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Chapter 1: The Daily War 

The Harrington estate was a glass-and-marble cage. Liora Harrington hated it. Hated the endless white walls, the orchids that cost more than most people’s rent, the way the maids moved like shadows so she never had to see them unless she wanted to. She wanted to see this one. Nadia Reyes. 25. Dark hair always in a tight ponytail, uniform crisp, sleeves rolled to show toned forearms. 

She moved like she owned the place-quiet, efficient, never rushed. Never deferential. Never afraid. Liora hated that most of all. She hated that Nadia never looked away first. Never flinched when Liora snapped. Never apologized for existing in the same room. She hated the way Nadia’s eyes flicked over her-not with fear, not with awe, but with something cool and assessing, like she was deciding whether Liora was worth her time. Most of all, Liora hated that she couldn’t stop looking back. 

This morning Liora was in the east wing sunroom-glass walls, white furniture, orchids everywhere. She was in a silk robe (short, barely tied), hair loose, scrolling her phone while Nadia dusted the shelves. Liora didn’t look up. “You missed a spot.” Nadia paused. Duster hovering. “Where?” “There.” Liora pointed lazily at a shelf she knew was spotless. “Right in front of you. Do your job properly or I’ll have Daddy dock your pay.” Nadia didn’t move. “Your father pays me to clean, not to play fetch with his spoiled daughter.” Liora’s head snapped up. Sunglasses slid down her nose. Arctic blue eyes locked on Nadia. “Excuse me?” “You heard me.” Nadia’s voice was calm. “If you want the shelf dusted again, say it nicely. Or do it yourself.”

Liora stood. Robe slipped open an inch-cleavage framed perfectly. She stepped closer. “You forget who signs your checks.” Nadia met her eyes. Didn’t blink. “I forget who thinks money buys manners.” For a second the air crackled.  Liora’s gaze dropped-unwillingly-to Nadia’s mouth. Full lips. Slight scar on the lower one. She wondered what it would feel like to bite it. Nadia’s gaze dropped to Liora’s robe. The open V. The curve of breast. She wondered how soft the skin was. How it would taste. Then Liora snorted. “You’re lucky I don’t have you fired.” Nadia smiled thinly. “You’d miss me too much. Who else is going to clean up your messes?”

Liora stepped closer. Close enough to smell Nadia’s soap-clean, citrusy, infuriatingly good. “I don’t need you.” “You need someone.” Nadia’s voice was low. “And I’m the only one who doesn’t kiss your ass.” Liora’s breath caught. She could see the pulse in Nadia’s throat. Could see the way Nadia’s chest rose and fell a little faster. She hated her. She wanted her.
She wanted to shove her against the wall and- Liora turned. Walked out. Robe fluttering. Ass swaying. Knowing Nadia was watching. Nadia watched. Watched the sway of hips she pretended not to notice.
Felt the pulse low in her belly she pretended wasn’t there. She muttered under her breath, “Fucking spoiled brat.” But her nipples were hard against her uniform bra. And she hated how much she wanted to see what happened if she pushed harder. Liora stormed down the hallway, robe flapping, heart pounding so hard she could feel it in her throat. She hated Nadia. Hated her calm voice, her steady gaze, the way she never backed down. Hated that she could make Liora feel small with a single sentence. Hated that she could make Liora’s body react with a single look.

She stopped in the hallway mirror. Looked at herself-flushed cheeks, parted lips, robe barely holding together. She looked like she’d been kissed. She looked like she’d been fucked. She hated that too. She hated that Nadia had seen her like this-disheveled, angry, aroused. She hated that Nadia probably knew. Probably saw the way her nipples pressed against the silk, the way her thighs rubbed together when she walked away. Liora pressed her palm to her stomach. Felt the heat pooling lower. Felt the ache between her legs. She hated Nadia. She wanted to hate her more. She wanted to hate her until she couldn’t breathe. She wanted to hate her until she begged. She turned back toward the sunroom.
Stopped herself.
Took a breath. Tomorrow, she would be meaner. Tomorrow, she would push harder. Tomorrow, she would make Nadia flinch. Or break. Or both. Nadia finished dusting the shelf. Wiped her hands on her apron. Looked at the doorway Liora had disappeared through. She hated Liora. Hated the way she talked down to her. Hated the way she treated the house like a playground. Hated the way she looked-like she knew she was beautiful, like she knew she could get away with anything. But mostly she hated the way her own body reacted. The way her nipples hardened when Liora leaned in. The way her thighs clenched when Liora’s robe slipped. The way her pulse jumped when Liora licked her lips. She hated that she wanted to see what happened if she pushed back. She hated that she wanted to see Liora on her knees. She hated that she wanted to see Liora begging. She picked up the duster. Went back to work. But she knew. Tomorrow, she would push harder. Tomorrow, she would make Liora flinch. Or break. Or both.

Chapter 2: The Breaking Point 

The next morning Liora woke up angry. She had spent half the night replaying Nadia’s words in her head-I’m the only one who doesn’t kiss your ass-and the way Nadia had looked at her while saying it. Not intimidated. Not impressed. Just... steady. Like Liora was a problem she could solve with a single sentence. Liora hated that.
She hated that it made her wet. She dressed for war: tiny white sundress, no bra, no panties, thin enough that her nipples showed through when she moved. Hair down in loose waves. Lipstick the color of fresh blood. She wanted Nadia to look. She wanted Nadia to choke on her own composure. Nadia was in the kitchen when Liora walked in at 9:17 a.m. She was scrubbing the counter-arms flexing, uniform clinging to her back from the heat of the water. She didn’t look up. 

Liora poured herself coffee. Slowly. Deliberately. Bent at the waist to reach the sugar bowl even though it was right in front of her. “Morning,” she said sweetly. Nadia kept scrubbing. “Morning.” “You’re still here.” “Still employed.” Liora stirred her coffee. The spoon clinked loudly. “You know, I could have you gone by lunch.” Nadia finally looked up. Eyes dark. Unreadable. “You could try.” Liora stepped closer. Close enough to see the faint sheen of sweat on Nadia’s neck. “You think you’re irreplaceable?” “I think you’re addicted to the fight.” Nadia set the sponge down. “And I think you’re terrified of what happens if you win.”

Liora laughed-sharp, brittle. “You think you know me?” “I know you’re standing in my kitchen in a dress that’s basically lingerie, pretending it’s an accident.” Liora’s cheeks burned. “I wear what I want.” “You wear what gets attention.” Nadia stepped around the counter. “And right now you’re getting mine.” The air snapped taut.
Liora’s heart slammed against her ribs. She could see the pulse in Nadia’s throat. Could see the way Nadia’s chest rose and fell a little faster. She hated her.
She wanted to slap her.
She wanted to kiss her.
She wanted to shove her against the counter and-Liora moved first. She slapped Nadia across the face-open palm, hard enough to sting. Nadia’s head snapped to the side. For one heartbeat she didn’t move. Then she grabbed Liora’s wrist. Twisted. Pushed her back against the counter. Hard. Liora gasped. The edge dug into her lower back. Nadia pressed in-body to body, thigh between Liora’s legs, free hand gripping Liora’s jaw. “You want to play?”  Nadia’s voice was low. Rough. “Then play.” Liora’s breath came in short bursts. “Let go.” Nadia’s thumb brushed Liora’s lower lip. “Make me.” Liora surged forward-crashed her mouth against Nadia’s. It wasn’t a kiss. It was a collision. Teeth clashing, tongues fighting, hands tearing at clothes. Liora yanked Nadia’s uniform top open-buttons popping. Nadia shoved Liora’s robe off her shoulders-silk pooling at their feet. They stumbled-back against the counter, then the wall, then the floor. Clothes ripped. Skin on skin. Nails digging into flesh. Moans swallowed by angry kisses.

Nadia pinned Liora’s wrists above her head with one hand. The other slid between Liora’s thighs-found her soaked, swollen, dripping. “You’re fucking soaked,” Nadia growled against her mouth. “All that hate and you’re dripping for me.” Liora bucked. “Shut up and fuck me.” Nadia didn’t tease. She plunged two fingers inside-deep, hard. Liora cried out, back arching. Nadia pumped-fast, ruthless-thumb grinding against Liora’s clit. Liora came almost immediately-pussy clenching around Nadia’s fingers, thighs shaking, a scream tearing from her throat. Nadia didn’t stop. Kept fucking her through it-faster, deeper-until Liora was sobbing, begging, coming again. Then Nadia pulled her fingers free. Slick. Shining. 

She brought them to Liora’s lips.“Taste yourself.” Liora sucked them clean-eyes locked on Nadia’s. Nadia flipped her over. Spread her cheeks. Licked one long stripe over Liora’s rim. Liora moaned. “Yes-fuck-” Nadia pushed her tongue in-deep, thick, relentless. Liora rocked back, taking more. Nadia fucked her with her tongue-long strokes, curling, pressing-while her fingers slid back into Liora’s pussy, curling to hit that spot. Liora came again-ass spasming around Nadia’s tongue, pussy pulsing, body shaking so hard the floor felt like it was moving. Nadia pulled back. Kissed Liora’s spine. “Your turn.” 

They switched. Liora pinned Nadia down. Spread her thighs. Licked-slow, teasing-then plunged deep. Nadia moaned, hips rolling. Liora fucked her with her tongue-deep, wet, relentless-while her fingers rubbed Nadia’s clit in tight circles. Nadia came hard-ass clenching around Liora’s tongue, pussy gushing, body shaking. They collapsed together-panting, slick, trembling. Liora kissed Nadia slow. “We’re not done.” Nadia laughed weakly. “We’re just getting started.” They lay there-naked on the kitchen floor, bodies tangled, hearts pounding. They hated each other. They wanted each other. And they were never going back.

Chapter 3: The Addiction 

The first week after the kitchen floor was a war of silence and stolen glances. Liora avoided the east wing as much as possible. Nadia avoided the sunroom. They moved through the estate like opposing magnets-repelling each other, yet always aware of where the other was. Every time their paths almost crossed (Liora rounding a corner just as Nadia exited a room, Nadia carrying linens past Liora’s open door), the air thickened. Neither spoke. Neither looked away first. But neither could stop thinking about it.

Liora replayed it obsessively: Nadia’s tongue plunging deep into her ass, the way it curled and thrust until she came so hard her vision blurred. The taste of Nadia on her own tongue afterward-salty, hot, addictive. She hated how her body responded every time she remembered. Hated how she caught herself touching herself in the shower, fingers circling her clit while she imagined Nadia’s mouth again. Hated how she’d come whispering Nadia’s name like a curse.

Nadia was worse. She hated Liora. Hated the spoiled attitude, the way she treated people like furniture, the way she acted like the world owed her everything. But she couldn’t stop tasting her. Couldn’t stop feeling the clench of Liora’s ass around her tongue, the way Liora’s moans had vibrated against her skin. She hated how she’d wake up wet, thighs slick, dreaming of burying her face between Liora’s cheeks again. Hated how she’d lock herself in the staff bathroom during breaks, skirt hiked, fingers plunging deep while she pictured Liora’s red lips parted in a scream. They were addicted.

They hated each other for it. But they couldn’t stay away. It started small. Day 4: Liora “accidentally” spilled coffee in the hallway outside her bedroom. Nadia came to clean it. They passed each other in the doorway-close enough that their arms brushed. Liora felt Nadia’s nipple harden against her own through the fabric. Nadia felt Liora’s breath hitch. Neither spoke. Day 5: Nadia was dusting the library when Liora walked in to grab a book she didn’t need. They stood on opposite sides of the same shelf. Liora reached up for a high book. Her robe sleeve slipped. Nadia’s eyes dropped to the curve of breast. Liora noticed. She stretched higher-letting the robe gap more. Nadia’s breathing changed. Still no words. Day 6: Liora left her bedroom door cracked while changing. Nadia walked past with fresh linens. She paused. Looked in. Saw Liora naked-back turned, bending to pick up panties, ass presented. Nadia’s mouth went dry. Liora glanced over her shoulder. Their eyes met.

Liora didn’t cover up. Nadia didn’t look away. Then Nadia stepped inside. Closed the door. Locked it. No words. They crashed together. Liora shoved Nadia against the wall. Nadia shoved back. Hands tore at clothes-robe ripped open, uniform buttons popping, bra yanked down
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