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It's a Sunday night. While most people are out loving life, here I am, sitting behind the desk with nothing but the comfort of the flickering light to my right and the hum from the elevator down the corridor.

I’d been stuck on this crossword for most of the night. On days like this, we hardly received surprise check ins at the Yatala Hotel. We’re just on the outskirts of town, so some days we get a few interesting folk rolling through.

Most of the bookings had already arrived a few hours ago, leaving me in the dead zone—my favourite time of night. Everyone is too busy entertaining themselves in their rooms or sleeping to stir up any trouble. It's one of the perks of the job: I have the place all to myself. If I wanted to, I could raid the breakfast room. The apple muffins were always my favourite; sweet, and yet the least liked breakfast food. Made no sense to me, but hey, more for me.

I took a swig from the lukewarm coffee, refreshing my tongue with the bitter taste as my other hand tapped the pen on the magazine nestled in my lap.

What the hell is it supposed to be?

Number 17 down, starting with E: an intense feeling of joy or happiness?

Excitement? No, that's way too long. Elation? Elated? No, it can't be; it's supposed to be an 8-letter word.

I squinted harder at the paper, refusing to give in to the temptation of flipping to the back. They always held the answers there, but it was never quite as satisfying as the moment the word finally clicked.

Ecstatic maybe? No, that didn't sound quite right.

I hummed to myself, the end of the pen brought to my chin.

Maybe I'm overthinking this. Ecstatic sounds similar enough—

A throat clearing to my left shook me out of my trance, and I straightened in my chair, finding a pair of eyes watching me.

“Sorry I didn’t notice you there,” I said, thrusting the magazine aside on the desk and giving them my full attention with a sheepish smile. “Got a little caught up. What can I do for you both tonight? Do you have a reservation?”

“No,” the man answered. He was slender, dressed far too well to be in our off the cuff establishment; a nicely ironed and pressed suit in black. “Are there any free rooms tonight or am I trying my luck?”

My hand went to the array of numbers and keys before me. “You're in luck, we have a couple vacancies tonight,” I lied; a couple was the understatement of the century.

As much as I loved this quiet little hotel, the most bustling I've ever seen it was at half capacity. But it was always fun to see the light flicker in the guests’ eyes, like they were getting lucky twice tonight.

He squeezed the pretty thing on his waist, and she flashed him a playful smile. “Great, let's get you entered in, Mr...?”

“Anderson,” he answered.

“And how long are you staying, Mr. Anderson?” I asked, already reaching for the registration card.

“Just tonight.”

“Great, just fill this out for me, and we’ll get your room sorted,” I explained, sliding the registration card over along with my crossword pen.

I thumbed through the options and grabbed number 47, no guests either side. I'm sure they'd appreciate a little extra privacy. As I turned back, Mr. Anderson was etching into the registry card as the beautiful blonde stood confidently off to the side.

Looking just as out of place as he did, a pretty thing fitting into a nice off the shoulder dress in a rose gold colour. It accentuated her hips, and the off the shoulder hem hung dangerously low, giving a generous view of her sizeable bust.

Was she a G cup? Or was that a D? Hell, women are wearing push-up bras these days; they could be much smaller. But given how well done up she is, how well manicured, she looked like someone who had wealth on their side. They could've been fake.

My focus snapped to her eyes, wondering how long she’d caught me staring at her rack, but in return she only smirked. Like the fact I was practically undressing her with my eyes was feeding straight into her confidence.

The thought had a heat flaring up inside me, excitement. But it was cut all too short by Mrs. Anderson sliding the registration card back. He paid in cash with a wallet more loaded than my regular pay check.

“You'll be up in room 49,” I offered out the key. “Up the elevator and on the left.”

Anderson went to receive it, but she beat him to it. She took the key from my hand, her perfectly manicured nails brushing me lightly, painted rose gold. Her skin, warm and soft, her hand lingered momentarily before she took the key from my grasp.

Part of me wanted to savour the moment; it was probably the only bit of excitement I’d be getting tonight.

Mr. Anderson quirked an eyebrow up as she returned to his side, draping an arm loosely around her waist. His eyes returned to me, something in his expression shifted, as though a light bulb had formed above his head. “Quiet night, huh?” he asked, “or is it always like this?”

I leaned back in my chair. “Pretty normal, only a few night owls are up at this time.”

“Must be nice.”

Not as nice as the night you're about to have. I had to resist the words as they formed on my tongue. “As nice as it gets reading the same magazine back to front all night,” I mused, returning it to my lap.

A smile came from Anderson as he squeezed her rump. “I'm sure we could fill in your time better.”

I blinked twice, grabbing the pen, spinning it between my index and middle finger lazily, despite my curiosity being piqued.

Was he joking, or was that an open invitation? One could only wonder. “I wouldn't want to intrude, unless there's room for one more.”

She hummed, looking amused at my failed attempt to appear casual about their offer. Her eyes looked me up and down, the very same I had done her, taking their sweet time, like she wanted to savour every inch of me. Making my mouth feel dry from how much intent lingered in them, my heart raced and a need started to form.

“Well, you know where to find us if you get bored.”

The couple disappeared down the hall towards the elevator, and off with them the most intriguing part of my night. The clock on the wall continued to tick away; it was 11:45 at night. My eyes studied that damn empty slot, 17 down.

It was going to start eating away at me if I didn't figure this out. An intense feeling of joy. Starting with E.

A huff left my lips as I narrowed my eyes. Focusing on this suddenly felt like a chore.

Here I was playing guess the word while Mr. Anderson got to explore every inch of that beauty. I could only wonder what they might be up to. Maybe she’d make him cum...or maybe he’d eat her out. A throb; I felt it start, tight in my pants, the heat beginning all over again.

I’d love to savour the taste of her, hear that soft voice of hers purr and call my name as I toyed with her tight body.

My mind cycled through the thoughts, every feeling, every possible thing they could be doing all alone in that room.

By morning, this crossword would sit here, still ready and waiting for me to come back to it. But room 47 would be long empty.

I wasn't about to pass that up.

By twelve I’d locked the front door and made my way up the elevator. I’d chosen right, leaving them in the less occupied zone. Just standing outside the door, I could hear the muffled sounds—her voice, her moans, her gasps, and then she spoke his name.

It was in that moment all questions, all doubt, left my mind. Like it all made sense.

I was right where I needed to be.

I knocked on the door and, after a long, drawn-out pause, was greeted by Mr Anderson, no longer wearing his expensive outfit; just a pair of boxers and a wide grin. “Didn't take you long,” he said before stepping out of the way with a gesture. “Come in.”

"Did I miss much?” I asked. I couldn't help but wonder just how much they'd got up to.

His hand went to my back, guiding me through the familiar narrow hallway. “See for yourself,” there was teasing in his tone, as though from one glance he’d combed through all the thoughts that had run through my head for the last fifteen minutes.

The hallway opened up: a room combining all the essentials; a lounge area, couch, TV, and a door leading to the bathroom. There in the corner, a pile of clothes: his coat, his button-up shirt, the rose gold dress, black lace bra and panties, leading a trail to the king-sized bed.

On the bed she lay on her back, her legs spread, one hand to her mouth while the other worked her clit with perfectly manicured fingers, pleasuring herself as she did her best to muffle her voice.

As though Mr Anderson had warned her to keep quiet in case they’d had a different visitor. Watching her do her best to be quiet was working wonders inside me as I lapped up the view.

Her blonde hair tangled and splayed out around her as her gaze drifted, seemingly out of focus as she looked to the ceiling. Her body shuddered in the most decadent way, the swells of her large breasts rising and falling with every desperate breath.

The sight of her pleasuring herself, I could have savoured it for hours. Desire flushed through my body.

"She's been waiting for you," Mr Anderson spoke in a low voice. "Are you going to keep her waiting?" I could hear the smile in his voice as I refused to pull my eyes away from her.

Like winding up a doll, all it took was a pat on my back to nudge me forward, toward her. Her eyes snapped to attention as I sank onto the bed, kneeling with a hand beside her shoulder. I looked over her as she peeled the hand away from her lips.

“You came.” She looked pleased that I had arrived.

My eyes lapped up every bit of her face, but my hand went to her thigh, feeling her soft skin under my touch. “And you look like you're having a bit of fun,” I mused, my hand slowly sliding over her thigh, moving up to where her hand was. “Why don't you let me take control?” I spoke low, my voice rough with need.

She moved quicker than I ever could have expected, propping herself up as her lips clashed with mine; a kiss filled with pent-up need, hungry as I reciprocated. Mrs Anderson was challenging my words. I wasn't given time to even touch her; her delicate fingers wrapped around my wrist and brought my hand to her pussy.

Every action was directly challenging me, daring me to rise to meet her; her hand stayed locked on my wrist as though to say: You think you're in control here? Let's see if you can tame me.

My fingers slid over her welcoming sex, feeling her heat and arousal; she was dripping wet, her juices coating my fingers with each movement as I slid over her folds. She hummed against my lips. As I dipped lower, daring to enter, my fingers felt something hard and metallic below her pussy.

I
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