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"There's nothing left for me to clean, so I'd just like to go back now, if that's alright."

"No, that is not alright," he said. 

I looked at him in surprise. "No?" 

"I'm paying you for your time here, so I do expect you to be here for that length of time." 

I let out a sigh and said, "You're right, but there is nothing left for me to do." 

"Then sit with me," he said. "And talk to me." 

"I think I would rather stand." The last thing I wanted to do was send him the wrong signals. He might think I was affected by his state of nakedness, which was absolutely true, but I didn't want him to know that. 

I looked back at my cleaning materials and tried to think of more things to clean. I had gone as far as move furniture to clean underneath them. 

"Tell me, what do you do for fun, Anna." 

"I don't have time for fun," I said. 

"How old are you?" 

"Nineteen," I blurted out without thinking. "How old are you?" I didn't want to be the only one volunteering information. 

"Thirty five," he shrugged. "Almost twice your age," he added with a serious frown on his face. "Perhaps you are too young for games."

"Then you should just let me do my job or let me leave," I offered. 

"Perhaps," he said, focusing on my cleavage. 

I turned around and buttoned up self-consciously. 

I gasped when I twisted back to find him standing inches away from me, his bare chest almost touching mine. I gulped. 

"Do you have any idea how hard you make me?" he groaned, his lips inches from mine, our breaths mingling together in our proximity. 

His erection pressed against my body. His husky voice radiated his lustful need and my body responded. 

I opened my mouth to argue, only to be interrupted when his hungry lips took bold possession of mine. His body closed tightly to mine, igniting a hunger deep in me that had been brewing from the first time I had seen him. 

My hands went around his neck on their own accord, roaming over his broad shoulders and hard muscles greedily while he caressed my skin in a way that made my entire body grow warm and cold all at once. 

Heat radiated from his body, warming my skin and sending my blood humming through my veins. I gasped into his mouth as his fingers slipped up my shirt and cupped my breast. His tongue danced in my mouth expertly, swirling around mine as if he were exploring the inside of my mouth. I felt a burning desire between my legs and squeezed my thighs together to fight away the increasing arousal in my belly. 

I placed my hands to his chest and pushed him away with all my strength. He stumbled back only a little. 

"I thought you said you wouldn't touch me unless I wanted you to," I breathed. 

"Don't you want me to?" he asked, his eyes searching my face for my reaction. 
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Back when I was still young and innocent, I wanted to be a doctor, a firewoman, a scientist, a teacher. 

Those were nice dreams too. I studied hard, graduated high school, got a scholarship, went to college, continued to study hard, and then it dawned on me that the world wasn't a fair place. I couldn't succeed on hard work alone. Especially not if I didn't have enough money to graduate college. After my third semester, a prettier face showed up and my full scholarship was pried away from my cold, dead hands.

Well, I didn't die, but when I was suddenly incapable of paying for my tuition as well as my bills, it felt like my life was over.

So when my roommate, Clair, threw me a bone and I gnawed on it. 

So at nights, I don on my maid's outfit and clean houses, apartments, and wherever my employer wants me to. 

I enter from the back door, work quietly, and leave before the owners even know I was ever there. Then I return to the small establishment that denotes me by number instead of name and report my progress. I get paid every two weeks. I wasn't enough to cover everything, but it was enough to keep my afloat until my loans were approved. 

I had been working the job for the last month. Today, I got home an hour before I was supposed to. Clair looked up from her massive calculus assignment pile, happy for the distraction.  

"How was your day?" she asked.  

"It was alright," I lied. 

"Come on, you have that look on your face," she spread her hands. 

"What look? This is how I always look," I maintained, trying my best to look puzzled. 

"A look that says you have secrets," her gray eyes glinted and she leaned forward, eager for a story. 

"It's nothing," I inserted. 

"I know whose house you were in. Tell me what happened," she queried, a curious inflection suddenly entering her voice. 

I stared at her for a moment, then dropped my bag on the floor. I closed the door behind me. I didn't want any of our nosier housemates from eavesdropping. Quietly, I pushed the clean laundry to the corner of the bed and sat down.

Then, I asked, "Tell me what you know about apartment four twenty three."

"I've only been to the apartment once," she said, looking straight at me. "He was devastating in every way conceivable. Like a film-star, one of those tough outdoor types. He's handsome and strong, with bronzed skin from all his travelling and lean, clear-cut features. I thought he was black at first, you know?"

"Cause of his name?" I asked. 

"No," she feigned surprise. "Darius could be a Caucasian name." 

I rose my eyebrows and stared at her until she broke into a grin. 

"Alright, it was his name. I found out later that he was on loan from the subsidiary office in South Africa to the main company here... and that his eyes were blue and he had dark brown hair which waved a bit at the front. He was so dreamy..." she sighed. 

I know what he looks like, I wanted to interrupt, but kept myself in check and waited patiently for her to continue. 

"He came in about half an hour into cleaning. There wasn't much to clean at all," she said. "Was it the same for you?" 

I nodded. 

"He has a way of looking at people, the kind of eyes that was either looking through you with arrogant indifference, or striping you." 

"Stripping?" I gulped, wondering if our experiences were the same. 

"It was as if he could see bit of my female form... even before he got me to strip naked."

I found it impossible not to gape at her. I didn't trust myself to speak so I stayed quiet. 

"I was sweeping the floor when he entered, like a dark god of some sort... and when he offered me five hundred bucks to take off my shirt, I did it. Once I had my shirt off it was just a matter of taking one piece of additional clothing, one off after another. Then things just... escalated and the next thing I knew, I was working naked."

A deep sigh escaped her as she recalled her time in the apartment. I wondered if she was aware of the noises coming from her lips. They were lewd, perverted sounds. I couldn't help but deduce that she did a lot more than work in the nude for him. 

"Did you..." I started saying when she didn't continue. "Did you do anything with him?" I wanted to know. 

"No," she shook her head. "He just wanted to see me work naked," she shrugged.

"That must've been uncomfortable," I said. 

"Not really. It was... oddly erotic."  

"Would you have- you know?" 
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