
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter One: Initiation

The morning Sienna Kovalchuk turned eighteen, her mother handed her a cream-colored envelope with the municipal seal embossed in burgundy wax. No explanation. Just the envelope pressed into Sienna's palm while they stood in the kitchen that still smelled like burnt toast and her father's cologne—woodsmoke and bergamot, even though he'd been dead three years. Her mother's hand trembled slightly when she pulled away, and that tremor said more than words ever could.

Inside the envelope: a single card printed on heavy stock that smelled faintly of cedar and something else, something organic and warm that made Sienna's stomach flip in a way she didn't want to examine too closely. The words were embossed in that same burgundy ink: You are cordially invited to serve at the Harvest House. Report to 1447 Mulberry Lane at sunset on your eighteenth birthday. Attire will be provided. Attendance is mandatory.

Sienna had heard whispers about the Harvest House her entire life, the way you hear about anything in a town as small as Millbrook—fragments of conversation caught in grocery store aisles, her older cousin's nervous laughter when the subject came up at Thanksgiving, the way Mrs. Chen at the library would get this distant look in her eyes whenever someone mentioned it. Every girl in Millbrook knew the basics: it was where you went when you came of age, where you spent exactly one year in "civic service," and where you earned enough money to pay for college, a house, or whatever future you wanted to build. But the specifics? Those stayed locked behind the Harvest House's iron gates and the tight lips of every woman who'd served there.

Her best friend Margot had gone in last spring—walked through those gates the day after her eighteenth birthday with her shoulders squared and her jaw set—and come out twelve months later with a check for two hundred thousand dollars and a look in her eyes that Sienna couldn't quite parse. Not traumatized. Not exactly happy either. Something in between. Satisfied, maybe. Sated. Like she'd discovered a secret about herself and decided to keep it.

When Sienna had cornered her in the bathroom at O'Malley's pub two weeks after her release, pressed her against the sink and demanded to know what the hell happened in there, Margot had just smiled—this slow, knowing curve of her mouth that made Sienna's pulse kick up for reasons she didn't want to think about—and said, "You'll see soon enough."

Now sunset painted Mulberry Lane in shades of rust and honey, and Sienna stood before the gates feeling the October cold bite through her thin denim jacket. She should have worn something warmer. Should have eaten something more substantial than the half a granola bar she'd choked down at noon. Should have, should have, should have. Her hands were shaking, and she shoved them deep into her pockets to hide it.

The Harvest House loomed three stories tall, built from gray stone that had probably stood here since before her grandmother was born. Ivy crawled up the eastern wall in thick ropes of green, and warm golden light spilled from the windows, making the whole structure look less like a municipal building and more like something out of a Gothic novel. The kind where the heroine walks into danger willingly and discovers she likes the taste of it.

Sienna's breath misted in the cooling air. Her heart hammered against her ribs so hard she thought it might bruise.

What the hell am I walking into?

The gate swung open before she could knock, smooth and silent on well-oiled hinges.

A woman stood in the doorway—tall, late thirties maybe, with black hair pulled into a severe bun so tight it looked painful and sharp cheekbones that could cut glass. She wore a charcoal suit tailored so precisely it looked painted on, the jacket nipped at her waist and the pencil skirt ending just above her knees. Her heels were black stilettos, at least four inches, and somehow she made standing in them look effortless. Her eyes were the color of cold steel, and they swept over Sienna with the kind of clinical assessment usually reserved for livestock at auction.

"Sienna Kovalchuk," the woman said. Not a question. Her voice was smooth and cultured, with just the faintest hint of an accent Sienna couldn't place. "I'm Madame Reeves. I run the Harvest House. You're right on time."

"I—yeah. I got the invitation." Sienna's voice came out smaller than she wanted, and she hated herself for it.

"Of course you did. Every girl in Millbrook receives one on her eighteenth birthday. It's tradition." Madame Reeves stepped aside, gesturing her in with one elegant hand. Her nails were painted deep red, perfectly manicured. "Come. Your orientation begins now, and I don't like to repeat myself."

The interior smelled like beeswax candles and expensive bourbon, with an undertone of something earthier—sweat, maybe, or musk. The kind of smell that clung to sheets after sex, not that Sienna had much experience with that. The foyer stretched high above them, a chandelier glittering with what looked like actual crystals casting fractured light across walls papered in deep burgundy damask. Oil paintings lined the walls, all of them depicting women in various states of repose or ecstasy. Some clothed in silk that clung to their curves, some naked with their heads thrown back and mouths open in silent screams of pleasure. Sienna tried not to stare at one particularly explicit piece—a blonde woman on her knees with her lips wrapped around something just out of frame—but her eyes kept drifting back to it.

Madame Reeves led her down a hallway lined with closed doors, her heels clicking against polished hardwood. Behind one door, Sienna heard a low moan—feminine, drawn-out, almost musical. Behind another, the rhythmic creak of furniture and a man's ragged breathing, guttural and desperate.

Oh. Oh fuck.

"The Harvest House," Madame Reeves said without breaking stride, without even glancing back to see if Sienna was following, "serves a very specific function in our community. Millbrook has an imbalance. Too many men, not enough outlets. Logging town, you understand. Factories. Hard labor. Men who work with their hands all day and come home with needs that have nowhere to go. This creates tension. Aggression. Domestic violence incidents were through the roof sixty years ago. The town council established the Harvest House as a solution."

They descended a staircase into what must have been a basement, though it didn't feel subterranean at all. The walls were finished in warm cherry wood paneling, the floor carpeted in deep burgundy plush that Sienna's boots sank into. More doors lined this hallway—at least a dozen that she could see—and the sounds here were louder, less muffled. No pretense of discretion.

A woman's voice from behind door three: "Oh god, oh god, please don't stop—"

A man's grunt from door seven: "That's it, that's fucking it, take it all—"

The wet slap of flesh on flesh. A shriek that could have been pain or pleasure or both.

Sienna's pulse kicked up. Her mouth had gone dry as bone, tongue stuck to the roof of her mouth. Between her legs, she felt an unwelcome heat starting to build, a slick warmth that made her thighs press together involuntarily.

"You will spend one year here," Madame Reeves continued, her voice as calm as if she were discussing the weather, "working in shifts. Four hours on, eight hours off. Meals provided, private sleeping quarters on the third floor. Your role is simple: you provide relief. Release. You help these men—farmers, factory workers, accountants, teachers, the mayor's son when he's home from college—manage the biological needs that would otherwise fester into something uglier. Prostitution, yes, but sanctioned. Controlled. Safe."

They stopped before a door marked with a brass plaque: Initiation Room 4.

Madame Reeves turned to face her fully, those steel eyes boring into Sienna with an intensity that made her want to look away. She didn't. Wouldn't. Some stubborn part of her refused to flinch first.

"Inside this room is a milking table. Do you know what that is?"

Sienna shook her head, not trusting her voice.

"A massage table with a strategically placed opening. You'll lie face-down on the padded surface, and your breasts will hang through the gap, accessible from below. Men will come in, one at a time, and use you. They won't see your face. You won't see theirs. Anonymity for both parties. Safer that way. Cleaner. Less emotional entanglement." Madame Reeves tilted her head slightly, studying Sienna's face. "You can leave right now. Walk back up those stairs, out the front door, through the gate. No one will stop you. But if you stay, you commit to the full year. No exceptions. And when you're done, when you've served your time, you'll walk out with more money than most people in this town see in a decade. Enough to build whatever life you want, wherever you want to build it."

Use you.

The words should have terrified her. Should have sent her running back up those stairs and out into the October night, consequences be damned. But something hot and curious uncoiled in Sienna's belly instead, something she'd never quite acknowledged in the harsh light of day. She'd always been the good girl. The one who studied hard, kept her legs crossed at parties, turned down every fumbling boy who tried to get her alone in the back of his pickup truck. Honor roll student. Library volunteer. The girl mothers pointed to when they wanted their daughters to have a role model.

But alone in her room late at night, with her hand between her legs and her laptop playing videos she'd never admit to watching, she'd fantasized about exactly this kind of thing. Being used. Being wanted. Being reduced to nothing but sensation and service.

Margot did it. She survived. Hell, she thrived.

Sienna's hand was already reaching for the doorknob before she consciously decided to move.

Madame Reeves smiled—a small, approving curve of her mouth that transformed her severe features into something almost beautiful. "Good girl. You'll do well here."

The Initiation Room was smaller than Sienna expected, maybe twelve feet by twelve feet, lit by warm amber lamps mounted in the corners that cast everything in honeyed shadow. The walls were the same cherry paneling as the hallway, and the air smelled like leather and lemon oil and underneath it all, that same musky scent she'd noticed upstairs. In the center of the room stood the table: padded in buttery caramel-colored leather that looked soft enough to sink into, with adjustable legs that could raise or lower the height and leather straps dangling from the sides. And yes, there it was—a circular opening about eight inches in diameter, positioned exactly where her chest would be if she lay face-down.

Below the opening, the floor had been lowered about two feet, creating a recessed space like a small pit. A cushioned bench sat in that space, positioned so someone could sit comfortably and reach up through the hole with ease.

Oh god. This is real. This is actually happening.

A white silk robe hung on a brass hook near the door, and beside it a small wicker basket. Madame Reeves gestured to them. "Undress completely. Everything. Fold your clothes and place them in the basket. Put on the robe. I'll return in five minutes with your first client. There's water on the side table if you need it."

Then she was gone, door clicking shut with a finality that made Sienna's heart hammer against her ribs like it was trying to break free.

For a long moment—thirty seconds? a minute? time felt strange and stretched—Sienna just stood there, fingers trembling as she unbuttoned her jacket. Her phone buzzed in her back pocket, and she pulled it out to see a text from her mom: Proud of you, sweetheart. You're doing something important for our community. I love you.

Everyone knew. The whole town knew exactly what happened to girls who turned eighteen in Millbrook. They knew, and they sent them anyway, generation after generation.

Sienna stripped methodically, trying not to think too hard about what she was doing. Jacket first, folded and placed in the basket. Then her Henley shirt, soft gray cotton that smelled like her lavender detergent. Jeans next, skinny fit that she had to wiggle out of, leaving her standing in her mismatched underwear—plain black sports bra and cotton panties with little strawberries on them that suddenly seemed absurdly childish. She'd meant to go shopping for something sexier, had even driven to the mall in the next town over last week, but she'd chickened out in the lingerie department when the saleswoman asked if she needed help.

The bra came off, releasing her breasts—34C, nothing spectacular but they'd always gotten attention when she wore low-cut tops, full and round with pale pink nipples that were already pebbling in the cool air. Then the panties, sliding down her thighs to reveal the neatly trimmed patch of honey-blonde curls between her legs. She was already wet. Could feel it, the slickness on her inner thighs.

Jesus Christ, what's wrong with me?

She stood naked for a moment, feeling the cool air pebble her skin, raising goosebumps across her arms and stomach and thighs. The mirror on the far wall reflected her back at herself: flushed cheeks, honey-blonde hair falling past her shoulders in waves that she'd curled that morning for reasons she couldn't articulate, green eyes wide and pupils blown with something between fear and anticipation. Her body looked pale and soft in the amber light, curves and dips and the gentle swell of her hips.

You look like a virgin sacrifice, she thought, and had to bite back a hysterical laugh.

The silk robe slid over her shoulders like cool water, the fabric so fine it was almost transparent. It tied loosely at the waist with a matching silk belt, the hem barely covering her ass. She caught her reflection again and felt heat flood her face. Her nipples were visible through the thin fabric, dark shadows against white silk.

The door opened.

Madame Reeves entered first, her heels clicking sharply against the hardwood, followed by a man. Sienna's breath caught in her throat hard enough to hurt.

He was older—mid-forties maybe—with salt-and-pepper hair cropped military-short and a jaw that looked carved from granite, shadowed with stubble that was more silver than black. Broad shoulders straining against a red flannel shirt rolled up to the elbows, exposing forearms roped with muscle and tendon and dusted with dark hair. Faded jeans worn soft from work, cinched with a leather belt. Scuffed work boots that had seen serious mileage, stained with what looked like engine oil. His hands were huge, scarred across the knuckles, callused from manual labor. Hands that looked like they could crush stone or cradle something fragile with equal ease.

His eyes swept over Sienna once—gray-blue and sharp, the kind of eyes that missed nothing—clinical and assessing in a way that made her feel more naked than the robe did. Then they flicked to Madame Reeves.

"First timer?" His voice rumbled like distant thunder, rough-edged and deep enough that she felt it in her chest.

"Yes. Be gentle, Rourke. She's nervous." Madame Reeves's tone held a note of warning.

"They always are." But something in his expression softened fractionally, the hard lines around his mouth easing just slightly. He moved to the recessed area beneath the table, lowering himself onto the bench with a quiet grunt that suggested old injuries or long days of labor. From where Sienna stood, she could see the top of his head, those broad shoulders, the thick column of his neck, but not his face. He won't see your face either. Anonymity. Safety.

Madame Reeves touched Sienna's elbow, her fingers cool even through the silk, and guided her toward the table. "On your stomach. Arms through the straps. The face cradle will support your head. Get comfortable—you'll be here for a while."

Sienna's legs felt like water as she approached the table, but she made them move. She climbed onto it awkwardly, the leather warm against her bare stomach and thighs as she settled into position. The second she lay flat, her breasts dropped through the circular opening, hanging suspended in the cool air of the recessed space below. Vulnerable. Exposed. The leather straps weren't for restraint, she realized as she threaded her arms through them—they were for support, giving her something to grip, like handles. She rested her forehead against the padded face cradle, and her view narrowed to a small circle of burgundy carpet.

Below her, she heard Rourke shift on the bench. Felt the faint warmth of him beneath her, radiating up through the opening.

"Lovely," he murmured, his voice muffled but still audible. "Christ, look at these."

Then his hands were on her, and Sienna gasped so sharply she choked on air.

His palms were rough with calluses, warm and dry, cupping her breasts with a touch that was surprisingly gentle despite the size and strength of his hands. They completely engulfed her, fingers spreading to cover as much flesh as possible. His thumbs brushed across her nipples—once, twice—and sparks of pleasure shot straight to her core, making her hips twitch involuntarily against the table.

"Easy," Madame Reeves said from somewhere behind her, her voice calm and clinical. "Just breathe, Sienna. Let him work. This is what you're here for."

Rourke's hands began to move with slow, deliberate purpose, kneading her breasts with firm pressure that bordered on rough but never quite crossed the line into pain. He knew exactly what he was doing, she realized dimly. This wasn't fumbling teenage exploration—this was practiced skill, the kind that came from years of experience. His thumbs circled her nipples again, teasing them into aching stiffness, and she whimpered before she could stop herself.

The sound seemed to encourage him. He pinched both nipples simultaneously—not hard enough to hurt, just enough to send a shock of pleasure-pain straight to her clit—and Sienna's entire body went rigid, every muscle locking up as sensation flooded through her.

"Fuck—" The word escaped before she could stop it.

"Language," Madame Reeves chided, but there was amusement threading through her tone. "Though I suppose we can make allowances on your first day."

Rourke chuckled, low and rough. "Responsive little thing, isn't she? That's good. Makes this easier for both of us."

His hands left her breasts, and Sienna almost protested the loss. Then she felt something else—wet heat, soft and mobile. His mouth. He'd taken her left nipple between his lips and was sucking, tongue flicking across the peak in rapid strokes that made her vision white out at the edges.

"Oh god—"

He switched to the other breast, sucking harder this time, teeth grazing the sensitive flesh just shy of painful. One hand came up to fondle the breast he'd just released, rolling the wet nipple between thumb and forefinger while he worked the other with his mouth. The dual sensation was overwhelming, too much and not enough simultaneously. Sienna's hands clenched the leather straps hard enough that her knuckles went white, her breathing coming in ragged gasps that fogged the small circle of carpet visible beneath the face cradle.

She could feel herself getting wetter, arousal pooling between her thighs in a way that made them clench together desperately. The friction against her clit was minimal but enough to make her squirm, seeking more pressure, more anything.

Below her, Rourke pulled back with a wet pop. She heard the metallic rasp of a zipper, loud in the quiet room. The rustle of fabric. Then his hands were on her breasts again, but this time she felt something else pressed between them—something thick and blunt and scorching hot.

His cock. Oh god, that's his cock.

"Hold still," he commanded, and there was steel in his voice that made her freeze instinctively.

He adjusted his position on the bench, and then he was sliding his cock between her breasts, using them like a sleeve, like she was nothing but a warm, soft hole for him to fuck. The head of his cock bumped against her sternum with each thrust, and she could feel the thick vein running along the underside dragging against her skin.

This is insane. This is absolutely fucking insane.

But her body didn't care about sanity. Her nipples dragged against his shaft with every thrust, still wet from his mouth and oversensitive, sending sparks of pleasure racing through her nervous system like wildfire. She could smell him now—clean sweat and motor oil and sawdust, sharp and masculine, with that undercurrent of pure musk that made her mouth water and her pussy clench around nothing.

Rourke groaned, low and guttural, the sound vibrating through his chest and into her body where they touched. His pace increased, hips rocking up from the bench in short, sharp thrusts. "Christ, these tits. Perfect. Absolutely fucking perfect. You feel that, sweetheart? Feel how hard you make me?"

His thumbs pressed her breasts tighter around his cock, creating a snug channel for him to fuck into. She could feel the slick heat of pre-cum smearing against her skin with each thrust, making the slide easier. He was thick—really thick, girthy enough that her fingers probably wouldn't have met if she'd tried to wrap her hand around him—and she found herself wondering what it would feel like inside her, stretching her open, filling her so completely there was no room for anything else.

Stop. Don't think about that. This isn't about you.

But she couldn't help it. The wetness between her legs was becoming impossible to ignore, and she squirmed against the table, desperate for friction, for relief, for anything to ease the throbbing ache building in her core.

"She's turned on," Madame Reeves observed, and Sienna could hear the satisfaction in her voice. "Look at her hips, Rourke. Poor thing's practically humping the table. I think we've found a natural."

Rourke laughed, breathless and strained. "Dirty little girl. You like this, don't you? Like having a stranger's cock between your tits while your pussy gets all wet and needy? Bet you're soaked right now. Bet if I touched you, my fingers would slide right in."

Sienna whimpered again, shame and arousal tangling together in her gut until she couldn't separate them, couldn't tell which was which. Her hips ground against the leather table, seeking pressure that wasn't there.

His rhythm grew erratic, thrusts shorter and harder, losing the controlled pace he'd maintained. One hand left her breast to grip the edge of the table, and she heard the wood creak under his strength like it might splinter. He's close. He's going to come.

"Gonna—fuck—gonna come all over these perfect tits—gonna mark you up—"

He did.

Hot ropes of cum painted her breasts, thick and copious, dripping down the curves and onto the table beneath her. Rourke's groan was almost pained, torn from deep in his chest, and she felt his cock pulse between her breasts as he emptied himself completely. Once, twice, three times, each spurt accompanied by a guttural grunt that sent shivers down her spine.

Then silence. Just her ragged breathing and his, both of them trying to come back to earth.

"Well done," Madame Reeves said, breaking the moment. "Rourke, clean her up before you leave. Use the towels in the basket."

A warm, damp cloth appeared—Sienna hadn't even heard Madame Reeves retrieve it—and Rourke wiped her skin with surprising gentleness, removing every trace of his release with careful, thorough strokes. When he finished, he pressed a kiss to the underside of her left breast, so light and tender she almost thought she imagined it.

Then he was gone, boots heavy on the floor as he left. The door clicked shut.

Sienna lay there trembling, her pulse still thundering in her ears. Between her legs, she was soaked, aching, desperate for touch that wouldn't come.

Madame Reeves helped her off the table, steadying her when her legs wobbled like a newborn colt's. "How do you feel?"

"I—" Sienna's voice came out hoarse, wrecked. She cleared her throat and tried again. "I don't know. Confused? Turned on? Ashamed? All of it?"

"That's normal. You'll adjust. The cognitive dissonance fades after the first week or so." Madame Reeves handed her a bottle of water, cold enough that condensation beaded on the plastic. "Drink. Hydration is important. Rest for twenty minutes in the recovery room next door. Then your next client arrives."

"Next?" Sienna's head snapped up, eyes wide.

"Did you think one was all?" Madame Reeves smiled, and this time it was almost kind, almost maternal. "Darling, you're going to service twelve men tonight. It's your initiation. We need to make sure you can handle the workload before we assign you to regular shifts. Welcome to the Harvest House."

She opened a door Sienna hadn't noticed before—hidden in the paneling, nearly invisible—revealing a small room with a daybed and soft lighting. "Twenty minutes. Then we begin again."

The door closed, leaving Sienna alone with her racing thoughts and the persistent throb between her legs that promised this was only the beginning.


Chapter Two: Appetite

Twenty minutes felt like twenty seconds and twenty hours simultaneously.

Sienna sat on the edge of the daybed in the recovery room, still wearing the white silk robe that now felt obscene rather than elegant, sipping water that did nothing to quench the thirst building inside her. Not for water. For something else entirely. The room was small and dim, lit by a single amber lamp that cast everything in warm shadow. The walls were the same cherry paneling, and someone had hung a watercolor painting of poppies above the bed—a strange choice for a brothel, she thought distantly.

Her breasts still tingled where Rourke had touched them, sucked them, fucked them. She could still feel the ghost of his calloused palms cupping her flesh, his thick cock sliding between them, the hot splash of his cum painting her skin. Her nipples were still hard, visible through the thin silk, and between her legs she was absolutely drenched. The silk robe stuck to her inner thighs where arousal had leaked down, cooling in the air and making her shiver.

She'd tried not to touch herself. Had sat with her hands folded primly in her lap like she was waiting for a doctor's appointment, but her fingers kept twitching toward the aching throb of her clit. Just once, she'd thought. Just a quick touch to take the edge off. But something stopped her—some instinct that this wasn't allowed, that her pleasure wasn't the point here.

Twelve men tonight. Twelve.

The number felt impossible. She'd only ever been with two guys—awkward fumbling in the dark with Tyler Morrison junior year, and then one drunken mistake with his best friend Marcus at a party six months later. Neither had lasted more than five minutes. Neither had made her come. And now she was supposed to service twelve men in one night?

A soft knock on the door made her jump, water sloshing in the bottle.

Madame Reeves entered without waiting for a response, her steel eyes sweeping over Sienna with that same clinical assessment. "How are you feeling?"

"Wet," Sienna said, then flushed when she realized how that sounded. "I mean—I'm fine. Ready."

"Good." Madame Reeves checked a slim gold watch on her wrist. "Your next client is waiting. Different energy than Rourke. Younger, more... enthusiastic. You'll see. Come."

Sienna stood on shaky legs and followed her back into the Initiation Room. The table had been cleaned, she noticed—fresh leather, no trace of what had happened there. The air still smelled like sex though, that musky sweetness that made her pussy clench.

The man waiting by the table made her breath catch for entirely different reasons than Rourke had.

He was young—early twenties maybe, just a few years older than her—with tousled dark hair that fell into his eyes and a face that could have belonged in a cologne ad. Sharp jaw, full lips, straight nose. He wore a tight black t-shirt that showed off lean muscle and ink-covered arms—full sleeves of tattoos that she couldn't quite make out in the amber light. Skinny jeans that hugged narrow hips and long legs. Vans on his feet, one shoelace untied. He looked like he'd just walked out of a concert venue, smelling like cigarette smoke and expensive cologne—something woody and sharp that cut through the room's musk.

His eyes locked on hers immediately, dark brown and hungry, and unlike Rourke he didn't look away. He stared openly at her body through the thin robe, gaze dragging from her face down to her breasts, her hips, her legs, then back up with a slowness that felt deliberate. Possessive.

He's not supposed to see my face, Sienna thought wildly. Anonymity, Madame Reeves said—

"This is Dante," Madame Reeves said, her tone holding a note of disapproval. "He's... new to following protocol. Dante, eyes down."

"Can't help it." Dante's voice was rough silk, touched with an accent Sienna couldn't place. Boston maybe. "She's fucking gorgeous." His gaze finally dropped to Madame Reeves. "Do I really have to stay below the table? Seems like a waste."

"House rules. You know them." Madame Reeves's tone sharpened. "You want to get banned again?"

Dante held up his hands in mock surrender, a crooked grin pulling at his mouth. "Fine, fine. Below the table. Got it." But his eyes flicked back to Sienna one more time before he moved to the recessed area, and the heat in them made her stomach flip.

Fucking hell.

Madame Reeves guided Sienna to the table again, helping her climb on. "Same position. He's going to be more aggressive than Rourke, but he knows the limits. If anything hurts in a bad way, you say 'red' and everything stops. Understood?"

"Red," Sienna repeated. "Got it."

"Good girl."

Sienna lay face-down, and once again her breasts dropped through the opening, hanging in the cool air. She threaded her arms through the straps and settled her forehead into the face cradle. Below her, she could hear Dante moving on the bench, the rustle of fabric, the scrape of his shoe against the floor.

Then silence.

For a long moment, nothing happened. Sienna's heart hammered against the table, and she became acutely aware of every sensation—the cool air on her exposed skin, the leather under her stomach and thighs, the throb of her pulse in her nipples.

"Fuck me," Dante breathed. "Look at these."

His hands came up suddenly, no warning, and cupped her breasts with a roughness that made her gasp. Where Rourke had been methodical and controlled, Dante was pure hunger. He squeezed hard, thumbs and fingers digging into her flesh like he wanted to leave marks, and pleasure-pain shot through her nervous system.

"Oh—"

"You like that?" His voice was lower now, strained. "Like it rough, pretty girl?"

Before she could answer—before she even knew what her answer would be—his mouth was on her. Not gentle sucking like Rourke. Dante bit her nipple, teeth clamping down just shy of truly painful, and Sienna's entire body jerked against the table.

"Fuck!"

Above her, she heard Madame Reeves sigh. "Dante, I said aggressive, not brutal."

"She didn't say red." Dante released her nipple and switched to the other, biting again, then soothing it with his tongue in long, wet strokes. Goddamn, she tastes good. Sweet and clean, not like the older ones who smoke too much.

Sienna whimpered, hips grinding against the table in helpless little circles. The stimulation was overwhelming—too much sensation, too intense, her nerve endings screaming—but underneath the shock was raw pleasure building like a storm.

Dante released her breast with a wet pop and she heard him moving below her, fabric rustling. Then his hands were back, kneading her flesh with bruising intensity while he spoke, voice rough and filthy in a way that made her cunt clench.

"You know what I'm gonna do? Gonna fuck these perfect tits until I come all over them. Gonna mark you up, make you smell like me. Then every other guy tonight is gonna know someone else got here first."

Jesus Christ.

His cock pressed between her breasts suddenly—hotter than Rourke's had been, harder, not as thick but longer. She felt the head bump against her sternum and realized with a shock that if he thrust hard enough, she'd be able to see it emerge from between her breasts in her peripheral vision.

Dante didn't thrust though. Not right away. Instead he held still, cock nestled in her cleavage, and ran his thumbs over her nipples in slow, maddening circles. Building the tension. Making her wait.

"You're dripping, aren't you?" he murmured. "Bet your pussy's soaked. Bet you're aching for it."

How does he know?

"I can smell you," he continued, answering her unspoken question. "Sharp and sweet, like honey and salt. Makes me want to crawl up on that table and bury my face between your legs."

"Don't even think about it," Madame Reeves warned.

Dante laughed, breathless. "Yeah, yeah. Rules." Then he started moving.

Where Rourke had fucked her tits with controlled rhythm, Dante was erratic—fast then slow, shallow then deep, no pattern she could predict. His hands squeezed her breasts together so tightly it bordered on painful, creating a hot, slick channel for his cock. Pre-cum leaked from his tip in a steady stream, making obscene wet sounds with each thrust.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck—" Dante's voice cracked. "Tighten up for me, pretty girl. Yeah, like that—Christ—"

Sienna didn't know how to tighten her breasts, but she tried pressing them together with her shoulders, and Dante groaned like she'd punched him in the gut.

"That's it, that's fucking it—you're a natural, you know that? Fucking made for this—"

His rhythm stuttered, thrusts getting shorter and more desperate. One hand left her breast to brace against the table, and she heard the wood creak under his grip. He was close, she realized. Already close, after only a few minutes.

"Gonna—fuck—gonna come—"

He did, with a strangled shout that echoed in the small room. Hot cum splattered across her breasts and up onto her collarbones, thick ropes of it that felt endless. Dante kept thrusting through his orgasm, milking every last drop, until finally he slumped against the bench with a breathless laugh.

"Jesus. Fucking hell. That was—" He trailed off, still panting.

"Quick," Madame Reeves finished dryly. "That was quick, Dante."

"Shut up." But there was no heat in it. Sienna heard him moving, then felt a warm cloth cleaning her skin with hands that were surprisingly gentle now. When he finished, he pressed a kiss to each breast—soft and almost reverent—then stood.

She heard him zip his jeans, heard his footsteps moving toward the door. Then his voice, quieter now: "Hey. Pretty girl."

Sienna turned her head slightly in the face cradle, trying to see him.

"You're gonna do great here," Dante said. Wish I could see her face. Bet she's beautiful. "Don't let them break you down too much, yeah?"

Then he was gone.

Sienna lay there trembling, waiting for Madame Reeves to tell her to get up, to rest, to prepare for the next one. But instead the older woman moved to stand beside the table, one hand resting lightly on Sienna's shoulder blade.

"How do you feel?"

"I don't—" Sienna's voice came out shaky. "I don't know. That was different than Rourke."

"Everyone's different. That's part of what makes this work." Madame Reeves's hand rubbed a small circle on her back, soothing. "Some men need soft and slow. Some need fast and rough. You'll learn to read them, to give them what they need. That's the skill."

"I'm—" Sienna swallowed hard. "I'm really turned on. Is that normal?"

"Perfectly normal. Most girls are, especially on initiation night. All that stimulation with no release creates... intensity." Madame Reeves helped her off the table again. "Ten more to go. Can you handle it?"

Ten more. The number should have terrified her. Should have made her want to run. But instead, something dark and hungry in Sienna's belly whispered yes.

"I can handle it," she heard herself say.

Madame Reeves smiled. "I know you can. Rest for fifteen minutes this time. Drink more water. Then we continue."

Back in the recovery room, Sienna didn't sit on the daybed. She couldn't. Her body felt like a live wire, every nerve ending singing with need. She paced the small space, silk robe swishing around her thighs, trying to understand what was happening to her.

She should feel degraded. Used. Ashamed of letting strange men fuck her tits for money.

But she didn't.

She felt powerful.

Two men had come apart above her, groaning and desperate, their pleasure entirely dependent on her body. She'd reduced them to base need with nothing but the soft flesh of her breasts. And watching them—hearing them, feeling them—had lit something inside her that she'd never known existed.

I want more.

The thought shocked her with its intensity. Not just want—need. She needed to feel another pair of hands on her skin, another cock between her tits, another man's voice rough with pleasure. Needed to chase this feeling to wherever it led.

The door opened before the fifteen minutes were up.

Madame Reeves stood in the doorway, but this time her expression was different. Anticipatory. Almost excited.

"Change of plans," she said. "Your next client made a special request. He's willing to pay triple the standard rate, and he wants to try something different. Are you interested?"

"What kind of something?" Sienna asked, pulse jumping.

"He wants to use oil. Massage oil, specifically. Says it enhances the experience." Madame Reeves tilted her head. "It's your choice. You can refuse special requests, take the standard appointment instead."

Oil. The thought of slick hands gliding over her skin, making everything wetter and hotter and more intense—

"Yes," Sienna said. "I'll do it."

"Excellent." Madame Reeves beckoned her forward. "This is Marcus Chen. He's one of our regulars, very particular about his preferences. You'll like him."

The man waiting in the Initiation Room was different again—mid-thirties, Asian, with sleek black hair pulled into a small bun at the nape of his neck. He wore an expensive-looking charcoal suit jacket over a white t-shirt, sleeves rolled to his elbows. Wire-rimmed glasses perched on a narrow nose, and his hands were elegant—long fingers, neat nails, no calluses. An office worker, Sienna guessed. Accountant maybe, or architect.

He nodded at her politely, eyes respectful rather than hungry. "Hello. Thank you for agreeing to this."

He's thanking me?

"Um. You're welcome?"

Marcus smiled, a small curve of his mouth. "I know this is your first night. Madame Reeves told me. I'll be gentle." She looks nervous. Good. Fear makes them more sensitive.

He moved to the recessed area and set a bottle on the small shelf there—amber glass, expensive-looking. The scent hit her immediately when he uncorked it: sandalwood and jasmine, rich and heady.

Sienna climbed onto the table without being told, settling into the now-familiar position. Her breasts dropped through the opening, and she threaded her arms through the straps, forehead in the cradle. Below her, she heard Marcus pouring oil into his palms, rubbing them together to warm it.

Then his hands were on her, and she gasped at the difference.

The oil made his touch impossibly smooth, hands gliding over her breasts like water over stone. He started at the base, fingers spreading the oil in long, slow strokes that covered every inch of skin. No rough grabbing, no immediate focus on her nipples. Just patient, thorough coverage that somehow felt more intimate than anything Rourke or Dante had done.

"Beautiful," Marcus murmured. "Such lovely proportion. The curve here—" His thumb traced the underside of her left breast. "—perfect."

The oil warmed against her skin, and the scent intensified—sandalwood and jasmine filling her lungs with each breath. Sienna's eyes fluttered closed, and she felt her body starting to relax into the sensation.

Marcus's hands moved in long, sweeping strokes now, cupping her breasts from below and lifting gently, then releasing. Over and over, a rhythm like waves. Each pass brought his palms closer to her nipples, spiraling inward with maddening slowness.

"Breathe," he instructed. "Deep breaths. Let the tension release."

Sienna obeyed without thinking, pulling air deep into her lungs. The exhale came out shaky.

Finally—finally—Marcus's fingers closed around her nipples, slick with oil, and rolled them gently between thumb and forefinger. The sensation was electric, amplified by the oil's slickness. Sienna moaned before she could stop herself, hips jerking against the table.

"There we go," Marcus said, satisfaction in his tone. "You're very responsive. That's going to make this perfect."

He continued working her nipples with one hand while the other returned to kneading the full flesh of her breast. The dual sensation—gentle rolling pressure on the peaks, firm massage on the curves—made her brain go fuzzy around the edges. She could feel arousal dripping down her inner thighs now, cooling in the air, making her shiver.

Marcus noticed. "You're enjoying this."

"Yes," Sienna whispered. No point lying.

"Good. So am I." Time to see how she handles the real thing.

She heard the zipper, heard fabric rustling. Then his oil-slicked hands positioned her breasts, pressing them together, and his cock slid between them with almost no resistance.

The difference was startling. Where Rourke's dry friction had been intense and Dante's pre-cum slickness had been good, the oil made everything frictionless and hot. Marcus's cock glided between her breasts like they were made for this, every thrust smooth and deep.

He wasn't rushed like Dante had been. Instead he maintained a steady, controlled rhythm, hips rocking up from the bench in measured strokes. One hand kept her breasts pressed together while the other worked her nipples, never stopping that maddening rolling pressure that was driving her insane.

"Can you feel how hard you make me?" Marcus asked, voice still calm despite the strain underneath. "How perfectly you fit around my cock?"

"Yes," Sienna gasped. She could feel everything—the thick shaft sliding through her cleavage, the prominent vein on the underside dragging against her skin, the way his cock head emerged from between her breasts on each upstroke, slick and flushed dark.

"I could do this for hours," Marcus continued, and somehow Sienna believed him. "Just slide in and out of these perfect tits, feel your nipples get harder and harder under my fingers. Would you like that?"

Hours? The thought made her pussy clench desperately. She was so wound up, so close to some edge she couldn't name, that hours might actually kill her.

"I—I don't know—"

"Honesty. I like that." Marcus's rhythm shifted slightly, faster now. "Don't worry. I won't torture you that long. Not tonight."

His breathing was getting heavier, that controlled facade starting to crack. The hand on her nipples pinched harder, sending sharp sparks of pleasure-pain through her. Sienna whimpered, grinding against the table uselessly.

"That's it," Marcus encouraged. "Chase what you need. Don't hold back."

She didn't know what he meant until his next thrust and she instinctively pressed her breasts tighter together, changing the pressure around his cock. Marcus groaned—actually groaned, his first real loss of composure—and his hips jerked up harder.

"Fuck—yes—do that again—"

Sienna did, squeezing with her shoulders and chest muscles, and was rewarded with another groan and Marcus's fingers going almost brutal on her nipples. The pain was sharp enough to make her cry out, but underneath it was pleasure so intense she saw stars.

"Close," Marcus gritted out. "So close—god—"

His rhythm broke completely, thrusts becoming erratic and desperate. The hand pressing her breasts together trembled, grip slipping in the oil. Then he was coming with a sound that was almost wounded, cum spilling hot between her breasts in thick waves.

Unlike Rourke's four or five pulses and Dante's several shots, Marcus seemed to come forever, each spurt accompanied by a full-body shudder. The oil mixed with his cum, making everything impossibly slick and messy, dripping down onto the table beneath her.

Finally he stilled, breathing ragged.

"Extraordinary," he managed. Best initiation night tits I've had in years.

The cleanup this time was more involved—Marcus used what felt like three or four warm cloths to remove all the oil and cum, wiping her skin carefully until it was clean and dry. When he finished, he pressed a kiss to the top curve of her right breast—chaste, almost respectful.

"Thank you," he said quietly. "You have a gift for this."

Then he was gone.

Madame Reeves appeared beside the table, helping Sienna sit up. The older woman's expression was pleased, almost proud.

"Nine more," she said. "But I think you're going to surprise everyone tonight, including yourself."

Sienna could only nod, because the truth was she'd already surprised herself. Three men in less than two hours, and instead of feeling drained or degraded, she felt alive. Awake in a way she'd never been before.

And there were nine more waiting.

Nine more chances to feel powerful and wanted and absolutely necessary.

Bring them on, she thought fiercely. Bring them all on.


Chapter Three: Evolution

The fourth client was a surprise.

Sienna had expected another man—they'd all been men so far, and Madame Reeves had used masculine pronouns when discussing the clientele—but the person who entered the Initiation Room was unmistakably female. Late twenties, with platinum blonde hair cropped short in an undercut, multiple piercings marching up both ears, and a leather jacket over a band t-shirt. Ripped jeans and combat boots completed the look. She moved with the kind of swagger that suggested she'd never doubted herself a day in her life.

Her eyes—pale blue, almost colorless—swept over Sienna with an intensity that made her skin prickle.

"This is Vesper," Madame Reeves said, and there was something different in her tone. Warmer, maybe. "She's one of our few female clients. The Harvest House serves everyone who needs it."

"Hey." Vesper's voice was low and rough, like she'd spent years smoking cigarettes and screaming at concerts. She tilted her head, studying Sienna. "First night, huh? You look fucking terrified."

"I'm not—" Sienna started, then stopped. There was no point lying. "Maybe a little."

"Good. Terror keeps you honest." Vesper shrugged off her leather jacket, revealing tattooed arms—full sleeves of skulls and roses and geometric patterns that probably meant something. "Madame R says you're doing great though. Three for three, all satisfied customers."

Is that what we're calling it?

Vesper moved to the recessed area below the table, but instead of sitting on the bench immediately, she circled it, examining the setup from multiple angles. "Interesting design. Never used one of these before. Usually I just..." She made a vague gesture. "Different rooms, different equipment."

Madame Reeves cleared her throat. "Vesper requested you specifically after hearing about your responsiveness. She has particular tastes."

"I like tits," Vesper said bluntly. "And I like making girls squirm. You got a problem with that?"

Sienna's mouth had gone dry. She'd never been with a woman—never even considered it beyond some curious late-night internet browsing—but the thought of Vesper's hands on her made something hot and nervous coil in her belly.

"No problem," she managed.

"Good girl." Vesper's smile was sharp and predatory. Let's see how long that attitude lasts.

Sienna climbed onto the table, movements automatic now. The leather was starting to feel familiar against her skin, and when her breasts dropped through the opening, she no longer felt that initial shock of vulnerability. This was just what she did now. This was her role.

Below her, Vesper settled onto the bench with a satisfied hum. "Fuck yeah. Look at these."

Her hands were different than the men's had been—smaller, cooler, with neat short nails that wouldn't scratch. But her touch was anything but gentle. Vesper grabbed Sienna's breasts like she owned them, squeezing hard enough to make her gasp.

"You're soaked, aren't you?" Vesper said, not really a question. "I can smell it from here. Three guys already fucked these tits and you're still hungry for more."

Sienna whimpered, hips twitching against the table.

"That's what I thought." Vesper's thumbs found her nipples and pressed down hard—not rolling or teasing, just brutal direct pressure that made Sienna see stars. "You're a natural slut. Bet you didn't even know it until tonight."

The word should have stung. Should have made her defensive or angry. Instead it sent a bolt of pure heat straight to her clit, and Sienna moaned before she could stop herself.

"Oh, you like that." Vesper laughed, low and delighted. "Dirty girl. Let's see how much you can take."

What followed was different than anything the men had done. Vesper wasn't interested in fucking her breasts—not immediately. Instead she seemed intent on mapping every inch of them, finding every sensitive spot and exploiting it. She pinched and pulled and twisted, alternating between Sienna's nipples until she was writhing on the table, desperate sounds falling from her lips.

"Please—"

"Please what?" Vesper's nails scraped lightly across the underside of her breast, and Sienna jerked. "Use your words."

"I don't—I don't know—"

"You don't know what you need?" Vesper pinched both nipples simultaneously, hard enough that pain spiked through the pleasure. "Then let me tell you. You need someone to take control. To stop making you think. To just use you until you can't remember your own name."

Yes. God, yes.

Vesper released one nipple to grab something—Sienna heard the click of a bottle opening—and then cold liquid was dripping onto her breast. Not oil this time. Something thicker, stickier.

"Honey," Vesper explained. "Figured we'd try something sweet."

The honey drizzled across Sienna's skin, and then Vesper's mouth was there, tongue lapping at the sticky sweetness with broad strokes that made Sienna's entire body shudder. She sucked honey off one nipple while her fingers worked the other, and the dual sensation—wet heat and sharp pressure—was overwhelming.

Sienna's hands clenched the leather straps so hard her knuckles went white. Between her legs she was absolutely drenched, arousal dripping down her thighs and probably pooling on the table. She could feel it, could smell the sharp-sweet scent of her own pussy mixing with the honey and Vesper's leather-and-smoke smell.

"That's it," Vesper murmured against her skin. "Stop fighting it. Just feel."

More honey, more licking, and then Vesper was sucking hard on her nipple, teeth grazing the sensitive flesh in a way that toed the line between pleasure and pain. Sienna heard herself making sounds she didn't recognize—high, desperate whimpers that echoed in the small room.

"You're close to something," Vesper observed, pulling back. "Can feel it in how you're shaking. Wonder if I could make you come just from this."

Could she? Sienna didn't know, had never even considered it possible, but her entire body felt like a live wire ready to spark.

Vesper didn't give her a chance to find out. Instead she shifted position, and Sienna heard different sounds now—fabric rustling, something plastic clicking. Then pressure between her breasts, but not body-warm like the men's cocks had been. Cooler. Firmer.

A toy. She's using a toy.

"Strap-on," Vesper confirmed. "Seven inches, nice and thick. Gonna fuck these pretty tits until they're bruised."

The dildo slid between Sienna's honey-slicked breasts with obscene ease, and Vesper's rhythm was brutal from the start—hard, fast thrusts that made the whole table shake. One hand pressed Sienna's breasts together while the other gripped the table edge, and Sienna could hear Vesper's breathing getting ragged.

"Fuck—fuck—you feel so good—"

The strap-on must have had an internal component, Sienna realized dimly, because Vesper was definitely getting something out of this. Each thrust made her grunt, and her fingers dug almost painfully into Sienna's breast.

"Touch yourself," Vesper commanded suddenly. "Reach down and play with that desperate little clit."

Sienna's hand moved before her brain could process the order, sliding beneath her body to find the swollen bundle of nerves between her legs. The second her fingers made contact she cried out, hips bucking.

"That's it—yes—fuck yourself while I fuck your tits—"

Sienna's fingers circled her clit in frantic little movements, and the combination of that stimulation plus Vesper's brutal pace plus the ache in her nipples was too much. Way too much. She was going to—

"Come," Vesper ordered. "Come right fucking now."

Sienna did.

Her orgasm slammed through her like a freight train, every muscle in her body going rigid as pleasure whited out her vision. She dimly heard herself screaming, heard Vesper's triumphant laugh, heard Madame Reeves saying something she couldn't parse. Wave after wave of sensation crashed over her until she couldn't breathe, couldn't think, could only feel.

When she finally came back to herself, gasping and shaking, Vesper was wiping her breasts clean with gentle hands.

"Beautiful," Vesper murmured. First girl I've made come from tit-fucking alone. Definitely coming back for her. "Absolutely fucking beautiful. You did so good, sweetheart."

Sienna couldn't respond. Could barely think. Her body felt like jelly, boneless and satisfied in a way she'd never experienced.

Vesper pressed a kiss to each breast—soft and almost tender—then stood. "Take care of her, Madame R. This one's special."

Then she was gone, and Sienna was left trembling on the table, honey still sticky on her skin and her own release cooling between her thighs.

Madame Reeves helped her up carefully, supporting her when her legs refused to work properly. "Well. That was unexpected."

"I—" Sienna's voice came out wrecked. "I didn't know I could—"

"Most girls can't. But you're not most girls, are you?" Madame Reeves guided her to the recovery room and pressed a bottle of water into her hands. "Drink. Rest for thirty minutes this time. You need it."

Sienna collapsed onto the daybed, every nerve ending still singing. Her nipples ached, her breasts were probably bruised, and her pussy throbbed with aftershocks. But underneath all of it was satisfaction so deep it made her want to cry.

Four down. Eight to go.

The thirty-minute rest flew by too fast. Sienna dozed, dreams filled with hands and mouths and sensation, waking when Madame Reeves knocked.

The fifth client was older—sixties maybe, with silver hair and a weathered face that suggested decades of outdoor work. He wore a clean flannel shirt and jeans, and he smelled like pine trees and wintergreen. When he spoke, his voice was gentle.

"Hello, dear. I'm Samuel."

Dear. Like she was his granddaughter, not a girl about to let him fuck her tits.

"Hi," Sienna managed.

Samuel moved to the recessed area with careful, measured steps. Arthritis, maybe. He lowered himself onto the bench with a quiet grunt and looked up at her breasts with something like reverence.

"May I?" he asked, hands hovering.

He's asking permission?

"Yes," Sienna said, oddly touched by the courtesy.

Samuel's hands were gnarled with age and work, callused and scarred, but his touch was impossibly gentle. He cupped her breasts like they were precious, thumbs stroking across her nipples with feather-light pressure that made her shiver.

"Beautiful," he murmured. "Just beautiful. Haven't touched skin this soft in forty years." Not since Margaret died.

He continued his gentle exploration, hands mapping every curve and swell with patient thoroughness. No grabbing, no pinching, no roughness. Just soft, worshipful touches that made Sienna's chest ache in an entirely different way.

When Samuel finally slid his cock between her breasts—smaller than the others, not as firm, but still eager—his pace was slow and measured. Each thrust deliberate, savoring the sensation rather than rushing toward completion.

"Thank you," he whispered. "Thank you for this gift."

Sienna found tears pricking her eyes and didn't understand why. This was just another client. Just another cock between her tits. But something about Samuel's tenderness, his gratitude, his careful touch, hit her differently.

He came with a soft sigh, release warm and thin, and immediately began cleaning her with hands that trembled slightly.

"You're very kind," he said quietly. "Your mother must be proud."

Then he was gone, and Sienna was left wondering if this was what the Harvest House really was—not just sexual release, but connection. Touch. Human warmth for people who'd been alone too long.

The sixth client brought her crashing back to reality.

He was huge—not just tall but broad, easily six-five and probably three hundred pounds of muscle. Prison tattoos covered his arms and neck, and a scar bisected his left eyebrow. He wore a stained wife-beater and cargo pants, and he smelled like sweat and motor oil and rage.

Madame Reeves's voice held an edge when she introduced him. "This is Brutus. He understands the rules."

Brutus grunted, eyes sweeping over Sienna with cold calculation. Fresh meat. Good. He moved to the recessed area and sat with enough force to make the bench creak.

The second Sienna's breasts dropped through the opening, Brutus grabbed them with bruising force.

"Nice tits," he growled. "Bet they can take a beating."

Before Sienna could respond—before she could even process the threat—Brutus was mauling her breasts with both hands, squeezing and kneading with strength that made her yelp.

"Too hard!" she gasped.

"Red?" Madame Reeves asked sharply from above.

Sienna hesitated. It hurt, yes. But not unbearably. Not damage-hurt. Just intense pressure that bordered on pain but didn't quite cross over.

"Not red," she whispered. "But—careful—"

Brutus laughed, a sound like grinding gravel. "Tough little slut. Good."

He continued his rough handling, occasionally slapping her breasts hard enough to make them sting. Sienna bit her lip to keep from crying out, determined not to give him the satisfaction. Her nipples were hard as diamonds under his calloused palms, betraying her body's confused response to the treatment.

When Brutus finally freed his cock—thick as her wrist and intimidatingly long—he didn't bother with any build-up. Just pressed her breasts together in a crushing grip and started fucking them with brutal, punishing thrusts that drove the air from her lungs.

"Take it," he snarled. "Take it, you little whore—"

The words should have hurt. Should have made her angry. But mixed with the physical intensity, they just added to the overwhelming sensory assault. Sienna's brain went fuzzy, reducing her world to just sensation—pain and pressure and heat and the relentless pounding that made her whole body shake.

Brutus came with a roar, hot cum splashing across her breasts and up onto her collarbones, and for a moment Sienna thought it might never stop. When it finally did, he released her breasts with a dismissive pat.

"Not bad," he grunted. "You'll do."

Highest praise from Brutus, apparently.

Madame Reeves checked her over carefully after he left, examining her breasts for damage. "Bruising," she announced. "But nothing serious. Can you continue?"

Sienna looked down at the purple-red marks already forming on her pale skin and felt something twist in her chest. Evidence. Proof that this was real, that it was happening.

"I can continue," she said firmly.

The seventh client was a businessman—expensive suit, designer watch, the kind of confidence that came from money. He introduced himself as Christopher and tipped Madame Reeves an extra hundred before even touching Sienna.

"I don't have much time," he said, checking his phone. "Need to be in and out in fifteen minutes. Can we make that work?"

In and out. Like she was a drive-through.

Christopher's approach was efficient and clinical. He positioned her breasts exactly how he wanted them, used expensive-smelling lotion that he'd brought himself, and fucked her tits with mechanical precision. His rhythm never varied, his breathing never hitched. He could have been running on a treadmill for all the emotion he showed.

He came in exactly twelve minutes—Sienna knew because she could see his watch from her position—spent two minutes cleaning up, and left with a curt nod.

"Thank you for your service," he said, like she'd just processed his dry cleaning.

After he left, Madame Reeves actually laughed. "They're not all like that, I promise. Christopher just... has issues with intimacy."

"No shit," Sienna muttered.

The eighth client restored her faith slightly. His name was Mateo, early thirties, with warm brown skin and careful hands. He was a sculptor, he told her, and had specifically requested her because he wanted to "appreciate the aesthetic."

Mateo spent nearly thirty minutes just touching her breasts, fingers tracing curves and weighing them in his palms like he was memorizing their shape. He murmured to himself in Spanish—words Sienna didn't understand but that sounded beautiful anyway.

When he finally slid his cock between her breasts, he maintained eye contact with them the whole time, watching how her flesh moved around him with artist's appreciation.

"Perfection," he breathed. "Absolute perfection."

He came with a soft moan, and his release felt almost like a blessing.

The ninth client was another surprise—a woman, late forties, with gray-streaked dark hair and kind eyes. Her name was Veronica, and she wore a wedding ring.

"My husband and I have an arrangement," she explained softly. "He has his needs, I have mine. The Harvest House serves us both."

Veronica's touch was maternal and sensual simultaneously. She caressed Sienna's breasts while telling her how beautiful she was, how brave, how special. She used a vibrator on her own clit while grinding against Sienna's suspended flesh, and when she came it was with tears streaming down her face.

"Thank you," she sobbed. "Thank you for letting me feel this."

Sienna's own tears joined hers, though she couldn't have said why.

The tenth client was young—barely legal himself, probably nineteen or twenty. His name was Jason, and he was so nervous his hands shook when he touched her.

"I've never—" he started, then flushed. "This is my first time. With anyone. My friends pitched in to pay for this as a birthday present."

Oh.

Sienna found herself in the strange position of trying to comfort him from her position face-down on the table. "It's okay. Just do what feels natural."

Jason fumbled through the encounter with endearing clumsiness, apologizing constantly, asking if things were okay, clearly terrified of hurting her. When he came—barely three minutes in—he looked simultaneously relieved and embarrassed.

"Sorry," he muttered. "I didn't mean to be so fast—"

"It's fine," Sienna assured him, surprised by how much she meant it. "It was good."

The smile that broke across his face made the whole awkward encounter worth it.

The eleventh client was notable only in his ordinariness. Middle-aged, middle-income, unremarkable in every way. His name might have been Dave or Dan or Don—Sienna honestly couldn't remember. He fucked her tits competently, came without fanfare, cleaned up, and left.

Completely forgettable.

Which meant there was only one left.

Sienna was exhausted by this point, her breasts sore and tender from hours of use. But when Madame Reeves told her to take an hour's rest before the final client, she found herself almost disappointed. Some part of her had started to crave the attention, the touch, the feeling of being needed.

What's happening to me?

She dozed fitfully in the recovery room, waking when Madame Reeves knocked.

"Your final client of the night," the older woman announced. "He specifically requested you for your initiation finale. Paid triple rate."

Another special request.

The man waiting in the Initiation Room stole Sienna's breath completely.

He was beautiful—there was no other word for it. Early thirties, with dark skin and close-cropped hair, angular features that could have been carved from obsidian. He wore an expensive charcoal suit that fit like it had been made for him, and when he smiled, it was full of wicked promise.

"Hello, Sienna. My name is Elias." His voice was smooth as silk and twice as dangerous. "I'm going to make your initiation unforgettable."

Oh god.

Elias moved to the recessed area with predatory grace, every movement calculated for maximum effect. He removed his suit jacket and rolled up his sleeves, revealing forearms roped with lean muscle.

"I've been watching your progress tonight," he said casually. "Madame Reeves has cameras in here—for safety purposes, you understand. And I have to say, you've impressed me. Eleven different men and women, eleven different approaches, and you adapted to all of them beautifully."

Sienna didn't know what to say to that, so she said nothing.

"Do you know what makes a truly exceptional courtesan?" Elias asked, settling onto the bench. "Not just beauty or technique. It's the ability to be exactly what each client needs. And you, sweet Sienna, are a natural."

His hands were warm and dry when they finally touched her, cupping her breasts with confident possession. Unlike everyone else tonight, Elias didn't immediately focus on her nipples or start groping. Instead he just held her, thumbs stroking idle patterns on her skin while he spoke.

"I'm going to do something different," he said. "I'm going to edge you. Bring you right to the brink of orgasm over and over without letting you tip over. By the time I'm done, you'll be so desperate you'll beg me for release."

Oh fuck.

True to his word, Elias spent the next hour—a full hour—working Sienna's body like an instrument. His hands, his mouth, his cock sliding between her breasts, all perfectly calibrated to drive her insane. Every time she got close to climax, whimpering and shaking, he'd back off just enough to keep her hovering.

"Please," Sienna sobbed eventually, all pride abandoned. "Please, I need—"

"What do you need?" Elias's voice was maddeningly calm.

"To come—please let me come—"

"Why should I?" His thumbs rolled her nipples, sending sparks through her system. "Give me one good reason."

"Because I—I can't—it hurts—"

"Pain and pleasure, sweet girl. Two sides of the same coin." But his fingers were sliding down her body now, finding the slick, swollen heat between her legs. "You've earned this. You've served beautifully tonight. Twelve clients, each one satisfied. You deserve a reward."

His fingers found her clit and pressed down hard, and Sienna shattered.

This orgasm was different than the one Vesper had given her—deeper, longer, more consuming. It rolled through her in waves that seemed endless, each one stealing her breath and her thoughts until there was nothing left but sensation. She heard herself making sounds she didn't recognize, felt her body convulsing on the table, felt tears streaming down her face.

When it finally ended—seconds or minutes or hours later, she couldn't tell—Elias was stroking her hair gently, murmuring praise.

"Perfect. Absolutely perfect. You're going to be a star here, Sienna. Every man in Millbrook is going to want you."

Then he stepped away, adjusted his suit, and left without another word.

Sienna lay on the table, completely spent, tears still drying on her cheeks. Her body ached everywhere—breasts bruised and tender, pussy throbbing, muscles like jelly. But underneath the exhaustion was something else.

Pride.

She'd done it. Twelve clients in one night. Twelve different people who'd used her body and left satisfied. And she'd not only survived—she'd thrived.

Madame Reeves appeared beside the table, her severe expression softening into something almost warm.

"How do you feel?"

Sienna considered the question carefully. How did she feel?

Used, yes. Exhausted, absolutely. Sore in places she'd never been sore before.

But also powerful. Desired. Necessary. Like she'd discovered something about herself that had always been there, just waiting for the right moment to emerge.

"I feel," she said slowly, "like I found something I didn't know I was looking for."

Madame Reeves smiled—a real smile this time, not the professional mask she usually wore. "Then welcome to the Harvest House, Sienna. Your initiation is complete. Starting tomorrow, you'll begin regular shifts. Four hours a day, five days a week. And based on tonight's performance, I suspect you're going to be our most requested girl within a month."

She helped Sienna off the table and wrapped her in a soft robe—real terrycloth this time, thick and warm. "Come. Let me show you to your room. You've earned a proper rest."

Sienna followed on unsteady legs, mind still processing everything that had happened. In one night she'd been transformed from nervous virgin to... what? Not a whore, though that word had been thrown around. Something else. Something more.

A woman who knew exactly what she could do and wasn't afraid to do it.

The third floor of the Harvest House was surprisingly comfortable—a long hallway lined with private rooms, each with a real bed and proper furniture. Madame Reeves showed her to room twelve and handed her a key.

"This is yours for the next year. Private bathroom through that door, dresser for your clothes. Meals are served downstairs at eight, noon, and six. Any questions?"

"Just one," Sienna said. "Do I get to know which clients requested me again? Or is it always anonymous?"

Madame Reeves considered this. "Anonymous by default, but some clients do want to build rapport with specific girls. If someone requests you by name and wants you to know who they are, we'll tell you. Otherwise..." She shrugged. "Mystery keeps things exciting."

She turned to leave, then paused at the door. "Oh, and Sienna? You did exceptionally well tonight. Better than most first-timers. I think you're going to do very well here."

Then she was gone, and Sienna was alone in her new room.

She collapsed onto the bed without even bothering to shower, too exhausted to care about the dried sweat and other fluids marking her skin. Her breasts throbbed with each heartbeat—a steady, insistent reminder of what she'd done. What she'd become.

Twelve men. One night. And I survived. More than survived—I won.

Sleep claimed her quickly, dreams filled with hands and mouths and pleasure that bordered on pain. And through it all, a voice that might have been her own or might have been something deeper:

This is who you are now. This is who you've always been. Stop fighting it and embrace it.

When Sienna woke the next morning to sunlight streaming through her window, she found she couldn't argue with that voice anymore.

She was exactly where she was supposed to be.


Chapter Four: Ascension

Sienna woke to the smell of coffee and cinnamon rolls drifting up from somewhere below. For a disoriented moment she couldn't remember where she was—the room was unfamiliar, the bed too soft, the light coming through the window wrong—and then it all came rushing back.

The Harvest House. Twelve clients. Her initiation.

Her body remembered before her mind fully caught up. Her breasts ached with a deep, throbbing soreness that pulsed with each heartbeat. When she sat up, the movement sent sharp twinges through her chest, and she looked down to find her pale skin marked with bruises in varying shades of purple and yellow. Handprints, mostly. Evidence of Brutus's rough handling and a few of the others who'd gripped too hard.

Evidence that it was real.

She traced one particularly dark bruise on the curve of her left breast—four distinct finger marks where someone had squeezed—and felt something complicated twist in her chest. Not shame. Not exactly. More like... pride? Satisfaction?

I survived. More than survived.

Her phone sat on the nightstand where she'd left it, and when she checked it she found seventeen messages. Her mother, mostly, asking how she was doing, saying she was proud, reminding her that this was important work. A few from Margot—how was it? and told you you'd survive and coffee next week?

Nothing from any friends her own age. But then, most of her friends from high school had left Millbrook the second they turned eighteen, escaping to colleges in other states where the Harvest House was just a weird rumor about their hometown. The ones who stayed either worked here or pretended it didn't exist.

The clock on the wall read 9:47 AM. She'd slept through breakfast, apparently, though her body had needed it. According to the schedule Madame Reeves had given her last night, her first regular shift started at 2 PM and ran until 6 PM. Four hours. Probably six to eight clients, based on how long each encounter typically lasted.

I can do this. I did twelve in one night. Six or eight is nothing.

She showered in the small attached bathroom, wincing when the hot water hit her bruised breasts. The shower had good water pressure though, and expensive-smelling soap that lathered thick and left her skin soft. Someone—probably Madame Reeves—had left a basket of toiletries on the counter. Shampoo, conditioner, body wash, lotion, even tampons and pads. Everything she might need.

When Sienna emerged twenty minutes later, wrapped in a towel with her hair dripping down her back, she found clothes laid out on her bed. Not her clothes—these were new. A soft gray sweater that looked expensive, dark jeans that actually fit her properly, and underneath them, a set of white lace lingerie that made her flush.

A note in elegant handwriting: Wear these for your shift. The clients appreciate the aesthetic. -MR

The lingerie fit perfectly—someone had clearly noted her measurements during initiation—and the sweater was cashmere, butter-soft against her still-tender skin. When Sienna looked at herself in the full-length mirror, she barely recognized the woman staring back. She looked... polished. Put together. Like someone who belonged here.

Her stomach growled, reminding her she hadn't eaten since that half granola bar yesterday. The cafeteria was on the first floor, Madame Reeves had said. Sienna made her way downstairs, following the smell of food and the sound of feminine voices.

The cafeteria was larger than she expected—maybe twenty tables scattered across an open room with industrial-style lighting and exposed brick walls. A buffet line ran along one wall, still set up with lunch options even though it was nearly ten. And scattered at various tables were other girls.

The other workers.

Sienna had known intellectually that she wasn't the only girl at the Harvest House, but seeing them all together was different. There were maybe fifteen or twenty visible right now—all young, all attractive in different ways, all wearing variations of the same expensive-casual aesthetic. Some were eating, some were on their phones, a few were clustered in groups talking and laughing.

The conversations stopped when Sienna entered.

Every head turned toward her, eyes assessing, and Sienna felt heat creep up her neck. She almost turned around and fled back upstairs, but then a voice called out:

"New girl! Over here!"

A woman was waving from a table near the windows—early twenties, with deep brown skin and natural hair styled in an impressive crown of tight curls. She wore a cropped hoodie and leggings, and her smile was genuinely warm.

Sienna grabbed a plate from the buffet—scrambled eggs, bacon, a cinnamon roll that smelled like heaven—and made her way over.

"I'm Kendra," the woman said, patting the seat beside her. "You must be the initiation from last night. Sienna, right? Word travels fast around here."

"Um. Yeah. Hi." Sienna sat, acutely aware of the other eyes still tracking her movements.

"Don't mind them," Kendra said, following her gaze. "They're just sizing up the competition. You did really well last night, apparently. Madame Reeves was impressed, which doesn't happen often."

"How do you know what happened last night?"

Kendra grinned. "Honey, there are cameras in every room. For safety, yeah, but also so Madame Reeves can review performances and match clients with girls better. She watches all the initiation footage." She took a bite of her own food—some kind of salad that looked way healthier than Sienna's plate. "Twelve clients, twelve satisfied customers. That's actually really good for a first night. Some girls tap out after six or seven."

They can do that?

"If you say red, everything stops," Kendra explained. "No judgment, no penalty. Well, except you don't get paid for incomplete sessions, obviously. But nobody's going to force you to keep going if you genuinely can't handle it."

That was... oddly comforting, actually. Sienna took a bite of her cinnamon roll and nearly moaned. When had food ever tasted this good?

"How long have you been here?" she asked Kendra.

"Eight months. Four more to go." Kendra leaned back in her chair, stretching. "Started last June, right after my birthday. Planning to use the money to open a bakery—I make these fucking amazing cupcakes, and Millbrook doesn't have a good bakery. Just that sad grocery store with the stale donuts."

"A bakery," Sienna repeated. "That's... surprisingly normal."

"What'd you expect? That we're all drug addicts or abuse victims with nowhere else to go?" Kendra laughed, but there was an edge to it. "Nah. Most of us are here by choice. The money's too good to pass up, and honestly? The work isn't that bad once you get used to it."

Another girl approached their table—petite, Asian, with jet-black hair cut in a severe bob. She set her tray down without asking and took a seat across from them.

"This the new girl?" she asked Kendra, but her eyes were on Sienna.

"Yep. Sienna, this is Naomi. She's been here almost as long as I have."

Naomi nodded once, still studying Sienna with an intensity that made her squirm. "You took Brutus on your first night."

"I—yeah. He was one of my clients."

"And you didn't say red." It wasn't a question.

"It hurt, but not... not bad hurt. Just intense."

Naomi's expression shifted slightly, something like approval flickering across her features. "Good. He breaks a lot of new girls. Makes them scared of rough clients. But if you can handle Brutus, you can handle pretty much anyone." She picked up her fork and pointed it at Sienna. "Word of advice though—don't let anyone push you past your actual limits. There's taking it rough because it's hot, and then there's letting someone actually damage you. Learn the difference."

"Okay," Sienna said, though she wasn't entirely sure what the difference was yet.

A third girl joined them—blonde, curvy, with the kind of effortless beauty that belonged in magazines. She wore a tight black dress even though it was barely noon, and her makeup was perfect.

"Is this her? The one who made Elias actually work for it?"

"In the flesh," Kendra confirmed.

The blonde extended a perfectly manicured hand. "I'm Ivy. Heard you edged for an hour last night. That's impressive."

Sienna shook her hand, confused. "How do you all know so much about my initiation?"

"We watched," Ivy said simply. "Well, some of us. Madame Reeves sometimes plays the footage in the lounge if a girl does something particularly impressive. Teaching tool, she calls it. Your session with Elias was... educational." Something hungry flickered in Ivy's eyes. Wonder if she'd let me practice on her.

Heat flooded Sienna's face. "You all saw—"

"Every second," Naomi confirmed. "Don't be embarrassed. We've all been there. And honestly, you should be proud. Most girls can't handle Elias's edging. He's got this way of reading your body, knowing exactly when to back off. It's maddening."

"He's also ridiculously hot," Ivy added. "And he tips well. If he requests you again, definitely say yes."

"Clients can request specific girls?"

"Oh honey," Kendra said, grinning. "You have so much to learn."

Over the next hour, as Sienna finished her breakfast and then accepted a cup of coffee from Kendra, the three women explained how the Harvest House actually worked.

The basic structure was simple: girls worked shifts, usually four to six hours at a time, and saw whatever clients were scheduled during that window. Most girls worked five days a week, though you could request fewer if you wanted less money or more if you could handle the physical demands.

But beyond the basics, there was a whole ecosystem of preferences, requests, and specializations.

Clients could request specific girls if they'd had a good experience. Those requests cost more—sometimes double or triple the base rate—and the girl got a bigger cut. Some girls, like Ivy, specialized in certain acts or aesthetics and became known for them. Ivy apparently had a reputation for loving rough sex and degradation, which attracted a certain type of client.

Other girls specialized in gentleness, or role-play, or specific fetishes. The Harvest House tried to match clients with girls who would genuinely enjoy—or at least not be bothered by—whatever they wanted.

"It's actually pretty smart," Kendra explained. "If clients leave satisfied and girls aren't miserable, everyone wins. Better reviews, more repeat customers, higher tips."

"Reviews?" Sienna asked.

"Oh yeah. Clients can leave reviews after sessions. Anonymous, obviously. They rate the experience and sometimes leave comments. Madame Reeves uses them to figure out scheduling and compensation."

That explained why everyone knew so much about her initiation. If clients had left reviews praising her responsiveness or stamina, word would spread fast.

"So what happens if you get bad reviews?" Sienna asked.

The three women exchanged glances.

"Depends on why they're bad," Naomi finally said. "If it's because you were rude or clearly not trying, you get docked pay and maybe a warning. If it's because a client's expectations were unrealistic or they're just an asshole, Madame Reeves usually sides with the girl. She's strict but fair."

"And if you consistently get terrible reviews, she'll suggest you might be better suited to other work," Ivy added. "But that rarely happens. Most girls who aren't cut out for this figure it out during initiation and leave."

A timer on Kendra's phone beeped, and she glanced at it with a sigh. "That's me. Got a shift in fifteen minutes. Need to go make myself pretty." She stood, gathering her tray. "Sienna, you're gonna do great. Just remember—it's okay to be nervous, but don't let it show too much. Confidence is sexy."

Naomi and Ivy left shortly after, and Sienna found herself alone at the table, nursing cold coffee and trying to process everything she'd learned.

This place had rules. Structure. A whole social hierarchy she was only beginning to understand. And somehow, despite everything, it felt almost... normal? Like any other job with coworkers and performance reviews and workplace gossip.

Except the work was letting strangers fuck your tits.

At 1:45 PM, Sienna made her way back to the basement level where the initiation rooms were located. According to the schedule Madame Reeves had given her, she'd been assigned to Room 7 for her first shift. When she found it, she discovered it was almost identical to the initiation room—same setup with the milking table, same recessed area below, same amber lighting.

The only difference was a small panel on the wall near the door showing a digital display: NEXT CLIENT: 14:00

Madame Reeves appeared exactly at 2 PM, her usual severe expression softened slightly by what might have been approval.

"Sienna. You look well-rested."

"I slept hard," Sienna admitted.

"Good. You'll need your energy. Your first client is already waiting. His name is James, he's a regular, and he specifically requested you after seeing footage of your initiation. He was impressed by your responsiveness with Rourke."

Rourke. The first one. The salt-and-pepper contractor who'd been surprisingly gentle.

"What does he want?" Sienna asked.

"The same as most men want, darling. Relief. Connection. A few minutes where they don't have to think about their problems." Madame Reeves gestured toward the table. "Take your position. He'll be in shortly. And Sienna? Don't overthink it. Just do what comes naturally."

Sienna stripped off her sweater and jeans, folding them carefully and placing them in the basket near the door. The white lace lingerie stayed on—Madame Reeves had said clients appreciated the aesthetic, and she was right. Standing in just the bra and panties, Sienna felt like she was wearing armor. A sexy, impractical armor that made her feel powerful.

She climbed onto the table and settled into position, breasts dropping through the familiar opening. Below her, the recessed area was empty. Waiting.

The door opened.

James was younger than she expected—late twenties maybe, with sandy brown hair and a tired face that suggested long hours and not enough sleep. He wore scrubs under a fleece jacket. A nurse, maybe, or an EMT. He smelled like antiseptic and exhaustion.

When he saw her positioned on the table, some of the tension in his shoulders eased.

"Hey," he said quietly. "You're Sienna."

"Yeah. Hi."

"I'm James. I, uh, I saw your session with Rourke last night. You were really responsive to him. That was hot." He moved to the recessed area and lowered himself onto the bench. Fuck, she's even prettier in person. Those tits...

His hands came up to cup her breasts, and Sienna let out a soft exhale. His touch was firm but not rough, confident without being aggressive. Like Rourke's had been—someone who knew what he was doing but wasn't trying to prove anything.

"I had a shit day," James said conversationally as his thumbs found her nipples. "Lost a patient. Eighteen-year-old kid who wrapped his car around a tree going ninety. We worked on him for two hours and it wasn't enough."

"I'm sorry," Sienna whispered, not sure what else to say.

"Not your fault. Not anybody's fault except the dumb kid's." James's thumbs circled her nipples in slow, steady rotations. "I just... I needed to feel something other than failure tonight. So I came here. And Madame Reeves said you were available."

His hands kept moving, kneading her breasts with gradually increasing pressure. Unlike last night's parade of different touches, James seemed content to just explore, finding what felt good and repeating it. He discovered that rolling her nipples between his fingers made her gasp, so he did it again and again until she was squirming.

"You like that," he observed.

"Yes."

"Good. Hold still."

His mouth replaced his fingers, sucking one nipple while his hand continued working the other. The dual sensation made Sienna's hips jerk against the table, seeking friction she couldn't find.

James chuckled against her skin. "Responsive. Fuck. Rourke was right."

He continued for what felt like hours but was probably only ten or fifteen minutes, alternating between gentle licking and harder sucking, occasionally grazing her with his teeth. By the time he finally pulled back, Sienna's nipples were swollen and overly sensitive, each touch sending sparks straight to her core.

She heard his zipper, heard fabric rustling. Then his cock pressed between her breasts—average length and girth, warm and already slick with pre-cum.

"Been thinking about this all day," James muttered. "All through my shift, watching people die and suffering, I was thinking about these perfect tits and how good they'd feel around my dick. That makes me an asshole, doesn't it?"

"No," Sienna said, and meant it. "It makes you human."

James groaned, and his pace increased. One hand pressed her breasts together while the other gripped the table edge. His rhythm was steady and controlled, each thrust deliberate.

"You feel so good. So soft. So perfect."

He came with a quiet gasp, release warm across her chest, and immediately started cleaning her with gentle, apologetic hands.

"Thank you," he said quietly. "That was exactly what I needed."

When he left, Sienna lay there catching her breath and realized something: she'd actually enjoyed that. Not just the physical sensation—though that had been good—but the feeling of providing comfort. Of being the thing that made James's awful day slightly less awful.

Maybe this really is important work.

The digital panel on the wall updated: NEXT CLIENT: 14:32

Her second client of the day was named Marcus—different from Marcus Chen from last night, this one was younger and blond—and he barely said two words. Just got down to business, fucked her tits efficiently, came, cleaned up, and left. The whole encounter took maybe twelve minutes.

Efficient. Forgettable.

The third client was a surprise. When the door opened and Dante walked in—the tattooed twenty-something from her initiation—Sienna felt her pulse kick up.

"Hey, pretty girl," he said, that crooked grin spreading across his face. "Miss me?"

"You were just here last night."

"And I'm back today. Paid extra to request you specifically." Dante moved to the recessed area, already pulling his shirt over his head. "Couldn't stop thinking about those perfect tits. Had to come back for seconds."

He requested me. Specifically.

Something warm bloomed in Sienna's chest. Pride? Satisfaction? Whatever it was, it made her smile.

"So what do you want?" she asked.

"Same as last night. Rough and fast. But this time—" Dante's hands came up and grabbed her breasts hard enough to make her gasp. "—this time I want to hear you. Want to hear all those pretty sounds you make when it feels good."

He was true to his word. Dante manhandled her breasts with enthusiastic aggression, pinching and squeezing and occasionally slapping them just hard enough to sting. And every time Sienna made a sound—a gasp or whimper or moan—he groaned like it was the hottest thing he'd ever heard.

"That's it. Fuck, yes. Let me hear you."

When he finally fucked her tits, his pace was even more erratic than last night, all desperate energy and zero control. But this time Sienna didn't try to stay quiet. She let herself moan when it felt good, whimpered when he pinched too hard, gasped when his cock hit a particularly sensitive spot.

And Dante ate it up like a starving man.

He came faster than last night—maybe four minutes of actual thrusting—with a strangled shout that probably echoed down the hallway. Then he collapsed against the bench, laughing breathlessly.

"Jesus Christ. You're gonna kill me, pretty girl."

"You requested me," Sienna pointed out. "You did this to yourself."

"Worth it. So fucking worth it." He cleaned her up with hands that were gentle now, all that aggressive energy spent. "I'll probably be back tomorrow. And the day after that. Hope you're ready for a regular."

When he left, Sienna realized she was actually looking forward to seeing him again.

Her fourth client was in his fifties, overweight, with kind eyes and a gentle touch. He introduced himself as Paul and spent most of the session just talking—about his wife who'd passed away two years ago, about his kids who'd moved across the country, about how lonely his house felt at night. His hands stayed on her breasts the whole time, kneading absently like worry stones while he talked.

He barely got hard, and when he did manage to come—after nearly twenty minutes of slow, halfhearted thrusting—it was with tears running down his face.

"I'm sorry," he whispered. "I'm so sorry. You must think I'm pathetic."

"I don't," Sienna said honestly. "I think you're grieving."

Paul left her a hundred-dollar tip.

Her fifth client was a college kid home for fall break who lasted maybe ninety seconds and apologized profusely. Her sixth was a businessman who dirty-talked the entire time, calling her a slut and a whore and a dirty little fucktoy, and somehow Sienna found it hot instead of degrading.

By the time her shift ended at 6 PM, she'd seen eight clients total, earned nearly two thousand dollars in base pay plus tips, and discovered that her body could apparently handle way more than she'd thought possible.

She showered in the attached bathroom—all the work rooms had them, she'd learned—and changed back into her street clothes. Her breasts ached, but it was a good ache. A satisfied ache.

When she emerged, Madame Reeves was waiting in the hallway.

"How do you feel?"

Sienna considered the question. "Tired. But good. Really good, actually."

"Excellent. You have excellent reviews already—several clients have specifically requested you for tomorrow. I think you're going to be one of our most popular girls." Madame Reeves handed her an envelope. "Today's earnings. Cash for now, but once you're established we can set up direct deposit."

Sienna opened the envelope and blinked. Twenty-three hundred dollars. For four hours of work.

"Holy shit."

"Indeed. Now go eat something, rest, and prepare for tomorrow. You have a full schedule." Madame Reeves started to walk away, then paused. "Oh, and Sienna? Welcome to the Harvest House. I think you're going to do very well here."

The next few days blurred together in a haze of clients and sensation and steadily growing confidence.

Sienna quickly learned to read people—to figure out within the first few seconds what they needed from her. Some wanted rough and fast, others slow and sensual. Some wanted to talk, others wanted complete silence. Some got off on degrading her, others treated her like something precious.

And she adapted to all of them.

Dante became a regular, showing up almost every day with that crooked grin and those rough hands. Sienna found herself looking forward to his sessions, to the aggressive energy and the filthy praise.

James returned twice more that first week, always after especially hard shifts at the hospital. He'd spend half his time just touching her while telling her about the people he'd lost, the people he'd saved, the impossible choices he had to make. Then he'd fuck her tits with quiet desperation and leave looking slightly less haunted.

New clients cycled through—a shy teacher who'd never touched a woman before, a divorced father drowning in loneliness, a group of three college friends who'd pooled their money to share a session and took turns while their friends watched from above the table.

That last one had been strange and exciting in equal measure. Sienna had never performed for an audience before, and knowing three sets of eyes were watching her react, watching her breasts bounce with each thrust, had sent unexpected heat pooling between her legs.

She'd come that night, clit throbbing untouched while the third friend finished, and all three college boys had lost their minds.

One week turned into two. Two weeks became a month.

Sienna fell into routines. Morning coffee with Kendra and Naomi in the cafeteria. Afternoon shifts seeing six to eight clients. Evenings spent in her room reading or sometimes joining the other girls in the second-floor lounge to watch movies and decompress.

The work stopped feeling transgressive and started feeling normal. Just something she did. A job that paid absurdly well and occasionally made her come so hard she forgot her own name.

Her breasts developed a permanent tenderness—not painful, just constantly aware. Her nipples stayed sensitive, responding to the slightest touch. Her body had learned what it was for here, and it stayed ready.

The bruises from her initiation faded, replaced by new ones that appeared and disappeared on a rotating schedule. She learned to map them, to know which client left which mark. The four-finger bruise on her left breast was always Brutus. The small hickey on the underside of her right was always a businessman named Theodore who liked to mark his territory. The faint scratches were from a woman named Jessica who got too enthusiastic.

She started keeping a journal, writing about the interesting clients and the boring ones, the ones who made her feel powerful and the ones who made her feel tender. It helped process everything, helped her understand what she was becoming.

By the end of her first month, Sienna was the third most-requested girl at the Harvest House. Only Ivy and a stunning redhead named Scarlett ranked higher, and they'd both been there over six months.

Madame Reeves called her into her office on the thirtieth day.

The office was on the second floor, at the end of a hallway Sienna had never explored. It was elegantly decorated—mahogany desk, leather chairs, bookshelves lined with what looked like actual first editions. Madame Reeves sat behind her desk, a crystal glass of amber liquid in one hand.

"Sit," she commanded, gesturing to a chair.

Sienna sat, suddenly nervous. "Is something wrong?"

"On the contrary. Everything is extremely right." Madame Reeves pulled out a folder and opened it. "In thirty days, you've seen two hundred and forty-seven clients. Your average rating is 4.8 out of 5, which is exceptional for someone so new. Your repeat request rate is sixty-three percent. Several clients have expressed interest in exclusive arrangements."

"Exclusive?"

"They'd pay a premium to guarantee you're available for them on specific days. It's optional, and you'd earn significantly more, but it does limit your flexibility." Madame Reeves leaned back in her chair, studying Sienna over the rim of her glass. "You've exceeded every expectation, Sienna. Most girls take months to reach your level of comfort and skill. You did it in weeks."

Pride swelled in Sienna's chest. "Thank you."

"Don't thank me. You did the work." Madame Reeves set down her glass. "I'm offering you a promotion of sorts. Special clients. High-paying, usually more demanding, but with appropriate compensation. Interested?"

Sienna didn't even hesitate. "Yes."

"Excellent. Your first special client is scheduled for tomorrow at 2 PM. His name is Aleksandr Volkov. Russian oil executive, in town for business meetings. He's paying five thousand dollars for an hour session. He wants—" Madame Reeves consulted her notes. "—slow, sensual, with oil massage. He specified that he wants to see your face, which is unusual but he's paying enough that we're allowing it."

Five thousand dollars. One hour.

"I'll do it."

"I know you will." Madame Reeves smiled. "Now get some rest. Tomorrow's going to be interesting."

Aleksandr Volkov was not what Sienna expected.

She'd imagined some gruff oligarch type—older, intimidating, possibly aggressive. Instead, the man who entered the special suite on the second floor—these rooms were nicer, she discovered, with actual beds instead of just milking tables—was probably in his early forties, impeccably dressed in a three-piece suit, with dark hair silvering at the temples and eyes like blue ice.

He looked at her face first, which was unusual enough to make her nervous, then smiled slowly.

"Hello. You must be Sienna."

His accent was thick, rolling the R in her name in a way that sent shivers down her spine.

"Yes. Mr. Volkov—"

"Aleksandr, please." He removed his jacket and hung it carefully on a provided hanger. "I understand this is unusual arrangement. That typically you don't see faces. But I am... how do you say... old-fashioned. I like to see woman's eyes when I touch her. Is this acceptable?"

"It's acceptable."

"Good." He finished undressing down to his boxer shorts—silk, expensive—and gestured to the bed. "Please, make yourself comfortable."

The bed was California king-sized and covered in luxury linens that probably cost more than Sienna's childhood bedroom furniture. She climbed onto it and lay on her back, breasts exposed to the ceiling instead of dropped through a table opening.

Aleksandr retrieved a bottle from his briefcase—amber glass, unlabeled—and poured oil into his palms. The scent hit her immediately: sandalwood and something else, something expensive and foreign.

"This is oil from my country," he explained, warming it between his hands. "Very rare. Very expensive. I bring it with me when I travel."

Then his hands were on her, and Sienna understood immediately why this was a special session.

Aleksandr's touch was different than anything she'd experienced at the Harvest House. Not aggressive or desperate or even particularly sexual at first. Instead he worked her breasts like a sculptor with clay, fingers finding every curve and valley, mapping her with artist's precision.

He massaged in slow, deliberate circles, working from the outside in, never quite touching her nipples until she was squirming with need. When he finally—finally—grazed one with his thumb, Sienna gasped loud enough to make him chuckle.

"Patience," he murmured. "We have full hour. No need to rush."

He wasn't kidding about taking his time. For nearly forty minutes, Aleksandr just touched her—massaging, caressing, occasionally leaning down to press feather-light kisses to her skin. He spoke to her in low tones, sometimes in English and sometimes in Russian, and even though she couldn't understand the Russian words, the tone made her shiver.

"You are beautiful. Krasivaya. So soft, so perfect."

By the time he finally positioned himself between her breasts, Sienna was wound so tight she thought she might combust. The oil made everything impossibly slick, and when Aleksandr's cock—thick and long and curved slightly upward—slid between her breasts, she actually moaned.

"Yes," he breathed. "Da, vot tak. Just like that."

His pace was maddeningly slow, each thrust deep and controlled. He held her gaze the entire time, those ice-blue eyes boring into hers with an intensity that made her feel seen in a way the anonymous encounters never had.

"Touch yourself," he commanded. "Pozhaluysta. Please."

Sienna's hand slid down her body, finding her desperately swollen clit, and the second she made contact she cried out.

"Beautiful. Show me. Show me your pleasure."

She circled her clit with trembling fingers while Aleksandr continued his slow, steady fucking of her breasts. The combination was overwhelming—the slick heat of his cock, the pressure on her sensitive nipples, her own fingers working herself higher and higher.

"Come for me," Aleksandr said, and it was half command, half plea. "I want to see your face when you come."

Sienna came so hard she saw stars, back arching off the bed as waves of pleasure crashed over her. Through it all, Aleksandr maintained that same steady rhythm, watching her with something like reverence.

"Prekrasno," he whispered. "Perfect."

He came a moment later, release hot and copious, painting her breasts and chest and chin. Then he collapsed beside her on the bed, both of them breathing hard.

They lay there for several minutes in comfortable silence. Finally, Aleksandr sat up and began cleaning her with warm towels that had been waiting on a nearby cart.

"Thank you," he said quietly. "That was exactly what I needed."

"You're welcome."

He dressed efficiently, then pulled out his wallet and extracted a stack of hundreds. "Tip. For being exceptional."

Sienna counted it later—two thousand dollars extra. Seven thousand total for one hour.

Holy shit.

When she told Kendra and Naomi about it at dinner that night, both women whistled.

"Volkov's a legend," Ivy said, appearing at their table with her own tray. "He comes through town maybe once a quarter, always requests the same treatment, always tips insanely well. If he liked you, he'll request you next time."

"How do you know he liked me?"

"Two thousand dollar tip, babe. He liked you."

Over the next several weeks, Sienna's special client list grew. A movie director in town for location scouting. A state senator who paid extra for complete discretion. A famous author whose name she'd recognized immediately but had been sworn to secrecy about.

Each special client pushed her in different ways, taught her new things about her own capabilities and desires. Each one paid enough that her bank account grew at a rate that seemed impossible.

By the end of her third month at the Harvest House, Sienna had earned over two hundred thousand dollars.

She could leave now, technically. Could collect her money and start whatever life she wanted elsewhere.

But when Madame Reeves asked if she planned to see out her full year, Sienna didn't even hesitate.

"I'll stay."

Because the truth was, she didn't want to leave. Not yet.

Maybe not ever.

She'd found something here—not just money, but purpose. Identity. A version of herself she'd never known existed but that fit like she'd been built for it.

This is who I am now, she thought, watching her reflection in the bathroom mirror after a particularly intense session with a client who'd made her come three times just from breast play. This is who I've always been. I just didn't know it until someone gave me permission to become her.

Her phone buzzed—a text from Dante: Same time tomorrow? Miss those perfect tits already.

Sienna smiled and typed back: See you tomorrow.

Nine more months stretched ahead of her. Nine more months of hands and mouths and heat. Nine more months of discovering exactly how far she could go, how much she could handle, how completely she could surrender to this thing she'd become.

She couldn't wait.


Chapter Five: Mastery

Month four at the Harvest House began with the first real snowfall of the season. Sienna woke to find Millbrook transformed—white blanketing the streets, muffling sound, turning the iron gates outside her window into something from a Victorian Christmas card. The contrast was almost absurd. Pretty winter wonderland outside, and inside these walls, the endless parade of flesh and need and transaction.

She'd stopped thinking of it as strange. That was the thing nobody told you about the Harvest House—how quickly the extraordinary became ordinary. How your brain just... adapted. Recalibrated its baseline for normal until letting strangers fuck your tits felt no more remarkable than making coffee or folding laundry.

Sienna stretched in bed, wincing slightly as her breasts shifted. Even after three months, they never fully stopped aching. The constant handling had made them perpetually tender, nipples always just a little swollen, always ready to respond to touch. Dr. Miriam—the Harvest House physician who checked all the girls monthly—said it was normal. "Your body's adapted to the work," she'd explained during Sienna's last checkup. "Increased blood flow, enhanced sensitivity. Some girls actually develop slightly larger breasts from the constant stimulation. Think of it as occupational development."

Her phone showed 7:43 AM and three new messages. One from Dante—Morning beautiful, see you at 2?—which made her smile. One from her mother asking if she'd be home for Christmas, which made her stomach twist with complicated feelings she didn't want to examine. And one from Madame Reeves: Special client today at 10 AM. Suite 3. Wear the red.

The red. That meant the special crimson lingerie set that lived in the back of her closet, the one made of silk so fine it felt like wearing expensive air. That meant someone important. Someone paying serious money.

Sienna rolled out of bed and padded to the bathroom, studying herself in the mirror while she brushed her teeth. Four months had changed her in ways that went beyond the obvious physical markers. Yes, her breasts were slightly fuller, her nipples darker from constant stimulation. Yes, there were fading bruises on her skin—occupational hazards she'd learned to wear with something approaching pride.

But the real changes were subtler. The way she held herself now, shoulders back and spine straight, owning her body instead of apologizing for it. The confidence in her gaze. The slight smile that played at her lips even in resting moments, like she knew a secret the rest of the world didn't.

I know exactly what I'm worth now, she thought, rinsing mint-flavored foam from her mouth. Down to the dollar.

The cafeteria buzzed with morning energy when she arrived at eight-thirty. Most of the day shift girls were there, fueling up before their schedules began. Sienna grabbed coffee—black, two sugars—and a plate of scrambled eggs with bacon, then scanned the room for familiar faces.

Kendra waved from their usual table by the windows, and Sienna made her way over. Naomi was there too, along with Ivy and two other girls Sienna had gotten to know over the past month—Carmen, a stunning Latina with legs that went on forever, and Zoe, petite and blonde with a deceptively innocent face that apparently drove certain clients absolutely wild.

"Morning, superstar," Kendra greeted her, grinning around a forkful of fruit. "Heard you have a special at ten."

Word traveled fast in the Harvest House. Always had.

"Suite 3," Sienna confirmed, sliding into her seat. "Madame Reeves said wear the red. Any idea who it might be?"

The girls exchanged glances—that particular look that meant they knew something she didn't.

"Oh honey," Ivy said, leaning forward with gleaming eyes. "If you're in Suite 3 wearing the red, there's only one person it could be. Senator Blackwood."

Sienna's coffee cup paused halfway to her lips. "The senator? Like, the actual US Senator?"

"The very same." Carmen's voice held a note of envy. "He comes maybe twice a year, always books Suite 3, always requests the newest girl who's performing well. Apparently he likes the thrill of discovering fresh talent." She made air quotes around "discovering" that carried implications Sienna wasn't quite ready to unpack.

"He's intense," Naomi added, her expression serious. "Not rough, exactly. Just... particular. Very specific about what he wants. And he pays obscenely well. Like, five figures for two hours well."

Five figures. For two hours.

"What does he want?" Sienna asked.

Zoe giggled—a sound that seemed at odds with the calculating intelligence in her eyes. "Everything. He wants the full girlfriend experience. Kissing, touching, conversation. He wants to feel like you actually want him, not like you're just doing a job."

"Acting," Ivy clarified. "The highest level of our craft. You have to make him believe he's special, that you're genuinely attracted to him, that you'd fuck him for free if he asked."

"Would I?" Sienna asked, not sure if she was joking.

"Have you seen pictures of Senator Blackwood?" Carmen pulled out her phone and queued up an image. "Not exactly hard on the eyes."

The man who appeared on screen was probably mid-fifties, with steel-gray hair and the kind of face that aged well—strong jaw, sharp eyes, the weathered handsomeness that came from decades of commanding rooms and making decisions. He wore a navy suit in the photo and stood at a podium with the state seal behind him.

"Huh," Sienna said. "Okay, yeah. I can work with that."

"Just remember," Naomi said, her tone shifting serious, "Blackwood has a reputation to protect. If word ever got out that he frequents the Harvest House, his career is over. So Madame Reeves is absolutely paranoid about security where he's concerned. No phones in Suite 3. No recording devices of any kind. And you never, ever mention his name outside these walls. Not to friends, not to family, not to anyone."

"Got it. Total discretion."

"Good." Kendra checked her watch and stood, gathering her tray. "I've got a shift in twenty. Sienna, seriously—knock him dead. If Blackwood likes you, you become one of the elite girls. Top tier pay, exclusive clients, the works."

After breakfast, Sienna spent an hour preparing. She showered using the expensive body wash that came in special client care packages, the one that smelled like vanilla and something darker, something that lingered on skin like a promise. Shaved everywhere—legs, underarms, bikini line carefully trimmed and shaped. Applied lotion until her skin gleamed. Light makeup—enough to enhance but not so much that it looked like she was trying too hard. Hair blown out into soft waves that fell past her shoulders.

Then the red lingerie. The bra barely contained her breasts, pushing them up and together in a way that created dramatic cleavage. The panties were little more than scraps of silk held together by strategic ribbons. Matching garter belt and thigh-high stockings completed the look. She studied herself in the mirror and felt a surge of something hot and powerful in her chest.

I look like expensive sin.

Over the lingerie she added a simple black silk robe, then headed to Suite 3.

The suites were different from the standard work rooms. Instead of clinical efficiency, they were designed for seduction. Suite 3 featured a king-sized bed with crisp white linens, a sitting area with a leather couch and armchairs, and soft lighting that made everything look golden and warm. A small bar cart held top-shelf liquor and crystal glasses. Classical music played softly from hidden speakers—something orchestral and sweeping.

Madame Reeves was waiting when Sienna arrived, inspecting the room with her usual exacting eye. She turned when the door opened, and something like approval flickered across her severe features.

"You look perfect," she said. "Senator Blackwood will arrive in ten minutes. Remember—discretion is paramount. He's paying fifteen thousand dollars for two hours of your undivided attention and the illusion that you actually desire him. Can you provide that?"

Fifteen thousand dollars. Fifteen. Thousand.

"Yes," Sienna said, and meant it.

"Excellent. He'll knock when he arrives. Answer the door, offer him a drink, let him lead. He likes control but in a subtle way—he wants you to follow his cues without being told explicitly. Read his body language, anticipate his needs." Madame Reeves moved toward the door, then paused. "And Sienna? This isn't a milking table session. He's going to want full intimacy. Are you prepared for that?"

Full intimacy. Meaning sex. Actual penetrative sex.

Sienna's contract had specified that penetration was optional—she could decline those requests without penalty. But optional also meant available for negotiation. And fifteen thousand dollars was a hell of a negotiation tool.

"I'm prepared," she heard herself say.

Madame Reeves nodded once, sharp and approving, then left.

Sienna poured herself two fingers of bourbon from the cart—liquid courage—and downed it in one swallow. The burn steadied her nerves. She'd known this moment would come eventually. Known that the Harvest House's most elite services went beyond just breast play. Most of the veteran girls offered full service to their special clients. It was part of climbing the ladder here, part of becoming indispensable.

And you want to climb that ladder, a voice whispered in her head. You want to be the best. The most requested. The one everyone talks about.

The knock came at 10 AM exactly.

Sienna smoothed her robe, took a breath, and opened the door.

Senator Blackwood looked even better in person than in photos. Taller—probably six-two—with those sharp gray eyes that seemed to see right through her silk robe to the expensive lingerie beneath. He wore a charcoal suit that had definitely been custom-tailored, and he smelled like bergamot and something woodsy. Power and money made manifest.

"Hello," he said, his voice a smooth baritone that probably played very well in Senate chambers. "You must be Sienna."

"I am. Please, come in." She stepped aside, let him enter, closed the door behind him. "Can I get you a drink? There's bourbon, scotch, gin—"

"Scotch. Neat." He moved to the sitting area and lowered himself into one of the leather armchairs with the ease of someone accustomed to commanding any space he occupied.

Sienna prepared his drink, hyperaware of how her body moved, how the silk robe whispered against her thighs, how his eyes tracked her with open appreciation. She handed him the glass, and his fingers brushed hers—deliberate, testing.

He wants to see how I respond.

She let the touch linger just a second longer than necessary, held his gaze, let a small smile curve her lips.

"Thank you," he said. "Sit with me. I'd like to talk before we... proceed."

Sienna settled onto the couch across from him, crossing her legs in a way that made the robe fall open slightly, revealing the edge of her garter belt. His eyes dropped to it, then returned to her face.

"Madame Reeves speaks highly of you," he continued. "She says you're a natural. That you've excelled beyond anyone's expectations."

"I enjoy the work," Sienna said honestly. "It suits me."

"Does it?" He took a sip of his scotch, studying her. "Most girls give me rehearsed lines. Pretty lies. You sound like you actually mean that."

"I do mean it." Sienna leaned back slightly, letting herself relax into the conversation. "I came here thinking I'd endure it, survive it, collect my money and leave. But it turns out I'm good at this. And I like being good at things."

Something sparked in Blackwood's eyes—interest, maybe, or appreciation. "Honesty. How refreshing." He set his glass down on the side table. "Do you know why I come here, Sienna?"

"For release? Connection?"

"For truth." He leaned forward, elbows on his knees. "In my world, everyone wants something. Every conversation is a negotiation, every smile is calculated. People lie to me every minute of every day because they think that's what I want to hear. But here?" He gestured vaguely at the suite. "Here the transaction is honest. I pay for your time, your body, your attention. No pretense. No games. Just... honesty."

Oh. He doesn't want the girlfriend experience at all. He wants authenticity.

"Then let's be honest," Sienna said. "You're paying me fifteen thousand dollars for two hours. I'm going to make sure you get your money's worth. Not because I'm pretending to care, but because I take pride in my work. Because making you feel good makes me feel powerful. Because when I'm with a client, I'm the center of their world for that moment, and that feeling is addictive."

Blackwood's expression shifted—surprise first, then something darker and more interested. Fuck. She's not what I expected at all.

"Stand up," he said quietly. "Let me see you."

Sienna stood, and when his eyes stayed on her face rather than dropping immediately to her body, she understood. He wanted permission. Wanted her to offer herself.

She untied the robe slowly, let it slide off her shoulders and pool at her feet. The red lingerie left very little to the imagination—her breasts swelled above the demi-cups, nipples just barely concealed by sheer fabric. The panties were transparent enough that he could see the neat triangle of hair beneath. The stockings and garter belt framed her thighs like an invitation.

"My god," Blackwood breathed. "You're stunning."

"Come here," Sienna said, "and touch me."

He stood, crossed to her in three long strides, and his hands found her waist first—testing, still cautious despite the obvious hunger in his eyes. Sienna stepped closer, eliminating the space between them, and rose up on her toes to press her lips to his.

The kiss started gentle, exploratory, but within seconds it deepened into something desperate. Blackwood's hands slid up her ribcage to cup her breasts, thumbs finding her nipples through the sheer fabric and making her gasp against his mouth.

"Bed," she murmured. "Now."

They made it to the bed in a tangle of limbs and kissing, Blackwood's jacket hitting the floor somewhere in transit. Sienna helped him with his tie, his shirt, revealing a body that was in better shape than she'd expected—lean muscle, just a hint of softness around his midsection, a smattering of gray hair across his chest.

When he reached for her bra clasp, she stopped him.

"Not yet. I want you to want it more."

His eyes flashed with surprise and arousal. "You're a tease."

"I'm thorough." She pushed him back onto the bed and straddled his hips, feeling his erection pressing against her through his slacks. "And you're paying for two hours. We have time."

What followed was a masterclass in building anticipation. Sienna kept the lingerie on, using it as both barrier and enhancement, letting Blackwood touch her through the fabric while she ground against him. She kissed him until they were both breathless, nipped at his neck and collarbone, worked her way down his chest with lips and tongue.

When she finally freed his cock from his slacks—thick and curved, already leaking pre-cum—she didn't immediately go down on him. Instead she sat back on her heels and just looked at him, let him see the hunger in her eyes.

"Please," he said, the word rough and desperate. "Sienna, please—"

"Please what?"

"Your mouth. I need your mouth on me."

She smiled, slow and wicked. "Since you asked so nicely."

Sienna had given head before—clumsy experimental attempts with high school boyfriends—but never like this. Never with intention and skill. Never with the confidence that came from months of learning exactly how to read a man's reactions, exactly where to press and lick and suck to drive him insane.

She worked Blackwood's cock with focused intensity, hollowing her cheeks and taking him deep, using her hand to stroke what wouldn't fit. His hips bucked involuntarily, and his hands fisted in her hair—not forcing, just holding on like she was an anchor in a storm.

"Fuck—god—Sienna—"

She pulled off with a wet pop, lips swollen and spit-slicked. "Not yet. I'm not done with you."

His groan was almost pained.

Sienna finally removed her bra, and Blackwood's eyes went wide at the sight of her bare breasts. She positioned herself so her tits framed his cock—a familiar position now, comfortable—and began to fuck him with them, slow and deliberate.

"This," she murmured, maintaining eye contact, "is what I'm known for. This is what brought me here. But you—" She squeezed her breasts tighter around him. "—you get more than this. You get everything."

"Everything," he repeated, voice strained. "Yes. Please. Everything."

She worked him like that for long minutes, varying her pace and pressure, occasionally dipping her head to take the tip of his cock in her mouth when it emerged from her cleavage. Blackwood was a mess beneath her—sweat sheening his forehead, breath coming in ragged gasps, hands gripping the sheets so hard his knuckles went white.

"I'm close," he warned. "If you keep—I'm going to—"

"Not yet." Sienna released him and climbed up his body, finally removing her panties and positioning herself over his cock. "Look at me. I want you to watch when I take you inside."

She sank down slowly, inch by inch, and the sensation of being filled for the first time in months made her cry out. Blackwood was thick, stretching her in ways that bordered on uncomfortable, but the discomfort quickly gave way to pleasure as her body adjusted.

"Jesus Christ," Blackwood groaned, hands flying to her hips. "You feel—fuck—you feel incredible—"

Sienna began to move, rolling her hips in a rhythm that had them both gasping. The angle hit something perfect inside her, and she chased that sensation shamelessly, using his body for her own pleasure as much as his.

"Touch my tits," she commanded. "Play with my nipples."

Blackwood obeyed immediately, hands cupping her breasts and thumbs finding her nipples. The dual stimulation—his cock inside her, his fingers on her sensitive peaks—sent sparks of pleasure racing through her system.

They fucked like that for long minutes, Sienna riding him with increasing desperation while Blackwood touched her everywhere his hands could reach. When she came it was sudden and overwhelming, her pussy clenching around his cock as waves of pleasure crashed over her.

"Yes—fuck—yes—" she gasped, hips still moving through the aftershocks.

Blackwood followed seconds later, pulling her down tight against him as he came deep inside her. His groan was guttural and raw, and Sienna felt every pulse of his release.

They lay tangled together afterward, both breathing hard, sweat cooling on skin. Finally Blackwood spoke, voice rough:

"That was..."

"Worth fifteen thousand dollars?" Sienna finished, grinning.

He laughed, the sound surprised and genuine. "Every penny."

They still had over an hour left, and Blackwood used it for exactly what he'd said he wanted—honesty. They talked while lying in bed, his fingers tracing idle patterns on her skin. He told her about the loneliness of politics, the constant performance, the way genuine human connection had become almost impossible in his world. Sienna told him about discovering the Harvest House, about the unexpected satisfaction of this work, about becoming someone she'd never known she could be.

When their time was up, Blackwood dressed slowly, reluctance in every movement.

"Can I request you again?" he asked. "Next time I'm in town?"

"I'd like that," Sienna said honestly.

He pulled out his wallet—leather, expensive—and extracted a thick stack of bills. "Your tip. For being extraordinary."

She counted it later. Five thousand dollars extra. Twenty thousand total.

Holy fucking shit.

When Madame Reeves checked in afterward, her expression was carefully neutral. "Well?"

"He wants to book me again next month."

The older woman's severe features cracked into a genuine smile. "Excellent. Welcome to the elite tier, Sienna. Your rate just tripled."

The rest of December passed in a blur of high-paying clients and deepening friendships with the other girls. Christmas came and went—Sienna spent it at the Harvest House, working a double shift on Christmas Eve and waking Christmas morning to find gifts from her regular clients piled outside her door. Dante had sent expensive chocolates. Aleksandr Volkov had sent a bottle of vodka that probably cost more than her car. Even Brutus had left something—a gift card to a sporting goods store, which was simultaneously thoughtful and completely on-brand.

The new year arrived with champagne in the third-floor lounge and all the girls gathered to toast their successes. Ivy announced she'd earned her first million and was planning to leave at the end of her contract to open a boutique. Carmen revealed she'd been accepted to medical school and would start in the fall. Kendra showed everyone her bakery plans—beautiful sketches of a storefront with French doors and display cases full of pastries.

Everyone had dreams they were building, piece by piece, orgasm by orgasm.

Sienna found herself wondering what her dream was. A year ago she would have said college, maybe studying literature or creative writing. But now? Now she couldn't imagine leaving this place. Couldn't imagine giving up the power she felt here, the satisfaction, the pure animal pleasure of being exactly what someone needed.

Maybe this is the dream, she thought, watching Naomi and Zoe dance drunkenly to music someone had queued up. Maybe I don't need anything else.

January brought a cold snap that froze Millbrook solid. The Harvest House became a warm refuge, and client flow actually increased—apparently men got more desperate when trapped inside by weather. Sienna worked six-day weeks and barely felt tired. Her body had fully adapted now, could handle a dozen clients in a shift without flagging.

She'd also expanded her services. After Blackwood, word had spread that she was available for full intercourse with special clients. The requests poured in, and Madame Reeves carefully vetted each one, ensuring they paid premium rates and understood the rules.

Some were forgettable—businessmen passing through who wanted a pretty girl to fuck and forget. Others became regulars. A novelist named Marcus who liked to talk about his books while Sienna rode him. A software engineer named Dev who paid extra to tie her up and edge her for hours. A woman named Valerie who came twice a month and always made Sienna come so many times she lost count.

Dante remained her most frequent visitor. He'd shifted from just breast play to the full experience, and their sessions had evolved into something that felt almost like relationship sex—familiar, comfortable, with inside jokes and running commentary.

"You know," he said one afternoon in late January, lying beside her in a post-sex haze, "I'm pretty sure I'm in love with you."

Sienna's heart did something complicated in her chest. "Dante—"

"Relax. I know what this is. I know I'm paying for your time." He rolled onto his side, propping his head on one hand. Doesn't make it less true though. "But I'm allowed to feel what I feel, right? And I feel like I'm falling for you."

"That's not a good idea," Sienna said gently. "This isn't real, Dante. It's a transaction."

"Is it though?" His dark eyes searched her face. "Because from where I'm lying, this feels pretty fucking real."

She didn't have an answer for that.

February arrived with Valentine's Day looming, and the Harvest House prepared for its busiest day of the year. Madame Reeves called a mandatory meeting in the third-floor lounge to discuss logistics.

"Valentine's Day," she announced to the assembled girls, "is when desperate men make desperate choices. We'll be operating at maximum capacity—every room booked, triple shifts available for anyone who wants the extra income. Expect emotional clients. Expect marriage proposals from regulars who've convinced themselves they're in love. Expect tears and declarations and requests that push boundaries."

"How should we handle the proposals?" asked a newer girl named Stella.

"Gently. Kindly. But firmly." Madame Reeves's expression softened fractionally. "Remember—these men are lonely. They're not stupid or delusional, they're just starving for connection. Don't mock them. Don't laugh. Just explain that while you value them as clients, this is a professional relationship."

"What if we actually do have feelings for a client?" Ivy asked, and everyone turned to look at her. "Hypothetically."

Madame Reeves sighed, a sound that carried decades of experience. "Then you're walking a very dangerous line. Feelings complicate things. Make you vulnerable. Make it harder to maintain boundaries." She paused. "But they're also inevitable, sometimes. If you find yourself developing genuine feelings for a regular, come talk to me. We'll figure it out case by case."

After the meeting, Sienna found herself cornered by Carmen in the hallway.

"It's Dante, isn't it?" Carmen said without preamble. "You're catching feelings."

"I'm not—"

"Bullshit. I've seen how you act when his name pops up on the schedule. You light up." Carmen leaned against the wall, arms crossed. "It's okay, you know. We're human. This was always going to happen eventually."

"But it can't happen," Sienna insisted. "That's not what this place is for."

"This place is for whatever we need it to be," Carmen countered. "For some of us it's a stepping stone to something else. For others it becomes the destination. There's no wrong answer, Sienna. Only what works for you."

Valentine's Day was as chaotic as promised. Sienna worked a triple shift—noon to midnight, with short breaks between clients—and saw twenty-three men over those twelve hours. Four of them proposed. Seven cried. Fifteen told her they loved her.

She handled each one with the grace Madame Reeves had taught her, thanking them for their feelings while gently establishing boundaries. Most accepted it with resignation. A few pushed back but eventually relented. One—a regular named Timothy who'd been seeing her twice a week for two months—didn't take it well.

"I've given you thousands of dollars," he snarled when she declined his offer to "run away together and start fresh somewhere." "You owe me more than this."

"I owe you exactly what you paid for," Sienna said, keeping her voice calm even as her heart hammered. "My time, my body, my attention. Nothing more."

"You led me on—"

"I did my job. I'm sorry if you misunderstood what this was."

He left angry, and Sienna immediately reported the interaction to Madame Reeves. The older woman's expression went cold.

"Timothy is banned," she said flatly. "If he tries to contact you outside work, you tell me immediately. We don't tolerate clients who can't respect boundaries."

"Will he... do something?"

"No. He knows better. I've dealt with men like Timothy for thirty years. They bluster and threaten but they're fundamentally cowards." Madame Reeves put a hand on Sienna's shoulder—rare physical contact that carried unexpected comfort. "You handled that perfectly. Don't second-guess yourself."

But the incident shook Sienna more than she wanted to admit. That night, after her shift finally ended, she found herself in Dante's arms despite it being off-hours, despite the weird blurring of lines that represented.

He'd shown up at her door at 12:47 AM with a bottle of wine and sad eyes.

"Heard about Timothy," he said. "Wanted to make sure you were okay."

"How did you hear?"

"Word travels. Especially on Valentine's Day when half the guys here are having meltdowns." He held up the wine. "Thought you might need this."

They ended up on her bed, not fucking but just... existing together. Talking about the strangeness of this place, the way it gave and took simultaneously. Dante confessed that coming here had probably ruined him for normal dating—how could regular women compete with Sienna, who knew exactly how to touch him, exactly what he needed?

"That's not fair to them," Sienna said. "Real relationships are supposed to be messy and complicated. This is fantasy."

"Is it?" Dante's hand found hers, fingers interlacing. "Because this feels realer than anything else in my life."

They fell asleep like that, fully clothed, hands linked. And when Sienna woke in the morning to find him gone—a note on her nightstand saying had to work, see you Thursday—she felt something she couldn't name twisting in her chest.

This is getting complicated.

March brought the first hints of spring and a new development at the Harvest House. Madame Reeves called Sienna to her office on a Wednesday afternoon, expression unreadable.

"Sit. We need to discuss your trajectory here."

Sienna sat, nervous. "Is something wrong?"

"On the contrary. Everything is very right. You're the second most-requested girl in the facility now. Only Scarlett ranks higher, and she's been here three years to your six months." Madame Reeves pulled out a file. "Your earnings are exceptional. Your reviews are glowing. Several high-profile clients have expressed interest in exclusive arrangements."

"That's... good?"

"It's very good. It also means you're approaching a decision point." The older woman leaned back in her chair. "Most girls do their year and leave. They've made their money, had their experience, and they're ready to move on. But some girls—the truly exceptional ones—stay longer. Two years. Three. Some make this their career."

Sienna's mouth had gone dry. "You're asking if I want to stay past my year."

"I'm asking what you want your future to look like. You have eight months left on your initial contract. After that, you're free to leave with your earnings and start whatever life you choose. But if you wanted to stay..." Madame Reeves slid a document across the desk. "This is a revised contract. Better terms, higher base pay, more control over your schedule and clients. It's what we offer girls who prove themselves indispensable."

Sienna picked up the contract with trembling hands. The numbers were staggering—base pay triple her current rate, plus bonuses for special clients, plus a percentage of tips. If she signed this and worked for two more years, she'd walk away with close to three million dollars.

Three million.

"I don't need an answer today," Madame Reeves said. "Think about it. Talk to the other girls if you want—several of them faced this same choice. Just know that you have options, Sienna. You've earned them."

That night Sienna sought out Ivy, found her in the lounge reading a fashion magazine and sipping wine.

"Did you get offered the extended contract?" Sienna asked without preamble.

Ivy looked up, unsurprised. "Year and a half ago. Turned it down."

"Why?"

"Because I knew if I stayed I'd never leave." Ivy set down her magazine. "This place becomes comfortable, you know? The money, the routine, the validation. It's addictive. And I could feel myself getting addicted."

"But you're still here."

"I'm finishing my original contract. Leaving in May." Ivy's expression was complicated. "Part of me wishes I could stay forever. But the smarter part knows I need to walk away while I still can."

Sienna found Kendra next, caught her after a shift.

"I got offered the extension too," Kendra admitted. "Turned it down for the same reason as Ivy. I want my bakery. I want a normal life. This place is great, but it's not forever for me."

"What about girls who do stay?"

"Talk to Scarlett. She's on her third year and planning to sign for a fourth."

Scarlett was a legend at the Harvest House—the highest-earning girl, the one everyone aspired to be. Sienna found her in Suite 5, between clients, and nervously knocked.

"Come in," Scarlett called, and Sienna entered to find her touching up makeup at an elegant vanity.

Scarlett was stunning—not beautiful in a conventional sense but magnetic, with red hair that fell in waves to her waist and green eyes that seemed to see everything. She wore emerald lingerie that matched those eyes perfectly.

"You're Sienna," she said, not a question. "I've been watching your rise. Impressive."

"Madame Reeves offered me the extended contract."

"And you're trying to figure out if you should take it." Scarlett turned on her stool to face her fully. "Let me guess—some girls told you to leave while you can, that this place will trap you?"

"Something like that."

"They're not wrong. But they're not completely right either." Scarlett stood, moved to a small bar cart and poured two glasses of whiskey, handing one to Sienna. "This place will trap you if you let it. But it can also set you free if you approach it right."

"I don't understand."

"Most girls come here with some external goal. College, debt, a business they want to start. The Harvest House is a means to an end. But for some of us?" Scarlett took a sip of her drink. "This is the end. This is what we were made for. And there's no shame in that."

"You really believe that?"

"I know it. I've tried the normal life, Sienna. Had a office job, dated nice boys, did everything society said I should do. And I was miserable. Then I came here and discovered that making men come apart with nothing but my body and my skill? That's my calling. That's my art. Why would I give that up to be miserable in some cubicle?"

Sienna sipped her whiskey, feeling it burn down her throat. "Don't you want more though? A partner, kids, a house—"

"Who says I can't have those things?" Scarlett smiled. "I have a boyfriend. He knows what I do and supports it. We're looking at houses. Maybe we'll have kids someday, maybe we won't. But I'm not giving up my work here for some fantasy of normalcy that never made me happy anyway."

"Your boyfriend knows?"

"Knows, supports, occasionally watches." Scarlett's grin turned wicked. "Not everyone can handle it. But the right person can."

Sienna thought about Dante, about how he knew exactly what she did because he was part of it. About how their strange relationship existed entirely within these walls but felt more real than any conventional romance she'd experienced.

"I think I'm falling for one of my regulars," she admitted quietly.

Scarlett's expression softened. "Dante, right? The tattooed one who's here every other day?"

"How did you—"

"I see everything that happens here, sweetheart. And I've seen how you two look at each other." Scarlett set down her glass. "Word of advice? If you want something real with him, you need to tell him. Actually tell him, not just hint around it. Because right now you're both stuck in this weird limbo where he's paying for something that feels free and you're pretending not to have feelings you definitely have."

"What if telling him ruins it?"

"What if not telling him means you lose it anyway?"

Sienna left that conversation with her head spinning and her heart in her throat.

April arrived with unseasonable warmth and the sound of Sienna's phone ringing at 2 AM. She answered groggily, expecting a wrong number or emergency, and found Dante's voice on the other end—strained, almost breaking.

"Can I come over? I know it's late and it's weird but I just—I need—"

"Come over," Sienna said immediately.

He arrived twenty minutes later looking wrecked—eyes red, hands shaking. Sienna pulled him inside and led him to her bed without questions.

"My dad died," Dante said finally, the words barely audible. "Heart attack. He was only fifty-three."

"Oh god. Dante, I'm so sorry."

"I don't even know why I called you. We barely know each other outside this place. But you're the only person I wanted to talk to." His voice cracked. "What does that mean?"

"It means," Sienna said slowly, carefully, "that whatever this is between us has become more than just a transaction."

"Yeah?" His eyes met hers, desperate and hopeful.

"Yeah." She took his hand. "Dante, I have feelings for you. Real ones. And I don't know what to do about it because this situation is so fucked up and complicated, but I can't pretend anymore."

"I'm in love with you," he said. "Have been for months. I kept coming back not just for the sex but because being with you is the only time I feel like myself."

They kissed then—not client and service provider but two people who'd found something unexpected in the strangest possible place. And when they made love it was different than every other time, slower and more careful, like they were trying to memorize each other.

Afterward, lying tangled together in the dark, Dante asked: "What do we do now?"

"I don't know," Sienna admitted. "But I don't want to lose this. Lose you."

"So we figure it out. Together."

It wasn't a solution. It was barely even a plan. But it was something.

The next morning, Sienna signed the extended contract.

She did it knowing she was choosing this life, this work, this strange beautiful terrible place that had remade her into someone she actually wanted to be. She did it knowing that staying meant more complications, more blurred lines, more difficult choices ahead.

But she also did it knowing that the Harvest House had given her something she'd never had before: the freedom to be exactly who she was without apology.

And that was worth any complication.

Madame Reeves smiled when Sienna handed back the signed contract. "Welcome to the elite circle. I had a feeling you'd stay."

"What gave it away?"

"The way you carry yourself now. The way you talk about the work. You're not counting down days anymore. You're building something." The older woman stood, extending her hand. "I'm glad to have you, Sienna. You're going to do remarkable things here."

As Sienna shook her hand, she caught her reflection in the window behind Madame Reeves's desk. Confident posture, clear eyes, the faint smile of someone who knew her own worth.

Yeah, she thought. I am.

The rest of spring passed in a blur of work and stolen moments with Dante that existed somewhere between professional and personal. They were careful, discreet—he still paid for his sessions to avoid raising eyebrows, but what happened between them had evolved far beyond anything money could buy.

Summer arrived with humidity and the smell of cut grass drifting through her open window. Sienna's one-year anniversary at the Harvest House came and went quietly—she'd already signed the extension, so there was no dramatic goodbye, no checking the calendar and counting down days.

Just the comfortable rhythm of work she'd come to love, in a place that had somehow become home, with people who understood her in ways no one ever had.

And eight months ahead on her new contract, with the promise of more to come if she wanted it.

Standing at her window one evening in late July, watching the sun set over Millbrook, Sienna thought about the girl who'd walked through those iron gates a year ago. Terrified, uncertain, convinced she was sacrificing something precious for money.

That girl didn't exist anymore.

In her place stood a woman who knew exactly what she wanted and wasn't afraid to take it. Who'd built a life from scratch in a place society would condemn but that had given her more freedom than any conventional path ever could.

This is who I am now, Sienna thought, watching the last light fade from the sky. This is who I was always meant to be.

And she'd never been happier.


Chapter Six: Home

Eighteen months into her tenure at the Harvest House, Sienna Kovalchuk woke to October rain hammering against her window and the smell of coffee drifting from the café she'd opened on the first floor three months ago.

The café had been Madame Reeves's idea—a way to diversify the building's offerings and give the girls a genuine third space beyond work rooms and private quarters. Sienna had jumped at the chance to run it, hiring a barista named Julie from town and stocking it with expensive beans and pastries from Kendra's new bakery. It operated during normal business hours, open to anyone, and had quickly become a gathering spot for girls between shifts and clients who wanted to linger in the building's atmosphere without necessarily booking sessions.

The rain made a kind of white noise that Sienna found soothing as she showered and dressed—black jeans today, a soft burgundy sweater, her usual understated elegance. No client sessions until 2 PM, which meant she had the morning to herself. To think. To process the envelope that had arrived yesterday from Dante.

I need to talk to you. Not as a client. As... whatever we are. Meet me at the café at 10?

They'd been dancing around their situation for months now—this weird hybrid thing where he still paid for sessions because that was the only way to guarantee time with her, but between those paid hours they'd text and call and occasionally meet up outside the Harvest House for dinners that felt like dates but weren't quite.

It was unsustainable. They both knew it.

Sienna arrived at the café at 9:47, wanting to be settled before Dante showed. Julie was already behind the counter, setting up for the morning rush, and she waved when Sienna entered.

"Morning, boss. Usual?"

"Please."

While Julie worked the espresso machine, Sienna settled into her favorite corner table—the one with a view of both the entrance and the rain-soaked street beyond. The café was still mostly empty this early, just two other girls nursing coffee and scrolling through their phones. Scarlett and a newer girl named Madison.

Scarlett caught Sienna's eye and raised her mug in a mock salute. The redhead was in her fourth year now, showing no signs of slowing, still the highest earner and still glowingly happy about her choices. Her boyfriend had proposed last month, and she'd said yes without hesitation, already planning a wedding that would feature several Harvest House girls as bridesmaids.

You can have both, Scarlett had told Sienna over wine one night. Love and this work. They're not mutually exclusive. You just need the right person.

Julie delivered Sienna's coffee—black, two sugars, in her favorite oversized mug—just as the café door opened and Dante walked in.

He looked nervous. That was Sienna's first thought. Dante, who was usually all swagger and crooked grins and confident hands, looked genuinely nervous. His dark hair was wet from the rain, plastered to his forehead, and he wore a leather jacket over a gray henley that clung to his lean frame.

Their eyes met across the café, and something in Sienna's chest pulled tight.

He ordered coffee—black, no sugar, the opposite of her sweet tooth—and carried it to her table, settling into the chair across from her with careful movements like he was trying not to spill something precious.

"Hey," he said.

"Hey yourself."

For a moment they just looked at each other, years of accumulated history passing between them without words. Eighteen months of sessions that had evolved into something neither could name. Hundreds of hours of his hands on her body, his voice in her ear, his vulnerability laid bare in the moments after orgasm when people said things they actually meant.

"I can't keep doing this," Dante said finally.

Sienna's stomach dropped. "Doing what?"

"Pretending that what we have is just a transaction. Pretending I'm okay with paying for time with someone I'm in love with." He set down his coffee with shaking hands. Fuck, this is hard. But I have to say it. "Sienna, I'm in love with you. Not as a client. Not as someone playing a role. Actually, genuinely, inconveniently in love with you."

"I know," she whispered.

"And I can't—I can't keep coming here and leaving money on the nightstand like you're—" He stopped, visibly struggling. "Like what we do is just business. Because it stopped being just business for me about a year ago."

"For me too," Sienna admitted, and saying it out loud felt like stepping off a cliff. "Dante, I'm in love with you too. Have been for months. Maybe longer."

Relief flooded his features, followed immediately by confusion. "Then why are we doing this? Why are we still pretending?"

"Because I don't know how to stop," Sienna said honestly. "This place—what I do here—it's part of who I am now. I signed an extended contract. I'm committed for another eighteen months at least. And I'm good at this work, Dante. I'm happy doing it. But I also want you, want something real with you, and I don't know how to reconcile those things."

Dante leaned back in his chair, processing. The café hummed around them—Julie grinding beans, rain drumming on the windows, the low murmur of Scarlett and Madison's conversation. Finally he spoke:

"What if you didn't have to reconcile them? What if both could be true?"

"What do you mean?"

"I mean—" He leaned forward again, intense. "I mean what if we just... did this? Dated for real, while you keep working here? I already know what you do. I've been part of it. And yeah, it's weird and unconventional and probably fucked up by most people's standards, but when has our relationship ever been conventional?"

Sienna's heart was pounding. "You'd be okay with that? With me sleeping with other men for money while dating you?"

"I'd be okay with you doing what makes you happy," Dante said. "And this work makes you happy. I've watched you bloom here, watched you become this confident, powerful version of yourself. Why would I ask you to give that up?"

"Most guys would."

"I'm not most guys." His crooked grin finally appeared. "Besides, I figure I have an advantage—I know exactly what gets you off. Hard to compete with that kind of insider knowledge."

Despite everything, Sienna laughed. Then the laughter turned into something else, something choked and tearful, and she found herself crying into her coffee while Dante reached across the table to take her hand.

"Is that a yes?" he asked gently.

"Yes," Sienna managed. "God, yes. Let's try this. Whatever this is."

"Boyfriend and girlfriend who met at a brothel," Dante said. "We'll be a great story for the grandkids someday."

"Absolutely not telling any future grandkids about this."

"Spoilsport."

They sat there for a long time, hands linked across the table, while rain painted the windows silver and the café slowly filled with morning customers. And for the first time since arriving at the Harvest House, Sienna felt like she could have everything—the work she loved, the money it provided, and actual genuine connection with someone who saw all of her and wanted her anyway.

Maybe this is what freedom actually looks like.

Her 2 PM appointment was with a new client—a tech entrepreneur from Silicon Valley in town to scout locations for a satellite office. His name was Harrison Chen (no relation to Marcus Chen, the regular who liked oil massage), and he'd paid premium rates to book two hours with the "legendary Sienna" that his business partner had apparently raved about.

Sienna prepared in the attached bathroom of Suite 2, examining herself in the mirror. Eighteen months had refined her appearance in subtle ways—she carried herself differently now, moved with a dancer's awareness of her body in space. Her hair was longer, falling nearly to her waist in honey-blonde waves. Her makeup was understated but perfect, emphasizing her green eyes and the full curve of her lips.

The lingerie today was black lace—classic, timeless, the kind that made men's brains short-circuit. She'd learned that simpler was often better; the elaborate costumes were for clients with specific fantasies, but most men just wanted to see a beautiful woman in beautiful lingerie.

Harrison Chen was prompt, arriving exactly at 2 PM and knocking with a peculiar rhythm that somehow conveyed nervousness. When Sienna opened the door, she found a man in his early thirties—Asian features, designer glasses, the kind of casual-expensive clothes that Silicon Valley types favored. Jeans that probably cost four hundred dollars and a t-shirt for a startup she'd never heard of.

"Hi," he said, and his voice was higher than she expected, almost boyish. "I'm Harrison. You're, uh, you're even more beautiful than Marcus described."

"Thank you. Come in." Sienna stepped aside, and Harrison entered with the cautious movements of someone entering unfamiliar territory. "Can I get you a drink?"

"Water? I don't drink during the day. Messes with my productivity metrics."

Of course he tracks productivity metrics.

Sienna poured water from the bar cart and handed it to him. Harrison took it but didn't drink, just held the glass like he needed something to do with his hands.

"Have you been to the Harvest House before?" Sienna asked, trying to put him at ease.

"No. First time. Marcus kept telling me about it—about you specifically—and I finally had an excuse to visit your town for business, so..." He trailed off, flushing. God, I sound like an idiot. She's going to think I'm a total virgin.

"So you thought you'd see what the fuss was about," Sienna finished for him, smiling. "That's fine. I promise I don't bite."

"What if I want you to?"

The shift in his tone was startling—sudden confidence replacing the nervous energy. Sienna reassessed him, recognizing the pattern. He wasn't actually inexperienced; he was performing nervousness, testing to see how she'd react, how she'd adapt.

Interesting.

"Then I bite," she said simply, closing the distance between them. "But you should probably tell me what you really want, Harrison. Stop playing the nervous first-timer and tell me what Marcus actually told you about me."

His eyes widened behind his glasses, then he laughed—genuine and surprised. "Okay, you're good. Marcus said you were good but holy shit."

"What did he say?"

"That you read people. That you adapt. That sessions with you feel less like a transaction and more like..." Harrison set down his water glass. "Like you actually give a shit what gets someone off. Not just going through motions but genuinely engaged."

"That's accurate," Sienna confirmed. "So tell me—what gets you off?"

Harrison took off his glasses, folding them carefully and setting them aside. Without them his eyes were darker, sharper, the boyish quality evaporating. "Control. Specifically, being in control of someone who's usually in control. Marcus said you're dominant in a lot of your sessions. That you take charge."

"I can."

"But could you give it up? For me? For two hours?"

Sienna felt heat pool low in her belly. She did usually prefer running sessions—making decisions, directing the action, using her skills to orchestrate pleasure. Surrendering control was... newer. Less practiced.

"Yes," she said. "But it'll cost extra."

"I paid for two hours at your premium rate. That's not enough?"

"To fuck me? Sure. To dominate me completely, to use me however you want with no limits except the hard reds? That's a different tier." Sienna named a number that made Harrison's eyebrows rise.

Then he pulled out his phone and transferred the money without hesitation.

"Done. Now—" His voice dropped an octave, and suddenly Sienna understood why he was successful in Silicon Valley. This was a man who closed deals and conquered markets. "—strip. Slowly. I want to watch."

What followed was two hours of Sienna surrendering in ways she rarely did. Harrison turned out to be extremely specific in his desires—he wanted her compliant but not broken, responsive but not anticipating. He orchestrated everything with methodical precision, using her body like an instrument he was learning to play.

He tied her to the bed with silk restraints from the suite's well-stocked cabinet and spent forty minutes just exploring her breasts—touching, licking, biting, testing her limits and cataloging her responses. When he finally fucked her tits, it was with the same deliberate precision, hips moving in calculated thrusts while his hands gripped her shoulders for leverage.

"You're beautiful like this," he murmured, watching his cock slide between her breasts. "Completely at my mercy. Do you know how much power you have normally? Walking around being gorgeous and competent and in control? This—" He thrust harder. "—this is the only time someone like you belongs to someone like me."

The words should have been offensive. Should have made her bristle. Instead they sent heat flooding through her, made her pussy clench around nothing, made her arch her back and press her tits tighter around his cock.

"That's it," Harrison breathed. "Fuck, that's perfect. You're perfect."

He came across her chest and throat, marking her deliberately, then immediately moved to untie her hands so he could position her on her hands and knees.

"I'm going to fuck you now," he announced. "Hard. And you're going to take it and thank me for it. Understood?"

"Yes," Sienna gasped.

Harrison's cock pressed against her entrance—still hard despite having just come, either impressive stamina or pharmaceutical assistance—and then he was pushing inside, stretching her, filling her completely.

The fucking was exactly what he'd promised: hard, relentless, his hips slamming against her ass while his hands gripped her hips bruisingly tight. Sienna's arms gave out after the first few minutes and she collapsed face-down into the mattress, ass still raised, while Harrison used her with single-minded focus.

"Touch yourself," he commanded. "Make yourself come on my cock."

Sienna's hand slid beneath her body, fingers finding her swollen clit, and the dual stimulation—his thick cock pounding into her, her own frantic circles—sent her over the edge fast and hard.

She came screaming into the mattress, pussy clenching around Harrison's cock, and he groaned like she'd killed him.

"Fuck—fuck—so tight—"

He came inside her, hips jerking erratically, then collapsed beside her on the bed, both of them breathing hard.

The remaining forty-five minutes of their session was aftercare—Harrison surprising her by being gentle now, wiping her clean with warm cloths, offering water, asking if she was okay. The dominant persona had evaporated, replaced by the earnest tech entrepreneur who tracked productivity metrics.

"That was incredible," he said quietly. "Thank you."

"You're welcome."

"Can I book you again? Next time I'm in town?"

"Of course."

Harrison left her a thousand-dollar tip and a promise to recommend her to all his wealthy friends.

After he left, Sienna lay in bed for a few minutes, body aching pleasantly, processing what had just happened. She'd surrendered control and enjoyed it. Had let someone use her and found power in that surrender.

I'm still discovering new things about myself.

The thought was thrilling.

Her phone buzzed with a text from Dante: How was your afternoon?

Instead of the usual vague "fine" or "busy," Sienna found herself wanting to tell him the truth. Not all the details—some things should stay private—but the essence of it.

Challenging in a good way. Learned something new about myself.

His response came quickly: That's what I love about you. Always growing. Dinner tonight? Actual restaurant, actual date, no money exchanging hands?

Perfect. Pick me up at 7?

It's a date. Literally.

Sienna smiled at her phone, then hauled herself out of bed to shower and prepare for her 5 PM appointment.

The evening brought an unexpected complication.

Sienna's 5 PM client was supposed to be a regular—Theodore, the businessman who liked to leave hickeys—but when the door opened, it wasn't Theodore. Instead, a woman stood there, late fifties, with carefully styled silver hair and an expression of cold determination.

"You're Sienna," the woman said. Not a question.

"Can I help you?"

"I'm Elaine Blackwood. Senator Blackwood's wife."

Sienna's blood ran cold. Oh fuck.

Elaine walked into the suite without invitation, her designer heels clicking sharply against hardwood. She carried herself with the kind of authority that came from decades of political partnership, of standing beside power and learning to wield it herself.

"I know about my husband's visits here," Elaine continued, examining the suite with clinical detachment. "I've known for years. This isn't about jealousy or moral outrage. I understand the Harvest House's purpose."

"Then why are you here?"

Elaine turned to face her fully. "Because my husband is talking about leaving me. For you."

The words hit like physical blows. "What? No. That's not—we haven't—"

"He's convinced himself that what you two have during his sessions is real. That you actually care about him, want him, that you'd run away with him if he asked." Elaine's smile was bitter. "Men are remarkably good at deluding themselves when a beautiful young woman makes them feel special."

"I never said anything like that to him," Sienna protested. "My job is to provide a service, not to—"

"Your job," Elaine interrupted, "is to make men feel desired. To create the illusion of genuine connection. And you're apparently very good at your job. Too good. My husband can't separate fantasy from reality anymore."

Sienna felt sick. She remembered her sessions with Senator Blackwood—the way he'd opened up to her, the intimacy that had developed. She'd thought she was just being good at her work, but had she accidentally led him on? Made him think there was more there than professional excellence?

"What do you want from me?" Sienna asked quietly.

"I want you to break the illusion. Next time he books you, tell him the truth—that you don't love him, don't want him outside these walls, that what you do here is a job you're very good at but nothing more." Elaine's expression softened fractionally. "I'm not asking you to be cruel. Just honest. He needs to hear it from you, or he'll keep fantasizing about a life that doesn't exist."

"And if I don't?"

"Then I'll make sure this entire facility gets shut down. I have the political connections and the motivation." Elaine moved toward the door, then paused. "I don't blame you, Sienna. You're doing exactly what this place was designed for. But sometimes being good at your job has consequences you didn't intend."

Then she was gone, leaving Sienna standing alone in Suite 2, stomach churning with guilt and fear and anger.

She found Madame Reeves immediately, explained what had happened.

The older woman's expression grew progressively darker as Sienna talked. When she finished, Madame Reeves was silent for a long moment.

"Elaine Blackwood is not bluffing," she finally said. "If she wants us shut down, she can make it happen. The Harvest House operates in a gray area legally—we're technically sanctioned, but that sanction depends on political goodwill."

"So what do I do?"

"Exactly what she asked. Next time Senator Blackwood books you, you have an honest conversation with him. You don't have to be cruel, but you need to make it clear that what happens here stays here." Madame Reeves sighed. "This is the risk of being exceptional, Sienna. Men fall in love with you. Usually that's good for business, but occasionally it creates situations like this."

"I never wanted—"

"I know. But intent doesn't matter when the consequences are institutional shutdown." Madame Reeves put a hand on Sienna's shoulder. "You'll handle this. You're good at difficult conversations."

Senator Blackwood booked her three days later.

Sienna prepared for the session with a kind of dread she hadn't felt since her initiation. She chose simple clothes—jeans and a sweater, no lingerie, no artifice. When Blackwood arrived, his face lit up at the sight of her.

"Sienna. God, I've been thinking about you constantly."

"We need to talk," she said, not moving to greet him. "Sit down."

Something in her tone made him pause. "What's wrong?"

"Your wife came to see me."

Blackwood went very still. "Elaine was here?"

"Three days ago. She told me you're talking about leaving her. For me." Sienna forced herself to meet his eyes. "Is that true?"

"I—" He looked away, flushing. "I've been considering it. Yes."

"Why?"

"Because what we have here feels real. More real than anything in my marriage has felt in twenty years. Because when I'm with you, I feel like myself instead of Senator Blackwood. Because I think I'm falling in love with you."

God, Elaine was right.

"You're not in love with me," Sienna said gently. "You're in love with what I represent. Escape. Freedom from expectation. A fantasy of a different life. But that's all it is—fantasy."

"It's not fantasy. We have a connection—"

"We have a professional relationship where I'm very good at making you feel special. That's my job, Senator. I'm excellent at my job. But it's still a job."

Blackwood's expression crumbled. She doesn't actually... "You don't have any real feelings for me?"

"I have tremendous respect for you. I enjoy our sessions. You're a good man and a generous client. But I'm not in love with you. I'm in love with someone else—someone I'm actually dating, building a real relationship with. What we do here is separate from that."

"I see." His voice was hollow. "Your wife was right to worry, then."

"She was. And I'm sorry if I ever gave you the impression that this was more than professional excellence. That wasn't my intention, but clearly I wasn't careful enough with boundaries."

They sat in silence for a long moment. Finally Blackwood stood.

"I should go. This session is—I can't—"

"I understand." Sienna stood as well. "For what it's worth, I hope you and your wife can work things out. From what I've read, you two have built something important together."

Blackwood nodded once, not meeting her eyes, and left without another word.

Sienna slumped back onto the couch, emotionally drained. She'd just lost one of her highest-paying regulars and potentially destroyed a man's fantasy, but she'd also done the right thing. The adult thing. The honest thing.

This is part of the work too. Not just the pleasure but the hard conversations.

That evening, she met Dante at a restaurant across town—a real date, as promised, no Harvest House anywhere in sight. They ordered wine and pasta and talked about normal things: his graphic design work, her café, a movie they both wanted to see.

But eventually the conversation drifted to harder topics.

"Senator Blackwood's wife came to see me," Sienna said, swirling wine in her glass.

Dante's expression darkened. "What did she want?"

Sienna explained the situation, the ultimatum, the difficult conversation she'd had to have. When she finished, Dante reached across the table to take her hand.

"That must have been brutal."

"It was necessary. And it made me realize something." Sienna looked at him directly. "What you and I have—this weird, unconventional relationship we're building—it's real in a way my work will never be. And I need to protect that. Which means being more careful about boundaries with clients. Not letting them confuse good service with genuine connection."

"Is that even possible?" Dante asked. "You're so good at what you do because you genuinely engage. If you pull back too much, won't that diminish what makes you exceptional?"

"Maybe. But I'd rather be slightly less exceptional and keep what we have than lose you because I couldn't maintain appropriate boundaries."

Dante's grip on her hand tightened. "You're not going to lose me. I'm in this for real, Sienna. Whatever complications come with dating someone who works at the Harvest House, I'm willing to deal with them."

"Even when clients fall in love with me?"

"Even then. Because I trust you. I trust us." He smiled, that crooked grin she'd come to love. "Besides, I have the ultimate advantage—I know you're actually in love with me, not just pretending for money."

"True." Sienna smiled back, feeling some of the tension ease from her shoulders. "That is a pretty significant advantage."

They finished dinner and walked through Millbrook's downtown in the October cold, holding hands like a normal couple, and for a few hours Sienna could pretend that's all they were. Just two people in love, navigating a relationship.

The fantasy was nice while it lasted.

November brought the first major crisis at the Harvest House.

A journalist from a national magazine showed up in Millbrook, asking questions about the facility, taking photos from across the street, approaching girls when they left the building. His angle, it became clear quickly, was a hit piece—"Small Town Sex Trafficking: The Dark Reality of the Harvest House."

Never mind that every girl there was over eighteen and working voluntarily. Never mind the extensive contracts and consent procedures. Never mind that this was a sanctioned municipal program with oversight. The journalist had decided the Harvest House was exploitation, and he was going to prove it.

Madame Reeves called an emergency meeting.

"We're going to be investigated," she announced to the assembled girls, her expression grimmer than Sienna had ever seen. "State officials are coming next week to review our operations, interview girls, examine contracts and consent documentation. This journalist's story hasn't even published yet and already we're dealing with fallout."

"What happens if they shut us down?" asked one of the newer girls, voice trembling.

"Then every girl here loses her income, her contract earnings, and potentially her reputation if this becomes a public scandal." Madame Reeves's gaze swept the room. "Which is why we need to present a united front. If investigators interview you, tell the truth. Tell them you're here voluntarily, that you're treated well, that this is legitimate work. Don't let them twist your words into some narrative about victimization."

"What if some girls do feel victimized?" Scarlett asked quietly.

The room went silent.

"Then they should say so," Madame Reeves said finally. "I've never claimed this work is for everyone. But if someone genuinely feels exploited, that's a problem I need to address, investigation or not. So I'm asking now—is anyone here against their will? Is anyone being coerced or pressured to stay?"

Silence. Nobody moved.

"Good. Then we'll weather this storm together."

The investigation was brutal. State officials set up in conference rooms and called girls in one by one, asking detailed questions about their experiences, their contracts, their reasons for being there. Sienna's interview lasted three hours.

"Why did you sign an extended contract?" the lead investigator asked—a severe woman in her fifties named Barbara Chen.

"Because I wanted to," Sienna said simply. "The work suits me, the money is excellent, and I've built a life here I enjoy."

"You don't feel exploited? Used?"

"I feel empowered. I provide a service that people desperately need, and I'm compensated extremely well for it. How is that exploitation?"

"You let strangers use your body for money."

"Yes. And I choose which strangers, what they're allowed to do, and how much they pay. I have complete control over my work." Sienna leaned forward. "With respect, Ms. Chen, I've had regular jobs before this. Retail, food service, clerical work. Those jobs paid minimum wage while expecting me to smile through harassment and degradation. Here I make more in a week than I made in six months at those jobs, and I'm treated with more respect and care than I ever was in 'legitimate' employment. So yes, I choose this."

Barbara Chen studied her for a long moment. "You're very articulate. Very confident. But not every girl here is like you."

"No, we're all different. Different reasons for being here, different experiences, different goals. But we're all here voluntarily. That's the thing people don't want to accept—that some women actually choose sex work and thrive in it."

The interview continued, but Sienna could tell her words had landed. Barbara Chen's expression had shifted from hostile to thoughtful.

The investigation wrapped up two weeks later with a report that cleared the Harvest House of any wrongdoing but recommended enhanced oversight and regular audits. The journalist's hit piece published to immediate controversy—some people defending the Harvest House as valid work, others condemning it as moral decay.

And through it all, Sienna kept working.

December arrived with snow and the anniversary of her first year at the Harvest House. Hard to believe it had been a year—felt like both forever and no time at all. The girl who'd walked through those gates terrified and uncertain didn't exist anymore. In her place stood a woman who knew exactly who she was and what she wanted.

On December fifteenth, Madame Reeves called Sienna to her office.

"Sit. We need to discuss your future here."

Sienna sat, curious rather than nervous now.

"You have six months left on your extended contract," Madame Reeves continued. "After that, you're free to leave or negotiate new terms. But I want to make you an offer now, before you start considering other options."

"What kind of offer?"

"Partnership. Not full ownership—I'm not ready to retire—but a significant stake in the Harvest House's operations and profits. You'd help with management decisions, mentor new girls, represent the facility in any future legal or political situations. Your base pay would increase substantially, and you'd receive a percentage of overall revenue."

Sienna's breath caught. "You're offering me part ownership?"

"I'm offering you a future beyond just working here. A chance to shape this institution, to ensure it continues to serve its purpose long after I'm gone." Madame Reeves pulled out a folder. "The financial details are in here. Take your time reviewing them. But I'll tell you now—I think you're the right person for this role. You understand the work at every level, you have the respect of other girls, and you've proven you can handle complicated situations with grace."

"I don't know what to say."

"Don't say anything yet. Think about it. Discuss it with Dante if you want—I know you two are together now, don't look surprised, everyone knows. Consider what you want your life to look like five years from now." Madame Reeves stood, signaling the meeting's end. "You have until March to decide."

Sienna took the folder back to her room and read through it with increasing disbelief. The financial terms were staggering—she'd effectively become wealthy beyond anything she'd imagined. But more than the money, it was the idea of legacy that caught her attention.

I could help build this place into something even better. Could ensure future generations of girls have the same opportunities I did.

She called Dante immediately.

"I need to talk to you. Can you come over?"

He arrived thirty minutes later, and Sienna showed him the partnership offer. He read through it carefully, his expression unreadable.

Finally he looked up. "Holy shit."

"Right?"

"This is huge, Sienna. This is basically her asking you to help run the place."

"I know. And I'm terrified and excited and I don't know if I should do it."

"Do you want to?"

That was the question, wasn't it? Did she want to commit to the Harvest House not just for six more months but potentially for decades? Did she want this place to be her career, her legacy, the thing she built her life around?

"Yes," Sienna said slowly. "I think I do. Is that crazy?"

"No." Dante set down the folder and pulled her into his arms. "It's ambitious and unconventional, but it's not crazy. You love this work. You're good at it. And honestly? I think you'd be amazing at helping run the place."

"You're okay with that? With me committing to this long-term?"

"Babe, I'm committing to you long-term. Whatever that looks like." He kissed her forehead. "We'll figure out the weird parts as we go."

The holidays passed in a blur of double shifts and special events. The Harvest House hosted a New Year's Eve party that was part celebration, part networking event, with clients and girls mingling freely in the lounge. Sienna spent the evening circulating, talking to regulars, thanking them for their continued patronage.

At midnight, when everyone counted down and kissed their partners, Dante appeared at her side and pulled her into a kiss that tasted like champagne and promise.

"Happy new year," he murmured against her lips.

"Happy new year."

January brought a surprise: Aleksandr Volkov returned to Millbrook and requested a session with Sienna. She hadn't seen him in nearly six months, and when he walked into Suite 3, she noticed he looked older—more gray in his hair, deeper lines around his eyes.

"Aleksandr. It's good to see you."

"And you, krasivaya. You look well. Happy." He settled into a chair, not immediately moving toward the bed. "I hear you might become partner here. This is good news."

"How do you know about that?"

"I make it my business to know things." He smiled. "I also make it my business to invest in valuable enterprises. Which is why I am here to make you offer."

"What kind of offer?"

"Silent partner funding. I provide capital for expansion—perhaps opening second location, improving facilities, whatever Madame Reeves envisions. In exchange, I receive small percentage of profits and occasional... personal attention from the Harvest House's most exceptional talent."

Sienna studied him. "You want to bankroll the Harvest House in exchange for guaranteed access to me?"

"And others, if they are willing. But primarily yes, I want to ensure you remain available when I am in town." He leaned forward. "I am wealthy man, Sienna. Wealthier than you probably imagine. But wealth means nothing if I cannot spend it on things that bring me joy. And you? You bring me more joy than anything else in my life."

"That's not—you know what we have here isn't real, right?"

"It is real when we are together. That is enough for me." She doesn't understand. This is more real than my marriage, my business, my entire life in Moscow.

They ended up in bed anyway—it was a session, after all, and Aleksandr had paid for two hours. But afterward, lying tangled in expensive sheets, Sienna brought up his offer again.

"I'll discuss it with Madame Reeves. But you need to understand—I'm with someone now. Dante. We're actually together. So whatever arrangements we make, that has to be respected."

"Of course. I am not asking for your heart. Just your time." Aleksandr stroked her hair. "Besides, a woman like you should not be limited to just one man. You are art that should be appreciated by many."

"That's a very convenient philosophy for you."

"Perhaps. But is also true."

When Sienna presented Aleksandr's offer to Madame Reeves, the older woman's eyes lit up.

"This could solve our capital problems," she said. "I've been wanting to renovate the second floor, add more luxury suites. With proper funding..." She trailed off, already calculating possibilities.

"So you want me to accept?"

"I want you to consider it carefully. Having a silent partner with financial investment could be wonderful or could be complicated if he starts thinking his money entitles him to operational control."

"Aleksandr's not like that."

"You've known him in a very specific context. You don't know how he operates in business." But Madame Reeves was smiling. "Though if you trust him, I trust your judgment. Let's draft a proposal and negotiate terms."

February brought Valentine's Day again—Sienna's second one at the Harvest House. This time she knew what to expect: the desperate proposals, the emotional clients, the men convinced that paying for sex created genuine relationships.

But this year she also had Dante waiting for her after her shift with roses and a dinner reservation, ready to remind her that some relationships were real and earned and chosen.

"I love you," he said over dessert at an Italian restaurant downtown.

"I love you too."

"Move in with me."

Sienna's fork paused halfway to her mouth. "What?"

"Move in with me. I have a house—bought it last year, two bedrooms, nice neighborhood. It's bigger than your room at the Harvest House, and we could have actual space to build a life together." Dante reached across the table for her hand. "I know it's weird because of your work, but we could make it work. You'd still have your room there for between shifts or if you need space, but you'd also have a real home with me."

"That's a big step."

"We've been together almost a year. I think we're ready."

Are we? Can I actually live with someone while also working at the Harvest House?

But looking at Dante's hopeful face, Sienna realized she wanted to try.

"Okay," she said. "Yes. Let's do it."

They toasted with wine and made plans and acted like a normal couple building a normal life, even though nothing about their situation was normal.

Sienna moved in with Dante in early March, and the adjustment was stranger than she expected. Suddenly she had a domestic life—making coffee together in the morning, watching TV at night, arguing about whose turn it was to take out the trash. All the mundane markers of cohabitation that she'd never experienced.

And she still worked at the Harvest House four days a week, still let strange men and women fuck her tits and occasionally more, still came home smelling like sex and hotel soap.

The first night she came home from a shift and found Dante cooking dinner like nothing unusual had happened, Sienna almost cried.

"How are you so okay with this?" she asked, wrapping her arms around him from behind.

"With what?"

"With me working there. With knowing what I do."

Dante turned in her arms. "Because I know you're coming home to me. Because what you do there is work, and what we have is life. I trust you to know the difference."

"Most people wouldn't be this understanding."

"Most people are boring." He kissed her nose. "Now go shower so we can eat. I made your favorite."

By the time Sienna's extended contract expired in June, she'd already signed the partnership agreement with Madame Reeves. The Harvest House was officially part-hers now, and she threw herself into the role with enthusiasm—mentoring new girls, implementing quality control measures, negotiating the deal with Aleksandr that would fund a full renovation.

On a warm evening in late July, exactly two years after her initiation, Sienna stood in her office—her actual office, with a door that had her name on it—reviewing next week's schedules when Madame Reeves knocked.

"Do you have a moment?"

"Always. What's up?"

Madame Reeves entered and closed the door behind her. "I wanted to tell you something before it becomes official. I'm retiring."

Sienna's heart sank. "What? When?"

"Next year. I'll be sixty-five, and I've been doing this for thirty-five years. I'm tired, Sienna. Ready to travel, read books, live a quieter life." She smiled. "But I'm not worried about leaving, because I know the Harvest House will be in excellent hands. Yours."

"You're asking me to take over completely?"

"I'm asking you to consider it. We'd restructure the partnership—you'd become majority owner, primary operator. I'd retain a small stake for income but wouldn't be involved in day-to-day operations." Madame Reeves sat down. "You're only twenty, I know. Very young to run something like this. But you're ready. I've watched you grow from a terrified girl on initiation night into a confident woman who understands every aspect of this business. If anyone can lead the Harvest House into the future, it's you."

Sienna couldn't speak for a moment, overwhelmed.

"I need to think about it," she finally managed.

"Of course. Take your time. But Sienna?" Madame Reeves stood to leave. "I'm proud of you. Prouder than you probably know."

After she left, Sienna sat alone in her office, mind racing.

Run the Harvest House. Completely. Be responsible for this entire operation.

It was terrifying and exhilarating in equal measure.

She called Dante immediately.

"I need you. Can you come to the Harvest House?"

He arrived twenty minutes later, finding her still in her office, and she explained everything. When she finished, Dante was quiet for a long time.

"That's huge," he said finally.

"I know. Too huge?"

"No. I think..." He paused, choosing words carefully. "I think you were born for this. To run this place, to help it grow, to make it everything it could be. And I'll support you, whatever you decide."

"Even if it means I'm even more committed to this life?"

"Even then." Dante pulled her into his arms. "You're building something important here, Sienna. Something that helps people and provides opportunities and challenges shitty assumptions about sex work. Why would I ask you to walk away from that?"

"Because most boyfriends would."

"Good thing I'm not most boyfriends."

That night, lying in bed in their shared house, Dante asked: "Are you happy?"

Sienna considered the question. Was she happy?

She worked in a brothel. Let strangers use her body for money. Had built her entire life around an institution most of society would condemn.

And yes. She was happy. Deeply, genuinely happy.

"I am," she said. "Happier than I've ever been."

"Good. That's all that matters."

Six months later, on a January morning with snow falling outside her window, Sienna stood in front of a mirror in what had once been the initiation room and was now her private office. She wore a charcoal suit—professional, authoritative—and her hair was pulled into an elegant updo.

Today was the official transfer of power. Today she became the head of the Harvest House.

Madame Reeves appeared in the doorway, smiling. "Ready?"

"I think so. Nervous."

"You'll be wonderful." The older woman crossed the room and adjusted Sienna's collar. "You've already been wonderful. This is just making it official."

The ceremony was simple—signing papers, shaking hands with city officials, accepting congratulations from the girls who'd gathered to witness it. But standing there with Dante beside her and her employees applauding, Sienna felt something shift inside her.

This is mine now. My responsibility. My legacy.

After the formalities ended and the crowd dispersed, Sienna found herself back in her office with Dante.

"So," he said. "How does it feel to run a brothel?"

"Powerful." Sienna grinned. "Really fucking powerful."

"Yeah?" He moved closer, that familiar heat in his eyes. "How powerful?"

"Powerful enough that I'm closing early today so I can take my boyfriend home and celebrate properly."

"Best idea you've had all week."

They made it home in record time, and what followed was passionate and raw and perfect—not a transaction but two people who genuinely loved each other expressing it physically.

Afterward, lying tangled together in their bed, Dante asked: "Do you ever regret it? Coming to the Harvest House?"

"Never. Not once." Sienna traced patterns on his chest. "It made me who I am. Brought me to you. Gave me a career I love and a life I never imagined. How could I regret any of that?"

"Most people wouldn't understand."

"Most people are afraid of their own desires. Afraid to admit what they want, what makes them happy, what they need." Sienna propped herself up on one elbow to look at him properly. "I'm not afraid anymore. The Harvest House taught me that. Taught me to own who I am without apology."

"And who are you?"

Sienna smiled. "I'm a woman who runs a brothel, who's in love with a tattoo artist, who helps people find pleasure and connection and relief. I'm someone who chose an unconventional path and made it work. I'm exactly who I was always meant to be."

"I love you," Dante said quietly.

"I love you too."

Spring arrived with that particular green smell of new growth and possibility. The Harvest House was thriving under Sienna's leadership—renovations complete, new girls hired and trained, revenue higher than ever. Aleksandr's investment had paid off spectacularly, and he continued to visit quarterly for his guaranteed sessions.

Scarlett got married in April, a beautiful ceremony in the Harvest House's newly renovated third-floor ballroom. Half the guests were current or former clients, which should have been weird but somehow wasn't. It was just another day in Millbrook, where the extraordinary had become ordinary.

Sienna stood in the crowd watching Scarlett exchange vows with her longtime boyfriend, and felt Dante's hand slip into hers.

"Thinking what I'm thinking?" he murmured.

"That someday that could be us?"

"Yeah."

"Maybe." Sienna squeezed his hand. "When we're ready."

"No rush. I'm happy with what we have now."

"Me too."

Summer brought record heat and record business. Apparently people needed more release when temperatures soared. Sienna hired three new girls, expanded services to include couples' sessions, and began planning a second location in the next town over.

The journalist who'd tried to take them down wrote a follow-up piece—grudging admiration for how the Harvest House had weathered scrutiny and actually improved its operations. It wasn't quite an apology, but it was close.

Sienna framed the article and hung it in her office.

Autumn arrived with that familiar October smell of rain and dying leaves. Two and a half years since Sienna had first walked through the Harvest House's gates, and everything had changed.

She stood at her office window one evening after closing, watching the iron gates gleaming in streetlight, and thought about that terrified eighteen-year-old girl. The one who'd thought she was sacrificing something precious, enduring something terrible, surviving something traumatic.

If only she could see me now.

"Sienna?" Kendra's voice from the doorway. "You coming? We're all meeting at your café for drinks."

Kendra had returned after opening her bakery, not as a worker but as a consultant helping Sienna develop wellness programs for the girls. Because that's what the Harvest House had become under Sienna's leadership—not just a place for transactions but a genuine community that took care of its own.

"Yeah, I'm coming."

She grabbed her coat and followed Kendra downstairs, where a group of current and former girls were already gathering. Scarlett and her husband. Naomi. Ivy, who'd opened her boutique and was thriving. Carmen, on break from medical school. Zoe. Madison. Dante, who'd become an honorary member of their strange found family.

They piled into the café, laughing and talking over each other, and Julie started pouring drinks despite being technically closed.

Someone proposed a toast—Sienna didn't catch to what, exactly—and they all raised their glasses.

In that moment, surrounded by people who understood her completely, building a life most of society would condemn but that felt more honest than any conventional path, Sienna experienced perfect contentment.

This is home. This is family. This is exactly where I'm supposed to be.

Years from now, when she was older and grayer and perhaps had children of her own trying to understand their mother's unusual career, Sienna would remember this moment. Would remember the rain on the windows and the warmth of the café and Dante's arm around her shoulders.

Would remember choosing this life consciously, repeatedly, without regret.

The Harvest House had given her everything—purpose, community, love, power, self-knowledge. It had taken a confused girl and forged her into a woman who knew exactly what she wanted and wasn't afraid to claim it.

And if that made her strange or unconventional or scandalous in others' eyes?

Sienna couldn't care less.

She was home.

cover.jpeg
THE

MILKING TABLE
"HARVEST HOUSE






