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“Brittany, do me a favor and come here, please,” I said into the intercom that ran through my mansion. Living this kind of life was never something I expected, but after my grandfather passed and left me his fortune, I wasn’t going to turn it down.

I tried to do the practical thing and save as much money as I could and let the interest hold me over. One of the few things I did let myself splurge on was a live-in maid. She was such a sweet woman, just about to turn twenty-eight, super kind, and even had a similar taste in music as I did.

That might have been the single most important thing I’d learned about her in the interview. Hell, if I was honest, there were quite a few other candidates that might have been more qualified as her, but being able to play my music through the sound system installed in my house was amazing. I never once had to go without listening to my heavy metal.

Not long after I called for her, she stepped into my office. Her faded blue jeans and tan long sleeve shirt wasn’t exactly maid material, but it looked nice on her still. “Yes, ma’am?” she asked.

“Could you make another jug of tea? I didn’t want to wake you up for that earlier, but I’m out and I’m really missing your sweet tea. I’ve been trying to figure out how to invest in the stock market but it’s so damn boring. Want to play a game or something?” I asked.

She nodded which caused her bright red ponytail to bounce, “Sure, Ms. Stacy. I’ll let you know when the tea is in the fridge.”

“Awesome, I’ll set up the game,” I said.

Brittany turned around and started walking away and I couldn’t help but enjoy the sight of her round ass swaying as she walked. I wasn’t going to pretend that I wasn’t a bit of a pervert, but then again, she knew that when I hired her. It was specifically in her contract that she wasn’t allowed to ask me to put on more clothes or even tell me to not be naked. It was still my fucking house, even if she was living here.

I paid her salary, she did what I asked. Easy as that.

I stood up from my desk and straightened my tiny dress. It was a curious design, but one that I really liked. The outfit itself was very similar to a one-piece bikini, but it had fabric that extended down to just above the thigh and sleeves so it looked like something of a real outfit. Granted, it was still one of the less skimpy things I wore.

Brittany didn’t seem to mind that my bulge was on display most of the time though. The worst things she’d ever said to me as an employee was probably one of my favorite lines from her. “Ms. Stacy, I feel like a cougar. If you weren’t nine years younger than me, I’d probably have asked you on a date if I saw you at a club. Then again, I doubt we’d need to leave the club to do what I wanted.”

The only reason I even considered that bad was because she said that as if she were old or something. Hell, I’d probably fuck her if she asked, but I didn’t want to make our arrangement too damn awkward. Brittany was my friend now. We started as nothing more than a boss and her employee, but since then, we spent a lot of time together. It wasn’t like I had her working her hands to the bone!

Sure, she was scheduled for two hours every morning, but after that, I kind of gave her run of the house as long as she did what I asked when I asked her to do it. Brittany told me it was the best job she’d ever had.

I went to the game room and set up the first-person shooter that I preferred and she joined me after about ten minutes. “Sorry, I ended up getting distracted by the mess you made in the fridge. You could have warned me about that.”

“Pfft, I don’t have to warn you. You know I’m pretty clumsy when I just wake up.”

“It would have been nice to know the shelves would be sticky and I’d have to throw out the leftovers from last night,” she said.

I smiled at her and laid down on my stomach. The soft carpet beneath us felt amazing to rest on, but as I looked up at her, I caught her eyes a little lower than they should have been. I didn’t really mind her checking me out, but it was something to note.

“Which controller is mine?” she asked as she sat down beside me.

I handed her one, “Just set up a few classes if you want to. You’ve played before, you know the drill.”

“I’m still annoyed about the tea,” she mumbled.

“I still pay your check. If I didn’t give you something to do, you’d go insane living here,” I said jokingly.

She sighed and spoke quietly, “It is pretty lonely, honestly. Then again, it’s not like I do anything when I go out. It’s just boring and the same shit over and over. People want to get in my panties and I want them to leave me the hell alone. I don’t have time for people that just want a quick hookup.”

When Brittany finished with her classes, I zipped through the menus and started the game. “I don’t know what to tell you. I can’t really invite my family to come live with me. After I got the inheritance, everything went to shit. Then again, everyone just wants money to begin with.”

She tensed up.

“Well, you’re working to live here. You don’t even do a bad job, even if I have noticed some of my underwear are going missing,” I said.

A deep breath escaped her, “I accidentally put some of yours in my drawer. I promise, I didn’t wear them, but I wasn’t paying much attention and we’re the same size. Ms. Stacy, I didn’t mean to and I swear, I didn’t do anything to them.”

“Just bring them back. I’m missing my white and green rocket ship panties. They are my favorite,” I said with no shame. You’re never too old for science.

She chuckled, “I have a pair of white and green ones with candy canes. Not my favorite, but I hope you understand the mix-up.”

“Absolutely. But I miss them,” I grumbled.

After about thirty minutes of destroying her and her team of bots, I got bored of the game. “We need to do something. Seriously, anything. Do you want to skydive?”

“Fuck no! I’m terrified of heights.”

“Ice skate?”

“I’d break my ankles.”

“Get in the pool?”

“You’d burn in three seconds,” she said.

I chuckled and shrugged, “I’d finally have a reason to see you in a bikini.”

“I don’t own a bikini.”

“Then why not just slip out of those clothes and pretend your bra and panties are the same thing?” I asked.

She paused the controller and spoke softly, “Is that an order?”

I pushed myself off the floor and sat down so I could look her in the eyes, “God, no. Brittany, I’m not going to pretend you’re not my cup of tea, but you’re still a woman. I’m not forcing myself on you and I’m not going to have you do something because I pay you.”

Brittany smiled weakly and slid her hands to her waist. She pulled her shirt off and tossed it aside. The plain black bra held her breasts nice and high. That cleavage was tempting me, very much so…

She leaned back and lifted her hips. As she moved to unbutton the jeans, she mumbled, “If you tell anyone about this, I’ll quit.”

“You know, just because you work for me doesn’t mean I haven’t come to really care about you. It’s been a year now, Brittany. I’d like to think that we’re friends.”

The button popped loose and she giggled, “I wouldn’t show you my damn candy cane panties if we weren’t.”

“I wasn’t aware that friends got half naked for one another,” I teased.

As she slid her pants down her legs, she sat back down and pulled them the rest of the way off. She tossed them aside and looked away from me. Her blushing cheeks made me smirk and I couldn’t help myself. I slid my hand around her waist and pulled her close to me.

“I could join you if you want. But if I take this dress off, you’re not going to see a bra or panties,” I teased.

“Trust me, I know. As wrong as this might be, I’ve had my eye on you for a while. Including that bit in the front,” she said.

I shrugged my shoulders and started working my way out of my dress. It took me a moment, but once I got out of it, I had Brittany’s full attention. My perky breasts weren’t even comparable to hers, but they still felt nice to play with. That was good enough for me.

She didn’t seem too concerned with my chest though. Brittany’s eyes were glued to my crotch. “Holy shit. It’s bigger than I thought it was.”

“You know, I get that a lot. Usually from myself, because damn. Just look at that thing,” I said playfully.

Brittany weakly punched my shoulder and mumbled, “So full of yourself.”

“I’m not, but you could be full of me,” I teased.

“Now you’re just being cruel,” she groaned.

I smiled at her, “You think I’m not down to mess around? Brittany, you’ve worn your fucking leggings as pants and worked around the house. Do you have any idea how hard it is to try and not stare at your ass when the only thing covering it molds to your body?”

Brittany chuckled and shrugged her shoulders, “Maybe I wanted you to look. I’m not going to pretend it isn’t exciting to have a super rich woman interested in me. Don’t take it the wrong way, but if you fucked me, I doubt you’d want to replace me.”

“Sounds like I’m missing out by not at least giving you a chance,” I said.

She reached behind her back and unhooked her bra, “You just might be. But I do want to know if you’re going to start treating me different after this.”

“What do you mean?”

“Are you going to be trying to fuck me all the time? Giving me random shit? Making me feel like I owe you some pussy when you’re feeling down?”

I glared at her and she recoiled as if I were about to slap her. “Brittany, we live alone and have nothing to do that we haven’t already done. If we both enjoy this, we can keep doing so as long as it’s mutual. I’m not going to do anything you don’t agree to. At least, not in this sense.”

Brittany smiled and finished taking her bra off. Her fingers hooked into her panties and she slowly worked them down her legs, “As long as this is mutual…”

Her voice trailed off as she pulled her panties over her feet and tossed them at me. “See, they look pretty close to yours. It was an accident.”

I couldn’t bring myself to care about the panties at the moment. Her smooth pussy was all I could even think about at the moment. It was wrong of me, I knew that. Even after being sex-starved for nearly a year, I shouldn’t have been so focused on her divide.

“They’re pretty similar, but are you sure we should do this? Let’s be real, Brittany. If we do, we can’t take it back,” I said.

She smiled at me and rolled onto her back and spread her legs wide, “I’ve been dying to know how you fuck, Stacy. I just don’t want to lose my job if I can’t meet your standards.”

I rolled my eyes and got on my knees so I could move between her legs. Once there, I could smell her peachy scent and I let out a quiet groan as I leaned over her. As my black hair fell down and blocked the light out, the only feature I could clearly make out was her soft blue eyes.

“You don’t have to worry about meeting my standards, Brittany. I’m not hard to please, but I don’t like having sex with random people. You’ve had every chance in the world to fuck me over if you wanted to. But you haven’t,” I said. “You’ve done everything that I’ve asked and you’ve been my friend. That’s all I could ever ask of you.”

“Then I can do that. Easily. You’re not hard to get along with, Stacy. Even if you are a loaded brat,” she teased.

I smiled and leaned down to press my lips against hers. The sweet taste of strawberries adorned her lips and I let my tongue explore for a moment before pulling away.

My hand slipped between us and I grasped my cock before running it down her folds until I reached her entrance, “Are you sure about this?”

“Promise to kiss me after?” she asked.

“Of course,” I said.

“W-Wait!”

“What’s wrong?”

She broke into a silly grin, “And you’ll tell me when you spill tea in the fridge?”

I let out a deep groan and pushed my cock’s head into her. The tight lips were a welcome relief for my hand. It knew that it wouldn’t be called upon to satisfy my needs, at least, not today.

“F-Fuck that’s big,” she moaned.

Instead of forcing more of my length inside her, I rocked my hips slowly to give her time to adjust while still stimulating her. “I know, but you’re going to get used to it if you keep practicing,” I purred.

“Is that the pickup line you use for all the women?” she asked.

A quiet chuckle escaped my lips. Brittany always knew how to mess with me. “Now you know why I’m single.”

She wrapped her legs around my lower back and let out a quiet groan as she put her hands behind her head, “I think it’s about time you take care of me. I’ve been waiting on you hand and foot, so why don’t we see how well you do?”

“I’m listening,” I said. While I wasn’t quite sure if this was going to be behavior I could expect out of her, letting her have her way once or twice wouldn’t hurt anything.

“I want you to fuck me hard and fast. I’m not looking for you to make love to me, Stacy. I need to feel used,” she said.

My eyebrow arched. Of all things I could imagine her asking for, being fucked brutally wasn’t something I expected to hear.

“If that’s what you want, I want you on your hands and knees. You’ve got such a nice ass, it would be a shame to ignore it, baby.”

She groaned as I pulled out of her. Brittany rolled over and got into position and I immediately got on my knees behind her. I lifted my right leg up and put my foot on the outside of her right leg. She let out a deep breath as I guided my crown to her entrance again. As soon as it slipped inside her, I took her by the hips and spoke softly, “If I hurt you, tell me.”

With that, I pushed my cock inside her until I felt my hips press against her ass. She didn’t say anything, but the long, low moan that came from her told me enough. Someone liked them big!

After giving her a moment to adjust to my size, I started thrusting into her with slow, deep strokes. I let myself slide halfway from her body before pumping back into her, ensuring that she never once felt empty.

I shouldn’t have let her get this far with me. For all I knew, she was just playing the long con so she could get money from me. But if that was the case, she was more dedicated than anyone in my family had been. They didn’t even pretend to care about me. They just wanted me to give them cash so they could fuck off again until they were broke. I wasn’t going to play that game with them.

Brittany’s soft cry as I started thrusting harder into her brought me to reality. I didn’t even realize that I’d been hammering into her. As I slowed my hips again, she growled, “Don’t fucking stop!”

I’d intended to work her into a hard session, but she knew what she wanted and I accidentally gave it to her too soon. That was fine. I could use with a little bit of a hate fuck, even if she wasn’t the reason I was angry. I let my fingers dig into her hips and I slammed into her as brutally as I could without hurting myself.

Even with the slight restraint, my heavy balls crashing into her didn’t feel too pleasant. But it wouldn’t have felt all that great to her either and that, somehow, made me feel like it was worth it. I wasn’t someone’s toy to be used! If someone wanted something from me, they could fucking earn it!

My cock pounded into Brittany and her screams got louder as she backed herself into my every thrust. This was a woman that deserved something from me. It wasn’t my money, but I’d be damned if I wouldn’t share that with her. Brittany had been here for me since the start and never once asked for charity. She worked for what she wanted.

I let a deep growl rip from my throat as I pushed her onto her stomach. My cock slipped free and she let out a desperate gasp before trying to get back onto her knees.

“Stay down!” I barked. She got back onto her stomach and I spread her legs wide. Her hips angled slightly from the position she was in and I got in position on top of her. I guided my cock to her entrance and slammed into her with a single stroke.

Brittany let out a deep groan and then mumbled, “J-Just like that, baby.”

I didn’t bother responding to her. Right now, she was just an outlet for my pent up anger. I hated that no one wanted anything to do with me until I got rich. It didn’t matter how much I did for them before. Now it was all about the money.

My shaft rammed into Brittany’s tight pussy over and over. Even through the anger, I couldn’t deny that I cared about her. I’d been trying to play it off as friendship for so long that I’d even fooled myself. Not everyone needed to be shut out of my emotional life.

Just the fucking leeches that wanted to use me.

Brittany’s cries got louder and she finally went somewhat quiet as her walls started spasming around my cock. Her hips writhed and her legs attempted to close as her a flood of juices sprayed onto my carpet.

The anger that boiled within me had already started to fade as I realized that the one thing I wanted had been here all along. I could feel my balls tightening as I continued to thrust into her drenched folds. But I wasn’t able to fuck her with the same intensity I had before. As great as it felt to make her scream, the anger wasn’t there anymore.

As I rolled my hips into her, I could hear her soft moans return once more and her pussy finally stopped convulsing around my shaft. “I’m close,” I groaned.

“J-Just do it,” she said between moans.

I hoped she meant that she wanted me to finish inside her. If not, this could get real fucking awkward. I slammed into her a few final times and let out soft, whimpering cries as my cock throbbed within her. Strand after thick strand of cum burst from my cock and I let out a pathetic gasp as I finished unloading into her.

There was a moment where I felt like she might murder me for not wearing a condom. I knew I could take care of a child if we had one, I had the money and the time. More than my own parents could ever say they had for me. Besides, I couldn't pretend like I didn't want one more reason to be around Brittany.

After a few awkward moments, she spoke softly, “You sound adorable when you cum.”

I could feel my cheeks warming as I slowly pulled out of her, “S-Shut up.”

“I was being serious, Ms. Stacy,” she said.

“Don’t call me that anymore.”

She slowly rolled onto her back and looked at me, her brow furrowed, “T-That was something you requested. Did I do something wrong?”

I used my hand to wipe my face, as if that would get rid of my blush, “No.”

“So then why?” she asked.

“I liked it when you just called me Stacy,” I mumbled.

She smiled and patted her lap, “Oh, come here, you.”

I shuffled towards her and she pulled my head down into her lap. The peachy scent that existed before got far more intense as I neared her crotch. She didn’t pull me into her pussy, though, she drew her legs closed and put my head on her thighs and started stroking her fingers through my hair.

“W-What’s this about,” I mumbled.

“I still want my kiss, but I think you could use a little love right now, baby.”

I let out a quiet sigh and put my hand on her thigh and gently rubbed it. “I don’t want to lose you.”

“You won’t. Just listen to me when I ask you to do something simple. Like tell me if you spilled some damn tea,” she purred.

Brittany was teasing me, I knew she was. At one point, that might have angered me, but I knew it was coming from a place of love. I could see that now. If only I could have seen it before. Maybe I wouldn’t have been so hard on myself before.
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