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For the curious who don’t mind being a little reckless.

Some stories don’t ask you to behave.

They dare you not to.

— R. Vale
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Author’s Note

Before we begin…

If you enjoy dark, daring, and deliciously wicked stories, you might want to join my private reader list.

Subscribers receive:

free exclusive stories

early access to new releases

bonus scenes Amazon doesn’t show

reader-only giveaways and sneak previews

Join here:

romanvale.uk/secret

Now… let’s begin.

— Roman Vale


Story 41 – The Office Party Bet

It’s not even nine o’clock and the HR assistant is already twerking in antlers.

The annual office Christmas party always starts out like a bad joke—too much prosecco, too little dignity, and someone complaining that “real companies do this at hotels, not the break room.” But here they are: thirty-odd staff crammed between the photocopier and the limp tinsel that’s been taped around the whiteboards, all pretending not to notice how quickly the Secret Santa gifts devolve from novelty mugs to bottles of vodka.

Leah’s on her second glass, her ugly Christmas jumper sticking to her back, the plastic mistletoe swinging from the light fixture like a dare. She’s always the one who makes these things bearable—known for her quick comebacks, easy laughs, her uncanny ability to keep the banter just this side of HR. She never gets sloppy. Never becomes the story.

But that’s before Nikki, her desk-mate, sidles up with tequila shots and a gleam in her eye.

“Ten quid says you won’t do it,” Nikki murmurs, voice low enough that only their little knot of colleagues can hear. The others pick up on the energy immediately, phones raised, their own cheeks flushed and daring.

“Do what?” Leah rolls her eyes, already half-laughing. “If this is another dance-off, I’m out.”

Nikki gestures at the mistletoe and gives Leah’s jumper a meaningful tug. “No, babe—flash the room. Just once. Red bra for Christmas, come on. You know no one’s even looking.”

Leah snorts, glancing around. Everyone’s busy, half-drunk, arm-wrestling over mini mince pies. Even the bosses are pretending not to care.

“It’s dead in here,” Nikki insists, topping up Leah’s glass and hers. “Prove you’re the legend you claim to be.”

The group eggs her on—“One second, Leah!” “Go on, for the girls!” “Live a little!”—until she’s grinning, cheeks burning with the kind of adrenaline that feels half a step from disaster.

“Oh, for fuck’s sake.” Leah tugs the hem of her jumper, fingers brushing the edge of her bra—a bright, festive red, lacy and too nice for work. “Nobody record this, or I’ll kill you.”

Laughter. Empty promises. She knows at least two are probably filming, but in the swirl of noise and fairy lights, it’s easy to believe she’s invisible.

She takes a deep breath, lifts the jumper in one smooth, defiant motion—just high enough to flash the bra, quick enough that it could’ve been a joke, a wardrobe malfunction, a dare fulfilled in the blur of party chaos. The crowd erupts in cackles and “woo!”s, Nikki whooping loudest of all.

Leah laughs too—louder than she means to, the sound cracking something loose in her chest. The thrill lingers as the group dissolves, phones back in pockets, scandal spent.

The jumper falls back in place. Leah downs her shot and feels the heat crawl up her neck. For a moment, she thinks: No one really saw. No one cares. The secret is safe, folded away with the rest of tonight’s bad decisions.

Across the room, Ben from IT glances her way—quick, unreadable. Leah shakes her head, tells herself she’s imagining it.

The party goes on. But something’s changed—an aftertaste of risk, sharp and impossible to ignore.

The worst thing about office parties isn’t the hangover—it’s the creeping dread that hits the second your alarm goes off, hours before you’re ready to face the world.

Leah wakes with mascara smudged across her pillow and a tongue that feels like it’s been sanded. Her phone is a graveyard of blurry photos and group texts: shots of plastic reindeer, Nikki’s “live reaction” videos, a brief, pixelated glimpse of someone attempting the worm. No sign of her moment under the mistletoe.

She drags herself into the shower, replaying the dare in her mind. Did I actually do it? Did anyone notice? Was it just a blur? Her memories are a cocktail of shame and pride, spiked with the thought that maybe, just maybe, she got away with it.

At work, the office feels different. Too bright, too quiet, the air thick with the kind of unspoken agreement that nobody talks about what happened last night. Leah’s skin prickles as she walks to her desk. Nikki greets her with a sly grin, sliding a coffee across the desk like an olive branch.

“Feeling legendary?” Nikki murmurs, eyes twinkling. “No sign of HR, so I’d call that a win.”

Leah laughs it off, relieved, until she catches a couple of glances in the kitchen. Not malicious, just curious—half a second too long, then away again. Maybe they’re just hungover. Maybe she’s paranoid.

Slack pings on her screen all morning. Memes about the party flood the group chat—someone posts a low-res shot of the HR assistant asleep on a beanbag, another shares a video of the regional manager doing the Macarena. No mention of Leah. Nothing about the mistletoe. She lets herself breathe.

At lunch, she bumps into Ben from IT by the fridge, both reaching for the last Diet Coke. He’s quiet, always is, but today there’s something different—a flash of red across his cheeks, the way he doesn’t quite meet her eyes.

“Hey,” she says, forcing casual. “Survived the party?”

He nods, then nearly drops the can. “Yeah. You?”

“Barely.”

He clears his throat, glances over her shoulder, then slips away with a muttered, “See you around.”

Leah stares after him, pulse ticking up. Was that just awkwardness, or did he… know?

The afternoon drags. She scrolls through her phone during a pointless meeting, double-checking every video, every tag, every notification. Still nothing. Maybe she was lucky. Maybe she’s in the clear.

At home that night, Leah pours herself a glass of wine and tries to forget about the whole thing. She’s halfway through a Netflix binge when her laptop pings—a new message, subject line: “Security Loops – Mistletoe Edition.”

It’s from Ben.

Leah’s stomach flips. She hesitates, cursor hovering over the file, heart hammering with a cocktail of fear and something darker. This is the moment everything changes—if she opens it.

Outside, the wind rattles the fairy lights she forgot to take down. Inside, Leah stares at the screen, the party’s aftertaste sharp in her mouth.

She clicks.

The video takes a moment to buffer. For a second, Leah almost hopes it won’t load—that Ben’s message was a mistake, that this is all some mundane IT mix-up destined for the spam folder. But the screen flickers to life, and there she is: frozen in the pixelated clarity of office security footage, haloed by cheap Christmas lights and too much fluorescent glare.

She watches herself on the screen, heart pounding. At first, it seems harmless. People are milling around, backs to the camera. But then the angle shifts—edited, she realises with a jolt. The moment slows: her laughter, her fingers tugging at the hem of her jumper, the quick, brave lift that flashes red lace and a wild, unguarded smile. Someone—Ben—has zoomed in, just enough to make her the focus, just enough to blur out the rest of the party.

It loops. Once. Twice. Each time, Leah’s cheeks flush hotter, mortification prickling down her spine. The edit is almost artful. It lingers not on nudity, but on the giddy audacity of the moment: her half-shocked, half-delighted expression as she drops the jumper and bursts out laughing, surrounded by chaos but somehow, suddenly, alone.

A little “replay” icon spins in the corner of the video. The final frame pauses on her face—eyes closed, mouth open, body caught mid-laugh. The footage fades to black.

A new message pings beneath the video:

Ben: Thought you should know. You look… brave.

Brave. Leah stares at the word, searching for sarcasm, mockery, threat. But the tone is flat, almost gentle. Too ambiguous to pin down.

She should be furious. She should be terrified. Instead, she feels her pulse thickening with something darker: fascination, a twisted kind of pride. She’s mortified, yes, but also… seen. The loop plays again, her own secret looping in front of her, every replay a slow burn of shame and heat.

Part of her wants to tell him off, to demand he delete the file, to act outraged and scandalised. But instead she watches the video again. And again. Each time, her embarrassment gives way to a deeper thrill—the realisation that someone saw her, edited her, chose her as the centre of the frame.

She doesn’t know what to call the feeling, but she can’t look away.

Another ping.

Ben: Let me know what you want me to do with it.

Leah sits back, the laptop’s glow lighting her flushed cheeks, breath caught between panic and the slow, sticky drip of arousal. She should close the file.

But she doesn’t.

Not yet.

Leah paces her bedroom, phone clutched in one hand, thumb hovering over Ben’s message. Her first instinct is to demand he delete everything, threaten HR, make it clear she’s not to be messed with. But that’s not what’s simmering under her skin. The word “brave” loops in her head—echoing the secret she’s not ready to admit, not even to herself.

Finally, she types a reply, careful to sound casual:

Leah: Should I be flattered, or terrified?

The three dots blink, disappear, blink again. Ben replies:

Ben: Depends. Do you want me to send it around, or keep it between us?

It’s a test—a challenge hidden under a veneer of plausible deniability. Leah’s stomach flips. She pictures him at his laptop, pale blue light on his face, knowing exactly what he’s doing. Her shame sharpens into something electric. She wonders what he expects her to say.

She fires back, bolder than she feels:

Leah: Depends. Did you make any other edits, or just the one for my viewing pleasure?

A pause. Then another file appears—this one labelled “Mistletoe_Extras.mp4.” Leah’s hands shake as she clicks: this cut is even more polished. The edit is tighter, the sound overlaid with a soft, ironic holiday jingle. The camera lingers on her smile, the arch of her brow, the flush of her chest. There’s a slow fade out to black, her laughter echoing.

Another message:

Ben: Only for you. Unless you want to make it public.

The line between threat and invitation blurs. Leah sits on the edge of her bed, pulse fluttering in her throat. She tries to frame it as blackmail, but it doesn’t feel like that—not quite. The control is there, yes, but so is choice. She senses that Ben won’t act without her cue.

She takes a deep breath, letting the adrenaline settle into her bones. Types:

Leah: I guess that depends on what you want for Christmas.

She reads it back, grins, and hits send.

Ben’s reply is instant:

Ben: I want to see you laugh like that again.

It’s unexpectedly honest—almost sweet, if sweet could be laced with risk. Leah’s cheeks flush. The anxiety shifts; she feels a flicker of power, a thrill at her own daring. She writes back:

Leah: Maybe you’ll have to earn it.

The next few messages come slower, less guarded. Ben admits he noticed her at the party—had always noticed, in fact. He confesses that video editing is his “real skill,” and that he could make almost anything disappear… or make it go viral.

The conversation shifts from awkward to intimate, the night stretching as they trade secrets and challenges, the boundaries between confession and dare dissolving in the dark.

By midnight, Leah realises she’s not just scared of being seen.

She wants to be watched—by the right person, in the right way.

And Ben, it turns out, is watching her very, very closely.

Days pass, and the office slips back into its usual winter rhythm: end-of-year wrap-up, half-hearted meetings, the last dregs of Quality Street in the kitchen. But everything feels sharper to Leah now. Every email from Ben is loaded; every glance exchanged in the corridor is a question only they can answer.

He keeps his promise—not a word about the video to anyone else, no sign that their secret even exists. But he doesn’t let her forget it, either.

It starts with a private link in her inbox, just a string of numbers and letters. She clicks it late one night, alone in bed, heart thudding. It’s the video again—now with new edits: music mixed in, a soft, silvery overlay to the footage, a tasteful slow-motion pass over her grin as she flashes the bra. It’s almost cinematic, absurdly beautiful for what it is. Leah finds herself smiling and squirming in equal measure, unable to look away.

She starts to watch it more often, at first just to make sure it hasn’t changed, but soon for other reasons. It becomes a kind of ritual: headphones in, lights off, the glow of the laptop on her face as she replays her own exposure over and over. Each viewing peels another layer from her shame, turning it to fascination, then to heat. The power of being seen, of being chosen as the focus, is addictive.

One night, after a few glasses of wine, she records a voice memo. Nothing explicit—just her laughter, breathy and incredulous, punctuated by a whispered, “You’re such a bastard, Ben.” She sends it, not sure what she expects.

His reply comes back minutes later:

Ben: You should see the outtakes.

He sends a second video—shorter this time, more intimate. Shots of her from other angles, fleeting crowd reactions, the slow zoom of her own stunned delight. It’s clear he’s spent hours on this, curating her moment, turning her embarrassment into a kind of art.

The line between them blurs further. Leah finds herself dressing with more care for work, catching her own reflection in windows, thinking about the camera’s gaze. The shame she once felt is now a private pleasure—a secret only Ben shares.

Sometimes she catches him looking at her across the office. Not leering. Not smug. Just present. Attentive. Like they’re in on the same joke.

Their messages grow more playful, flirtatious, sometimes skirting the edge of explicit. Leah realises she’s no longer worried about being exposed. She’s started to want it—so long as she’s the one who gets to watch herself back.

What started as a drunken dare has become a loop she can’t stop replaying: risk, confession, and the addictive thrill of being seen.

It’s the week before Christmas, and the office is nearly empty—just the hum of fluorescent lights, half the staff “working from home,” and the tangle of forgotten tinsel in the corners. Leah stays late to finish a report, her mind only half on the screen. Every ping from Ben feels loaded; every silence, a challenge.

That night, another message arrives. No subject line. Just a file, this one titled “Outtakes_Final.mp4.”

She hesitates, then opens it. This cut is different: a mosaic of shots, close-ups on her face, lingering crowd reactions, the glow of fairy lights behind her as she laughs. It’s more intimate—almost loving. He’s even left in the moment right after, when she yanks her jumper down and looks up, breathless and flushed, searching the room as if for a witness.

Leah’s breath catches. She realises: Ben hasn’t just been editing these videos. He’s been studying her, learning the exact moment where shame tips into pleasure, where fear turns to want.

She finds herself replying before she can overthink:

Leah: How many versions do you have, exactly?

His response is playful, almost cocky:

Ben: Enough to know you like the attention.

She grins, tension blooming low in her stomach.

That Friday, Leah lingers after work. Ben’s still at his desk, pretending to finish a backup but really waiting for her—she can see it in the nervous set of his jaw, the way he glances up as she approaches.

They don’t say much. Don’t need to. The office is theirs, empty and silent but for the soft hiss of radiators. Ben cues up the edited video on his monitor, sound low but clear enough to fill the room with the echo of Leah’s laughter.

She stands behind him, watching herself on the screen—her body, her secret, her split-second transformation from “good colleague” to “dare legend.” Her reflection glows in the monitor’s glass.

Ben looks up, searching her face. “I could delete it,” he says softly. “All of it. If you want.”

Leah doesn’t answer. Instead, she slides a hand over his shoulder, leaning in until her lips brush his ear.

“Don’t,” she murmurs. “Not yet.”

She presses her body against him, pulse racing. The room hums with electric possibility. Their hands find each other; her heartbeat thunders. She kisses him—soft at first, then with mounting hunger, her fingers tangled in his hair, his arms circling her waist.

They move together to the shadowy corner by the office Christmas tree. Leah’s back finds the filing cabinet, Ben’s mouth finds her throat, her laughter muffled against his neck as his hands wander beneath her jumper. She barely registers the soft sound of the video replaying in the background, the loop of her own audacity egging her on.

When Ben’s hand slips under her skirt, Leah doesn’t protest. She lifts herself into his touch, reckless, wanting, needing. They move together with the desperate energy of a shared secret, every kiss a confession, every touch another proof of complicity.

After, they stand together in the hush, breathless and rumpled, the glow of the tree flickering over their faces. The monitor still loops the moment—Leah’s laughter, her flash of red, the beginning of something new.

She wonders if this is what she wanted all along—not just to be seen, but to be chosen. To be remembered, replayed, and wanted in all her risky glory.

Leah can’t sleep. Not really. She lies tangled in sheets, the December dark pressing at her window, phone screen glowing blue beside her pillow. She should feel guilty—or at least nervous—about what happened with Ben, about what she’s become in the weeks since the party. But the only thing she really feels is alive.

She opens the private link again, thumb tracing the familiar play icon. The video buffers, then launches into that now-familiar edit: fairy lights, drunken chaos, her laughter caught like a spark in the middle of the crowd. Her own hands, bold and shaky, flashing red lace at the camera—at Ben—at herself.

She watches her smile bloom in slow-motion, the split second when she’s caught between fear and pleasure, humiliation and pride. She should be embarrassed, but watching herself become someone else—someone braver—makes her ache in ways she can’t quite name.

On the replay, she notices new things: the way her breath shudders when she pulls the jumper down, the hungry glint in her eye, the way the camera lingers not on the reveal, but on the aftermath. Ben’s edits have turned her mistake into a secret performance, and now she can’t stop watching.

Her hand drifts down beneath the duvet, fingers tracing the outline of her thigh, every nerve ending on high alert. She bites her lip and lets herself sink into the memory—herself, daring and a little wild, the thrill of being seen, the promise of someone waiting in the dark.

A message lights up on her screen. Ben, of course:

Next year, new bet?

She grins, thumb hovering above the reply. The video plays again, her own laughter looping into the quiet, the shame transformed into anticipation.

This time, she doesn’t feel like a cautionary tale.

She feels ready for more.


Story 42 – Layover at Gate 34

Snow hammers the windows, thick and relentless, turning runway lights into blurred halos and the airport into a fluorescent-lit aquarium. Gate 34, wedged at the end of the terminal, is a makeshift purgatory—fold-out cots, crumpled wrappers, and passengers hunched over their phones, muttering apologies to whoever’s still awake to answer.

Cora watches her breath fog against her scarf as she scrolls through a stream of cancelled flight notifications. Her phone battery hovers at 9%. Outside, ground crew in neon jackets slide by, half-lost in the storm. The place smells like burnt coffee and tired ambition. Everyone is restless, cranky, and just sober enough to stay polite.

She picks a seat facing the tarmac, one leg curled under her. Her reflection floats in the glass—messy bun, cracked lips, holiday jumper half-covered by a sensible coat. The festive playlist playing overhead is tinny and slow, a parody of cheer. Her group chat is full of family memes, blurry photos of nephews in reindeer pajamas. “You okay?” pings one message, but she lets it go unanswered.

Across the aisle, a man in a suit—too nice for winter travel, but already rumpled at the collar—leans back, eyes closed, headphones on. He’s been there since before the first cancellation, and now their glances catch with the lazy rhythm of strangers killing time. He smiles, faintly, in a way that’s more acknowledgment than invitation. Cora returns it, a polite flicker, but something in her chest tightens anyway.

Announcements drone overhead, all bad news: more delays, frozen de-icers, “Thank you for your patience.” A handful of other passengers shuffle past, clutching pillows, their faces blurred by exhaustion. The staff manning the desk look like they’ve aged a decade since sunset.

By midnight, Gate 34 feels like a secret club for the unlucky and unmoored. Someone opens a box of cheap biscuits and passes them down the row. The man in the suit—Dev, she’ll later learn—slides into the seat beside her, offering a single packet in truce.

“Worst airport in the country for snow,” he says, not quite smiling. “Or so I’m told.”

“Could be worse,” Cora deadpans. “We could be flying out of Chicago.”

He laughs, the sound cutting through the hum of vending machines. They swap travel war stories—missed connections, lost luggage, the time Dev spent Christmas Eve sleeping under a departures board in Denver. Cora admits she once cried in the line for airport security.

The snow keeps falling, thick and silent on the other side of the glass. Cora leans back, letting her guard drop just a little, the edges of her loneliness softened by the warmth of shared exile.

By 1 a.m., the crowd has thinned; only the desperate and the doomed remain. Cora and Dev talk in the easy, unhurried way of people who have nothing left to lose but time. The storm outside is absolute, but inside, a private sort of energy builds—two strangers stranded, no destination in sight, the rules of real life suspended in winter silence.

By two in the morning, the airport feels haunted—motion sensors clicking on lights over empty walkways, vending machines blinking their lonely green eyes. Cora’s legs are numb from sitting, her phone long dead, her sense of time warped by bad lighting and boredom. She and Dev have drifted closer—sitting shoulder to shoulder now, sharing a packet of breath mints and the last working phone charger between them.

The conversation has gotten looser. There’s nothing left to pretend at. They swap confessions: Dev admits he was supposed to be at his parents’ Christmas dinner, and Cora tells him her last text from her ex was “Hope you make your connection.” Both of them laugh, that shared sound echoing off the plastic armrests.

The world outside is buried. The rules in here feel thin.

Dev’s voice drops, a sly note underneath: “Ever done something you weren’t supposed to in an airport?”

Cora raises an eyebrow, too tired for coyness. “Define ‘supposed to.’”

He grins. “I mean the kind of thing they put on those safety videos. Or maybe just…the kind that would make this night less forgettable.”

She laughs—a short, sharp burst. “I don’t think I’ve ever even jaywalked past a TSA agent. You?”

His smile widens, more private now. “Nothing worth confessing. Not yet.”

The challenge hangs between them, soft and dangerous. A gate agent trudges past, not even bothering to ask if they need anything.

After a moment, Dev nods toward a door just behind the coffee kiosk—a maintenance corridor, its keypad taped over, lock clearly broken. “I bet it’s warmer in there. Want to see?”

Cora glances at the empty hallways, then back at Dev. Something in her chest gives—she stands, stretching, feeling the ache in her legs. “Only if you promise not to leave me behind.”

“Not a chance,” he says, already moving.

The corridor is dim, humming with the sound of far-off generators and the scent of industrial soap. It’s just wide enough for them to walk side by side, shoulders brushing. Cora feels suddenly wide awake, heart thumping, the thrill of trespassing sharper than the cold.

Halfway down, Dev stops. He leans against the wall, eyes bright in the fluorescent glow. “So,” he murmurs, “we broke a rule. Your move.”

The silence is intimate, expectant. Cora’s hands are in her pockets, but she leans forward, closing the space between them. “You want to make this night less forgettable?” she says, breath warm in the space between them.

He nods, and she kisses him—fast, certain, tasting risk and peppermint. His hands settle at her waist, tentative at first, then greedy. The corridor seems to pulse around them, the airport forgotten, the blizzard a cocoon outside these walls.

She laughs against his mouth, letting the dare become her own.

“Your move, airport boy,” she whispers, and the real game begins.

The maintenance corridor is narrow, echoing every breath and half-muffled laugh. Dev’s hands find Cora’s hips, sliding under her coat, fingers cold against the warmth of her waist. They kiss with the kind of hunger that only happens when you’re both exhausted and absolutely unaccountable—strangers, out of time, no consequences until morning.

Cora presses him back against a battered luggage cart, her laughter bright in the hush. “If we get caught—” she starts, but Dev kisses her again, needier now, his hand tangled in her hair.

She straddles him, breath fogging between them, knees braced on either side of his thighs. The air tastes of stale peppermint and adrenaline. Her skirt rides up, her tights bunching, the thrill of exposure wild in her belly.

A speaker somewhere above them crackles to life: “Attention: airport security system is active. Please keep all areas clear.” The announcement echoes down the hall, disembodied and robotic, as if the building itself is watching.

Dev freezes, lips brushing her jaw. “That’s for us, isn’t it?”

Cora’s pulse stutters. For a split second, embarrassment almost chokes her. But the idea—being watched, being caught—only sharpens the heat between her legs. “Only if we’re lucky,” she murmurs, rolling her hips, daring him.

They finish in a blur—fast, silent, biting back the sounds that want to escape. Cora’s hands find his, squeezing tight as her thighs shake, the cart rattling beneath them. Dev gasps her name into her shoulder, and it’s over—sweaty, tangled, both of them stunned by what they’ve done.

They scramble to pull themselves together, laughter giddy and breathless. Cora tugs her skirt down, smooths her hair, heart galloping in her chest. Dev zips his coat, running a hand through his mussed hair. They tiptoe back into the terminal, shoes squeaking, giggling like kids with stolen sweets.

Back at Gate 34, the lights seem brighter, the quiet deeper. Cora’s phone buzzes—a system notification from the airline app: “Unusual activity detected on your reservation.” She snorts, waving it at Dev. “I guess we really broke the rules.”

He laughs, but there’s something nervous in the edge of it. He glances over his shoulder, then toward the service desk. “I’ll be right back—need to check on… something.”

He disappears, leaving Cora with her pounding heart and the knowledge that their secret might not be as private as she thought.

She settles into a chair, staring at the empty concourse, body still buzzing with risk. Somewhere, in a dark room full of monitors, she wonders if anyone was watching—if her wild, secret moment is now just another loop in the airport’s endless, blinking archive.

She shivers, not from cold, but from the memory—and the possibility that someone, somewhere, is still watching.

The adrenaline fades, replaced by that surreal, sleepless calm only airports know—time unspooling in odd increments, everything echoing off too-clean floors and glass. Cora sits at Gate 34, heart still fluttering, watching the snow swirl around the runway lights. The place feels emptier than ever, their secret pressed between them like a shared bruise.

Dev returns, hands jammed in his pockets, hair damp where he ran wet fingers through it. He drops into the chair beside her, not quite touching, both of them radiating a private heat. For a while they say nothing—just breathe, steal glances, and let the ordinary noises of the terminal rush in to cover the aftershocks.

Eventually, Cora breaks the silence with a joke: “So, do you do this in every airport, or just when you’re stranded with strangers?”

He laughs, still a little breathless. “Only when the night’s long enough for regrets. You?”

She shrugs, trying for nonchalance. “First time. Might be my last. Or…” She doesn’t finish, but her smile says enough.

They settle in together, swapping snacks from the vending machine, low on sleep but high on something giddier. They share playlists—Cora teasing Dev for his embarrassing ‘deep work’ mix, Dev claiming her indie Christmas tracks are “an actual war crime.” At some point, they trade phones, scrolling through each other’s photos and half-written notes, tiny windows into lives that, for tonight, overlap perfectly.

Airport staff pass by occasionally, eyes heavy with fatigue, but no one bothers them. In the liminal 4 a.m. hush, Cora feels herself soften. Her guard slips; so does Dev’s. They talk about real things: his job (“operations, not a pilot—before you ask”), the city he’s leaving behind, the family she’s not texting back. Secrets come easy in the nowhere-time of the terminal.

Eventually, the night manager herds them—and the handful of other overnight refugees—toward a quieter gate where blankets and coffee wait. Dev lugs both their bags, joking about his “gentlemanly” side. They curl up together in faded blue airport blankets, their heads close, sharing whispered stories about the worst holidays they’ve ever survived.

As dawn edges in, Dev admits, voice low, “Security’s tighter here than you’d think. Cameras everywhere. Even in the maintenance corridors.” He hesitates, a hint of apology in his eyes. “I probably should have said something before we… you know.”

Cora snorts. “Would you have wanted to stop?”

He shakes his head, grinning sheepishly. “Not a chance.”

The admission hangs between them, deliciously dangerous.

“I’ll buy you coffee when we land,” Dev promises, eyes soft. “If you don’t hate me for dragging you into trouble.”

Cora nudges him. “Only if you let me choose the next airport.”

Their laughter is quiet, but the connection is real—bound by risk, secrecy, and the peculiar intimacy of two people who, for one night, belonged nowhere but here.

Dawn turns the airport windows to smeared silver, revealing runways crusted with snow and the staggered silhouettes of planes queued for de-icing. Cora’s barely slept, her mind replaying the night in disjointed, heated loops—Dev’s breath, the slap of her own palm on cold cinderblock, the half-breathless laughter they’d tried to swallow. A fresh announcement—miraculously—calls their flight to board.

As the scattered overnight crowd shuffles toward security, Cora checks her phone, expecting the usual airline spam. Instead, her screen flickers with an airdrop notification: “From: Unknown Device. Accept video?” She frowns, hesitates—then accepts, more curious than cautious.

The video loads instantly. It’s unmistakable: grainy CCTV footage from the maintenance corridor, black-and-white and timestamped with last night’s date. The camera is angled high, but the clip zooms in, focusing on a pair of figures pressed together in the halo of a half-broken ceiling light. Even at a distance, it’s obviously them—her skirt rucked up, Dev’s coat falling open, her head thrown back as she laughs and straddles him on the luggage cart.

The video loops—just a handful of seconds, lingering on that moment, repeating her wild laughter and the urgent, greedy motion of her hips. It isn’t explicit, but it’s intimate enough to make her stomach clench with shock.

A message pings alongside the video:

“Some memories are worth keeping. – D.”

Cora looks up, scanning the thinning crowd, pulse racing. Dev is already at the gate, talking with the flight attendant. She feels the blood rush to her cheeks—humiliation, anger, something darker and stickier lurking underneath.

Did he send this? Did someone else in the control room see, save, and share it? The ambiguity twists inside her—a thrill laced with panic. She glances at Dev, who catches her eye with a half-smile that says nothing at all.

Onboard, she finds her seat and slumps down, the video still open in her lap. She watches herself replayed—caught and eternal now, a loop of daring and delight. Each repeat makes her breath quicken; each new angle, every shadow in the grainy footage, feels more dangerous than the last.

When Dev slides into the seat beside her, he leans in, voice pitched low. “Everything okay?”

She locks her phone, forcing a smile that feels like both a warning and an invitation. “You tell me.”

He just grins. “Guess we’ll see how good your poker face is.”

As the plane lifts off into the bruised blue of morning, Cora can’t help replaying the clip one more time—knowing someone, somewhere, watched her become a story.

And suddenly, she wants to see herself that way too.

Midway through the flight, the cabin darkens and the quiet becomes intimate—just the drone of engines, a handful of passengers already asleep, window shades pulled down against the rising sun. Cora pretends to watch a film, but really, she’s replaying the video over and over, each loop drawing out the heat that’s been simmering since dawn.

At first, it’s pure mortification. She watches herself—the lift of her skirt, the angle of her hips, the way her laugh breaks the hush of the empty corridor. It’s too much, too real, and the evidence is undeniable: she’s been seen. Not just by Dev, but by whoever worked the cameras, whoever decided to send her this proof. Her face burns, stomach twisting tight with shame.

But the longer she watches, the more that shame changes—curdling into something sharp and hot, spreading through her body like a secret she suddenly wants to keep. Every detail is a private dare: the risk, the audacity, the certainty that there is no going back.

She excuses herself and slips into the cramped airplane lav, locking the door behind her. The tiny space is claustrophobic, harshly lit, but she barely notices. She leans against the wall, phone in hand, watching the clip again: her own laugh, Dev’s hands, the echo of movement that’s become more confession than memory.

Her free hand drifts down, pressing between her legs, her body answering to both shame and thrill. She closes her eyes and lets herself feel it—the risk, the exposure, the knowledge that someone watched and chose to share it. That, in that moment, she was the story.

Afterward, she cleans up, breathless and shaken, but more alive than she’s felt in months. Back in her seat, Dev looks at her with a question in his eyes.

Cora just smirks, voice low: “You owe me breakfast. And my silence.”

Dev’s reply is almost a purr. “Only if you promise to keep the video.”

She taps her phone, saving it to her private folder. The rules have changed—what began as an accident is now a ritual, a loop of confession and replay.

Later, when the plane lands, they slip out together—different people than they were last night, bound by what they did and the way it’s changed them. Cora feels the weight of her secret like a new layer of skin.

She’s not sorry.

She can’t wait to see it again.

Back home, the world is blandly normal: radiators clanking, suitcases half-unpacked, work emails piling up in a dull, insistent thread. Cora moves through her flat like someone who’s misplaced a piece of herself—chilled and hollow until she remembers what, and who, she became in that stolen corridor at Gate 34.

It’s late. The city outside her window is silent, damp with melting snow. She sits on the edge of her bed, phone in hand, video cued up and ready to play. It starts grainy, familiar—her own outline, skirt hitched, laughter breaking the hush of the hallway. The image blurs at the edges, but the sensation never does: risk, heat, the memory of being absolutely seen.

She watches it again, and again, and again. The shame is still there, but now it’s a kind of hunger—a loop she can’t escape, and doesn’t want to. The secret has become its own little ritual: one last replay before sleep, a reminder that she can still surprise herself.

On a whim, she texts Dev:

Got any more layovers coming up?

His reply lands a minute later, almost as if he’s been waiting:

Only if you promise to be trouble.

She grins, pressing play one more time, caught in that exquisite tension between memory and craving, shame and want. The airport, the watcher, the secret—all of it is hers now, a story she can tell herself any night she wants to feel alive.

And she knows—sooner or later—she’ll find another way to get caught.


Story 43 – The Christmas Tree Lot

Maya wraps her scarf tighter, breath ghosting in the freezing air as she steers her battered hatchback into the tree lot’s rutted parking space. The sun set hours ago; the only light comes from tangled strings of bulbs overhead, casting the last few rows of pines in gold and shadow. Most families have already come and gone—there are stray pine needles on the asphalt, drag marks from trunks pulled to SUVs, laughter echoing faintly from a nearby cul-de-sac.

She’s alone, just another single woman ticking off a December to-do list. The back seat is already stuffed with bags from the discount shop, crumpled receipts, an unopened bottle of wine she pretends is for a party. Maya could’ve skipped the tree—she doesn’t even know if she’ll bother decorating this year—but the ache of an empty living room finally won out. There’s a kind of stubborn dignity in refusing to let the holidays feel small, no matter how solitary they get.

She stands at the lot’s entrance, breath curling, surveying rows of fat Douglas firs and tall, slightly awkward spruces. Holiday music from a portable radio twinkles in the cold, more static than song. Her boots crunch through scattered needles; sap sticks to her glove as she runs a hand along the branches.

There are no crowds tonight—just one attendant, bundled in a red flannel, beanie pulled low, hands rough with cold and resin. He leans against the payment hut, coffee steaming, his gaze easy and unhurried. He gives her a nod, not the pushy “help you with anything?” of a bored teenager, but the quiet recognition of someone who knows the world slows down when you’re alone.

“Take your time,” he calls, voice warm, a little hoarse from the cold.

Maya smiles—small, grateful, the kind that flickers and disappears. She wanders down the row, feeling every year she’s spent fending for herself at the holidays. Couples on Instagram post tree selfies and matching pyjamas; Maya wrestles a seven-foot fir by the trunk, stubborn in her solitude.

She chooses a tree that’s a bit too tall, branches lush and wild, half for the challenge and half because it feels like a statement. She drags it over to the hut, heart thumping from exertion, brushing snow off her sleeve. “Is it too late to be picky?” she jokes.

The attendant—close up, his eyes blue and kind, smile lines bracketing his mouth—grins at her, shaking his head. “Only if you’re willing to wrestle it onto your car yourself.”

Something in his tone—gentle, teasing—melts the worst of her loneliness. For the first time all night, Maya feels the possibility that the holidays might hold a little surprise after all.

Cole—his name stitched in faded thread on his flannel—takes the tree from Maya with a practiced, one-armed heft, pine needles raining onto the toes of her boots. Up close, he smells like sap, cold air, and a trace of woodsmoke; his beard is dusted with snow, lips pink from the wind. He sizes up her selection, eyebrows raised in mild approval.

“Planning to host the whole street?” he teases, cinching the trunk in his gloved hands. “Or just making up for last year’s Charlie Brown?”

Maya rolls her eyes, but the jibe lands softer than it should. “It’s just me,” she says, a little too quickly, then steadies herself. “Might as well go big if I’m doing all the heavy lifting.”

Cole’s grin widens. “Good philosophy. Here, hold this steady for me.” He hands her the base, his hands strong and unhurried, confidence radiating from years of handling oversized trees and underslept customers. As he loops twine around the trunk, he talks her through his knots—efficient, almost tender, the kind of skill that speaks to someone who takes pride in getting things right.

Maya can’t help but notice the way his hands move—quick, sure, marked with little half-moons of sap and scratches. Her own gloves are soon sticky and cold, but it’s the brush of his fingers against hers that sends sparks along her skin. For a few silent seconds, they work together in close, companionable proximity—their breaths misting in the space between them, sharing an awkward intimacy born of practical necessity.

Their conversation opens up, loosened by the ritual of work. Maya confesses her oddball holiday plans (“Solo charcuterie, Netflix, and maybe getting brave enough to call my mum”). Cole admits he’ll spend Christmas Eve closing up the lot, then crashing at his brother’s, mostly for free leftovers. They laugh about bad Christmas sweaters and the horror of early-morning tree deliveries.

As Cole ties the last knot, he glances over, blue eyes crinkling. “You’re tougher than you look,” he says, voice low and warm. “Most people flinch at a bit of sap.”

Maya smiles, pulse ticking up. “Guess I don’t mind getting messy. Besides, I like to know it’ll hold.”

He tugs the twine tight, nodding approvingly. “Trust me. Won’t budge till you want it to.”

Their gloves brush—brief, electric—and Maya feels the cold recede, replaced by something weightless, tentative, almost hopeful. For the first time in weeks, she’s grateful for the errand she almost skipped.

With the tree finally roped to her roof, Maya stands by the car, blowing on her gloved hands, the night air so cold it makes her teeth ache. The lot is empty now; the only other car left is Cole’s battered pickup, engine ticking as it cools in the dark. The hush feels heavy and private, broken only by the scratchy Christmas music still crackling from the hut’s radio.

Cole steps close, brushing stray needles from her shoulder with a quick, careful touch. His hand lingers a fraction too long, thumb grazing her collarbone. Maya holds still, breath caught, not wanting to break the spell.

He pulls back, suddenly shy. “You’ve got sap—” he gestures, fingertips hovering by her cheek.

She laughs, but it comes out softer, less certain than she meant. “Go ahead. You earned it.”

He wipes a streak from her jaw with his thumb, gaze fixed on her lips now. The cold makes their breath visible, swirling between them like a secret. For a moment, neither moves, tension buzzing in the narrow space between bodies.

Maya feels her heart thumping, senses every detail—the roughness of his flannel, the faint scrape of stubble against her skin, the way the bulbs overhead turn the snow gold and blue. The hush of the lot makes everything feel amplified and unreal.

She breaks first, stepping closer so their boots almost touch, the air warming between their coats. “If you’re going to stand there looking like that,” she says, voice low, “you’re going to have to do something about it.”

Cole’s grin turns wicked. His hands slide to her waist, tentative but sure, pulling her in. The kiss is quick at first—testing, careful—but the second their mouths meet, the heat spikes, urgent and overwhelming. Maya melts against him, fingers curled in his jacket, boots sliding in the slush.

When they break for air, he presses his forehead to hers, both of them laughing a little, dazed by the sheer improbability. She shivers, but it’s not from the cold anymore.

“Back seat?” Cole murmurs, voice hopeful, half a dare.

Maya grins, heart pounding. “Yeah. Before I lose my nerve.”

He yanks open the rear door, and she tumbles in, boots kicked off, the tree’s lower branches poking through the hatch as they clamber inside. Cole follows, pulling the door shut behind them, the world narrowing to fogged windows, tangled coats, and the wild rush of limbs finding purchase in the dark.

Outside, snow falls heavier. Inside, heat and risk bloom together, sharp as pine.

The car’s interior is instantly smaller, dark and cave-warm, breath fogging the windows as soon as the door thuds shut. Pine needles dust the upholstery, sap clings to Maya’s scarf, and her back squeaks against the fake leather as she fumbles for balance. Cole’s hands are everywhere—rough with cold, sticky with resin, finding her waist and sliding up beneath her jumper with a gasp of delight.

They kiss hungrily, the urgency of strangers with nothing to lose. Maya arches into him, hips rising as she tugs his flannel free of his jeans, her fingers clumsy in the dark. Their coats, gloves, and scarves tangle around their ankles, boots already discarded somewhere in the footwell. The air is thick with the scent of pine, cold skin, and something animal that builds between the rhythm of their laughter and the scrape of Cole’s stubble on her neck.

Maya wriggles until she’s straddling his lap, head bumping the car roof, breath coming faster as she grinds against him through too many layers. Cole’s hands slide down, lifting her just enough to tug at the waistband of her leggings, his knuckles catching on her thigh as he finds bare skin. He curses softly, muffled into her shoulder, and she laughs—a warm, shocked sound that’s half exhilaration, half disbelief.

“You’re going to get needles everywhere,” she whispers, voice cracking as he bites at her earlobe.

“Price of admission,” he growls, lips curling into a grin she can feel against her jaw.

The world narrows to heat and touch: Maya’s nails dragging across his back, Cole’s hands kneading her hips, the sharp sting of cold air every time they shift and the car door pops open just enough for a gust of wind to slip inside. The tree’s branches poke at her leg, scattering needles across the seat, but she barely notices—she’s too busy gasping as Cole’s mouth finds the swell of her breast, teeth grazing her nipple through her bra.

Her thighs shake as he pushes inside her—fast, needy, both of them half-laughing, half-moan, trying not to bump the horn. The car rocks gently, the windows steaming up with every breathless thrust. Maya clings to him, hips rolling, her voice muffled by his coat and the scratchy fabric bunched behind her head.

It’s not graceful, not cinematic. It’s messy and wild and real—two bodies tangled in a freezing car, heat blooming under winter layers, skin streaked with sap and sweat.

They finish nearly at the same time, the intensity cresting as Maya muffles a cry into Cole’s neck. The car goes quiet but for their ragged breathing, the faint hiss of the radio, and the distant, dreamy echo of “Silent Night” as snow beats steadily against the roof.

For a few long minutes, they don’t move—just a tangle of limbs and coats, legs draped over seat backs, breaths syncing as the world outside grows whiter and more silent. Maya’s hair is full of pine needles; there’s a red scratch blooming along her hip where the tree jabbed her mid-thrust. She lets her head loll back, the fake leather chilly against her neck, a ridiculous grin spreading across her face.

Cole’s still half-hard inside her, chest rising and falling as he catches his breath, one hand gently stroking her thigh. Their bodies are sticky with sweat and sap; the air between them smells wild and bright, nothing like the sanitized, candle-sweet version of Christmas she used to imagine for herself. There’s something strangely lovely about the scratchiness, the cold creeping in every time a draft sneaks past the door seals, the absurdity of a Christmas tree poking her in the ribs while she tries to compose herself.

She giggles—can’t help it, the sound bubbling up and breaking whatever spell of seriousness might have settled. “First time I’ve ever worried about pine needles in my underwear,” she says, eyes sparkling.

Cole laughs, voice rough but gentle. “First time for me, too. For… a lot of things.” He kisses her jaw, slow and lingering, then brushes a lock of hair out of her eyes. “Sorry about the mess. You’re a hell of a sport.”

She shrugs, still grinning. “Honestly? I think I needed the reminder that life can still surprise me.”

They pull themselves together in slow, clumsy fits—Maya tugging her leggings up, Cole finding her scarf under the tree, both of them brushing needles and sap from their clothes and from each other’s hair. Their hands linger, not quite ready to let go. The afterglow isn’t heavy or awkward; it’s buoyant, the kind of high that comes from saying yes to the impossible and not hating the consequences.

Cole helps her slip back into her coat, his touch unexpectedly gentle as he buttons her collar. “I won’t tell a soul if you don’t,” he murmurs, voice pitched low and secret. “Besides, I don’t think anyone would believe me.”

Maya laughs again, this time softer, her face warm despite the cold. “Deal. Just… maybe help me get the rest of the tree in before I lose a toe?”

They share one last quick, conspiratorial kiss before climbing out into the crisp night. The parking lot is almost entirely empty, snow swirling around the cones of light spilling from the lot’s bare bulbs.

For a moment, the only thing Maya feels is alive. No regrets—just pine, sweat, laughter, and the ghost of his mouth at her ear.

Back in the driver’s seat, Maya is still flushed and glowing, the taste of Cole’s last kiss tingling on her lips. She’s tucking stray hair behind her ear, fingers sticky with sap, when her car wakes with a shudder and a familiar electronic chime.

The dash-cam—a Christmas present to herself after a fender bender in October—flashes to life. Its tiny screen displays: “Recording complete. Uploading to cloud.” For a moment, Maya stares blankly, brain slow to catch up. Then her blood runs cold.

She glances at the camera mounted above the rearview mirror. It’s pointed squarely at the back seat—the fogged-up windows, her own flushed face, Cole’s outline blurred by condensation and shadow. Panic prickles up her neck.

“Shit,” she whispers, heart leaping. “Cole… I think we had an audience.”

He leans in, peering over her shoulder, then grins, unbothered. “Guess you weren’t the only one watching after all.”

The realisation is mortifying—and, disturbingly, electric. Maya feels the hot rush of embarrassment tangle with a deeper, darker pulse. She remembers their laughter, the desperate tangle of hands and hips, and wonders what, exactly, the camera caught. How much could be heard? How much could be seen in that storm-lit blur?

She checks her phone, hands shaking—sure enough, there’s a notification from the cloud backup: “1 new file uploaded.” The urge to check it is immediate, irresistible, terrifying.

Cole nudges her, a half-teasing, half-sincere smile in his eyes. “Don’t worry—unless you went viral, I think your secret’s safe with me.”

But Maya’s mind is racing. The risk, the proof, the thrill of being seen—even by accident—twists inside her, shame and want knotted so tightly she can’t tell them apart.

The night closes in again, cold and close, but she feels herself burning up, heart pounding with the knowledge that somewhere out there, their secret is more than just a memory. It’s evidence—blurred, real, and now utterly hers.

Back in her flat, Maya drapes her coat over a kitchen chair, fingers still sticky with sap and trembling with the aftershocks of what she’s done. The tree—lopsided, glorious, trailing needles across the entryway—waits by the door, but she can’t bring herself to focus on lights or ornaments. Her attention is snagged by the dash-cam app, the notification blinking at the top of her phone.

She sits on the floor, knees pulled up, breath shallow as she opens the cloud backup. The video loads slowly, stuttering through weak Wi-Fi, but finally, there it is: the car’s back seat fogged with condensation, two shapes tumbling together in the half-dark, her own silhouette arching, laughter echoing faintly through the tiny speakers. There’s not much to see—just shadows, quick movements, Maya’s gasp punctuating the blur. The audio is sharper, unmistakable: the wet slide of skin, the frantic little giggle as Cole bites her neck, the whispered curse as she comes undone.

At first, she’s mortified—face flushing, stomach flipping, some primal part of her wanting to erase it, delete every trace. But as she watches again, the shame softens into a trembling sort of hunger. She turns the volume down, presses her legs together, and lets herself replay the best parts: the moment her voice cracks, the wild sound of her own pleasure, the knowledge that she’s been recorded in a way that’s both accidental and impossibly intimate.

She saves the file, locking it behind a password, not sure if she’ll ever share it—but utterly certain she’ll never delete it. The video becomes a secret she carries in her pocket, a story only she can replay on cold nights, proof that she is still capable of risk, of want, of wild, anonymous joy.

Outside, snow drifts pile high on the sill. Maya sits in the blue light of her phone, heart racing, lips parted, thumb hovering over “play” again. She’s alone, but she doesn’t feel lonely—she feels charged, transformed, and a little bit dangerous.

Already, she wonders what she might do next year. Maybe she’ll pick an even bigger tree.


Story 44 – Midnight Mass After Dark

Lena hovers at the entrance of St. Agnes, boots wet from the slush, heart pounding with a blend of dread and nostalgia. The church doors are flung open to the cold, warm light and incense spilling out onto the dark street. It’s Christmas Eve—midnight mass—and despite everything she’s told herself about outgrowing faith, she’s here again. Drawn back by muscle memory, by a loneliness she can’t name, by a guilt that seeps up strongest in December.

Inside, the nave glows with candlelight and garlands, the old wooden pews filled with families in their holiday best. Lena slides into a seat near the back, careful to avoid the few faces she remembers from childhood: a white-haired woman from the choir, her old Sunday school teacher, two boys who once teased her in the car park. She feels suddenly childish, exposed in her dark coat and city boots, like she’s snuck into a place where she no longer belongs.

The choir’s voices rise, echoing off the high, painted ceiling. Incense curls above the altar. Ritual—kneeling, genuflecting, the sign of the cross—stirs something in Lena, a blend of longing and shame. She hasn’t been to confession in years. Every creak of the pew reminds her of rules broken, pleasures taken, secrets never spoken aloud.

Her eyes wander, restless, trying to find distraction in stained glass or flickering candles. That’s when she sees him—across the aisle, in the half-light, a man with strong shoulders in a navy peacoat, clean-shaven, watching her just a moment too long. There’s a flicker of recognition, a flash of memory from somewhere else—her phone screen, a dating app, a week’s worth of half-written messages and midnight daydreams. She never met him. She remembers his name: Mark.

Their gazes lock. Lena looks away first, suddenly conscious of the space between her thighs, the cold settling in her chest and the heat blooming lower. The church seems to shrink around her, every breath tinged with incense and old longing. She tries to focus on the readings, the Latin cadences, but Mark’s presence tugs at her, a secret she’s brought into the sanctuary, humming beneath her skin.

When the congregation rises to sing “O Come, All Ye Faithful,” Lena’s voice catches in her throat. Her hands tremble—not just with the weight of ritual, but with anticipation, with guilt, with something dangerously close to hope.

The service slides on, a gentle current of ritual—readings, incense, the familiar ache of Christmas hymns. Lena tries to lose herself in the rhythm, but she can feel Mark’s presence—close enough to touch, yet separated by a hundred silent rules. Every time she glances up, she finds him watching her, his gaze unwavering, intent. It’s a look she knows from another context: late-night texts, jokes that strayed into flirtation, secrets typed in darkness and left to simmer unanswered.

She’s not sure which is worse—the way the church sanctifies every small movement, or the way Mark’s eyes strip those movements of their innocence. When she kneels, her skirt tugs just above her knees, and she feels his gaze linger. When she brushes a strand of hair behind her ear, she wonders if he remembers the photo she sent, bare-shouldered in the same black coat she wears tonight.

Every sense is heightened. She notices the waxy sweetness of the candles, the press of her thighs on varnished wood, the ghost of Mark’s cologne drifting across the aisle. At one point, a hymnbook tumbles from her lap; he’s the first to stoop and retrieve it, their hands meeting for a charged second—a brush of fingertips, a crackle of static. Lena’s face flushes, heat blooming beneath her skin.

Their exchanges grow bolder. She meets his eyes for longer each time, daring him to look away first. He doesn’t. His lips quirk in a half-smile that’s both apology and invitation. The pew between them feels thinner by the moment, the sacred distance growing porous.

The congregation stands for communion, shuffling forward in solemn, candlelit rows. As Lena steps out of her seat, Mark falls into step just behind her. Their coats brush, and when she glances up, his gaze is heavy and unashamed.

When the priest offers her the wafer, Lena’s voice is a whisper—“Amen”—her tongue suddenly dry, pulse thudding everywhere at once. Mark’s presence crowds her senses; she can feel him just inches away, their breath mingling in the frosty air. The body of Christ melts on her tongue, but all she can taste is want.

When they file back to their seats, Mark’s hand brushes hers—deliberate, slow. Lena gasps, barely audible, and he squeezes, just once, before letting go.

It’s nothing. It’s everything. In the hush of the sanctuary, Lena’s body sings with a hunger she can’t confess aloud. She can only pray—silently, fiercely—that tonight, her secrets stay safe.

After the final hymn, the congregation trickles out—families bundled into coats, children tugged into mittens, the nave slowly emptying to the soft echoes of “Silent Night.” Lena lingers in the pew, unsure if she’s waiting for courage or forgiveness. She feels raw, brittle, longing stretched tight beneath her skin.

She slips toward the side aisle, fingers trailing along the cold stone wall, feet carrying her by instinct to the old confessional—half sanctuary, half hiding place. The heavy curtain is pulled, the small wooden booth haloed in shadow. Lena hesitates, breath caught in her throat, and slips inside, closing herself in the hush.

Moments later, the other side creaks open. She expects an old priest’s cough, the rustle of robes. Instead, Mark’s silhouette appears, backlit by the faint gold of the sanctuary. She can smell his cologne, a ghost of something familiar and forbidden.

He doesn’t speak at first. Their silence is thick, electric, the space so close she can hear his breath. When he finally speaks, his voice is low—careful but hungry. “Forgive me, Father, for I have sinned.”

Lena exhales, a shaky laugh caught between nerves and need. “It’s been a long time since my last confession,” she whispers, voice unsteady. “Too long.”

At first, their words are coded—small talk laced with implication. Mark says he’s missed her messages. Lena admits she missed his, too. Their confessions shift, skirting the edge of the sacred: Mark admits he’s thought about her in church, that he’s imagined her kneeling, hands folded, eyes closed but not for prayer.

Lena’s heart pounds as she listens—caught in the dangerous thrill of being both confessor and confessed-to. She leans forward, the screen between them more invitation than barrier. “Sometimes,” she admits, “I used to fantasize about being seen. About doing something so wrong I could never take it back.”

Mark’s breath hitches. “You mean… here?”

She nods, not trusting herself to say more. “There’s something about this place,” she whispers. “The way it makes me want to be good—and to be watched breaking the rules.”

He laughs, soft and wicked. “Maybe we both need forgiveness.”

In the hush of the confessional, their whispers tangle: desires half-spoken, regrets laid bare, secret fantasies shaped by guilt and longing. Lena’s confession is no longer about repentance; it’s about the hunger to be exposed, to be wanted, to be punished and pardoned all at once.

When the silence stretches, Mark dares her, voice almost pleading: “Tell me something you’ve never told anyone else. Right here. Right now.”

Lena closes her eyes, lets her shame and need bloom together. “I want someone to hear me,” she says, voice trembling, “and still want me anyway.”

She can hear his exhale, ragged and real. “God, Lena,” he murmurs. “Me too.”

Their secrets hover in the incense-thick air, sacred and profane, impossible to take back.

The hush in the confessional thickens—no longer the silence of prayer, but the breathless quiet of two people crossing a line neither can now deny. Lena’s pulse is a drumbeat in her ears, her thighs pressed tight together, every nerve tuned to Mark’s ragged breathing on the other side of the carved wooden screen.

Mark’s voice trembles, the barest whisper: “Can I touch myself while you talk to me?”

The words shock her—shock her with their boldness, and how deeply she wants to say yes. Lena’s reply is just as quiet, her voice trembling with guilt and need. “Only if you promise to listen.”

She can hear the faintest rustle: the hitch of his breath, the soft slide of a zipper, the clumsy, urgent shift as he obeys. Lena’s own hands tremble in her lap; her skirt bunches as she slides her palm over her thigh, heat blooming even as shame tries to root her in place.

“Tell me,” Mark urges, his voice rough, desperate, “what would you do if you weren’t afraid?”

Lena’s answer is barely audible, a confession formed out of breath and hope. “I’d let someone watch me fall apart,” she whispers. “I’d make them want it. Here—where I’m supposed to be good.”

Her fingers slip beneath her skirt, seeking warmth, slick and aching. The velvet hush of the confessional amplifies every tiny sound—the shift of her breath, the shiver in her voice, the faint, rhythmic movement on Mark’s side of the screen. She hears him stifle a moan, the line between blasphemy and longing blurring with every heartbeat.

They trade confessions in fragments: Lena admitting to the thrill of being seen, the fantasy of punishment and forgiveness. Mark answering with his own confessions—how he’s watched her, wanted her, imagined her on her knees, not for prayer. Each new secret is another stroke, another step closer to the edge.

Her hand moves faster, thighs trembling, skirt hitched around her hips. Mark’s breathing grows louder, their voices tangled now—pleas, curses, the frantic whisper of names not meant to be spoken here. The incense and candle wax hang thick, turning every breath into a sinful sacrament.

Outside, the sanctuary is empty, the night pressing close. Inside, Lena’s climax crests in a wave of fear and release—her face flushed, mouth open in a sound she can’t entirely muffle. On the other side, Mark’s breath shatters, and she knows he’s falling apart with her.

For a moment, neither moves. Just two souls tangled in the dark, desire burning brighter than shame, every rule broken in the holiest of places.

And then a faint red light blinks to life above the confessional door—a warning neither of them saw coming.

The world holds its breath in the confessional. Lena, limp and trembling, fights to calm her ragged breathing, skirt tangled around her thighs. The scent of incense and sex seems suddenly sharper, electric. She feels Mark’s presence through the screen—his own breath shallow, the aftermath of climax making the air thick with complicity.

That’s when the red light catches her eye: a tiny LED glowing above the door, pulsing quietly like a heart. For a split second, it means nothing. Then panic knifes through her—she’s seen that light before, during Sunday sermons, when the priest records audio for parishioners who can’t attend in person.

Mark sees it too. His voice, suddenly raw, cuts the hush: “Shit. Was that on the whole time?”

Lena’s stomach drops. Her mind reels back through every whispered plea, every unguarded sound, every confession she meant for no one but him. “I—I don’t know. I didn’t even notice—”

Her body seizes up with fresh shame. The church, so recently a cocoon of secret desire, feels now like a trap—every surface an ear, every shadow a witness. She tugs her skirt down with shaking hands, knuckles white.

Mark’s voice is a shaky hush: “Someone could have heard. Or… it could be saved somewhere.” He sounds terrified and thrilled at once.

The magnitude hits them: not only have they crossed every boundary, they might have been exposed to an audience they never intended. The possibility of a priest replaying the tape, a staff member scanning the audio for confession—Lena’s face burns, her core clenching with a new, dizzy cocktail of dread and arousal.

There’s no time for apologies. They stumble out of the booth, avoiding each other’s eyes as they smooth hair, fasten buttons, collect their coats. Lena glances at the altar, half-waiting for some judgment to rain down, half wanting to run back to the confessional and dare the world to catch her.

A sliver of Mark’s palm finds hers as they slip into the dark outside. No words—just the press of skin, a promise to remember.

For a moment, Lena is certain she’s ruined herself. For another, she knows she’ll never want to feel safe in the same way again.

The church’s stone steps are slick with ice, the night so quiet that Lena’s footsteps echo down the street. Her heart won’t settle—she feels raw, as if her skin’s been turned inside out. Mark walks beside her, their bodies close but not touching, both wrapped in a silence thick with everything they can’t say out loud.

Lena’s head is a snarl of guilt and want. Every time she tries to summon remorse, her mind spins back to the confessional: Mark’s voice in her ear, the heat of her own hands, the forbidden thrill of getting away with something she knows she shouldn’t. The shame should drown her, but it only seems to intensify her pulse, every nerve humming with the memory of risk.

She imagines what could happen next—an elderly priest, headphones on, stumbling across their voices, her own confession blurred with gasps and pleas. The possibility horrifies her, but under the horror there’s a kernel of dark, undeniable arousal. What if someone did hear? What if the proof of her sin can’t be scrubbed away?

Outside the church gate, Mark finally stops. He looks shaken, pale in the glow of the streetlight, but there’s hunger in his eyes too. “Are you okay?” he asks softly.

She shakes her head—no, but yes, but not in any way that can be spoken. “I don’t know,” she manages. “I feel… alive. I feel like I want to do it again. And I’m scared I won’t stop.”

Mark reaches for her hand, fingers twining with hers, both their grips fierce and cold. “You’re not the only one,” he admits, voice thick with need. “I don’t want it to be over.”

They exchange numbers with shaking hands, a silent agreement that whatever they set in motion isn’t finished yet. Lena’s fingers brush his as she turns away, her pulse still wild, her body still hungry for more.

She walks home in a daze, every sound sharper, every shadow more electric. By the time she reaches her door, her shame has settled into something less punishing—less absolution, more craving. She knows she’ll never pray the same way again.

Tonight, her sins are still her own—but she wonders, trembling and breathless, what it would feel like to be caught for real.

Lena lies awake in the blue-dark hush of her bedroom, wrapped in a tangle of sheets that smell faintly of incense and winter air. She’s tried to pray, but the words won’t come—her mind keeps looping back to the confessional, to Mark’s voice, to the way she couldn’t quite muffle her own cries.

Her phone glows on the nightstand, an anonymous tab open to the parish website. There’s no audio posted, no evidence of her crime—at least not yet. But the risk lingers, as addictive as the memory itself. Her body is restless, skin electric with the aftershocks of sin and secrecy.

She closes her eyes, hand drifting under her shirt, tracing the lines of shame and want down her belly. Every touch calls back the fear of being overheard, the fantasy of her own voice echoing out into the nave, the world, the cloud. The possibility that someone, somewhere, might have heard everything—that her most forbidden moment might be archived, replayed, craved by someone else.

A text pops up from Mark:

“You’re in my prayers tonight. Can’t stop thinking about your voice.”

Lena smiles in the dark, her shame blooming into arousal all over again. She types back:

“Pray for forgiveness, then tell me what you’d do if we got caught.”

The hunger is still there—tangled with guilt, sharper for the risk. She lets her fingers slip lower, replaying every sound, every secret, every plea she offered up in the dark.

The story closes with Lena on the edge, caught between penance and pleasure, already imagining how she might confess next time. There’s no absolution, only the longing to be exposed again, to be wanted, to be forgiven—and to be watched, especially when she’s most unworthy.


Story 45 – Under the Tree (Next Door)

The neighbour’s house always felt too big for its own good—open-plan, pale wood floors, every surface dustless and curated. Jess pads barefoot through the lounge, cradling a mug of mulled wine in both hands, the borrowed dog pressed warm and dozing against her thigh. It’s Christmas week, and the only light comes from a half-decorated tree in the corner—strings of fairy lights blinking erratically, a box of baubles abandoned mid-task.

Outside, snow has blanketed the close, muffling the world to a hush. Inside, everything feels delicate, slightly off-kilter, like she’s living someone else’s life for a few days. Her own flat would be noisy and cluttered; here, the air is scented with pine and expensive candle wax, her voice always dropping to a hush as if she might break something.

Jess agreed to house-sit for the Grants partly for the dog, partly to avoid her own empty flat, and partly because she couldn’t stand another year of her mother’s gentle disappointment. The dog—old, affectionate, with a habit of snoring like a tiny train—has become her main company, curled on the throw next to her legs as she scrolls through half-hearted group chats and holiday memes.

She tries not to dwell on Elliot Grant, her neighbour and the dog’s actual owner. He’s ten years older, sharp-eyed but easy-going, always friendly but never quite lingering. His wife is stylish and always travelling; Jess has spent more than a few evenings inventing stories about the cracks in their perfect marriage, fantasies that never survive daylight.

Tonight, alone but not lonely, Jess lets the silence wrap around her like a blanket. She sips her wine, the dog grumbling in its sleep, a cheesy Christmas movie flickering on the TV. Her gaze drifts to the pile of half-hung ornaments and then to the window, watching snow pile up on the dark garden. The house feels full of secrets: lost to-do lists, perfume on the pillows, the soft green glow of the baby monitor still plugged in near the sofa.

Jess stretches out, bare feet digging into the deep pile rug. She wonders what it would feel like to belong in a house like this—not just passing through, not just holding the key for a week, but to be someone who expects comfort, someone watched and wanted and kept.

The tree blinks on, soft and insistent. Jess closes her eyes, a quiet ache blooming in her chest, and lets herself imagine that the next knock at the door will be for her.

Jess startles at the sudden click of the front door, the kind that signals someone who belongs—not a burglar, but a husband with keys and confidence. She freezes on the sofa, half-hidden by fairy lights and blankets, the dog stirring beside her and thumping its tail. Her first, wild thought is that she’s been caught in some secret act—then Elliot’s voice calls softly, “It’s just me. Sorry, didn’t mean to scare you.”

He steps into the lounge, cheeks flushed from the cold, hair damp under a beanie, arms full of grocery bags and what looks like a wrapped box and a laptop case. He’s clearly surprised to see her in his living room after dark, but the awkwardness flickers and dissolves into something warmer—a smile, a soft apology. “I forgot my charger and, uh, a present for my niece. I didn’t mean to crash movie night.”

Jess waves him in, scrambling to sit up straighter, suddenly self-conscious in leggings and a baggy jumper that isn’t hers. “It’s no problem—I was just trying to keep the dog from eating the ornaments.”

Elliot grins, bending to pet the dog, their hands nearly brushing. “He’s a menace. We should’ve put the tree in a cage.”

For a moment, they both laugh—too loud for the quiet house, the tension breaking and then settling into something looser. Elliot shrugs off his coat and drops onto the other end of the sofa, eyes scanning the room. “You’ve made yourself at home.”

Jess blushes, fiddling with her mug. “It’s a nice house. Feels less lonely with a movie and too many lights.”

He nods, the exhaustion clear in his eyes. “Yeah. The holidays get weird sometimes. Too many plans, too many people to disappoint.” He glances at the tree, half-dressed, and sighs. “Sophie’s in Vienna until Boxing Day. Didn’t feel right putting up all the decorations alone.”

Jess softens, feeling the ache behind his words. “Maybe we can finish it together. For the dog’s sake, if nothing else.”

They work together, stringing ornaments and sharing stories—her disastrous last Christmas, his awkward family dinners, the growing sense of pressure to make everything perfect for everyone else. The dog circles their legs, tail wagging, as they hang a crooked angel and trade the kind of honest laughter that comes only when you’re both a little lost.

For the first time all week, Jess feels almost welcome—like she’s not just passing through, but invited. When their fingers brush, adjusting a glass bauble, the jolt is unmistakable. The tree blinks in the dark, casting little halos across the floor.

When Elliot glances at her, Jess can’t look away. The moment hangs between them, suspended in the soft glow of fairy lights and hope.

They finish the tree together, laughter trailing off into the hush of completion. Jess drapes the final strand of tinsel, her fingertips grazing Elliot’s as he steadies a blinking star at the top. The room is golden with fairy light, the only sound the dog sighing contentedly and the faint hum of a distant radiator.

For a moment, they just stand there, hands too close, breath mingling in the soft gloom. Jess can feel her pulse in her throat, each second stretching. She wonders if she’s imagining the heat in Elliot’s gaze, the way his shoulders tense and then relax as if fighting himself. There’s no one else in the house, no safe distraction. The usual lines—marriage, neighbourliness, common sense—blur in the charged quiet.

Elliot is the one to move first. He lifts a trembling hand, brushing a fallen strand of Jess’s hair behind her ear, fingers lingering at her cheek. “You’re… really easy to talk to,” he says, voice low and rough. “It’s been a long time since this house felt good.”

Jess doesn’t trust herself to answer. She leans in, letting her forehead rest against his, breaths mingling, hearts thudding in fragile synchrony. Her hand finds his arm—then his chest—steadying herself, or maybe asking permission.

He answers with a kiss, soft at first, then deeper, hungry. Jess melts against him, months of longing unspooling all at once. She feels the press of his hands at her waist, the tentative curl of his fingers bunching her jumper, the way his lips find hers over and over, less restrained each time.

They tumble down onto the thick rug, laughter spilling between kisses, breathless and giddy. Elliot’s shirt rides up, Jess’s leggings slide down; the fairy lights ripple over bare skin and half-hidden desire. Their movements are clumsy, greedy—anxious hands mapping skin, desperate for contact and reassurance that this isn’t just another lonely night.

The dog circles them, puzzled but quiet, then curls up on the armchair as if granting permission.

Elliot pauses, lips at Jess’s throat, voice a raw whisper: “We should stop.”

Jess answers without thinking, “I don’t want to.”

The last of her hesitation vanishes as his hands slip beneath her jumper, palms warm and shaking. Her body arches to meet him, hips grinding, knees slipping against his thighs. She’s never felt so alive, so sharp with anticipation and wrongness—wanting him, risking everything, right here in someone else’s living room, under a blinking tree that doesn’t belong to her.

They move together, quietly at first, then with abandon—cushions scattered, bodies tangled, the tree’s soft glow painting shifting patterns across their skin. Each gasp and half-stifled moan feels like a secret—one the walls and the night might still keep, if only for a little while longer.

They collapse together on the rug, skin flushed, clothes askew, hearts still pounding in the sudden quiet. For a moment, all Jess can hear is her own pulse and Elliot’s breath, both ragged and oddly sweet. The dog lifts its head, then sighs, as if the world can finally relax.

But then, in the hush, a tiny red light blinks in the corner of Jess’s vision—a steady pulse from the bookshelf, half-hidden behind a snowman mug and a pile of storybooks. She blinks, mind struggling to catch up. “Did you see that?” she whispers, suddenly cold.

Elliot sits up, searching the room with wide, hunted eyes. His gaze lands on the source—a plastic dome with a tiny lens. The nanny-cam. The Grants used it when their daughter was younger, and it’s still there, perched above the tree, quietly watching.

A bolt of panic slices through Jess’s body. She scrambles for her clothes, yanking her leggings back up, tugging her jumper over her head. “Oh my god, was that on? Did it…?”

Elliot’s already on his feet, fumbling with the camera, hands shaking. The red light blinks steadily back at him, unmoved. “It’s motion-activated,” he mutters, horror in his voice. “It probably caught… everything.”

They stare at each other, terror overtaking the afterglow. Jess can almost feel her heart beating in her throat. The whole house feels suddenly sharp, hostile, every comfort now laced with dread. The intimacy they just shared hangs in the air, transformed from a secret joy to a digital liability.

“Who has access?” Jess asks, voice barely above a whisper.

Elliot swallows hard. “Sophie does. It uploads to her phone. Maybe to the cloud, too. Christ.”

Jess feels her knees wobble as she sinks onto the sofa, the dog nuzzling her ankle as if sensing her distress. She presses her palms to her face, torn between shame and the aftertaste of pleasure. “I can’t believe—”

Elliot crouches beside her, voice urgent but gentle. “I’ll fix this. I promise. I’ll… I’ll say it was an accident, or delete it before she checks. Please, Jess, just—don’t say anything.”

She nods, too stunned to argue, adrenaline still spiking. He pulls her into a quick, fierce hug before gathering his things and stumbling out into the cold, muttering that he’ll handle it, that he’s sorry, that he never wanted to put her at risk.

The door clicks shut behind him. The house falls silent, but Jess’s mind races. She sits in the flicker of the tree, caught between fear, guilt, and the undeniable thrum of something darker: the knowledge that for a few impossible minutes, she wasn’t just seen—she was witnessed.

The house feels cavernous once Elliot is gone—his absence as sharp as his presence was electric. Jess sits on the edge of the sofa, blanket pulled tight around her, dog curled against her shins, the fairy lights on the tree blinking like a nervous tic. Her body is still buzzing, muscles weak with the memory of pleasure, but her mind races ahead: what if the footage is already in the cloud? What if Sophie, the wife, checks the app tonight?

Jess’s phone vibrates—a text from Elliot:

“I’m so sorry. I’ll deal with it. Please don’t worry.”

But worry is all she can do. She paces the lounge, replaying every sound, every movement. Did the camera catch their faces? Her laugh? The sound of Elliot’s name from her lips? Each memory lands as a wave of guilt and a stab of arousal, both impossible to disentangle.

She tries to watch TV, but every scene feels fake compared to the wild, honest risk of what just happened. Even the dog seems to watch her with a new solemnity, as if it too is guarding a secret. Jess wonders whether she should feel more ashamed, more frightened. But instead, under the shame and worry, there’s a pulsing thrill—a knowledge that she’s crossed a line and survived. That for the first time in years, she’s truly felt something.

She checks the nanny-cam app, her thumb hovering over the icon, not sure whether she hopes to find nothing or everything.

Elliot’s name lights up her phone again:

“I’ll make sure no one sees it. I’ll call you tomorrow.”

He’s desperate, guilty, but the way he said “no one” makes her shiver—does he mean her, too? Jess knows she should want the footage erased, that this is a disaster waiting to happen, that their secret is balanced on the edge of exposure.

But in the hush, wrapped in borrowed blankets and blinking fairy light, Jess realises: she isn’t sure she wants to forget. She sits in the glow of her risk, heart racing, unable to tell if she’s ruined something or finally claimed it as her own.

The dog noses her hand, seeking comfort, and Jess lets herself rest her head on its soft fur, body humming with the residue of fear and want.

She knows sleep won’t come easily tonight.

Jess spends hours staring at the ceiling, mind caught in a loop of panic and anticipation. Eventually, she gives up on sleep and reaches for her phone, curiosity gnawing at her shame. The dog snores on, oblivious, as she opens the nanny-cam app—hands trembling, half hoping the login won’t work, half praying it does.

The app loads. There it is: a thumbnail marked with tonight’s date and time, the little red dot that means “motion detected.” Her heart thuds so loudly she’s sure the whole house can hear. She hesitates, then taps play.

The video is grainy, the lens aimed at the rug and the lower half of the glowing Christmas tree. At first, it’s just motion—her own legs, Elliot’s socked feet, bodies awkward and fumbling as they collapse together in the spill of fairy light. Then the focus shifts; audio picks up Jess’s laughter, a soft gasp, the murmur of her own name. The fairy lights flicker patterns across bare skin, painting them in gold and blue.

She sees herself as a stranger might: hungry, reckless, beautiful in her disarray. The camera doesn’t miss the way Elliot clings to her, the shudder of her body as she arches against him, the whispered plea—“don’t stop”—that escapes her lips at the peak of it all.

For a long time, Jess just sits there, mortified and transfixed. She should delete it—should want to erase every second. But watching, she’s filled with a heat sharper than shame: the knowledge that she’s been caught, immortalised, exposed and adored in the same trembling instant.

Her fingers tremble as she replays the moment, again and again, letting the audio loop through her headphones, reliving the risk, the ruin, the impossible intimacy of being seen. It’s wrong. It’s dangerous. And it’s hers.

Finally, Jess saves the video, locking it behind a new password, her hands still shaking as she tucks her phone beneath her pillow. The footage is proof—not just of what happened, but of who she dared to become.

Outside, the house is silent but for the soft click of the dog’s nails on the kitchen floor, the tree blinking on and on as if nothing could ever change.

The house is quiet again—so quiet Jess can hear her own breathing, can feel the aftershocks moving through her body long after Elliot’s footsteps have faded. She curls on the sofa, dog pressed against her side, fairy lights flickering in silent witness. On the coffee table, her phone sits face-down, but she can sense the video stored there, pulsing like a secret under her skin.

She replays it—just once more, she tells herself, though she knows it’s a lie. Each time she sees her own body in the tangle of lights and shadows, hears the need in her own voice, the fear recedes and the thrill grows. Shame mixes with arousal, each loop making the memory brighter, riskier, more delicious.

For a moment, Jess hovers on the edge of regret. She should delete it. She should be ashamed, should worry what will happen if anyone ever sees. But the truth is: she wants to remember. She wants proof. She wants to keep the version of herself who let go—hungry, reckless, chosen.

She saves the file, locking it behind a password, her thumb hovering over the screen before she finally turns it dark. A text pings through from Elliot: “We’re even.”

She smiles—a secret, rueful smile—typing back, “Next year, you can walk the dog.” No need for more. The air is still, heavy with possibility.

As the tree’s soft glow dances across the walls, Jess lies back, heart racing, hand drifting down, letting herself feel the fire that hasn’t faded at all. In the dark, alone, she doesn’t feel lost or out of place. She feels claimed, remembered, marked.

And somewhere deep inside, she’s already wondering what new secrets next Christmas might bring.


Story 46 – The Gift Exchange

Liv kicks off her boots at the door, cheeks already pink from the cold and the two glasses of red she had before Asha even buzzed her up. The apartment glows with fairy lights strung over every available surface, a lopsided paper star drooping above the window, the heating on high. It smells like cinnamon, spilled wine, and Asha’s favourite vanilla candles—a cocoon against December.

It’s their tradition: Christmas Eve, just the two of them, no families, no obligations, no pretending to be anyone but themselves. Pyjamas on by seven, pizza boxes and half-eaten sweets littering the coffee table, background noise from a romcom they’ve both seen a hundred times. Their laughter fills the tiny flat, growing bolder with each new glass poured.

Asha is sprawled on the floor in penguin-print flannel bottoms, dark curls a wild halo around her face. She insists on presents before dessert—another rule they’ve never broken—so Liv digs out the ridiculous gift she wrapped in leftover cartoon paper: bright red lingerie, barely more than lace and hope. “You said go bold this year,” she teases, brandishing the bow.

Asha howls with delight, not even pretending to be scandalised. Her gift for Liv is a neatly wrapped box with a cartoon reindeer sticker, and inside: a novelty toy set—vibrator, feather tickler, and a pair of fuzzy cuffs. “For lonely nights, or… research,” Asha grins.

Liv feigns shock, then laughter rolls between them, open and easy. The wine makes everything funnier, the world smaller and softer. They dare each other to model the gifts—“just for a laugh, nothing weird”—the banter laced with a tension that feels playful but, just under the surface, daring.

The outside world fades—no looming family drama, no work emails, just the tangle of blankets, fairy lights, and secrets only they can share. As the wine flows, the laughter gets messier, more intimate, both girls basking in the safe warmth of being seen and loved, whatever happens next.

They’re both half-drunk on boxed Shiraz and the giddy thrill of getting away with being a little ridiculous together. Asha holds up the red lace set, eyebrows waggling, and declares, “If I put this on, you have to use the toy for at least ten seconds. Double-dare, Liv.”

Liv laughs so hard she snorts, but something in the room tilts—what would have been a safe, silly challenge in the daylight now feels sharper, charged. The world outside is just wind and sleet, but here, the air crackles with unspoken possibility.

“Fine. But you have to model, and we’re rating each other’s runway walk,” Liv says, already fumbling for her phone to record a ‘fashion show’ video, both for blackmail and for proof. She grabs the cuffs and feather, tossing the box onto the bed. “And you can’t chicken out.”

Asha disappears into the bathroom with the lingerie, reemerging with a flourish—hips swaying, skin glowing, laughter covering nerves. She poses, laughing, as Liv whoops and claps, filming her with mock seriousness. “Ten out of ten, you could take over OnlyFans in that,” Liv teases, cheeks hot with more than wine.

It’s Liv’s turn. She slides the toy from the box, studying it with exaggerated curiosity, but her pulse hammers in her wrist. “Do I get extra points if I don’t squirm?”

“You get extra points if you do,” Asha grins, eyes locked on Liv’s as she settles onto the bed, pyjama bottoms tugged just low enough. The dares spiral—pose for a selfie, try the feather on your neck, let me show you how it works. Their hands linger, fingers brushing bare skin, the laughter softening into quiet, charged smiles.

They trade phones to check the photos—deleting, approving, giggling at their own faces. Asha leans over Liv’s shoulder, hair brushing her cheek, the warmth between them unmistakable.

The movie is long forgotten, the gifts now scattered around them like confetti. Liv feels the boundary between play and something more slip sideways—neither of them wanting to pull away, both daring the other to take the next step.

For a moment, the only sound in the flat is the quiet whirr of the radiator and the static hush of sleet against the window. Liv’s pulse hammers as she sets her phone aside, fingers still buzzing from Asha’s hand lingering on her thigh. Their laughter slows, folding into a hush neither quite knows how to break.

On a dare—half a joke, half a plea for something real—Liv says, “Bet you won’t kiss me.” She tries for lightness, but her voice trembles on the last word.

Asha doesn’t flinch. She holds Liv’s gaze, eyes wide and unreadable, then closes the gap, their noses bumping, hair tangling, breath mingling in the warm hush. The kiss is soft, hesitant—lips barely brushing at first, then firmer as the moment stretches. Liv’s eyes flutter closed, her whole body going liquid, relief and excitement flooding through her at once.

They pull back, both blinking, faces inches apart. “You’re not bad at that,” Asha whispers, mouth curling into a nervous smile.

Liv laughs, breathless. “Could use a second opinion.”

Asha’s response is a slow, searching kiss—this time less hesitant, more certain. Liv melts, hands finding Asha’s curls, drawing her closer. The toys and gifts are forgotten on the bed. Their bodies fit together easily, knees brushing, bare arms winding tight around each other’s waists.

Between kisses, they start to talk—whispers spilling out, secret crushes admitted, half-joked what-ifs laid bare. Liv confesses she’s wondered, offhand, what it would feel like to be wanted by someone who already knows all her stories. Asha admits to late-night dreams, to little moments of watching Liv’s mouth when she laughs.

The confessions are shy, but the tension between them softens and deepens—fear fading into discovery, and longing blooming bold as hope. Pyjama tops slip off shoulders, hands explore tentative new skin, both girls trembling as boundaries dissolve. It’s awkward and sweet, tender and hungry, messy in the way of things you want for a very long time.

For a while, there is nothing but them—kisses that build and shiver, laughter and sighs, the promise of something new finally spoken out loud.

The rest of the world falls away, leaving only warmth, fairy light, and the intoxicating closeness of two best friends learning each other for the first time. Asha laughs as Liv’s fingers find her waist, both of them trembling, the kind of giddy, nervous energy that feels like skating on ice: thrilling, risky, impossible to stop.

Asha’s mouth trails from Liv’s lips to her jaw, her collarbone, her shoulder, pausing often—“Okay?” she whispers, every check-in laced with care and anticipation. Liv nods, smiling, breathless, her hands exploring, relearning Asha’s body now as something both known and entirely new.

They tease, exploring slow—Asha guiding Liv’s fingers to the toy, showing her how to use it on herself, then on Asha. Laughter and moans tangle in the air, each gasp a little more honest than the last. Pyjama tops are pushed up, then away, skin bared and chilled for a second before warmth surges back, one kiss at a time.

Liv dares Asha to try the feather, to let the fuzzy cuffs click softly around her wrists, both girls giggling, flushed with wine and something wilder. The toys pass back and forth, part joke, part genuine discovery. “Tell me what feels good,” Asha whispers, eyes bright, and Liv’s answer is wordless—just the arch of her body, the breath caught in her throat, the way her hips move against Asha’s hand.

At some point, Liv grabs her phone—intending to capture a funny selfie, proof of how ridiculous and free they feel. Instead, the camera rolls, forgotten, propped on the pile of Christmas pillows, blinking red. It catches their laughter, their whispered names, their pleasure—every sigh and shiver framed in garish fairy light, two girls glowing and unguarded.

By the end, they collapse into each other, limbs tangled, hair wild, hearts pounding and chests heaving. “Best present I’ve ever gotten,” Liv says, and Asha’s answering smile is pure relief, pure joy.

In the background, the phone keeps recording—saving their night for the morning, for memory, for a future confession neither of them can yet imagine.

The room is quiet now, save for the occasional ping of a distant phone and the whisper of sleet against the window. Liv lies tangled in a heap of blankets and Asha’s hair, her heart still fluttering in her chest. The fairy lights blink on, off, on—casting gentle shadows over their flushed cheeks and bare shoulders.

For a while, neither says anything. Asha traces slow, soothing circles on Liv’s arm, and Liv lets herself drift, feeling new and old at once. She listens to the sound of Asha’s breathing, the warmth of her body pressed close—a comfort so complete, Liv is almost afraid to break it with words.

But eventually, curiosity and nerves win out. “So… are we okay?” Liv whispers, half-laughing, half-scared. “I don’t want to ruin—this. Us.”

Asha’s hand finds hers under the covers, fingers lacing tight. “I was afraid you’d say that first. But yeah. We’re okay. Better than okay, I think.” She grins, eyes shining. “I mean, you are absurdly good at dares.”

Liv laughs, the tension easing. “I don’t know what comes next. Are we supposed to talk about it? Pretend it was just the wine?”

Asha shakes her head, kissing Liv’s forehead. “We can do whatever we want. There’s no right way for best friends to… you know. Be more.”

They talk in whispers for a long time—about secret crushes, the quiet ache of wanting more, the relief that the world outside their tiny flat doesn’t have to know. Asha admits she was terrified to cross the line but even more scared of never knowing how Liv tasted, how Liv sounded when she was happy and unafraid.

“I never want to go back to not knowing,” Liv murmurs, squeezing Asha’s hand. “Let’s not be weird in the morning, okay?”

“Promise,” Asha breathes, nestling closer. “But if you want to try those cuffs again…”

Liv swats her, both of them giggling, tangled together under the covers. The toy, the phone, the whole night—they’re theirs, held safe in the hush before sleep.

Outside, the storm rages, but inside it’s warm—new, honest, and safe.

Morning comes slow and pale, filtering through the gap in the curtains. Liv wakes to the weight of Asha’s arm draped over her, the familiar comfort now edged with something thrillingly new. There’s no awkwardness, only a lazy, easy contentment—the kind that comes from knowing, finally, you are wanted in exactly the way you want back.

They stretch, trade sleep-mussed smiles, swap shy jokes about “best sleepover ever.” The world outside feels impossibly far away, the storm quieted overnight, the city wrapped in icy peace.

Liv’s phone buzzes. She fumbles for it on the nightstand, blinking at the notification: Asha sent a video – 03:08am. No caption.

A bolt of panic cuts through the haze. She and Asha lock eyes. “Did you send me something last night?” Liv asks, heart racing.

Asha shakes her head, frowning. “I… don’t remember.” She grabs her own phone, checks her messages, then gasps. “Oh my god—did I…?”

Liv opens the message with trembling hands. The video loads: their tangled bodies, fairy-lit skin, laughter and soft moans, their voices calling each other’s names, the toys glinting in the background. Every sound and sigh, the honest pleasure and nervous joy—captured, replaying, undeniable.

They both stare at the screen, breathless. For a terrifying moment, Liv imagines the video sent everywhere—to exes, group chats, family threads. But a frantic check reveals it went only to Liv—a private, accidental confession, not a disaster.

Relief rushes in, mixing with a hot, guilty thrill. Liv watches herself as Asha did, seeing the night through new eyes: bold, unguarded, wanted. There’s a kind of power in the proof—a record of how far they let themselves go, how much they claimed, how much they risked.

“Guess that’s one way to remember it,” Asha jokes weakly, cheeks flushed.

Liv grins, heart racing as she locks the file behind a password. “I don’t think I’ll ever forget.”

They collapse back onto the pillows, laughter dissolving the last of their nerves, both knowing that what happened wasn’t an accident—it was a confession, and it’s theirs to keep.

That night, after Asha’s gone and the flat is quiet, Liv curls up on the sofa, phone glowing in the dark. The city outside is still, Christmas lights flickering on neighbouring balconies. She pulls the blanket around her and, with a breathless, nervous thrill, opens the video again.

She watches herself and Asha—flushed, laughing, kissing, bodies tangled in fairy lights and blankets. Every gasp, every moan, every whispered dare and soft confession is there. Liv sees herself through new eyes: bold, unguarded, wanted, and wanting. Each replay blurs the shame and amplifies the hunger. The secret no longer feels like something to hide, but a truth she’s proud to carry.

She saves the file, password-protected, heart thumping with the knowledge that this memory can be relived—proof of how far she’s come, how much she’s dared to want. Her phone vibrates—a message from Asha:

“We’re still best friends, right?”

Liv’s lips curve, a warmth blooming in her chest. She replies:

“Maybe something more?”

The dots blink, then Asha’s answer appears:

“Always. Want to make another video next year?”

Liv laughs out loud, pressing play one more time. Alone, aroused, and absolutely herself, she lets the memory wash over her—a confession turned into ritual, shame transmuted into joy, the promise of more to come.

Outside, the city sparkles. Inside, Liv finally feels brave enough to want it all.


Story 47 – Hotel Suite 412

Rosa stands beneath the marble arch of the Hotel Imperial’s revolving doors, snow still melting in her hair, the city’s night a blur of gold and blue outside. She’s wrapped in a wool coat that cost too much, suitcase wheels skipping on the black-and-white floor tiles, Ian beside her already checking his phone for the third time in as many minutes. The lobby is opulent and cold, done up for Christmas: garlands draped across the reception desk, a twenty-foot tree smothered in white lights, the scent of pine warring with expensive perfume. Everyone here looks like they belong—except them.

She glances at Ian, studying his careful posture, the forced smile he wears for the concierge, the way his hand rests on her lower back only when someone else is watching. He books this suite every December, a tradition that started when things were easy, spontaneous—back when hotel sex was a treat, a symbol of something unfinished between them. Now it’s a ritual performed out of hope or stubbornness or habit, neither willing to be the one to admit defeat.

The check-in process is a ballet of credit cards, clipped voices, and signatures. Rosa watches herself reflected in the polished lift doors as they ascend—eyes tired, mouth set, hair pulled back with unconscious severity. Ian holds her hand but doesn’t squeeze, doesn’t look her way until the bellhop is gone, the suite door closing with a soft sigh behind them.

Their room is enormous: a sitting area of velvet and glass, two bedrooms (as if anticipating failure), a bar cart heavy with bottles, floor-to-ceiling windows framing the city like a snow globe. The décor is neutral, impersonal—gold lamps, snowy duvets, everything staged for photographs but not for comfort. Rosa kicks off her shoes, toes sinking into the thick rug, and crosses to the window, arms wrapped around herself.

“Nice, right?” Ian asks, setting their bags in neat pairs by the closet. “They upgraded us—corner suite.”

She forces a smile. “It’s beautiful.”

He pours wine—always white for her, always room temperature because he forgets she likes it cold. They sit in the window nook, looking down at fairy lights and traffic, both trying to conjure warmth from habit. Ian talks about his work Christmas party, about the forecast for tomorrow, about dinner reservations. Rosa listens, nods, laughs in the right places, watches their reflection in the glass: a couple perfectly framed, perfectly distant.

He hands her a small box—gold ribbon, tasteful card. She already knows it’s something practical, expensive, carefully chosen: a watch, maybe, or earrings she’ll wear once and then forget. Inside: a slim gold bracelet. “You can add charms,” Ian says, proud of his attempt at sentiment. Rosa kisses his cheek, thanks him, fastens it one-handed while looking at her own wrists, pale and unfamiliar in the glittering light.

The hours slip by in well-rehearsed movements. Room service arrives: steak for him, salad for her. He insists on a toast (“To new beginnings,” he says, eyes too bright), and she echoes it, wishing she believed. They try to make love: a tender, careful attempt, but Rosa feels herself outside her body, watching from the ceiling as their hands slide and fumble, as if someone has swapped out her skin for another’s. She feigns pleasure, grateful for the darkness, and lets the silence grow thick between them.

After, Ian showers and emerges in hotel robes, suggesting dessert, a movie, a walk in the snow—anything to fill the silence. Rosa shakes her head, pleading a headache, and slips away to the bathroom. She sits on the edge of the tub, pressing her face to her knees, letting the cold tiles ground her.

She remembers the first time they came here—how Ian surprised her with champagne, how they laughed and spilled wine on the sheets, how she let him undress her by the window, feeling wild and new, the city lights a hundred stories below. That was years ago. Now, every gesture is a ghost of something she can barely remember: the urgency, the joy, the simple need to be seen and wanted.

When she emerges, Ian is already dozing on the bed, TV casting blue shadows over his face. She stands at the foot of the bed, staring at the slackness in his features, the worry lines she used to smooth away with her fingers. She almost wishes he would wake and ask her to stay. Instead, she turns, pulls on her coat over her robe, and steps into the corridor.

The hall is silent, plush carpet muffling her footsteps. She rides the lift down to the lobby, passing her own reflection multiplied in endless panes of glass, each one more restless than the last. The hotel bar pulses with music and warmth; laughter and ice clink together. Rosa stands at the edge, watching it all—unknown, unnamed, hungry for something she can’t quite admit.

The city outside beckons, but for now, she lets herself linger, a stranger in her own life, poised at the edge of risk and ritual, ready—at last—to be seen.

The hotel bar is warm and low-lit, a den of polished brass and deep velvet, holiday jazz curling around clusters of guests. Rosa perches at a corner table, her coat shrugged off and hotel robe swapped for a black dress she packed for the idea of “just in case.” The room buzzes with the subtle theatre of wealth: laughter at the bar, couples pressing knees together in shadowed booths, the gentle ring of cutlery on glass.

Rosa orders a martini and traces a finger around the rim, watching as the bartender shakes cocktails, his movements practiced and precise. She’s anonymous here—one of many women lingering on the edge of celebration, her only companion the tired thrill of freedom. She tries to imagine what she must look like to the others: a woman alone at Christmas, wedding ring glinting under bar light, neither hunting nor hiding.

She’s halfway through her drink when a voice cuts in—smooth, low, edged with confidence. “Most people drink to forget. You look like you’re trying to remember something.”

Rosa looks up to find a man watching her—late forties, sharply dressed but relaxed, salt-and-pepper hair swept back, a tailored jacket that fits him a little too well for coincidence. His gaze is direct but unthreatening, a wry smile lurking in the corners of his mouth.

She returns his smile, more amused than wary. “Maybe both. Holidays have a way of making you remember all the things you wish you could forget.”

He slides into the seat opposite, not quite touching, but close enough for intimacy. “David,” he says, offering a hand. “Here on business, sort of.”

She hesitates—then shakes. “Rosa. Here for… Christmas.”

He glances at her left hand, then back up at her face. “A getaway, or a rescue mission?”

Rosa laughs, a sound more honest than anything she’s managed all night. “A bit of both. My husband’s upstairs, probably asleep already. We’re supposed to be fixing things.”

David’s eyes glint with understanding. “Let me guess: luxury suite, dinner by the window, a toast to ‘new beginnings?’”

She winces at the accuracy, then grins. “You’ve done this before.”

He shrugs, ordering himself a whisky. “You’d be surprised how many couples come here to patch things up. My wife—she’s a therapist. We’ve made a study of it.”

Rosa arches an eyebrow. “She let you out alone on Christmas?”

David shrugs, mouth curling. “She’s working late. Always working. Sometimes you just need a night off—time to pretend you’re someone else.”

Their conversation meanders—travel, work, favourite books and movies. David listens more than he talks, but every question is precise, tuned to draw Rosa out. She finds herself telling him things she wouldn’t have said to Ian in months: the ache of waking up lonely beside someone you love, the fear of wanting more than you’re supposed to, the hunger to be seen, not just tolerated.

He listens without judgment, only gentle encouragement, his gaze never wandering, his smile never pitying. Rosa relaxes, sipping her second drink, letting the hum of the bar blur her edges.

They talk about risk, about the stories we tell ourselves about marriage, about the secrets people keep in hotel bars at Christmas. David tells her a story about his own marriage—the time he and his wife tried couples therapy and ended up laughing more than crying. “Sometimes,” he says, “the best thing you can do for love is admit you’re hungry. For attention, for danger, for something to shake you awake.”

A long silence blooms between them. Rosa finds herself leaning in, her knees almost brushing his under the table. The music shifts—something slow, smoky. She feels suddenly visible, charged, as if the whole bar is watching their conversation.

David lowers his voice. “What would you do tonight if you weren’t afraid?”

Rosa looks at her empty glass, then at him. “I think I’d want to be someone else. Or maybe I’d want to be seen for the person I’ve been trying not to be.”

He doesn’t move closer, but his gaze deepens, sharpening. “There’s more than one kind of courage. Want to practice with me?”

Rosa’s laugh is soft, almost trembling. “What did you have in mind?”

David tilts his head toward the mirrored lift, where staff come and go in gleaming shoes. “Something private, but not hidden. Let’s see what kind of show the hotel’s cameras get on Christmas Eve.”

Rosa’s heart stutters—half fear, half wild anticipation. The idea of being watched, of letting go, sparks in her chest. She finds herself standing, clutching her purse, as David pays for their drinks and rises to join her.

As they cross the bar, his hand finds the small of her back, warm and sure. Rosa doesn’t look back. The lift doors open, mirrors catching her from every angle. She steps inside, her own reflection wild-eyed, lips parted, the city lights spinning behind her as the doors glide shut.

Tonight, she’s decided, she will not be afraid to be seen.

The elevator is a box of gold and glass—mirrors on three sides, the ceiling etched with soft-lit snowflakes, city lights flickering beyond the seams of the doors. Rosa feels the hum of the cables, the faint shift of floor beneath her heels, every sense dialed to the possibility of being caught, of being transformed.

David stands beside her, posture easy but eyes sharp, watching her reflection rather than her face. He hits the button for the top floor, then leans back against the mirrored wall, hands in his pockets. The lift begins to rise, slow and silent.

For a moment, neither of them moves. The music overhead is a wordless jazz carol, soft and melancholy. Their reflections—hers: lipstick smudged, chest rising and falling; his: suit jacket unbuttoned, mouth curling with intent—flicker and multiply, like an audience only they can see.

David breaks the hush first, voice low and warm. “You can still go back,” he says, nodding at the control panel. “No one has to know.”

Rosa holds his gaze in the glass. “I want to know,” she says, surprising herself with the honesty of it.

He smiles, approval subtle and intimate. “Then let’s make it worth watching.”

He moves with confidence, stepping behind her, his hands gentle as they find her hips. Rosa shivers, not from cold, but from the impossibility of the moment—her body pressed to the glass, the city blurring below, her own eyes wide in the mirror. David bends his head, kissing her shoulder, then the nape of her neck, lips tracing fire down her spine.

The elevator glides upward, the numbers blinking higher. David’s hand slides beneath the hem of her dress, finding bare skin, teasing her in slow, maddening circles. “You like being seen?” he murmurs, breath hot in her ear.

Rosa nods, unable to speak, her pulse leaping as his hand explores further, fingers skating along lace, pressing just enough to make her gasp. She meets her own gaze in the mirror, shock and arousal mingling—she barely recognizes herself: eyes dark, mouth parted, face flushed and wild.

He turns her to face him, back pressed against the mirror now. His hands are firm, guiding her thighs apart, lifting her just enough that her dress hikes high, her panties exposed to anyone who might catch a glimpse through the mirrored doors or the corner camera. The thrill is so sharp it almost hurts—fear, shame, hunger braided together.

David kisses her, slow and hungry, one hand braced above her head, the other sliding along her thigh. The mirrored walls catch every angle: the arch of her back, the clutch of her fingers in his hair, the way she bites her lip to keep from moaning aloud.

“Let them watch,” he murmurs against her mouth, his own arousal obvious, the line between performance and genuine need blurring.

As the lift dings for a mid-floor stop, they freeze—Rosa still half-exposed, breathless, hearts hammering. The doors open, and for a split second, a hotel porter stands outside, eyes going wide before the doors glide shut again. Rosa’s face floods with heat, but David only grins, smoothing her dress down, his hand steady at her hip.

They burst into laughter, tension breaking and reforming into something more urgent, more delicious. “I’ve never—” Rosa starts, but can’t finish, too giddy to admit how much she wants this, how much she wants to keep going.

David presses a finger to her lips, his eyes kind and wicked all at once. “Let’s not stop now.”

The elevator climbs the last few floors, both of them caught between panic and desire, the mirrored glass recording every flush, every wild glance, every trembling dare.

When the doors open on the penthouse level, Rosa steps out first, legs shaky, head spinning. David follows, hand lingering at her waist, and for the first time all night she doesn’t care who might be watching.

Tonight, she is the show.

The elevator doors glide shut on the penthouse floor, leaving Rosa and David alone once more, the mirrored box now impossibly intimate. Her pulse drums in her ears. Her body remembers the thrill of almost being caught, the shock of her own reflection—panties askew, skirt hiked, a stranger’s hands and mouth marking her for any camera, any audience.

David turns, pressing the “Lobby” button, then immediately the “Penthouse” again. The lift jerks, then resumes its glide, suspending them between floors. His hand finds her cheek, thumb stroking just beneath her lip. “Are you sure?” he asks, soft and serious, giving her a way out. Rosa’s only answer is a gasp, her hips rocking toward him, her eyes searching his in the glass.

He lifts her onto the elevator’s polished rail, the metal cold against her thighs, her dress pushed up, her head pressed back against cool, gold-tinged glass. The city spins beyond her, but all Rosa can see is herself: eyes wide, lips parted, chest rising and falling with each breath. Her body is both her own and a performance—a secret she’s finally daring to show.

David kneels, slipping her panties down and letting them fall to her ankle, his hands steady as he parts her legs. His tongue finds her with shocking certainty, mouth hot and patient, one strong hand holding her open, the other bracing her hip. Rosa’s hand slams to the glass, leaving a fogged print. Her first moan is a prayer she tries to swallow, but the mirrored walls throw it back, endless and undeniable.

She watches herself—head thrown back, hips rolling, dress hiked up, hair wild. The camera in the corner blinks its red light, silent and tireless. The thought that someone could watch this later—security guard, hotel manager, an unknown guest in a distant office—makes everything hotter, sharper. She locks eyes with herself, lets her mouth fall open, gives up on hiding anything.

The elevator slows; the numbers flash. David stands, wiping his mouth, hands tangling in her hair as he kisses her again. Rosa tastes herself on his lips and kisses harder, her knees weak, heart slamming.

The lift dings, doors opening onto an empty corridor. Rosa, barely able to walk, gathers her things, tugs her dress down, and slips out, head high, adrenaline still buzzing. David follows, jacket thrown over his arm, smiling as though nothing is out of place.

They step into the hush of the penthouse hallway, shadows and light glimmering. Rosa can still feel the shape of David’s hands on her skin, the weight of a hundred possible witnesses pressing in around her.

For the first time in years, she feels unmistakably alive—electric, shameless, beautifully real.

She turns to David, breathless, voice steady: “Where now?”

His smile widens. “Let’s not be shy now. Come to my room. I want to see you fall apart for me—where anyone could hear, where you can watch yourself in every surface.”

Rosa nods, feeling the city and the cameras and her own reflection bearing witness to the woman she has just decided to become.

Tonight, she is no one’s secret. Tonight, she belongs to the show.

Rosa follows David down the silent corridor, the plush carpet deadening their footsteps, each gilded door a silent witness to secrets behind it. The air smells of polished wood and hotel laundry, a faint trace of someone else’s expensive cologne. Her heart hammers, excitement and dread fused in her blood. She tries not to think about Ian—sleeping, oblivious, maybe dreaming of her return with ice.

David’s suite—Room 414—waits at the end of the hall, marked by a discreet wreath of pine and holly, a single golden keycard on the tray. Inside, the room is even grander than her own: floor-to-ceiling windows framing a city alive with winter, a velvet sofa facing a king bed turned down for dreams neither of them intends to have.

As soon as the door clicks shut, David turns and asks—voice low, gaze sharp—“You can still walk away.” His hand is gentle at her elbow, but Rosa shakes her head, breathless. “I don’t want to.”

The atmosphere shifts: less hurried, more deliberate, charged with the thrill of being seen and the comfort of being wanted by someone who knows exactly what they’re doing. David sheds his jacket, leaving it on the arm of the sofa. He offers her a drink, pours whisky and soda, hands trembling only slightly as he brushes her wrist. She sips, the burn steadying her nerves.

For a moment, they talk: about names, about why tonight feels different, about the risk of regret. But neither lingers on guilt. David sets down his glass and, with practiced care, reaches for the hem of Rosa’s dress, sliding it upward, baring her thighs. “Window or mirror?” he asks, his smile half-dare, half-offer.

Rosa glances around—mirrors everywhere, but the window draws her. The city is a scatter of lights, distant and impersonal, millions of lives twinkling just out of reach. She steps up onto the ledge, palms braced against cold glass, heart drumming wild. David stands behind her, unzipping her dress, exposing her back and shoulders to the room, to the night.

She feels herself displayed—skin catching the city’s reflection, body on show not just for David, but for anyone who might look up. Her shame transforms into power: every inch she reveals is a choice, every gasp a line crossed by her own will.

David’s hands find her hips, then her breasts, then slip lower, teasing her open. He narrates softly, voice pitched for her alone but carried by the hush of the room: “You look incredible, Rosa. Anyone out there could see how much you want this. How much you want to be watched.”

He takes out his phone—not hiding it, asking with a glance if she’ll let him. Rosa’s heart pounds, but she nods. “I want to see,” she whispers.

He films her, careful and unhurried, voice a steady anchor: “Show me. Show them. Let go.”

She moves against him, the heat of his chest at her back, her own hands guiding his as he slides inside her. Her reflection is everywhere: in the black glass, in the mirror across the room, on the tiny screen of David’s phone. She rides him, body pressed to the window, eyes locked on her own wild expression, each thrust a dare to herself.

Rosa loses herself in sensation—pleasure, shame, pride all blooming at once. She’s louder than she means to be, moaning David’s name, her head falling back onto his shoulder. His hands cradle her hips, lifting her, holding her as she shudders with release, her body on display to the city and the camera and, most of all, herself.

After, David lowers her to the bed, hands gentle, mouth soft at her throat. He keeps filming as she comes down—breathless, disheveled, smiling through a fog of satisfaction. “You’re beautiful,” he murmurs, turning off the camera, tucking her hair behind her ear.

They lie tangled for a while, quiet but not ashamed. Rosa feels wrung out, filled up, and—most of all—utterly changed.

David props himself on one elbow. “Do you want to see?”

She nods, reaching for his phone with trembling hands. She watches herself—riding him in the window, hair wild, body lit by city light and shadows, her own eyes fever-bright with want. It is the most shameless thing she’s ever done, and she knows she will never forget how it feels to watch herself claim that version of her story.

David offers to send her the file. She hesitates only a moment, then hands over her number, watching as the video transfers, the digital proof of her bravest, wildest self.

In the quiet after, David presses a kiss to her shoulder. “My wife would be jealous,” he jokes, “if she knew how good you are at being watched.”

Rosa laughs, a sound deep and real. “Does she know?”

“She knows me,” David says, eyes steady. “But she doesn’t know you. Not yet.”

For the first time, Rosa feels a flutter of fear beneath her ribs—but it is nothing compared to the thrill of being wanted, recorded, remembered. She slips off the window ledge and back into her dress, her skin still humming.

Tonight, she is not a wife, not a client, not a story told by someone else. She is her own confession, her own spectacle.

And she’s not done watching herself yet.

The air in the suite is dense with afterglow, city lights smudged on the windowpane, Rosa’s breath still shaky as she replays the video David just sent her. She watches herself—untamed, hungry, riding him with abandon, head thrown back, mouth open, every sound captured and crystal-clear. Each replay is a fresh surge of embarrassment and pride, a proof she can’t stop craving.

David stretches, arms behind his head, a wry half-smile curling his lips. “You make a hell of a confession piece. I hope you’re not too shy to watch yourself.”

Rosa, cheeks still flushed, teases, “Is that what you collect—other people’s confessions?”

He shrugs. “Only the brave ones.” Then, more quietly, “My wife’s the therapist. She’s spent her whole career coaxing people to admit what they want. I like to help them show it.”

Rosa sits upright, pulse ticking faster. “Does she know you do this?” The words come out half-wary, half-fascinated.

David’s eyes are honest, even as they burn. “She knows about me—about what we have. But not about you. Not this story. Not yet.”

A shiver runs through Rosa, half fear, half raw exhilaration. The idea of David’s wife—her own marriage counsellor, the woman who coached her through so many months of therapy—finding out, watching her, hearing her moan her way through a Christmas confession… It’s terrifying and arousing all at once.

She thinks of the cameras in the lift, the mirrored walls, the hotel staff watching their brazen act on security feeds. Her body responds, shame and arousal braiding tighter. She wonders who else will see, who might save a copy, who will judge and who will crave.

David picks up his phone, scrolling through files. “I could delete it, if you want. Or you could keep it—your show, your rules.”

Rosa laughs—soft, incredulous. “No one ever offered me the starring role before.”

He leans in, presses a gentle kiss to her temple. “You earned it.”

As he leaves to shower, Rosa lies on the wide hotel bed, naked and exposed, watching the video once more—her own body wild and free, a version of herself she barely recognizes but never wants to lose. The shame is sharp but not cruel. It’s electric, a reminder that being watched can also mean being chosen, being remembered.

A notification pings on her phone:

“You put on quite a show. Until next time?”

She doesn’t reply. She saves the video, tucks her phone beneath her pillow, and pulls the sheets tight. She imagines who else might see, who else might want, who else might understand this hunger that has no easy ending.

Tonight, Rosa is someone worth watching.

Rosa slips back into the corridor, dress smoothed and lipstick refreshed, her skin still tingling where David’s hands and her own gaze have marked her. The silence of the hotel seems deeper now, every hallway and mirrored panel reflecting not just her image, but the riot of feelings churning inside her: shame, power, craving, a delicious sense of having crossed some irreversible line.

She slips her keycard into Suite 412, heart hammering as the door clicks open. Ian is sprawled across the enormous bed, the blue flicker of the television pulsing across his sleeping face. For a moment, Rosa stands in the entryway, soaking in the safety of routine—the familiar scent of his aftershave, the comforting clutter of his suitcase, the soft snore that used to lull her to sleep. It all feels faintly unreal, a muted echo of the life she inhabited just hours ago.

She sheds her dress, showers quickly, scrubbing away the sweat and lipstick and city haze but not the memory—never the memory. In the mirror, she finds a woman who looks changed: flushed, hair wild, eyes glittering with something defiant and new.

Slipping into bed beside Ian, she moves with a tenderness she can’t name. She lets him turn to her in his sleep, tangle his legs with hers, mumble a half-conscious question. She answers with a kiss to his shoulder, softer than she means, then turns away—her body still thrumming with secret afterglow.

Under the covers, Rosa pulls out her phone and, in the blue-lit hush, presses play. The video fills the screen: her own face wild with need, body splayed across glass and velvet, David’s hands and voice coaxing her deeper into herself. She feels herself flush, breath stuttering. Her fingers slip beneath the sheets, slow and quiet, as she lets herself watch, lets herself remember.

A message flashes up on her screen:

“You put on quite a show. Until next time?”

Rosa deletes the message, but not the video. She tucks her phone away, rolling onto her back, the memory looping behind her eyelids—half-dream, half-confession. The city outside is waking, taxis and snowploughs flashing past the high windows, but she stays curled in the dark, letting the ache settle.

She doesn’t know what comes next—if the marriage is saved or doomed, if David’s wife will ever know, if the hotel staff will keep her secret. All she knows is that, for the first time in years, she feels seen—chosen, risky, more herself than she ever was in the light.

Rosa closes her eyes, hand resting just below her navel, and falls asleep replaying her own confession: the night she became the woman she’d almost forgotten she could be.


Story 48 – New Year’s Rewind

The city is a hive of gold and neon, the streets below veined with headlights and last-minute hope. Mina hugs her borrowed coat tighter, boots crunching on the rooftop gravel as she leans against a railing strung with cold fairy lights. Every exhale steams in the January air. Above her, fireworks threaten in the dark, a promise and a warning. Music drifts up from the open windows two floors below, echoing between glass towers and making everything feel urgent, unrepeatable.

She’s spent a year erasing and rebuilding—scraping out the ache of a job lost in the spring, a breakup that hollowed her in summer, and months of scraping by, holding herself together with too much coffee and not enough hope. Tonight, Mina has promised herself a clean break. She wears a silver dress scavenged from a vintage shop, glitter eyeliner, and a hunger for change sharp enough to cut.

The rooftop party feels both glamorous and improvised: half her old university friends, half strangers in expensive scarves, everyone passing around cheap champagne and stories about where they hope to wake up in the morning. Mina’s friend Tasha has pressed a paper crown onto her head, demanding she “do something unforgettable before midnight.” Tasha is already tipsy, cheeks red, voice booming above the crowd, “Last year you did karaoke. This year, you’re not allowed to be boring.”

Mina laughs, rolling her eyes, but the challenge feels electric—a dare to step out of herself for just one night. As the countdown draws closer, she finds herself drawn to the balcony’s edge, her pulse thrumming with nerves and want.

That’s when she notices him. Sam: tall, broad-shouldered, wearing a midnight blue jumper and the easy smile of someone who knows he’s being watched. He’s not quite in her friend group—just adjacent enough to be a mystery. Their eyes meet over a crooked pyramid of plastic champagne flutes, his gaze bright and steady in the fairy light.

“Midnight’s almost here,” he says, voice pitched just for her. “Got any resolutions?”

Mina smirks. “Other than surviving the next round of tequila? Maybe I’ll do something that scares me. Start the year with a secret.”

Sam tips his glass in salute. “I dare you.”

It feels like a script she hasn’t read before, a possibility she hasn’t allowed herself in too long. They trade barbs and jokes, comparing worst parties, secret hopes. Mina’s guard falls away in increments—her laughter turns real, her hand lingers on his forearm as she leans in to hear him better. The crowd counts down from thirty, fireworks already fizzing at the horizon.

“You want unforgettable?” Sam murmurs, mouth close to her ear. “Let’s make a memory.”

He grabs her hand and pulls her toward the stairwell, away from the surge of the crowd. Mina feels the city whirl beneath her feet, the pulse of risk alive in her throat. For once, she doesn’t look back.

The clock strikes midnight somewhere behind them—cheers and fireworks drowning out her last doubts. As the city erupts, Mina grins, heart wild, breath already speeding up for whatever she’s about to become.

The stairwell is dim and echoing, the kind of secret corner meant for janitors and smokers, not midnight dares. The city’s roar is muted here, the only light coming from the half-open door and the blue glow of Sam’s phone. Mina’s pulse drums in her ears—equal parts cold and excitement—as he tugs her to a stop, grinning, both of them panting from the sprint.

“Ready for your unforgettable?” Sam teases, leaning back against the wall, phone poised in his hand.

Mina, emboldened by champagne and the chaos outside, makes a show of tossing her hair. “You said ‘make a memory.’ This is your idea?”

He laughs. “Prove you were here. Prove you’re brave.” He hits record, the red light flaring between them. “Confess something you’ll regret in the morning.”

She feels suddenly huge and tiny all at once—trapped in the camera’s eye, in the hush, in her own racing thoughts. She stares into the lens, tongue wetting her lips. “I want…” She catches herself, grins, glances away. “I want this year to hurt less than the last. I want to be kissed by a stranger who knows how to listen.” She leans into Sam, catching his mouth with hers—a kiss that’s clumsy at first, then deepens, fire and nerves and laughter tangled together.

Sam holds her close, phone still recording, and she finds herself playing to the lens. “You want a real confession?” Her voice is lower now, daring, almost a whisper. “I want to wake up somewhere new. I want to forget my ex. I want…” She slips her hand beneath her dress, skimming her thigh, and flashes the camera a sly, wicked smile. “I want to be ruined before the year even starts.”

Sam’s eyes darken, his hand squeezing her waist. He asks, soft but clear, “You want to show off a little?”

Mina’s cheeks flush, but her answer is pure defiance: “Dare me.”

The camera catches it all—her teasing, her laughter, the way she leans in to Sam’s touch, her mouth hot at his ear as she whispers things she’d never say in daylight. The film becomes more than a record; it’s a game, a promise, a risk. The world above them howls and cheers, but here, everything narrows to the heat of their bodies, the thrill of exposure, the knowledge that someone might see, someday.

At last, she grabs the phone, points it at herself, breathless, half-laughing. “If you’re watching this next year, congratulations. You survived me.” She blows a kiss, then adds, “I dare you to remember this—every second.”

The video clicks off, but Mina’s heart keeps racing. She feels split open and electrified, newly made. For the first time in a year, she feels like a story instead of a footnote.

Sam pockets his phone, eyes lingering. “Want to make sure it sticks?”

Mina grins, pulse leaping, and takes his hand—ready for whatever comes next.

The phone disappears, but the thrill of its lens lingers, fizzing in Mina’s blood as Sam presses her back against the cold stairwell wall. The hallway is quiet but for the faint thud of music through concrete and the distant echo of fireworks; here, the air feels thick, full of possibility.

Sam kisses her—harder this time, urgent and searching, hands roaming beneath her dress, fingers brushing bare skin and tracing the curve of her thigh. Mina gasps into his mouth, the shock of cold cement at her back sharp against the heat of his body, every sense wide open. She’s dizzy from more than champagne, all nerves and bravado and raw want.

She laughs—a nervous, wild sound—when his hands tangle in her hair. “You don’t even know me,” she whispers, breathless.

Sam’s mouth finds her ear, voice low: “I know what you want. Tell me to stop.”

But Mina can’t, doesn’t want to. She’s sick of stopping herself. She arches into him, fingers fumbling with his belt, her own heart a drum in her chest. They’re clumsy at first—too many layers, adrenaline making their hands shaky—but the urgency makes it sweeter, the risk more real.

Her dress hikes up, thighs bared to the cool air. Sam lifts her, bracing her against the stairwell landing, his mouth on her throat, her legs wrapped tight around his hips. Mina buries her face in his shoulder, biting her own knuckle to keep quiet as he presses inside her. It’s messy, fast, desperate—fireworks still crackling outside, her name lost in the hush of cement and steel.

She rides the wave of sensation, every thrust a jolt of relief and astonishment: I’m really doing this, right now, on the edge of a year I haven’t even lived yet. Her climax catches her by surprise, electric and shaking, her laughter and gasp echoing up the stairwell.

They collapse together, breathless, clothing askew, Mina’s hair mussed and her lipstick smeared, both of them grinning in disbelief. Sam kisses her again, softer this time, hand cupping her cheek. “You wanted unforgettable,” he whispers.

Mina nods, barely able to find her voice. “You have no idea.”

A few minutes later, they smooth themselves back together—Mina fixes her dress, Sam tucks in his shirt, both of them flushed and shining with new-year afterglow. They sneak back into the rooftop party, welcomed by cheers and the taste of fireworks in the air, a secret thrumming between them, burning hot beneath the cold night.

As midnight blurs into morning, Mina knows she’s started her year with a story she’ll never want to forget—even as she wonders just how far that memory might travel.

Three weeks later, January is half-melted on the city streets—Mina’s life returning to the rhythms she thought she wanted: job interviews, quiet evenings, gym classes full of resolutions. She tells herself the rooftop night is just a wild secret, a perfect memory locked away with her silver dress at the back of her closet. She hasn’t seen Sam again, though his number lingers in her phone, unread.

Then, on a Thursday afternoon, her phone buzzes—an old group chat, mostly muted, suddenly lighting up.

“Mina—is this you???”

There’s a link, a screenshot, and a slew of shocked emojis.

She clicks before thinking, and her heart stops. The clip from New Year’s—her clip—loops on a viral meme page. Grainy, edited, sound boosted for clarity: her voice, smoky and low, saying, “I want to be ruined before the year even starts.” Sam’s laugh, her own sly smile, a flash of skin and the reckless promise: “If you’re watching this next year… I dare you to remember every second.”

There are thousands of views already—comments piling up, jokes and thirst and speculation.

“NYE girl’s got balls.”

“Who is she? Marry me.”

“This is my 2025 energy.”

Others are crueler:

“Cringe.”

“Who lets someone film this?”

“Bet her ex is regretting everything.”

Mina feels the floor drop away. The shock is physical—a heat that starts at her cheeks and crawls down her spine. Her phone pings again and again—friends, acquaintances, even a colleague or two:

“Is that…?”

“You okay?”

“Did you send this to anyone?”

Panic churns with shame and something darker, sharper—a thread of the old wildness from the stairwell. She scrolls through the comments, sees lines she barely remembers saying being quoted, dissected, claimed by strangers. Her dirty talk is now a punchline and a fantasy and a warning, all at once.

She texts Sam—her fingers trembling, trying to sound casual, demanding to know how this happened.

His reply is quick, apologetic: “I swear, I lost my phone the next day. I never sent it to anyone. I’m so sorry, Mina. Are you okay?”

She doesn’t answer. She closes her laptop, puts her phone face down, and buries her face in her hands. She feels exposed, naked in the light of everyone’s gaze.

But beneath the humiliation, a pulse she can’t ignore: the knowledge that people are seeing her. Wanting her. Remembering her. The shame is real—but so is the hunger for more.

For days, Mina is caught in the undertow of her own exposure. She tries to ignore the video, to silence her group chats, to pretend she’s above it all—but curiosity gnaws at her. She replays the clip late at night, phone brightness turned low, heart pounding with dread and something more.

Every time she watches, she flinches—at the sound of her own laugh, the way she says “ruined,” the bare flash of skin, the naked edge of wanting that used to feel like power. The comments twist the knife:

“Who is she?”

“Living my fantasy tbh.”

“Bet she’s freaking out now.”

She hates them for guessing right. She hates herself for checking. She can’t look away.

At first, Mina is furious—at Sam, for not deleting the video; at herself, for ever letting the lens see her; at the world, for loving a secret that wasn’t meant for them. She imagines strangers at bars quoting her lines, coworkers whispering about her behind her back. She can’t decide which is worse: being recognized, or being missed.

But then, as the days pass, the horror mutates. She finds herself scrolling through the comments, picking out the ones that ache with want instead of scorn. She reads and rereads the lines where they fantasize about her, where they repeat her confessions back to her like a mantra.

“I want to be ruined before the year even starts—damn, me too.”

“Wish I’d been there.”

“If you’re watching this next year, congrats—you survived me.”

She watches the clip again, this time for herself—not to punish, but to relive. Shame blooms into heat. Her hand slips under the covers, her breath quickening. She lets herself replay every second, this time embracing the exposure, the hunger, the wild and reckless fact that someone—so many someones—are watching, craving, needing her.

Later, she checks her phone. Sam has messaged again, guilt and apology woven through every word.

“Please talk to me. I’m sorry. I never meant for this to happen.”

Mina types a reply, deletes it, types again. In the end, she sends nothing. She’s not sure she blames him anymore. She’s not sure she wants the video gone.

She’s not sure she wants to stop being seen.

Nights become a cycle. Mina tells herself she won’t check the page, won’t watch the video again—but her resolve melts with each sunset. In the hush of her flat, under a blanket with only the glow of her phone for company, she becomes both her own confessor and her audience.

She scrolls the comments—some crude, some envious, some oddly tender. She searches for her own face in meme edits, sees her lines turned into GIFs, finds strangers riffing on her dirty talk as if she were an urban legend.

“NYE girl, where you at?”

“Here for my annual reminder: start wild, finish wilder.”

“I want to be ruined before the year even starts”—tattooed that on my heart, lmao.

The humiliation never quite fades, but neither does the throb of wanting to know what they’ll say next. Mina watches herself—again, again, again—trying to see what they see: not just the nerves, but the spark; not just the blush, but the boldness. She wonders if the hunger in her eyes is as obvious as it feels.

Her own words become a loop in her head, a mantra that makes her ache. She replays the best part: her body pressed to the wall, Sam’s hand tangled in her hair, her own voice—half-dare, half-confession—caught forever in digital amber.

Sometimes, the ritual is slow, almost reverent: she’ll pour a glass of wine, let the video fill the room, trace her lips with her fingers as she listens to her own laughter. Other nights, it’s furtive and breathless: a one-handed scroll at three a.m., her free hand drifting down, chasing the heat of being watched, being wanted, even by strangers.

The line between shame and pleasure blurs until there’s no line at all—just the addictive rhythm of replay, release, and regret, the secret thrill that she can’t (and doesn’t really want to) let go.

Mina saves the video to a hidden folder, password-locked, and backs it up to the cloud. She tells herself it’s just insurance, just in case. But she knows better.

Some nights, as the city sleeps, she whispers her own lines into the dark, just to feel the echo.

If you’re watching this next year… congratulations. You survived me.

New Year’s Eve comes round again. Mina stands at her window, city lights blurry through frost, the old silver dress draped over her chair like a dare. She is alone—by choice this time—glass of champagne in hand, a playlist of last year’s anthems thumping soft in the background. The world feels quieter than she remembers, or maybe she’s just stopped expecting noise to fill the silence she’s learned to crave.

The clock nears midnight. Her phone is already out—familiar, weighted with the secret she’s kept alive all year. She scrolls to the video, thumb hovering, heart stuttering as the memory blooms on the screen: her younger self, laughing, reckless, mouth wicked with things she can hardly believe she dared to say.

She watches the clip, hand drifting beneath the hem of her t-shirt, the city’s distant fireworks rising in time with her breath. The comments—still coming, still quoting her own words—are a chorus of strangers’ voices, wanting, mocking, hungry. She aches with shame and something sharper, a wild pride in what she became for them, for herself.

A new message pings from an unknown number:

“You going to top last year’s show?”

Mina’s first instinct is fear, but it fades—replaced by heat, by a rush of possibility she can’t deny. She types back, fingers trembling:

“What do you want to see?”

She lets the video play again, her own voice daring her to be bold, to confess, to begin the year as someone unforgettable. The screen’s blue glow sharpens her reflection in the glass: older, braver, still hungry to be seen.

As the city explodes in color and noise, Mina’s body answers her memory, her own fingers giving in to the ache. She finishes with a gasp, still watching herself, still chasing the loop of shame and pleasure that she never really wants to end.

Outside, the world rings in a new year. Inside, Mina begins again—aroused, exposed, and utterly alive.


Stay With Me

Volume 7 — Wrong Place, Right Time

Sometimes the wrong place is exactly where the secret was waiting to happen.

In Wrong Place, Right Time, the series turns accidental exposure into temptation: the unlocked fitting room, the mistaken hotel room, the late-night study booth, the open window, the crowded train, the stream left running, the message meant for someone else. These are stories built on misdirection, chance, proximity, and the breathless moment when someone should leave — but doesn’t.

This volume is about mistakes that become invitations. A stranger enters the wrong space. A voice reaches the wrong person. A watcher catches the wrong glimpse. A private fantasy slips into public life, and suddenly the people involved have to decide whether to correct the mistake or lean all the way into it.

You don’t need the previous volumes to enjoy this one, but by now the promise of Slutty Little Secrets is clear: every locked door, every screen, every curtain, every reflection holds the same dangerous possibility.

The wrong place.

The right time.

One more secret waiting to be witnessed.

Read Wrong Place, Right Time soon on Amazon and Kindle Unlimited


About the Author
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Roman Vale is an independent author of erotic romance and kink-forward fiction, writing stories shaped by control, consent, and desire that deepens rather than resolves. His work unfolds in deliberate, intimate spaces — contracts, rituals, confined dynamics, and chosen imbalances — where surrender is negotiated slowly and power is exercised with intention.

If you sight up for my mailing list you will get a free ebook straight away and then will be able to join my monthly give aways too.

You can connect with me on:

https://romanvale.uk

https://www.facebook.com/profile.php?id=61584740375802

Subscribe to my newsletter:

https://romanvale.uk/secret


Also by Roman Vale

Thank you for reading.

If you found something here to crave — something intense, tender, unsettling, or impossible to forget — I’d be deeply grateful if you left a review.

Every review helps other readers discover my work and keeps these dark, daring stories reaching the people they were written for.

— Roman Vale
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Year of Denial – Quarter One - Teased & Tormented: Teased & Tormented: Femdom Chastity, Erotic Denial, and the First Three Months of Submission - 3 Books in 1 Collection

https://a.co/d/03cTDc3m

One contract.

Three months.

No release.

Adam thought he agreed to a simple challenge.

One month locked in chastity to prove he could change.

Rachel knew better.

What begins in January as a relationship ultimatum quickly transforms into something far more deliberate — a carefully structured system of control, denial, and obedience.

Each month tightens the rules.

Each evaluation strips away another layer of resistance.

Each moment without release reshapes Adam’s body, his thoughts… and eventually his identity.

Quarter One: Teased & Tormented collects the first three volumes of the Locked for the Year saga:

	January Jail – The cage closes for the first time.

	February Frustration – Adam learns there is no early release.

	March Meltdown – Denial becomes psychological.



Catch up on the series so far now! New book every month.
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The Glass Slipper: A Dark Fairytale of Power, Desire, and Possession

https://a.co/d/06Ay4M91

The Glass Slipper is a dark Cinderella retelling that transforms a familiar fairytale into something far more intimate, dangerous, and psychologically charged.

Ella has spent most of her life surviving quietly. In a house that was never truly hers, she has learned to be useful, obedient, and easy to overlook. She knows how to make herself small. She knows how to endure. What she does not know is what it means to be fully seen — not as a servant, not as an inconvenience, not as a burden, but as something wanted.

Everything changes with the invitation to the royal ball.

But this is no innocent celebration, and the palace is not glittering with romance. Beneath the beauty and ceremony lies something older, darker, and far more deliberate. The women invited are not simply guests. They are being observed. Assessed. Measured. Every glance means something. Every interaction is part of a design. And at the centre of that design is the Prince — a man who does not chase, does not guess, and does not charm in the way the storybooks promise.

He chooses.
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Do Your Worst: She said she could take it. He never promised to stop - A Dark Romance of Power, Control, and Surrender

https://a.co/d/0gpb7SX1

She said she could take it. He never promised to stop.

Kate wants more than date nights and polite kisses. She wants the tremble that starts in her belly when she kneels; the hush that turns the world soft when he says good girl. One reckless whisper at the kitchen table—do your worst—becomes a contract neither of them can forget.

Sam doesn’t bargain with desire; he builds it. Rules arrive like gifts wrapped in ribbon: how she stands, how she speaks, how she waits. Mornings taste of obedience; evenings taste of consequence. And when he decides her devotion should be worn, not just spoken, Kate feels the first cool brush of metal and understands: this isn’t a phase. It’s a life.
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14-Day Lock: A Valentines Day Ritual Femdom Romance of Chastity, Control, and the Pleasure of Obedience

https://a.co/d/0a10F8dm

Fourteen days.

Fourteen keys.

One lock she controls completely.

Isla Mercer does not play games.

Every February, she begins the same ritual—carefully measured, deliberately unromantic, and absolutely unyielding. A glass heart sits in the centre of her living room, filled with fourteen identical keys. Each one represents a day of control. Each one must be earned through obedience, service, and restraint.

Theo has agreed to submit.

From the moment the lock clicks shut, his pleasure is no longer his concern. Isla does not offer mercy, reassurance, or reward. She offers structure. Rules are spoken once. Failure resets everything. Desire is allowed only as fuel for obedience, never as a bargaining tool.
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The Valentine Handler: A Dark Valentines Day Romance of Chastity, Control, and Surrender

https://a.co/d/06ezmhIH

Every February, she takes one man.

Powerful crime families don’t call Valentina Moreau to kill their problems.

They call her to reassign them.

Known only as the Valentine Handler, Valentina specialises in bloodless victories—contracts instead of bullets, devotion instead of destruction. Her methods are elegant, discreet, and irreversible.

This year’s assignment is Luca De Santis: a reckless syndicate heir whose charm, excess, and entitlement are destabilising the city’s fragile balance of power. Killing him would start a war. Letting him live unchecked would be worse.
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Til Denial Do Us Part: A Femdom Marriage Contract Romance of Chastity, Power Exchange, Denied Pleasure, and a Wife’s Awakening into Control

https://a.co/d/0gpRLjMm

On the night before their wedding, Elena and Daniel sign a joke “Marital Control Contract.”

What begins as laughter quickly becomes the most dangerous kind of truth.

When fiery, athletic, red-haired Elena slips the velvet pouch with the key into her bag, she tells herself it’s only a game. But once the ring is on her finger and the vows are said, something shifts inside her—something bold, hungry, and impossibly powerful. Daniel expects a perfect wedding night. Instead, his new wife gives him a soft kiss, a teasing smile… and the first denial.


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

🪞 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.

🔗 Tied to Myself

They bind themselves in secret—but not all secrets stay hidden.

This gripping series of erotic short stories explores women who take control of their pleasure through self-restraint, only to find themselves pushed to the edge by circumstance, exposure, or their own insatiable need. Whether it’s a rooftop in the dark, a chair in the living room, or a bathroom with the door unlocked, each tale delivers high-stakes arousal, inventive bondage, and emotional intensity. Inspired by real confessions and kink subcultures, Tied to Myself is raw, risky, and unforgettable.

💎 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.

Coming Soon:

In her Custody

Decoration by Design

Silken Chains
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