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			Keeper of the House

			A mommy domme seduces her transmasc housekeeper.

			Content Notes

			trans m/cis f, dubious consent due to employee/client power dynamics, fat domme bottom, transmasc sub top, mommy kink, gratuitous pet names, intoxicated sex (alcohol, weed), nipple play, dirty talk, oral sex, toys, strap-on sex, leg humping, anatomical terms for trans MMC (cock, dick)

		

	
		
			Keeper of the House

			Wednesdays are supposed to be one of my days off work, so waking up to a text from my boss Rosalind about a new client puts a sour taste in my mouth. Not that I’d made any plans aside from doing laundry and lazing around my apartment, but cleaning houses isn’t the most relaxing line of work.

			An hour and a half after I roll out of bed and shower, I head to the address Ros sent me. My mood does not improve when I discover my destination is located in a gated community, requiring me to negotiate my way in with the guard. Yes, these are the clients who can afford to pay for the hours it takes to clean their million dollar homes, but it incites little eagerness on my part.

			At least the client isn’t supposed to be home, as mentioned in Ros’s text. As much as I need this job, I loathe having an audience.

			My instructions are to enter around the back, accessible through a gate attached to a seven-foot privacy fence. I’m not surprised to find a pool, nor the expertly tended flower beds surrounding it. The client probably has a pool cleaner and a gardener on the payroll. A stone patio circles the pool, white wicker furniture cushioned with bright florals clustered under an awning. The whole portrait looks staged for a home decor photoshoot, but that’s neither here nor there.

			I find the key box hanging off one of three doors leading inside the house and step into an immaculate kitchen. The luxury encountered during the course of my job gets tiresome, but I have to admit this client has good taste. Appliances sit tucked beneath the eggshell cabinetry, alongside an impressive knife block with pearl handles. Farmhouse sink, of course, but surprisingly surrounded by numerous plants; swank coziness without veering into tacky.

			I set my supplies down just past the threshold, slipping protective coverings over my high tops. I pull up the text from Ros with the attached cleaning schedule and review what lies ahead. Since our clients depend on discretion, we give them the option to specify which rooms they want us to clean, and the list is surprisingly sparse—just three bedrooms, two bathrooms, and the kitchen.

			I find my way through a spacious foyer to head upstairs. Most of the doors along the second floor hallway are closed, and even though my job is to clean, I feel like I’m breaking and entering each time I open one and peek inside. I find two children’s bedrooms joined by a jack-and-jill bathroom. Judging from the colors and decor choices, the client has two daughters, one much older than the other.

			The master bedroom lies at the end of the hall. Pale pink carpet and walls, white furniture, sixty or so throw pillows stacked on the king bed. Despite the room’s minimalism, I find the true clutter in the attached walk-in closet, rows of designer clothing and large racks of shoes hanging from gilded rods. A vanity sits at the foot of the wardrobe, stacked with high-end makeup, perfume, and evidence of a rigorous skincare regimen.

			The bathroom is pink as well, tastefully done with rose gold fixtures and a subtle but decadent floral wallpaper. It feels bigger than my studio apartment, room enough for a separate shower blocked off by a half-wall and a custom pink ceramic claw-foot tub.

			Trying not to think about how much money lines the walls of this house, I pop in my earbuds and start with the master bath, though it’s quickly apparent a deep clean would be overkill. I mostly polish mirrors and fixtures, wiping down countertops and the pale pink subway tiles in the shower.

			Something about the daughters’ bedrooms gives me the sense they haven’t been recently inhabited. The made beds look unrumpled, and there’s a light sheen of dust on the lamps. I slip on a mask to save my sinuses, dusting every surface and crevice I can reach, including the heavy, slatted blinds.

			Almost finished with the upstairs, I take a short break in the jack-and-jill bathroom, removing my earbuds as I check notifications. Nothing from Ros, though I expect she’ll be checking in before I’m finished for the day.

			I lift my head at the distant sound of a car door slamming, but it could be a neighbor. Then I hear a door open somewhere in the cavernous house, followed by the beep of a security system, and freeze.

			“Hello?”

			The woman’s voice is sharp and impatient, and for a panicked second I wonder if I have the right house, even though the code Ros sent me had worked on the key box. Since I’ve heard the call, I can’t just ignore it, so I leave my cleaning supplies on the bathroom counter and follow the sound of the voice. I arrive at the top of the stairs overlooking the foyer, and momentarily forget to breathe.

			A woman stares up at me, her round face twisted with a mix of confusion and irritation. Her sandy hair is tucked into a neat bun at her nape, her pink blouse sporting ruffles at her throat with a gold teardrop necklace. Her pumps easily add a few inches to her height, and even though she stands a floor below me, I feel small staring down at her.

			She must recognize the logo on my polo when her expression shifts, but I still feel the need to verify why I’m in her house. “Um, hey. I’m with HomeCare.”

			“Oh, right. That was today,” she says flatly, her heels clicking across the engineered hardwood. “Please keep it down. I have calls this afternoon.”

			My jaw tenses. You’re the one who hired a cleaner, lady. But since I’m almost finished with the upstairs, with only the kitchen left, at least I’ll be out of her hair soon. I just hate feeling rushed, like my presence is an inconvenience even though I’m supposed to be here.

			She disappears somewhere within the house, followed by the hollow click of a door closing. I take this as a sign to return to my work, suddenly despising the fact that I’m about to be on the same floor as her. The worst fucking timing. 

			Our paths don’t cross again until I’ve worked my way to the kitchen. As far as I know I haven’t made a sound, but I still pause when her entry into the kitchen is announced by the firm tapping of her heels on the tile.

			I give her quick a nod of acknowledgement, but her eyes don’t meet mine. She strolls to the fridge as if I’m invisible, and really, that’s the best I could hope for.

			The fridge opens, followed by the pop of a can tab. “Have you already finished upstairs?” she asks, making my posture straighten.

			“Yes, ma’am.” I wet my lips, wondering what she expects me to say, but honest-to-god manners is never a bad approach.

			Her sharp footsteps approach slowly, but I keep my focus on my task. I hear the soft sound of her sipping her canned beverage before she says, “I’ll be inspecting your work after you finish.”

			Wonderful. “Of course, ma’am.”

			A heavy pause follows before she adds, “You should look at me when I’m speaking to you.”

			Cold, quiet rage stiffens my limbs as I stop and turn to her, hiding my rag behind my back. “My apologies, ma’am.”

			Her confident air projects that she knows exactly how gorgeous she is, and even I can’t even deny it. She’s let her hair down since she arrived home, long enough to spill down her chest. The way her pencil skirt hugs her hips and thick thighs is sinfully professional. The pink of her blouse has a sheen to it, like satin.

			“That’s better,” she says, her eyelids sinking halfway as she observes me; inspects me as much as she’ll apparently be inspecting my work, and I wonder what will draw her attention more. “You’re not what I expected.”

			Nothing in her tone offers context. Is she disappointed? Impressed? The former feels more likely, given my impression of her so far, but either way, I have no idea how to respond.

			She doesn’t seem to expect a reply, giving me a final once-over before she struts out of the kitchen. Each step in her heels tugs on the tight fabric drawn across her heart-shaped ass, and well, I’m only human. If this situation was entirely different, I’d be throwing myself at her fucking feet. Even as far as clients go, she’s not the worst I’ve had to deal with, but she hasn’t exactly established herself as hospitable. 

			After I’m finished with the kitchen, I leave my cleaning supplies next to the door I came through, lingering next to the breakfast bar. She strongly implied I wasn’t to bother her, but I don’t want to leave before I’m allowed.

			But as if my tumultuous thoughts are as loud as an alarm, a set of French doors off the living room swing open and the client steps out. She looks at me as if she’d known exactly where I was standing and tilts her head.

			“Finished?”

			“Yes, ma’am,” I say, nodding for good measure.

			“Let’s see how you did,” she says, strolling to the foyer toward the stairs.

			I follow her, keeping my eyes honed on the railing instead of her shapely figure. She leads me to one of the secondary bedrooms first, standing in the center with her arms folded as she slowly rotates. She barely looks at anything up close, nor does she react before stepping into the joined bathroom and flipping on the light.

			“You missed a spot on the floor,” she says tersely, before continuing to the other bedroom.

			She couldn’t have looked at it longer than a few seconds, but I spot check behind her. At first glance the tile had been spotless, but now that she’s pointed it out, I see a bit of grime sticking to the caulk around the tub. I make the mental note not to miss it next time—if there is a next time—and quicken my pace to catch up to her.

			“You are familiar with the functions of a vacuum, correct?” she asks as soon as I enter the second bedroom, toeing at the carpet in her undoubtedly expensive heels. She makes no further mention of adding it to my list of chores before heading back to the hall.

			My face is burning as I continue following her, biting my tongue despite wanting to tell her that her cleaning schedule said nothing about vacuuming. Besides, how am I supposed to keep quiet by running the loudest appliance known to humankind?

			She barely spares her own bedroom a second glance, heading directly to the master bath. I clench and unclench my hands into fists as she walks from the counter, to the shower, to the tub.

			“I suppose this is acceptable,” she says, and I back away from the door frame as she makes a move to exit.

			I want to argue, defend my thoroughness and attention to detail, but again—I wasn’t exactly given much of a mess to clean up. She’s entitled to her opinion, of course, which doesn’t make it any easier when we finally end up in the kitchen and she turns on the bright overhead lights.

			“I was under the impression you were finished in here,” she says after a moment of observation, finally looking at me as she crosses her arms. “Was I mistaken?”

			“No, ma’am.” I hate hearing the uneasiness in my voice. “I… can do it again.”

			“No need,” she says, unfolding her arms to wave one hand. “You’re free to go. Lock the knob on your way out.”

			Face hot and back sweaty, I collect my supplies and hurry out the back, making sure to lock the knob as loud and passive-aggressive as possible. I take one last glance at her impressive backyard, certain it’s the last time I’ll see it.

			After stowing my supplies in my backseat, I find a text from Ros waiting for me. I crank the engine and let the interior cool off as I check my phone. I hope she won’t be too upset that I lost a client on the first visit. I wouldn’t describe Ros as warm, exactly, but she’s been fair as far as bosses go. Turnover with HomeCare is pretty high from my understanding, so I can’t imagine she wants to get too attached to people who don’t last. She might like me well enough, though, because I’ve only been working here three months and she’s been pretty chill.

			Ros: How’d it go with the new assignment?

			Ryan: fine 

			Ryan: client showed up though.

			Ros: Any issues?

			I think about the humiliating inspection, but decide to say nothing. If the client found my performance lacking, nothing I say in my defense can change the outcome.

			Ryan: No

			Ros: Good deal

			Ros: She wants you back next week, same day and time

			I blink at the message, rereading it to make sure I didn’t misunderstand. I’d honestly rather swallow glass than come back and subject myself to this woman again, but at the same time, it’s strangely a relief to hear. Maybe some people don’t want to appear easy to please.

			I tuck my phone under my thigh and latch my seatbelt, completely bewildered as I drive home to my studio apartment in silence.
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