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Chapter 1

His fingers twist through my hair as I work, my knees already aching against the thin carpet of his office. The blinds are drawn, afternoon light filtering through in amber stripes that cut across his desk, his thighs, my face. Bedford Jones, casting director extraordinaire, sighs above me, a sound halfway between satisfaction and boredom.

"That's it," he murmurs, his voice carrying the slight rasp of someone who's spent decades smoking in secret. "Just like that."

I hollow my cheeks, working harder, faster. The taste of him is bitter, masculine—familiar in the worst way. My eyes water slightly, but I don't stop. This isn't about pleasure. This is transaction. This is survival.

"So fucking pretty," he says, and I hate how my body responds to the praise—that tiny spark of warmth cutting through the cold fog of shame.

My mind drifts back to three hours earlier. Standing outside this same building, smoothing my sundress, checking my teeth in my phone camera. Practicing my lines one last time. Believing—or trying to believe—that this time might be different.

The waiting room had been like all the others. Vinyl chairs with women just like me, all of us pretending not to notice each other. All of us with the same portfolio photos, the same desperate shine in our eyes. The receptionist hadn't even looked up when I gave my name. "They'll call you."

When my turn came, the audition room felt like walking into a freezer. Four people behind a table, faces illuminated by laptop screens. None of them looked up when I entered.

"Sloan Mercer," I'd said, my voice steady despite everything. "Reading for Valerie."

The first two minutes had gone fine. I'd hit my mark, remembered my lines. But their faces—bored, distracted, already thinking about lunch—had cracked something inside me. Halfway through my monologue, my voice had faltered. Just for a second. Just long enough.

"Thank you, Ms. Mercer," Bedford had said, not unkindly. "We'll be in touch."

The others had already started whispering about the next actress. I'd gathered my things, nodded, started toward the door.

"Actually," Bedford had called after me. "Could you stay behind? I'd like to discuss something with you."

The others had filed out. I'd stood awkwardly by the door, clutching my bag like a shield.

"Close it," he'd said. Then: "You've auditioned for me before."

"Three times," I'd confirmed.

"You're talented. Raw, but there's something there."

I'd nodded, trying not to let hope flare up. Hope is dangerous in this business.

"The problem is..." He'd gestured vaguely at all of me. "You're forgettable. Pretty, yes. Talented, yes. But in a sea of pretty, talented girls—you need something else."

The conversation had shifted then, so subtly I almost missed it. His eyes lingering on my lips. His chair rolling slightly closer. The way he'd mentioned a "private coaching session." How he could "help me stand out."

I've been in Los Angeles long enough to know what those words meant.

"I have connections," he'd said, fingers brushing my wrist. "I could make some calls."

The calculation had been immediate, automatic: rent due in three days. Credit cards maxed out. Parents who think I'm succeeding. Five years of auditions leading nowhere.

I'd let him lock the door.

Now his hands tighten in my hair, yanking me back suddenly. My lips part from him with a wet sound that makes my cheeks burn.

"Look at you," he murmurs, tilting my face up. "Those eyes. Those lips."

His thumb traces my lower lip, and I resist the urge to bite it. Instead, I let my eyes widen, playing the innocent even as I kneel half-naked before him.

"Such classic beauty," he continues. "Blonde hair like spun gold. Skin like porcelain." His eyes rake over me, clinical yet hungry. "So delicate. So... pliable."

He stands, pulling me up roughly by my arms. Spins me to face his desk. One hand presses between my shoulder blades, bending me forward until my cheek rests against the cool wood. Papers scatter—sides for tomorrow's auditions, headshots of girls just like me.

"I can make you a star," he says, the lie so obvious it doesn't even hurt anymore.

His hands push up my skirt. I close my eyes.

This is the last time, I promise myself. The same promise I made last month. And the month before.

He enters me roughly, without warning. I gasp—not from pleasure but from the sudden intrusion. My body isn't ready, but it doesn't matter. This isn't about me.

"Such a good girl," he grunts, setting a punishing pace. "So eager to please."

Shame burns through me, hot and liquid, pooling in my stomach alongside unwanted sparks of pleasure. My body's betrayal makes everything worse—that despite everything, despite knowing better, despite promising myself I'd stop, some primal part of me responds to him.

His hands grip my hips hard enough to bruise. "This is what it takes," he pants. "This is what all those other girls won't do. They want everything handed to them."

I say nothing. What could I possibly say? That I know this won't lead to anything? That the "small part" he mentioned won't materialize? That I'm doing this because I'm desperate and tired and out of options?

Instead, I arch my back slightly, giving him the response he wants. Playing my part. Acting.

Behind closed eyelids, I see myself as if from above: bent over a stranger's desk, being used like tissue paper. Five years ago, fresh from drama school with honors, I would never have imagined this. I would have been horrified. Now it feels almost... routine.

"You like this," he says, and it's not a question. "All you actresses. Pretending to be above it all. But deep down—" He slams particularly hard, making me cry out. "—deep down you crave it."

His words should disgust me more than they do. Instead, they wash over me like white noise, meaningless. I've heard variations from others. Producers. Photographers. Men with just enough power to demand pieces of me.

This is the last time, I repeat silently. After this, I'll figure something else out. Get a regular job. Call my parents. Anything but this.

His rhythm grows erratic. He's close. I brace myself against the desk.

"Where do you want it?" he growls, his fingers digging deeper.

I don't answer. It doesn't matter what I want.

He pulls out suddenly, spinning me around to face him. One hand still grips my hair, forcing me to my knees again. The other works furiously between us.

"Look at me," he commands.

I do. Not because I want to, but because this is part of the exchange. My eyes meet his—blue-gray, bloodshot from too many late nights—as he finishes with a groan that sounds more like pain than pleasure.

Warm, sticky evidence of our transaction splashes across my face, my neck, my chest. He makes sure to cover me thoroughly, marking his territory.

When he's done, he steps back, tucking himself away. His expression shifts immediately from lust to businesslike efficiency.

* * *

His laptop chimes with a calendar alert. Just like that, I'm invisible.

"Towelette?" He gestures vaguely toward a box on his credenza without looking at me.

I grab several, turning away as I clean his release from my skin. The tissues come away stained with my carefully applied mascara. Another expense I can't afford.

My dress falls back into place as I stand. The fabric will need to be washed immediately—there's a faint stain forming where he—

I stop the thought. Compartmentalize. Move on.

Bedford shuffles papers on his desk, glancing at his watch. "Look, you have something," he says, eyes still not meeting mine. "That quality. Not right for Valerie, but there's something... accessible about you."

I say nothing as I slip my feet back into my heels. What is there to say? Thank you for the compliment after using me? For the empty promise of future consideration?

"Have you heard of The Agency?" He asks suddenly, his tone shifting to something almost... professional.

I pause, one earring halfway to my lobe. "Talent agency?"

He smirks. "Not exactly. More specialized." He leans back in his chair, studying me now with clinical interest. "They provide staff for exclusive clients. Very high-end. Very discreet."

"I'm not interested in escorting." My voice comes out steadier than I feel.

"Not escorting." He waves dismissively. "Nothing so crude. This is about providing a specific service. A particular kind of environment."

I finish with my earrings and reach for my purse, checking that my phone and wallet are still inside. They are. Some part of me still expected theft to follow violation.

"I know a couple—very wealthy, very powerful—looking for household staff. A maid, specifically." He slides a sleek black business card across his desk. "The position pays extremely well."

"I'm an actress, not a housekeeper." Even to my own ears, the assertion sounds hollow.

"The role involves both, in a way. Performance and service." Bedford taps the card. "Have you heard the term 'Free Use'?"

The phrase triggers something in my memory—internet rabbit holes, late-night browsing, a vague curiosity quickly buried under shame. I feel heat creep up my neck.

"It's consensual. Structured," he continues, reading my expression. "You agree to make yourself available to the couple and their guests. Within clearly defined boundaries."

"Available," I repeat, the word hanging between us.

"Sexually available, yes." His tone remains matter-of-fact, as though discussing weather. "But it's not random. Not unsafe. These people are vetted. Tested regularly. And the compensation..." He whistles low. "Let's just say you could clear your student loans in three months."

My stomach tightens. He knows about my debt. Has he researched me? Or just guessed based on my desperation?

"Why me?" I finally ask.

"You have the right look. Wholesome. Non-threatening." He gestures vaguely at my body. "Pretty without being intimidating. You seem... adaptable."

Adaptable. A polite way of saying I let him bend me over his desk twenty minutes after a failed audition.

I pick up the card. Heavy stock, embossed lettering. Just a phone number, no name.

"The couple flies in Friday. They're looking to fill the position immediately." He turns back to his computer. "Might be your last chance before heading back to—where was it? Nebraska?"

"Iowa," I correct automatically.

"Right." He's already typing, dismissing me. "Tell Angela to send in the next Valerie on your way out."

I should leave the card. Should tell him to go to hell. Should report him to... someone. But who would believe me? Who would care? One more actress crying wolf in Hollywood.

I slip the card into my purse.

The air outside his office feels thin, insufficient. Angela, the receptionist, doesn't look up as I pass. She knows. They all know.

In the elevator, I catch my reflection in the polished doors. My lipstick is smudged. A strand of hair sticks to my neck where he—

I fix myself automatically, muscle memory from countless similar encounters. Looking presentable. Professional. Like nothing happened.

But as the elevator descends, I can't stop thinking about the card in my purse. About the word "structured." About boundaries and rules and consent.

About not having to pretend anymore.

About how much worse it could be than what I just did for nothing.

The elevator doors open, and I step into the lobby. Twenty-three failed auditions this month. Rent due in ten days. My throat raw from his use.

And in my purse: a black card that promises salvation or damnation.

Maybe both.


Chapter 2

Three days after Bedford's office, I'm sitting in my car outside a nondescript office building in Westwood. My phone vibrates on the passenger seat—a text from my former manager at Hillside Café:

Need to drop off your last check. When are you free?

I ignore it. The words "last check" sit like stones in my stomach. Fired after two years of perfect service because I was forty minutes late after Bedford's "coaching session." No sympathy, no second chance. Just cleared out my locker while Jenny watched with that blank, professional smile.

The black card sits on my dashboard. I've called the number twice now, hanging up before anyone answered. This time, I stayed on the line. A woman answered. Pleasant, efficient voice. An appointment was made.

Three days of applying for waitress jobs. Three days of checking my bank balance. Three days of remembering Bedford's hands on my waist.

I check my reflection in the rearview mirror. I've applied makeup carefully—enough to look put together, not enough to look desperate. My hair is pulled back in a low ponytail. Professional. Serious. Like this is a normal job interview.

"This is insane," I whisper to myself, but I'm already getting out of the car.

The office suite is on the twelfth floor. The door reads "Staffing Solutions" in simple black lettering. Inside, the reception area is beige and cream, spotlessly clean, aggressively neutral. No magazines. No plants. Just three chairs and a reception desk where a woman with a perfect bob types without looking up.

"Sloan Mercer," I say. "I have an appointment at two."

She nods, still not making eye contact. "Please take a seat. Ms. Winters will be with you shortly."

I sit on the edge of a chair that manages to be both expensive and uncomfortable. There's no music, no ambient noise at all. Just the soft click of the receptionist's keyboard. I've been in a hundred casting offices, but this silence feels different. Deliberate. Like I'm being observed.

Five minutes pass before a door opens and a woman emerges. She's tall, mid-fifties, with silver-streaked hair cut in a severe bob. Her suit is charcoal gray and fits impeccably.

"Ms. Mercer. I'm Catherine Winters." She doesn't offer her hand. "Please come in."

Her office is as impersonal as the waiting room. No photos. No diplomas. Just a desk, two chairs, and a window overlooking the city. She gestures for me to sit.

"Bedford Jones referred you," she states, not a question.

"Yes."

"We don't typically accept referrals from him." She studies me with cool gray eyes. "But he was insistent about your... suitability."

My cheeks burn. What exactly had Bedford told her?

"I understand the position is for a maid?" I ask, trying to sound professional.

"A Free Use maid," she corrects. "Are you familiar with the term?"

"Somewhat."

"Let me be explicit, Ms. Mercer. This is not standard domestic service." She folds her hands on her desk. "The Vale household requires someone who will perform all traditional housekeeping duties while also being sexually available to Mr. and Mrs. Vale and their approved guests."

Despite expecting this, hearing it stated so plainly makes my stomach flip.

"Available how exactly?" I ask, my voice smaller than I intended.

"In every way. Oral, vaginal, anal. Positions of their choosing. At any time during your working hours." She recites this like reading from a menu. "There are, of course, clear boundaries and protocols."

My mouth goes dry. "Such as?"

She slides a folder across the desk. "The contract details everything. The most important elements are these: You will respond to any sexual request with the word 'Maid' to indicate consent. You are permitted one refusal per week—use it wisely. Discretion is absolute; you will sign multiple NDAs today."

"And if..." I swallow hard. "If they want something more... intense?"

"BDSM activities, restraints, or anything involving potential discomfort requires explicit negotiation. If you agree to such activities, you respond with 'Willing.' This does not count as your weekly refusal. The standard 'Maid' acknowledgment then applies."

I stare at the contract, my pulse quickening as the reality settles over me like a silk shroud. The clinical language can't disguise what this truly is—a systematic breakdown of my body into available services.

"There's one more detail regarding the 'Willing' designation," she continues, her voice maintaining that same professional detachment. "Each time you respond with 'Willing' rather than 'Maid,' you receive an additional performance bonus. It accumulates throughout your contract term."

My fingers tighten on the folder's edge. "How much?"

"Substantial enough to matter. The exact figure is outlined in section twelve." She leans forward slightly, her eyes never leaving mine. "To be absolutely clear, Ms. Mercer—this bonus structure is entirely optional. Your base compensation remains unchanged whether you ever use that designation or not. The choice is yours alone."

The weight of her words settles between us. They're paying me more to embrace the darker edges of what they're asking. More money for crossing lines I haven't even identified yet. It's both a temptation and a test, wrapped in the illusion of choice.

"So the more I'm willing to..." I trail off, unable to finish the thought aloud.

"The more you're willing to explore beyond basic availability, yes. But only if you choose to." Her smile is razor-thin. "It's entirely up to you."

My head swims with the clinical breakdown of what would essentially be my surrender.

"Who are they?" I ask. "The Vales?"

"Elliot and Margot Vale. He made his fortune in tech and infrastructure. She comes from old money. Both are extremely private, extremely powerful individuals." She tilts her head. "They're selective. Particular."

"And their guests?"

"Various. Some are merely wealthy. Others are influential in entertainment, politics, business." She pauses, watching me carefully. "Some could theoretically help an aspiring actress. That is not, however, part of your compensation package or their obligation."

"But it's part of the appeal," I say, unable to keep the bitterness from my voice.

"Access is its own currency in this town, Ms. Mercer. What you do with it is your business."

I open the folder. The salary figure makes me blink. It's more than I've made in the last two years combined.

"This is monthly?" I ask, certain I've misunderstood.

"It is. Housing and meals are provided. Medical coverage is comprehensive, including weekly testing. Your contract would be for six months initially."

Six months. Half a year of being... furniture with a pulse.

"What if I want out before then?"

"There's a two-week notice clause. Though I should mention that those who leave early are never rehired. But more importantly, you will then forfeit your bonus."

I flip through the pages. Twenty-eight pages of legal jargon, boundaries, expectations. My entire dignity reduced to contract terms.

"Why me?" I ask suddenly. "Why would they want someone like me?"

Ms. Winters studies me. "Mr. Vale appreciates aesthetics without flash. Mrs. Vale prefers staff who understand hierarchy without resentment." A pause. "And neither wants someone who will develop emotional attachments."

The implied insult stings more than it should.

"So I'm supposed to just... let them use me whenever they want? No emotions? No questions?"

"With enthusiasm, Ms. Mercer. That's part of the service." Her face softens fractionally. "This arrangement isn't for everyone. If you're uncertain—"

"I'm not." The words escape before I can think. "I mean... I understand what's being asked."

She nods. "The Vales arrive tomorrow. They'll want staff in place immediately."

Tomorrow. My apartment rent is due in a week. My last check won't cover half.

"Do I need to decide now?"

"Yes."

The simplicity of her answer leaves no room for negotiation. I look down at the contract again, at the figure that would solve every practical problem in my life.

My throat tightens. This is what I've become—weighing my body against my bills and finding myself worth exactly this much.

What scares me most is the flutter of relief beneath the shame. Rules. Structure. No pretending. No failed auditions. No "maybe next time."

Just surrender on my own terms.

"Where do I sign?" I ask, and my voice doesn't shake at all.


Chapter 3

The Vale estate stretches across a secluded hillside, hidden behind iron gates that part silently as the driver enters a code. I press my forehead against the cool glass of the town car window, watching manicured gardens unfold in every direction. The driveway curves past fountains and sculptures before revealing the main house—a modernist palace of glass and stone that seems to emerge from the hillside itself.

My stomach knots. This isn't a house. It's a statement.

"We've arrived, Ms. Mercer," the driver announces, his voice devoid of inflection.

I step out into the afternoon sun, clutching my single suitcase. The air smells of jasmine and money—that particular scent of spaces unbothered by practicality.

The massive front door opens before I reach it. A woman stands in the threshold, backlit by the sun streaming through the glass walls behind her. She's smaller than I expected, but her presence fills the space between us instantly.

"Sloan." Her voice is cool water over river stones. "I'm Margot Vale."

She doesn't extend her hand. She simply waits, watching me with eyes that miss nothing. Her dark hair falls in a perfect line at her shoulders, and her simple navy dress probably costs more than my entire wardrobe.

"Thank you for having me, Mrs. Vale." The formality tastes strange in my mouth.

"Margot, please. We don't stand on ceremony here." She turns, expecting me to follow. "Your things will be taken to your quarters. Elliot is waiting."

My pulse jumps. I'd imagined some period of adjustment, a tour, orientation—anything to delay the inevitable. But there's no buffer, no transition.

We move through the house in silence. Everything is pristine—white walls, concrete floors, furniture that appears to be carved from single pieces of wood or stone. There are no family photos, no personal touches visible anywhere. It's beautiful but sterile, like walking through an architectural magazine.

"Elliot prefers directness," Margot says, breaking the silence as we approach heavy double doors at the end of a hallway. "He finds it respectful."

Before I can respond, she pushes the doors open.

The study is a stark contrast to the rest of the house—dark wood, leather-bound books, a massive desk facing floor-to-ceiling windows that overlook the canyon below. A man stands at the window, his back to us.

He's completely naked.

My breath catches. He's tall, with broad shoulders tapering to a narrow waist, his body lean and defined without being overly muscled. When he turns, his face reveals nothing—not embarrassment, not lust, nothing but calm assessment as his eyes move over me.

And then I see the rest of him.

Even in its relaxed state, his manhood hangs thick and heavy, the most impressive I've ever encountered. I drop my gaze immediately, heat rushing to my face.

"Sloan Mercer," Margot announces, closing the doors behind us.

Elliot Vale nods once. "You've signed the contract."

It's not a question, but I answer anyway. "Yes, sir."

"Elliot," he corrects, his voice as measured as his wife's. "You understand what's expected?"

"I believe so."

"When asked for service, you have options. 'Maid' for standard compliance. 'Willing' for enhanced engagement. 'No' for refusal." His directness is almost clinical. "Did they explain the difference?"

"Yes."

"Good. Remove your clothes."

The command hangs in the air. No preamble, no seduction. Just three words that strip away any pretense about what I'm here for.

I hesitate only for a moment before reaching for the buttons of my blouse. My fingers don't tremble as I undress, methodically removing each item and folding it on a nearby chair. They're watching—both of them—with the same unreadable expression.

When I'm naked, Elliot circles me slowly. Margot remains by the door, her eyes never leaving my face.

"Turn," he says.

I pivot slowly, exposing myself from every angle. The air is cool against my skin, raising goosebumps along my arms and legs.

"Acceptable," he says finally. "Now, approach."

I cross the room, stopping a foot away from him. This close, I can smell his cologne—something expensive and understated.

"Do you accept?"

"Maid," I answer, a slight tremble in my voice.

"Stroke me," he instructs. "I want to see how you touch."

I reach out, wrapping my fingers around his length. He's warm, the skin impossibly soft over steel. I begin a slow, steady rhythm, watching with fascination as he responds, growing impossibly larger in my hand.

"More pressure at the base," he says calmly, as if discussing the weather. "Yes, like that."

I hear movement behind me, and then Margot is there, her breath warm against my neck. She's removed her dress, standing in only silk lingerie that matches her eyes.

"Now with your mouth," Elliot commands.

I sink to my knees on the plush carpet, taking him between my lips. He's almost too large to manage, but I work him slowly, using my hand where my mouth can't reach.

"Good girl," he murmurs, the first hint of approval coloring his voice.

Margot kneels behind me, her hands tracing patterns down my spine. I jump when her fingers slide between my legs, surprised by the intimate touch.

"Oh," she says softly, her fingers exploring. "She's already wet, Elliot."

I close my eyes in embarrassment. My body is betraying me, responding to this clinical encounter despite myself.

"Are you always so responsive, Sloan?" Margot asks, her fingers moving with practiced precision. "Or is it the situation that excites you?"

I can't answer with my mouth full, but a moan escapes me as she finds exactly the right spot. Her fingers curl inside me, pressing forward while her thumb circles my clit.

"I believe she likes being watched," Elliot observes. His hand tangles in my hair, guiding my rhythm. "Deeper."

I comply, taking him as deep as I can while Margot's fingers work their magic. The dual stimulation is overwhelming—his thickness stretching my lips while her delicate touch builds a relentless pressure inside me.

"She's close," Margot murmurs. "I can feel her tightening."

The pressure builds, coiling tighter with each stroke of her fingers. I try to focus on pleasing Elliot, but my concentration fractures as waves of pleasure radiate outward.

"Come for us," Elliot commands. "Now."

My body obeys instantly, convulsing around Margot's fingers as pleasure crashes through me. I moan around him, my thighs trembling as she works me through the orgasm.

Before I can recover, Elliot pulls me to my feet. In one fluid motion, he lifts me against the wall, my legs instinctively wrapping around his waist.

"Hold on," he growls, positioning himself at my entrance.

He pushes inside slowly, stretching me beyond what should be possible. The sensation borders on pain, but my body is slick and ready from Margot's attention.

"Breathe through it," Margot instructs, now standing beside us, watching with undisguised interest.

Inch by inch, he fills me completely, until I'm gasping with the fullness. Then he begins to move, powerful thrusts that pin me against the wall. Each stroke hits places I didn't know existed, sending aftershocks of pleasure through my still-sensitive body.

"Tell me how it feels," he demands, his pace increasing.

"Full," I gasp. "So full—"

My words dissolve into incoherent sounds as another climax builds, sharper and more intense than the first. Elliot's rhythm becomes erratic, his breathing harsh against my neck.

"Come with me," he commands, and again my body responds as if programmed, shattering around him as he drives deep one final time.

We stay frozen for several heartbeats, my legs trembling around his waist, before he slowly lowers me to the floor. My knees nearly buckle, but I force myself to stand straight.

Elliot steps back, his expression once again composed, as if what just happened was nothing more than a business transaction.

"Get dressed," he says. "Your uniform is in your room. You'll serve dinner at seven."

I nod, gathering my clothes with as much dignity as possible. No one speaks as I dress quickly, my body still humming with aftershocks.

"That will be all," Margot says, her voice betraying nothing of what just occurred.

I leave the study on unsteady legs, the taste of him still on my lips, the scent of sex clinging to my skin.


Chapter 4

I move through the Vale's dining room on autopilot, placing delicate china plates before them with practiced precision. The food is exquisite—seared scallops, followed by lamb with rosemary and a reduction so rich it coats the spoon. Not that I'm meant to notice. In my black uniform dress, white apron perfectly pressed, I exist solely to deliver and remove, a human conveyor belt with downcast eyes.

"The Huntington deal closes Friday," Elliot says between bites, as if we hadn't been skin to skin an hour ago. "Lewis thinks we should celebrate at the club."

Margot sips her wine, a deep burgundy that catches the light. "The club bores me lately. Same faces, same conversations."

"We could host here instead." His eyes never flick toward me as I refill his water glass.

"Better." She smiles. "More intimate. We could introduce them to our new addition."

My hand trembles slightly, but I recover, stepping back to my position against the wall. They continue discussing people I don't know, places I've never been, moving seamlessly between business and pleasure as if both are equally transactional. Which, I suppose, they are.

"More wine, please," Margot requests, the only words directed at me during the entire meal.

I pour, my wrist turning precisely to avoid drips on the tablecloth. She doesn't thank me. I don't expect her to.

Their conversation flows around me, excluding me while discussing me. "The arrangement will take adjustment," Elliot comments. "But I think it's promising."

"Her responsiveness is impressive," Margot replies. "Raw, but trainable."

I focus on a point on the wall, becoming furniture. After they finish their chocolate soufflés, I clear the table methodically, loading the dishwasher in the immaculate kitchen according to the diagram Mrs. Winters provided in my orientation materials.

When I return to the dining room to wipe down the table, Elliot looks up from his phone. "That will be all for tonight, Sloan. You're excused."

Margot doesn't even look up from her tablet. "Breakfast at seven."

"Yes, thank you. Good night." I nod and retreat, climbing the back staircase to my quarters.

My room is larger than my entire studio apartment, with a queen-sized bed dressed in Egyptian cotton and a bathroom with marble tiles and a rainfall shower. Under different circumstances, I'd consider it luxurious.

I peel off the uniform, folding it carefully on the dressing chair before stepping into the shower. The water pressure is perfect, the temperature exactly right. I stand under the spray longer than necessary, watching their touches wash away down the drain.

Afterward, wrapped in a plush robe, I sit on the edge of the bed and finally let myself think. Really think about what happened. What I agreed to. What I did.

The sex was amazing. That's the thing my mind keeps circling back to, the uncomfortable truth I'm trying to avoid. It wasn't violent or degrading.

They used me, yes. But efficiently. Competently. Even... considerately?

I touch my neck, remembering Margot's fingers there, gentle despite their purpose. The way she guided me through it, helped bring me pleasure I wasn't expecting. Not something a cruel person would bother with.

My body tingles at the memory, a phantom response that makes me cross my legs tightly. This wasn't supposed to happen. I was supposed to endure, to survive, to count down the days until this contract ends and I can return to normal life, debt-free and ready to start over.

I wasn't supposed to respond. To come. Twice.

I lie back on the bed, staring at the ceiling. The image of Margot watching us fills my mind—her cool appraisal, the clinical touch that somehow found every sensitive spot. There was something fascinating in her detachment, a power that had nothing to do with her husband's physical strength.

What would it be like to have that kind of control? To touch someone and watch them unravel while remaining perfectly composed?

A strange flutter stirs inside me. Not arousal exactly. Curiosity.

I roll onto my side, pulling the covers over me. Tomorrow I'll serve breakfast, clean rooms, and probably be used again. The thought should terrify me. Instead, I find myself wondering what else they might ask of me. What "Willing" truly entails. What secrets this house holds beyond the study door.

It's not that I want this. It's just... not what I expected. The contract. The rules. The boundaries that somehow make this bearable. Maybe even... interesting?

I press my face into the pillow, ashamed of the thought. This is survival, nothing more. A financial transaction. Six months of service, then freedom.

But as sleep claims me, my last conscious thought is of Margot's approving nod when I took Elliot deeper. The subtle shift in her expression when she realized I was enjoying it.

"Raw, but trainable," she'd said.

I fall asleep unsettled, confused, my body relaxed but my mind racing with possibilities I never considered. I don't know what tomorrow will bring in this strange house with these strange people and their strange rules.

But I'm not broken. Not numb. Not disconnected.

And that, somehow, is the most unsettling realization of all.


Chapter 5

I balance the silver tray carefully, weaving between clusters of expensive suits and designer dresses. The party is in full swing, the Vale mansion transformed into a playground for Houston's elite. Crystal chandeliers cast a warm glow over the gathering—celebration of some massive deal Elliot closed this week.

My uniform feels suddenly tight across my chest as I offer champagne flutes to a group of women by the grand piano. Three days into my employment, and this is my first exposure to the Vales' social circle. Margot briefed me this morning: serve drinks, remain available, respond appropriately.

"Remember your purpose," she'd said, adjusting my collar with cool fingers. "You represent us now."

I've managed to stay invisible so far, just another piece of household staff. The men take drinks without looking at me. The women glance, assess, dismiss. I'm grateful for the anonymity, the chance to observe these people in their natural habitat before they notice me.

Until he does.

"Darlin', another whiskey when you get a chance."

The voice cuts through conversation, a deep rumble with unmistakable Texas swagger. I turn toward it, finding myself under the appraising gaze of a man with silver-streaked dark hair and a substantial presence. He stands in a circle with Elliot and three other businessmen, but his attention is fixed entirely on me.

"Yes, sir. Right away."

I hurry to the bar, feeling his eyes follow me. When I return with his drink, he takes it, fingers brushing mine deliberately.

"Appreciate it." He smiles, crow's feet deepening at the corners of his eyes. "Elliot, you've been holdin' out on us. Didn't mention you'd hired such a pretty little thing."

Elliot's expression remains neutral. "Hector, this is our new maid, Sloan."

"Pleasure, Sloan." Hector raises his glass slightly. "You're not from around here, are you?"

"No, sir." I keep my eyes downcast.

"California girl, I bet. That sunshine's in your hair." He turns to the group. "Gentlemen, doesn't she seem a bit overdressed for the occasion?"

My stomach tightens. The men chuckle, except for Elliot, who simply watches, face unreadable.

"Sloan." Elliot's voice is calm. "I believe Mr. Rodriguez would be more comfortable if you served in your secondary uniform for the remainder of the evening."

I meet Elliot's eyes, searching for something—permission, apology, instruction—but find only cool expectation.

"Yes, sir." I step back, tray clutched to my chest.

In the downstairs powder room, I remove my uniform with trembling fingers, folding it carefully. Beneath, I wear the lacy black bra and matching panties Margot selected. The sensation of being nearly naked in a house full of strangers sends a rush of vulnerability through me. This is what I agreed to. This is what I'm being paid for.

I re-emerge into the party, bare feet silent on marble floors. The first group that spots me falls abruptly silent. Then whispers ripple through the room like a wave. I force myself to stand straight, to move with purpose rather than scurry like prey.

When I approach Hector with a fresh whiskey, his eyes rake over me. "Now that's more like it." He downs his previous drink in one swallow and sets the empty glass on my tray. "Much obliged."

For the next hour, I serve drinks in my underwear, absorbing stares and whispers. Some guests pretend not to notice. Others make no attempt to hide their interest. I focus on breathing, on the weight of the tray, on anything but the exposure.

I'm refilling the ice bucket when a large hand grips my upper arm. Hector stands behind me, close enough that I feel the heat of him.

"I think you and I should get better acquainted, darlin'." His breath smells of expensive whiskey as he leans in. "What do you say?"

Before I can respond, he's guiding me firmly through the crowd, past curious onlookers, toward a room off the main hall. I glance over my shoulder, catching Elliot's eye across the room. He gives a single nod before returning to his conversation.

The door closes behind us, muffling the party sounds. It's a billiards room, dark wood and green felt, leather chairs in the corners. Hector releases my arm, creating space between us as he circles me like a buyer inspecting merchandise.

"You understand what this arrangement means?" His voice has lost its performative charm, replaced by something harder, more direct.

I swallow. "Yes, sir."

"And your word?"

"Maid," I say, meeting his eyes steadily.

He nods, satisfied. "Good girl."

I brace myself for roughness, for demands, for pain. But his touch, when it comes, is surprisingly controlled. He steps forward, one hand cupping my jaw, tilting my face up to his.

"You're a pretty little thing," he murmurs, before his mouth descends on mine.

The kiss is possessive, dominating. His other hand slides up my back, unhooking my bra with practiced ease. I feel it fall away, cool air hitting my exposed skin before his palm covers my breast, squeezing firmly.

"Turn around," he commands.

I obey, facing the billiards table. His hands move to my shoulders, lips finding the sensitive spot where my neck meets my shoulder. He bites down—not hard enough to mark, but enough to make me gasp.

"Hands on the table."

I lean forward, palms flat against green felt. His fingers hook into my panties, dragging them down my thighs. They fall to my ankles. I step out of them without being told.

The sound of his belt unbuckling, his zipper lowering, sends a spike of anxiety through me. Unlike with Elliot and Margot, there's no warm-up, no preparation. Just his hand on my lower back, pressing me down until my cheek rests against the table.

"Spread your legs."

I comply, heart hammering against the wooden edge of the table. Then he's positioning himself, one hand gripping my hip, the other guiding himself to my entrance.

The intrusion is sudden, forceful. I bite my lip to keep from crying out as he fills me in one powerful thrust. He sets a punishing pace, each movement jolting me forward, the felt rough against my bare skin.

"That's it," he grunts, fingers digging into my hips. "Take it."

I close my eyes, trying to find something to focus on besides the discomfort. This isn't like with Elliot and Margot. There's no buildup, no attention to my pleasure. Just raw, mechanical use of my body for his satisfaction.

His rhythm grows erratic. He pulls out abruptly, one hand in my hair, turning me to face him. "On your knees."

I sink down, but he doesn't push into my mouth as I expect. Instead, he strokes himself rapidly, other hand still tangled in my hair, holding me in place.

"Close your eyes," he warns, seconds before warmth splashes across my back and shoulders.

When it's over, he releases me, stepping back to adjust his clothing. I remain kneeling, unsure what to do, feeling his release cooling on my skin.

"Thank you for your service," he says, voice businesslike now. "You can clean up in there." He gestures to an adjoining bathroom before walking to the door. He pauses with his hand on the knob. "Elliot chose well with you."

Then he's gone, leaving me alone, naked and sticky in a stranger's billiards room.

I gather my underwear with shaking hands. My body feels used, hollow. Nothing like the surprising pleasure with Elliot and Margot. This was... just transaction. Service.

I slip through a side door, avoiding the main hallway, and find a guest bathroom. In the harsh fluorescent light, I examine my reflection—flushed cheeks, mussed hair, streaks of Hector's leavings across my back. I look exactly like what I am: a maid who's just been fucked by her employer's business associate.

I clean myself methodically, slipping back into my underwear. My hands have finally stopped trembling, but a different kind of unsettled feeling has taken hold. The realization that not every encounter in this house will end in mutual pleasure. Some will just be work.

And I'll have to find a way to be okay with that.


Chapter 6

I return to the party in my lingerie, tray balanced on steady hands despite the tremor beneath my ribs. The conversation flows around me like water around stone—I'm present but separate, visible yet somehow invisible.

No one stares.

No one whispers.

I expected judgment, or at least curiosity. Some acknowledgment of what just happened in the billiards room. But the guests accept my reappearance in my underwear with the same casual indifference they'd shown when I wore the full uniform. A woman in diamonds requests champagne. A man in an Italian suit asks for directions to the terrace. Neither looks below my collarbone.

They're okay with this. All of them.

The realization settles over me like fog. This isn't shocking to them. I'm not a scandal or a spectacle—I'm simply part of the service, like the imported cheese or the live pianist in the corner. Expected. Normal.

I'm still processing this when I feel eyes on me. Different from the others. Not assessing or dismissive, but genuinely seeing.

I turn to find a man watching me from near the grand piano. Younger than most guests here—late twenties, maybe thirty. Dark curls that look deliberately unkempt, a fitted shirt with the sleeves rolled to his elbows. He's holding a glass of wine but hasn't drunk from it in the past minute. I know because I've been counting.

Our eyes meet. He doesn't look away.

I approach with the tray, playing my role. "Can I get you anything, sir?"

"That depends." His voice is warm, textured. A slight accent I can't place. "Are you offering?"

My pulse kicks up. "That's... my purpose here."

"Your purpose." He sets down his wine glass. "Interesting word choice."

I wait, uncertain how to respond. He's different from Hector, from Bedford, even from Elliot. There's no performance in his gaze, no power play. Just genuine curiosity.

"What's your name?"

"Sloan."

"Sloan." He repeats it like he's tasting it. "I'm Nico. I'm the disappointment."

"Sorry?"

"My father wanted a banker. I became a composer." He gestures to the piano. "Hence, disappointment."

Despite everything, I almost smile. "Your father sounds difficult."

"He's standing by the bar, pretending I don't exist." Nico tilts his head, studying me. "You're new here."

"Is it that obvious?"

"You still look surprised when people don't react." His eyes drop briefly to my exposed skin, then back to my face. "May I ask you something?"

"Of course."

"How does this work? The... arrangement."

Heat crawls up my neck. "I consent using a word. Maid, or Willing for something more rough, or No."

"And if I wanted to spend time with you?"

My breath catches. "You'd request it."

"Then I'm requesting." He extends his hand, palm up. An invitation, not a demand. "Will you come with me, Sloan?"

I glance at his hand, then his face. Something in his expression makes my chest tighten. Gentleness. Like I'm not just available—I'm wanted.

"Maid," I whisper.

His fingers close around mine, warm and careful. He leads me through the party, past clusters of conversation and laughter, to a hallway I haven't explored yet. The noise fades as we climb a curved staircase to the second floor.

He opens a door to what looks like a guest suite—plush carpet, a king bed with cream linens, moonlight spilling through tall windows. The room smells faintly of lavender.

Nico closes the door. Doesn't lock it. Just turns to face me, still holding my hand.

"You're trembling," he observes.

"I'm fine."

"You don't have to be fine." He brings my hand to his lips, pressing a kiss to my knuckles. "You can tell me to stop. Anytime."

The kindness in his voice threatens to undo me. I nod, not trusting my voice.

He steps closer, releasing my hand to cup my face. His thumbs brush my cheekbones. "You're beautiful."

Then he kisses me.

It's nothing like Hector's possessive claim or Elliot's commanding hunger. This is slow, exploratory. His lips move against mine like he has all the time in the world, like I'm not just a transaction but something precious he's been waiting for.

His hands slide down my sides, fingertips tracing the curve of my waist, the flare of my hips. When he reaches the clasp of my bra, he pulls back just enough to search my eyes.

"May I?"

"Yes."

He unhooks it with deliberate care, letting it fall between us. His gaze travels over my exposed breasts with something close to reverence before he lowers his head, lips finding the hollow of my throat.

I gasp as he kisses his way down, tongue tracing my collarbone, teeth grazing the swell of my breast. When his mouth closes around my nipple, I arch into him, fingers tangling in his curls.

"Beautiful," he murmurs against my skin. "So responsive."

He guides me backward until my legs hit the bed. I sit, then lie back as he kneels between my thighs. His fingers hook into my panties, and he slides them down slowly, exposing me inch by inch.

"Open for me, Sloan."

I let my legs fall apart. He settles between them, hands spreading my thighs wider, and the first touch of his tongue makes me cry out.

He takes his time. Long, slow strokes that build sensation like waves building toward shore. He learns what makes me gasp, what makes my hips lift, what makes my thighs shake around his shoulders. When he focuses on my clit—gentle circles, then firm pressure—I feel myself climbing toward something vast and terrifying.

"Let go," he breathes against me. "I want to feel you."

The orgasm crashes through me like breaking glass. I come apart under his mouth, back arching, fingers fisted in the cream linens. He doesn't stop until I'm boneless, trembling, barely able to breathe.

When he rises, his lips are wet with me. He strips off his shirt, then his pants, revealing lean muscle and obvious arousal. But instead of positioning himself over me, he lies on his back.

"Come here."

I move on instinct, straddling his hips. He grips himself, guiding the head of his cock to my entrance. I sink down slowly, feeling the stretch, the fullness. His hands find my waist, steadying me.

"That's it. Take what you need."

I begin to move, finding a rhythm that sends pleasure rippling through my core. He watches me with dark, hungry eyes, hands sliding up to cup my breasts. When I lean forward, changing the angle, he groans.

"God, yes. Just like that."

I ride him harder, chasing the building pressure. His thumb finds my clit, circling in time with my movements. The second orgasm builds faster, sharper. When it hits, I cry out his name, clenching around him.

That's what breaks him. He grips my hips, thrusting up hard as he comes.

I collapse against his chest, both of us panting. His arms come around me, holding me close. Not restraining—comforting.

We lie like that for long moments, his heartbeat steady beneath my ear.

"You felt that too," he finally says. Not a question.

I did. Connection. Something real beneath the transaction.

And that terrifies me more than anything Hector did.

Because I'm not supposed to feel anything here. I'm just the maid.

* * *

I return to the party with Nico's taste still on my lips. The lingerie feels different against my skin now—less like a costume and more like armor. I serve champagne flutes from a silver tray, moving between conversations that fall silent as I approach.

But I'm not really there. I'm upstairs, feeling Nico's hands trace my spine. I'm still caught in the echo of his voice when he told me I was beautiful, like he actually meant it.

The party has thinned considerably. Crystal glasses sit abandoned on antique side tables. A woman's laughter carries from the terrace, high and unrestrained. Margot catches my eye from across the room and nods slightly—acknowledgment or approval, I can't tell.

I'm collecting empty glasses when I feel it—the weight of someone's stare pressing against my back. I turn to find a man I don't recognize leaning against the doorframe. He's massive—broad shoulders straining his suit jacket, neck bulging over his collar. His face is flushed, eyes unfocused.

"Well, aren't you just fuckin' perfect," he slurs, pushing himself upright with visible effort.

I paste on my professional smile. "Can I get you anything, sir?"

He lurches forward, invading my space. "Yeah. You can get me somewhere private." His breath reeks of expensive scotch and entitlement.

"I'm afraid I need to finish clearing these glasses." I step back, scanning the room. Elliot stands near the fireplace, watching us.

"Glasses can wait." The man's hand clamps around my wrist, pulling me against his chest. "I heard what you do. Heard what you are."

"Sir, please—"

His mouth crashes down on mine, wet and sloppy. His tongue forces between my lips while his free hand grabs my ass, fingers digging painfully into flesh.

I struggle against him, but it's like pushing against a wall. My tray clatters to the floor, glasses shattering.

"That's enough, Lawrence." Elliot's voice cuts through the room. He stands beside us now, his expression cold.

Lawrence pulls back just enough to glare at Elliot. "Oh, come on. That's what she's here for, right? That's what you told Davis." He smirks, tightening his grip on my wrist until I gasp. "Said she was available for use."

"Within parameters." Elliot's tone remains level. "You know the rules."

"Fuck your rules." Lawrence's hand slides up my thigh, bunching the lace of my panties. "I want her here. Now."

I find my voice. "No."

Lawrence freezes, bloodshot eyes narrowing. "What did you say?"

"I said no."

His face contorts. "You don't get to say no to me." He shoves Elliot away with his free arm, sending him stumbling back. "Not when I'm paying to be here."

"Let go of me." I twist in his grip, panic rising in my chest.

"Shut up." He pushes me against the wall, one massive hand pinning both my wrists above my head. His other hand yanks at my panties, tearing lace. "I'm gonna show you what happens to teases who think—"

His fingers probe between my legs, and I kick out, connecting with his shin. It only makes him angrier. He presses his full weight against me, crushing the air from my lungs.

"Lawrence!" Elliot's voice seems distant through the roaring in my ears.

I'm fighting, thrashing, but he's so strong. His fingers dig painfully, trying to force entry. I scream—not in my throat but in my mind, a sound of pure denial.

Then suddenly, he's gone.

Two men in dark suits have him by the arms, dragging him backward. Lawrence roars, face purple with rage. "Get your fucking hands off me! Do you know who I am?"

Elliot steps between us, his back to me. "Yes. And you're leaving. Now."

"This is bullshit! She's just a whore—"

"Security will escort you out." Elliot's voice has dropped to something dangerous. "If you resist, they'll call the police instead."

Lawrence spits at Elliot's feet before the security team hauls him toward the door, his threats fading down the hallway.

I'm still against the wall, trembling. My panties hang in tatters around one thigh. I can feel bruises forming where his fingers dug into my wrists.

Elliot turns to me, his expression unreadable. Before he can speak, Margot appears at his side, calm as still water.

"Come with me, Sloan." She offers her hand—not grabbing, just waiting.

I take it, letting her lead me out of the room. We don't speak as we climb the stairs, her hand steady in mine. She guides me to my quarters, closing the door behind us.

"You're relieved of your duties for tonight," she says, voice gentle but firm. "You did the right thing."

"Did I? He's your guest—"

"He violated the rules." Margot's eyes harden. "No one touches you without consent. That's not negotiable."

She moves to leave, then pauses at the door. "Rest. We'll talk tomorrow."

After she's gone, I sink onto my bed, shaking. My mind races through options. I could leave right now. Pack my things and walk out. The contract has provisions for termination.

But then what? Back to failed auditions? Back to men like Bedford who want the same things but offer nothing in return? At least here, there are rules. Boundaries.

I touch my wrists, feeling the tender spots where Lawrence grabbed me. One bad night. One bad man.

But also Nico's gentle hands. Margot's quiet strength. Even Elliot's immediate intervention.

I strip off the torn lingerie, letting it fall to the floor. In the shower, I wash away the traces of Lawrence's touch, the hot water turning my skin pink. As I dress in soft pajamas, I think about the balance sheet of this strange arrangement.

Yes, there was Hector and his casual entitlement. There was Lawrence and his violence.

But there was also choice. My "no" meant something here. It was enforced, respected, defended.

One bad apple, I think as I slide between the sheets. I won't let it spoil everything.

Not when I'm just beginning to understand what "everything" might be.


Chapter 7

The house breathes differently in silence.

For two days, I've been given space. No summons. No expectations. Just me and these vast rooms, the morning light filtering through French doors, the distant hum of traffic from the city below. I've wandered the garden, eaten meals alone in my quarters, slept without dreams.

I'm beginning to think they've forgotten me when the text arrives.

Join me in the solarium. No uniform required. —M

My pulse quickens. I've barely seen Margot since the party night—only glimpses as she moved through the house, elegant and unreachable. Now she wants me alone.

I change into simple clothes: soft white t-shirt, fitted jeans. No makeup. Something tells me she won't care.

The solarium sits at the east end of the house, all glass and greenery. Afternoon sun pours through the ceiling, making everything glow amber and gold. Plants I can't name cascade from hanging pots, their leaves brushing my shoulders as I enter.

Margot sits on a low chaise, legs tucked beneath her. She wears a silk robe the color of wine, her dark hair loose around her shoulders. I've never seen her hair down before.

"Sit." She pats the space beside her.

I obey, sinking into the cushions. The air smells like jasmine and earth.

"How are you?" Her eyes search my face.

"Fine. Better." I touch my wrist unconsciously—the bruises have faded to yellow-green. "Thank you for the time."

"You needed it." She shifts closer, one hand settling on my knee. "What happened wasn't acceptable. It won't happen again."

"Elliot said—"

"I'm not talking about Elliot." Her thumb traces small circles through the denim. "I'm talking about us. You and me."

My breath catches. "What about us?"

"You've been with my husband. With our guests." Her hand slides higher, resting on my thigh now. "But not with me. Not really."

Heat blooms where she touches me. "I didn't think you wanted—"

"I want." Her voice drops, intimate. "I've wanted since the moment you walked into this house."

She leans in, lips brushing my jaw. Not a kiss, just a whisper of contact that makes my skin prickle. Her breath is warm against my ear.

"Tell me, Sloan. Have you ever been with a woman?"

I shake my head, unable to speak.

"Then let me show you." Her hand cups my face, turning me toward her. "Maid?"

The word hangs between us, different now. Not a command. An invitation.

"Maid," I whisper.

She kisses me—soft, exploratory. Her lips are nothing like the men who've touched me here. There's no urgency, no demand. Just slow discovery, her mouth moving against mine with patient intent.

I melt into it, hands finding her waist through the silk. She tastes like tea and something sweeter, something that makes me want to chase the flavor deeper. When her tongue traces my lower lip, I open for her, letting her inside.

The kiss deepens, and suddenly I'm being lowered back against the cushions, Margot's weight settling over me. Her robe falls open, revealing bare skin beneath—smooth stomach, the curve of her breasts. She's not wearing anything underneath.

My heart hammers as she pulls back, studying me. "You're nervous."

"I don't know what to do."

"You don't have to do anything." Her fingers find the hem of my shirt, sliding beneath. "Just feel."

She lifts my shirt slowly, exposing my stomach, my ribs, my plain cotton bra. I raise my arms and let her pull it over my head. Cool air kisses my skin.

Margot's eyes travel over me, appreciative. "Beautiful." She traces the line of my collarbone with one fingertip. "So responsive."

Her touch is featherlight, maddening. She maps my skin with deliberate slowness—the hollow of my throat, the swell of my breasts over the bra's edge, down my sternum to my navel. Each point of contact sends electricity radiating outward.

"Margot..." I don't know what I'm asking for.

"Patience." She reaches behind me, unclasps my bra. It falls away, and she cups my breasts, thumbs circling my nipples until they peak. "Women understand anticipation."

She lowers her mouth to my breast, tongue flicking the sensitive peak. I gasp, arching into her. It's different from when men touch me—gentler but somehow more intense, like she knows exactly how much pressure to use, when to soothe and when to tease.

She lavishes attention on my breasts until I'm squirming beneath her, heat pooling low in my belly. Then she kisses her way down my stomach, pausing to trace my navel with her tongue.

Her fingers work the button of my jeans. "Lift."

I do, and she slides them down my legs along with my underwear, leaving me bare. The sunlight feels like a caress against my exposed skin.

Margot settles between my thighs, hands spreading them wider. "You're already wet." Her voice is pleased. "Look at you."

I flush, but I can't deny it. Being this vulnerable, this open to her gaze—it's intoxicating.

She leans in, breath ghosting over my center. "Tell me how this feels."

Her tongue parts me with exquisite gentleness, and I cry out. It's nothing like anything I've felt before—wet, soft, impossibly skilled. She explores me with the same patient deliberation she used on my mouth, learning what makes me gasp, what makes me moan.

"Oh god..." My hands find her hair, tangling in the dark strands.

She hums against me, the vibration sending sparks up my spine. Her tongue circles my clit, never touching it directly, building the tension until I'm writhing. When she finally seals her lips around it and sucks gently, I nearly come apart.

"Not yet." She pulls back, kissing my inner thigh. "I want to savor you."

She returns to her task, alternating between long, languid strokes and focused attention on my clit. Her fingers join in, sliding through my wetness before entering me—first one, then two. The stretch is different, smaller than a man but somehow more intimate.

She curls her fingers inside me, finding a spot that makes stars burst behind my eyelids. Her mouth works in tandem, and I'm climbing higher, pleasure coiling tighter with each expert movement.

"Let go," she murmurs against me. "Let me feel you come."

Her fingers pump faster, her tongue circling relentlessly, and suddenly I'm there—falling, shattering, crying out her name as the orgasm crashes through me. It's endless, wave after wave as she works me through it, never stopping until I'm boneless and gasping.

She crawls up my body, kissing me deeply. I taste myself on her lips—salt and musk and something uniquely mine.

"Your turn," I whisper against her mouth.

"Shh." She silences me with another kiss. "This was for you."

"But—"

"Lie with me." She shifts us both, pulling me against her side. Her robe has fallen open completely now, and I press against her bare skin, feeling the warmth of her.

We stay like that, breathing together as the sun moves across the sky. Eventually, she speaks.

"The men here... they take what they want within the rules. That's how it works." Her fingers stroke through my hair. "But I want you to understand—this arrangement isn't just about them. It's about discovering what you want. What you need."

"I don't know what I need."

"You will." She tilts my chin up, making me meet her eyes. "That's what this is for. Exploration. Permission to want without shame."

"Even this?" I gesture between us.

"Especially this." She smiles—a real smile, rare and warm. "Free use means freedom, Sloan. Not just for them. For you too."

Something shifts in my chest, a door opening onto a room I didn't know existed. I've spent so long being acted upon, being chosen or rejected by others. But here, in Margot's arms, I realize the choice can be mine too.

"Maid," I whisper.

Her eyes darken with understanding and promise. "Good girl."


Chapter 8

It's been a week since the solarium with Margot. Her words about freedom have taken root in me, sprouting quiet questions I turn over during my daily duties. I'm scrubbing the granite countertop in the kitchen when the doorbell rings. Not my responsibility to open—the Vales have security staff for that—but I pause anyway, cloth in hand.

Moments later, I hear male voices in the foyer. One is Elliot's, calm and measured as always. The other is unfamiliar—deep, authoritative, with the easy confidence of someone used to commanding attention.

I return to my work, trying to ignore the flutter of anticipation in my stomach. The voices grow louder as they approach the kitchen.

"Impressive renovations," the stranger says. "Your architect understood the space."

"We preserved what mattered," Elliot responds as they enter.

I glance up from my task. Elliot stands in the doorway beside a man in his mid-forties with salt-and-pepper hair and piercing blue eyes. He wears a charcoal suit that probably costs more than my old apartment's yearly rent.

"This is Sloan," Elliot says, gesturing toward me. "Our new addition."

The man appraises me, his gaze traveling from my face down to my uniform and back. Not leering, but assessing—like someone inspecting a painting they might purchase.

"Caleb Porter," he introduces himself. "I've heard promising things."

I recognize the name immediately. Caleb Porter, CEO of Meridian Pictures—one of the largest studios in Hollywood. The man who could make or break careers with a single phone call.

"A pleasure to meet you, sir," I say, setting down my cleaning cloth.

Elliot's phone buzzes. He checks it, frowns slightly. "Excuse me. I need to take this. Help yourself to anything you need, Caleb."

After Elliot leaves, Caleb approaches, closing the distance between us. He moves with deliberate steps, like a predator who knows his prey can't escape.

"Bedford said you were an actress once."

I swallow. "Trying to be."

"And now you're here." He stops barely a foot away. "I wonder what else you're trying."

My pulse quickens. "Would you like something to drink, sir?"

"I'd like you," he says bluntly. "Are you available right now?"

The directness catches me off guard, even though it shouldn't. "Maid," I answer reflexively.

His mouth curves into something not quite a smile. "Good. But before we proceed, you should know what I prefer." He lowers his voice, though we're alone. "I'm more... demanding than most. I enjoy discipline. Spanking. Taking women in ways that require additional consent."

Heat floods my cheeks. I understand exactly what he means.

"For that," he continues, "I'd need a different answer from you."

Elliot returns, pausing in the doorway. He says nothing, makes no gesture to indicate his preference. This is my choice.

Margot's words echo in my mind: This arrangement isn't just about them. It's about discovering what you want.

I've never explored this territory before. The thought terrifies me—and excites me in equal measure.

"Willing," I say, the word leaving my lips before I can second-guess myself.

Something shifts in Caleb's eyes—hunger, approval, anticipation.

He turns to Elliot. "May we use the guest suite? The one with the view of the garden."

"Of course," Elliot replies, his expression unreadable. "Take all the time you need."

Caleb places his hand on the small of my back, guiding me forward. "Show me the way, Sloan."

I lead him upstairs, each step heightening the tension spiraling through me. The guest suite is spacious and elegant, dominated by a king-sized bed.

Caleb closes the door behind us, then removes his suit jacket and drapes it over a chair. He loosens his tie but doesn't remove it.

"Undress," he orders.

I obey, fingers trembling slightly as I remove my uniform. When I stand naked before him, he opens his briefcase and removes a black silk scarf.

"I want to heighten your senses." He approaches with the scarf. "If anything becomes too much, simply say 'stop.' Do you understand?"

I nod, heart racing.

"I need to hear you say it."

"I understand. If it's too much, I'll say stop."

"Good girl." He wraps the silk around my eyes, tying it securely.

Darkness envelops me. My other senses immediately sharpen—the sound of his breathing, the coolness of the air against my skin, the lingering scent of his cologne.

I hear him moving around the room, the soft clink of what might be his belt being removed. Then silence.

The anticipation is almost unbearable. I jump when his fingers unexpectedly touch my shoulder.

"Hands on the bed. Bend over."

I comply, finding the mattress edge with my hands and leaning forward. My heart pounds so loudly I wonder if he can hear it.

His hand strokes my back, a deceptively gentle touch that makes my skin tingle. "You have a beautiful body, Sloan. Perfect for what I have in mind."

The first slap comes without warning—his palm connecting with my right buttock. I gasp at the sharp sting.

"Count," he commands.

"One," I whisper.

Another slap, harder this time. "Two."

By five, my skin burns pleasantly. By ten, I'm moaning with each impact, the pain transforming into something else—a heat that spreads through my body, pooling between my legs.

"Fifteen," I gasp after a particularly hard slap.

His hand soothes the reddened skin. "You're wet," he observes, fingers sliding between my thighs. "Pain excites you."

I can't deny it. My body betrays my arousal, slick and ready despite—or because of—the spanking.

He slides two fingers inside me, and I cry out, pushing back against his hand.

"So responsive," he murmurs, curling his fingers to find the spot that makes me tremble. "Let's see how many times I can make you come before I'm finished with you."

His fingers work me expertly, thumb circling my clit as his other hand delivers occasional slaps to my sensitized flesh. The dual sensations of pain and pleasure spiral together, building rapidly until I'm teetering on the edge.

"Come for me," he commands, pressing harder.

I shatter, crying out as the orgasm rips through me. He doesn't stop, working me through it until I'm gasping and shaking.

Before I can recover, I feel him positioning behind me. The blunt head of his cock presses against me, then slides in with one smooth thrust. I'm so wet that he meets no resistance.

He sets a punishing pace, hands gripping my hips hard enough to bruise. The blindfold intensifies everything—each thrust, each slap of skin against skin feels magnified.

"Touch yourself," he orders.

I reach between my legs, finding my still-sensitive clit. The combination of my fingers and his relentless thrusting quickly builds another climax. When it hits, it's even more powerful than the first, my inner walls clenching around him as I cry out.

He pulls out suddenly. "On the bed. On your back."

Dizzy with pleasure, I comply, crawling onto the mattress and lying down. I feel the bed dip as he joins me, then his weight as he moves between my thighs again.

This time when he enters me, his hand finds my throat, applying gentle pressure. Not enough to cut off my air, but enough to remind me of his control. The feeling is intoxicating—dangerous and thrilling.

"Again," he growls, his thumb finding my clit.

Impossibly, a third orgasm builds, crashing through me just as his rhythm falters. He withdraws, and I feel him shifting.

"Turn over," he commands, voice rough with need. "On your knees."

I obey, trembling with exhaustion and arousal. His fingers probe between my cheeks, slick with lubrication I didn't realize he'd applied.

"Relax," he murmurs as one finger breaches me. The sensation is foreign, uncomfortable at first, then strangely pleasurable as my body adjusts.

One finger becomes two, stretching me carefully. When he positions himself behind me, the pressure of his cock against my entrance makes me tense.

"Breathe," he instructs, one hand stroking my back.

I force myself to relax, breathing deeply as he pushes forward. The stretch burns, pain mingling with forbidden pleasure as he fills me completely. He moves slowly at first, allowing me to adjust, then gradually increases his pace.

His fingers find my clit again, working it in time with his thrusts. The combination of sensations—the fullness, the taboo pleasure, the circling of his fingers—pushes me toward a final, shattering climax.

I come with a hoarse cry, my entire body convulsing. He follows moments later, his grip on my hips tightening as he finds his release.

Later, after he's gone, I lie in my own bed staring at the ceiling. My body aches pleasantly—muscles strained, skin tender, places stretched that had never been before. Marks of what transpired.

Yet beneath the physical sensations is something unexpected—a strange sense of calm. As if by surrendering so completely, I've discovered something essential about myself. Not weakness, as I might once have thought, but a different kind of strength.

For the first time since arriving at the Vale estate, I feel not just present but centered. Like I'm finally beginning to understand what Margot meant about freedom.


Chapter 9

My phone vibrates on the counter as I finish folding laundry. Unknown number.

"Hello?"

"Sloan Mercer?" The voice is crisp, professional.

"Speaking."

"This is Andrew Reeves from Meridian Pictures. I'm calling about the supporting role of Diane in 'The Hollow Crown.' Caleb Porter recommended you personally."

The world stops. I sink onto my bed, fingers tightening around the phone.

"Are you still there, Ms. Mercer?"

"Yes." My voice sounds distant, like it belongs to someone else. "I'm here."

"We'd like you to come in tomorrow to sign paperwork. The role is yours if you want it. We start shooting in three weeks."

Not an audition. Not a callback. The role is mine.

"Ms. Mercer?"

"I'll be there." I manage to sound professional despite the earthquake happening inside my chest. "Thank you."

After hanging up, I sit motionless, the phone heavy in my hand. Supporting role. Major production. My name in actual credits. Everything I've fought for since I arrived in this city with nothing but hope and naiveté.

I should be screaming, dancing, calling everyone I know.

Instead, I stare at my reflection in the window. The same face. The same eyes. But something has changed beneath the surface—something fundamental that can't be undone.

How much did this opportunity cost me? My dignity? My principles? My illusions about who I am?

I think of Bedford's office. Of Hector's rough hands. Of Caleb Porter's blindfold and commands. I think of Elliot and Margot, watching me, using me, teaching me.

I trace the bruises Caleb left on my hips—already fading, but still visible. Evidence of what I've done. What I've become.

And yet.

I don't regret it.

The thought should disturb me, but it doesn't. Six months ago, I would have been horrified at what I've allowed. Now I see the transaction differently. Not as a sacrifice, but as an exchange. Not as degradation, but as a different kind of power.

I've survived. I've learned. I've discovered parts of myself I never knew existed.

And now, I have my chance.

* * *

The kitchen gleams under the soft overhead lights as I wipe down the marble countertops. It's nearly midnight, my contract with the Vales ending in just three days. The house is quiet except for the gentle swish of my cloth against stone.

I've already packed most of my belongings, ready for the next chapter. Filming starts next week. A real role. A real paycheck. A real chance.

I don't hear him enter, but I feel his presence—a shift in the air, a prickling awareness along my spine. I don't turn around when I feel the heat of his body behind me, the familiar hardness pressing against my lower back through my thin nightdress.

Elliot's breath stirs the hair at my nape. "It's late."

"Just finishing up." My voice is steady, my hands continuing their work even as his palms slide over my hips.

"Your contract is almost complete," he murmurs, lips brushing my ear.

"Three more days." I lean back slightly, an almost imperceptible movement.

His fingers find the hem of my nightdress, drawing it slowly upward. "And then?"

"And then I start filming."

His hands pause on my thighs. "Caleb mentioned something about that." There's a note of approval in his voice. "Congratulations."

"Thank you." I finally turn to face him, his expression unreadable in the dim light. "For everything."

His eyes hold mine, searching. Whatever he finds there makes the corner of his mouth lift—not quite a smile, but something close to it.

"Are you available?" The familiar question, asked one of the last times.

I step closer, erasing the distance between us. "Maid and willing," I say, the words flowing together like they belong that way. "Both."

Something flashes in his eyes—surprise, arousal, respect. He spins me around, bending me forward over the counter I just cleaned. The marble is cold against my forearms as he pushes my nightdress up to my waist.

He enters me in one powerful thrust, filling me completely. I gasp, back arching as he establishes a relentless pace. His hands grip my hips, holding me in place as he takes me.

There's no gentleness in it—no pretense, no performance. Just raw need and the slap of skin against skin. My fingers scrabble against the smooth countertop, seeking purchase as he drives into me again and again.

I push back against him, meeting his thrusts. Taking what I want as much as being taken.

One of his hands slides around to find where I'm most sensitive, circling in time with his movements. The dual sensation builds rapidly, pleasure coiling tight at the base of my spine.

"Come for me," he commands, his voice rough with exertion.

The order tips me over the edge. I cry out, inner walls clenching around him as pleasure crashes through me in waves. He follows moments later, his rhythm faltering as he finds his release with a guttural sound against my neck.

For a moment, we remain connected, breath heavy in the quiet kitchen. Then he withdraws, turning me to face him again.

His eyes are dark, his expression contemplative as he tucks a strand of hair behind my ear. "You've changed since you arrived."

"Yes." There's no point denying it.

"For the better?"

I consider the question, truly consider it. "I'm stronger now," I finally say. "I understand myself better."

"And what is it you understand?"

I meet his gaze directly. "That power isn't always where you think it is. Sometimes it's in saying yes. Sometimes it's in saying no. The choice is what matters."

He nods slowly. "Remember that when you're finished here. When you're out there." His hand gestures vaguely toward the window, toward Hollywood and all its promises and pitfalls.

I smile, genuine and unguarded. "I will."

As I watch him leave the kitchen, I realize I'm not sad about my time here ending. Not regretful. Not ashamed.

I'm ready.

For whatever comes next.
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Bonus 1: Sloan the Dominatrix

I watch Margot artfully place crystal wine goblets around the dining table, each positioned with military precision. It's been barely two weeks since I arrived at the Vale mansion, and I'm still adjusting to the rhythm of this strange new life. Tonight, Elliot is entertaining a business associate—some investment banker who apparently handles a portion of the Vale fortune.

"He's thirty, unmarried, and thinks rather highly of himself," Margot explains, adjusting a fork that's perfectly straight already. "Shawn Ridley. Brilliant with money, less so with boundaries."

"Should I be concerned?" I smooth my hands down the front of my uniform.

Margot's eyes meet mine, assessing. "No. Elliot would never allow genuine disrespect under our roof. But Shawn can be... direct."

I nod, understanding the subtext. Direct. The polite word for "entitled asshole."

The doorbell chimes precisely at seven. I take my position near the kitchen entrance as Margot glides to greet their guest. Elliot appears from his study, buttoning his suit jacket.

"Remember," Elliot says quietly as he passes, "you have your words. Use them if needed."

His reminder settles me. Choice. Power. The words I've begun to understand.

Shawn Ridley strides into the dining room like he owns it—tall, dark-haired, with the sculpted good looks of someone who spends serious money on personal trainers. His suit costs more than my old apartment's monthly rent.

"Elliot! Margot!" His voice booms with practiced charisma. "Always a pleasure."

His eyes find me immediately, a slow assessment from head to toe that makes my skin prickle.

"And who might this be?" He smiles, all perfect teeth and calculated charm.

"This is Sloan, our new staff member," Elliot says smoothly. "Sloan, this is Mr. Ridley."

I nod politely. "Good evening, sir."

"Please, call me Shawn." His smile doesn't reach his eyes. "I insist."

Dinner begins with polite conversation. I serve the first course—a delicate crab bisque—and pour wine with practiced efficiency. Shawn watches me the entire time, his attention more intrusive than appreciative.

"So, Elliot," Shawn says after his second glass of wine, leaning back in his chair. "The Harrington portfolio is performing beyond expectations. We've already seen a twelve percent return."

"Good. That's what I pay you for." Elliot's tone is mild but firm.

Shawn laughs. "Indeed you do. And handsomely." His eyes drift to me again as I refill his water. "Though I see you've made other... investments recently."

The room temperature seems to drop several degrees.

"I'm sorry?" Elliot's voice is dangerously quiet.

Shawn gestures toward me with his wine glass. "Your new staff member. She's your plaything, isn't she? The new free use maid I've heard whispers about."

I freeze, water pitcher still tilted toward his glass.

Margot sets her fork down with a delicate clink. "Shawn, you're being crude."

"Am I wrong?" Shawn raises an eyebrow, challenging. "Bedford Jones mentioned—"

"Whatever Bedford Jones mentioned is irrelevant," Elliot cuts in. His voice remains level, but I recognize the tension in his jaw. "Sloan is a professional under contract for specific services. She deserves the same respect as any other person in this house."

Shawn holds up his hands, a placating gesture that doesn't match his smirk. "Just a joke, Elliot. No need to be so serious."

"Some things aren't joke material." Elliot's gaze is steel. "Particularly in my home."

An uncomfortable silence stretches. I continue serving, hyperaware of every movement.

"My apologies." Shawn finally breaks the tension, nodding toward me. "To you as well, Sloan"

I nod stiffly, returning to my station near the kitchen.

The conversation shifts to safer topics—market projections, a new property development in Singapore, Margot's charity foundation. I serve the main course, a perfectly cooked beef tenderloin with seasonal vegetables, and begin to relax slightly.

Until Shawn clears his throat during dessert.

"I am curious about one thing, though," he says, setting down his spoon. "The arrangements at this table. Are you available, Sloan?"

My pulse quickens. The trigger question. So direct, so soon after Elliot's rebuke.

I glance at Elliot, who gives me a nearly imperceptible nod. My choice.

"Yes, sir," I reply quietly. "Maid."

Shawn's eyes darken with interest. "Excellent." He pushes his chair back slightly from the table. "Then I'd like you to come under here and attend to me while we discuss business."

My cheeks burn, but I move toward him. Elliot and Margot continue eating their dessert as if nothing unusual is happening. This is the arrangement, after all. The job I agreed to.

I slip beneath the table, the heavy linen tablecloth falling behind me. In the dim space, I find myself facing Shawn's spread legs. He's already unbuckled his belt, his erection straining against expensive trousers.

I hear muffled conversation resume above—something about quarterly projections and risk assessment. Meanwhile, my hands work to free him, revealing his considerable length.

I take him in my mouth, my technique practiced now after these weeks in the Vale household. Above, Shawn's voice remains steady as he discusses bond yields, though I feel his hand drop to the back of my head, guiding my movements.

The surreal contrast strikes me—the sophisticated dinner conversation proceeding normally while I kneel in darkness, performing this intimate act. There's something oddly powerful about it, knowing I can affect him while he pretends to be unaffected.

His fingers tighten in my hair, his hips making small, controlled movements upward. I hollow my cheeks, taking him deeper, using my tongue along the sensitive underside.

"—and I think we should liquidate the Archer holdings before—" His voice falters slightly, and I hear Margot ask if he's alright.

"Perfectly fine," he manages. "Just—ah—remembered something important."

I smile around him, increasing my pace. His thighs tense on either side of me. Within minutes, he's struggling to maintain his composure, his sentences becoming shorter, his breathing heavier.

When he finally comes, it's with a barely suppressed groan that he disguises as clearing his throat. I swallow quickly, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand as he tucks himself away.

I wait a moment before emerging, smoothing my uniform and hair. Shawn's face is slightly flushed, his smile smug as I stand beside the table again.

"I must say, Elliot," he comments, taking a sip of water, "your staff training is impeccable."

Elliot merely raises an eyebrow, neither approving nor disapproving.

Shawn pushes back from the table. "Though I find I'm not quite finished with our... discussion." He looks directly at me. "Is there somewhere more private where Sloan and I might continue?"

"Of course," Margot replies smoothly. "Sloan, please show Mr. Ridley to the blue guest suite."

I nod, but Shawn interrupts. "Actually, I'd prefer if you showed us the way, Margot. There's a small matter of consent I'd like to clarify with both of you present."

Margot and Elliot exchange a glance.

"Very well," Margot says, standing gracefully.

We make our way through the mansion's hallways, the tension between us almost palpable. When we reach the guest suite—a lavish room decorated in shades of navy and silver—Margot pauses at the threshold.

"What did you wish to discuss, Shawn?" Her voice is cool, professional.

Shawn turns to me. "I understand there's another level of consent. Something beyond 'Maid.' I want to know if you'd be willing to explore that with me."

My throat tightens. He wants "Willing." The designation for more intense activities, those outside standard services.

"Sloan?" Margot prompts, her expression neutral. "The choice is entirely yours."

I consider him—his earlier crudeness, but also his apparent respect for the consent system. The power of choice settles me.

"Willing," I say clearly.

Shawn's eyes darken with interest. "Excellent. There's something specific I want." He glances at Margot. "I assume you have certain... equipment in this house?"

Margot's lips curve slightly. "We do. What did you have in mind?"

"I want her to dominate me."

The request catches me off guard. From his behavior at dinner, I'd expected him to want to dominate me.

"I spend my days in absolute control," he continues. "Making high-stakes decisions, commanding rooms. Sometimes, I need the opposite." He looks at me. "I want you in leather, in charge. I want to surrender completely."

"I see," Margot says, betraying no surprise. "Sloan, are you comfortable with this?"

I've never dominated anyone before, but something about the request intrigues me. The chance to hold power over this arrogant man who had so casually reduced me to a "plaything" earlier.

"Yes," I say, more confidently than I feel. "I am."

Margot nods. "I'll return shortly with what you'll need."

When she leaves, Shawn and I are left in weighted silence. He studies me, his expression unreadable.

"You didn't expect that," he says finally. It's not a question.

"No."

"People rarely do." He loosens his tie. "Have you done this before?"

"No," I admit.

He nods. "Then I'll guide you, at first. But once we begin properly, you're in charge. Completely. That's the only way it works for me."

Margot returns with a black leather case. She sets it on the bed and opens it, revealing an assortment of items: leather restraints, a riding crop, various other implements I don't immediately recognize.

She also hands me a garment bag. "This should fit you. There are boots to match in the closet."

"I'll leave you to prepare," she tells me. "Remember your safeword, Sloan. 'No' stops everything immediately." With that, she departs, closing the door behind her.

I unzip the garment bag to find a black leather corset, matching thong, and fishnet stockings. The outfit of a dominatrix from central casting.

"I'll wait in the bathroom while you change," Shawn says, already removing his jacket.

When he's gone, I shed my uniform and slip into the new costume. The corset cinches my waist dramatically, pushing my breasts up and together. The thong leaves little to imagination, and the thigh-high boots Margot mentioned add five inches to my height.

I study myself in the mirrored closet door, hardly recognizing the woman who stares back. She looks powerful. Dangerous.

"I'm ready," I call.

Shawn emerges from the bathroom wearing only black boxer briefs. His body is as impressive as I expected—sculpted and lean, with just enough hair to appear masculine rather than groomed.

His eyes widen appreciatively. "Perfect," he breathes.

"Kneel," I command, surprising myself with the authority in my voice.

He drops immediately to his knees, eyes downcast. The sight of him—this powerful man willingly submitting—sends an unexpected thrill through me.

"Hands behind your back."

He complies without hesitation. I circle him slowly, getting comfortable in my new role, the heels of the boots clicking ominously on the hardwood floor.

"You were very rude at dinner," I say, letting the riding crop trail along his shoulders. "Calling me a plaything."

"I was," he agrees softly.

I tap the crop against his chest, not hard enough to hurt. "You'll need to be punished for that."

His breathing quickens. "Yes, Mistress."

The title catches me off guard, but I recover quickly. "Stand up and go to the bed. Lie on your back, arms above your head."

He obeys immediately. I follow, taking the leather restraints from the case. With deliberate movements, I secure his wrists to the headboard, then his ankles to the footboard, leaving him spread-eagled before me.

"Now you're helpless," I observe, running the crop along the inside of his thigh. "Just like you wanted me to feel at dinner."

His erection strains against his boxers. "I'm sorry, Mistress."

"Are you?" I remove the boxers with one smooth motion, leaving him fully exposed. "I don't think you are. Not yet."

I trace the crop over his chest, his abdomen, deliberately avoiding his cock. He strains against the restraints, seeking contact.

"Please," he whispers.

"Please what?" I tap his inner thigh, harder this time.

"Please touch me."

I smile, feeling power course through me. "When I'm ready. Not before."

I continue teasing him, occasionally delivering light slaps with the crop to his thighs, his chest, watching red marks bloom temporarily on his skin. His breathing becomes ragged, his cock leaking pre-cum onto his stomach.

"I think," I say after several minutes of this torment, "that you need to learn patience."

I straddle him, careful to position myself so my thong-covered core hovers just above his straining erection without making contact. He groans, lifting his hips in search of friction.

"No." I press a hand firmly on his chest. "You move when I allow it, not before."

I trace a fingernail down his chest, circling his nipples, watching them harden under my touch. Then I lean down and take one between my teeth, biting gently. He gasps, his whole body tensing.

"That's better," I murmur against his skin. "Complete surrender."

I shift, finally allowing my covered sex to make contact with his erection. Even through the thin fabric of the thong, the touch is electric. I grind against him slowly, establishing a torturous rhythm.

"Is this what you wanted?" I whisper, leaning close to his ear. "To be completely at my mercy?"

"Yes," he groans. "God, yes."

I sit up, reaching behind me to unclasp the corset. It falls away, revealing my breasts. Shawn's eyes darken with desire.

"You don't deserve to touch them," I tell him. "But I'll allow you to look while I pleasure myself."

I bring my hands to my breasts, caressing them, pinching my nipples between thumb and forefinger. The sensation, combined with Shawn's helpless watching, sends heat pooling between my legs.

I stand, removing the thong slowly, letting him watch as I reveal myself completely. Then I straddle him again, this time positioning my wet center directly above his face.

"Show me how sorry you are," I command.

He lifts his head eagerly, his tongue finding my clit with precision. I gasp, grinding against his mouth as he works, his technique surprisingly skillful despite his restrained position.

The pleasure builds quickly, his tongue alternating between circling my clit and dipping inside me. When I'm close to the edge, I pull away, leaving him panting.

"Not yet," I say. "I decide when."

I move down his body, finally taking his cock in my hand. He's rock hard, practically vibrating with need.

"Do you want inside me?" I ask, squeezing him lightly.

"Please," he begs. "Please, Mistress."

I position myself above him, letting just the tip of his cock brush my entrance. "Tell me why you deserve it."

"I don't," he gasps. "I don't deserve it. But I'm begging you. Please."

His complete submission pushes me over an edge I didn't know existed. In one fluid motion, I sink down onto him, taking him fully inside me. We both cry out at the sensation.

I ride him hard, my hands braced on his chest, nails digging into his skin. The power of it—controlling his pleasure, controlling mine—is intoxicating.

"You don't come until I say," I warn him, seeing his face contort with the effort of holding back.

I increase my pace, chasing my own release. When it hits, it's overwhelming—wave after wave of pleasure coursing through me as I clench around him. At the height of it, I lean down and bite his shoulder, marking him.

"Now," I gasp against his skin. "Come now."

He needs no further permission. With a hoarse shout, he thrusts upward as much as his restraints allow, emptying himself inside me.

In the aftermath, we both struggle to catch our breath. I carefully untie his restraints, noting the red marks where he'd strained against them.

"That was..." he starts, then stops, apparently unable to find adequate words.

I don't need words. The look on his face—stunned, satiated, respectful—tells me everything. I've played my role perfectly, found a power I never knew I possessed.

As I begin to dress again, Shawn watches me with new eyes. Not the dismissive, entitled gaze from dinner, but something approaching admiration.

"You're a natural," he says quietly.

I smile, feeling the lingering echo of power. "I know."


Bonus 2: His First Time with Sloan

I'm arranging flowers in the dining room when I hear Margot's heels clicking on the marble floor behind me. There's something purposeful about the sound, different from her usual graceful movements. I turn, abandoning the half-finished arrangement.

"Good morning, Mrs. Vale."

Margot's face gives nothing away, but her eyes hold mine a beat longer than usual. "Sloan, I need to speak with you privately. Come to my study when you've finished here."

"Of course. I'll be there in ten minutes."

She nods and leaves, the lingering scent of her jasmine perfume mixing with the fresh-cut flowers. My mind races through possibilities as I finish arranging the lilies. Has something happened? Did I make a mistake? In the two months I've been here, I've grown more comfortable with my position, even as the boundaries of what I'm willing to do have expanded.

When I knock on Margot's study door, her voice immediately beckons me inside. The room is all deep blues and polished wood, floor-to-ceiling bookshelves lining two walls. Margot sits behind her desk, elegant as always in a cream blouse and pencil skirt. She gestures to the chair opposite her.

"Sit, please. I have something to ask you." She folds her hands on the desk. "This isn't within your normal duties, which is why I'm approaching it as a favor rather than an instruction."

My curiosity peaks. "What kind of favor?"

"My sister's son, Noah, is arriving tomorrow for a three-day visit." She pauses, studying my face. "He's twenty years old and something of a prodigy—already has his master's degree in computer science and is working on revolutionary AI algorithms."

I nod, not quite understanding where this is going.

"Academically, he's exceptional," she continues. "Socially... less so. He's always been focused on his studies to the exclusion of everything else, including relationships." Margot's eyes don't waver from mine. "He's never been intimate with anyone."

Understanding dawns. "And you want me to—"

"Be his first," she finishes. "Yes. But only if you're comfortable with it. As I said, this isn't part of your contract. It's entirely your choice."

I consider this. It's not the strangest request I've received since starting this job. In fact, there's something almost sweet about it.

"Why me?" I ask.

A small smile touches Margot's lips. "Because you're patient. Because you've grown more confident in your sexuality. Because I trust you to make it a positive experience for him."

Her words warm me unexpectedly. Despite our unusual arrangement, I've come to respect Margot deeply.

"Alright," I say. "I'll do it."

"Thank you." Her relief is subtle but visible. "He arrives tomorrow afternoon. I'll have him settled in the blue guest room. After dinner would be ideal—Elliot and I have a charity function to attend, so you'll have the house to yourselves."

I nod, already thinking about how to approach this. "Does he know about me? About my role here?"

"He knows we have a live-in maid. Nothing more." She hesitates. "I thought it best not to complicate things with explanations about our arrangement. You can simply be... Sloan. A woman who finds him attractive."

"I understand." I stand to leave, then pause. "Any other information that might help?"

Margot's expression softens. "He's brilliant but shy. Gentle. Treat him kindly, Sloan."

"I always do," I reply, and her smile tells me she knows it's true.

Noah arrives while I'm preparing lunch the next day. I hear voices in the foyer—Margot's controlled tones and a deeper, hesitant male voice. I remain in the kitchen, curious but not wanting to intrude on their reunion.

Margot brings him to meet me half an hour later. My first impression is of height—he's at least six-two, with a lean build that suggests he forgets to eat when focused on his work. Dark hair falls across his forehead, nearly reaching eyes that are the same striking blue as Margot's. His features are classically handsome, if somewhat unformed, still carrying traces of adolescence despite his twenty years.

"Noah, this is Sloan, our maid. Sloan, my nephew Noah."

"Nice to meet you," he says, extending his hand formally. When our fingers touch, I notice a slight tremble in his.

"Welcome to the Vale home," I reply, keeping my tone professional. "I hope you'll be comfortable during your stay."

His eyes flick to mine, then away. "Thank you."

"Sloan makes the most incredible chocolate soufflé," Margot tells him. "I've requested it for dessert tonight."

"That sounds great," he says, then falls silent, clearly unsure how to continue the conversation.

"I should get back to lunch preparations," I say, offering him a warm smile. "I'm sure you and your aunt have a lot to catch up on."

He nods, seeming relieved. As they leave, I catch him glancing back at me, curiosity evident in his expression.

Throughout lunch service, I notice Noah watching me when he thinks I'm not looking. There's nothing leering in his gaze—just genuine interest and perhaps a bit of confusion. I'm dressed modestly in my standard uniform, but I make small adjustments to how I move around him, letting my hand brush his shoulder when I serve his coffee, leaning closer than necessary when I refill his water glass.

By the time I clear the lunch dishes, a faint blush has become permanent on his cheeks.

Dinner follows a similar pattern, though Noah seems to have relaxed somewhat, even making a few jokes about his research that have Elliot laughing appreciatively. I catch Margot watching me with approval as I interact with her nephew, my touches becoming slightly more deliberate.

"We should leave in fifteen minutes," Elliot says to Margot as I serve coffee after dinner.

"Noah, will you be alright entertaining yourself tonight?" Margot asks. "We have that foundation gala."

"Of course," he says. "I brought my laptop—I can work on my project."

Margot shakes her head fondly. "All work and no play. Perhaps Sloan could show you the entertainment room? We have a remarkable collection of films."

Noah looks at me, that blush returning. "If...if she's not too busy."

"Not at all," I reply. "I'd be happy to."

An hour later, Elliot and Margot have departed, and I've changed from my uniform into a simple sundress that's modest enough not to seem calculated, but still shows off my figure. I've let my hair down and applied just a touch of perfume.

I find Noah in the library, hunched over his laptop. He startles when I enter, quickly closing whatever he was working on.

"Sorry," I say. "I didn't mean to interrupt."

"No, it's fine." He stands awkwardly. "I was just...um, just checking some code."

I move closer, noting how he tenses slightly. "Your aunt suggested I show you the entertainment room, but honestly, it's just a fancy home theater. Would you rather see the gardens? They're beautiful at night."

He hesitates, then nods. "That sounds nice."

We walk through the house in silence, but it's not entirely uncomfortable. Outside, the gardens are lit with subtle landscape lighting, casting soft shadows across the paths. The night air is warm, carrying the scent of jasmine.

"This is amazing," Noah says, looking around with genuine appreciation. "It's like something from a movie."

I smile. "That was my first thought too when I came here."

"How long have you worked for my aunt and uncle?"

"Just a couple of months."

We reach a stone bench near a small fountain, and I sit, patting the space beside me. He joins me, careful to leave space between us.

"Can I ask you something?" I say, turning toward him slightly.

He nods, his profile illuminated by the garden lights.

"Your aunt mentioned you're working on AI algorithms. What exactly does that mean?"

His face transforms as he begins to explain, animation replacing awkwardness. I listen, genuinely interested, though I understand perhaps half of what he's saying. What matters is that he's relaxing, his hands gesturing enthusiastically as he describes neural networks and machine learning.

"Sorry," he says suddenly, stopping mid-explanation. "I tend to go on about this stuff. Most people's eyes glaze over."

"I like listening to people talk about things they're passionate about," I tell him honestly. "It's attractive."

The word hangs between us. Noah swallows visibly.

"You know," I continue softly, "your aunt didn't just send me to show you around."

His eyes widen. "What do you mean?"

I move closer, eliminating the space between us on the bench. "She thought you might enjoy some company tonight. My company, specifically."

"I—I don't understand," he stammers, though his quickened breathing suggests otherwise.

"I think you do," I say gently, placing my hand on his thigh. "The question is, would you like that? It's entirely your choice, Noah."

His eyes search mine, confusion and desire warring in their depths. "Are you saying... you and me...?"

I nod. "If you want to."

"But why? You don't even know me."

I smile, moving my hand to touch his face. "Because I find you interesting. Because I'm attracted to you. Because sometimes two people can give each other pleasure without complications."

"I've never..." He stops, embarrassed.

"I know," I say. "That's okay. More than okay."

He takes a shaky breath. "What if I'm terrible at it?"

I laugh softly. "Sex isn't a test you can fail, Noah. It's an experience to share." I lean closer. "Let me show you?"

After a moment's hesitation, he nods. I close the distance between us, pressing my lips to his. The kiss is gentle at first, exploratory. His lips are soft, and he follows my lead uncertainly. I deepen the kiss gradually, my hand sliding to the back of his neck, fingers threading through his hair.

When we break apart, his breathing has accelerated. "That was... wow."

"That's just the beginning," I tell him. "Would you like to go inside? To your room?"

He nods, standing quickly. We walk back to the house, his hand finding mine tentatively. The contact is sweet, almost innocent compared to what I've grown accustomed to in this house.

Noah's guest room is spacious and elegantly appointed, with a king-sized bed dominating the space. As soon as the door closes behind us, his nervousness returns.

"I don't really know what to do next," he admits.

"There's no script to follow," I assure him. "Just touch me how you want to touch me."

He steps closer, his hands hovering uncertainly before settling on my waist. I encourage him with a smile, and he leans down to kiss me again. This time, his confidence builds more quickly. His tongue ventures into my mouth, and I respond enthusiastically, pressing my body against his.

I can feel his arousal against my stomach, impressive even through his jeans. I guide his hands to the zipper at the back of my dress.

"Take this off me," I whisper against his lips.

His fingers fumble slightly with the zipper, but he manages to lower it. I step back just enough to let the dress fall to the floor, leaving me in a simple lace bra and matching panties. Noah's eyes widen as he takes in my body.

"You're beautiful," he breathes.

"Your turn," I say, tugging at the hem of his t-shirt.

He pulls it over his head, revealing a surprisingly toned chest and abdomen. Clearly, he finds some time for physical activity between his academic pursuits.

I step close again, running my hands over his bare skin. "Touch me, Noah. Anywhere you want."

His hands move hesitantly to my waist, then slowly upward until they're cupping my breasts through my bra. I arch into his touch, encouraging him. Growing bolder, he reaches behind me to unfasten my bra, letting it fall away.

"Can I...?" he begins, his eyes fixed on my exposed breasts.

"Yes," I whisper. "Please."

He lowers his head, taking one nipple into his mouth experimentally. I gasp at the sensation, my fingers threading through his hair. He responds to my reaction, becoming more enthusiastic, alternating between gentle suction and soft circles with his tongue.

"That feels amazing," I tell him truthfully.

Emboldened, his hands begin to explore more of my body, sliding down my sides to my hips, then around to cup my ass. I press against him, feeling his erection straining against his jeans.

"Let's get these off," I suggest, my fingers moving to his belt.

Together, we remove the rest of our clothes. When his boxers come off, I can't help but inhale sharply. Margot hadn't mentioned that her nephew was exceptionally well-endowed. His cock stands proudly, thick and long, the head already glistening with pre-cum.

"Is something wrong?" he asks, noticing my reaction.

I shake my head, smiling. "Quite the opposite. You're... very impressive."

A mixture of pride and embarrassment crosses his face. I take his hand and lead him to the bed, pulling him down beside me. We lie facing each other, and I guide his hand between my legs.

"Feel how wet I am for you," I murmur.

His fingers explore tentatively, stroking through my folds. I guide him, showing him how to touch my clit, how to slide a finger inside me. He's a quick study, responding to my gasps and moans, adjusting his touch to maximize my pleasure.

"That's it," I encourage him. "Just like that."

Soon I'm rocking against his hand, pleasure building. Before I get too close, I stop him, wanting to focus on his experience.

"Lie on your back," I instruct gently.

He complies, and I position myself between his legs, taking his cock in my hand. I stroke him slowly, watching his face contort with pleasure.

"This might be over very quickly the first time," I tell him. "That's completely normal. We have all night."

With that, I lower my head and take him into my mouth. He gasps loudly, his hips bucking involuntarily. I use my hand in conjunction with my mouth, creating a rhythm that has him moaning continuously.

As predicted, it doesn't take long before he's warning me he's close. I continue my ministrations, wanting him to experience this fully. With a strangled cry, he comes, his body tensing as he spills into my mouth.

I swallow and move up to lie beside him as he catches his breath.

"I'm sorry that was so fast," he says, embarrassment clouding his features.

I kiss him softly. "Don't apologize. It was perfect. And like I said, we have all night."

True to my word, I give him time to recover, using the opportunity to explore his body with my hands and mouth, discovering what makes him gasp and what makes him moan. By the time my lips trail back to his cock, he's hardening again.

"I want you inside me this time," I tell him, straddling his hips.

His hands find my waist as I position myself above him. Slowly, I lower myself onto his length, taking him inch by inch. The stretch is considerable, and I can't help the low moan that escapes me.

"Oh my god," he breathes, his fingers digging into my hips. "You feel incredible."

Once he's fully seated inside me, I pause, giving us both time to adjust. Then I begin to move, establishing a rhythm that has us both panting. Noah watches me with wonder, his eyes moving between my face and where our bodies join.

I take one of his hands and guide it to my clit. "Touch me here while I ride you."

He complies eagerly, his thumb circling the sensitive bundle of nerves. The added stimulation intensifies my pleasure, and I know I won't last long.

"That's it," I encourage him. "Just like that. I'm going to come soon."

His eyes widen. "Really?"

I nod, increasing my pace. "Yes... oh god, yes!"

The orgasm washes over me, my inner walls clenching around his cock as waves of pleasure radiate through my body. The sensation triggers his own release, and he thrusts upward, crying out as he empties himself inside me.

I collapse onto his chest, both of us breathing heavily. After a moment, he wraps his arms around me, holding me close.

"That was... I don't have words," he murmurs against my hair.

I smile against his skin. "It was wonderful."

We lie there for several minutes before I shift to lie beside him, my head on his shoulder. His fingers trace patterns on my arm.

"Can I ask you something?" he says quietly.

"Of course."

"Did my aunt really ask you to do this?"

I consider lying, but decide against it. "Yes. She wanted your first time to be special, with someone who would be patient and caring."

He's quiet for a moment, processing this. "I should probably be embarrassed that my aunt had to arrange this, but honestly, I'm just grateful."

I prop myself up on one elbow to look at him. "You have nothing to be embarrassed about, Noah. Everyone's journey is different."

He tucks a strand of hair behind my ear, his touch surprisingly tender. "Thank you. Not just for... this, but for making it feel real. Like you actually wanted me."

"I did want you," I tell him truthfully. "I do."

A slow smile spreads across his face. "Enough to show me more? I'm a fast learner."

I laugh, leaning down to kiss him. "I believe you. And yes, we're just getting started."

As his arms wrap around me again, pulling me on top of him, I find myself genuinely looking forward to the night ahead—to teaching this brilliant, gentle young man the language of pleasure, and perhaps discovering new dimensions of it myself.
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