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A private indulgence. 

A closed door.

A man who notices everything.

When the maid is discovered in the study, the confrontation that follows is neither angry nor forgiving... but deliberate, intense, and impossible to ignore.

As the event unfolds, unspoken desires surface and boundaries blur between two adults drawn into a moment they never planned but secretly longed for. Control, vulnerability, and temptation intertwine in a charged encounter that leaves nothing the same.

This is a work of erotic fiction intended only for adult readers.

All characters are 21+ and all acts depicted are entirely consensual within the fantasy context.
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The Maid Who Crossed The Line


[image: ]




I’ve always loved making things feel like home.  

Ever since I was little, I’d trail after my mom while she cleaned other people’s houses, humming along to her radio, folding tiny towels into perfect squares just to see her smile. By the time I was 21 I had my own little list of clients who asked for me personally because I left cookies cooling on the counter and their beds smelling like lavender. It never felt like work; it just felt natural.

So when the ad popped up that said “Private live-in position, one client, ridiculously good pay, uniform provided”, I thought it was perfect. I pictured an older single man, hermit workaholic type, but I certainly did not picture him.

Already the first day when he interviewed me, something sparked, I felt this deep impulsive need to want to please him.
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