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Mark fumbled with his keycard before finally getting the hotel room door to click open. He stepped inside, dropped his shoulder bag by the bed, and let out a relieved breath. A long day deserved a drink, so he pulled a small bottle of cabernet from the minibar and poured himself a generous glass. He turned toward the bed, but his foot caught on the bag he’d forgotten was still on the floor. The stumble sent wine sloshing over the rim, dark red splattering across the pristine white comforter like blood on snow. “Fuck,” he hissed, watching helplessly as the stain spread, soaking deeper into the expensive bedding. Just his luck—not even twenty minutes into his stay and he’d already screwed up. He set the half-empty glass on the nightstand and ran his hands through his hair, knowing there was no way in hell he could hide this mess.

The crimson blotch grew larger by the second, seeping into the mattress beneath. Mark grabbed a towel from the bathroom and dabbed frantically at the spill, but only managed to smear it across a wider area. The more he tried to fix it, the worse it looked.

"Goddammit," he muttered, giving up and reaching for the hotel phone. His finger hovered over the button for housekeeping. This was embarrassing—a grown man who couldn't even handle a glass of wine without making a disaster. He punched the button for the front desk instead.

"Front desk, how may I assist you?" The voice on the other end was professionally pleasant.

"Hi, uh, I just checked into room 312 and I accidentally spilled some red wine on the bed." Mark's voice cracked with embarrassment. "Is there any way someone could help me clean it up? Or maybe change the bedding?"

"Of course, sir. I'll send someone right up."

Mark hung up, pacing the room while he waited. He'd never been good at these situations—the awkward encounters with service staff that reminded him of his own ineptitude. He imagined some gruff, older woman with calloused hands shooting him disapproving looks as she scrubbed at his mistake.

Five minutes later, a sharp knock at the door pulled him from his thoughts. He straightened his shirt and braced himself for judgment before pulling the door open.

His mouth went dry instantly.

Standing in the hallway was not the stern housekeeper he'd expected but a blonde bombshell poured into a maid's uniform at least two sizes too small. Her hair was pulled back in a loose ponytail, honey-blonde strands framing a face with high cheekbones and full lips painted a glossy pink. The black uniform stretched across her chest, buttons straining against impressive breasts that threatened to burst free with every breath she took. The skirt barely reached mid-thigh, exposing long, tanned legs ending in practical black shoes that somehow only made the rest of her outfit seem more obscene.

"Housekeeping," she said, her voice smoother and lower than he expected. She offered a polite smile that didn't quite reach her eyes—eyes that scanned him from head to toe in a single sweep that felt like a physical touch. "I hear we have a wine emergency?"

"Uh, yes." Mark stepped back, gesturing awkwardly at the bed. "I'm really sorry about this. It just slipped."

She stepped into the room, closing the door behind her with a soft click that sounded oddly final. "Don't worry about it, honey. Happens all the time." Her hips swayed as she walked to the bed, the movement deliberately exaggerated in a way that made Mark's throat constrict.

The maid set down her small caddy of cleaning supplies beside the bed and assessed the damage. "Red wine's a bitch," she said, pulling out a spray bottle and some cloths. She turned to him with a smirk. "I'm going to need to get in there properly."

Before Mark could respond, she'd turned away and was kneeling on the edge of the bed, leaning forward to reach the center of the stain. Her skirt rode up, exposing the curves of her ass barely covered by a black thong. She arched her back as she worked, pushing her ass higher in the air while she sprayed the stain and began blotting it with practiced movements.

"Gonna need to get in deep," she said, shifting her weight so she was on all fours. Her uniform gaped at the neckline, offering a clear view down her top. Heavy breasts swung freely beneath her, clearly unrestrained by any bra, nipples just visible as dark shadows against the tan skin.
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