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The buzz at the front door came just as I finished stirring my coffee. Rose, my maid, came a little earlier than expected, but I didn’t mind at all. Any company around my house was well-received, even if I did have to pay for the time we occasionally spent together. Not being alone made it worthwhile, her work was just a plus.

I left my coffee on the counter and hurried over to the front door, not ashamed in the slightest for only wearing a thin robe and my underwear. Opening the door, Rose waited for me to take a step back and then came inside. Her soft, breathy voice spoke in barely more than a whisper, “Good morning, Kara.”

“Good morning. Did you sleep well?” I asked.

“I tossed and turned more than usual, but I think I’m just getting used to the new place,” she said.

“Well, I’m glad you’re settling in, even if it’s a little slow. Please don’t forget to clean up after you make lunch this afternoon,” I said softly, my hand slowly drifting down my maid’s lower back.

“A-Ah, sorry, Kara, did I forget yesterday?” Rose asked, her voice cracking slightly.

I let my hand linger for a moment longer than I should have. “Of course not, you’re always on top of your game. I just like pretending that I am guiding you through your day, Rose.”

She giggled and ran her hands over her tee shirt to smooth it out. “You hired me, it’s my job to keep your needs satisfied. If I couldn’t do that, then how could I accept your money?”

I took a step away from her and shut the door to my somewhat modest two-story home. With as much money as I had, I could have easily bought an island, built a mansion, hired a full suite of staff and even pay them up front for the next twenty years. The stock market was good to me… but that wasn’t what I cared to do.

Living a simple life was much more rewarding. Sure, I had more than most people, but that didn’t mean I needed to rub it in anyone’s face. Not even my closest friends knew exactly how much money I had, just that I always paid for dinner and our drinks. It was that same lack of knowledge that led Rose to be as sweet as she was with me.

If she knew that I had over a billion dollars, she might have wanted a raise. She might have wanted more because she knew I had more. Yet, through her not knowing just how deep my pockets were, she was ecstatic to get a dollar raise every few months as we agreed upon as part of the somewhat demanding schedule. Her Christmas bonus would be about a quarter of her salary so far… it wasn’t like she was being mistreated. I just couldn’t justify ruining whatever companionship we had by telling her that I could afford to make all of her problems go away.

What other reason would a twenty-year-old woman have to want to have sex with a thirty-eight-year-old cougar if not for money?

“You do more than enough to deserve your checks, darling.”

She smiled at me and her dimples melted my heart. Rose wasn’t stereotypical for a maid and I chose her for that reason. In her application, she literally requested to not be put into a silly outfit nor made to feel like she was being sexualized. That was different and confusing, but when I saw her for the interview, it made much more sense.

Her hourglass figure, tight ass, perky breasts, and all-around adorable soft-featured face made her the perfect candidate for being harassed. If I were in her shoes, I probably would have married into money, but then again, she wasn’t that kind of woman. She wasn’t fond of authority, she wasn’t into men, and she didn’t make it out of high school. In short, she was her own independent person in a society that wouldn’t accept her talents without a silly piece of paper that said she was qualified to flip a burger.

And so, I happily took her in. She didn’t seem to expect to actually land the job and when I told her she was hired, her slightly stern demeanor changed almost overnight. Instead of greeting me as “Ms. Woods” she called me by my first name. The baggy clothes shifted into skinny jeans and tank tops. The thing that changed the most was that she no longer hid her gaze when she stared at the bulge in my pants.

I’d almost called her out on it a few times, but she was the one that didn’t want to be sexualized and I was the one that didn’t mind at all. At least, I didn’t mind when someone I would have happily bent over my bed was the one checking me out.

“So, uh, was there anything specific you wanted me to do today, Kara?” she asked.

“I don’t think that you’re going to have to do anything wild. Make sure the pool is taken care of, I’d like lunch prepared a half hour earlier so that I can swim,” I said.

Rose nodded, “It’s a very nice pool, I was wondering if you ever used it.”

“Swimming alone isn’t the most fun, but I’ve got to keep in shape somehow,” I mumbled.

She laughed quietly and started slowly walking toward the side door that led to the patio built around my pool, “It’s a shame I’m on the clock or I’d join you.”

“If you like swimming, then join me after lunch.”

“Oh, I couldn’t do that. I didn’t bring a bathing suit and it’s not professional of me to play when I should be working. This job is how I’m paying my rent now, I’d hate to lose it,” she mumbled.

I clapped my hands together loudly to get her attention, “If I tell you something is fine, it’s fine. No bathing suit isn’t an excuse if you want to swim unless you’re not wearing underwear. So, do you have any excuse that would get you out of swimming now?”

“N-Not really, but I’m wearing a thong,” she mumbled.

“Excellent,” I said with a devious grin. “But if you’re not comfortable, I could always give you the keys to my car and let you go grab a bathing suit.”

“No, it’ll be fine. I don’t mind you seeing my ass, it’s not like you’d make it weird or anything,” she said.

I bit my lip to hold back the comment I wanted to make. I’d do much more than make it weird if she’d let me. I’d fuck her in the pool, bend her over the chair I tanned in, take her upstairs and fuck her in the shower, and probably fuck her in the bed for good measure. Rose was too perfect for my sexual tastes, but I wasn’t going to force her to do anything.

If she made the first move, though, the gloves would come off.

“We’ll see how it goes, Rose. Just don’t expect me not to glance,” I said.

Rose smiled at me and shrugged her shoulders, “I don’t know if I should take that as a compliment or not.”

“That’s up to you. Can’t have it being a surprise if I enjoy what I see.”

Her cheeks flushed and she hurried over to the side door, “I’ll come get you for lunch, Kara.”

What I wanted to eat couldn’t be prepared in the kitchen. That woman was something else and I needed to make sure she knew how I felt by the end of the day. Maybe I would have to be the one that made a move on her. After three weeks of seeing her, she’d opened up quite a bit. Not so much about her personal life, but she didn’t shy away from my touch and if anything, she seemed to enjoy my compliments.

It might have been abusive of the power I had as her employer, but if I thought she was uncomfortable I’d have stopped. When she went outside, I headed upstairs to enjoy some time to myself. Most of that time was spent online, looking through recent market trends and debating on if I should bother investing in a few startups. In the end, I found myself watching videos online about the silliest things. One video led to another and before long, I’d managed to burn through the four hours that led up to lunch.

Rose’s knock at the door saved me from yet another video. “Kara, the food is ready if you wanted to eat now, if not I can put it back in the oven until you’re ready,” she called out.

“Now is fine, let me get on a bikini!”

I heard her clear her throat. That could have meant nothing, but I held onto the hope that she was at least a little excited by the prospect of seeing me mostly naked. If her eyes wandered nearly as much as mine did, it’d be a treat for her.

As I went through my drawers, I couldn’t help but hate how plain my bathing suits were. And so, I made a decision that would make my intentions absolutely clear. I pulled out a matching set of red and black lingerie and changed into them. The panties fit tight enough to make my already impressive bulge stand out even further. Trying to keep everything inside the skimpy outfit was hard enough, but when my cock threatened to get hard at the thought of seeing Rose in a thong, I nearly lost my nerve.

And yet. I left my room. With my semi-erect cock tenting my panties enough to tug the waistband away from my hips, I headed downstairs following Rose and made my way into the kitchen. Every step she took made her ass sway hypnotically and when she finally did stop and turn around to face me, her jaw dropped.

“Something wrong?” I asked.

Her eyes drifted from my face to my large chest, and then down to my cock where her gaze lingered as she whispered, “N-Nothing at all.”

“I couldn’t find a bathing suit I liked enough. Do you think this will be okay?”

She nodded slowly.

“Use your words, darling,” I said softly.

Rose turned around and hurried to portion off some of the food onto a plate for me as she mumbled, “I think that you look really nice and that I shouldn’t get in the pool with you.”

“Why the change of mind?” I asked.

She hesitated as she turned around, “Should I be honest?”

“Would anything less be acceptable?”

“Because I’m turned on and I know that if I go out there, something stupid is going to happen and you’re going to fire me,” she said bluntly as she sat the plate on the table.

I chuckled and shook my head slowly, “Oh, don’t think like that. If something happened, you wouldn’t lose your job. My turn to be honest. I’ve been trying to avoid this moment for as long as possible, but with a woman like you, I can’t help myself. You’re sexy, funny, sweet, hardworking, and most importantly, you’ve got a reason to keep coming back here. I don’t like one night stands.”

She raked her teeth over her lip and let out a frustrated groan, “But what happens if we do something and it messes up how I work?”

“How so?”

“Y-You’re fucking hung, I’m not going to pretend I haven’t looked. The one thing I like about a man you’ve got in abundance and I want to have it. If I did get it, I wouldn’t want to give it up,” she mumbled.

I smirked and put my hands on her shoulders and gently pushed her down to her knees. Rose didn’t resist at all. “Sweetie, I can always hire another maid. I doubt I could find another woman nearly half my age that would want to do something like this. Besides, who said you couldn’t start taking care of business around here while undressing a little bit?”

She licked her lips as her hands slid down my sides and she whispered, “I’ve got to earn my pay. That’s all there is to it.”

I didn’t hesitate to reach down between us and push my panties down so that my cock could finally spring free. “I hate to break it to you like this, sweetie, but I’d be more than willing to give you a bonus if you started taking some initiative around here,” I purred.

Her eyes flashed up to meet mine, “I’m not doing this for money and if you think I am, then you’re going to miss out on a good time. This is because I want to do this, not because I’m some kind of whore that you can throw money at.”

I took a half-step back and smiled down at her, “That’s perfectly fine, but I’ll admit that I don’t think I’ll be able to not give you gifts at some point. When someone does me a favor, I like to do something nice for them.”

Rose giggled and extended her arms so that she could put her hands on my hips. “That’s not the same thing as paying me. Now, come here so I can take care of that.”

I didn’t make her wait. As serious as the topic seemed to be for her, I didn’t think for one second that she didn’t want to keep going. She’d made it clear that she didn’t want me to treat her like a slut and I didn’t quite think I had so far. If anything, it seemed that we shared values when it came to our lustful adventure with one another.

Her left hand slid across my crotch and then wrapped around my thick shaft to support its heavy weight so that she could guide it into her mouth. As soon as those soft, warm lips surrounded my sensitive crown, I let out a deep sigh and put my hand on the top of her head. “That’s it, baby,” I cooed.

She moaned softly, whether from pleasure or just to let me know she acknowledged mine, I couldn’t tell. It didn’t really matter, honestly. All that mattered right now was getting my cock stiff enough that I could fuck her, even if she didn’t know that was the goal. As wonderful as a blowjob could be, it wasn’t nearly the same as being able to pleasure her while getting myself off.

Rose slowly bobbed further onto my cock, each time she tried to take even more of my length and more often than not, she gagged quietly around my shaft. Still, she didn’t stop trying to deep-throat my cock and that seemed just like the maid I hired. Always willing to perform above and beyond expectations, even if she was in a little over her head.

As she found her rhythm, she let her hand drop from my shaft to my balls. Her lithe fingers rubbed over the panties that cover my balls and made sure to massage them softly while she greedily sucked my cock as if expecting me to cum already. Poor girl, she wasn’t going to get to enjoy my taste that easily.

I let my hand fall from the back of her head to her shoulder and I spoke softly, “Baby, that feels so damn good, but I think I’d like to take care of both of us, if you’re comfortable with that?”

Rose pulled away from my cock and stroked it slowly with her hand, “I was hoping you’d ask. H-How do you want me?”

“That’s the wrong question, baby. Tell me what you want and I’ll finally be the one serving you,” I said in a sultry tone as I ran my hand up her neck and gently cupped her chin.

“On the table, on my back?” she asked more than said.

“Perfect,” I purred. I helped her to her feet and she wasted no time in getting her shoes off. Rose bounced over to the table and sat on it before leaning back and unbuttoning her pants. Instead of helping her get undressed, I enjoyed the show while I unclasped my bra and let it slide down my arms. By the time her pants were over her ankles, I’d started tugging my own panties down my thighs while I continued to watch her.

The massive damp spot in her light blue panties betrayed her somewhat timid nature up to this point. There was no way in hell that she hadn’t been turned on before we started, she was far too wet. If that was the case, then how many times had she imagined being fucked by me? How many times could I have asked her to bend over and fucked her?

The questions were ultimately selfish and I wasn’t going to pretend they weren’t. At my age, having a woman like her think of me at all was a massive ego boost, one that I probably didn’t need. But I wanted it. Everyone wants to be wanted and to have my sexy maid be the one that wanted me was just… convenient.

Rose carefully took off her panties and tossed them to the side. Instead of leaving well enough alone, I walked over to the messy panties and picked them up with my index finger and thumb and dropped them back onto the table beside where her head should have rested. “We wouldn’t want you to forget how much you want this too, right?”

“O-Of course not, Kara,” she whispered with a tinge of shame in her voice.

I frowned and stepped between her thighs, my hands rubbing her smooth legs as she pulled her shirt off, “This is what you want, right? If I’m pushing you too far, we can stop right now and act like it never happened.”

Her body tensed and she held her shirt just above her breasts for a moment before she let out a deep breath and took it off. “This is fine, I’m just nervous. I haven’t done anything like this in over a year,” she admitted.

I smiled down at hear and let my hand rest over her pussy, my thumb gently teasing her clit, “You can tell me to stop whenever you’d like. If you don’t like something, tell me. But if you think that you could get used to being my maid, maybe even full-time, I’d also like you to let me know that.”

“A-Are you inviting me to live here?” she asked.

“That does depend. As much as I hate to admit it, I’m thirty-eight and I’m not getting any younger. I’d be lying through my teeth if I told you I didn’t have desires. I want them taken care of from time to time, but it isn’t all about me. I want someone in my life that I can finally give a shit about. You’ve been a great maid, but I’m hoping that after today, you can be more of a companion and a friend. Maybe more?” I asked.

She smiled up at me and nodded, “How about we talk about that after you finish? I can’t stand being teased.”

I smirked at her and slid two fingers down to her entrance and pushed them into her. Without so much as a word, I let my fingers curl within her and rubbed her sensitive g-spot as my thumb started brushing over her clit again, “Do you really think that foreplay is teasing?”

Her desperate gasp for air was followed by a pleasured moan. Rose writhed on the table, both trying to get away from the overwhelming pleasure and trying to get more of it at the same time. Poor girl, she must not have realized that these hands were more experienced than most any of the people her age.

Rose tried to stammer an answer, but when she failed time and time again, I finally pulled my fingers from her pussy and quickly replaced them with the crown of my cock. Rose’s eyes locked with mine and while she couldn’t form words just yet, that look conveyed enough desire that I didn’t feel guilty as I pushed my way into her tight pussy.

Her walls clenched around my cock and I let out a soft moan as I sank deeper into her. By the time I was halfway inside her, she finally managed to call out, “F-Fuck!”

“That’s the plan, baby,” I teased as I put my hands on her thighs and gently pulled her closer the edge of the table. My size wasn’t something that I was ever, ever going to be ashamed of, but some women couldn’t take my cock fully. Rose was an exception. As my hips pressed against hers, I leaned forward and brazenly pressed my lips to hers.

For a brief moment, she seized up, but then her lips opened and she flicked her tongue against my lips. I didn’t need more encouragement. My tongue pushed into her mouth and the deepened kiss made my heart flutter. As lustful as this moment was, I couldn’t deny that I felt something more for Rose. Sure, she was sexy, but that didn’t mean that there wasn’t more to her. I enjoyed being around her, spending any amount of time with her, and now that we’d taken this step together, I got the feeling that we would be enjoying one another’s company a lot more.

I slowly pumped my cock into her as we kissed and every time I ground my hips into her, she let out a deep moan into our kiss. After a few moments, I finally broke the kiss and spoke softly, “Still enjoying yourself?”

Rose nodded, “Y-Yes, ma’am.”

“That’s my girl,” I purred. Where the ma’am came from, I didn’t know, I didn’t really care. All I wanted was to fuck her until my cock shot its load deep into her pussy. The thought of getting her pregnant made my balls tighten and I had to hope that she wouldn’t get too angry with me for cumming inside her. Even though I knew I should have asked for permission, I silently decided that I’d deal with the repercussions after the fact.

I straightened my back and spread her legs further so that I could watch every inch of my cock push into her petite body. The slight bulge in her stomach was unnatural but certainly appealing to the eye. I let my left hand rest over the bulge and gently pressed down on it so that when I slid into her, the forced tightness would squeeze my cock even tighter.

Her vice-like pussy was already enough to eventually push me over the edge, but I didn’t want to fuck her for an hour, not right now anyway. Rose made a wonderful lunch for me and I still intended on eating that and getting in the pool. Hopefully, she’d get in with me and we could see just how hard I could fuck her with the water holding me back…

My right hand slid under my left forearm and I rubbed her clit furiously while I hammered into her even harder. I needed to cum soon, if I didn’t, I’d end up getting too aggressive with her. Without spending much more time with her to get her more accustomed to my cock’s size, that could be a bad thing. Maybe one day I could fuck her like I truly wanted to, but for now, this was as close to making love as it was going to get.

Rose let out a loud scream and she leaned up, her hands locking behind my head to help hold her up, “Oh my g-god! I’m going to c-cum!”

I pulled my left hand away from her stomach and let it rest on her upper back as I continued slamming into her. Rubbing her clit became a lot harder with the change of her position, but I did what I could as I purred into her ear, “Look at you, getting my cock all wet. That’s fine, baby, you’re going to clean it up though, aren’t you?”

She nodded her head, silently moaning as her walls clenched around my cock. The answer was good enough, but I didn’t want her to hear the sound of my moans when I came. Not yet, at least, they were far too pathetic for how assertive I’d been up to this point. So to maintain appearances, I kissed her again. This time, she didn’t bother waiting for me to take the lead, she pushed her tongue into my mouth as she bucked her hips against me, loudly rocking the table as she did so.

My balls tightened and I could feel the pressure snap within me. At the same time, I felt a gush of Rose’s juices spray onto my crotch and I knew that she was taken care of. That helped remove a lot of my guilt as the first hot, thick shot of my cum pumped deep into her.

She tensed up for just a second before she made the kiss more intense, pulling me tighter against her as she wrapped her legs around my waist. As nervous as I’d been about cumming inside her, she didn’t seem to have that same concern. Fuck, maybe I would get her pregnant… maybe that would be a damn good thing.

My cock continued pumping her fertile pussy full of my cum until it finally started going soft within her. As it did, she let out a soft groan and broke the kiss, “F-Fuck, I was hoping you could keep going.”

“Baby, I’m not as young as you,” I grumbled.

“After lunch?” she asked.

A smile crested my lips. I gave her a quick kiss on the tip of her nose and whispered, “Set the table and get my plate ready. I’m sure you wouldn’t mind cleaning my cock while I eat, would you?”

She raked her teeth across her lip and shook her head, “I wouldn’t mind at all. Promise you’ll fuck me again before I have to leave?”

“I promise, but you don’t have to leave tonight if you don’t want to, babe,” I said.

Rose smiled at me and got off the table. As she limped over to the counter, I couldn’t help but reach down and stroke my cock. What else was I supposed to do when I saw some of my creamy cum trickling down her thighs?

My maid might have been helpful around the house, but I don’t think either of us truly expected things to go this far. I knew they’d go further. With her personality and my desires, I knew a lot of things would work out just fine. Especially if that little belly of hers showed signs of life soon…
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