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The Hotel Maid
The corridor outside room 418 was quiet except for the soft squeak of her trolley and the distant chime of the lift. Late afternoon sunlight poured through the tall window at the end of the hallway, turning the patterned carpet amber and making the brass room numbers gleam. She had been on her feet since breakfast, smiling politely at guests who barely saw her, changing beds, folding towels, wiping mirrors, moving in and out of private rooms like a ghost in a black dress and white apron.
She had noticed the guest from 418 earlier, though she had tried not to.
He had been in the lobby just after breakfast, standing near reception with his jacket folded over one arm and his sleeves rolled neatly to his forearms. He was not loud, not demanding, not one of those guests who treated the hotel as if every corridor existed for his convenience. He had thanked the receptionist by name, smiled at the porter who brought his case, and held the lift door for an elderly couple without making a show of it.
Emily had seen all this while crossing the lobby with a basket of folded linen against her hip. She had looked only once, or told herself it was only once. But something about him had stayed with her, the open collar of his shirt, the slight tiredness around his eyes, the easy warmth of his voice. When he glanced across the lobby, she had looked away too quickly, suddenly fascinated by the pattern in the carpet.
By the time she reached the fourth floor, he should have been nothing more than another room number on her list.
But there were some rooms that felt different before she even knocked.
She knew that was foolish. Rooms were rooms. Beds to strip. Bins to empty. Towels to replace. Yet hotel work had a way of making a woman aware of secrets. Lipstick on a glass. Perfume lingering in a bathroom. A watch left beside a pillow. A bed still carrying the shape of someone who had only just risen from it. People imagined staff saw nothing. In truth, staff saw too much and were expected to behave as if they saw nothing at all.
That was where the fantasy had begun, quietly, months ago.
Not with any particular guest. Not even with a face. Just the thought of being seen in return. Of stepping into a room and, for once, not being part of the furniture. Of a man looking up and forgetting the towel he had asked for, the meeting he had come for, the ordinary rules that kept everyone in their proper place.
Room 418 was next on her list.
She stopped outside it and smoothed her apron.
She knocked twice, light and professional.
"Housekeeping."
There was a sound from inside. Not speech. Not movement exactly. A sudden hush, as if someone had been caught in the act of breathing too loudly.
She frowned, one hand resting on the handle.
"Hello?"
Still nothing.
She should have moved on. That was the rule. Mark the room as occupied, come back later, avoid embarrassment. But the door had shown no Do Not Disturb sign, and she had twelve rooms left before the end of her shift. So she slipped her pass card into the lock, waited for the green light, and pushed the door open.
"Housekeeping," she called once more, stepping inside.
Then she stopped.
The room was warm and half-lit, the curtains drawn just enough to soften the bright afternoon. The bed was unmade, the white sheets thrown into careless folds, a shirt discarded over the chair, a glass of water on the bedside table. He was on the bed, bare-shouldered, startled, the sheet dragged quickly across his lap.
For one long second, neither of them spoke.
His face changed first. Surprise, embarrassment, then something sharper, something he tried to hide as quickly as he covered himself.
"I’m sorry," he said, his voice rough. "I thought I’d locked the door."
"You did," she said, standing very still. "Housekeeping has a key."
"I didn’t mean for you to walk in."
"I know."
Her hand was still on the door. She could feel the cool metal of the handle against her palm. Behind her, the corridor waited, safe and ordinary. Ahead of her, the room seemed to have narrowed to the bed, the man, the tangled sheet, and the heat rising in her own cheeks.
"I’ll go," she said.
But she did not go.
He noticed. Of course he noticed.
His eyes moved over her carefully, not greedily, not yet. He was giving her space to leave, and that made the silence more dangerous.
She was used to men looking through her. Guests asked for extra towels without meeting her eyes. They left crumpled shirts on beds, tipped badly, complained about pillows, requested bottled water, and forgot her face before the door closed. But this man was looking at her as if she had suddenly become the only solid thing in the room.
"You don’t have to be embarrassed," she said.
He gave a short, disbelieving laugh. "I’m fairly sure I do."
"No." Her voice was softer now. "Not with me."
That made him look up properly.
She should not have said it. The moment she did, the air changed.
His gaze lingered on her uniform, the neat black dress buttoned to the throat, the white apron tied around her small waist, the pale hair pinned up at the back of her head. She was petite, pretty in a way that often made people underestimate her, with a softness that hid the boldness she kept folded away like a secret.
"What does that mean?" he asked.
She stepped back and let the door close.
The click of it sounded louder than it should have done.
His eyes flicked towards the lock.
She followed his gaze.
Then, slowly, she turned the small metal catch.
The second click was quieter, but it seemed to echo through both of them.
"Are you sure?" he asked.
"Yes."
"You don’t have to do anything because you feel awkward."
"I don’t feel awkward."
"What do you feel?"
She leaned back against the door. The cool wood steadied her. She could still hear the faint sounds of the hotel beyond it, wheels on carpet, a distant laugh, another door closing somewhere down the corridor. Anyone could pass. Anyone could need her. Anyone could knock.
That was part of it.
She looked at him properly then. Not at his face alone, though his face held her, embarrassed, flushed, alert. Her eyes dropped for the briefest moment to the sheet he had pulled over himself. The fabric was creased in his fist, gathered high across his lap, but it did not hide everything. The evidence of his arousal was still there beneath the white cotton, unmistakable, intimate, impossible not to notice.
Her mouth went dry.
He saw her look.
For a second, shame crossed his face again, and he shifted as if to cover himself more completely.
"Don’t," she said softly.
He went still.
The word surprised them both.
She felt heat rush into her cheeks, but she did not take it back. She had spent all day opening doors into rooms where lives had been left half-visible, perfume in the bathroom, shirts over chairs, lipstick on glasses, beds still warm from sleep. She was expected to see everything and react to nothing. She was paid to tidy away evidence of other people’s private lives as if she had no private life of her own.
But she did.
And sometimes, moving quietly along those carpeted corridors, she had imagined this.
Not exactly this man, not exactly this room, but the feeling of it. A guest alone behind a locked door. The accidental crossing of a line. His startled face. Her hand still on the handle. The dangerous pause where she could retreat and pretend nothing had happened, or step inside and become part of the secret.
She had imagined a man looking at her and seeing not the uniform, not the trolley, not the name badge, but the woman underneath. She had imagined closing the door behind her. Turning the lock. Letting the neat little apron come loose at her waist while someone watched as though the act mattered. She had imagined being wanted in a place where she was meant to be invisible.
And yes, she had imagined the rest too. The bed. The sheets. The heat of a stranger’s attention. The risk of footsteps beyond the door. The wild, reckless pleasure of knowing she should not stay and choosing to stay anyway.
"I feel," she said slowly, "as if I’ve walked into something I’ve imagined more than once."
His breathing changed.
She saw his hand tighten around the sheet.
"You’ve imagined walking in on a guest?" he asked.
"I’ve imagined a room I shouldn’t be in." Her gaze lowered again, not shy this time, taking in the way the sheet betrayed him, the way his body answered her presence even while his manners tried to hold him back. "A man I shouldn’t want. A moment where everything proper stops mattering."
"You don’t know me."
"No."
"That should make this easier to walk away from."
"It doesn’t."
He swallowed. "What else did you imagine?"
Her pulse leapt at the question.
She should have laughed it away. She should have opened the door and stepped back into the corridor, smoothing down her apron, returning to the safe little rhythm of towels and pillowcases and polite knocks.
Instead she stayed.
"I imagined him embarrassed at first," she whispered. "Just like you. Trying to cover himself. Trying to apologise. Trying to be decent."
"I am trying."
"I know." Her eyes lifted to his. "That is part of why I’m still here."
The room seemed to hold its breath.
"I imagined him asking if I was sure," she went on. "And I imagined saying yes. Not because I was trapped. Not because I was frightened. Because I wanted to. Because for once I wanted to be the one who decided what happened next."
"You decide," he said at once.
The seriousness in his voice sent warmth through her, deeper than the embarrassment, deeper than the risk.
She nodded.
"I imagined standing right where I am now," she said. "With the door locked behind me. With you watching me. With me knowing exactly what you want and letting you know I want it too."
His gaze moved over her uniform, the neat black dress buttoned to the throat, the white apron tied around her small waist, the pale hair pinned up at the back of her head. She was petite, pretty in a way that often made people underestimate her, with a softness that hid the boldness she kept folded away like a secret.
"You’re not invisible," he said.
"I am most days."
"Not now."
She looked once more at the sheet, at the tension beneath it, at his hand still gripping the cotton as though restraint were all he had left.
Then she smiled, shy and daring all at once.
"No," she said. "Not now."
For a moment neither of them moved.
Then she untied her apron.
It was a small act, ordinary in any other context. She did it dozens of times a day. But now the ribbon slid loose behind her back with unbearable slowness. She drew the apron away from her waist and folded it over the arm of the chair. His gaze followed every movement.
She saw his hand tighten in the sheet.
"Still want me to stay?" she asked.
"Yes."
"Say it properly."
He swallowed. "Stay."
She walked further into the room.
The carpet was soft under her sensible black shoes. She could feel his eyes on her as if they were hands. Not touching, not taking, only watching, waiting. She stopped near the foot of the bed and lifted her fingers to the top button of her dress.
His mouth parted slightly.
She smiled.
"This is the part I imagined most," she said.
"What part?"
"The looking."
He did not pretend not to understand.
She undid the first button.
Then the second.
There was no music, no candlelight, no staged romance. Just the hum of air conditioning, the faint murmur of traffic below, the sun slipping across the bedspread, and the small, deliberate movement of her fingers. Each button revealed a little more of her throat, then the pale hollow beneath it, then the soft upper curve of her chest. She took her time because his watching made her brave.
He did not move from the bed.
That restraint thrilled her.
The dress loosened at her shoulders. She eased one sleeve down, then the other, letting the fabric catch for a moment at her elbows before freeing herself from it completely. It slid to her waist, then over her hips, then fell in a soft black pool around her feet.
He breathed out.
She stood before him in delicate underwear, her stockings still on, her hair beginning to slip from its pins. The tidy hotel maid had not disappeared entirely. That was what made it feel so daring. Her uniform lay at her feet, but the marks of the day remained, the sensible shoes, the pale line of her apron at her waist, the faint flush at her cheeks.
"You’re beautiful," he said.
She looked down, suddenly shy.
"Don’t say it as if you have to."
"I’m saying it because I’m trying not to come over there too quickly."
That made her laugh, soft and breathless.
"Good."
"Good?"
"Yes." She reached behind herself. "I like knowing you’re trying."
He looked at her hands.
She unfastened the next piece of clothing more slowly than necessary, not because she wanted to torment him, though she did, but because the act itself had become intoxicating. To undress while being watched like that was to feel every inch of herself awaken. The slide of fabric over her skin. The warmth of the room. The coolness of air where cloth had been. The way his eyes darkened and then lifted back to her face, checking, always checking.
She let the garment fall.
His voice dropped. "Come here."
"Not yet."
She slipped off one shoe, then the other. The small practical sound of them landing on the carpet made the moment strangely real. Then she reached up and pulled the pins from her hair. One by one they came loose until the blonde knot collapsed, spilling soft and messy around her shoulders.
He stared at her as if she had just undone the last sensible thing between them.
She removed the final barriers with less ceremony, her breath unsteady now, her confidence no longer smooth but burning. When at last she stood naked in the hotel light, she did not cover herself.
She let him look.
The silence stretched.
"Now," she whispered.
He rose from the bed.
He was taller than she had expected him to be. Close, he seemed warmer, more real, his bare chest rising and falling too quickly. He stopped in front of her without touching.
"You can still change your mind," he said.
She placed both hands flat against his chest. His skin was warm under her palms.
"I don’t want to."
"I need to hear it."
She rose onto her toes, her mouth near his.
"I want you."
That was enough.
His hands came to her waist, careful for half a second, then firmer when she leaned into him. Their first kiss was sudden, hard, almost clumsy with relief. She made a small sound against his mouth, and he answered it by drawing her closer until there was no air between them. Her bare body pressed against him, soft against hard muscle, heat against heat, and the shock of it ran through her so sharply that her knees weakened.
He felt it and caught her.
She laughed into the kiss.
"Careful," he murmured.
"No," she whispered. "Not careful."
His mouth moved to her jaw, her throat, the curve beneath her ear. She tipped her head back, eyes closed, both hands gripping his shoulders. He kissed as if the room might vanish if he slowed down. She loved that. She loved the urgency of him, the way he was still trying to be gentle and failing by degrees because she kept pulling him closer.
Outside in the corridor, voices passed.
They both froze.
Her eyes flew open.
The voices faded.
He looked at the door. "This is madness."
"Yes."
"You could lose your job."
"Only if you make too much noise."
He turned back to her, a smile cutting through the heat in his face.
"Me?"
She slid one hand to the back of his neck and drew him down again.
The next kiss was deeper.
She guided him backward until he sat on the edge of the bed. The sheets were still warm, still disordered from the private moment she had interrupted. The thought sent another rush of boldness through her. She stood between his knees, naked, small, flushed, her hair falling forward over one shoulder.
He put his hands on her hips.
She touched his face, then his mouth, tracing the shape of it with her thumb.
"You were thinking about something before I came in," she whispered.
"I’m thinking about something else now."
"Me?"
"Only you."
She bent and kissed him again, slower this time, letting her body brush his, letting the contact speak before she did.
Then she lowered herself slowly before him, keeping her eyes on his. The boldness of it sent a tremor through her. She could feel his breath catch, feel the whole room tighten around that one deliberate movement. Outside, the hotel carried on, unaware. A door clicked somewhere down the corridor. A trolley rattled faintly over carpet.
Inside room 418, there was only the two of them.
She placed her hands on his thighs, then slid them upward with deliberate slowness, feeling the muscles tense beneath her fingertips. He drew in a sharp, ragged breath, his fingers curling into the sheets as if he had to anchor himself. She enjoyed the effect she had on him, the way he held back, allowing her to lead. As her hands climbed higher, his body trembled, and she could feel the heat radiating off him. She wrapped her hand around him, savouring the silky skin and the rigid length. She stroked him slowly, feeling the pulse of his desire, and he let out a moan that sent a thrill through her.
"You can stop me," she said softly.
"I don’t want to stop you."
"Good."
She leaned closer, her mouth brushing warm skin, her hair falling forward like a curtain between them and the rest of the world. The intimacy of it was dizzying, not crude, not careless, but charged with the thrill of being wanted and choosing to answer that want. His control began to fray almost at once. She could hear it in the broken rhythm of his breathing, feel it in the way his hand hovered near her shoulder before she reached up and guided it into her hair.
She took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around his length, exploring every ridge. He moaned, a deep sound that vibrated through her
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