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His Maid for the Weekend

Diiiiing Dooooong…




Even the sound of this building was imposing. Maya had been intimidated as soon as she had stepped out of the taxi. The sculpted lawns and hedges, the water features, the neatly trellised ivy, the sheer grandness of the façade, it all made her feel so out of place, so… insignificant. But now, as she stood dwarfed by two massive oak doors inlaid with ornate brass-work, she could actually hear the vastness of the rooms beyond, the deep echo of the doorbell reverberating through them.

An anxious nervousness began to well up inside her. In an attempt to suppress it, Maya reflected on the reason she had put herself in this situation in the first place. It wasn’t as if she’d had much of a choice.

∞∞∞

Maya Lindberg was a student of Ancient Greek and Latin. Not a student in the metaphorical sense—it always irked her when some of her lecturers would pompously describe themselves as “students” of letters, or languages. No, Maya was literally a student, having just begun her second year at a far too expensive university in London. As an exchange student originally from Umeå, in Sweden, she’d wondered multiple times in the last year why the hell she hadn’t just stayed in that university town rather than coming here and having to contend with England’s exorbitant “overseas fees”.

It hadn’t been so much of a concern during her first year. Maya had initially been blissfully living off of the generosity of her parents. Tuition and rent were covered. Even the expensive city lifestyle was manageable on the allowance she had still been receiving. But all of that was to change in an instant. When she received that soul-crushing call from her mother, her whole world came crashing down around her.

Maya’s parents were splitting up. It was not amicable. In her twenty years on this earth, Maya had never heard such course language coming out of her mother’s mouth as she now used to refer to “her ex”, as she insisted on calling him. She tried to reassure Maya. Everything would be sorted out eventually. He couldn’t just cut them off completely. But if he insisted on being awkward, then… it might take some time.

Maya didn’t have time. What Maya did now have were bills. London-sized bills. The same day her mother informed her of her predicament, Maya scoured every source she could find for work. She immediately encountered two rather significant problems. Firstly, any jobs she might actually be interested in in her area of expertise required, well, actual expertise. One year at uni didn’t quite cut it when it came to professional translation of ancient texts or academic criticism of classical plays. Secondly, any jobs that didn’t require expertise—in other words, the only jobs she was in any way qualified to carry out—paid pittance.

She was stuck. She was panicking. She was just about giving up all hope and working out whether she could even afford a one-way ticket home, when…

Really? That can’t be right, can it? It’s got to be a typo.

Inconspicuously nestled amongst all the other adverts for menial work was one that finally caught her eye. It was as vaguely worded as all the others. The description ran to only a few words.

“Weekend work. Primarily cleaning duties. On site. Residential.”

But it wasn’t the description that had caught her eye. It was the pay. £1,000 per two-day shift. She did the math. No matter how she framed it, it was ridiculous. A solid annual wage for weekend work? And unskilled at that. She fired off an email, as professionally worded as she could manage, enquiring about the job and confirming the rate. Within an hour, she had her response.

The rate was correct. A vacancy had arisen at short notice, and it urgently needed to be filled. The job was still available. The employer had exacting standards, but was willing to offer a trial run at full rate.

Maya pored over that reply for several hours. Surely it was too good to be true. Something felt decidedly… off about it. And yet, what other options did she have? And what could it hurt to just give the trial run a go? The pay from that alone would at least buy her some time. After much internal to-ing and fro-ing, she buried her reservations and decided to apply. After two more emails, it was arranged that she would have her trial run this very weekend.

∞∞∞

Maya had already felt intimidated when she’d searched the address online. The place was huge. And it looked old too. Her initial impressions were confirmed on seeing the building in person. The pay was starting to make sense now as well. Either she was going to be worked to the absolute bone scrubbing the infinite interior surfaces of innumerable, vast chambers, or—perhaps worse—she would, after all, be expected to have the skills to properly take care of the kind of delicate antiquaries that properties like this one tended to accumulate over the decades and centuries.

She already felt out of her depth. Mercifully, she wasn’t permitted to wallow in her self-pity for very long. From behind the door, she heard footsteps approaching.

The heavy doors slowly creaked open, revealing a stern-faced man who looked to be in his eighties, impeccably dressed in a morning suit complete with tails and a silver waistcoat. Maya had never seen an outfit like this in person outside the context of a wedding. The man’s grey eyes swept over her from head to toe, his expression never changing from one of cool detachment.

"Miss Lindberg, I presume," he said, his crisp accent reminiscent of the kinds of period dramas Maya had become familiar with since moving to London.

"Yes, that's me," Maya replied nervously, her voice barely above a whisper.

The man nodded curtly. "Follow me," he instructed, turning on his heel without waiting for a response.

Maya hurried after him, her footsteps echoing in the cavernous entrance hall. The interior was even more impressive than the outside, with gleaming marble floors, ornate tapestries, and what looked like priceless artworks adorning the walls. A grand staircase curved upwards, its polished banister catching the light from an enormous crystal chandelier suspended from the ceiling.

"Up the stairs," the man said, gesturing with a white-gloved hand. "Second door on your left. You'll find your uniform there. If you would be so kind as to get changed and report back here in precisely fifteen minutes."

Maya blinked, caught off guard. "Uniform?" she asked, her brow furrowing in confusion.

The man's wiry eyebrows twitched almost imperceptibly. "Yes, Miss Lindberg. Uniform. Did you expect you would be performing your duties in..." his eyes flicked dismissively over her jeans and hoodie, "...that?"

Maya felt her cheeks flush with embarrassment. "N-no, of course not. I'm sorry, I just wasn't informed—"

"Fourteen minutes," he interrupted, checking an ornate pocket watch produced on cue from his waistcoat.

Swallowing hard, Maya nodded and hurried up the stairs, her footfalls echoing through the antechamber. She found the door easily enough and slipped inside, closing it behind her with a soft click.

The room was small but elegantly appointed, with a dressing table, full-length mirror, and a folding screen in one corner. On a padded hanger, she found what she realised to her horror must have been the “uniform”.

Maya's eyes widened. The ensemble consisted of a crisp, black, strapless dress embellished with white lace at the hem and bust, a small, similarly-lacy, white apron, a pair of sheer black stockings and a few more frilly and strappy pieces she couldn’t yet quite make out. Beneath these, neatly lined up, sat several pairs of black high-heel shoes, each accented with a subtle black bow.

For a moment, she stood frozen, her mind reeling. This couldn't be right. Surely this was some kind of mistake. Or a joke? But as the seconds ticked by, it dawned on Maya that this was just the sort of old fashioned thing that she should have expected. It was in keeping with the setting, wasn’t it? And it’s wasn’t as if she had many options. It was either put on this ridiculous outfit or lose this opportunity—and with it, any hope of staying in London.

With trembling hands, Maya began to undress. She slipped off her hoodie and jeans, folding them neatly and placing them on a nearby chair. As she stood in this strange place in her simple cotton underwear, she couldn't help but feel exposed and vulnerable. Taking a deep breath, she reached for the dress.

The fabric was silky and cool against her skin as she stepped into it. It hugged her curves tightly, accentuating her slim waist and the swell of her hips. She fumbled with the zipper at the back, her fingers clumsy with nerves. Finally, she managed to pull it up, the dress now snug against her body.

She tied the white apron around her waist before moving on to the stockings. Sitting on the edge of the sole chair in the room, she carefully rolled them up her long legs. The sheer material clung to her skin, making her feel at once both elegant and uncomfortably exposed. She stood, adjusting the stockings and smoothing out any wrinkles.

Maya couldn't help but blush as she looked at herself in the mirror. The outfit was undeniably alluring, bordering on risqué. She felt more like she was dressing up for a costume party than preparing for a cleaning job.

A few things didn’t look quite right though. For one, the green straps of her bra stuck out like a sore thumb against the monochrome uniform. She slipped her arms out of them and tried tucking them into the top of the dress. It was useless. No matter what she did, they remained obvious. Having run out of ideas, she reluctantly unhooked her bra and pulled it out from behind the black bodice. As the glossy fabric cooled her newly freed skin, she immediately became worried that this dress—this thin dress—that hugged her so closely wouldn’t do much to conceal what lay beneath. She checked the mirror again, horrified to see that she could indeed make out the faint outline of her nipples. Okay, Maya, she tried to calm herself, No big deal. Just make sure you don’t get too cold… or too horny.

The other aspect of the outfit that still looked wrong were the stockings. As careful as she had been, they just wouldn’t stay fully up. They were streaked with ugly wrinkles, and she was sure that that would not be acceptable. It was then that she remembered the various straps and pieces of lace that she’d noticed before. She examined them in detail for the first time.

The black straps, she realised, were a garter belt. Well, at least that made sense. The other items were all white and frilly. Separating them, she identified them as a lace headband with a black bow matching the ones on the shoes, a gathered lace garter to be worn at the thigh, and… What the hell? The final item was a pair of—worryingly sheer—ruffled lace knickers.

What kind of uniform includes underwear?

Maya could feel her heart pounding in her chest as she held up the delicate lace, disgusted, her fingers trembling slightly. This couldn't be right. Surely this was crossing a line. She glanced at the door, half-expecting someone to burst in and tell her it was all an elaborate prank.

But no one came. The room remained silent, save for the ticking of an ornate clock on the wall, reminding her that time was running out.

Maya bit her lip, torn between her desperate need for this job and the growing unease in the pit of her stomach. Were these people perverts? What kind of cleaning job required such... intimate attire? She considered keeping her own underwear on, but as she looked down at the dress, another realisation hit.

The skirt was impossibly short. It barely reached mid-thigh, and with the slightest movement it would undoubtedly ride up. Maya's cheeks burned as she imagined herself bending over to dust or reaching up to clean a high shelf. It was unavoidable—at some point, she would flash anyone who was around.

Her green cotton panties would stand out just as glaringly as her bra straps had. They'd clash horribly with the crisp black and white aesthetic of the uniform, drawing even more attention to areas she'd rather keep hidden.

Maya closed her eyes, took a deep breath, and made her decision. With shaking hands, she slipped off her plain, comfortable underwear, stepping out of them and placing them with her other clothes. The cool air of the room tickled the newly exposed area between her legs. She picked up the lace knickers, marvelling at how light and delicate they felt. Slowly, she stepped into them, pulling them up her long legs. The sheer material clung to her curves. She held up her skirt, twisting this way and that to survey her lower half in the mirror. To her disappointment, they left very little to the imagination. Maya shivered, not entirely from the cold.

Next, she reached for the garter belt. The black satin felt just as smooth against her skin as the dress itself as she fastened it around her waist. Her fingers fumbled with the small clasps, unused to such intricate undergarments. After a few attempts, she managed to secure it properly.

Sitting back on the chair, Maya carefully rolled up her stockings once more. This time, she attached them to the garter belt, adjusting the straps until they sat perfectly against her thighs. The transformation was immediate - gone were the unsightly wrinkles, replaced by sleek, shimmering nylon that accentuated the shape of her legs.

She stood, smoothing out the dress and making sure everything was in place. Next, she picked up the headband, a frilly white confection adorned with delicate lace and a small black bow. Maya hesitated for a moment, feeling oddly childish as she held it. With a sigh, she carefully nestled it into her long brown hair, adjusting it until it sat just right. The contrast of the pristine white against her chestnut locks was striking, and she couldn't help but admire the effect in the mirror.

The last frill was the white thigh garter. Maya slid it up her left leg, positioning it midway up her thigh. It added an extra touch of allure to her already provocative ensemble, drawing attention to the slender curves of her legs.

With everything else in place, Maya turned her attention to the array of high heels lined up neatly on the floor. She tried on a few pairs, teetering unsteadily as she walked back and forth across the small room. She didn’t understand UK shoe sizes—the numbers inside were all four or five times smaller than what she was used to. Finally though, she settled on a pair that fit comfortably. As she slipped them on, she felt her posture change, her back straightening and her hips tilting slightly.

Taking a deep breath, Maya turned to face the full-length mirror again. The transformation was startling. Gone was the shy, casual student who had arrived at the mansion that morning. In her place stood quite an enticing young woman—even if she did say so herself.

Her eyes were wide as she took in her transformed appearance. The black dress hugged her svelte figure like a second skin, accentuating every curve and dip of her body. The strapless neckline showcased her delicate collarbones and the elegant line of her neck, while the tight bodice pressed her breasts together, creating a tantalising hint of cleavage, obscured by delicate lace.

She turned slowly, watching as the short skirt swished around her thighs. It was dangerously short, and Maya felt a flutter of anxiety in her stomach as she realised how easily it might lead to exposure. The white lace trim at the hem drew attention to her long, shapely legs, now encased in sheer black stockings that seemed to make them go on forever.

The garter belt cinched her waist, creating an hourglass silhouette that she had never quite achieved in her usual clothes. The straps, just visible beneath her skirt, added an unmistakable air of sensuality to the outfit. As she shifted her weight, the high heels forced her to arch her back slightly, noticeably accentuating the curve of her bottom.

Maya's gaze lingered on her face, framed by the delicate white headband. It made her look younger, more innocent—a stark contrast to the rest of the ensemble. Her cheeks were flushed, her brown eyes wide and nervous, lending her an air of vulnerability that she found both unsettling and strangely alluring.

As she took all of this in, Maya felt a strange mix of emotions wash over her. There was annoyance, certainly—annoyance at being forced into this ridiculous getup, at the presumption that she would just go along with it. Who did these people think they were? But there was also an undeniable thrill coursing through her body. The outfit made her feel… different. Powerful, even, in a way she'd never experienced before. She turned again, watching the skirt swish around her thighs. It was so short—far shorter than anything she'd ever worn in public. The slightest movement threatened to reveal the lace knickers underneath.

Maya felt her cheeks burn as she once again pictured actually doing physical work in this outfit, bending and stretching to reach and to clean. There would be no way to maintain her modesty in those situations. Anyone in the room would get an eyeful. The thought made her stomach flutter with a mixture of embarrassment and… something else. Something she wasn't quite ready to name.

She ran her hands down her sides, feeling the silky material of the dress slide beneath her palms. She had always been somewhat self-conscious, but in this outfit, she couldn't help but admire her reflection. With that final self-affirmation she turned on her heel and exited the robing room, determined to face whatever the rest of the day had in store for her. At least it couldn’t be any worse than the ordeal of having to come to terms with this outfit!

∞∞∞

Maya took a deep breath, steadying herself before opening the door. The hallway beyond seemed even more imposing now, its grandeur a stark contrast to her newfound vulnerability. She approached the top of the stairs and grasped the bannister, grateful for its support as she took her first tentative steps in the towering heels.

The staircase curved gently, each step a small descent into what felt like a new world. As she descended, the sheer awkwardness of her situation began to dawn on her. Each step brought with it a certain jeopardy—her short skirt swishing dangerously high, threatening to reveal much more than she was comfortable with; her bodice slipping ever so slightly with each stride, reminding her of her now perilously naked breasts beneath; and those damn heels, higher than she had any experience with, drawing all her attention to the maintenance of her poise and the disastrous results should she lose her balance even momentarily.

Halfway down, Maya caught sight of the old man waiting at the bottom. His stern face was tilted upward, eyes fixed on her approaching form. A jolt of panic surged through her as she registered the precarious angle of her descent. From his vantage point down there, she surmised, he must have had had an unobstructed view right up her swaying skirt. Her mind flashed back to what she had observed of herself in the mirror. Yes, the change of underwear had probably been the right choice. It certainly blended better with the lace lining of the skirt, and would draw less attention than her own, more colourful underwear. But… it was so insubstantial, so sheer, that its ruffles did little to obscure the small, neat triangle of dark hair beneath. Up close, it barely even did anything to conceal the outline of her lips.

Flushing crimson, Maya tried to adjust her gait. She pressed her thighs together as tightly as she could, taking smaller, more careful steps. The action made her movements awkward and stilted, a far cry from the grace she imagined the uniform was meant to convey. She silently prayed that the old man's eyesight was as weathered as his wrinkled face suggested.

The crystal chandelier above cast a dazzling light, its prisms sending shards of rainbow across Maya's pale skin as she descended. Each step felt like an eternity, her heart pounding in her chest as she tried to maintain her composure. The click of her heels against the marble steps echoed through the vast hall, a staccato rhythm that only seemed to accentuate her nervousness.

As she neared the bottom, Maya's gaze darted between the ornate fixtures surrounding her and the impassive face of the old man waiting below. The portraits on the walls seemed to watch her with judging eyes, the decadent and ornate clothing of their subjects a stark contrast to her simple, revealing uniform. A draught of unknown origin caused her skirt to flutter dangerously, and she barely suppressed a gasp as she felt the cool air kiss her exposed thighs.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, Maya's heels touched the polished marble of the ground floor. She stood before the old man, her chest rising and falling rapidly with shallow breaths, her hands instinctively smoothing down her skirt. To her surprise and relief, he made no comment about her appearance, his expression remaining as implacable as ever.

"Very good, Miss Lindberg," he said, his tone clipped and professional. "Now that you're properly attired, I'll be taking my leave for the weekend."

Maya blinked in confusion. "You're… leaving?" she asked, her voice small. She stared at the old man in disbelief, her mind reeling. "But I thought… aren't you…?"

The butler's eyebrows arched ever so slightly, a flicker of amusement passing across his otherwise stoic features. "Miss Lindberg, you appear to be labouring under a misapprehension. I am not your employer. I am your employer’s butler. The master of the house is in his study. He may check on your progress from time to time, but you are not to disturb him unless it is absolutely necessary. I shall be reviewing your handiwork on his behalf upon my return."

Maya felt her cheeks flush even deeper, mortified by her mistake. Of course this man wasn't her employer. How could she have been so naïve? The emails she’d received certainly hadn’t read as if they’d been written by someone more suited to the Victorian era. Now that she thought about it, she very much doubted this man had ever operated a computer in his life. She opened her mouth to apologise, but the butler was already turning away.

"Your cleaning supplies are in the closet just off the scullery," he said over his shoulder as he strode towards the front door. "I trust you'll find everything in order. Good day, Miss Lindberg."

And with that, he was gone, leaving Maya alone in the vast, silent entrance hall.

What the fuck is a “scullery”?

For a moment, she simply stood there, frozen in place, the absurdity of her situation washing over her. Here she was, dressed in what could only honestly be described as a fetishised pastiche of a maid's costume, about to spend the weekend cleaning a mansion for a mysterious employer she had yet to meet, for a fee she could barely believe. The preposterous nature of it all threatened to overwhelm her.

Taking a deep breath, Maya squared her shoulders and searched for this “scullery”, her heels clicking against the marble floor. To her relief, she soon realised that many of the doors in this building bore brass plaques, designating their purpose. It wasn’t long before she found the “scullery”, discovering in that moment that it was just a small kitchen. Why didn’t he just say “kitchen” then? she grumbled to herself. She located the supply closet easily enough and gathered what she needed—a feather duster, various polishes and cleaning solutions, some rags of various materials, and a small bucket to carry them all.

As she moved from room to room, setting about her work, Maya couldn't help but remain acutely aware of her appearance. The mansion seemed to be full of reflective surfaces—ornate mirrors, polished silver, gleaming windows—and everywhere she turned, she caught glimpses of herself. Each time, the sight made her cheeks burn anew.

In the grand dining room, as she reached upwards to dust a high shelf, her form was reflected in a wall-length mirror to her right. The action caused her skirt to rise, revealing the lacy tops of her stockings and the tantalising strip of bare skin above them. She quickly lowered her arms, tugging at the hem of her dress. She was alone, but for some reason that did little to make her feel any less self-conscious.

Later, as she polished the bannister of the grand staircase, she again caught sight of herself in a decorative brass plate across the hall. The angle gave her a clear view down her own cleavage, her breasts pushed up and together by the tight bodice. She shifted uncomfortably, trying to adjust the dress, but it seemed determined to maintain its provocative fit.

In the library, Maya found herself constantly distracted by her reflection in the glass-fronted bookcases. As she moved between the shelves, dusting the countless leather-bound tomes, she couldn't help but notice how the dress hugged her curves, how it accentuated the swell of her hips and the narrowness of her waist. The short skirt swished with every movement, offering tantalizing glimpses of her stocking tops and the pale flesh above.

In the conservatory, surrounded by lush plants and gleaming glass, Maya found herself reflected from every angle. As she watered the exotic flowers, she couldn't escape the sight of her own body. The sunlight streaming through the windows made the sheer fabric of her stockings even more transparent, highlighting the shape of her legs. When she bent to tend to a lower plant, she saw in the reflection how the garter straps strained against her thighs, how the short skirt barely managed to covered her bottom.

Later, as she dusted a collection of antique vases in the drawing room, another gilded mirror denied her any reprieve. The image startled her—she hardly recognised herself. The uniform had transformed her usually modest figure into something almost wanton. The cinched waist, the push-up effect of the bodice, her long legs emphasised by the high heels—it was like looking at a stranger. In that moment, thinking of that figure looking back at her as a stranger, Maya did have to admit that what she saw was objectively alluring.

Even in the hallways, she couldn't escape her own image. Ornamental mirrors and shiny suits of armour reflected glimpses of her as she moved about. Each flash of leg, each bounce of her breasts as her heels clicked on the hard floor, each accidental peek of the frills of her underwear as she bent or stretched—all were captured and thrown back at her, a constant reminder of her exposed state. A constant reminder that this wasn’t, in fact, some alluring stranger. This was Maya Lindberg, a student of ancient languages just looking to make a quick buck to ensure her future in this country, a student who, until this morning, rarely wore anything more exciting than jeans and a hoodie. She felt relieved to be alone.

That relief would be short-lived.

∞∞∞

As Maya moved into one of the living areas, she found herself faced with an impressive mahogany writing desk. Its intricately carved legs and gleaming surface spoke of both age and quality. She ran her hand along the smooth wood, marvelling at its craftsmanship, before noticing a thin layer of dust at the skirting board beneath it. With a sigh, she realised she'd need to get down on her hands and knees to properly clean underneath.

Gingerly lowering herself to the plush Persian rug, Maya was all too aware of how her skirt rode up as she positioned herself on all fours. She reached for the small dustpan and brush she'd brought with her, stretching forward to sweep beneath the desk. The action caused her skirt to hitch up even further, exposing the full curve of her behind, stretching the delicate lace of her underwear taut against it.

As she worked, she couldn't shake the feeling of vulnerability that was washing over her. The position left her feeling exposed and defenceless. She tried to focus on the task at hand, methodically sweeping the accumulated dust and debris into neat piles.

It was then that she felt it—a prickling sensation at the back of her neck, as if someone were watching her. The hairs on her arms stood on end, and a shiver ran down her spine. She froze, brush hovering mid-sweep, suddenly hyperaware of her surroundings.

There was someone behind her.

Panic surged through Maya's body as she took in the full extent of her compromising position. Her ass was fully on display, the flimsy lace of her underwear doing little to preserve her modesty. How long had they been standing there, silently observing her?

Mortified, Maya scrambled to turn around, desperate to cover herself. In her haste, she misjudged the distance between herself and the desk, smacking her head against its sturdy edge with a resounding thud.

"Ow!" she cried out, more from shock than pain, her hand flying to the sore spot on her scalp.

As she finally managed to right herself, tugging frantically at her skirt, she looked up from her position seated on the floor to see a man standing in the doorway, silhouetted against the light streaming in from the hallway. He stepped forward, revealing himself, and Maya's eyes widened in shocked recognition.

He was a man of about her age. He was a man casually dressed considering their surroundings. He was… Alexander. What the hell? Her embarrassment was suddenly multiplied. It wasn't just that someone had seen her in that position. Much worse than that, it was someone she actually knew. A university classmate no less!

Maya's mouth fell open in shock, her cheeks burning a deep shade of crimson. Alexander Carmichael stood before her, his dark eyes traveling slowly over her form, taking in every detail of her compromising position. He was dressed in his usual attire—a crisp white polo shirt that clung to his athletic frame, designer jeans, and expensive-looking loafers. The casual elegance of his outfit stood in stark contrast to Maya's revealing uniform, adding to her sense of exposure.

"Well, well," Alexander drawled, a smirk playing at the corners of his mouth. "This is certainly a surprise. I wouldn’t have guessed from your exquisite conjugation of Latin verbs that you’d been hiding more… practical skills."

Maya scrambled to her feet, her hands frantically smoothing down her skirt. The high heels made her wobble slightly, and she had to steady herself against the desk. "A-Alexander," she stammered, her voice barely above a whisper. "What are you doing here?"

He chuckled, the sound low and rich, sending an involuntary shiver down Maya's spine. "I could ask you the same thing, Lindberg. Though I must say, your outfit does give me a pretty good idea." His eyes raked over her again, taking in the expanse of her legs, exposed by the short skirt, before lingering on her pale cleavage.

Maya felt as if she might spontaneously combust from embarrassment. She crossed her arms over her chest, trying to shield herself from his appraising gaze. "It's not… I'm just… It's a job," she managed to get out, her usual eloquence deserting her entirely.

"A job?" Alexander's eyebrow arched, his tone dripping with amusement. "And here I thought you were just indulging in some very specific roleplay." He took a step closer, and Maya instinctively backed up, her bottom hitting the edge of the desk. "Though I must say, if you were looking for work, I'm sure there are less… compromising options available. Unless, of course, this is exactly the kind of job you were hoping for?"

The insinuation in his words made Maya's stomach flip. "No!" she exclaimed, her voice coming out louder than she’d intended. "It's not like that at all. I just… I needed the money, and this was the only thing available that paid enough."

Alexander's smirk widened. "Ah, I see. So you're willing to do anything for the right price, is that it?"

Maya felt tears pricking at the corners of her eyes. This was humiliating. Of all the people who could have caught her like this… She felt her cheeks burn even hotter, a mixture of anger and shame coursing through her.

"That's not what I meant and you know it," she snapped, finding her voice at last. "Now, I’m asking you again. What are you doing here?"

“I live here,” he replied flatly. “I guess my parents must have hired you to replace the last maid. She left ever so suddenly. Just couldn’t hack it, I suppose.”

Maya’s heart sank, but she soon asserted herself. “I need to speak to the master of the house,” she demanded, recalling the phrase the butler had left her with.

Alexander's smirk faltered for a moment, a flicker of something—surprise? respect?—passing across his face before his usual arrogant expression reasserted itself.

"Fair enough," he conceded with a shrug. "I’ll go get him. Though I must say, I'm curious about what exactly this 'work' entails. Surely it can't just be dusting and polishing, not in that getup."

Maya bristled at his implication. "That's exactly what it is," she insisted. "Just cleaning. Nothing more."

"Is that so?" Alexander's eyes glinted mischievously. "Well then, don't let me stop you. By all means, continue with your… duties."

As he exited the room, Maya’s shoulders slumped, her whole posture sagging slightly, revealing to her just how tensed up she had become during their exchange. She noticed a thin sheen of sweat was beading on her upper lip, and a pink flush had spread across her chest. Even before she had fully taken in the physical state she had been left in, Alexander returned to the doorway. Maya was beyond annoyed.

"Where is he?” she demanded, her voice tinged with frustration. “You said you’d get the master of the house."

Alexander leaned against the doorframe, his posture relaxed and confident. "I did" he began, his tone patronising, "I'm afraid there's been a slight misunderstanding. You see, my parents are almost always away. Business trips, charity galas, extended vacations—you name it. In their absence, I am the master of the house."

Maya's eyes widened in disbelief. "You?" she sputtered. "But… that's not possible. You're just a student, like me."

He chuckled, the sound low and rich. "Oh, I'm a student, yes. But I'm also the sole heir to this estate and everything that comes with it. When my parents are away, which is more often than not, I'm in charge. And right now, that means you work for me."

The realisation hit Maya like a ton of bricks. Her mind raced, trying to process this new information. The job offer, the emails, the ridiculous uniform—it all suddenly made sense. Alexander had been behind it all. Maya felt a surge of anger and humiliation wash over her.

"You… you planned this?" she stammered, her voice trembling with a mixture of rage and embarrassment. "Was this some kind of sick joke to you?"

Alexander's smirk softened slightly, but his eyes still danced with amusement. "Not a joke, no. Let's call it… an opportunity. For both of us."

Maya's brow furrowed in confusion. "What do you mean?"

He took a step closer, his gaze intense. "I've seen you in class, Maya. Always so prim and proper, always with the right answer. I couldn't help but wonder what was beneath that studious exterior." His eyes raked over her figure once more. "But now I know."

Maya felt her cheeks burn even hotter. She opened her mouth to protest, but Alexander continued.

"As for you, well, you said it yourself. You needed the money. And I'm offering you a lot of it." He paused, his expression growing serious. "The job is real, Maya. The pay is real. All you have to do is what you came to do.”

He leaned against the doorframe, crossing his arms over his chest, making it clear he had no intention of leaving. Maya stood frozen, caught between her desperate need for money and the mortification of having to continue cleaning while Alexander watched.

"Well?" he prompted when she didn't move. "I thought you were here to work. Or are you planning to just stand around all day?"

Maya gritted her teeth, fighting back the urge to tell him exactly where he could shove his condescending attitude. Instead, she took a deep breath and turned back to the desk, determined to ignore his presence as best she could.

She picked up her feather duster and began to work on the desk's surface, hyper-aware of Alexander's gaze on her. As she reached across to dust the far corner, she felt her skirt ride up again. She quickly straightened, tugging it back down, but not before catching Alexander's appreciative glance in her peripheral vision.

"You missed a spot," he commented casually, pointing to a small area near the centre of the desk.

Maya shot him a glare but leaned forward to address the alleged missed spot anyway. As she did so, she felt a cool breeze across her backside and realised with horror that her skirt had risen up again, undoubtedly giving Alexander another eyeful of her lacy underwear.

She whirled around, face blazing, to find Alexander's eyes firmly fixed on her rear. He didn't even have the decency to look ashamed when she caught him staring.

"You're doing this on purpose," she accused, her voice trembling with a mixture of anger and embarrassment.

Alexander's lips curled into a smug grin. "I'm not doing anything, Lindberg. You're the one putting on the show."

Maya felt her anger rising, ready to snap back at Alexander's smug remark. But as she opened her mouth, she caught herself. This job, as humiliating as it was turning out to be, was her only chance to stay in London and continue her studies. She couldn't afford to lose it, even if it meant swallowing her pride.

Taking a deep breath, Maya steadied herself. "Look," she began, her voice calmer than she felt, "I understand this situation is… unusual. But I'm here to do a job, and I intend to do it well. If you could just… give me some space to work, I'd appreciate it."

Alexander's eyebrows rose slightly, seemingly surprised by her composed response. For a moment, he said nothing, his dark eyes studying her intently. Maya held his gaze, refusing to back down despite the fierce blush still colouring her cheeks.

Finally, Alexander's lips quirked into a small smile—not his usual smirk, but something that almost looked like respect. "Alright," he conceded, straightening up from his position against the doorframe. "I'll leave you to it. But just so you know, I'll be around. This is my home, after all.”

With that, he turned and walked away, his footsteps echoing down the hallway. Maya let out a shaky breath she hadn't realised she'd been holding. Her heart was pounding. She took a moment to compose herself, smoothing down her skirt and adjusting the bodice of her dress.

∞∞∞

Despite Alexander's departure, Maya couldn't shake the feeling of being watched. Every creak of the old house, every whisper of wind against the windows, made her jump. She tried to focus on her work, methodically dusting and polishing the ornate furniture in the room.

As she moved from the study to the grand lounge, Maya felt a bit more at ease. The room was vast, with high ceilings and large windows that let in streams of afternoon sunlight. The warm glow made the space feel less imposing, almost cozy despite its grandeur.

She set about her tasks, starting with the intricate carvings on the fireplace mantel. The feather duster proved ineffective against the accumulated grime, so she retrieved a soft cloth and some polish from her cleaning supplies. As she worked, she found herself becoming absorbed in the task, admiring the craftsmanship of the ornate designs beneath her fingertips.

So engrossed was she in her work that she didn't immediately notice when Alexander entered the room. It wasn't until she heard the soft rustle of pages that she realised she was, once again, no longer alone. Maya turned, startled, to find Alexander settled comfortably in a plush armchair, an old leather-bound book open in his lap.

He didn't look up as she turned, his eyes seemingly focused on the pages before him. But Maya couldn't shake the feeling that his presence was deliberate, that despite his apparent absorption in his book, he was acutely aware of her every move.

Trying to ignore him, Maya returned to her cleaning. She moved on to the large mirror above the fireplace, stretching up on her tiptoes to reach the top edge. As she did so, she recalled from her earlier reflections what she must look like now. She felt the cool air caress the soft skin of her thighs, now exposed above her stocking tops. In the mirror, she could see Alexander behind her, still seated, book still in hand, but his eyes now clearly fixed on that tantalising area of pale flesh between stockings and skirt.

Maya quickly lowered her arms, tugging her skirt back into place. She glanced over her shoulder, but Alexander had already returned his gaze to his book, a small smirk playing at the corners of his mouth.

Flustered, Maya moved on to dusting the numerous picture frames and knick-knacks adorning the side tables, painfully aware of Alexander's presence. Though he was careful to maintain an appearance of being engrossed in his book, she could feel his eyes on her whenever she bent over or reached up high. The short skirt of her uniform left her feeling constantly exposed. The weight of his gaze sent shivers down her spine. She burned with embarrassment. But some other heat was beginning to build inside her too… a heat she wasn't quite ready to admit to.

She moved to clean a tall bookcase, stretching up on her tiptoes again to reach the top shelf. As she did so, she felt the now familiar sensation of her skirt rising up, exposing the full length of her stocking-clad legs. In the reflection of a nearby mirror, she caught a glimpse of Alexander. His book was forgotten in his lap, his dark eyes fixed intently on her form.

Maya's cheeks burned, but this time she didn't immediately move to cover herself. Instead, in spite of herself, she found that she lingered in that position, feeling the cool air on her exposed skin. Her heart raced, not just with embarrassment now, but with a growing… excitement. She shifted slightly, ostensibly to reach a particularly dusty corner, but—if she was being honest with herself—was it really because she knew what it would do to her attire? Her skirt rode up even higher, exposing the frills of her thin, white knickers as they clung to her taut curves.

As she lowered herself back down, she chanced another glance at Alexander. His gaze was heated, his lips slightly parted. Maya felt a warmth bloom in her core, a tingling sensation that spread through her body. She was shocked to realise it, and slow to admit it, but it was undeniable. She was becoming aroused by her exposure. She was enjoying being the object of Alexander’s attention.

Moving to another section of the room, Maya bent to polish a low coffee table. Instead of adjusting her posture to preserve her modesty as she had done before, she found herself arching her back slightly, accentuating the curve of her spine, emphasising her long, straight legs and raised behind.

The room felt warmer all of a sudden. Or… perhaps it was just her. A light sheen of sweat once again glistened on her skin—though not from exasperation this time—making the tight fabric of her dress cling even more closely to her body. As she worked, she became aware that her nipples were hardening, pressing visibly against the thin material of her bodice. She was fully conscious of their visibility, but—for some reason—that no longer seemed to trouble her.

Maya's movements became ever more fluid, almost sensual, as she continued her tasks. She found herself purposely dropping her cleaning cloth, bending slowly to retrieve it, aware of the show she was putting on. God, she thought, That was how he had described it. And now that’s exactly what I’m doing.

She could hear the occasional intake of breath from Alexander as she continued to emphasise her motions, as she continued to emphasise herself. The air between them seemed to crackle with tension now. Maya's initial embarrassment had transformed into a heady mix of excitement and arousal. She felt powerful, desirable. Every glance from Alexander sent a thrill through her body, stoking the fire building within her.

As she moved to clean a mirror, Maya caught sight of herself. Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes bright with excitement. The uniform, which had initially made her feel so exposed and vulnerable, now seemed to empower her. She admired the way it hugged her curves, the way it made her legs look impossibly long. Her visibly erect nipples seemed to accent the ensemble perfectly.

Turning slightly, she pretended to adjust her stockings, running her hands slowly up her legs. She heard a slight shifting from Alexander's direction and couldn't suppress a small, satisfied smile. She wondered if she was making him uncomfortable, just like he had made her. The thought exhilarated her more than she would have expected.

Maya's newfound confidence surged through her as she continued her cleaning duties, each movement now unabashedly sensual. She swayed her hips as she walked, allowing the short skirt to swish tantalisingly around her thighs. When she reached to dust an ornament, she arched her back purposefully, pushing her chest forward, elongating her body and accentuating her curves.

Alexander, seemingly unable to maintain his seated position in the armchair, moved to the nearby sofa. He stretched out, long legs crossed at the ankles, still holding his book, still pretending to read it. But his dark eyes followed Maya's every move, drinking in the sight of her.

Emboldened by his obvious interest, Maya decided to push her luck even further. She noticed a tall lamp standing just behind the sofa where Alexander reclined. Perfect, she thought, a mischievous glint in her eye.

With exaggerated care, Maya approached the sofa. "Excuse me," she murmured, her voice low and breathy. "I need to get to that lamp."

Alexander raised an eyebrow but said nothing, merely shifting slightly to allow her access. Maya stepped close, then leaned over him, reaching for the lamp. As she did so, she made sure to position herself so that her cleavage was directly in his line of sight.

The tight bodice of her dress pushed her breasts together, creating a deep valley of soft, pale flesh. As she leaned forward, she could feel Alexander’s increasingly laboured exhalations brush against her bare chest.

Maya took her time with the lamp, her movements slow and deliberate. She could hear Alexander's breathing quicken, could almost feel the heat of his gaze on her exposed skin. Yet he remained still, stubbornly pretending to ignore her proximity.

He remained resolute, his eyes fixed firmly on the book in his hands, though Maya could see that his knuckles had turned white, so tightly was he gripping it. She could see the rapid rise and fall of his chest, the pulse visibly throbbing in his neck. As she finished with the lamp, she glanced further down his body. Evidently, her nipples weren’t the only things that had hardened.

Maya stepped back from the lamp, her eyes locking with Alexander's. The intensity of his gaze sent a shiver down her spine. She could see the desire burning in his dark eyes, barely contained behind a thin veneer of composure. The room felt electric, charged with unspoken tension. She could barely believe what she had decided to do, but the sight of his stiffness, combined with her own undeniable excitement, had pushed her to the point of no return.

"Well," Maya said softly, her voice low and sultry, "I believe I've cleaned almost everything in this room now." She paused, her eyes deliberately trailing down Alexander's body before meeting his gaze once more. "But there is one more thing that could use a good… polishing."

Alexander's breath caught audibly in his throat. His usual cocky demeanour seemed to falter for a moment as he realised the implication of her words. Maya felt a surge of satisfaction at having thrown him off balance.

"I pride myself on being thorough," Maya continued, taking a small step closer. "Would you like me to be… comprehensive with my work?"

Alexander swallowed hard, his Adam's apple bobbing visibly. For a moment, he seemed almost nervous, their roles now reversed from earlier. But then his eyes darkened with hunger, and he nodded slowly.

"Yes," he said, his voice husky with desire. "I insist on thoroughness."

Maya's heart raced as she closed the remaining distance between them. She leaned over Alexander, her hands coming to rest on his thighs. She could feel the heat of his skin through the fabric of his jeans, could see the rapid rise and fall of his chest.

With deliberate slowness, Maya reached for his zipper. The sound of it lowering seemed impossibly loud in the quiet room. Alexander's breath hitched as her fingers brushed against the growing bulge in his jeans.

Maya's fingers trembled slightly as she reached into Alexander's pants, gently grasping his hardened length. She slowly extracted it, impressed by its size and shocked by its heat. Taking an unused cloth from her cleaning supplies, she maintained her charade, playing the part of the dutiful maid.

"Well then," she murmured, her voice low and breathy, "Let's get you nice and polished."

She began to run the soft cloth along his length, her movements slow and deliberate. Alexander's breath caught as she worked, his hips shifting restlessly beneath her ministrations. Maya's own breath quickened as she felt him twitch and pulse in her hand, reacting to her touch.

As she continued her gentle strokes, Maya found herself leaning closer, mesmerised by the sight before her. Almost unconsciously, she licked her lips, gathering moisture. Before she could second-guess herself, she lowered her head and let a drop of saliva fall from her lips onto his sensitive tip.

Alexander gasped at the sensation, his hands clenching at his sides. Encouraged by his reaction, Maya began to use her saliva to aid in her "polishing”, discarding the cloth now, her fingers gliding smoothly over his saliva-slickened flesh, paying special attention to his swollen head, rubbing small circles with the pad of her thumb.

As she worked, Maya felt an insistent heat building within her core. The thin fabric of her lacy underwear did little to conceal the growing dampness between her thighs. Her nipples strained against the tight bodice of her dress, aching to be touched.

Unable to resist any longer, Maya abandoned all pretence. In one fluid motion, she straddled Alexander, her knees sinking into the plush cushions on either side of his chest. She hovered above him, her skirt high around her waist, the heat of her excitement mere inches from his face. Alexander's eyes widened as he took in the sight before him—Maya's smooth, stocking-clad thighs framing his view, the delicate lace of her underwear barely concealing her most intimate areas. He had little time to drink in this heavenly view, however, before his attention was rapidly redirected.

Maya leaned forward, her lips parting as she took Alexander into her mouth. She savoured the warmth and saltiness of his skin, the musky scent of his arousal. She swirled her tongue around his sensitive tip, teasing and tantalising as she gradually took him deeper. Alexander's low groans and the vibrations that rumbled through his body only spurred her on further.

With each rise and fall of her head, she increased the pressure and speed, taking him in fully with every downward thrust. As she pleasured him, Maya felt Alexander's firm hands caressing her thighs, his fingertips tracing patterns on her soft skin, his thumbs hitching inside the hem of her underwear. His touch sent electric waves of pleasure through her body, making her moan around him.

Suddenly, she felt him tug on her hips, pulling her closer to his face. With deft fingers, he pushed aside the damp lace of her knickers, baring her now eager lips to his hungry gaze. A hot breath ghosted over her exposed flesh moments before his tongue made contact. Maya gasped around Alexander’s cock. She squirmed against his mouth as he expertly licked and sucked at her most sensitive spots. The dual sensations of pleasuring him while being pleasured herself were almost overwhelming. She redoubled her efforts, taking him deeper into her throat as she felt waves of pleasure course through her body.

Their moans mingled together, muffled by their intimate connection. Maya could feel Alexander's hot breath against her sensitive flesh as he panted between licks. His hands gripped her thighs tightly, pulling her closer as if he couldn't get enough, his tongue finding its way deep inside her.

Saliva dripped down Alexander's length as Maya bobbed her head enthusiastically. The wet sounds of their lovemaking filled the room. Occasionally, Maya had to come up for air, gasping as Alexander hit a particularly sensitive spot, her eyes watering. In those moments, she stroked him firmly with her hand, not wanting to leave him bereft of stimulation for even a second.

Feeling bold, Maya shifted her position slightly. She worked her way down his length, planting wet, open-mouthed kisses along his shaft before moving lower still. Her tongue darted out to lap at his balls, already slick with her saliva. Alexander groaned deeply at this new sensation, the vibrations traveling through Maya's core.

She took one into her mouth, sucking gently as her hand continued to work his shaft. Alexander's hips bucked involuntarily at the intense pleasure. Not to be outdone, he redoubled his own efforts, his tongue now swirling around Maya's most sensitive bud.

The feeling of Alexander's hot mouth on her combined with the musky taste of him on her tongue sent Maya spiralling towards the edge. Her thighs began to tremble as heat coiled tightly in her belly. Alexander seemed to sense her building climax and increased the pressure and speed of his efforts.

Maya couldn't hold back any longer. With a low moan, she took Alexander's length back into her mouth, engulfing him fully. As she did so, her climax crashed over her in waves of ecstasy. Her thighs quivered uncontrollably as she ground herself against Alexander's face, riding out her orgasm.

Alexander's tongue continued its relentless assault, drawing out her pleasure. Maya's cries of ecstasy were muffled by his thick shaft filling her mouth. She sucked him harder, her cheeks hollowing as she took him deeper, wanting him to experience the same intense pleasure she was feeling.

As the aftershocks of her orgasm rippled through her body, Maya redoubled her efforts. She bobbed her head faster, taking him to the back of her throat with each downward motion. Her hand worked in tandem with her mouth, twisting slightly as it glided up and down his saliva-slicked shaft.

Alexander's hips began to buck erratically, his groans growing louder and more urgent. Maya could feel him swelling even further in her mouth. She knew he was close. She maintained her pace, her tongue swirling around his sensitive tip each time she pulled back. Suddenly, she heard the first words for what felt like hours now.

“Not yet,” came Alexander’s strained voice.

She understood. Why end this just yet?

Swinging her leg over his head, Maya briefly returned to her feet before straddling Alexander once more, this time above his fervent tumescence. She leaned forward, her lips hovering tantalisingly close to his. She could feel his ragged breath on her skin, see the barely contained desire burning in his eyes.

Slowly, deliberately, she lowered herself onto him, gasping softly as she felt his hardness press against her through the thin lace of her underwear.

Alexander groaned, his hips bucking involuntarily. "Maya," he breathed, his voice strained with need. "Please…"

She silenced him with a kiss, deep and passionate. Her tongue sought his, tasting him, tasting herself on him, exploring. As they kissed, Maya began to move her hips, grinding against him in slow, teasing circles. The friction sent waves of pleasure through her body, and she could feel Alexander's length twitching anew beneath her.

Breaking the kiss, Maya sat up straight, her hands moving to the zipper at the back of her dress. With agonising slowness, she began to lower it, maintaining eye contact with Alexander the entire time. As the tight fabric loosened, she shook her shoulders ever so slightly, allowing the top of the dress to fall away, exposing her breasts to his hungry gaze.

Alexander's eyes widened, his hands instinctively reaching for her. Maya sighed with pleasure as he cupped her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her hardened nipples. She arched into his touch, her head falling backwards, her long brown hair cascading down her newly exposed back.

"God, you're beautiful," Alexander murmured, his voice filled with awe and desire.

Maya smiled, a mix of shyness and newfound confidence playing across her features. She reached down between them, gently grasping his length once more. With her other hand, she pushed aside the damp lace of her underwear, and positioned him delicately, her wet lips kissing his impatient head.

Their eyes locked as Maya slowly lowered herself onto him, gasping as she felt him stretch and fill her. Alexander's hands tightened on her breasts, a low moan escaping his lips as he was enveloped in her wet heat.

For a moment, they remained still, both adjusting to the sensation. Then, Maya began to move, rising and falling in a steady rhythm. Alexander met her movements in lockstep, thrusting up into her as she came down.

The room filled with the sounds of their pleasure—soft moans, gasps, and the rustle of fabric as they moved together. Maya's hands braced against Alexander's chest, feeling the rapid beating of his heart beneath her palms.

As their pace quickened, Maya felt the familiar tension building within her. She could tell Alexander was close too, his movements becoming more erratic. She began to rock her hips, grinding on his girth as he remained deep inside her. He shifted his grip to her hips, helping her maintain the motion.

"Alexander," she gasped, her voice breathy and urgent. "I'm… I'm going to…"

"Yes," he growled, one hand moving to where they were joined, his thumb finding her sensitive bundle of nerves. "Come for me, Maya."

Maya gasped as Alexander sent sparks of pleasure through her body. She ground down harder, feeling him impossibly deep inside her. His other hand gripped her hip tightly, guiding her movements as she rode him with increasing urgency.

"Oh god, Alexander," she moaned, her head falling back as the tension coiled tighter within her. Her inner walls clenched around him rhythmically as she neared her peak.

Alexander watched her in awe, mesmerised by the sight of her writhing above him, her breasts bouncing with each thrust. Her body trembled around him, her breath coming in short pants.

"That's it," he encouraged, his voice low and husky. "Let go for me, Maya."

His words pushed her over the edge. “Jag kommer,” she cried out as her orgasm washed over her, waves of ecstasy pulsing through her body. Her back arched. Her breasts pushed forward. They jiggled adorably as she shuddered in pleasure.

As she came down from her high, Maya leaned forward, her forehead resting against Alexander's. Their breath mingled as they panted together. She could feel him still hard inside her, twitching with need.

"Alexander," she whispered, her lips brushing his as she spoke. "I want you to come inside me."

A low groan escaped him at her words. He didn’t need to be told twice. In one fluid motion, he wrapped a strong arm around her bare back, pulling her close. His other hand moved to her ass, slipping beneath her lacy underwear to squeeze the firm flesh of her cheek. He took her left breast into his mouth, his tongue swirling around her nipple. Maya gasped, arching into him as new sensations of pleasure coursed through her.

Holding her tight, Alexander began to thrust up into her with renewed vigour. The new angle allowed him to hit spots deep inside her that made Maya see stars. She clung to him, her nails digging into his shoulders as he pummelled into her relentlessly.

The room filled with amorous sounds anew—breathless moans, whispered encouragements, and now the forceful, rhythmic beating of flesh on flesh. Maya could feel another orgasm building, the coil of pleasure tightening low in her belly.

"Ja, Ja," she chanted, her voice rising in pitch as she neared her peak once more. "Alexander, again… I'm going to-"

"Yes," he growled against her breast, pistoning into her ever faster. "Come with me, Maya."

With one final, powerful thrust, Alexander buried himself to the hilt inside her. Maya felt him pulse as he came, flooding her with his warmth. The sensation pushed her over the edge once more, and she cried out as her own orgasm crashed over her.

They clung to each other, shuddering through the aftershocks of their shared climax. Maya collapsed onto Alexander's chest, both of them panting heavily as they slowly came down. For several long moments, they simply lay there entwined, still joined together, their hearts racing in tandem as they each caught their breath.

Alexander's arms wrapped around Maya's waist, holding her close as their breathing slowly returned to normal. She nuzzled into the crook of his neck, inhaling his musky scent, now mixed with the aroma of their sweat and pleasure. A contented sigh escaped her lips.

"Well," Alexander finally spoke, his voice still husky with lingering desire, "I'd say that was a job very well done, Miss Lindberg."

Maya couldn't help but giggle, the absurdity of their situation hitting her all at once. Here she was, half-naked and thoroughly ravished, straddling the lap of a man she'd considered an arrogant prick just hours ago.

"I do pride myself on being thorough," she quipped back, lifting her head to meet his gaze with a coy smile.

Alexander chuckled, his hands sliding up her bare back to tangle in her dishevelled hair. "Indeed you do," he murmured, pulling her in for a slow, languid kiss.

As they kissed, Maya became acutely aware of their state of undress—or rather, their state of partial dress. Her uniform was bunched around her waist, her breasts still exposed and pressed against Alexander's fully clothed chest. She could feel him softening inside her, their combined fluids beginning to seep out onto his lap.

With a reluctant sigh, Maya broke the kiss and moved to disentangle herself from Alexander. As she stood, she felt suddenly self-conscious again, tugging at her skirt in a futile attempt to cover herself.

Alexander watched her with hooded eyes, making no move to fix his own dishevelled state. "You know," he drawled, a mischievous glint in his eye, "there are still quite a few rooms that haven’t been seen to. And I'm a firm believer in being comprehensive."

Maya felt a blush creep up her cheeks, but she couldn't deny the thrill that ran through her at his words. "Is that so?" she replied, trying to keep her voice steady. "Well, I suppose I'd better get back to work then."

As she bent to retrieve her cleaning supplies, she made sure to give Alexander an enticing view. His sharp intake of breath told her the effect was not lost on him.

"Although," she added, straightening up and casting a coy glance over her shoulder, "I might need some… assistance. To reach those hard-to-clean places, you understand."

Alexander's grin was positively wolfish as he rose to his feet, hastily tucking himself back into his pants. "Oh, I'd be more than happy to assist," he purred, stepping close behind her. His hands came to rest on her hips, pulling her flush against him. "After all, cleanliness is next to godliness."

Maya shivered as she felt his breath hot against her neck. "Well then," she murmured, pressing back against him teasingly, "shall we start with the bedroom?"

Alexander's low chuckle sent vibrations through her body. "Lead the way, Miss Lindberg."

As they made their way out of the lounge, Maya couldn't help but reflect on how drastically her day—and her fortunes—had changed. What had started as a mortifying ordeal had transformed into something altogether thrilling. She still needed the money, of course, but now… well, now she had found an entirely new reason to look forward to her weekend work.

With a coy smile, she led Alexander up the grand staircase, her hips swaying enticingly with each step. The weekend was still young, and there were indeed still many rooms in need of a thorough… cleaning.
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