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Chapter 1: The Interview

            ⚜

        

        
Pacing my tiny apartment with the phone pressed to my ear, I felt a growing sense of desperation. The late afternoon sun cast long shadows across my unmade bed while the air conditioning unit sputtered pathetically in the window, barely taking the edge off the relentless Vegas heat.

"I'm telling you, Jen, I'm desperate. Rent's due in two weeks, and I've got nothing lined up."

"That's why I called, Lexi. The Pinnacle is hiring, and the pay is ridiculous. Like, triple what we made at The Grand." Jennifer's voice had that conspiratorial tone she used when she was holding something back. We'd worked together at The Grand Resort until the mass layoffs last month, and she'd always been my pipeline to the best industry gossip.

"A maid position that pays triple? What's the catch?" I stopped pacing, immediately alert. My toes curled into the worn carpet as I clutched the phone tighter.

"Let's just say it's... a special position. Villa Maid for their Sky Penthouse. VIP guests only. They're looking for someone with your... attributes."

I rolled my eyes. "Very subtle, Jen."

"Hey, you're the one who's always complained about being broke and sexually frustrated since you left Derek. This could solve both problems." She giggled. "Just go for the interview tomorrow at 2. I put in a good word for you already. Trust me, they're going to love you."

After hanging up, I stared at my reflection in the bathroom mirror. At 21, I had the kind of curves that made uniform shopping difficult—generous breasts, a narrow waist, and hips that drew eyes wherever I went. Three years of housekeeping and guest services had taught me efficiency and discretion, but I'd never worked anywhere as prestigious as The Pinnacle.

I ran my fingers through my long chestnut hair, trying to imagine myself in some fancy uniform, serving the elite. Whatever this "special position" was, I needed the money badly enough to find out.

That night, I fell down an internet rabbit hole reading about The Pinnacle. The casino resort was Marcus Cooper's crown jewel—a flamboyant hotelier known for extravagance and perfectionism. Nothing about the man seemed subtle, from his flashy suits on magazine covers to the towering architectural statement he'd built just two years ago. The Sky Villa remained particularly mysterious. Despite the $100,000 per night price tag whispered about in luxury travel blogs, it was rarely available to the public and never photographed inside.

Sleep didn't come easily. By the time my alarm blared the next morning, I'd already been awake for hours, my mind toggling between excitement and fear.



The Pinnacle towered over the Las Vegas Strip like a monument to excess, all gleaming glass and architectural impossibilities. Even more impressive up close than in photos, I thought as my hands grew clammy. I stepped into the private elevator that would take me to the administrative offices. Jasmine scented the air, and soft classical music played from hidden speakers, reminding me just how far from my usual world I was venturing.

I'd worn my best outfit—a navy pencil skirt and cream blouse that hugged my curves without being too obvious. Still, I felt underdressed the moment the elevator doors opened to reveal a reception area that looked like it belonged in a palace.

"Ms. Matthews?" A sleek woman in her forties extended her hand. "I'm Eliza Cooper, co-owner of The Pinnacle."

I hadn't expected to be interviewed by the owner's wife herself. Eliza had the polished look of old money—elegant blonde bob, tailored charcoal suit, and eyes that evaluated every inch of me. Her perfume was intoxicating, something floral with an undertone of amber that lingered in my nostrils.

"Please, call me Lexi," I managed, shaking her cool, firm hand. Her manicured nails grazed the inside of my wrist as she released my hand, the contact like a live wire against my pulse point.

"Lexi." She smiled, her gaze so direct I momentarily forgot what we were discussing. "Your friend Jennifer speaks highly of you. Let's discuss the position while I show you the Sky Villa."

Another private elevator whisked us to the top floors. This one was larger, lined with mirrors that reflected us infinitely. Eliza stood close, her shoulder occasionally brushing mine. Each time it happened, I lost the thread of our small talk, my focus narrowing to the point of contact.

When the doors opened, a soft gasp escaped me. So this was the mysterious Sky Villa everyone whispered about online but no one had photographed. The penthouse suite was more palace than hotel room, with soaring ceilings, panoramic views of the Strip, and furnishings that probably cost more than I'd make in years. The afternoon sun streamed through floor-to-ceiling windows, casting the white marble floors in warm gold.

"The Villa Maid position is highly selective," Eliza explained as we walked through a vast living area. Her heels clicked rhythmically on the marble. "You'd be responsible for maintaining these spaces, serving our guests, and ensuring absolute discretion."

"It's beautiful," I murmured, trying to maintain professionalism while my eyes caught on peculiar details—sculptures depicting intimate embraces, a coffee table with discreet leather cuffs built into its legs, paintings of nude figures in various poses. The air smelled of white lilies and something muskier, warmer.

As we entered the master suite, my heart skipped before settling into a faster rhythm. The enormous bed dominated the space, positioned to capture the city views. It was draped in what looked like silk, in deep burgundy that reminded me of spilled wine.

"Let me demonstrate the cleaning procedures for the master suite," Eliza said, moving closer to me. "This requires special attention."

She stood behind me, guiding my hands across the luxurious bedding. Her breath tickled my neck as she leaned in to point out details. Her casual touches—a hand on my lower back, fingers brushing mine—left a trail of goosebumps in their wake. The room suddenly felt ten degrees warmer.

"The sheets must be changed daily, of course," she murmured, her lips close to my ear. "They see quite a bit of... activity."

The suggestive tone dried my mouth instantly. I focused on the silken bedspread beneath my fingers, trying to ignore how my pulse had migrated south, creating a distracting throb between my legs.

"The primary bathroom is through here," she continued, leading me into a marble sanctuary with a shower large enough for six people. Multiple showerheads protruded from the walls at various heights.

"You'll notice the fixtures require special polish," she said, taking my hand and guiding it to a gleaming gold handle. Her body pressed lightly against mine, and color flooded my cheeks. What was happening to me? I'd never reacted this way to another woman's touch before.

"This glass needs daily attention," she continued, sliding her hand along the clear shower door. "Fingerprints, water spots... other marks." She gave me a knowing look that made something deep in my abdomen contract.

We moved through other areas of the villa—a private spa, a cinema room, a terrace with an infinity pool overlooking the city. Each space had its own opulence, its own whispered promises of pleasure and indulgence. By the time we returned to the bedroom, I felt lightheaded, as though I'd been holding my breath too long.

"Now, for the uniform fitting," Eliza said. She opened a closet to reveal a collection of black dresses far more elegant than any maid uniform I'd seen. They were simple but clearly expensive, with delicate lace detailing along the necklines and hems.

"These are beautiful," I said, reaching out to touch the fine fabric. It slipped through my fingers like water.

"I need to measure you properly," Eliza replied. "Would you mind removing your clothes down to your underwear?"

I hesitated, but her professional tone made the request seem reasonable. I slowly unbuttoned my blouse, fingers slightly unsteady, and slipped out of my skirt, standing before her in my matching black bra and panties. The cool air raised bumps on my exposed skin.

Eliza circled me, measuring tape in hand. The metal tape felt cool against my skin, a shocking contrast to the heat building within me. Her fingers barely grazed my skin as she measured my waist, hips, and bust. I closed my eyes against a dizzy wave of desire when her hands lingered on my ribcage, just below my breasts. 

Her soft exhalation near my ear made my eyelids flutter. Was she as affected by this as I was? The thought only intensified the sensations spiraling through me. Beneath the thin fabric of my bra, my nipples betrayed me, forming tight peaks I prayed she wouldn't notice.

"Perfect," she murmured, her voice lower than before. "You're exactly what we're looking for."

When I opened my eyes, I caught her gaze traveling slowly up my body. Liquid fire seemed to pour through my veins, settling heavily in my core. I shifted uncomfortably, acutely aware of how my breathing had changed, become shallow and quick.

"The uniform will frame your silhouette beautifully," she said, her tone professional again. "Our guests appreciate aesthetic excellence."

"Let's discuss compensation," Eliza said, handing me a silk robe and leading me to a small sitting area. The robe felt decadent against my sensitized skin, the brush of fabric almost too much to bear.

She poured two glasses of water from a crystal decanter. When our fingers brushed during the exchange, I nearly dropped the glass, distracted by how the simple contact made my skin buzz with awareness.

When she named the figure—$250,000 a year plus bonuses—I nearly choked mid-swallow. "That's... that can't be right."

"It is." She smiled. "The position comes with additional benefits—housing within the resort, full access to our amenities, and significant gratuities from our guests."

She slid a contract across the table. As I read through it, phrases jumped out at me: "personal attentiveness," "physical service," "complete availability," "discretion regarding intimate matters."

"This sounds like..." I trailed off, afraid to say what I was thinking.

"It's exactly what it sounds like," Eliza said smoothly. "Our high-profile guests expect exceptional service. The Villa Maid must be willing to attend to all their needs, including physical ones. You will be compensated accordingly."

The words "physical ones" struck me like a physical blow. I inhaled sharply as understanding crystallized, accompanied by an involuntary clench deep inside me that sent sparks outward through my limbs. 

A week ago, I'd have slapped anyone who suggested such an arrangement. Just yesterday, I'd have walked out indignantly at the implication. Yet here I sat, my heart hammering against my ribs and a shameful, delicious tension coiling tighter with each passing second.

Since I'd left Derek three months ago, my nights had been a frustrating cycle of unfulfilling solo sessions that left me restless and hollow. Something about this place, about Eliza's presence, awakened sensations I hadn't expected, possibilities I'd never considered.

"I should mention my husband," Eliza said, pulling out her phone to show me a photo. "Marcus Cooper. He's the primary owner of The Pinnacle."

I recognized him immediately—Marcus Cooper, the casino mogul whose face I'd seen countless times online during my research before the interview. But seeing him in this intimate context, presented by his wife, hit differently. He was older, perhaps late fifties, with that silver-streaked dark hair and the confident posture of someone accustomed to power. His eyes pierced through the screen, dark and commanding, more intense than any publicity photo had captured. Despite having seen him before, my lips parted in an involuntary silent gasp, and a deep knot of hunger formed beneath my navel. There was something magnetic about him, something that made me imagine his hands on my body, his voice commanding me. The silk robe suddenly felt constricting, the air too thick to breathe normally.

"Marcus and I have unusual arrangements," Eliza explained, watching my reaction closely. "We both appreciate beauty and pleasure in all its forms. The Sky Villa operates under different rules than the outside world. Everyone who enters understands this."

"Take your time to consider," Eliza said, standing. "You can use this room to change back into your clothes."

Left alone, I stared at the contract, blood rushing in my ears. This was outrageous, dangerous even. They wanted me to be essentially a sex worker in a fancy uniform. I should walk out, report them to someone.

Yet as I read the words "physical service" again, I squeezed my thighs together, seeking relief from the pressure building at my center. My underwear clung damply to me, my skin feverish despite the room's perfect temperature. The thought of being used by the powerful man in the photo, by his sophisticated wife, by whoever they deemed worthy—it scattered my thoughts like leaves in the wind, reducing me to pure sensation.

I thought about my empty apartment, my dwindling bank account. I thought about the lonely nights since Derek had left, the way my vibrator had become my only companion, reliable but ultimately unsatisfying.

When Eliza returned twenty minutes later, I had already signed the contract. My signature looked steadier than I felt.

"I accept," I said, surprised by the clarity in my voice.

She smiled, satisfied. "Excellent. You start tomorrow. Pack for an extended stay; your quarters are prepared."

Eliza walked me to the elevator, her hand resting on the small of my back. Before the doors closed, she leaned in and pressed a soft kiss to my cheek, her lips lingering just a moment too long.

"Welcome to The Pinnacle, Lexi," she whispered. "You're going to thrive here."

As I rode the elevator down, my new key card clutched in my hand, I wondered if I'd made a terrible mistake. But the heavy, tingling awareness spreading through my pelvis—stronger than any I'd felt in months—suggested that whatever awaited me in the Sky Villa might satisfy more than just my financial needs. 
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Chapter 2: First Day on the Job

            ⚜

        

        
Morning light spilled through the sheer curtains, casting golden patterns across unfamiliar bedding. For a moment, I blinked in confusion, my mind grappling with the luxurious surroundings. Then reality crystallized—this was my new accommodation at The Pinnacle, part of yesterday's arrangement with Marcus and Eliza Cooper.

I stretched languidly beneath sheets so fine they felt like liquid against my skin. The mattress cradled me perfectly, nothing like the lumpy disaster I'd left behind in my apartment. My new quarters whispered understated opulence—cream walls adorned with subtle abstract art, thick carpet that had cushioned my bare feet like fresh snow when I'd arrived late last night, and a faint scent of jasmine lingering in the air. The imposing bed dominated the space, its mahogany frame both elegant and sturdy, clearly intended for more than just peaceful slumber.

The bedside clock glowed 6:30 AM. I had half an hour before my official duties began. Slipping from between the sheets, I padded across the cool floor to the adjoining bathroom, my skin prickling slightly in the climate-controlled air. 

The bathroom rivaled those in luxury magazines—gleaming marble surfaces, a deep soaking tub with brass fittings that begged to be filled, and an expansive shower enclosure unlike anything in my old apartment. Where I'd been accustomed to a single weak spray, this glass sanctuary boasted a constellation of fixtures that promised a deluge from every angle. I twisted a polished chrome knob, and water immediately jetted from the ceiling in a tropical downpour. Steam began to billow as I shed my silk nightgown and stepped under the warm spray.

The pressure was divine, massaging away tension I hadn't realized I'd been carrying. I tilted my face upward, surrendering to the cascade that flowed down my neck, between my breasts, and along the curve of my spine. For a blissful moment, I existed in pure sensation, the outside world momentarily forgotten.

The soft click of the bathroom door shattered my private sanctuary. My eyes flew open, arms instinctively crossing over my chest to shield myself from the intruder. The protective gesture froze halfway as I registered who stood watching me through the misted glass.

Marcus Cooper himself filled the doorway. My mind flashed to the photograph Eliza had shown me, but the image had failed to capture his commanding presence. His burgundy silk robe hung partially open, revealing an expanse of tanned chest dusted with silver-streaked hair. The years that had sculpted lines around his eyes and mouth only enhanced his authority, like the patina on fine bronze. His dark eyes assessed me with unabashed interest, a hint of amusement playing at the corners of his mouth.

This can't be happening already, my mind stuttered in disbelief. I'd barely woken up, hadn't prepared myself mentally for what this job would actually mean. Yet here he stood, brazenly invading what I'd foolishly considered private space, his gaze peeling away the last illusion of boundaries between employer and employee.

"Good morning, Lexi." His voice resonated deeper than I'd imagined, smooth and rich as aged bourbon. "Please, don't interrupt your routine on my account."

My heartbeat thundered in my ears, a frantic percussion that seemed to echo off the tile walls. After a paralyzed moment caught between modesty and the dawning realization that modesty had no place here, I lowered my trembling arms. The contract I'd signed flashed through my mind—those carefully worded phrases about "complete availability" suddenly concrete rather than abstract. I stood naked before him, water tracing intimate paths down my frame while an entirely different heat bloomed beneath my skin.

"Continue with your shower," he instructed, leaning against the marble vanity with the casual ownership of someone accustomed to being obeyed. "I always personally welcome new staff to the villa."

The way he caressed the word "welcome" sent a current of electricity straight to my core, its meaning unmistakable. Throat tight with a confusing mixture of apprehension and unexpected anticipation, I turned back toward the spray. Every nerve ending stood at attention, my awareness narrowed to his presence behind me. I reached for the shampoo bottle, conscious of how this ordinary movement displayed my silhouette—the arch of my back, the curve of my hips, the swell of my rear.

"You're quite the vision," he remarked with the casual appreciation of a connoisseur. "My wife's talent for selection is impeccable."

"Thank you," I managed, the words catching in my throat. Even that simple acknowledgment felt strangely intimate in the steam-filled enclosure, as though I'd already accepted what was about to happen.

I worked the shampoo into my hair, attempting to maintain some semblance of normalcy while performing for an audience. As I rinsed, I caught a glimpse of my reflection in the glass—my cheeks flushed beyond what the warm water warranted, my breasts had grown fuller, their centers tightened into sensitive points that telegraphed my body's involuntary response.

The shower door whispered open behind me. I went motionless, prey sensing a predator's approach. The fine hairs at my nape rose as I sensed rather than saw him enter. Marcus stepped into the enclosure, his silk robe immediately drinking in the spray, clinging to the solid frame beneath.

"Let me assist you," he murmured, taking the body wash from my unresisting hands.

His touch—firm, slightly textured, and shockingly warm—settled onto my shoulders. He spread the fragrant lather in unhurried circles across my skin, each caress kindling sparks along overwrought nerve endings. My breath suspended in my chest, my mind struggling to process this surreal reality—a billionaire casino magnate, joining me uninvited in my shower, his hands claiming territory on my flesh as his birthright.

"The document you signed yesterday," his voice rumbled close to my ear, raising goosebumps despite the heat as his palms glided down my spine, "you understand what it entails?"

"Yes," I whispered, as his touch traced my sides, thumbs brushing dangerously near the outer swells of my chest.

"Tell me what it means," he commanded, his words warm against my wet hair, impossible to resist.

The fog of arousal made coherent thought difficult. His hands hovered at the edge of more intimate territory, making me acutely aware of every syllable I was about to speak. "It means I belong to you," I said, the words sending a shameful thrill through me. "To you, your wife, your guests. For whatever purpose you desire."

"Precisely." His palms slid around to capture the weight of my breasts, drawing a sound from my throat somewhere between surprise and approval. "Available whenever the mood strikes us."

His thumbs swept across the sensitive peaks, sending lightning bolts of sensation directly between my legs. My knees threatened to buckle as I instinctively leaned back against the solid wall of his chest, my head falling against his shoulder. The sodden silk of his robe clung to my back, a strange counterpoint to the firm hands now possessing me so thoroughly.

"Are you available to me now, Lexi?" One hand trailed downward, following the plane of my stomach to the junction of my thighs.

"Yes," I breathed, my legs parting without conscious command, offering access I never imagined giving so readily to a man I'd just met.

His expert touch found me embarrassingly ready despite the shower's flow. A throaty sound escaped me as he explored with deliberate precision, learning exactly what made me tremble.

"Wonderfully receptive," he observed, his voice roughened with satisfaction. "An essential quality."

He slid one finger inside me while his thumb located the center of my pleasure. My hips rolled forward involuntarily, seeking more contact, more friction. His other hand continued its maddening attention to my breast, alternately kneading the soft flesh and teasing its tightened crest.

"The villa requires certain... talents," Marcus said, adding a second finger and curling them with devastating accuracy. "You appear naturally gifted."

A coiled tension began building deep within my pelvis, winding tighter with each deliberate stroke, each masterful circle of his thumb. My breathing fractured into ragged gasps, my form no longer under my control but an instrument he played with virtuoso skill. I clutched backward at his forearms, fingernails leaving crescent imprints in his skin as an anchor against the mounting pleasure.

"That's it," he encouraged, increasing the rhythmic pressure. "Show me how perfectly you'll serve in your position."

The tension wound impossibly taut, a white-hot spiral condensing behind my navel. Every muscle in my form contracted like a drawn bowstring until finally, gloriously, the tension shattered. A cry tore from me as ecstasy pulsed outward in waves, my inner walls clenching around his fingers. My vision swam momentarily, my limbs quivering against his unyielding frame.

As the fierce pleasure gradually receded, Marcus slowly withdrew his touch. He turned me to face him, my legs unsteady beneath me. Water streamed between us as his dark eyes studied my expression, satisfaction evident in his features.

"Breakfast is served at eight in the main dining room," he said, his tone shifting to businesslike efficiency as though he hadn't just reduced me to a shuddering mess. "Wear your uniform. We're entertaining associates today."

He stepped out of the shower, water streaming from his drenched robe. At the doorway, he paused, his appraisal sweeping over my flushed form one final time. "That was a delightful introduction, Lexi."

Then he was gone, leaving me alone with the billowing steam and the ghost of his touch imprinted on my flesh.



By eight o'clock, I had collected myself and dressed in my new uniform—a tailored black dress with delicate lace accents at the collar and hem, complemented by sheer stockings and modest heels. The garment embraced my curves in a way that was flattering without being overtly provocative, appropriate for daylight service yet hinting at other possibilities.

I entered the dining room to find Marcus already seated at the head of an imposing mahogany table, scrolling through documents on a tablet. Eliza occupied the chair to his right, exuding elegance in a pale blue pantsuit that complemented her cool blonde beauty.

"Ah, our new addition arrives," Marcus remarked without looking up. "Breakfast service, please."

I approached the sideboard where silver serving dishes waited, feeling the weight of their attention following my movements. As I poured coffee into fine bone china and arranged fresh fruit on their plates, I attempted professional detachment, though my center still throbbed with the memory of Marcus's intimate attentions barely an hour before.

"Are your accommodations satisfactory?" Eliza inquired as our fingers brushed during the exchange of her cup. The fleeting contact sent a ripple of awareness through me, as though my skin had become hypersensitive to any touch.

"They're wonderful, thank you," I replied, struggling to maintain composure as her ice-blue eyes held mine with the same knowing look I remembered from my interview.

A slight smile curved her lips. "Splendid. After breakfast, I'll require your assistance. Some friends are joining me in the spa area."

I completed the breakfast service without incident, though each approach to Marcus's end of the table quickened my breath and dampened my palms. He maintained perfect composure, giving no indication that his hands had been exploring my most intimate places so recently.

After they finished, I cleared the dishes and cleaned the dining area, then reported to Eliza as instructed. She led me through the villa to a private spa suite—a tranquil sanctuary featuring a cedar-paneled sauna, cushioned massage stations, and an enormous hot tub bubbling with scented water that could easily accommodate six people.

"My friends will be here shortly for our weekly spa gathering," she explained, opening a discreet cabinet and removing a folded garment. "You'll need to change into this for spa service."

In an adjacent changing room, I unfolded what could barely be called attire. It was essentially a small black apron with The Pinnacle's logo embroidered in gold thread, designed to cover only the front of my torso from just below my bust to the tops of my thighs.

I hesitated only momentarily before slipping off my dress and fastening the apron around my neck and waist. It left my back completely exposed, revealed glimpses of my sides, and did little to conceal my front. My chest was fully displayed, the curves of my rear visible with every movement.

When I emerged, Eliza's expression darkened perceptibly as her scrutiny traveled over my newly revealed form. "Perfect. You'll serve champagne when they arrive and assist with towels and robes."

The chime of the villa's private elevator interrupted further instruction. Eliza went to greet her visitors while I remained rooted in place, suddenly conscious of how vulnerable I was about to become.

Three women entered the spa area, all radiating the same aura of wealth and sophistication as Eliza. They halted their animated conversation upon noticing me, their expressions transforming from surprise to appreciation as they assessed my state of undress.

"Ladies, meet Lexi, our new Villa Maid," Eliza introduced me with a proprietary gesture. "She'll be attending to our needs today."

"Eliza, darling," purred a statuesque redhead with piercing emerald eyes, "you've outdone yourself this time."

"She's absolutely stunning," agreed another, a voluptuous blonde who circled me with frank appraisal. "Those curves are simply spectacular."

I stood motionless under their examination, my face burning while a contradictory sensation coiled deep in my belly. My chest grew heavier with each passing second, the sensitive peaks contracting into firm buds that drew even more attention.

"And clearly enthusiastic," Eliza noted with satisfaction. "Lexi, champagne for everyone."

I moved to the bar cart, acutely conscious of how my exposed form responded to movement—the gentle sway of my breasts with each step, the way the tiny apron lifted slightly when I bent to retrieve glasses. Their collective scrutiny felt like actual caresses against my bare skin.

When I turned with the filled flutes, the women had disrobed and settled into the steaming hot tub. Only Eliza remained outside, reclined on a nearby lounger with feline grace.

I distributed the champagne, bending low to each woman, my exposed chest dangling tantalizingly near their faces. Their fingertips occasionally grazed my skin as they accepted their drinks—a light brush against my wrist, a deliberate stroke along my forearm—each contact sending little currents of electricity shooting through my arm.

"Join us, Eliza," called the redhead, raising her glass in invitation. "The water is divine."

"In a moment," Eliza replied, her voice carrying a note of anticipation. "First, I thought we might sample the latest addition to our staff." Her scrutiny fixed on me with predatory intent. "Lexi, come here."

I approached her lounger, my veins flooding with adrenaline. A fine sheen of perspiration formed along my hairline despite the climate-controlled room.

"Remove your apron," she instructed simply.

With trembling fingers, I untied the strings at my neck and waist, allowing the scant covering to fall away. I stood completely bared before four pairs of hungry eyes, fighting the urge to shield myself.

"Turn," Eliza commanded softly. "Slowly. Let them appreciate you properly."

I rotated in place, feeling their attention like phantom hands caressing my exposed flesh. My skin erupted in goosebumps despite the room's warmth, a flush spreading from my chest up to my face and down to my thighs.

"Exquisite," murmured the blonde. "May I touch her, Eliza?"

"By all means," Eliza smiled indulgently. "That's precisely why she's here. Lexi, lie on the massage table."

I moved to the padded table in the room's center and reclined on my back, my chest rising and falling rapidly with shallow breaths. The leather felt cool against my heated skin, making my nipples contract further into tight, aching points.

The women abandoned the hot tub, rivulets of water streaming from their naked forms as they approached. Eliza joined them, shedding her pantsuit with elegant efficiency to reveal her slender, toned figure beneath.

They surrounded the table like priestesses at a ritual, reaching for me from all sides. A strangled sound escaped my throat as sensations overwhelmed me from multiple directions at once—the delicious weight of palms claiming my breasts, the teasing scratch of nails tracing fiery paths down my ribs, the firm pressure of thumbs working circles into the tension of my shoulders, the feather-light caress of fingertips dancing along my inner thighs.

"Like silk," one woman whispered before capturing a sensitive peak between her lips. The sudden contrast of wet heat sparked a jolt of pleasure that arched my spine involuntarily from the table.

Another woman's palm glided between my thighs, discovering the evidence of my arousal. "She's drenched," she announced, exploring the slick folds with excruciating deliberation.

Eliza appeared above me, her face hovering over mine. "Is this pleasurable for you?" she asked, her manicured fingertip tracing the outline of my mouth.

"Yes," I panted as unseen fingers pressed inside me while another mouth claimed my neglected breast.

"Prove it," Eliza whispered before capturing my lips in a deep kiss.

I surrendered completely to the symphony of sensations—exploring tongues teasing and tasting, insistent fingers probing deeply, firm hands spreading my thighs wider, and Eliza's mouth claiming mine. My hips began to undulate in rhythm with the fingers pumping inside me, seeking deeper contact.

"I believe she needs something more substantial," the redhead suggested, momentarily disappearing from view. She returned holding what I recognized as a large, intimidating dildo, its thick shaft gleaming in the soft lighting. In her other hand, she carried a powerful vibrator.

The blonde woman withdrew her fingers from inside me, leaving me momentarily aching and empty. "She's absolutely dripping," she announced to the others. "I think she can take all of this."

Eliza broke our kiss, her eyes dark with desire. "Let's see how accommodating our new maid truly is." She moved to my breasts, taking one nipple between her thumb and forefinger, pinching with exquisite pressure that walked the line between pleasure and pain.

The redhead positioned herself between my spread legs, teasing my entrance with the head of the dildo. "Relax," she purred, "and take it all for us."

I gasped as she began to work the substantial toy inside me, inch by delicious inch. My body stretched to accommodate its girth, a delicious burning sensation that made my toes curl. The redhead's skilled hands twisted and angled the toy, finding spots inside me that sent electric jolts of pleasure up my spine.

"Hold her legs wider," someone directed, and I felt firm grips securing my thighs, displaying me completely as the redhead established a rhythm, thrusting the dildo deeper with each stroke.

The voluptuous blonde appeared above me, her thighs straddling my face. "Put that pretty mouth to work," she commanded, lowering herself until her wet heat pressed against my lips. I eagerly extended my tongue, tasting her tangy sweetness as she began to rock against my mouth.

Meanwhile, the fourth woman positioned the vibrator directly against the swollen bundle of nerves at my center. The powerful buzzing against my sensitive flesh, combined with the relentless thrusting of the dildo stretching me open, created an overwhelming storm of sensation.

Eliza continued her attention to my breasts, alternating between gentle caresses and sharp pinches that sent conflicting signals of pleasure-pain racing through my nervous system. "Look how responsive she is," she observed, twisting both nipples simultaneously and drawing a muffled cry from my occupied mouth.

The blonde above me ground harder against my face, her movements becoming more urgent. "God, her tongue is divine," she moaned, her thighs trembling on either side of my head.

The redhead increased her pace with the dildo, driving it to its full depth before withdrawing almost completely, then plunging it back inside. Each thrust forced air from my lungs in ragged gasps against the blonde's flesh. The vibrator never left my throbbing center, its relentless stimulation building a pressure inside me that threatened to shatter my very being.

"I think she's close," the redhead announced, twisting the dildo to hit a particularly sensitive spot that made my entire body jerk in response.

"Not yet," Eliza commanded, pinching my nipples harder. "Hold back until I say."

I whimpered against the blonde's flesh, desperately trying to obey as the overwhelming sensations mounted. The blonde cried out above me, her release flooding my mouth as she shuddered and rocked against my tongue. Her climax triggered my own building orgasm to the edge of no return.

"Now," Eliza finally commanded against my ear. "Show us exactly how well you fulfill your duties."

Her permission unleashed a flood within me. I screamed against the blonde's flesh as the climax tore through my form, my spine arching off the table, inner muscles clenching rhythmically around the thick dildo still buried inside me. The vibrator continued its merciless assault on my sensitive bud, extending my release into multiple waves that crashed through me in relentless succession. My entire body convulsed as they maintained their ministrations, drawing out every last tremor of pleasure until I lay gasping and trembling, tears leaking from the corners of my eyes from the sheer intensity.

When they finally withdrew the devices, I collapsed boneless onto the table, perspiration gleaming on my skin, lungs struggling for air. My chest heaved dramatically with each desperate breath, my breasts rising and falling in a hypnotic rhythm that drew their appreciative gazes. The sensitive peaks still stood proudly erect despite their thorough attention, flushed a deep rose from their ministrations. My limbs felt weighted and tingling as though electrified.

"An impressive display," Eliza said, brushing damp strands from my forehead. "She'll be an invaluable addition to our villa, don't you agree?"

Their murmurs of approval washed over me as I fought to regain my senses, aftershocks still pulsing through my core.

"Freshen up and bring another bottle of champagne," Eliza instructed, trailing a finger down between my breasts. "Then you'll join us in the tub for the next round."

As I rose on unsteady legs, my brain struggled to reconcile the woman I'd been yesterday—desperate for a job but hesitant about its implications—with the trembling, pleasure-drenched creature I'd become. My thighs still quivered from the intensity of my release, yet beneath the satisfaction lingered a new, insistent ache for more. The memory of Marcus's expert manipulation, the varied sensations of multiple hands and mouths—instead of shame, these visions sent renewed heat spiraling through me. 

I could feel myself transforming with each encounter, like a key fitting into a lock I hadn't known existed. Whatever doubts had plagued me when signing that contract now seemed distant, inconsequential compared to the raw, primal hunger awakening within me. As I moved to follow Eliza's instructions, I found myself not dreading the "next round," but counting the seconds until I could return to their waiting hands. 

            ⚜

            



        


Chapter 3: The Routine

            ⚜

        

        
Morning light spilled across my naked skin as I stretched languidly on the luxurious bed. A week of discovery, of serving The Pinnacle's elite guests, had recalibrated my sense of normal. The morning ritual that once would have embarrassed me now felt like slipping into a second skin.

In the spacious bathroom, I selected a jasmine-scented oil from the array of products provided. The glass bottle felt cool against my palm, the oil warming as I worked it across my shoulders, down my arms, over the curve of my breasts. Marcus preferred his staff silken to the touch, their skin inviting under his hands. The memory of yesterday's encounter—his appreciative murmur as his fingers traced my oil-slicked hip—sent a flicker of heat through my core.

The black dress chosen for breakfast service whispered against my bare skin as I slipped it on—no undergarments, a lesson learned on my third day when Marcus had raised an eyebrow at the inconvenience. The silk clung to my curves, cut low enough to display what Marcus called my "natural assets" while maintaining the veneer of formal service required for business guests.

In the dining room, I meticulously arranged the table for four—polishing each piece of silverware until it gleamed, folding napkins into precise triangles, positioning the fresh-cut orchids just so. The morning sun cast long rectangles of light across the polished mahogany, highlighting tiny dust motes dancing in the air. The scent of freshly baked croissants mingled with rich coffee as I prepared the sideboard. I inhaled deeply, the aromas now inextricably linked with what typically followed breakfast service.

The distant rumble of male voices grew closer. My fingers stilled on the silver coffee pot, skin prickling with awareness. A faint smile tugged at my lips. Just days ago, that sound would have triggered anxiety; now it sparked something closer to hunger.

"—profit margins in the third quarter," drifted Marcus's distinctive baritone as the door swung open.

He entered first, commanding the space as always, flanked by three men in expensive suits—hotel executives I recognized from the dossier I'd been given yesterday. They paused mid-conversation, gazes sweeping over me with varying degrees of subtlety.

"Gentlemen, please be seated," Marcus directed, moving to the head of the table. "Coffee, Lexi."

I moved between them with practiced grace, bending close as I poured, the warm coffee scenting the air between us. "Good morning, gentlemen," I murmured, allowing my breath to caress an ear here, my arm to brush a shoulder there. The silver-haired executive—Crawford, according to the dossier—inhaled sharply as I leaned past him, the neckline of my dress offering a clear view of what lay beneath.

"Marcus," Crawford remarked, his voice slightly rougher than it had been during introductions, "The Pinnacle continues to impress in ways our competitors cannot match."

Marcus's laugh held genuine amusement. "Crawford, we've barely begun breakfast. Reserve judgment until you've experienced all we have to offer."

The double meaning hung in the air like smoke. I felt my nipples tighten against the silk of my dress, flesh responding to language as effectively as to touch.

Conversation shifted to business as I served fruit, pastries, eggs prepared to each man's preference. I registered fragments about hotel acquisitions, market shares, partnership potential—all background noise to the true communication happening in Crawford's lingering fingertips against mine as I placed his plate, in the younger executive's deliberate shift that pressed his knee against my thigh as I refreshed his coffee, in the way the third man's eyes tracked the sway of my hips when I returned to the sideboard.

I'd become fluent in this silent language, learning to read desire like braille, a text written in quickened breath and dilated pupils.

Marcus observed it all, his dark eyes missing nothing. Between discussing revenue streams and expansion plans, he watched the tension build, conducting it like an orchestra. As Crawford's attention visibly shifted from profit margins to my silhouette, Marcus set down his coffee cup with a soft clink that somehow cut through the conversation.

"Lexi," Marcus said, his voice low but carrying an unmistakable command. His eyes met mine with deliberate intent, then dropped briefly to the space beneath the table.

I understood immediately. With practiced grace, I moved to refill his coffee, then let my hand brush his thigh as I set the pot aside. Instead of returning to my position by the sideboard, I slipped beneath the table, the tablecloth providing a semblance of discretion while the executives continued their discussion above.

In the dim space beneath, I positioned myself between Marcus's spread legs. My fingers worked deftly at his belt and zipper, movements I'd perfected over the past week. The conversation above continued uninterrupted—something about quarterly projections—as I freed him from his trousers.

He was already half-hard, responding to the anticipation of what was to come. I took him in my hand, stroking him to full hardness before leaning forward to trace my tongue along his length. Above me, Marcus's voice remained steady as he discussed revenue streams, though I detected the subtle tightening of his muscles beneath my touch.

When I took him fully into my mouth, his hand dropped beneath the table, fingers threading through my hair in silent approval. The dual reality thrilled me—business proceeding above while I worked beneath, the power of knowing I could maintain my composure while testing his.

The taste of him filled my senses as I established a rhythm, taking him deeper with each downward motion. His fingers tightened in my hair when I swirled my tongue around his tip, a silent signal of his pleasure. The vibrations of voices above—discussing market shares and expansion plans—created a strange counterpoint to the intimate sounds of my mouth on him.

As I continued, I became aware of the shifting postures of the other men—chairs scraping slightly closer, throats clearing, the cadence of conversation growing distracted. They knew what was happening. The knowledge sent a rush of heat between my thighs, my body responding to their awareness.

Marcus's grip tightened, guiding me to a pace that matched his preference. I hollowed my cheeks, applying pressure that drew a momentary pause in his speech—a victory that sent a thrill of satisfaction through me. His recovery was swift, but I'd heard the break, felt the twitch of his cock against my tongue.

My hands weren't idle, one steadying myself against his thigh, the other caressing what my mouth couldn't reach. I felt the tension building in him, the subtle changes that signaled his approaching climax. His control was impressive—voice remaining level even as his body betrayed his arousal.

When he finished, it was with barely a hitch in his explanation of a new marketing strategy. I swallowed dutifully, continuing gentle attention until he softened slightly. Only then did his hand release my hair, a light caress against my cheek signaling his satisfaction.

I might have remained there, but a new impulse seized me—a hunger that had been building throughout the morning. Instead of retreating to my position by the sideboard, I shifted sideways beneath the table, my hands finding Crawford's knees.

His surprise registered in the sudden stillness of his legs, but he didn't push me away. Emboldened, I traced my fingers up his thighs, finding the growing bulge beneath his expensive trousers. The fabric strained as I worked his zipper down, freeing him into my waiting hand.

Crawford was thicker than Marcus, his skin flushed dark with arousal. I stroked him appreciatively, glancing sideways to see Brennan and Davis twitching with undisguised interest. Making a decision, I reached for Brennan next, my fingers working his belt with determined efficiency.

"Gentlemen," Marcus's voice cut through the increasingly distracted conversation, "I believe we might benefit from a change in perspective. Lexi, come out from there."

I emerged from beneath the table, lips slightly swollen, cheeks flushed with arousal and the thrill of my own boldness. Three sets of eyes tracked my movement, their expressions ranging from surprise to naked hunger.

"Our associates seem to have developed an appetite that exceeds our breakfast offerings," Marcus observed, his tone conversational despite the obvious tension in the room. "Perhaps we should address these... underlying needs."

He gestured toward a leather chaise I hadn't noticed before, positioned near the windows where morning light streamed in. "Remove your dress," he instructed, his voice carrying that particular note that sent shivers down my spine.

My fingers found the zipper at my back, drawing it down with deliberate slowness. The dress slipped from my shoulders, pooling at my feet in a whisper of fabric. Sunlight poured warm against my naked skin, highlighting every curve, every hollow. Crawford made a sound low in his throat—not quite a groan, but an unmistakable expression of want.

"On your knees," Marcus directed, loosening his tie as he approached.

I sank to my knees on the plush carpet, surrounded by the four men who now stood in a loose semicircle around me. The position should have felt vulnerable, but instead, a heady sense of power flowed through me—their attention, their desire, all focused on me.

Crawford was the first to step forward, his cock still jutting from his open trousers. I took him into my mouth without hesitation, my tongue exploring the differences between him and Marcus. His taste was slightly saltier, his texture different against my lips. His hand came to rest on my head, not guiding but simply maintaining contact.

After a moment, I released him with a wet sound and turned to Brennan, who had fully removed his trousers. He was longer than Crawford, though not as thick, and his approach was more urgent. His fingers twisted in my hair as I took him between my lips, his hips pushing forward with barely restrained eagerness.

Davis waited his turn, stroking himself as he watched. When I turned to him, he cupped my chin with surprising gentleness before guiding himself into my mouth. His technique was more controlled than Brennan's, his movements measured as he watched my response.

I moved between them, giving each attention in turn, using my hands on those waiting their turn. The taste of each man mingled on my tongue, creating a complex sensory experience that heightened my own arousal. Moisture gathered between my thighs, my nipples tightening in response to the cool air and mounting excitement.

"I think our Lexi deserves more comprehensive attention," Marcus suggested after several minutes of this rotation. "The chaise, I think."

Crawford helped me to my feet, his hands lingering on my waist as he guided me to the leather chaise. I reclined against it, the material cool against my heated skin. Crawford positioned himself between my legs, pushing into me with a groan that seemed to come from deep in his chest.

His rhythm was methodical, steady—strokes of consistent depth that suggested a man who approached all tasks with the same measured discipline. The sensation of being filled after the prolonged arousal drew a soft moan from my throat.

Brennan moved to the head of the chaise, presenting himself for my continued attention. I took him into my mouth again, the angle different now, allowing him deeper access. Davis knelt beside me, his mouth closing around my breast, teeth grazing the sensitive peak.

The combination of sensations was overwhelming—Crawford's steady thrusts, Brennan's weight against my tongue, Davis's alternating gentle and sharp attentions to my breasts. Marcus circled us, occasionally offering a quiet word of direction or note of approval.

"She can accommodate more," Marcus suggested, his voice thick with his own renewed arousal.

Crawford withdrew, helping me shift position until I straddled Brennan, who now lay on the chaise. I sank down onto him with a gasp, the new angle striking places inside me that sent sparks of pleasure up my spine. Before I could adjust to this sensation, I felt Crawford's hands on my hips, steadying me as he positioned himself behind me.

Marcus approached with a small crystal bottle in hand. "Allow me," he said, his voice low and commanding. He poured a generous amount of clear, slick liquid onto his fingers and reached between us. I shivered as his experienced fingers circled my other entrance, methodically applying the cool lubricant with deliberate pressure. His touch was both clinical and intimate, preparing me with the same attention to detail he likely gave his business ventures.

The pressure of Crawford pressing against my prepared entrance sent a jolt of both apprehension and excitement through me. He proceeded slowly, the lubricant easing his way as I adjusted to the unfamiliar intrusion. The initial discomfort gave way to a fullness that bordered on overwhelming—being stretched, filled completely by both men.

"Breathe," Marcus instructed, his hand stroking my hair as I adjusted to the dual penetration.

When they began to move, it was with surprising coordination—Brennan thrusting upward as Crawford withdrew, then reversing, creating a rhythm that ensured I was always filled. Davis continued his attention to my breasts, occasionally offering his cock to my lips when the sensations allowed me to focus.

The experience transcended anything I'd felt before—pleasure so intense it bordered on pain, my body stretched to its limits yet somehow accommodating. Every nerve ending seemed to fire simultaneously, creating a symphony of sensation that built toward an inevitable crescendo.

My first climax hit with stunning force, tearing a cry from my throat that echoed in the sunlit room. My inner muscles clenched around both men, drawing groans from them as they fought to maintain their rhythm through my convulsions.

The intensity didn't wane—if anything, it built higher as they continued, driving me toward a second peak before the first had fully subsided. I lost track of time, of whose hands were where, of anything beyond the overwhelming pleasure coursing through my body.

When Crawford finally tensed behind me, his release triggering Brennan's beneath me, I was floating in a haze of sensation, my body trembling with aftershocks of multiple climaxes. Davis finished across my breasts, his expression taut with pleasure as he watched the evidence of his release glisten on my skin.

"Fascinating," Marcus remarked, something like genuine curiosity coloring his tone.

When all three men had sated themselves, I lay limp on the chaise, skin flushed and dewy, breath coming in uneven catches, hair tangled from Brennan's grip.

"Now, gentlemen," Marcus broke the heavy silence, his voice shifting seamlessly back to business mode, "about those financing terms. Lexi will freshen up and bring the contracts to my office shortly. I believe you'll find our proposal aligns with your interests."

The transition was dreamlike in its abruptness—men straightening clothing and clearing throats, conversation reverting to numbers and projections. I collected my discarded dress on unsteady legs, body still humming with the aftermath of pleasure.

"Take a moment," Marcus murmured as I passed him, his fingers brushing my elbow in a gesture that conveyed both approval and ownership. "Then bring the Harrington portfolio to my office with fresh coffee."

"Yes, sir," I replied, voice slightly rough from Brennan's enthusiastic use.

In the adjacent bathroom, I examined my reflection—lips swollen, hair disheveled, skin marked by their attentions. A week earlier, such a sight might have shocked me. Now I simply wanted more.



"James Harrington possesses an eye for beauty in all forms," Eliza had explained during that morning's briefing, sliding a dossier across the desk. "Art, architecture, women—he appreciates each in context, properly presented."

Now, as afternoon sun glinted off the infinity pool's edge, I understood her meaning. The pool area had been staged with cinematic consideration—loungers arranged to highlight the Vegas skyline, crystal vases holding fresh orchids, champagne chilling in a hammered silver bucket. Even my uniform—a crisp white dress that emphasized my sun-kissed skin—had been chosen specifically for this encounter.

I was wiping down a glass table when the subtle shift in air pressure signaled their arrival. Standing upright, I turned to find Eliza entering with a tall, lean man whose casual elegance suggested old money and cultivated taste.

James Harrington moved with the assurance of someone accustomed to the world organizing itself around his preferences. His dark hair showed distinguished silver at the temples, his features aristocratic rather than conventionally handsome. His eyes, however, commanded attention—pale blue and keenly observant, absorbing details that others might miss, lingering briefly on the curve where my dress pulled taut across my hip.

"Lexi," Eliza called, her voice carrying that particular note I'd learned to recognize immediately. "Come meet James."

I approached them, heels clicking against marble. "Mr. Harrington," I greeted, executing the slight curtsy Eliza had instructed me to use with him. "Welcome to the Sky Villa."

"Marcus described you accurately," Harrington observed, his British accent lending elegance to simple words. His gaze traveled over me with unhurried assessment. "A noteworthy discovery."

"Lexi has adapted remarkably to our environment," Eliza said, her hand settling at the small of my back, fingertips applying subtle pressure against my spine. "I thought you might appreciate watching her work."

Warmth bloomed beneath my skin at her words, not from embarrassment—that had largely evaporated during my intensive week—but from the curl of desire that unfurled at her implicit meaning. Despite the morning's activities, my body responded to her touch like an instrument returning to tune.

"That would be ideal," Harrington replied, loosening his tie with an elegant motion. "The week has been rather demanding."

"Help James while I change," Eliza instructed, trailing manicured nails lightly up my back before departing.

Alone with Harrington, I offered, "May I take your jacket, sir?"

He removed the impeccably tailored garment, revealing a crisp white shirt that accentuated his lean build. As I folded the jacket, I caught the subtle scent of his cologne—sandalwood with citrus notes, distinctly different from Marcus's woody preference.

Harrington began unfastening his cuffs without prompting, rolling them back with precise movements.

"May I assist?" I asked, setting the jacket aside.

His wrists felt unexpectedly strong beneath my fingers as I finished unbuttoning his shirt, revealing a chest more defined than his profession might suggest. Unlike the morning's visitors, Harrington seemed unhurried, watching me with academic interest as I helped him undress.

"Have you been at The Pinnacle long?" he asked conversationally as I reached for his belt.

"One week," I answered, surprised by the personal inquiry. Few guests showed interest beyond the physical.

Something flickered in his expression—curiosity, perhaps. "Intriguing. You appear thoroughly at home."

Heat rose in my neck at his assessment. My hands paused at his belt buckle, seeking permission with a glance. At his slight nod, I unfastened it and carefully lowered his zipper, helping him step out of his trousers. Though visibly aroused beneath his boxer briefs, he maintained the unhurried demeanor of a man with no particular agenda.

"The pool loungers are quite comfortable," I suggested as I gathered his clothing.

He selected one of the wider loungers, settling into it with fluid grace, his form catching the golden afternoon light. "I'd appreciate something to drink, if you wouldn't mind."

"Certainly. Your preference?"

"Gin and tonic. Lime, not lemon."

I moved to the poolside bar, conscious of his gaze tracking my movements. The familiar tasks—selecting a glass, measuring gin, adding tonic and a fresh lime wedge—anchored me in routine. When I delivered his drink, his fingers grazed mine deliberately in the exchange, the brief contact raising fine hairs along my arm.

"James, please," he corrected when I addressed him as Mr. Harrington again. The corners of his eyes creased with his smile, momentarily softening his aristocratic features. "We're past formalities, I think."

Eliza returned shortly, transformed from business attire into a black bikini that highlighted her lithe elegance. She carried a bottle of sunscreen, which she handed to me with unmistakable intent.

"Make sure James doesn't burn," she instructed, selecting the lounger adjacent to his. "The desert sun can be merciless."

I warmed the lotion between my palms before applying it to his shoulders and back, working it into his skin with firm strokes. His muscles shifted beneath my touch as I moved methodically downward, covering his arms, lower back, the backs of his legs. The coconut scent from the lotion mingled with his cologne, creating an unexpectedly tropical contrast to the arid landscape beyond the pool's edge.

"Turn, please," I requested after finishing his back.

He complied, his eyes having darkened from pale blue to stormy gray, though his expression remained composed. I began working the cream into his chest, taking my time with each motion. His skin felt warmer now, his breathing deeper as my fingers traced the light dusting of hair across his pectorals, circled his nipples, followed the ridges of his abdomen to the waistband of his underwear.

"These loungers were custom-designed," Eliza remarked from her reclined position. "Ergonomically suited for relaxation...among other activities." She sat up, removing her bikini top with casual efficiency. "Take off your dress, Lexi."

Blood rushed to my face at her words. I stood and reached behind for the zipper. The dress fell away easily, leaving me bare beneath the afternoon sun and their twin gazes.

Eliza beckoned Harrington to join her on the wider lounger. He stood, removing his underwear to reveal his full arousal before settling beside her. Together they made a striking contrast—her pale elegance against his tanned form.

"Come here," Eliza directed, extending one hand toward me while helping Harrington remove her bikini bottom with the other.

I approached, uncertain of my place in their arrangement until Eliza guided me into position, straddling her face while facing Harrington. The configuration was unexpected, leaving me feeling strangely exposed despite my week of experiences. I steadied myself with hands on Harrington's shoulders just as Eliza's tongue made first contact with my center, drawing a startled gasp from me.

Harrington's eyes locked with mine, studying my expression with unsettling focus as Eliza's skilled mouth drew increasingly desperate sounds from me. His hands claimed my breasts, kneading and exploring with attentive precision, noting which touches drew the strongest reactions.

"Every sensation shows on her face," he observed to Eliza, though his gaze remained fixed on mine. "Quite revealing."

The vibration of Eliza's agreement against my sensitive flesh sent a whimper rippling from my throat. Her hands gripped my thighs firmly, holding me in place as her tongue explored deeply, then retreated to circle the swollen bud that sent currents of pleasure radiating through my limbs.

Harrington positioned himself to enter Eliza. The movement temporarily interrupted her attentions to me, her breath catching as she accommodated him. When she resumed, her technique grew more insistent, spurred by her own building pleasure.

A rhythm developed between us—Harrington's movements into Eliza driving her mouth more firmly against me, my hips rocking instinctively in response. The interlocking circuit of sensation built upon itself, each component intensifying the others. My thighs trembled on either side of Eliza's face as she alternated between long, languid strokes and focused attention on my most sensitive point.

Harrington's hands moved from my breasts to my waist, steadying me as I swayed with mounting pleasure. His grip tightened with each thrust into Eliza, his fingers leaving temporary impressions on my skin. The lounger beneath us creaked softly with our synchronized movements, its specially reinforced frame accommodating our weight and motion without protest.

"Let me see how you touch yourself," Harrington suggested, his accent thickened with desire. "Show me what you need."

My hand moved between my legs, fingers finding the slick, swollen point just above where Eliza's tongue worked. I circled it with practiced precision, applying the pressure I knew would bring me to the edge. The dual stimulation accelerated the building tension, winding it tighter with each passing moment. Blood rushed in my ears, drowning out all sound except Harrington's increasingly ragged breathing and the wet sounds of Eliza's mouth against me.

"That's it," he encouraged, his eyes darkening as they tracked the movement of my fingers. "Don't hold back."

Eliza's tongue dived deeper, her technique growing more insistent as she responded to Harrington's quickening pace. Her hands slid from my thighs to my buttocks, gripping firmly to pull me closer against her mouth. The new angle sent sparks of electricity shooting up my spine, my back arching involuntarily.

When release claimed me, it caught me by surprise, bending me forward over Eliza, my free hand clutching desperately at Harrington's shoulder. Wave after wave of pleasure crashed through me, each crest triggered anew by Eliza's persistent attention. My vision blurred at the edges, my entire being reduced to the pulsing center where Eliza's mouth continued its relentless assault on my senses.

"Beautiful," Harrington murmured, watching my expression contort with ecstasy. His thumb brushed across my parted lips before sliding into my mouth. I sucked instinctively, tasting salt and the faint bitterness of sunscreen.

As tremors continued rippling through me, Harrington's rhythm intensified, his breathing labored as he approached his climax. Eliza's fingers dug into my flesh, her mouth finally relenting as her focus shifted to her own approaching peak. Her hips rose to meet his thrusts, changing the angle to maximize her pleasure.

"I need to see her expression," Harrington directed, voice taut with restraint. "Move aside."

I slid off on unsteady legs, collapsing onto an adjacent lounger. From this new vantage point, I watched as Harrington increased his efforts, his muscled back flexing with each powerful thrust. One hand reached between them to ensure Eliza's satisfaction, his fingers working in practiced circles against her center.

Her climax manifested differently than my own—a tensing of her entire form, a momentary suspension of breath, then a series of controlled shudders rippling through her slender frame. Her fingers gripped the lounger's edges, knuckles whitening as pleasure overtook her.

"Come here," Harrington commanded, suddenly withdrawing from Eliza. His voice carried such authority that I found myself moving before conscious thought engaged.

I knelt before him on the sun-warmed concrete, understanding his intention without further instruction. His hand tangled in my hair, guiding me forward until his length pressed against my lips. I opened for him, taking him deeply, tasting Eliza's essence mingled with his own.

"That's it," he groaned, his careful composure fracturing as I worked him with my mouth and hands. "Look at me."

I raised my eyes to meet his, maintaining the connection as I continued. His breathing grew increasingly erratic, his grip in my hair tightening to the edge of discomfort. With a sudden urgency, he pulled back, his free hand working himself rapidly.

"On your breasts," he managed through clenched teeth.

I straightened, pushing my generous chest forward in offering. My large breasts, which had drawn appreciative glances since my arrival at the villa, now served as his canvas. Seconds later, he found his release, hot streams landing across the curves of my chest and collarbone. A final pulse reached my chin and lower lip, the unexpected warmth drawing a soft gasp from me.

Harrington's thumb smeared the evidence across my mouth, his eyes darkening with satisfaction at the sight. "Perfect," he murmured, his composure returning even as his chest still heaved with exertion.

In the aftermath, we lay beneath the warm afternoon sun, our breathing gradually aligning. Eliza lazily traced patterns through the cooling wetness on my chest, occasionally bringing her fingertip to my lips. The muted soundtrack of the Strip rose from far below—car horns, music, the distant roar of a crowd—creating a surreal counterpoint to our intimate tableau.

"Marcus continues his tradition of exceptional staffing," Harrington eventually remarked to Eliza, his hand trailing idly along my thigh. "She brings something distinctive to the experience."

"He's always recognized untapped potential," Eliza replied, fingers combing through my hair with fond possession. "But Lexi has surpassed what we envisioned."

I closed my eyes, absorbing their praise and the lingering glow of satisfaction. The week had transformed me in ways I couldn't have imagined when signing that contract—not just physically but fundamentally, as though I'd unlocked a hidden chamber within myself that had always existed, waiting only for the right key.

            ⚜

            



        


Chapter 4: The Business Proposal

            ⚜

        

        
Two weeks into my position at The Pinnacle, I'd settled into rhythms both mundane and extraordinary. Each morning brought new revelations—about the villa, about Marcus and Eliza's expectations, about my own seemingly boundless capacity for pleasure. What had initially scandalized me now felt as natural as breathing, as though my body had always been primed for this awakening.

I hummed softly while arranging fresh flowers in the main living area, fingertips tracing the velvet petals of blood-red roses. The late afternoon sun slanted through the floor-to-ceiling windows, bathing everything in amber light. My simple black dress—one of a dozen identical garments in my closet—whispered against bare skin as I moved, a constant reminder of my purpose here.

The sudden slam of the private entry doors fractured the peaceful silence. I turned, startled by the uncharacteristic noise. Marcus strode into the room, his usual composed demeanor cracked by tension evident in the rigid set of his shoulders and the grim line of his mouth.

"Sir?" I questioned, setting down the crystal vase.

He yanked at his tie with sharp, agitated movements. "Parker's rejected the proposal."

The name registered immediately from my briefings. Tom Parker—billionaire developer whose investment Marcus had been courting for months. The deal was supposed to finance The Pinnacle's expansion into the Asian market—Marcus's passionate vision for years.

"I'm sorry," I said, uncertain what comfort I could offer. My role had clear parameters, and business advice wasn't among them.

Marcus poured himself three fingers of scotch from the bar cart, downing half in one swallow. "Three months of negotiations, wasted." His voice carried a rare edge of frustration. "The arrogant bastard doesn't recognize opportunity when it's laid before him."

The sight of Marcus so uncharacteristically rattled awakened something protective in me. In just two weeks, The Pinnacle had become more than employment—it was my sanctuary, my purpose. Seeing its powerful owner vulnerable stirred unfamiliar emotions beneath my practiced composure.

Before I could respond, the elevator chimed again. Marcus's posture stiffened almost imperceptibly as the doors slid open.

"I forgot my briefcase," announced a deep voice as a man stepped into the villa.

My pulse quickened as I took in the newcomer. Tom Parker was younger than I'd expected—early forties perhaps, with the tanned, fit physique of someone who spent as much time on tennis courts as in boardrooms. Dark hair swept back from a strong forehead, revealing eyes of startling pale blue against his complexion—cool and penetrating. Unlike Marcus's deliberately flamboyant style, Parker exuded the quiet assurance of someone with nothing to prove.

His stride faltered momentarily as he noticed me, his gaze sweeping over me in a single comprehensive glance. Something ignited behind that cool exterior—not the obvious hunger I'd grown accustomed to, but something more nuanced.

"I don't believe we've met," he said, changing direction to approach me. "Tom Parker."

"This is Lexi, our Villa Maid," Marcus interjected smoothly, his tone warming with practiced charm. The businessman had returned, irritation masked beneath polished hospitality. "She joined our staff recently."

Parker extended his hand. The unexpected formality surprised me—most guests simply touched without preamble. His palm felt warm and slightly calloused against mine, the grip firmer than necessary, lingering a beat too long.

"A pleasure, Lexi," he said, my name rolling off his tongue with deliberate emphasis.

"The pleasure is mine, Mr. Parker," I replied, meeting his unwavering gaze. A slow, tingling warmth spread through my lower abdomen under his attention.

Marcus watched our interaction with shrewd consideration, something calculating replacing his earlier frustration.

"Your briefcase is in the conference room," he said to Parker, then turned to me. "Lexi, why don't you escort Mr. Parker? Perhaps offer him a drink while you're there."

"Of course, sir." I recognized the subtle instruction in Marcus's tone.

Parker followed me through the villa, his presence a tangible force at my back. The conference room—all dark wood and leather with spectacular views of the Strip—still carried the faint aroma of the morning's coffee service and the subtle scent of leather polish. The cool marble beneath my heels echoed our footsteps as we entered. His silver-trimmed briefcase sat abandoned on the polished table's gleaming surface.

"Would you care for a drink, Mr. Parker?" I asked, moving toward the room's private bar. The air between us vibrated with unspoken possibility.

"Tom," he corrected, making no move toward his briefcase. "And yes, bourbon if you have it."

I felt his focus tracking my movements as I selected a crystal tumbler, the ice tongs clinking softly against the glass. His attention raised tiny prickles along my arms despite the room's perfect temperature. When I turned to deliver his drink, I found him much closer than expected, barely an arm's length away.

"How long have you worked for Marcus?" he asked, accepting the bourbon.

"Two weeks," I answered honestly.

Something like surprise flickered across his features. "Only two weeks? You seem... exceptionally comfortable in your role."

A flush crept up my neck at his implication. "The position suits me well."

"I can see that." His gaze dropped deliberately to where my dress hugged my curves, then returned to my face with unmasked appreciation. "You're not what I expected to find in this villa."

"What did you expect, Mr. Parker—Tom?" I asked, curiosity overriding protocol.

He took a measured sip of bourbon before answering. "Marcus Cooper surrounds himself with beautiful objects, but they typically lack... substance." His eyes held mine. "You don't strike me as merely decorative."

The compliment, layered with meaning, sent an unexpected thrill through me. Most guests appreciated my body, my availability, but few bothered to see beyond that. Before I could respond, he continued.

"It's a shame our business couldn't align." He set down his untouched briefcase. "I had high hopes for Marcus's proposal."

An impulse crystallized in my mind, brazen and unexpected. My position at The Pinnacle was never just about physical service—it was about creating connections, building relationships, ensuring guests felt uniquely valued. The villa's success had become entwined with my own fulfillment. What if I could help secure this deal?

I stepped closer to Parker, my head tilted up to meet his gaze. "Perhaps the proposal merely needs... a more persuasive presentation?"

His eyes darkened with interest. "Are you offering to persuade me, Lexi?"

"I'm suggesting that sometimes business benefits from a more personal approach," I replied, my hand reaching out to rest lightly on his chest. Through the fine fabric of his suit, I felt his heart rate quicken beneath my fingertips. "And I'm very good at personal approaches."

A ghost of a smile touched his lips. "Marcus sent you to seduce me into a deal?"

"Marcus didn't send me to do anything except retrieve your briefcase," I clarified. "This is entirely my own initiative."

That caught his attention—his gaze sharpened, reassessing me. "Interesting."

"The guest suite is prepared," I said, withdrawing my hand but holding his gaze. "If you'd like to continue our discussion there."

Parker regarded me for a long moment, weighing something behind those piercing eyes. "Lead the way," he finally said, leaving his briefcase forgotten on the table once more.

The guest suite occupied the villa's eastern wing, offering sunrise views and a palette of soothing blues and grays. I'd prepared it that morning, unaware of how I would return hours later. The massive bed dominated the space—pristine linens drawn tight across a mattress that invited indentation.

As the door closed behind us, Parker set down his bourbon and approached me with unhurried confidence. Unlike the frantic urgency I'd experienced with some guests, he moved with methodical intention, as though we had all the time in the world.

His fingers traced my jawline, tilting my face up toward his. "Tell me, Lexi. Do you enjoy your role here, or is this merely transactional?"

The question penetrated deeper than physical touch ever could. "I..." I hesitated, then decided on honesty. "I love it. Everything about it."

His thumb brushed across my lower lip, eyes registering my reaction. "Show me," he murmured.

I reached for the zipper at the back of my dress, drawing it down with deliberate slowness. With a practiced motion, I let the garment fall away, the silk cascading around my ankles in a dark pool. The cool air kissed my bare skin, my nipples pebbling visibly, betraying my growing arousal.

Parker circled me slowly, his attention a physical weight against my flesh. Unlike Marcus's flamboyant appreciation or Harrington's academic curiosity, Parker examined with detached thoroughness—as though cataloging every curve, every subtle reaction for future reference.

"Beautiful," he concluded, returning to face me. "But beauty is common in Vegas. What makes you special enough to change my business decisions?"

The challenge in his voice sparked something within me—a determination to prove my worth beyond the obvious. I stepped forward, my hands reaching for his tie with confident familiarity.

"Let me demonstrate," I offered, loosening the silk knot and drawing the tie from his collar with a soft hiss of fabric.

I undressed him with reverent attention—jacket first, followed by waistcoat and shirt—revealing a physique more defined than his tailored suits suggested. Unlike Marcus's soft luxury, Parker's body spoke of regular workouts and outdoor activities—taut muscle beneath warm skin, a scatter of dark hair across his chest narrowing to a line below his navel.

When my fingers reached his belt, he caught my wrists in a gentle but firm grip. "Not yet." His voice descended an octave, an edge of need emerging beneath his controlled exterior. "On the bed. On your back."

I complied, the cool sheets startling against my heated skin as I positioned myself in the center of the massive bed. Parker remained standing, his gaze traveling over my displayed form with deliberate appreciation. The contrast of our situation—me naked and exposed, him still partially clothed and watching—sent tendrils of vulnerability spiraling through me.

"Show me how you please yourself," he directed, unbuckling his belt with unhurried movements. "I want to see what brings you to the edge."

My face blazed at his request. Despite all I'd done in the past two weeks, this felt strangely more revealing—exposing not just my body but my private desires, my personal pleasure. My hands moved hesitantly at first, one rising to caress my breast, the other sliding down my stomach to the warmth between my thighs.

"Don't perform," Parker instructed, stepping out of his trousers. "I want to see what you actually do when you're alone."

The distinction was clear. He didn't want the show I'd learned to put on for some of the guests that wanted to see me at my loudest—he wanted authenticity. I closed my eyes briefly, centering myself in the sensation rather than the performance.

My fingers found my nipple, circling and then pinching with the pressure I preferred when alone. My other hand parted my folds, finding my clitoris already sensitive and swollen with arousal. I established the rhythm that worked best for me—circular motions with varying pressure, occasionally dipping lower to gather moisture.

The mattress dipped as Parker joined me, the heat of his body radiating against my side though he didn't touch me. "Open your eyes," he murmured. "I want to read every response."

I obeyed, finding his face inches from mine, those ice-blue eyes capturing every flicker of expression. My fingers continued their work, pleasure mounting under his intense attention. Being watched so closely while pleasuring myself created an amplifying circuit—his focus magnifying every sensation in ways I hadn't anticipated.

"Are you always this responsive?" he asked, noting how my breath hitched when my fingers found a particularly sensitive spot.

"Y-yes," I managed, fighting to maintain eye contact as pleasure threatened to close my lids. "Even more since coming here."

"Intriguing." He finally touched me, one hand sliding up my ribs to displace my own at my breast. His palm felt cooler than mine, his grip firmer as he weighed the soft flesh. "Continue with your other hand. Don't stop."

The dual sensation—my fingers circling between my thighs while his explored my breast—intensified the building pressure. Parker leaned down, his mouth capturing my nipple, teeth grazing the sensitive peak before his tongue soothed the slight sting. A moan escaped me, my back arching involuntarily to press more firmly against his mouth.

His hand traveled down my body, fingers entwining with mine between my thighs. Rather than replacing my touch, he followed my movements, learning exactly how I pleasured myself. The intimate instruction sent fresh currents of heat coursing through me.

"Let me witness your release," he said against my skin, his voice vibrating through my breast.

My fingers moved faster, pressure increasing as I approached the precipice. Parker watched, his own hand now mirroring my movements perfectly, occasionally applying additional pressure that made my breath catch. My free hand clutched at his shoulder, nails digging into firm muscle as tension coiled tighter in my core.

When climax finally crashed through me, it arrived with unexpected intensity—pleasure radiating outward in pulsing waves that left me gasping and trembling beneath him. My inner walls contracted around emptiness, body instinctively seeking fullness.

Parker's expression reflected satisfaction as he observed my unraveling. "Exquisitely responsive," he noted, his hand still moving gently against me, drawing out the aftershocks of my climax.

I'd barely caught my breath when he removed his remaining clothing, his trousers and underwear joining the pile on the floor. He positioned himself above me, his considerable arousal now fully revealed and pressing against my thigh. "Now," he said, desire threading through his tone, "let's see how you respond to this."

He entered me in one fluid motion, my breath hitching sharply at the sudden fullness. The pressure after my orgasm sent aftershocks rippling through my sensitized flesh. His size stretched me completely, each ridge and contour claiming new territories inside me.

"God, you're tight," he groaned, remaining still for a moment, forehead resting against mine. "Just perfect."

When he began to move, it was with measured strength—each thrust deliberate and precisely angled to maximize impact. My legs wrapped around his waist instinctively, heels pressing into the small of his back to draw him deeper. His technique was unlike anything I'd experienced—varying depth, speed, and angle with calculated precision, noting which variations drew the strongest reactions.

It wasn't the raw possession Marcus often showed, nor Harrington's detached appreciation. This felt like exploration—like he was mapping every millimeter of my response, and the intensity of that focus was almost more intimate than the act itself.

"Tell me what you feel," he commanded, his rhythm never faltering.

"Full," I gasped as he hit a spot that sent sparks along my nerves. "So full... and hot... and—ah!—right there."

He focused on the angle that had drawn my exclamation, maintaining steady pressure against that spot until fresh tremors began building within me. My hands clutched at his back, feeling muscles flex beneath smooth skin with each powerful movement.

"And what about Marcus's deal?" he asked suddenly, his pace slowing to emphasize each word. "Is that what you're thinking about now?"

The unexpected question cut through my pleasure-hazed mind. "N-no," I admitted truthfully. "Not at all."

A smile of satisfaction curved his lips. "Good girl." He rewarded my honesty by reaching between us, his thumb finding the swollen bud at my apex and circling with devastating skill.

The dual stimulation—his length hitting that perfect spot inside while his thumb worked outside—pushed me rapidly toward another peak. My inner walls began to pulse around him, drawing a groan from deep in his chest.

"Not yet," he commanded, suddenly withdrawing completely.

The abrupt emptiness tore a whimper from me, my body aching for completion. Parker flipped me over with surprising strength, positioning me on hands and knees before moving behind me.

"I want to see all of you," he explained, one hand sliding up my spine to tangle in my hair while the other guided himself back to my entrance.

The new angle allowed even deeper penetration, his first thrust forcing a sharp cry from my throat as he filled me completely. His hand in my hair provided gentle but insistent guidance, arching my back at his preferred angle. The slight edge of dominance in his touch sent a bolt of electricity straight to my core.

His pace increased gradually, disciplined force giving way to more urgent need. The sound of skin meeting skin filled the room, punctuated by my increasingly desperate moans and his deeper groans. His grip tightened in my hair, pulling just enough to create a delicious tension along my scalp and neck.

"Pleasure yourself now," he directed, strain evident in his voice. "Bring yourself over the edge while I'm inside you."

My hand moved between my legs, finding the slick, hypersensitive nub of my pleasure. The combination—his length filling me completely while my fingers worked in tight circles—quickly rebuilt the pressure that had been denied moments before. My supporting arm trembled with the effort of holding my weight as sensations mounted relentlessly.

"That's it," Parker encouraged, his rhythm faltering slightly as his own control began to fray. "Let me feel you."

The orgasm slammed through me with breathtaking force, inner muscles clamping down on him in rhythmic pulses as waves of ecstasy radiated outward from my core. A high, keening sound escaped me, my body quaking uncontrollably around him.

My release triggered his own—with a guttural groan, he drove deep one final time, his length pulsing inside me as he found his completion. His fingers dug into my hip, holding me firmly against him as he emptied himself in hot surges.

For several moments, we remained joined, both gasping for breath, perspiration cooling on our heated skin. His hand released my hair, moving instead to stroke soothingly along my spine. When he finally withdrew, it was with careful gentleness, his palm steadying my hip as I collapsed forward onto the bed.

Parker stretched out beside me, one arm thrown over his eyes as his breathing gradually steadied. I studied him through half-lidded eyes—the strong profile, the rise and fall of his chest, the relaxation now evident in his features. Without his intensity, he looked younger, almost boyish in his momentary vulnerability.

"That was..." he began, then chuckled softly. "Well, that was certainly an effective negotiation tactic."

I smiled despite my exhaustion. "Effective enough to reconsider the proposal?"

Instead of answering immediately, he rolled to face me, propping himself on one elbow. His expression had shifted from post-coital satisfaction to sincere curiosity. "You really do care about the deal, don't you? Not just following orders?"

The question caught me off guard. I drew a deep breath, my fingers tracing idle patterns on the sheet between us as I considered my response.

"The Pinnacle is my home now," I said simply. "Marcus's vision matters to me."

Parker studied me more closely. "Most in your position would simply provide the service and collect the paycheck. You actually care about the business."

I shrugged, suddenly self-conscious under his perceptive gaze. "Is that so unusual?"

"In my experience? Remarkably so." His finger traced a lazy path along my shoulder. "Tell me something, Lexi. Why did you accept this position? The real reason."

I considered deflecting with something superficial about the money or accommodations, but something in his expression demanded honesty.

"I discovered something about myself here," I admitted quietly. "It's like... finding the missing piece to a puzzle I didn't know I was assembling. When I'm here, serving in this role, everything finally makes sense."

Understanding dawned in his eyes, followed by something deeper—respect, perhaps. "Authenticity," he murmured. "That's what sets you apart. You're genuinely fulfilled by this role."

"Completely," I confirmed, my hand venturing to trace the line of his jaw. "It's not just about sex. It's about belonging, about finding purpose in bringing pleasure."

Parker captured my hand, pressing a kiss to my palm that felt more personally revealing than everything that had preceded it. The simple gesture awakened butterflies in my stomach that had nothing to do with physical arousal.

"I think," he said slowly, "I've been evaluating Marcus's proposal through the wrong lens."

"How so?" I asked, something hopeful fluttering in my chest.

"I was focused solely on the financials, the market projections." His expression softened, making him appear years younger. "I failed to consider the human element—the passion behind the business, the authenticity of the vision."

He sat up abruptly, stretching his arms above his head before turning back to me with unexpected warmth in his eyes. "I should clean up and reconsider that proposal before my flight."

"I could join you," I suggested, not yet ready to break the strange connection that had formed between us.

His smile held undisguised pleasure at the invitation. "I'd like that."

In the shower, steam billowing around us, Parker's hands returned to my body with renewed curiosity. I knelt before him on the marble floor, water streaming over us both as I took him in my mouth. His fingers tangled in my wet hair, guiding but not forcing, his appreciative groans echoing off the tile walls. The moment felt different than our encounter on the bed—less performative, more intimate in its simplicity.

Afterward, wrapped in plush robes, we sat on the edge of the bed together. He spoke about his business, his hesitations about Marcus's proposal, in a way that suggested he was thinking aloud rather than performing. I listened, occasionally asking questions that seemed to surprise him.

"You're wasted as just a maid," he remarked at one point, then immediately shook his head. "No, that came out wrong. What I mean is, you clearly understand more about business than most realize."

"I observe," I said simply. "People say things around service staff they wouldn't say to colleagues. I listen."

Something shifted in his expression. "You know, with some minor adjustments, I think Marcus's proposal could actually work brilliantly." He stood, moving to dress with efficient movements. "I'd like to discuss it with him before my flight."

I watched him transform before my eyes, each piece of clothing returning him to the powerful businessman who had entered the villa. Yet something remained different—a softness around his eyes when he looked at me, a subtle change in his posture that suggested openness rather than rigid control.

"Thank you for the illuminating experience, Lexi," he said, his formality belied by true warmth in his eyes. "I look forward to our paths crossing during project implementation."

As we walked toward the main living area where Marcus awaited, Parker surprised me by taking my hand, squeezing it once before releasing it as we reached the doorway.

"Next time," he murmured close to my ear, "I'd like to discover more about what makes you tick. There's something fascinating beneath the surface that I've only begun to uncover."

The promise in his voice sent a different kind of shiver through me—not just physical anticipation, but something more complex that I couldn't immediately name. By the time we reached Marcus, whose expression shifted from cautious hope to satisfaction as Parker extended his hand in greeting, I felt a curious mix of exhaustion and elation.

"Marcus," Parker said, his businessman's voice back in place though with a new undercurrent of warmth, "I'd like to revisit our discussion about the Asian expansion. I think I missed some critical elements in my initial assessment."

As they moved toward the conference room, Parker glanced back at me once, a private acknowledgment passing between us before they disappeared behind closed doors. I remained in the living area, straightening cushions and gathering discarded glasses, my body pleasantly sore from our encounter.

An hour later, when they emerged with handshakes and smiles, I knew the deal had been secured—not just through physical pleasure, but through the authentic connection that The Pinnacle, at its essence, truly offered. The realization settled warmly in my chest: in finding my place here, I'd contributed something beyond what anyone had expected of me, including myself. 

            ⚜

            



        


Chapter 5: Celebration

            ⚜

        

        
The morning after my encounter with Parker, I woke to the gentle pressure of fingers tracing patterns across my bare shoulder. My eyes fluttered open to find Marcus sitting on the edge of my bed, a rare smile softening his usually commanding presence.

"Good morning," I murmured, stretching languidly beneath the silk sheets. My body still hummed with pleasant soreness from the previous night.

"Excellent morning," Marcus corrected, his voice vibrating with barely contained excitement. "Parker called an hour ago. The deal is on—with better terms than I originally proposed."

I sat up, clutching the sheet to my chest more out of morning chill than modesty. "Really? That's wonderful!"

"It's extraordinary." Marcus's eyes gleamed with triumph. "He specifically mentioned that your conversation after your... interaction... opened his eyes to aspects of the business he'd previously overlooked." His fingers traced a path down my arm. "Whatever you did clearly impressed him."

A tingling awareness settled deep within me at the memory. "We connected," I said simply.

Marcus's eyebrow arched knowingly. "Evidently." He reached into his pocket and withdrew a small velvet box. "This is for you."

I accepted the box with curious fingers, gasping when I lifted the lid. A platinum necklace nestled against black velvet, supporting a teardrop diamond that caught the morning light in dazzling prisms.

"Sir, I..." Words failed me as I lifted the delicate piece.

"Your contributions have exceeded all expectations," Marcus said, taking the necklace and motioning for me to turn. I felt the cool metal settle against my skin as he fastened it behind my neck. "Consider this acknowledgment of your... initiative."

His fingers lingered at my nape, then traced down to where the diamond rested in the hollow of my throat. His eyes darkened as he watched it rise and fall with each breath, his expression shifting from satisfaction to something hungrier. He leaned closer, his breath tickling my ear. "There are other benefits to your success. Parker will be returning this evening for a celebration dinner. He specifically requested your presence."

My pulse quickened. "I'll ensure everything is perfect."

"I'm sure you will." His thumb brushed across the gem once more, the possessive gesture sending electricity spiraling through my veins. He slid beneath the sheets with confident purpose, finding the curve of my hip. "But first, I believe I'm entitled to sample what impressed our investor so thoroughly."

"Yes," I whispered eagerly, my voice husky with desire. "Yes, please."

The sheet fell away as Marcus pulled me toward him. His mouth claimed mine in a possessive kiss that left me breathless. Unlike his usual calculated approach, something almost feral edged his movements as he pressed me back against the mattress. His hands roamed over my body with greedy urgency, as if reclaiming territory.

I arched into his touch, my body responding instantly as his knowing fingers found places that made me gasp. The cool weight against my throat swung gently as he positioned himself above me, his expression darkening with desire.

"Mine first," he growled, entering me with one powerful thrust that tore a cry from my throat.

The possessiveness in his tone ignited something primal inside me. I wrapped my legs around his waist, drawing him deeper as he established a demanding rhythm. His fingers threaded through my hair, tilting my head back to expose my neck where he placed hot, open-mouthed kisses. The stubble on his jaw scraped deliciously against my sensitive skin, each abrasive touch contrasting with the smooth glide of his lips.

My surrender seemed to fuel his passion. One hand slipped between us, finding the swollen bud that sent immediate jolts of electricity through my system. My back arched sharply as pleasure coiled tighter with each precise stroke.

"Come for me now," Marcus commanded, his voice rough with exertion. "Show me who you belong to."

The authoritative tone combined with his skilled touch triggered a cascade of sensation. My body convulsed around him as ecstasy exploded outward from my core, each pulse intensifying as he continued driving into me. A high, keening sound escaped my throat, my fingers clutching desperately at his shoulders as he pushed me through the crest of release.

The intensity of my response triggered his own climax—with a guttural groan, he drove deep one final time, his body shuddering above mine as he found his completion.

For several heartbeats, we remained locked together, both gasping for breath. The cool metal against my flushed skin served as a tangible reminder of my success, of my new value in this extraordinary world.

Marcus withdrew carefully, his usual composure gradually returning as he adjusted his clothing. "Be ready at seven," he said, pressing a final kiss to my forehead before rising from the bed. "Tonight will be exceptional."



I spent the day in meticulous preparation, selecting flowers for the dining area with particular care—deep burgundy roses and white orchids arranged in crystal vases that caught and refracted the light. The private chef had arrived at noon to begin crafting a multiple-course meal that would showcase the best of The Pinnacle's culinary offerings.

My own preparations were equally thorough. After a long bath infused with jasmine oil, I dressed in a new outfit Eliza had selected—a whisper-thin black dress that draped like liquid shadow across my curves, the back dipping dangerously low. The gift from Marcus nestled against my skin, catching light with every breath.

At precisely seven, the elevator announced our first arrival. Tom Parker stepped into the villa looking even more striking than I remembered. The casual confidence in his stride, the piercing intensity of his gaze as it found me waiting—everything about him radiated power contained within perfect control.

"Lexi," he greeted, approaching with purposeful steps. His fingers brushed against my collarbone in a touch too intimate for a mere greeting. "You look stunning."

"Thank you, sir," I replied, my skin prickling where he touched. "May I offer you a drink before dinner?"

His fingertip traced the platinum setting at my throat, his expression approving. "I see Marcus has recognized your exceptional performance."

"Yes, sir," I answered, my breath catching slightly.

"Good." His approval sent an unexpected curl of desire through my abdomen. "I'll have bourbon, neat."

As I moved to the bar, I felt his gaze tracking me—not just watching but assessing, as though mentally cataloging each movement. I recognized a similar quality in him that I'd observed in Marcus and Eliza—the ability to make one feel completely exposed without removing a single garment.

The elevator chimed again, delivering Marcus and Eliza. They entered arm-in-arm, the picture of power and sophistication. Marcus in a boldly patterned jacket that emphasized his theatrical flair, Eliza in a crimson dress that hugged her lithe frame.

"Tom! Wonderful to see you again under better circumstances," Marcus boomed, clasping Parker's hand with enthusiastic vigor.

Eliza's eyes flickered to my throat, her lips curving into a knowing smile before she kissed Parker's cheek in greeting. "I trust Lexi has been attending to your needs?"

"Impeccably," Parker confirmed, accepting the bourbon I offered with a nod of thanks. "She's a transformative presence in your household."

"Indeed," Eliza agreed, her fingernails grazing lightly along my shoulder as she passed. The touch raised goosebumps across my skin. "She's proven herself in ways we hadn't anticipated."

The conversation flowed easily as I served pre-dinner cocktails. The three of them discussed business matters—market projections, construction timelines, regulatory challenges in the Asian markets. I moved quietly among them, attuned to empty glasses and subtle signals.

When Marcus described a potential complication with Macau gaming authorities, I found myself interjecting before I could stop myself.

"Actually, The Pinnacle already has preliminary approval through the third-party agreement with Golden Swan Holdings," I said, then immediately felt a rush of self-consciousness at my boldness. "I'm sorry, I overheard the legal team discussing it last week."

Three pairs of eyes turned to me with varying degrees of surprise. 

Parker recovered first, his expression shifting to impressed curiosity. "She's right," he confirmed, turning to Marcus. "Your legal team hasn't shared that update?"

Marcus's eyebrows rose fractionally. "Apparently not completely." His gaze reassessed me with new interest. "Lexi continues to surprise us."

Dinner proceeded in the private dining room, course after exquisite course served with paired wines. I remained standing at attention near the table, ready to serve as needed rather than seated with them—maintaining the clear distinction of my role despite my unexpected contribution to their discussion.

As the meal progressed, I noticed a subtle shift in the atmosphere—glances lingering longer, conversation threading with double meanings, touches becoming more frequent when I leaned to pour wine or clear plates. The air seemed to thicken with unspoken intent.

It was Eliza who finally addressed the underlying current. As I served dessert—a delicate chocolate creation paired with aged port—she circled my wrist with delicate fingers, her thumb stroking across my pulse point.

"I believe it's time for a proper celebration of our partnership," she suggested, her gaze moving deliberately between Marcus and Parker. "Perhaps we should retire to the main suite?"

Marcus smiled, swirling the ruby liquid in his glass. "An excellent suggestion." He turned to Parker. "What do you say, Tom? Shall we seal our arrangement in the traditional way?"

Parker's blue eyes found mine, the intensity in them making my breath catch. "I believe Lexi deserves to be the centerpiece of our celebration."

My heart hammered against my ribs, a liquid ache starting between my thighs at the implication. This would be something new—all three of them, focused entirely on me.

Eliza stood, her movement graceful as a dancer. "Come, then," she beckoned, leading the way from the dining room.

The master suite occupied the villa's west wing, designed to capture the spectacular sunset views over the desert and the glittering Strip. The centerpiece was an enormous bed on a raised platform, draped in the familiar deep burgundy silk I remembered from my first tour. Ambient lighting cast a golden glow across the space, softening edges while highlighting curves as strategically placed mirrors created endless reflections.

Eliza's hands found the hidden zipper of my dress, easing it down with deliberate attention. "Our Lexi," she murmured near my ear, "has earned special recognition for her contribution to our success."

The thin fabric slipped away, pooling at my feet to leave me wearing only Marcus's gift and a barely-there black thong. The cool air pebbled my nipples instantly, a visible testament to my arousal that didn't go unnoticed by the three pairs of eyes watching me.

"Exquisite," Parker commented, his fingers working methodically at his tie. "And thoroughly deserved."

Marcus approached from behind, his hands settling on my hips as his lips found the sensitive juncture of my neck and shoulder. "She's revolutionized our approach," he agreed, teeth grazing my skin. "Her impact continues to exceed all projections."

The corporate language triggered an unexpected response, my skin buzzing with heightened awareness as they discussed me as both object and partner while I stood nearly naked before them. My breathing quickened, a liquid pressure building low in my pelvis.

Eliza circled to stand before me, her crimson dress now gone, leaving her in matching lingerie that emphasized her elegant frame. Her fingers traced a line between my breasts. "I sensed your potential from our first interview," she said, leaning forward to capture my mouth in a kiss that started gentle but quickly deepened with hunger.

I moaned against her lips as Marcus's hands moved upward to cup my breasts, thumbs circling my nipples with precision. Feeling Eliza's soft mouth against mine while Marcus's firm touch claimed my body sent sparks racing along my nerve endings.

Parker watched for several moments, his expression appreciative as he methodically removed his clothing. When he approached, now gloriously naked, his arousal evident, the air in the room seemed to electrify further.

"On the bed," Parker directed, his tone brooking no argument. "On all fours."

I complied immediately, crawling onto the raised platform where silk sheets awaited beneath my hands and knees. The position left me feeling deliciously vulnerable, exposed to their collective gaze from every angle. In the mirrored ceiling above, I caught a glimpse of myself—hair tumbling around my flushed face, back arched, the diamond at my throat catching the light.

"Perfect," Eliza purred, approaching with a crystal bottle in hand. "Let's prepare her properly."

The cool drizzle of lubricant between my thighs made me gasp, the sensation intensifying as Marcus's fingers spread it methodically along my already slick folds. Another stream of the silky liquid trickled down the cleft of my backside, followed by Eliza's delicate touch circling my tighter entrance with teasing pressure.

"She responds so beautifully to every touch," Eliza observed as I instinctively pushed back against their exploring fingers.

Parker joined them, his hand sliding beneath me to find my swollen center. The combined sensation of three different hands working in tandem—Marcus's fingers stretching me from behind, Eliza's careful preparation of my other entrance, and Parker's skilled manipulation of the sensitive bundle of nerves at my core—had me trembling within moments.

"Please, please fuck me" I whimpered, my arms already shaking with the effort of supporting myself as waves of pleasure threatened to overwhelm me.

"Patience," Marcus admonished gently, withdrawing his fingers. "We're just beginning."

I felt the bed shift as Parker positioned himself behind me. His hands gripped my hips firmly as he pressed forward, entering me with a single smooth thrust that filled my pussy completely. I cried out at the exquisite fullness, my inner walls stretching to accommodate him.

"That's it," he murmured, establishing a measured rhythm that had me rocking forward with each deliberate stroke. "Take all of me."

Before I could adjust to the sensation, I felt Eliza's presence behind me, her hands spreading me wider. Something firm and cool pressed against my other entrance—the head of a large anal plug she'd retrieved from the bedside drawer.

"Relax," she instructed, applying gentle but insistent pressure. "Breathe through it."

I focused on my breathing as she worked the toy inside me with patient determination. The initial resistance gave way to a burning stretch that walked the line between pleasure and pain, gradually transforming into an intense fullness that complemented Parker's continued thrusts.

"Look at how beautifully she takes both," Eliza said, her voice thick with appreciation as she began to move the plug in counterpoint to Parker's rhythm.

The dual penetration created a friction that sent sparks racing along my nerve endings, each thrust intensifying the other. Just as I was adjusting to this overwhelming combination, Marcus appeared before me, his arousal level with my face.

"Open," he commanded softly, one hand tangling in my hair to guide me forward.

I parted my lips obediently, allowing him to slide between them until he hit the back of my throat. The position completed my surrender—filled completely from every angle, used thoroughly for their pleasure and mine. Each of Parker's thrusts from behind pushed me forward onto Marcus, creating a rhythm that required no effort on my part, only complete submission.

"Perfect," Marcus groaned, his grip tightening in my hair as he controlled my movements. "You were made for this."

The truth in his words resonated through me. I had indeed found my purpose—this perfect synthesis of service and pleasure, of giving and receiving. My body hummed with it, every nerve ending alive with sensation as they used me in perfect coordination.

Eliza's free hand snaked beneath me, positioning something against my already sensitized bud. The first buzz of the vibrator against my swollen flesh made me jerk and moan around Marcus's length, the sound muffled but unmistakable.

"That's it," she encouraged, adjusting the vibrator to maintain perfect contact as Parker continued his relentless pace. "Let go completely."

The combination was overwhelming—Parker filling me from behind, the plug creating exquisite pressure in my other entrance, Marcus claiming my mouth with increasing urgency, and the vibrator sending pulses of intense pleasure directly to my core. My senses overloaded, unable to process the multiple points of stimulation.

The pressure built rapidly, coiling tighter with each thrust until it became unbearable. When release finally came, it exploded through me with unprecedented force—a full-body convulsion that had me screaming around Marcus's length, inner muscles clenching rhythmically around both intrusions as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through me. Tears leaked from the corners of my eyes from the sheer intensity, my vision blurring as the orgasm seemed to fracture reality itself.

"She's magnificent, so tight and wet" I heard Parker groan behind me, his pace faltering as my inner walls continued to pulse around him.

Marcus withdrew from my mouth, allowing me to gulp air as aftershocks continued to ripple through me. "On your knees," he directed, helping me move to the floor beside the bed on trembling limbs.

I knelt between Marcus and Parker as they stood before me, my body still quivering from the intensity of my release. With practiced skill, I took them in turn—one hand wrapped around Parker's slick length while my mouth worked over Marcus, then switching to ensure neither was neglected.

"Look at me," Parker commanded as I took him between my lips. His blue eyes locked with mine, his expression intense with building pleasure. "I want to see your face when I finish."

I maintained eye contact as I worked him with increasing urgency, my hand simultaneously stroking Marcus with the same rhythm. Parker's breathing grew ragged, his muscles tensing beneath my free hand that rested on his thigh.

"Now," he groaned, pulling back just as his release began.

The first warm splash landed across my cheek, followed by several more that painted my face and the upper slopes of my breasts. Before I could react, Marcus guided my attention back to him, his hand replacing mine as he positioned himself before my parted lips.

"Open wider," he instructed, his voice strained with imminent release.

I complied eagerly, tongue extended as he directed his climax across my waiting mouth and down onto my chest, adding to Parker's contribution until my skin glistened with their combined essence.

Eliza appeared beside me, her expression one of profound satisfaction as she surveyed their handiwork. "Absolutely perfect," she murmured, one finger tracing through the wetness on my breast. "You've exceeded all expectations."

When they finally allowed me rest, I lay boneless at the center of the massive bed, every muscle pleasantly exhausted, skin glistening with perspiration. The three of them surrounded me, hands still casually possessive as they stroked cooling skin.

"Extraordinary," Parker commented, his fingertips tracing idle patterns across my stomach. "I've never seen anyone respond so completely."

"She was born for this," Eliza agreed, pressing a kiss to my shoulder. "Some people search forever to discover their true calling. Lexi found hers the moment she walked into this villa."

Marcus's hand touched the gift at my throat, his thumb brushing over it with satisfied ownership. "And this is only the beginning," he said, his voice pitched for all to hear. "With the Asian expansion secured, we'll be hosting delegations from Singapore, Hong Kong, Macau... all expecting the legendary Pinnacle hospitality."

My breath caught at the implication. "You want me to help entertain them?"

"Not just entertain," Marcus clarified, his fingers trailing down between my breasts. "You've demonstrated insight beyond the physical, as Tom observed. Your understanding of our operations, attention to crucial details, your exceptional... capabilities. We'll be integrating you more deeply into our structure."

The recognition of my mind alongside my body awakened ambition I hadn't recognized within myself. A shiver of anticipation traveled down my spine at the possibilities.

"I'd welcome that," I admitted, surprised by the depth of truth in the simple statement.

Parker chuckled, the sound vibrating pleasantly against my side where he lay. "Our quarterly performance reviews will be something to anticipate," he said, his tone making it clear exactly what form those reviews would take.

"Your wardrobe will need expansion to reflect your evolving position," Eliza mused, fingers playing with a strand of my hair. "I'll arrange a shopping expedition tomorrow."

As they continued discussing plans, a deep contentment spread through me. This luxurious bed, these powerful people, this extraordinary life—it felt like the culmination of a journey I hadn't known I was on. Every experience had led me here, to this perfect intersection of desire and purpose.



Two months later, I moved through the villa with fluid precision, overseeing preparations for the evening's exclusive gathering. The expansion deal had been finalized, construction had begun on the Macau property, and tonight marked the first of many celebrations.

In the intervening weeks, my role had evolved dramatically. Weekly business briefings with Marcus had supplemented my physical duties, teaching me the intricacies of the hospitality empire. I'd accompanied Eliza to investor meetings, initially serving drinks but increasingly offering insights that drew appreciative glances. Parker had called twice, each conversation beginning with business and ending with intimate video sessions that left me trembling and eager for his next visit.

My wardrobe now reflected this dual identity—elegant attire for business settings that could transform instantly to reveal more accessible options beneath. The simple black dress had been replaced by a custom-designed wrap-style garment in midnight blue silk. The ingenious fastening allowed for immediate adjustment depending on the situation—fully closed for meetings, partially open for private gatherings, entirely removable with ease for intimate moments.

Marcus's gift remained a constant, now joined by matching earrings after the successful conclusion of negotiations with Singaporean investors. Each piece marked a milestone in my transformation from service provider to valued advisor with unique responsibilities.

I verified the private bar setup one final time, ensuring the rare Japanese whisky Parker preferred was properly displayed alongside Marcus's preferred champagne. The guest list for tonight included twelve of the most influential figures in Pacific Rim hospitality—potential partners whose cooperation would be essential for the expansion's success.

"Perfect, as always," came Eliza's voice from behind me. She approached in a stunning emerald gown that emphasized her elegant frame. Her fingernails traced lightly along my spine, sending delicious ripples of sensation through me. "Ready for tonight's performance?"

"Entirely prepared," I assured her, leaning slightly into her touch. "The suite for Mr. Tanaka has been prepared according to the specifications you outlined."

Her smile held approval and anticipation. "And you remember the particular approach we discussed?"

"Yes, ma'am." My skin tightened pleasurably at the memory of our detailed briefing—Tanaka's preferences, the particular approach that would most appeal to him, the subtle signals to watch for. "I'll create a memorable impression."

"I know you will." She leaned forward, capturing my mouth in a kiss that promised more later. "You consistently exceed expectations."

The elevator chimed, announcing the first arrivals. Eliza straightened, professional poise returning instantly. "Showtime," she murmured.

As guests filled the villa, I circulated among them with fluid grace—offering drinks, engaging in light conversation, noting connections and tensions with careful attention. The jewelry caught subtle glances that lingered before traveling appreciatively over what it adorned.

Marcus made a grand entrance thirty minutes later, commanding attention effortlessly as he welcomed everyone with theatrical flourish. His gaze found mine across the room, a subtle nod acknowledging my role in orchestrating the perfect atmosphere.

Parker arrived last, accompanied by an elegant older Japanese man I recognized immediately as Hideki Tanaka—the reclusive billionaire whose approval could unlock entire markets. As they approached, I prepared Tanaka's preferred sake, served at precisely the correct temperature.

"Ah, the renowned Lexi," Tanaka said as he accepted the drink, his accent minimal but distinct. "Tom has spoken highly of your... capabilities."

I bowed slightly, the motion deliberate and calculated. "The honor is mine, Mr. Tanaka. I hope our arrangements meet your standards."

"Most promising so far," he replied, his assessment encompassing both the villa and myself in a single appreciative glance.

Parker's fingers brushed briefly against my waist, a gesture both possessive and proud. "Lexi has become fundamental to The Pinnacle's operation," he told Tanaka. "She embodies our philosophy of exceptional attention to detail."

The evening progressed precisely as planned. Conversation flowed as freely as the premium spirits, business discussions woven seamlessly into social pleasantries. I attended to every nuance—refreshing drinks at the perfect moment, appearing with delicate appetizers when needed, offering subtle reminders to Marcus about guests' specific interests or concerns.

As the gathering reached its apex, I caught Eliza's signal from across the room. The slight tilt of her head indicated it was time for the next phase of our interaction. With calculated subtlety, I approached Tanaka, who stood admiring the city view from the floor-to-ceiling windows.

"Mr. Tanaka," I murmured, just loudly enough to be heard over the ambient conversation. "If you'd care to experience more of the villa, I'd be honored to provide a private tour."

His eyes assessed me with shrewd interest. "I would appreciate that," he said, setting down his empty glass.

I led him away from the main gathering, past the public areas into the more private sections of the villa. The lighting grew softer, the atmosphere more intimate as we progressed.

"Marcus mentioned you have an extensive art collection," Tanaka commented as we walked.

"Yes, sir." I gestured to an alcove where a small but valuable ukiyo-e print hung in perfect lighting. "This Hokusai was acquired specifically with your visit in mind."

Tanaka stepped closer to examine the piece, genuine appreciation crossing his features. "Excellent provenance," he noted. "Cooper discerns quality."

"In various domains," I agreed, the subtle shift in my tone drawing his attention back to me.

Understanding passed between us—unspoken but unmistakable. His expression remained composed, but his eyes darkened with interest.

"The master suite houses several more pieces worth your consideration," I suggested, my hand resting lightly on his arm.

"Lead on," he said simply.

As I guided him toward the suite, I caught sight of our reflection in a hallway mirror—my midnight blue silk providing perfect contrast to his impeccable black suit. The image crystallized a realization—this was exactly where I belonged.

When the suite door closed behind us, I reached for the fastening of my dress with fluid confidence. The silk parted to reveal skin flushed with anticipation.

"Mr. Tanaka," I said, letting the fabric pool at my feet. "Allow me to demonstrate The Pinnacle's commitment to creating unforgettable experiences."

His appreciative gaze traveled over me with unhurried thoroughness. "I see why Parker values your contributions," he said, approaching with measured intent. "You understand the essence of excellence."

As his hands reached for me, the familiar heat pooling low felt less like simple arousal and more like... settling into place. A deep sense of belonging resonated through me with each beat hammering against my ribs. Here, in this extraordinary villa above the glittering Strip, I had found not just employment but complete fulfillment—my body, mind, and ambitions all aligned with The Pinnacle's vision while receiving pleasure beyond measure in return.

I leaned into his touch, my lips curving into a smile of genuine welcome. "Welcome to The Pinnacle, Mr. Tanaka," I whispered. "Let me show you why our reputation is unparalleled." 
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