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A sigh leaves my chest when I glance at the clock. It’s 11:00 PM, an hour until my shift is over. I only have one more guest to attend to, thank God. I just hope this one doesn’t try to grope me like the last guy. At least once a week, I have to tell one man that Parisian Dream is not that kind of club, though it is easy to make that assumption because all of us servers have to prance around in skimpy French maid outfits and stroke our customers’ fragile egos. However, we are not paid to stroke our customers’ limp dicks. If they want that particular service, they can go to the Thai massage spa across the street.

“Long night, babe?” Arlene, one of my fellow servers, asks.

“Yeah,” I say. “My last customer refused to tip me because I wouldn’t assist him with the tiny bulge in his pants.”

She scowls. “Asshole.”

“How about your night?”
“My last guy was almost a gentleman. He only ‘accidentally’ touched my butt once.”
“King Arthur would be so proud of his chivalry,” I deadpan.

“Sometimes, this job makes me want to exterminate the entire male population,” Arlene says.

“Oh, don’t be so negative, Arlene.” I give her a shit-eating grin, imitating our boss Nathaniel. “Just smile more.”

“Ugh, your imitation is so spot-on that I have to stop myself from stabbing you.” 

“Well, Arlene, while I would love to annoy you all night, I have to go attend to one last customer.”

“See you around, babe.”

Before I walk into the private room, I take one deep breath, then two. I wish I could quit this job, but as much as I hate it, it pays a hell lot better than minimum wage. And when the customers aren’t total assholes, I get good tips. Painting a smile onto my face, I open the door and say, “Hello, I’m Constance. How may I serve—?” I stop when I see the face of Gerald Holland. Oh my God. Can I just die of humiliation right now?

Gerald bursts into laughter. “Holy shit, Constance Fong? I didn’t expect to see Benjamin Harrison High School’s valedictorian at a place like this.” 

My face has to be red like Hawaiian Punch. Gerald Holland and I used to be friends. Then he asked me out in 11th grade. I wanted to say yes, but my parents didn’t approve because he was a slacker with a C-average and not a nice Chinese boy on the honor roll. So I rejected him, and well, that was the end of our friendship. 

My eyes widen slightly when I take in Gerald’s attire. He doesn’t look like a former slacker who couldn’t be bothered to attend half of his classes. He’s wearing a custom-tailored dark gray suit and a genuine Rolex watch on his wrist. You would think he was the person who attended Princeton. “Gerald, you look like you’re doing very well for yourself.” I try to not sound bitter and jealous. I think I mostly succeed.

“So this is what a Princeton education gets you,” he says, smirking at my French maid outfit.

“This is what a partial Princeton education gets you,” I mumble.

He lifts an eyebrow. “You didn’t graduate?”

I bite my lip. I remember being so excited during orientation at Princeton. Foolishly, I thought I found a place where I truly belonged. Then classes started and I was immediately overwhelmed. I studied for hours every day, sacrificing sleep and skipping meals, but even that couldn’t save me from being put on academic probation. When I couldn’t improve my grades, I had to admit defeat and drop out. The looks of disappointment on my parents’ faces gutted me. They sacrificed so much for my education, and I repaid them with failure.

“No,” I say simply. Then putting false cheer in my voice, I ask, “What can I get you?”

He shakes his head, chuckling. “And your parents thought I wasn’t good enough for you.”

My cheeks burn with humiliation and anger. “Let me get you another server,” I say. “Clearly, I can’t meet your needs.” I begin heading toward the door, but Gerald catches my wrist.

“You’ll meet my needs just fine, Constance.”

He must love seeing me like this. I can’t say I entirely blame him for taking pleasure in my less-than-dignified circumstances, but I will still call him a major jerk in my head. 

“Sit on my lap,” he says. “I am allowed to ask for that here, right?”

Unfortunately, yes. Suppressing a growl, I obediently sit on his lap. He wraps an arm around my waist, looking impossibly smug. 

“You look so cute in your little outfit,” he says.

Ignoring the maliciousness in his eyes, I say through gritted teeth, “Thank you.”

“You don’t have to act like a Stepford wife around me.”

“At Parisian Dream, we’re courteous to all of our customers.”

“For Christ’s sake.” He shoves some bills into my pocket. “Here’s your tip in advance. Now talk to me like a human being. I’m sure you’re dying to insult me.”

My eyes get big at the money in my pocket. It has to be at least 500 dollars. “You don’t have to tip that much.”

He waves his hand. “Whatever.”

He’s treating me like a charity case. If I had a little more pride, I would tell him to take back his money. But I have a stupid amount of student loans to pay off for my one semester of college, so I keep the cash. “What do you do nowadays?” I ask. Gerald definitely had a glow-up after high school. He lost all of his baby fat and now looks like the stereotypical handsome rich guy from a romance novel. Chiseled cheekbones, a strong jaw, and a sleek blond haircut straight out of an expensive salon. His emerald-green eyes are the same though. 

“I design apps,” he says. “I recently sold one to Google for a pretty penny.”

That explains the custom-tailored suit and Rolex. 

He grins. “Not bad for someone who had a 2.0 GPA in high school, eh?”

“Not bad,” I murmur. I should be glad for Gerald—and I am—but his success makes my failure all the more painful. In high school, people expected great things from me and expected nothing from Gerald. Yet I’m a Princeton dropout and he is a Rolex-wearing tech mogul.

“I bet you regret rejecting me in high school.”

I glare at him. “Did you just come here to rub your success in my face?” 

“That’s one reason. The other reason is I had a burning desire to see you in a sexy French maid outfit.” He glances at my cleavage and legs, making me blush. “A wet dream come true.”

“Well, I’m sure your curiosity is satisfied, so I’m gonna go.” Before I can stand up, he grabs both of my arms.

“I have you for one hour, and I intend to use every minute, Constance.”

I glance at the clock, wincing. 45 minutes until my shift ends. This is going to be excruciating.

“What exactly is this place supposed to be?” He looks around the room, at the big black leather couch that would be convenient for a round of sex, at the framed photos of past
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