrists. He bends her over the bed, pushes inside her in one long, slow stroke.

She moans, the feeling exquisite—full, stretching, a perfect mix of pain and relief. He thrusts shallow at first, letting her feel every inch, then harder, using her tied wrists to keep her still. The bed squeaks against the floor, but the sound is drowned out by the hum of the generator, the blood pounding in her ears, the wet slap of bodies meeting.

Ethan leans over her, mouth at her ear, breath hot and ragged. “Look at us,” he growls, nodding to the window. “You see how filthy you are? Anyone could walk by. Anyone could see you being fucked like this.”

She does—sees the way her body arches for him, the raw, needy way she’s spread open, the cardigan slipping from her shoulders, her knickers stretched to one side, red lace glistening in the faint light. The shame makes her cunt clamp down, pleasure spiking again.

He reaches around, hand rough at her clit, rubbing hard and fast. “Come again. Show me.”

She obeys, helpless, hips jerking, thighs shaking as she falls apart a second time, messy and uncontrolled, a dark stain blooming beneath her on the crisp hospital sheet.

He follows, fucking her through her orgasm, then spilling inside her with a low, broken sound, pressing his face to the back of her neck as he empties himself.

For a moment, they collapse together, the only sound their mingled breath and the hum of the generator. The glass shows all—two bodies tangled in the aftermath, evidence smeared across her thighs and the sterile bed, cardigan half-off, red lace ruined, hair wild.

Clara catches her own gaze in the window, sees what she’s become: used, marked, utterly unashamed.

Outside, somewhere, the rest of the hospital waits. But here, in the red-lit dark, she is finally, gloriously seen.

The hum of the generator vibrates in Clara’s bones, blending with her pulse, her body still quaking from Ethan’s use. For a moment, neither of them moves—the isolation bay full of the sticky warmth of sex and sweat, the sharp chemical tang of antiseptic clinging to the air. She’s folded over the hospital bed, her face flushed, cardigan off one shoulder, wrists still loosely bound by her ID lanyard, red lace knickers stretched tight at one thigh.

Ethan’s hands move with a gentleness that feels almost surreal after the roughness of the last few minutes. He smooths her hair from her eyes, plants a kiss on the nape of her neck, his breath a hot gust over the shell of her ear. “You all right?” he murmurs, voice rough but edged with concern.

She nods, chest heaving, grinning wide and wild. “Better than all right.” Her voice is hoarse from crying out, but it holds no shame. Instead, it thrums with pride—proof of what she’s let herself become tonight.

He laughs quietly, low and wicked. “Good. Because I’m not finished with you.”

He pulls her upright, turning her to face him, the lanyard slipping from her wrists. She leans back on the bed, legs spread, hair a wild halo around her face, scrubs pooled at her knees, cardigan slipping down her arms. The thin fabric of her top is damp, her nipples hard and dark beneath the pale blue.

He reaches for the latex gloves on the supply trolley, snapping them on with practiced ease, then strokes his hands up her thighs, cool, clinical, the latex squeaking faintly against her skin. “You trust me?” he asks, his eyes searching hers, half-mocking, half sincere.

She bites her lip, nodding. “Yes, sir.”

The word slips out—half joke, half raw need. Ethan’s eyes flash, and his touch turns sharper, more deliberate. He takes an alcohol wipe from the dispenser, tears it open, and trails it over her breast, circling her nipple with the icy sting. Clara gasps, her back arching as the cold hits, a sharp contrast to the heat between her legs.

He leans in, mouth closing over the wet, shocked peak, tongue flicking, teeth grazing until she squirms, caught between pleasure and discomfort. His hands explore her everywhere: gloved fingers sliding down to her cunt, stroking the swollen folds, gathering slick and bringing it up to her lips. “Taste yourself,” he orders, and she obeys, licking the salt of her own arousal from his latexed fingers.

He rolls a blood pressure cuff around her thigh, cinching it tight so her skin dimples. The squeeze is firm, unyielding, and she moans, the line between pain and pleasure blurring into something heady. He laughs again, mouth pressed to her ear. “Clinical protocol, nurse. Need to make sure you’re still breathing.”

He slips two fingers inside her, the glove slick and strange, the sensation otherworldly. His thumb finds her clit, pressing hard, working her until she’s panting, hips jerking helplessly. “You’re a mess,” he growls, “soaked through, and all for me.”

She nods, mindless, hair sticking to her cheeks, thighs shaking. She can see them in the observation glass—his broad form crouched between her legs, her own body splayed open, the ruined red lace of her knickers a bright flag against her pale skin.

Ethan stands abruptly, shoves his jeans down, and presses her knees wider. He pushes into her again, hard, deeper this time, fucking her in short, punishing strokes. His hand finds the tissue box on the bedside table, pulls out a wad, and presses it to her mouth—not cruel, but insistent, a way to muffle her moans as he drives into her. “Can’t have you waking the whole ward,” he teases, eyes wild, sweat beading at his temple.

The generator flickers. For a split second, the room is bathed in bright, brutal light—the evidence of their use displayed in every detail. Clara’s thighs are slick and red, her breasts marked by Ethan’s mouth, her face tear-streaked and blissed out. The sheets beneath her are stained, twisted, a map of every place he’s touched.

Then the lights go red again, shadows crowding in. Ethan thrusts faster, hips slamming against hers, the sound wet and obscene. He reaches for her wrists, pins them above her head, fingers sticky with lube and sweat. The bed squeaks, a chorus for their ruin.

She feels the cuff bite into her thigh, the latex stretch around her skin, the wet heat building again at her core. He leans in, voice a low snarl. “One more. I want you loud.”

She shakes her head, the tissue pressed to her lips. He pulls it away, kisses her mouth hard, and she breaks—a hot, shameless orgasm rolling through her, her legs kicking, back arching off the ruined sheets. She cries out, open and messy, pleasure pouring out of her in a rush. Ethan grunts, loses his rhythm, and comes with a gasp, filling her, his whole body shuddering as he empties himself inside her.

For a long minute, they are just a tangle of limbs, the generator’s hum the only witness to their collapse. Sweat drips down Clara’s temple, mingling with tears, laughter, the taste of latex and her own slick still on her tongue.

Ethan pulls out, strips off the gloves, and tosses them in the bin. He wipes her thighs with another tissue, kisses the inside of her knee, then helps her sit up. The cuff is loosened, the red mark fading on her skin.

He gathers her in his arms, cradling her against his chest, and together they watch their reflections in the glass—nurse and guard, both half-dressed, ruined, and radiant. The room smells like sex and antiseptic, sweat and the faint, stubborn sweetness of the tinsel garland tangled on the privacy curtain.

The generator flickers once more, the red light swelling, then fading as the power finally begins to return. The main lights flicker on—harsh, unforgiving—illuminating the scene in full: bedsheets twisted, latex gloves on the floor, blood pressure cuff dangling, Clara’s red lace knickers still bunched at her thigh, cardigan hanging off her shoulders. Her face is flushed, mascara smeared, lips swollen, eyes shining.

She laughs, a wet, delighted sound. “Merry Christmas, security.”

Ethan grins, pressing a kiss to her temple. “Merry Christmas, nurse. I’ll never look at a blood pressure cuff the same way again.”

In the glass, their mess and pleasure is on full display—proof that for one night, the hospital was a place for more than just healing. It was a place for hunger, for risk, for the wild, unashamed ruin they both craved.

The hospital’s main lights flicker fully to life with a harsh, electronic buzz, banishing the shadows and painting the aftermath of Clara and Ethan’s tryst in pitiless clarity. Every detail is exposed: the twisted sheets darkened by sweat and slick, latex gloves discarded on the tiles, blood pressure cuff dangling from the rail, red lace knickers hanging around Clara’s thigh. The smell of antiseptic does nothing to hide the scent of sex—sharp, heady, a signature that will linger in the air for hours.

Clara blinks in the sudden brightness, skin glowing with the aftermath of use. Her cardigan droops off her shoulders, one breast exposed through the damp fabric of her scrubs. Mascara smears paint arcs beneath her eyes, hair a wild halo, cheeks high with colour. She presses her knees together, thighs sticky, cum seeping slowly from between her legs—a secret only she and Ethan know, until she stands and feels the warmth trail down to her knee.

Ethan grins, raking a hand through his hair. He tugs his trousers up, fastens his belt, but doesn’t bother with the beanie. He’s flushed, eyes bright, his own shirt wrinkled and stained where her nails gripped his back. He grabs the box of tissues and offers her a handful; she takes them, pressing between her legs, wincing as she cleans herself, then sliding the ruined tissue under the mattress with a conspiratorial wink.

They move in silent accord, working together to strip the bed, roll the stained sheets into a tight bundle, and remake it with clinical efficiency. Each brush of their hands—her fingers on his, his palm guiding her waist—carries a residue of the night, a secret only their bodies will recall. Clara tugs on her cardigan, pulls her scrubs back over her hips, but doesn’t bother to change her knickers. The lace is ruined, sticky and damp, but she loves the reminder. Her thighs are raw, marked by the cuff, by his grip, by the heat of their collision.

She catches Ethan’s gaze in the observation window as they smooth the new duvet. For a split second, she sees herself as he must: wild, undone, hair wild, uniform rumpled, eyes shining with something more than fatigue. He mouths, “You’re fucking gorgeous.” She grins, all teeth and pride, winks in reply.

When the room is passable, they slip out together, heads ducked as a passing porter wheels a trolley past, none the wiser. At the nurses’ station, the world seems to have resumed its ordinary rhythm. The monitor glows blue, the handover log is half-filled, and somewhere, a kettle boils for the first tea of the morning.

Clara slips away to the staff bathroom, locking the door behind her. She peels down her scrubs and takes in the sight: thighs red with the marks of Ethan’s hands, streaks of cum sticky against the red lace, a bruise blooming at her hip. She laughs quietly, pulling out her phone and snapping a picture—a secret souvenir labeled “Christmas Evidence,” a filthy badge of honour she’ll keep to herself.

She washes quickly, dragging a damp paper towel up her thighs, freshening her lip balm, raking her fingers through her wild copper hair. She wants to be seen—by him, by herself, by the memory of the glass that held her reflection. The cardigan goes back on, barely hiding the fresh stain at her breast, the hem of red lace peeking from beneath her scrub pants.

Back at the station, she finds the world has shifted: night staff returning from rounds, the clatter of cups and the aroma of instant coffee thick in the air. Ethan leans against the wall, hands in his pockets, eyes only for her. He says nothing, but the heat in his gaze is answer enough.

A colleague, Anna, hands Clara a mug. “You look knackered,” she teases, not unkind. “Rough night?”

Clara sips, grinning. “Just the usual Christmas chaos.” She catches Ethan’s smirk and fights a laugh.

The staff room is noisy with the ritual banter of tired carers—jokes about Santa’s mince pies, secret Santa gifts, someone reading out a cracker joke with deadpan glee. But Clara floats above it all, her body humming with the echo of being filled, marked, ruined. She feels every inch of skin, every muscle, every secret spot where she aches from pleasure, from use, from the unique intimacy of being known in her uniform.

As her shift winds down, she finds a moment by the window, city now pink with dawn, snow falling gentle and endless outside. She leans her forehead to the cold glass, letting the memory of the night replay—Ethan’s hands, the gloved fingers, her own reflection caught mid-orgasm, the red lace tangled and ruined. She presses her thighs together, feels the last sticky trace of him, and smiles, filthy and proud.

Ethan passes by, brushing her hand with his as he goes, and mouths a silent “Merry Christmas.”

She mouths it back, grinning, cheeks flushed. Her Christmas knickers are ruined, but she’s never felt more herself.

As the city stirs and the hospital wakes, Clara leans in the window, basking in the warmth of her secret, and lets herself remember every filthy, perfect detail—how it feels to be used, to be watched, to be wanted and utterly, gloriously alive on the longest night of the year.


Closing Frame: Holiday Overtime

Dawn blurs the city into watercolour—tower blocks and cranes softened by snow, buses trundling early and slow, every streetlight burning gold through the last of the Christmas dark. Somewhere above the streets, a hotel window glows, curtains half drawn, a woman’s silhouette visible for just a heartbeat before she slips away.

On the ground, the city stirs with a tired hope: cleaners propping open fire doors for a breath of icy air, nurses hunched at bus stops, a few flight crews in navy coats laughing too loudly at something only they share. The traces of last night’s parties—broken crackers, lipstick on a pint glass, half a red ribbon tangled in a gutter—remind the city that not every secret washes away with the sunrise.

At The Merchant’s Arms, the pub from the night before, the air still smells faintly of gin and pine needles. In the staff bathroom, Sophie stands in front of the battered mirror, her fingers tracing the outline of her lips, lips swollen and tender from kisses and more. The pink vibrator is tucked in her bag, batteries dead, but every time she closes her eyes she can still feel the buzz—can feel Harding’s hand, the sharp press of the mirror against her spine, the ache in her thighs from being bent, used, and left dripping in the corridor. She checks her neck for bruises, covers them with a scarf, and catches herself grinning at her own reflection: glassy-eyed, blush high, her blouse buttoned wrong, hair a disaster, but all of it beautiful, all of it hers.

Her phone buzzes—Maya, already gossiping about the party, HR, a rumour that someone found a pair of knickers in the hotel corridor. Sophie smiles. She can’t bring herself to be ashamed. For the first time, she’s not hiding. She’s texting her flatmate:

“Best gift ever. You owe me new batteries.”

Up the street, in the staffroom of the Grand Meridian, Marisol changes out of her uniform, the red ribbon from her “tip” still curled around her wrist. She stares at her own reflection in the tiny, fogged mirror—hair wild, eyes bright, the faint print of a stranger’s hands blooming across her hips. The black lace beneath her clothes is damp, ruined, the ghost of a man’s tongue and praise still hot between her legs. She slips the cash into her purse, tucks the stocking into the lost property box, and sends a selfie to a locked folder on her phone: a grin, a flash of lace, a reminder that she is both gift and thief, found and claimed.

On the city’s edge, the airport is waking. Amelia boards the crew shuttle, uniform immaculate again, but her body loose and marked. She sits at the window, phone in hand, watching the sun creep over the frozen tarmac. The video glows on her screen—her own body, skirt rucked, blouse open, mouth slack with pleasure as the city’s lights blink behind her. Her panties are still missing—stuffed in her blazer pocket, the silk a secret talisman. She replays the video, fingers pressed to her thigh, eyes shining with the shame and thrill of being watched, used, and remembered by a stranger who knew exactly what she wanted. A notification pings:

“Next layover, same window?”

She bites her lip and types back:

“Bring a camera. I want to remember it all.”

At St. Jude’s, Clara stands at the staff bathroom sink, bare legs braced, her ruined red lace knickers sticky and soft beneath her scrubs. She splashes water on her cheeks, scrapes a comb through her hair, and dares a look in the mirror. She sees the mark of Ethan’s mouth at her collarbone, the raw flush at her thighs, the swelling pride in her own eyes. She grins, dirty and unrepentant, as a colleague knocks: “Coffee’s up, you animal. Santa left you nothing but paperwork.” Clara tucks her cardigan tight, mouth still tingling from the last kiss in the empty ward, the blood pressure cuff’s bruise on her leg a badge she’ll savour for days.

One floor down, Ethan walks the halls, uniform straight but hands still smelling of her. He checks the observation window in the isolation bay—smudged with fingerprints and something stickier—and thinks of red lace, soft skin, the way she arched for him when the power flickered back to life.

For a moment, the whole city glows with secrets: a hotel maid with ribbon at her wrist and cash in her apron; a nurse with lace ruined by a security guard’s mouth; a secretary flushing at the memory of her boss’s hand; a flight attendant grinning at her own reflection, thighs pressed together, knowing someone out there will be watching her fly.

Somewhere, a group chat pings—new messages on #afterpartyconfessions. Blurry photos: a maid in silhouette, a flight attendant at the bar, the curve of a thigh marked by red lace, a shadow caught in hospital glass. “Merry Christmas, sluts,” one message reads, followed by a row of winking emojis. Another: “Some people unwrap gifts. We unwrap ourselves.”

Outside, the world is blanketed in white and gold, every trace of filth and hunger hidden beneath the city’s polite veneer. But underneath, every woman in the story walks a little taller, hips loose, faces open—each of them changed, used, marked, and utterly, gloriously awake.

In the glass, in the phone, in the memory of a stranger’s touch, the stories linger: a buzz in a clutch bag, a video replayed under hotel sheets, a stain on ruined lace, a bruise in the shape of a Christmas ribbon. Their secrets are safe. Or maybe not. Maybe they’re already spreading—through chat logs, passing glances, half-remembered confessions at the next party, next shift, next layover.

Because this season, new rules were written, and these women learned just how delicious it feels to break them.

As the city stretches into morning, the barista wipes lipstick off a coffee mug, the housekeeper finds a red bow under a bed, and the first sunrise flight leaves the ground, slicing through snow and cloud. At every window, every mirror, every dressing room, a woman checks her reflection and finds herself smiling—remembering the night she let herself be unwrapped, dirty and whole, by hands that knew exactly how to hold her.

The world may want its secrets back. But these sluts keep them close—under their uniforms, against their skin, never sorry for what they dared.

And just as the city forgets, Christmas slips away, and the days grow brighter—somewhere, someone is already plotting the next party, the next shift, the next delicious risk.

After all, New Year’s resolutions are for good girls.

These women already broke theirs.


Also by Roman Vale

Thank you for reading.

If you found meaning, intensity, or pleasure in these pages, I’d be deeply grateful if you left a review. Your words help others discover the story — and ensure it continues to reach those who need it most.

— Roman Vale

💋 Slutty Little Secrets

Confessions too filthy to stay hidden.

This addictive collection dives into the minds of women and men who’ve done things they swore they’d never admit. From drunken dares and public hookups to forbidden affairs and voyeuristic thrills, each story reads like a whispered confession in the dark. Shameless, risky, and raw, Slutty Little Secrets is for readers who love to peek behind the curtain—and find someone moaning on the other side.

🪞 The Glass Room

Desire has nowhere to hide when the walls are made of glass.

Inside a sleek, anonymous space where no one’s truly alone, strangers step into fantasies that blur the line between private and exposed. Some come to watch. Some come to be watched. Others discover something darker in the reflection. The Glass Room is a voyeuristic, intimate, and atmospheric exploration of what happens when we stop pretending no one’s looking.

💼 Workplace Sluts

They’re meant to be professional—but temptation doesn’t clock out.

This provocative anthology series explores women caught between ambition and desire, where office walls, hotel corridors, and after-hours flights become stages for surrender. Each story blends psychological tension with raw eroticism, revealing what happens when control, curiosity, and risk collide behind closed doors. Whether it’s a colleague’s gaze, a boss’s order, or the thrill of being caught, Workplace Sluts turns everyday professionalism into dangerous intimacy. Bold, addictive, and unapologetically hot.

💎 Becoming Porcelain

Perfection isn’t given—it’s engineered.

This haunting trilogy follows Madison Cole through the Dollhouse, an elite finishing institute where beauty, obedience, and desire are sculpted into one flawless ideal. Across months of conditioning, modification, and display, she surrenders her will piece by piece, learning that stillness can be devotion and pleasure can be control. Lush, psychological, and unflinching, Becoming Porcelain transforms sensuality into ritual and submission into art. A story of obsession, discipline, and the erotic cost of perfection.

💠 In Her Custody

Control is care. Obedience is intimacy.

Inside Harrowick Hall, submission isn’t a fantasy—it’s a system.

Elias enters as a volunteer, seeking the discipline he’s always feared to name. Under the cool authority of Sabine and the nurses who serve the Hall’s regime, his surrender becomes a clinical ritual: restraint, silence, obedience, and reclassification.

Each volume traces his descent through the institution’s tiers—from assessment to conditioning, observation to utility—where every gesture is measured, every failure logged, and every trace of desire becomes data. Sabine watches from behind the glass, her absence as controlling as her touch once was.

Elegant, claustrophobic, and erotically psychological, In Her Custody explores the line between consent and containment, and the strange peace that comes when resistance finally ends.
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