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To be honest, I was surprised I was even
getting an interview. I mean, I had sort of 'interpreted' the job
requirements in a way which would allow me to stretch my
qualifications quite a bit. The job was chauffeur. I had zero
experience as a chauffeur, though I loved cars and loved driving
cars.

Don't get me wrong: I'm a really good driver.
I can drive anything! I've driven tractors and tractor-trailers!
I've driven mack trucks and little Italian sports cars. I have
really quick reaction times and a knack, an instinct for driving –
preferably fast.

I also know a lot about how engines work,
since my dad owns a garage and I spent a lot of time helping him
out right through my teenage years. Some of the cars and trucks
I've driven were in the garage for repairs, in fact. Most of the
others well, they were owned by men who wanted to impress and
please me.

And to be honest, I was easier to please with
a car than with any other equipment men had, at least, most of
them. Frankly, most of them don't know much about handling their
equipment, much less mine. And that goes for cars too!

And then there's Jackson Stirling.

I was surprised my admittedly imaginatively
written resume had gotten an interview, but even more surprised it
was with the guy who owned the limo in question. I'd expected some
flunky. But the man sitting across the desk was wearing a suit that
probably cost more than I made last year, and that didn't include
the diamond cufflinks or the gold watch.

Add those in he was probably wearing my last
three years worth of income.

Yeah, times were tough. And if I didn't get
something soon I'd have to go back to Wyoming to dad's garage –
even though he didn't really need any help.

It wasn't just his suit that convinced me
Stirling was no flunky. It was his look, his attitude. Before he
even opened his mouth I knew this was not a guy to be screwing
around with. There was a powerful, deliberate intensity to the way
he was looking at me, and then at my resume. This was, I thought,
one very serious dude.

“Miss Slate,” he said.

“Danielle,” I said with a bright smile.

He didn't return the smile.

Never a good sign.

I was standing before his enormous desk.
There were chairs in the room, but none before the desk, so I had
to stand for the interview. That was odd, but then, everything
about this was odd. I'd expected, as I said, some HR flack, not a
rich guy who actually rode around in the limousine!

He was, as I said, wearing a three piece
suit, with a high silk collar buttoned up around his neck. The dark
material fairly shone, and the red silk handkerchief sticking up
from his breast pocket was even worse. It matched his tie
perfectly, and I wondered if red and black – were his normal
colors. He looked both powerful and stern.

And yet he wasn't the old fart I'd been
expecting needed to be driven around. He was probably ten years or
so older than me, say early thirties, with a well-built body and
broad shoulder from what I could tell. He was handsome, too, with a
square jawed face, but he had an old man's haircut, a banker's
haircut, sharply cut on the side and swept across the top of his
head. It had probably cost him a lot but I thought he'd look way
younger and less stern with something more modern.

He had nice eyes, too, but way too intense.
Man! I'd seen guys look at me like they were trying to undress me
with their eyes often enough. This guy looked like he was trying to
see into my soul!

Standing up left me little room to hide what
I was wearing either. I had some nice dresses, but since driving a
car is usually thought of as a 'guy' job, I hadn't wanted to wear a
dress. I had one pair of sort of dressy pants. They were gray, low
riding, and too tight, but I had figured they'd do for an interview
where I would be sitting down the whole time.

“You have no experience driving a limousine,”
he said flatly.

“No,” I said.

He looked at me, and he started to frown. I
wondered if I was slouching, and straightened my shoulders. Of
course, that tended to push my breasts out against the thin silk of
my blouse, but I wasn't sure if that was a good thing or not.

“I've driven tractor-trailers, Porsches and
Lamborghinis, Mini coopers, delivery trucks and dune buggies in the
desert. I can drive anything anywhere,” I said confidently.

For a wonder, he seemed to accept that.

“Tell me something of your knowledge of
automobile repairs and your experience thereof.”

Thereof!? Who the hell says thereof except a
poetry professor, I wondered.

I was a little taken aback, but I described
growing up around my father's garage, and how I started working on
simple repairs at about eleven. I went on for about two minutes,
because it was one thing I was pretty confident about, and stopped
abruptly when he held his hand up.

“Let me clarify the job required,” he said.
“Notwithstanding the details were explicitly detailed in the
advertisement I want there to be no misunderstandings on your part
and no misinterpretations.”

I nodded helpfully, feeling kind of eager, in
fact, because him doing this meant he was actually considering me.
Why else waste his time?

“I work long hours,” he said, leaning
forward, fingers interlocked. “I make a great deal of money when I
work, and thus my time is worth a considerable amount of money. The
purpose of servants is to minimize the time I need to spend on
anything other than work. Are you with me so far?

I nodded, pretending eagerness.

I mean, I was eager for a job, but not
necessarily this one. I'd take it, though. Jobs were hard to come
by right now.

Servant?

“Orally, Slate. I do not like mime.”

Orally? What... ? Oh!

“Yes, sir,” I said quickly.

“Many of the places to which I must travel
have parking in short supply. I don't want to waste my time driving
around trying to find a parking space, then trudging several blocks
to where I need to go. My car is also efficiently set up so I can
work in it, but not while driving. Adding you as an expense thus
increases the time I can bill to others.”

“I understand,” I said.

His eyes narrowed. “How can you understand
until I'm finished speaking?”

I pursed my lips. Arrogant SOB.

“You are young, unmarried, childless, and
currently unattached. These are among the main reasons you are
under consideration for this job.”

How did he know I didn't have a boyfriend, I
thought.

“Your former employers speak well of your
attitude towards your job. I hire on character here, more than
strict qualification. I need someone who will be there with my car
at four in the morning or ten at night, with little or no notice.
For this, someone young, healthy and unattached is a logical
choice.”

“Uhm...”

He held his hand up and again I felt a
flicker of annoyance.

“That is the last time I want to hear you
start a sentence with 'uhm' he said. “It's annoying. If you have a
statement or question to make then make them.”

“What precisely are my hours to be, sir?” I
asked.

My parents would be proud of the way I
controlled my voice there, I thought.

“You will be available twenty four hours a
day and I expect you and the car to be no more than one hour away
from me at any time.”

“But – .”

He held his hand up again. I was getting
tired of his attitude!

“I live in The Cliffs. I understand you
currently live in Rockland in a bachelor apartment. You will move
into my house, into the servant quarters above the garage. Your
room and board will be in addition to your salary.”

I paused in surprise. That hadn't been in the
ad. Free room? Free food!? Wait a minute, his house? He didn't look
like a sexual predator but what did a sexual predator look like?
Mind you, well, it's not that I have especially slack morals, but
this guy looked like the kind I would seriously consider if he
approached me in a club.

“Your duties at the house will be limited to
the garage. There is a live-in maid and a live-in butler. The cook
and another maid come during the day, and there is a security guard
at the gate.”

This must be some kind of house, I
thought.

“In addition, any illness will be seen to by
my physician.”

Health care? That was nice, though I rarely
needed any.

“I'm not being generous, Slate. If you claim
to be too ill to work my physician will determine the veracity of
that claim.”

This guy must have swallowed a
dictionary.

“I don't call in sick when I'm not,” I said,
barely hiding my irritation.

I wondered if Stirling was actually a lot
older than he looked.

He stood up and came around the desk. I stood
up as well. He was of average height, while I was tall for a girl,
but he still topped me by several inches.

“Slate, I have been described as a man with
an abrasive personality,” he said. “I don't care how people
perceive me. I don't need to be nice to people. I don't care if
they like me. I have a job to do and I do it well. If you can say
the same you'll do fine. If you expect me to smile and pat you on
the head and say thank you every time you do your job, look
somewhere else.”

I thought about it. “Okay,” I said.

“Sir,” he said. “I do not cultivate personal
relationships with my staff. I will not use your Christian name and
you will not use mine. Clear?”

“Uhm, yes sir.”

His eyes narrowed.

“Yes, sir,” I said.

“I find speech dislfuency irritating, Slate.
People who irritate me do not, as a rule, continue in their
employment for extended periods.”

Speech what?

“Sorry, sir.”

“As a young woman, and an attractive one,
you'll be used to being treated in a certain deferential way by
men. Men, in other words, have a strong tendency to be nice to
pretty girls. Do not expect that from me.”

“No, sir,” I said.

I liked that he thought I was pretty. I mean,
he was a pretty good looking guy – though he could use a new
haircut – but now wondered if he was gay. He didn't look gay, but
how could you ever really be sure?

“You will report, when I am not around, to
Chalmers, the butler, at my home. Any issues surrounding your work
will be dealt with by him.”

He handed me a piece of paper with an address
on it.

“You may attend him now.”

I looked at him uncertainly and he
sighed.

“Go and see him and he'll see you get
properly set up.”

“U... Yes, sir.”

He returned to his desk, giving me a brooding
look. “I dislike hiring new people, Slate. I cherish certainty in
life, and new employees are inherently unreliable. Be predictable,
Slate, be consistent.”

“Yes, sir.”

“You may go.”

I wondered fleetingly if I should bow my way
out of his office, but instead just turned and left.

Jeeze, I thought. Could I actually work for
this dick? The salary was okay, nothing to write home about, but if
you added room and board to that it was actually quite good. I
mean, normally my food and rent took up most of my check. With this
job I wouldn't have to spend money on much of anything!

*

“This will be your room,” Chalmers said.

He was dressed in an honest-to-God butler
outfit, complete with tie and tails. He was about forty, tall and
slim, with slicked back black hair and a stern attitude. Well, I
suppose it would have been unlikely for Stirling to employ a
giggling, good humored man in his house.

The room was impressive, and furnished! I
mean, it wasn't exactly a luxury room, but it was bigger than my
apartment, and the furnishings were definitely higher quality. The
bed was real wood, and surprisingly big. There wasn't much closet
space, but boy, nice view out the big windows!

There was even a big screen TV on the
wall!

“Nice,” I said. “I could do without the
carpet but – .”

“The carpeting is to muffle sound. Mr.
Stirling is of the belief servants, like children, should be seen
and not heard.”

“No wild parties. Gotcha,” I said.

He raised his eyebrows. “No parties
whatsoever, and no visitors. If you go to the kitchen, use the back
stairs. Understandably, Mr. Stirling does not wish people walking
through his house and disturbing his peace and privacy.”

“He lives alone?”

“He does.”

“What a shocker.”

He scowled at me.

“It is not for us to judge our employer,” he
said sternly. “It is for him to judge us.”

I shrugged.

“Mr. Stirling leaves for the office precisely
at Six each morning. It is a thirty minute drive. Be sure it is not
longer. His departure from the office is less predictable given the
variety of tasks at hand there on a given day. You can expect him
to desire you between the hours of Six and Eight.”

“Wow, twelve hours a day?”

“Mr. Stirling works very hard.”

“So what do I do between those hours?”

“It is likely he will need transportation
during the day, as well, perhaps to a luncheon or dinner date, or
to a meeting at another building. He will generally inform you of
this in the morning, but needs can arise without notice and it will
then be your responsibility to ensure your vehicle is there within
the hour if not sooner.”

The vehicle was a black Cadillac DTS
limousine. There was also a black Escalade for a spare, or for foul
weather. They sat side by side in a five car garage which contained
a workshop that was better than my dad's garage. There was a black
Porsche there too, which surprised me, but what didn't surprise me
was it was two years old and had twenty nine miles on it.

The idea that this would be where I worked
and I was, basically, in charge of it, filled me with glee.

'You will also be responsible for maintaining
these vehicles,” Chalmers said. “If a vehicle fails to function as
expected Mr. Stirling will not be pleased, and will want to know
why. And they are to be polished and ready at all times.”

I moved into my new room that day, after
going to a uniform place downtown and being measured for a tailor
made suit. I was surprised it wasn't black, but it was such a deep
blue it might as well have been. It was a mannish, with a hip
length, single breasted jacket, and vest. It had no tie,
though.

“Mister Stirling dislikes ties on females,”
the crone who measured me said.

It had a scarf instead, in a blue just a
shade lighter than the suit.

Stirling apparently didn't like colors much
either.

Well, so what? You don't need to like your
boss, right?

Next I went to a hair stylist. Chalmers had
said my hair was 'ragged' which was true enough since I cut it
myself, and my appearance reflected on Mr. Stirling. The stylist
cut about two inches off my blonde hair, leaving it about shoulder
length, and cut it in a layered look with no bangs which kind of
curved in a little, a few inches under my jaw.

It wasn't that different than what I was used
to, and it was flattering, so I didn't mind. Hey, free haircut! And
the place looked expensive too!

The suits, when they came, fit perfectly. I'd
never had anything tailored before, and was surprised at how
comfortable they were, particularly the white shirts and the pants.
The pants were actually tighter than I prefer, though perhaps
form-fitting, would be a better description, but since the blazer
was hip length that hardly mattered.

The shirts were likewise form-fitting, but
they didn't squeeze, just followed the lines of my body, and did so
very well. The shoes were black, lace-up flats , which were to be
polished, Chalmers warned. In addition, there were thin black
gloves (so I didn't pick up and spread germs) and a cell-phone I
was to never use. Only Chalmers and Stirling would have the
number.

I was not to wear earrings, necklaces, or any
other jewelery other than a watch, which I must wear, and which was
provided. I was not very impressed with it, but didn't much care. I
had a job! That was the important thing! And I would have no real
bills to pay! Even cable and internet were supplied with my
room!

I'd have to see how many hours I wound up
working before making a final decision, but so far things were
definitely looking up!
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Here's the thing about me and sex. I like
the idea, in theory. I think I have a very sensuous and imaginative
mind. I like my body and I like the way it feels when someone's
hands are on it. But either I'm not very good in my choice of
lovers, or guys really don't have much of a clue what to do with a
woman's body.

And how can you tell until they're already
in bed with you? I choose guys who seem like they're fun, good
looking, and have a certain degree of self-confidence. Is there
another method? Because mine turn out to be clunks in bed. They're
not terrible with their hands, though they tend to use more
strength than I'd prefer, but foreplay seems to be something they
just need to rush through to get to what they really want, which is
fucking me hard and fast so they can sigh, congratulate themselves
on how manly they are, and roll a joint or check to see if the game
is still on TV.

I like orgasms. I love orgasms! I've just
never had one I didn't give myself, if you know what I mean.

Okay, I'm only twenty-three, and the guys
I've been with have been about my age. But I think I'm really good
at sex, so why aren't they? Because they don't have to be? It sucks
that guys have an orgasm every time, no matter what. I mean, I
could be dead and they'd have an orgasm. Me, I need more buildup
and more quality from my partner.

When I was younger, I practiced oral sex
with a wiener, and then a dildo until I could deep throat, because
I wanted to be good. I read advice on the internet and did kegels,
and read the kama sutra. But guys? Nothing. They had two positions;
missionary and doggy. That's all they wanted. I sometimes felt like
I'd studied how to be a chef and then found out nobody wanted
anything but hamburgs and fries.

And they were immature, to boot! They were
obsessed with sports, narcissistic, and tended to pout whenever
they didn't get their way.

And they didn't have bodies like Jackson
Stirling.

I woke up early in my unfamiliar bed, very
pleased with my surroundings and the bright sun shining through my
window. It wasn't much past dawn, but if I had to get myself and
the car ready for Six I needed to get up early.

I usually sleep in the nude, but in
unfamiliar surroundings, in someone else's house, I was wearing my
old green cotton nightie with the teddy bear image on the front. It
was short, and a bit tight, but it did the trick, and didn't get in
my way as I swung my legs out of bed and padded across the floor
towards the en-suite.

Carpeting, I thought, was good for bare
feet, at least.

I paused as I passed the window to look out
on the broad lawn and gardens, and the glimmering water of the pool
below. I saw Stirling come out to the pool, clad in a long, black
dressing gown, with Chalmers beside him. Stirling undid the
dressing gown and Chalmers took it, and Stirling was naked.

Naked!

And you know what, the sonofabitch was
built! He wasn't Conan the Barbarian, by any means, but he had nice
shoulders, a nice back, and a great ass! He dove into the pool as I
stepped back from the window and swam strongly, briskly, back and
forth. I should have been in the shower by now but I waited,
feeling like a peeping tom, but not much bothered by it.

He climbed out of the pool, his hands moving
up across his face and back through his hair to push the water
away. Fuck!

He had a broad chest, well-muscled, and a
very firm, flat stomach. The lower part of a man is, frankly,
usually the least attractive to look at. But his stomach and
abdomen were incredibly flat, with a small line of hair leading
down below his belly button to his groin. He didn't shave, but he
obviously trimmed, which I approved of. I approved of the size of
him even more.

I have not exactly been a slut in my life,
but I've had a number of guys, and Stirling looked bigger soft then
most of them looked hard! Shit! Wow! His thighs were excellent, and
his legs powerfully built. The guy was just so perfectly aligned,
you know? It was the most beautifully sculpted male body I'd ever
seen in person!

Well, from in hiding, behind my
curtains.

I felt abashed as he turned and I got
another view of his ass before Chalmers held up the dressing gown,
then guilty as I darted into the en-suite to hurriedly shower. I
argued with myself while I showered, about the propriety of looking
out my window, and of him expecting privacy in his own home. Then
again, they had put me in this room which had a view of the
pool.

Was it possible he just didn't give a damn
if anyone saw him naked? It wasn't like he had anything to be
embarrassed about with that body of his, after all. And he'd made
it clear he didn't care what anyone thought of him.

My mind was filled with thoughts of his
chest as I showered. It wasn't one of those glossy, naked chests
you saw from Hollywood stars. He had some meat on his ribs, and
some hair, without muscles sticking out so sharply. But there were
muscles underneath. I could tell that easily enough. There was
nothing flabby about the guy.

My fingers strayed down between my legs as I
felt the familiar thrumming of energy, and my sex felt very nice
against my soapy fingers. But I eased back, for there was no time,
even with that hunky male body filling my mind.

I finished quickly, brushed and dried my
hair, put on some underwear, then the uniform shirt and trousers. I
laced up the shoes and pulled on the vest, but didn't button it. I
kept the scarf in the blazer pocket and headed down the back
stairs.

The kitchen was about three times the size
of my old apartment. It had huge, gleaming appliances along one
wall, an immense island, granite counters, and some padded stools
on the other side of the island. The cook was already at work. I
wondered what time he had to get up to be here and have breakfast
ready by five thirty.

Because it was ready. He nodded to a plate
at the end of the island. He was a very tall Englishman named
Wilson, gregarious, compared to Chalmers and Stirling, who said he
made his way from house to house during the day, depending on the
times his employers wanted him.

“This is a great gig,” he
said. “I can be gone by six, and at Mrs. Appleby's to make her
breakfast for seven thirty, then at the Dunlops to make them a nice
brunch before going back to Appleby's to do lunch.”

“You do a lot of driving
around,” I said.

“Yeah, but for a hundred
dollars an hour, one hour minimum, I'm more than
willing.”

I stared at him, open mouthed.

“I guess you don't need to
rely on tips,” I said.

He laughed. “You don't get tips in this job.
You do your job and you get paid.”

“Sounds like Stirling,” I
said.

He smiled. “Old stone face. Yeah, haven't
seen him smile yet. He's so desperate to be seen as better than his
old man all he cares about is work.”

“I don't even know what he
does,” I said.

“Corporate banking. Not
entirely sure what that is except it's for companies and really
rich people, not the likes of you and me getting a
mortgage.”

“This is a big breakfast,”
I said. “I'm mostly used to cereal.”

“Breakfast is the most
important meal of the day. You never heard that?”

“Yeah, but I don't know if
I can stomach sausages.”

“Your stomach doesn't look
like it can hold more than one or two anyway,” he said with a
grin.

“Rather be skinny than
fat,” I replied, cutting one of the sausages.

“Didn't say you was
skinny,” he said, eyes flicking up and down in that way men
do.

I didn't mind. When men stop checking me out
I'll start to worry.

I wondered if Stirling checked me out that
way? He hadn't seemed to. Did he even think of sex or was that a
waste of his time?

I didn't get a chance to finish before
Chalmers showed up, snapping his fingers imperiously and pointing
towards the garage. I stood up, pulling on my jacket, then did up
the vest as I headed for the car. The vest was firm enough, tight
enough, I probably didn't even need a bra, I thought ruefully.

I'd driven the car around on the highway and
side streets to get used to how it handled, and was pretty
confident I wasn't going to be making any mistakes as I pulled it
out and around to the front door.

Chalmers and Stirling came out of the door
immediately and Chalmers opened the door for him, then handed in a
mug of coffee. I'd checked out the back of the limo, of course, and
knew it had its own coffee maker, bar and fridge, as well as a
nifty desk. Chalmers shut the door and I started forward, slowly,
so as to not jar him, though the suspension on this thing was
amazing.

I headed for the highway, hit the on ramp,
and picked up speed. The car was big and heavy but had a powerful
engine, so acceleration wasn't a problem. I flicked my eyes up at
him occasionally, but he seemed to be spending his time on his
computer, and occasionally sipping coffee. It was hard not seeing
him naked, the way he'd been coming out of the pool.

I wondered what he'd be like in bed. I was
betting kind of bossy.

He picked up his phone and made a call. I
didn't hear the other end, just Stirling's voice, which was cold
and impatient and grew gradually more angry at whoever it was
because they hadn't yet finished reviewing a contract of some
kind.

He hung up without saying goodbye, sipped
his coffee broodingly, then made another phone call. Again, his
voice was cold and demanding. He was talking about an office
building which someone was buying, and apparently, his bank was
financing. He wanted better information on who would be renting
after it was purchased, and how soon and for how much.

He hung up, cracked his knuckles, drank
coffee, brooded, and made another phone call. I rolled my eyes at
the way he sharply criticized someone for not making his budget. I
caught myself thinking 'glad I don't work for this guy' before
realizing I did.

We made it to his building five minutes
early, and as I slid to a stop the window slid down and I looked at
him in the mirror, then turned around as he handed me a slip of
paper.

“I've a meeting across town
at ten,” he said before getting out of the car.

No wasting words, that one, I thought.

I shrugged and drove back home, parked the
limo and then went into the house, wondering what I should do to
pass the time. There was likely to be a lot of that in this job, I
thought, and I couldn't spend it all polishing the cars.

I went up to my room and then searched out
his name on the internet. Jackson Stirling had a lot written about
him, but that turned out to be his father. Jackson Stirling the
original. He had started the bank Stirling now ran. He was a
big-shot with lots of connections to politicians, had his name on a
bunch of buildings because of various charitable works, and of
course, made tons of money.

There was a lot less on my current employer
except for a messy divorce a few years back, with his wife
suggesting he was pretty kinky in bed. That really made my eyes go
wide! What kind of kink?! Inquiring minds wanted to know!
Unfortunately, the thing didn't get more specific. That was
irritating!

I wandered down the hall. Since Stirling was
gone I didn't see anything wrong with taking a little tour. I knew
that the maid, a fifty year old Cuban woman named Maria, had a room
across from mine. Chalmers' room was up from hers, and the room
next to me was empty. There were two more rooms on this side of the
floor which were also empty, then there was a door leading into a
kind of central hall where the stairs came up from the lobby.

Past that came another hall with much larger
and more luxuriously decorated bedrooms. I wasn't sure I was really
allowed down there, and didn't want to get in trouble my first day.
On the other hand, Chalmers was downstairs and Maria was in the
kitchen, cleaning. And I could always plead ignorant on my first
day.

I hurried along, easing doors open to look
inside and admire how big and beautiful they were. When I came to a
pair of double doors I hesitated, then pulled the door open enough
to look inside. What I saw was a kind of living room, because this
was a suite. I looked behind me, then, nosy that I am, dashed
inside quietly and looked around.

Past the living room, with its heavy black
leather sofas and entertainment center was an enormous bedroom, the
biggest I'd ever seen. The king sized bed was not an old fashioned
four-poster, though, but kind of Danish modern in blonde wood. It
was very sleek, like the furniture with it. To one side was a
bathroom bigger than my room, and I shook my head in awe just
staring around.

The bedroom and the front room had been
immaculate, without a single thing out of place, nothing to
indicate anyone lived there. This room was, too, but there was
shampoo, soap, and various other toiletries in place, which
indicated someone was living here and using it.

I hurried back out, because I was sure by
then this was Stirling's room and if I was caught in here I might
well be fired, no matter how ignorant I pretended to be. I paused
just long enough to pull open a random dresser drawer to confirm
there was clothes inside, then snuck back out and hurried up the
hall to the stairs.

I went downstairs and wandered back towards
the garage. There was a huge office on one side, and a sort of
entertainment room with pool tables and dart boards across from it.
Past that was a storage room, a bathroom, stairs leading down, and
a gym. It was quite a gym, too, with all the equipment you could
ever use. I guessed this was where Stirling got that body of
his.

Further inside the gym was a hot tub, sauna,
shower, and massage table, but I doubted I'd be allowed to use any
of it, no matter how empty the house was.

I went into the garage and explored the
tools and equipment, then wandered out back and looked at the pool.
It was not your typical rectangle. It was sort of oblong, and had
been made to look more natural, with brown, natural looking stone
and artificial rocks around it. At one side, the rocks had been
built up about twenty feet for some reason, and there was a little
room you could swim into, though of course, I didn't.

I was definitely going to use the pool,
though, but probably not until late. Maria and Chalmers had rooms
facing the front, so if Stirling wasn't home I could play around in
the pool after hours, as long as I was quiet and discrete.

*

I picked him up exactly on time. He got in
the back with a horse faced woman in a gray suit. She had brown
hair, thick glasses, and clutched binders as she sat in the corner
quietly looking out the window. He worked on his computer, and made
several more angry phone calls.

This dude was always angry! If I was as rich
as him I'd be a lot happier, let me tell you!

“Let me see the Baxter
report again,” he said in a peremptory fashion.

“Yes, Mr. Stirling,” she
replied, fishing out a binder and handing it to him.

He read it for a few minutes, grunted, then
handed it back.

I dropped them off and then went to find
something to do for a couple of hours. Unfortunately, there aren't
a lot of places you can park a limo. What did limo drivers do
anyway? They had to park somewhere when waiting for their bosses. I
was going to have to find some limo drivers and ask them. I sure
wasn't going to leave the car alone on the street!

What I wound up doing was finding a parking
lot, then getting in back and watching TV. It sure was comfortable
back there! But I didn't take any of the coffee or drinks. For all
I knew he counted them. Then I started thinking. Who stocks these
things? I had the uneasy feeling it was me! I'd have to check on
that too!

I picked him up, along with the horse faced
woman, and drove him back to the office, then headed home. He
wasn't sure when he'd be leaving so I had a lot more time on my
hands. I took off my limo uniform, checked with Maria, who said it
was up to me to make my own lunch, and did so.

Then I checked with Chalmers, found the list
of things to keep the limo stocked with and where they were kept. I
found a vacuum clearer and gave the carpet a quick going over, then
lifted the hood and checked out the motor. It was immaculate. The
cars were all very clean, too. I took the SUV for a drive to get
the hang of it. Boy! What a ride! I was wishing for bad weather so
we could drive that instead of the Caddy.

I surfed the internet, checked with Maria to
confirm us servants weren't allowed to use the gym or library or
any of the other rooms, nor the pool, then watched TV. I was going
to have to find something to occupy my time during the day. I could
buy a video game now that I had some money, but they'd never really
been a favorite of mine.

I put on a pair of shorts and a t-shirt and
went outside to jog around the grounds. Yes, it was big enough for
that. Beyond the pool was a broad grassy area with only the
occasional tree or brush, leading down to a high stone wall. On the
sides of the house there were a lot more trees and brush, and even
more up front near the gate.

I started by the pool, jogged down to the
wall, then turned and followed it around to the front, and almost
had a heart attack when this monster black guy stepped out of a
little house by the gate, wearing a beige uniform. He had a very
black, egg shaped head with no hair, and soft brown eyes.

“Uhm, hi,” I
said.

He was, at a guess, seven feet tall. My face
was at about chest level, and I'm not short.

“You're the new chauffeur,”
he said in a deep, rumbling voice.

“Yeah. I'm
Danny.”

“I'm Lionel.”

“That little hut doesn't
seem big enough for you, Lionel,” I said.

He smiled a little and gave me that up down
guy look.

“Those shorts don't seem
big enough for you,” he said.

I looked down and made a face.

“They weren't actually
bought for jogging, but for looking hot, but that was last year
when I was hanging around with this Italian guy. They've been in
the closet since then.”

“If they were bought for
looking good then... they work,” he said.

I snorted in amusement. Black guys, in my
experience, are never shy around women.

“You looking for exercise I
can help you out any time,” he said.

“I'll keep it in mind but I
don't think Chalmers would be too happy.”

He made a rude noise. “Guy has a broomstick
up his ass, just like his boss.”

“You must be pretty bored
out here all day,” I said.

“It ain't exciting, but
it's a job.”

“I hear that,” I
said.

“You been a chauffeur
long?”
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