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CHAPTER ONE

Dana looked at the small closet of an apartment. A few hours ago, it was full of her things, what few things she had. Mostly, it contained her clothes, strewn around the room, a few keepsakes that she had managed to keep from breaking in the numerous moves of her young life, and discarded Chinese takeout containers form the restaurant on the first floor.

Now, it contained a cot of a bed, the small table and chairs, and largely unused kitchenette. She could not believe she was about to take on a job as a maid. Even for her, that seemed … below her. Cleaning a house all day was not her idea of a glamorous career. It’s certainly not where she thought she’d end up when she left her Philosophy program, disgusted that none of her professors wanted to dig into the philosophy of the philosophy they were teaching.

As it turned out, there were fewer job opportunities for Philosophy dropouts than there were for Philosophy graduates. She had skipped around different retail and fast-food jobs, hoping for enough experience in anything to land a management job or finagle her way into a simple office job.

Nothing panned out and she was tired of only being able to afford tiny places like this. Of course, it beat having to navigate slightly larger living spaces with roommates she barely knew and could not stand. Or worse … living with friends long enough to wonder why you ever liked them.

No, being a maid was not going to be a step up from working in fast food. At best, it was a lateral transfer. It was, however, a way out of that life and out of these little pockets. It was a way to build a savings without having to worry about overhead. She was going to be working for the Crenshaws, living in the servant’s quarters. She was going to make only a little more than she made serving burgers, but she did not have to pay rent and her meals and health insurance were part of the benefits package.

All money and no expenses meant she could do things with the little free time she would get. More importantly, though, she could save up for … well, for whatever she finally decided she wanted to do with her life. She had no idea what that would be. Maybe she would save up enough to buy herself a little bungalow.

Maybe she would discover her true calling serving other people and decide being a maid was the life she always wanted.

Dana laughed at her silliness, slung her duffle bag over her shoulder, and walked out, closing the door behind her. Her two boxes of belongings were already on the way to Crenshaw Manor. She took the stairs down where a limousine sat, with its driver lounging against the side, smoking a cigarette.

“Are you ready to go miss?” He opened a door for her.

“Kinda fancy for a maid, isn’t it?” Dana offered him a smile. He was young, maybe a few years older than her and cute enough that she decided she needed to ask if fraternizing with staff was allowed.

“Mrs. Crenshaw likes to impress upon new staff the luxury they’ll be helping to care for.” He gave a laugh that said he thought the idea was silly as well and Dana decided she needed to ask about that fraternizing thing.

She crawled into the limousine and sat her bag down on the bench next to her. It was a luxurious ride. The leather seats were soft and supple. The interior included a bar, a television that played the news silently, and tinted windows that dimmed the world outside and kept her privacy. The door closed behind her and a few moments later, the privacy divide between the her and the driver lowered.

“I’m Kyle, by the way.” He smiled at her and turned to drive.

“Dana. It’s nice to meet you. Do you do all of the driving for Mrs. Crenshaw?”

“It depends on the day.”

As they drove out of the city and into the hills, Kyle proceeded to tell her about the life of a driver to the obscenely wealthy. It was interesting because it was new, but also rather mundane. He shared the duty with three other people, one man and two women.

By the time they arrived at Crenshaw Manor, Dana realized she had only managed to retain the most basic overview of Kyle’s life. He and Adam, one of the other drivers, were in charge of driving Mrs. Crenshaw’s daughter Lydia to whatever errand or pleasure she wanted to attend to. Nancy and Mandy drove Mrs. Crenshaw herself. All four of them drove staff as needed and they were available.

They drove up a wooded drive and emerged at the Manor. Dana rolled down her windows so that she could get a better view. The house was enormous, reaching forward with two wings that extended from the main house, framing a circular drive with a large white marble fountain in the middle.

The house itself looked to be old, but extremely well cared for. She would never have guessed that the main house had stood for over two centuries, with the two wings added a little more than a century ago. She only knew that because she had researched the Crenshaw family when she accepted the position.

Kyle stopped the limo and walked around to let Dana out. As she stepped out with her duffle bag, the large doors opened and a round woman with a stern but friendly face emerged. Dana guessed that this was Miss Casey, the head housekeeper. A man emerged next to her, tall and slender, wearing a black suit with a bow tie and the blandest expression she had ever seen on a person.

“You must be Dana.” Miss Casey stepped forward and extended both hands, taking Dana’s as she approached her. “Mary has told me all about you. I’m looking forward to getting you settled in and started.”

“Thank you. It’s a pleasure.” She looked to the man, who simply stood there.

Miss Casey cleared her throat and gave the man an icy glare that did not shake his demeanor. She rolled her eyes and looked at Dana. “This is Edgar. He is Mrs. Crenshaw’s butler and he is the one who is ultimately in charge of the house and all of its staff, though you’ll deal with me on a daily basis.”

“If I need to speak with you,” Edgar spoke slowly and deliberately with an acute British accent, “then something has gone terribly wrong. Mrs. Crenshaw likes for all of the staff except for me, Miss Casey, and the cook Emogene to be practically invisible and unnoticeable.” He looked at Dana, his eyes moving up and down her body, taking her in, evaluating her, and judging her wanting. “Do you think that is something that you can manage?”

“You’re such a drag.” Miss Casey waved Edgar off and drew Dana’s attention to her. “You’ll do fine. I’ll teach you Mrs. Crenshaw and Miss Lydia’s routines and how to do things like avoid eye contact and move in a way that doesn’t draw attention when they are around. No one really expects you to be invisible. What Edgar means is you’re just not supposed to draw attention to yourself.”

“I think I can manage that.” Dana felt Edgar’s icy glare and quickly added, “with your guidance I mean.”

That seemed to satisfy him enough for him to turn and lead them inside.

The inside of the house was more amazing than the outside hinted at. Everything shined as though it had just arrived in a box and been put in its place. From the ceiling chandelier above the large foyer to the flower vases, and even the perfectly manicured plants inside of them, everything was perfection.

“I know it doesn’t seem like there would be a lot to do,” Miss Casey said as she led Dana through a door and into a hallway, leaving Edgar behind. “There’s only Mrs. Crenshaw and her adult daughter, what kind of mess can they make in a place this large, right?”

She gave a laugh and continued talking, which Dana felt relieved at. She was not sure how to respond to her question.

“They both host parties of course, but that’s not an everyday thing. The occasional visitor is never a problem. The real work, though, comes with how Mrs. Crenshaw expects everything to be presented. She abhors dust and fingerprints or anything that makes what she has look old or worn. Your biggest job, and why we have as large of a staff as we have, is to make sure that everything is dusted, shined, polished, repaired, and clean. I’ll show you what I mean as we go through your training, but I think you can see for yourself.”

Dana did. The foyer was not an anomaly. Everything in the house was immaculate, and as they passed rooms with furnishing and decorations that she would tell were old from their stylings, Dana was amazed at just how perfect everything looked. She had expected that this was going to be a simple job, but she was starting to see that the demands of a rich neat freak were going to keep her very busy.

Miss Casey led her through the kitchen, briefly introducing her to the African American cook before leading her through a door and into a part of the house that was as clean as the rest, but far less fancy. This was the servant’s quarters. It was old, old enough that Dana was pretty sure that another s-word was used to modify these accommodations once upon a time.

“This is your room.” Miss Casey led her to an open door. “It’s not much, but it’s yours. The door locks, and you can decorate it however you like.”

Dana looked inside, expecting to see a closet. Instead, she saw a room that was about half the size of her previous apartment – far larger than she had expected it to be. A bed sat against the wall, neatly made up. A bookshelf stood against one wall with her two boxes next to it, and a small television hung in the corner next to it, looking down over the bed. Next to the bed stood a writing desk and chair, and in the corner adjacent to the door sat a vanity with a small basin.

“We like to make the rooms as self-sustaining as possible for everyone,” Miss Casey said as she ushered Dana inside. “You have a basin to freshen up, do your makeup, whatever your morning routine is. You do have to share bathrooms and showers, but we have a bathhouse added onto the end of the quarters with plenty of both and segregated for men and women, for privacy. So, it’s not so bad.”

“This is amazing.” Dana could not believe how big the room was. She had space to move around in the middle of the room, plenty of shelf space for her few belongings and books, and the desk itself would easily fit her laptop. She noticed headphones on the bed and gestured to them.

“The walls are not that thick,” Miss Casey said. “Your headphones are connected wirelessly to your television, so you can watch TV and no one else has to listen to it. You have all of the cable channels and a ton of music channels.”

“That’s reasonable.” She liked the idea of not having to listen to her neighbor’s televisions. If the walls were thin, she thought that could get annoying. “Do we eat in our rooms?”

“If you want,” Miss Casey said. “We have our own dining room and kitchen. Breakfast and dinner are prepared for you and you’re free to get snacks and your own lunch. You can eat in the dining room or bring your food back to your room. We also have a lounge area with tables and games.”

“That’s amazing.”

Miss Casey laughed. “You’ll be working long hours doing tedious work. It’s nice if you want to stay and do it.”

Dana echoed her laugh. As Miss Casey left, she wondered just how hard this job was really going to be and if she’d have the energy to enjoy the games – or even dinner.

Lydia watched the new maid move around the room, wiping over the shelves and display cases. The girl was cute enough, with short red hair and light freckles on her cheeks. She wore the same basic black dress with white apron that all the maids wore. It was traditional.

This one, Lydia thought would look nice in a more … French uniform. Her mother, however, did not share Lydia’s inclinations and had no sense of humor for entertaining Lydia when she brought up how the pretty maids should look sexier.

“Our staff are people, Lydia,” she would say if she brought it up. “If we expect them to care for our things, we should care for them and their feelings.”

It was not just talk. Her mother was a proponent of the ideal of Noblesse Oblige. Those who did not have their wealth and comforts should be treated kindly. It was how the privileged spread comfort to the masses. Lydia thought it was probably more about keeping their heads. Her mother was also meticulous in how she wanted everything cared for. She hated the mere appearance of dust and dirt. Lydia was surprised they had a natural garden and lawn at all.

This young woman had not caught on yet. She watched her polish one of her mother’s vases without picking it up, thus leaving the backside and bottom untouched.

Worse, the table would have a slight ring around the base of the vase.

The girl left and Lydia looked at her mother, who sat at the head of the large dining table, nimbly holding her fork as she took tiny bites of her eggs.

“The new maid is doing shoddy work,” Lydia said. “Do you want me to talk to Miss Casey?”


CHAPTER TWO

Her mother smiled and shook her head. “Of course, she is. She is young and new. She’s never worked in a house like this before.”

Lydia rolled her eyes. “Then why would you hire her?”

The girl returned with coffee to refill her mother’s cup. She did so and Lydia flinched, watching her drip coffee onto the white tablecloth.

Did she know the thread count of this cloth? It didn’t matter that her mother had dozens of this same make and material or that she could afford thousands of warehouses of them. It was not hers to mess up. It was her mother’s.

The girl must have caught Lydia’s glare because she left quickly, retreated out of the servant’s door back to the kitchen.

“I hired her because she is young and has the potential to learn,” her mother said. “Yes, an older or more experienced maid would know more, but she would also have her own patterns and ways of doing things. She would have to unlearn them and relearn my way.”

“So, you hire someone who knows nothing.” Lydia sat back in her chair. Her mother was one of the most driven people Lydia knew. She had cultivated her husband’s career and kept his image flawless despite a lifetime of infidelity, dishonesty, and amoral behavior. Lydia really did not understand how someone who valued everything on image could put up with someone so …

“I don’t have to wait for her to unlearn,” her mother said, still sounding calm and patient. “So, I have halved her training time.”

Her mother, ever the efficient one.

Every time Lydia saw the new maid with her mother around, it was like that. Lydia would notice her skipping steps in her work or overlooking something altogether. If she said something to her mother, her mother dismissed it. Even Miss Casey was aggravatingly easy on the girl. When Lydia pointed out how she was skipping over areas, Miss Casey started coming behind her to fix what she had missed.

She supposed Miss Casey was talking to her later, but it was not helping. Over the first few weeks, she would continue to not pick up items to polish back sides.

It was the flowers, however, that were finally too much for Lydia.

She came into the foyer after her friend’s driver had dropped her off from a shopping trip in the city. Most of her bags were being carried around to her suite, but she had her new handbag and the bag of … specialty toys she had bought. As Edgar closed the door and left down the hall to her mother’s office, Lydia took notice of the girl as she dusted in the foyer.

The girl took a moment to straighten the flowers, which was a nice change. She did not, however, remove the wilting petals from the roses in the arrangement. In the foyer of all places, that was unacceptable. This was the first place guests saw when they entered the house.

Everything here had to be perfect. Lydia often found her mother’s peculiarities exhausting but on this, she was in complete agreement. First impressions were the most important of all.

“You missed something,” Lydia said, her voice sharp.

The girl started and turned to look at her. “Were you talking to me?”

Attitude is it? “Who do you think I was talking to? You forgot to pluck the wilting petals from the roses.”

The maid looked from Lydia to the large vase of flowers that sat on their small table. “They look fine to me.”

Lydia rolled her eyes and took the girl’s hand, pulling her over to the flowers.

The girl pulled her hand away quickly. “Do you mind?”

“Look at these.” Lydia carefully took hold of one of the roses. See how the tips are starting to wrinkle? You can’t leave those petals on the roses, so pluck them out. I know Miss Casey has told you that at least.”

The girl sighed and Lydia pulled her hand away and Lydia sneered. She had probably rolled her eyes too, though Lydia could not see them to know for sure. “Fine. I’ll take care of it.”

She quickly plucked the wrinkling petals and straightened the flowers again. Lydia watched her leave the foyer then, saying nothing else to her and not looking back.

I would love to beat that ass.

Lydia turned and walked down the other hall towards her suite. The truth was … she would love to beat that ass until it was red and tender. She hated the girl’s laziness, but she was nice to look at. She opened door to her rooms and tossed her bag onto her sofa before retreating to her bed and lying down.

She had a list of things she would not mind doing to that maid. If only her mother didn’t have strict rules about playing with the help. Lydia supposed that she could blame her father for that one.

If she could find a way to finagle it, though …

********

Dana opened her door carefully, pausing when it creaked, and listening. It was late and no one seemed to be stirring. She could see lights flickering under the doors of both of her neighbors and knew they were watching their televisions, which meant they had their headphones on. All the other doors were dark underneath.

She slipped out of her door and closed it quietly.

What she was about to do was strictly against the rules, but Dana needed this. She made her way down the hall, through the kitchen, and into the main house. She paused when she thought her heard Edgar, but it was nothing, only the sounds of an old house. She made her way to the main parlor and out the doors onto the patio.

A large hot tub was here, on a raised wooden deck. Large was an understatement. Dana climbed the stairs and once again found herself awed by what she saw. She had lived in apartments with smaller pools than this. Steam rose from the churning water, inviting her in.

Quickly, Dana stripped off her clothes and climbed slowly into the water, letting herself adjust to the heat and she lowered herself in.

All day, Mrs. Crenshaw’s daughter Lydia had stayed on her ass. If it wasn’t the dusting it was the flowers. If it wasn’t the flowers it was placing knick-knacks back in place. Mrs. Crenshaw had more things that one person could reasonably buy or think to keep. Dana had never seen so much stuff kept so neat and clean.

She needed this hot tub. The bath in the servant’s quarters would not do.

The heat and the churning bubbles began to ease the stress and aggravation out of her. Despite Lydia and Mrs. Crenshaw’s pickiness and Miss Casey’s constant correction … Dana actually liked this job. All the staff was nice. Even Edgar was okay. He was not friendly, but once Dana got used to his demeanor, she understood that his stiffness was nothing about her.

He was just a certain way and he was that way to everyone. He was also just … Dana kind of admired him. Edgar had been Mr. Crenshaw’s butler. When he died unexpectedly, Edgar could have left, returning to wherever real, authentic butlers came from (Dana suspected they might be from another dimension) until some other man needed a real, authentic butler.

Instead, he stayed to serve Mrs. Crenshaw with the same loyalty he had shown her husband. Actually, she thought it might have been with more. Edgar, of course, said nothing about his employers. Miss Casey was far too polite to gossip. Some of the other staff, however, were very talkative.

Mr. Crenshaw had a wandering everything and he was not particularly … well, he was not particular about it and did not care if anyone else was either. Edgar did not approve, and the cook talked about how he would sit in the kitchen and comfort Mrs. Crenshaw when the work of covering for her husband grew overwhelming.

He cared about her in his own butlery way. All the staff seemed to. They even cared for Lydia, though all of them agreed that she had all her mother’s drive and none of her gentleness. Something about that made this place … it was not hers. It was just a place Dana worked.

But it was still kind of home.

“Really?”

The voice startled Dana. She jumped and turned around, throwing her arm up across her bare breasts as she came up out of the water.

Lydia stood there, her arms crossed, tapping her foot on the wood deck. It seemed that the sound that wasn’t Edgar might not have been just an old house either. “You are going to be in so much trouble.”

Dana swallowed hard. “I just needed to cool off a little.”

“In the hot tub?” Lydia tilted her head to one side. “Isn’t that the opposite of cooling off?”

Ooh, she was being intentionally obtuse.

“I’ll go.” Dana inched toward the side of the hot tub.

Lydia shook her head. “You’re not going to just go. Staff are forbidden from using the amenities of the house. You know that.”

Dana did not feel like this tonight. “What are you going to do?”

As long as she did not tell Edgar, Dana thought she would be okay. Miss Casey would lecture her. Mrs. Crenshaw … she was not sure what she would do. She could not handle Edgar being disappointed on top of his usual sternness.

“I could tell my mom and let her deal with it.” Lydia said the words in a way that told Dana there was another option.

“Or?” Dana asked.

“Or you do all of the work for me that you don’t do for my mother.”

Dana rolled her eyes and saw the frown form on Lydia’s smug lips. “Cleaning up after you and stuff. I already have to do that.” She folded her arms over her breasts and met Lydia’s gaze.

“That and more,” Lydia said. The frown turned into a wry smile. “You’ll be my sex slave.”

Those words took the breath out of Dana for a moment but she did not look away from Lydia. She could not. She was not sure if it was the startlement of hearing those words coming from her or if it was self-preservation kicking in. If she looked away, she would be showing weakness.

This was … Dana was in a mess now. She had broken a rule, and she knew Miss Casey could just tell her to go. Using the hot tub or any of the house amenities was strictly forbidden and grounds for dismissal. Yes, Dana could find another job but this one was, even with putting up with Lydia, one of the best jobs she had had.

Had Lydia actually said the words she thought she said? Had she said that instead of telling on her, Dana could become her sex slave. She was sure she had and that was just … it was messed up. It was the kind of thing that her father, from the stories staff told, might have said to her.

But no one talked that way about Lydia. Yes, Lydia was a brat, but she was nothing like her father.

Was she bluffing then? Was she just trying to scare her?

There was only one way to find out.

“Okay.” Dana said.

Lydia blinked and Dana thought she was going to give up the game. She was probably going to mock her. How dare Dana think someone as rich, beautiful, and cultivated as Lydia would even consider looking at someone like her?

“Right then,” Lydia said. “I’ll talk to Miss Casey in the morning about reassigning your duties.”

With that, Lydia turned and walked off. Dana watched after her, feeling the cool air on her skin finally.

She had just agreed to be someone’s sex slave and had no idea what that even meant.


CHAPTER THREE

Dana stood at the door of Lydia’s suite with her cleaning tray on the floor and waited. She was about to go in and what, exactly? Two days had passed since the hot tub. No one told her to pack her things and leave. No one lectured her about using the hot tub. At the same time, no one had told her about changes to her duties.

Until today. After breakfast, Miss Casey informed her that she would be cleaning Lydia’s suite and assisting with the rest of the west wing once her work there was finished each day. Nothing else was said about it. She did not mention Lydia requesting it or anything else.

This was just the new work division.

She opened the door and walked in, closing it behind her. Lydia lived in her own mini apartment on the second floor of the west wing. The living room that greeted her was larger than her previous apartment. Rich hardwood floors spread to the bedroom, whose door stood open, and other rooms whose doors were closed. The furniture here was as richly adorned as the rest of the house, but more modern.

“You’re here.” Lydia walked to the door of the bedroom. “Good. Come in here and get out of that drab thing. If you’re going to be cleaning in here, you’re going to look nice while you do it.”

Dana looked down at her dress and apron and frowned. She actually liked the outfit. It was plain, but the material was nicer than anything that she owned, and it was comfortable. She followed Lydia into the bedroom and her eyes widened when Lydia held up the tiny French maid dress.

“You’re going to wear this. No panties and no bra.”

“That thing isn’t going to hold in my breasts,” Dana said. It was extremely tiny, even for what it was.

“Just come here.”

Dana did as she was told, taking off her dress and apron. She removed her bra and panties, feeling uncomfortable and stirred by the look in Lydia’s eyes as she watched her. Lydia slipped the maid uniform over her and Dana watched it fall under her breasts. Lydia zipped up the back and turned her around, taking hold of her breasts and adjusting them so they sat in the frame of the dress, pushed up by underwire in the hemline.

“See?” Lydia smiled at her. Now you look like someone who should be cleaning my room.” Lydia turned to the side table next to her bed and picked something up. When she turned to face Dana again, she was holding a toothbrush. “You’re going to clean my hardwood floors with your furniture polish using this.”

She stepped forward and took Dana’s hand, placing the toothbrush into it. “I expect you to get under the bed too, by the way. I don’t want your lazy half-assed job. You’re going to clean every inch of my floors. Do you understand?”

Dana looked at the toothbrush and then back up at Lydia. “Are you serious?”

Lydia moved far faster than Dana realized another person could move. Before she realized what had happened, her ass stung, and the pressure of impact registered in her mind. She gasped and gave a slight whimper, meeting Lydia’s eyes when she was standing in front of her again. “Does that answer your question?”

“Yes, ma’am. I’ll clean the floors.”

With that, Dana fetched her cleaning polish from the tray she had left outside the room and set about the task of cleaning. She stayed on her hands and knees, squatted at first until Lydia came over to pull her up from her belly so that her ass was in the air. She felt exposed this way and gritted her teeth as she sprayed polish and worked, scrubbing it into the wood with the soft brush.

It was grueling and aggravating. She wanted Lydia to get bored and lose interest. Instead, the woman just sat on the couch, watching her, sometimes leaning depending on how Dana was angled at the time. She felt ogled and debased.

She had no idea how much time had actually passed before Lydia’s phone rang. Dana heard her sigh and then leave the suite, leaving Dana alone with her work. Dana considered the floor and remembered she had her polishing rag on her tray outside the door. She walked over quickly, peeked out and heard Lydia’s voice fade further down the hall.

Whatever the conversation was, she did not want Dana to be privy to it. She quickly grabbed her polishing rag and returned to the work of polishing the floor, making much better time now.

By the Dana heard Lydia’s voice outside the door of the suite, she had made it into the bedroom. She had had the forethought to hold onto the toothbrush and tucked the rag into the maid uniform under her breasts quickly. She sprayed and returned to scrubbing with the toothbrush as the door opened and Lydia returned, saying goodbye to whomever she had been speaking to.

“Wow, you’re pretty quick when you can focus,” Lydia said. She walked over and pulled Dana up by the arm. Dana dropped the toothbrush and bottle as Lydia pulled her up, but she did not seem to care. “I should reward you.”

Dana swallowed and tried to give a meek smile. “That’s not necessary. Just doing my work.”

“Yes, but you really should reward a slave when they go above and beyond.” Lydia gestured to the floor. “That’s really beyond anything I expected you to do with a toothbrush.”

Crap.

Before Dana could protest, Lydia pulled at the back of the French maid outfit, ripping its seam and causing it and the cleaning rag to fall from Dana’s body. Dana looked down at it and then up into Lydia’s glaring eyes. Wordlessly, Lydia picked up the cleaning rag. Dana expected her to shove it in her face. Instead, she drew it up by the corners and twisted it. Then she grabbed Dana’s hands and used it to bind her at the wrists.

“So now you’re going to see what happens when you don’t do as you’re told.” Lydia pulled her to the corner of the bed and placed her arms over the post of the footboard.

Dana craned her head around as she heard Lydia open her closet and her eyes widened when she saw the thick black straps of the leather flogger Lydia produced out of it. Saying nothing, she walked over, and Dana quickly turned her head as Lydia raised her arms.

The flogger struck her across the ass, a few tongs snapping sharply at her thighs. The impact was heavy and thick, taking her breath at first. The next landed thick as well, but the ones that followed were faster, shallower, and sharper. Dana cried out and Lydia struck her again, thick and hard on the ass. The impact almost pushed her into the bed, and she steadied herself on the bedpost.

Each strike hit her ass and thighs, alternating without pattern between thick, heavy thuds and lighter, sharper stings. Dana cried for Lydia to stop and she did, pausing and rubbing her hand along Dana’s ass and thighs. She thought this would be it, that she would be okay, and Lydia would stop.

Then the strikes began again. The continued until her skin throbbed from the impact. Lydia took hold of Dana’s wrists, pulling her arms over the bedpost, and pulled her to the bed, forcing her to lie down. Her ass hurt even on the soft comforter and she looked up at Lydia, wondering what was next, feeling a strange buzz starting to form in her head.

“I don’t want you taking shortcuts,” Lydia said. “I expect the cleaning to take a long time, all day if it needs to.” She paused and Dana wondered if she was going to hear something kind come from those lips. Perhaps she would admit that she was wrong and let Dana go.

She might even apologize.

“I did tell you that you’d be a sex slave, though, didn’t I?” Lydia’s eyes were dark. Dana felt her belly tighten with a mixture of fear and …. Was that desire? How was she feeling desire right now? “I’ll have my way with you, but it’s not all fun and games.”

Lydia moved her hands between Dana’s thighs. She quickly found the tender skin of mound and the clit hidden beneath. Dana gasped as Lydia’s finger worked over it, teasing and temping the tender nub. Pleasure surged from where the tension in her belly had started and then stopped as it neared the peak.

Dana gasped and looked at Lydia, whose finger had stopped moving. She wanted to feel that surge of pleasure but felt her heart sink at the dark look in Lydia’s eyes. This was not about pleasure. Lydia’s finger moved again and again, Dana felt pleasure surge and swirl, then stop.

This was her fate then, to feel the buildup and no release. How long would this happen? She counted at first. Three. Four. Five. Six. She lost her count somewhere after nine. Her clit began to throb each time Lydia stopped and she moaned, wanting to beg for release.

“You’re not coming.” Lydia leaned down and spoke low into Dana’s ear. “You’re not coming and if I even suspect that you masturbated or fucked anyone and got an orgasm, I will take a paddle to that slutty little pussy. Do you understand me?”

“Yes.”

Lydia’s finger moved again, sharp now over Dana’s aching clit. She cried out, but Lydia did not stop. She merely pressed harder until Dana felt that pleasure start to spill over.

Then it stopped abruptly, leaving Dana gasping.

“Yes what?” Lydia’s voice was as sharp as her finger.

“Yes ma’am.”

“Better.”

Lydia pulled Dana to her feet and set her to cleaning again, naked this time. Dana worked diligently, relieved that she did not at least have to go over the parts she cleaned with the rag. She worked with her clit still throbbing and aching and the feeling of want, need, and desire pressing themselves into a head that buzzed as though she had been drinking.

********

Every day seemed to have some new torture for Dana. Lydia made her work either nude or in a French maid outfit that left her breasts exposed. She had to polish glass, silver, and crystal. She had to dust furniture clean. She had to replace bedding, leaving the sheets perfectly flat and tight.

Any time she failed to live up to Lydia’s exacting specifications, it was the same. Lydia pushed her down onto the bed or floor and teased her, bringing her agonizingly close to orgasm and denying her. Every night, she wanted to do something to alleviate that tension and yet, she stopped herself.

She had no idea if Lydia would actually spank her the way she had threatened to or how that would feel. She imagined it would not feel good, especially if she did it after teasing her. Dana shuddered at the thought, finding herself terrified and intrigued at the same time.

What is wrong with me?

Friday, Lydia went out with her friends and left Dana to work with the rest of the staff. She took her assignment from Miss Casey and set to work polishing silverware. Ms. Crenshaw had a party that evening, and everything had to be perfect for it. Dana worked the cloth over the metal, not satisfied until she saw it glimmer in the lighting of the room.

“You’ve improved.”

The voice was so alien to her that Dana had to turn to see who had spoked. Edgar stood there, watching as she polished the silverware and set it back into its wooden case.

“Thank you.” She returned to her work as Edgar moved on. Obviously, he was supervising preparations. He was responsible for the party this evening. That he had stopped to say something kind to her felt good. Dana had no idea the last time anyone had praised her work anywhere at any job.

I guess I’m learning something working for the brat daughter.

When she had finally finished the silverware, she set about helping with other tasks as well. She found it impossible not to be detailed in the cleaning and Miss Casey had to remind her to stop working so that she could eat lunch. Dana followed her to the kitchen, where a sandwich and soup waited for her, still warm.

“You’re doing a really good job today,” Miss Casey said. “I suppose having Lydia there to nitpick will do that, though. She is just as precise as her mother, but not nearly as patient.”

Something like that.

Dana realized that she could just tell Miss Casey everything. She had no idea if she would believe her. But what would happen then? Ms. Crenshaw could not fire her daughter. She did not think she would be fired either. Everything that Dana had picked up about the deceased Mr. Crenshaw and how Ms. Crenshaw had handled his abuses of the staff just did not add up to letting Dana go for what her daughter did.

There was something else too. Dana was not looking forward to tomorrow, where she would have yet more grueling tasks to do under Lydia’s watchful eye. Yet she was not eager to find something else to keep her busy either. She could ask Miss Casey if she could help with cleanup in the morning. No doubt they could use her help.

She did not want to. It was not laziness or avoiding what would obviously be a heavy task. As much as she hated the idea of going back to work for Lydia, she also … kind of wanted to?

“You look bothered by something,” Miss Casey said. “Is Lydia being too harsh? I can talk to her mother. She is always very attentive to the wellbeing of her staff.”

“Lydia’s fine.” Dana could not believe those words just left her lips. “I mean, she’s mean, but I expected that.”

Miss Casey had a look that said she did not believe Dana. Dana did not believe Dana. She could put an end to her misery right now and yet …

“I need to confess something,” Dana said. “Last week. I know I’m not supposed to, but I was so stressed. I went and used Ms. Crenshaw’s hot tub, the big one outside that guests can use too.”

Miss Casey laughed and shook her head. “I knew something was up with you.” She patted Dana on the arm affectionately. “I know we give a hard line about it. Just, don’t do that again, okay? If you need an extra day off, I can see to that. There’s no need to get in trouble just because a day was bad.”

That was it. Miss Casey said nothing else about it. Dana ate her lunch, feeling perplexed by Miss Casey’s forgiveness of her indiscretion and her own feelings about Lydia. She could just go to Lydia and tell her she confessed about the hot tub and that she wasn’t going to play her game anymore.

Later in the evening, as she helped serve drinks and snacks at Ms. Crenshaw’s party, she fantasized about doing that very thing. She imagined the shock on Lydia’s face. Maybe she would be angry, but Dana did not think so. Anger did not seem suited to Lydia’s attitude or actions.

The next day, she returned to Lydia’s suite to report for her duties and frowned when she walked inside. Everything was still clean. She tidied up the floor, picking up clothes that Lydia had tossed aside and putting them in the basket for Monica, who was in charge of laundry, to pick up later. Otherwise, there was little to do, and Dana felt …

She felt lost.

What was a slave with no work?

“Slave, come here.” Lydia called her from the bedroom. Dana walked in, finding Lydia on her bed in a mostly transparent gown that revealed her ample breasts and fair, soft skin. She was beautiful, even if she was a cruel woman.

“What do you need me to do today, ma’am?” Dana asked.

The words flowed natural and the look in Lydia’s eyes, how they brightened for a moment before turning dark again made Dana feel almost giddy.

I am so messed up.

“I’m going out later,” Lydia said. “Clip my toenails for me.”

She lounged back on her bed and Dana came over. She picked up the clippers and file and began to work, carefully clipping the toenails short enough so that they did not catch stockings, but not too short to risk becoming ingrown. She filed each nail and felt pride in her work.

So messed up, girl.

When she finished, Lydia leaned forward and examined her feet. “You did good. Now lick my toes.”

Dana felt part of herself cringe at the thought, but she did as she was told, kissing the tops of Lydia’s feet and moving down, kissing the toes before licking them around the stubby ends and between them. It was humiliating and she hated herself for doing this even as she felt her belly tighten with each lick.

It was horrible and, in some way, perversely fun. She kept herself from moaning as she licked but could not keep down the growing desire. She liked this. As horrible and degrading as it was, she liked it, but there was something that she wanted more.

She bit Lydia’s little toe. It was not a hard bite, not hard enough to hurt her. It was enough, however, to make Lydia jump and cry out. Dana pulled back as Lydia slid off the bed and walked to her closet. When she returned, she had a thick wooden paddle in her hand.

“That was not cute,” Lydia said. She took hold of Dana’s arm and pulled her down to the floor, pushing her face down so that her nose was at Lydia’s feet. Then she grabbed her abdomen and pulled her up so that she squatted with her ass in the air. “That was not cute at all.”

The paddle thudded against Dana’s ass, pushing her forward so that her face pressed against Lydia’s feet. She swung again, with another thud, this one with a sharp bite about the edges of the paddle. Again, another thud that carried that sharp sting. Dana gave a small whimper, but it did not soften the blows.

“This is what happens to disobedient slaves,” Lydia said, striking Dana’s ass again.

Dana pressed her face against Lydia’s feet and waited for the next strike.

“Yes, Mistress.”


THE END
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