
        
            
                
            
        

    
It's been a couple weeks now since our heavy discussion that night in your apartment, after perhaps one too many beers. Obviously, I knew you didn't have the best paying job in the world, but I had no idea your debts were so high... And now that you've lost your job as well, you really seemed like you were in a panic.

So, I left you the key to my apartment under my doormat, and texted you instructions on how to find it, as well as where to find the various cleaning supplies you would need, under the sink in the kitchen.

I also left you a crisp $50 bill on the little side table by the door before heading out for work. I've been doing that now for the past two weeks, but I've hardly seen you as I'm usually at work when you come to clean.

To be honest, I completely forget about all of that while I'm at work today, as it's really keeping me busy lately. But as I pull my car into my parking spot out front at 6pm, I remember that you must have been here today, or still are here.

"Hello?" I call out to the apartment as I step through the front door, dropping off my keys and wallet as I look around, wondering if you're still here. "I'm home."

As you guessed, I'm still in the apartment, trying to finish the cleaning you'd instructed me to do to your satisfaction.  I hate having to stoop to work like this but there's no choice.  I've got to pay off my debts, and since we're friends and I feel like I can trust you, you know all about my problems.  And you agreed, generously, to help me.

When you come in the door, I'm just finishing up scrubbing the tile floor in the kitchen.  I'm wearing a tight pink tank top that shows off my large, generous breasts, and as I scrub and scrub, they're bouncing with my movements.  The shirt I have on barely keeps them in.  They're a pain sometimes, they're so big, but I'm very focused on my work.

Hearing your voice, I glance up and pause from my work.  "Oh hey, Kyle.  How was your work day?"

As I head into the house to look for you, I cross the hallway and find you in the kitchen. For just a few moments before you look up at me, I'm able to get an eyeful of your breasts swaying in that top as you scrub the tile floor.

When you look up at me, I smile in greeting as I normally would, making sure my eyes are on yours and not any lower.

"Hey," I say with a sigh, loosening my tie. "Not bad, a little tiring. They're really keeping me busy these days. How's everything going here?"

I look around the kitchen and out into the hallway. It's definitely more clean than it usually is when I'm left to my own devices.

"Looks great. Manage to find all the cleaning supplies okay? Need me to get anything next time I'm out?"

"Nope, I think I'm good," I answer, finishing up the last few scrubs before I get to my feet.  My breasts bounce a bit as I stand, and then I toss my scrubbing cloth into the nearby bucket.  I wipe my forehead with the back of sleeve.  "Though, if you do want to grab some window wipes next time, that wouldn't hurt."  I dry my hands off and head toward the counter to grab the cash you've left me.

I notice your chest bouncing as you rise to your feet, and my eyes involuntarily glance down, but I quickly recover and I hope you haven't noticed.

"Yeah, sure, no problem," I reply quickly, getting out of your way so you can get to your hard-earned cash. "So, all finished up for today, then? I guess I'll see you next Tuesday, same time? If I manage to get out of the office at a decent time, anyway."

"Sure, that sounds great."  I pocket the cash and pull my shirt down a bit, as it had run up while I was cleaning.  I hesitate for a minute as the reality sinks in: next Tuesday.  50 bucks isn't nearly enough to cover my expenses and my debts between that time span, so I hesitantly ask, "Unless maybe there's anything else you need done around the house?  Other chores or, cooking or something?"  I'm trying to seem like your normal friend Jessica, but there's definitely a slight note of desperation in my voice.

Hands in my pockets, I look into your eyes for a moment, and I can definitely detect the hint of desperation. I want to help you, obviously, but the truth is you've already cleaned everything really well...

Unless... No... No, she wouldn't... Well. I might as well try...

"Uhh, well, actually," I say slowly, rubbing my left shoulder with my right hand a little and wincing. "I've... really been putting in some long hours at work lately. And my back and shoulders are completely shot... You wouldn't... I mean, would you mind just massaging my back a little? That would honestly feel amazing."

I look at you a little awkwardly as the pause lengthens. I tried to ask the question in a "friend just asking a friend for a favor" way, but we both know in the back of our heads that really... I'm offering money in return for you to rub my back.

I hesitate for a second, noticing the awkward pause between us, but I mean... you're just asking for a back rub.  And we're friends.  We've known each other a long time, and a little back rub... what's the big deal?  I tell myself.  I give a small, slightly nervous laugh and shrug.  "Sure, why not?  I'll just be your masseuse for a day."

I say it with a teasing tone, but there's the tiniest bit of weirdness at the back of my mind, like I'm wondering a little bit if... there's some ulterior motive.  But surely not.  I know I can totally trust you... Right?

You see my face light up in relief as if a switch was flipped.

"Okay, great!" I reply, clapping my hands together. Another awkward pause. "Well, then, how about I... I'll get this suit jacket off and lay down on my bed, that way you can get to my back and shoulders more easily? I'll let you know when I'm ready for you."

I quickly move out of the kitchen and down the hall to my bedroom. I pull off my suit jacket and tie, and quickly unbutton my shirt. I'm not sure whether you expected me to be wearing a shirt or not, but when I finally lay down on my bed on my stomach, I'm not wearing a top. My bare back and shoulders are exposed.

"Okay, ready!" I call out.

I reluctantly follow you into the bedroom, seeing your bare back and shoulders as you lie there.  I bite my lip a bit, crossing my arms as I think about what's going on, and the motion squeezes my tits together, emphasizing my cleavage.  "Okay, um... I've never given a massage before, you'll have to tell me if it's working."  I move to the side of the bed, standing awkwardly for a second, and then put my hands on your lower back, rubbing a little bit, clearly not knowing what I'm doing.

I feel your delicate fingers on my skin, but it's clear that you're feeling apprehensive. Your motions not exactly relaxing or impactful.

"I can't really feel much," I say honestly. "Why don't you just kind of.... Straddle my waist, so you can get more leverage? Really get those hands into my muscles, they're so tight."

I do as you instruct, moving onto the bed beside you, shifting my weight a bit awkwardly before straddling your hips.  My pussy is touching your lower back through my skirt, under which I'm wearing a pair of light pink panties. But I'm unaware of that, as I begin to massage you with a little more focus, pretending this is just another job I have to do. My fingers work your sore muscles, pushing into the sinew slowly at first, then a little faster as I begin to get into it.

"How is that?"

As you straddle my lower back, I can feel the heat from your panty-covered pussy, and even though I can't see you, I know immediately what it is. I can feel my face going a little red, but then your hands begin to rub at my muscles, and it's much better this time.

"Ahh, yeah, that's really good," I say in one, big sigh, clearly finding relief in your fingers. "Keep going, that's great."

"Sure, Kyle," I say, relieved that I'm at least doing a good job and helping out my friend.  I smile, relaxing a bit and focusing on the massage.  My fingers continue to move along your back and shoulders, squeezing the hard muscles and releasing.  "Jesus, you're really tense!  Work must be tough lately?"

"Ugh, you have no idea," I reply calmly, sounding stressed but a little more relaxed now. "We have a big new project and the client is really demanding. They've been pretty strict on the deadlines."

This feels a little more like how it was before. Just two friends talking and hanging out...

"What about you?" I ask, thinking it rude of me not to ask in return. "Been applying for jobs?"

"Yeah, not much luck, though," I say, leaning forward to get your shoulders and upper back.  As I do so, my big tits press into your back, rubbing a bit against your muscle.  I'm engrossed now, though, in our conversation and my task, so not even noticing.  "No one wants to hire an unskilled, fresh out of college girl with no work experience."  I sigh.  "But it is what it is."

"Yeah," I reply idly, feeling the soft weight of what is clearly your chest on my bare back. I can hardly believe this is happening. Are you doing this on purpose? Surely not. I feel my cock twitch a little in my pants.

"I'm sure you'll find something soon." I say through mild groans of delight at your massage. I'm not sure what else to say, really.

I let you continue like this for another few minutes or so before I start to feel guilty at how long I'm making you rub my back and shoulders. Anyway, my muscles are feeling much better now.

"Ahh, I think that's good enough," I say eventually, half-turning back to face you. "Thanks a lot. I feel loads better!"

I smile, genuinely glad I've helped you feel better, and give your back a last little pat before I slide off you to sit on the bed.  "Great, I'm glad!"  I tug my shirt down again, the darn thing is always sliding up, and the motion makes my tits jiggle as the fabric tightens over them.

"Okay, so..." I say, standing up heavily and pulling my wallet from my pants pocket. I knew this moment would come eventually, and I'm hoping it isn't as awkward as I think it will be.... Or do I?

I pull open my wallet and inside you catch a glimpse of tons of large bills. I pull out $25 and hold it out to you.

"So... See you on Tuesday, then?" I ask.

Holy shit, he's loaded, I think, seeing all the money in your wallet.  I bite my lip as I accept the cash from you.  I've been super greedy already, asking you once to do more stuff; I can't possible ask for more.

"Sure," I say, with that little note of hesitation.  But I'm not going to let my desperation get the better of me this time... I just have to accept what you're giving me.  "See you on Tuesday."  I smile a little bit.

I see you out of the apartment, smiling, unaware of your internal struggle.

As soon as you leave, I take a long, deep breath - my mind going back to seeing your breasts swaying and jiggling in your pink top, feeling the heat of your pussy on my back, and the pillowy softness of your chest on my back...

I don't see you all weekend after that. On Tuesday morning before leaving work, I leave $100 on the little table by the door instead of your usual amount. There's also a note next to it. Satisfied, yet apprehensive, I take off for work.

On the table, the note reads:

"If I come home to find you cleaning wearing the same top, with no bra this time, there will be a lot more where this came from."

When I come into your place this time, I take off my jacket.  I'm wearing another pink shirt, though this one is a little skimpier; I got tired of pulling it down all the time, so I settled for a crop top that just covers my boobs.  I am, however, wearing a bra underneath, and a pair of jean shorts.

I spot the $100 bill and my eyes go wide.  "Holy shit," I mutter, picking up the cash in disbelief.  I read your note, my tummy doing flip flops as the words sink in, and I get that weird sensation again, like something is happening between us that I don't quite understand.  I feel a sense of shame, knowing that your offer is one I totally can't refuse because I need the money so bad.

"Fuck," I whisper, deliberating.  Take off my bra and walk around with just my top on...?  Or ignore his request and... don't get whatever money he's offering?  Maybe this is just some kind of silly game.  I rationalize with myself a few moments longer, then strip off my top, and then reach for my bra clasps, undoing it.  My huge breasts spring free, nipples pointing out, and I'm topless in your doorway for a few minutes as I fix my clothing, putting my top back in place.  It barely covers my huge breasts, my nipples poking through the fabric.

This is so fucking weird, I think, but it's totally quiet, no one is around, and the idea that I could get more money is intensely appealing.  So I set to work doing my chores again, getting lost in my work, humming to myself while I vacuum and clean the shower stall, trying to ignore the fact I'm not wearing a bra while I do all of this.

Meanwhile, I'm at work, and all day I can barely focus on my tasks. I'm starting to have second thoughts, alone in my head. Surely you would throw it back in my face. Would you even talk to me again? Would I get the money back? I guess not...

Finally, mercifully, 6pm rolls around and I'm able to leave the office. I get into my car, and thirty minutes later I'm pulling into my parking space out front. I take a look at the front door from the driver's seat, and take a deep breath before getting out.

"Hello? Jessica?" I call out to the apartment when I close the door behind me. I look at the table and see the money is missing.

A few seconds later, you hear footsteps approaching on the tile.  I'm barefoot and hurrying to come and say hi, having forgotten about the bra thing while I was doing my chores.  I smile and wave to you, my tits large and heavy underneath the tight fabric of my top.  "Hey Kyle, work go any better today?"  I look a little sweaty and flushed cuz I've been putting a lot of myself into the work.  I do want to do a good job, after all.  Especially for my friend.

g3ngarr — Yesterday at 5:04 PM

"Hey," I say brightly, when I hear you coming. I can't help but let my eyes drop, just for a fraction of a second, down to your cleavage as I notice your heavy breasts bouncing around in your top. Clearly, no bra. "Yeah, much better. Uh, work, I mean." I reply, smiling, my eyes back on yours now.

"Looks like you've been working hard! Any trouble with anything?"

"Nope, nothing at all."  I don't even notice your eyes going to my tits, I'm so pleased with the quality of my chores.  "I think I'm actually getting the hang of this."  I giggle a bit.

"Oh, great!" I say cheerily, dropping my keys off on the table and heading into the kitchen. It's spotless, just as I expected it would be.

"Wow, you've really done a great job," I say, looking around with an impressed expression on my face. I grab a bottle of water from the fridge and unscrew the cap, taking a drink. "Man, to think what my apartment used to look like... Well, you remember, it was awful..."

I notice that your nipples are poking through the thin material of your top, and once again I have to avert my gaze. I feel my cock twitch in my pants. I can't believe you actually did it... My heart is pounding against my chest.

"Thanks, I'm really glad you like it!"  I beam, standing there, and put my hands on my hips, which only makes my tits push out farther.  My tummy is totally exposed, and the shirt is realllly struggling to keep my big boobs under the fabric.  "Was there anything else you wanted me to do?"

I look around the kitchen for a few more moments, again trying to keep my eyes away from your chest, even though they're basically begging me to look.

"Hmm, I don't think so," I say eventually, looking back at you now. "So yeah, if you're all finished up, then I guess see you on Thursday!"

"Okay then," I say, feeling weirdly disappointed.  I shrug it off, though, it's probably nothing.  "Well, see you Thursday, then!"  I dry my hands off on my shorts and give you a quick wave.

I wave as you leave, still staring at the door even after you close it on your way out. My mind is absolutely racing after what just happened... I asked you not to wear a bra and you.... you just did it. I can't believe it, except it just happened. I wonder, if I go further... Would you..?

My heart is absolutely racing as, on Thursday morning while getting ready to leave for work, I once again leave your cash on the little table by the door. This time, it's $200. And as with before, a little note accompanies it:

"Be wearing a sexy bra and panties, and nothing else, and I'll double it again."

(just wanted to take a mini pause to tell you I'm laying back right now, off work tomorrow, a beer in one hand, my phone in the other as I stroke myself slowly through my sweatpants, playing this with you and watching some porn gifs. I just need a little slut between my legs...)

I arrive as usual, just on time, humming softly as I arrive and hang my jacket up.  My eyes go wide as I see the money -- and then, your note.

My heart starts pounding as I read it, the words sinking in... My cheeks flush with shame at the implication, of the stuff you're asking me to do, and the fact that... we've never even been more than friends, or talked about anything sexual.  I've never thought of you as anything more than platonic.  And now you're asking me to do dirty stuff... for money.

Like a whore.

And I'm so fucking desperate I have to accept.

A sexy bra and panties...

I check my outfit.  I have the bra, and the panties.  So I guess I have to take off my top and my shorts.

My cheeks get even hotter as I grimace, removing my top first, and then my jean shorts, shrugging out of them, and stepping out one leg at a time.  My legs are smooth and feminine, and my panties are sheer and white.  My bra matches, and my tits look really big under this one, practically busting out of the sheer, thin fabric.

"Hope this is sexy enough," I whisper to myself, swallowing the humiliating feelings rising inside me.  I can't believe you're going to come home and find me like this.

This time, work keeps me so busy that I actually don't even have time to think about what might or might not be going on at home. It's not until I'm walking to my car in the evening that I remember everything.

I start to get nervous again, wondering what your reaction will have been. Surely this time, I've gone a step too far. I'll go home and find the money gone, but also you gone from my life, for good. Surely...

Still just as nervous and not quite sure what I'll find inside, I push open my apartment door half an hour later. I step inside, closing the door behind me and dropping off my keys. The money and the note are gone, again.

"Jessica?" I ask to the apartment at large, unsure of what I'll find.

You can hear my feet on the hallway again as I come towards the sound of your voice.  This time it's a bit more hesitant, because I'm very aware of what I've been wearing all day to clean your house.  My big tits bounce under the bra and I have a light sheen of sweat.  I'm carrying a broom in one hand as I approach, my cheeks flushed with humiliation.  I try to sound as normal as possible.

"Hi, Kyle... How was work?"

"Oh, hey," I say, my voice more quiet than usual, when I see you coming toward me. Again, I can hardly believe it, despite you standing in front of me in a sheer, lace bra and panties.

This time, I don't even try to hide my gaze. My eyes drop down your body, from your face all the way down your sexy, bare legs, then back up again where they rest for several seconds on your chest. Your heavy breasts are barely being held in by your white bra.

I clear my throat, re-establishing eye contact.

"Yeah, good, you know..." I say slowly, moving into the hallway now. "Busy. How was it here? Any... any issues I should know about?"

I shift my weight, uncomfortable at the way you're looking at me, but obviously I have no choice but to endure it.  "No issues, um... well, I guess the bathroom drain is a little loose, you might want to get it checked out."  I try to cover up my tits by crossing my arms, but that just has the effect of squishing my boobs together and making my cleavage bigger.

"Oh... right," I reply after a moment, my eyes flickering down to your deep cleavage once again when you cross your arms, but only for a moment. "Well, I'll check it out..."

There is a long and very pregnant pause before I scratch the back of my head idly and start to head for the living room.

"Well, I'll be on the couch just catching up on news on my phone if you need me," I tell you. "Did you do the living room yet?"

I nod.  "Yes, but I still have to finish tidying the closet.  I'm almost done for the day."  I squeeze my legs together a bit, standing there awkwardly and watching you leave.

I give you the thumbs up and a quick smile before disappearing into the living room. I plop myself down onto the couch, letting out a heavy breath that I didn't know I was holding.

My god... her body... somehow, she's even sexier than I had ever thought...

I pull out my phone and scroll through some news, but I'm not really reading. I think about your face as you walked toward me, that humiliated expression on your face. Am I feeling guilty about you giving me that look? Or am I feeling... excited?

I look across the room as I think, then look down to a spot just beneath the TV console, directly across from me. My brow furrows.

"Hey, uh... Jessica?" I call. "I think you forgot to dust under the TV console."

"Oh...I...sorry...."  I shuffle into the living room a few minutes later, and I go over to the console, still trying to cover myself as much as I can.  I grab the nearby feather duster and bend down in front of the TV... And then I realize there's no way I can get it without turning my ass towards you...

My cheeks burn in humiliation and I grit my teeth.  Just do it... he's giving you so much money for this.  It's better than porn, right? That's a weird thought, I realize, especially considering you're trusted friend.  But I force the feelings aside and dust under the console, doing a very thorough job as always, my ass on display for you.  My back is to you, and my panties being very thin, you can pretty much see everything underneath them.

Of course my big tits jiggle and shake as I work, too.

I pretend to be focusing on my phone as you hurry into the room, but once you're bent over beneath the TV console, my eyes are instantly locked onto your nearly completely exposed body. Your panties are tiny, and your round ass is eating them up as you bend over.

Without even realizing it, my hand at the front of my pants, gently stroking myself through the dark material. My eyes roam over your curves, first drinking in your pale ass, then to your chest where, even from this angle, I can still see the sides of your breasts jiggling in their bra cups, threatening to spill out.

In a matter of a minute, my cock is growing and there's a clear bulge running down the leg of my pants. I hope you don't see it, yet I can't resist what I say next.

"Oh, and here, under the coffee table," I say, pointing to a spot on the floor just beneath the table, which is directly in front of me.

I turn to where you're pointing, and since it's fairly close, I start to crawl over, not even thinking.  "Oh, sure," I say -- I mean i'm already down on the floor, so I might as well just stay down here.  My tits bounce as I crawl the short distance across the floor, unaware of the bulge in your pants.  "Just give me one sec..."

I take the duster and flick it across the floor, my left tit practically escaping my bra, a bit of my nipple showing through the top of it.  I'm getting into my work... probably to avoid thinking about how weird and humiliating it is to be in front of my friend in my bra and panties, dusting his floor.  For cash.

I watch, completely entranced, as you turn towards me and literally crawl over to the spot I indicated. You're not looking up at me, but my eyes go wide as I watch your breasts swaying heavily with the movement. When I see your nipple slightly peaking out of the top of your bra, I have to physically hold in a gasp.

Now my cock is absolutely rock-hard, snaking down the leg of my pants, and my hand is continually, slowly stroking it through the cotton material as I watch you clean, hardly believing that this is real.

I watch you with close attention, ready to snap my hand away from the front of my pants whenever you might stand up again. But I know that there is no way now you won't notice the massive bulge of my thick, hard cock if you happen to look down at my waist.

I notice some more spots i missed on the floor, and frown a little bit as I work my way along the wood.  I don't even notice when I'm basically at eye level with your spread legs, and finally finish my work.  "Okay, I think I got it, how's that?"  I push up to my knees, making my tits bounce, and dust off my hands.  My eyes can't help going to the massive snake in your trousers and it's all I can do to hold in a gasp of shock.

Holy shit is that -- is he... Hard??? Confusing feelings flicker through me: shock, incredulity that you're that fucking huge, and the realization that I'm on my knees before my friend Kyle who is apparently rock hard and I'm in my bra and panties.

What the fuck is going on? I wonder.

I make sure my hand is back on my phone when you snap up onto your knees, looking up at me for approval of your work. I see you eyes flash down to my groin, and a long silence ensues.

"Uh, yeah, look great!" I say, a little awkwardly, although I'm completely unabashed about this situation. I look past you to the floor, the areas you just cleaned, and nod my head. "Yep. Thanks a lot! If you're finished, I think that's all for this week."

I get to my knees, a little unsteady, having given up on trying to hide myself at this point.  I try to pull my tits back into my bra, which just serves to make things even more awkward, and I'm positive you've probably seen my nipples by now.  I play with a strand of hair for a second, trying not to sneak a second glance at your cock in your pants.  But it's just so fucking huge, i've never seen anything like that.

"Okay, well, see you later then."  Flushed and still ashamed of myself for doing this, I swallow thickly and set the duster down, then grab my clothes before heading home...

When I'm alone, doing my own chores, I'm mentally running through everything that happened.  How did it all go so fast?  First I was just without a bra, that was harmless enough... then he asked me to go in just bra and panties, and I DID it... My pulse quickens as I sort through my laundry.  My mind goes back to your giant cock.  And he was hard as hell, looking at me like that!  What am I doing?? What are -we- doing?.

I'm confused but I feel my pussy tingling, weirdly, as I remember all these events.  My dreams that night are very strange and sexual, and I awaken horny beyond belief the next morning....

Almost as soon as I hear the door to my apartment shut behind you, I throw my head back onto the cushion of the couch and let out a long groan. I close my eyes, trying to bring back all the images of you, on your knees, your breasts swaying and jiggling, even your nipple coming free...

It's not long before my pants are around my ankles, and I'm stroking myself into oblivion at the images in my mind...

The following weekend, I do a little online shopping... and the next Tuesday, before work, I set out your money as usual. $500 this time. Along with the cash, is a note and a plain, white box.

The note reads:

"Good girl. Be wearing this, and only this, when I come from work. And I want you to call me 'Sir' only."

Inside the white box lies a tiny little French maid outfit, definitely (and purposefully) too small to contain your breasts. 

When I arrive at your house and find the note, I'm absolutely stunned.  This outfit isn't even close to fitting in a way that isn't completely sexual... My cheeks burn with shame realizing you've thought about me this way and you want me to do this... and you're paying me incredibly high amounts of money to dress like a slut for you.

My fingers reach for the cash -- then pull back.  No way, I can't fucking do it.  I can't, it's too much. Angry, both with. myself and with you, I start to turn, to head right for the door again.  I get about one step, and the thought of that money lying on the table pulls me back.

$500 is a lot.  For dressing like a french maid.  What's the big deal?  Again I'm rationalizing. And while i'm doing that, warring voices in my head playing out, my pussy is starting to throb.

I turn back again.  I'm fucking desperate.  If I don't make a payment by the end of the week, I'll have even more debt.  I  have no choice, I tell myself.  I have to do this.  Kyle's just helping me out, giving me a way to pay my bills....

When you arrive that day, I'll be wearing the slutty french maid outfit.  I'm so distracted during the time i'm at your house that it takes me a lot longer to do my tasks.  My breasts really don't fit in that top at all, and my nipples are once again peeking above the fabric.  There's nothing I can do to keep them inside.

This time, while I'm at work all day, I feel strangely serene. I have no trouble concentrating on my work, yet my mind does often think back to that note, and the outfit I left in the box. After everything that has happened so far, I feel strangely... confident. In control. I can't explain why, but somehow I know you won't turn back now. Not now you've come this far.

At the end of the day, I take my time walking to my car, and driving home. Half an hour later, I'm walking up the front steps, and my heart is hammering again, this time not wondering if you'll be inside, but just the thought of what you might look like in that outfit...

"I'm home!" I call out down the hallway, shutting the door behind me. I look to the left and realize the money and the note are gone, the box is empty. I smile to myself a little, then head down the hallway. "Jessica?"
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