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​The Busty Maid

(Sex With Strangers)

––––––––

When Kevin answered his front door, the stunning young woman standing outside literally rendered him speechless.

She was blonde, young, and amazingly curvy; like a walking hourglass. But what really caught his gaze was her incredible bosom. Big breasts that seemed to be nearly bursting out of the skin tight t-shirt she wore.

My God, he suddenly thought, those must be forty-four double-dees!

Thanks to her youthful age, her breasts easily defied gravity by barely sagging.

“Hi,” she said, cheerfully. “I'm Annette. The house cleaning agency sent me. Are you Kevin?”

Man the torpedoes, he thought. She must stack those on shelves at night.

His mouth dropped, but managed to gather his senses and say, “Oh, yes. I am. Please come in.” He stood back and she walked past him into the foyer. He got a nice whiff of her perfume, and repressed a shudder.

“Nice place you have,” she said. As she looked around, he sneaked a glance at her legs. She was wearing very short shorts, that only came down to her upper thigh. If this was a standard issue maid uniform then he was an instant fan. Her legs were muscular and tanned. He wondered how smooth they would feel if he ran his hands over them.

She looked back at him, “So, where would you like me to start?”

“Uh, yeah. Right,” he said, barely managing to tear his gaze from hers. She was watching him rather intensely. 

“Well, you can start wherever you like. It's a big house and is quite the handful.”

“Are you?” she asked, one cute eyebrow bending in question.

“Am I what?”

“A handful?” her smile turned into a grin.

Holy shit, he thought. Is this little goddess actually flirting with me?

Still, she grinned at him, and that eyebrow remained crooked.

No, he thought. She's just teasing me. I'm so out of practice with women my hopes have started to blur reality. No way as young and hot as this would be into a middle aged frump like me.

She turned and looked around. Kevin got a side profile of those breasts, and that incredible bouncy ass, which nearly caused him to faint.

“I'll start with the upstairs,” she said. “Then I'll work my way down slowly.” She eyed him. “Always works for me.”

“Okay,” Kevin said, trying to regain his senses and not make a fool of himself. “I have to go meet a friend for a bit. Should be back in a couple of hours.”

She gave him that wicked grin again, and said, “Oh, don't have to much fun now.”

He left the house, feeling like all he really wanted to do was stay home and watch her glide around. Ah well, he thought to himself. Some young buck must be tapping that without any appreciation of just how God damned lucky his his. Little bastard.

He drove across town to his favourite watering hole, The Richman's Pub. After parking in his usual spot he went inside to find that his drinking buddy, George had already arrived. He had claimed a table near the waitress serving section of the bar, where the pretty servers line up to get their orders. Making for nice viewing while they chatted.

“Hey, what's up?” George said. He had one eye on his depleting beer, and the other on the backside of one of the waitress standing across from them.

“I should be asking you that,” said Kevin with grin.

“Nothing that the ladies can't be taught to handle,” said George, and they both laughed. “So, anything new in the wonderfully dull world that is Kevin?” George had always teased him about woeful lack of dating since his divorce. Kevin just wasn't ready, George felt it was his obligation as a single male, to go forth and get into the panties of any female that would let him.

“Well, you're not gonna believe this, but I met a woman.”

George leaned forward, suddenly intrigued. “Oh, share with me buddy, who is she?”

“The new maid.”

“The new maid? Oh, wow. Robbing the cradle?” he grinned.

Kevin held up his hands, “Nah, she's twenty or so, she's not really a kid.”

“That makes it all the better, dear boy!”

They stopped talking so as to smile at the cute waitress who dropped off Kevin's beer. Their eyes were on her ass as she walked away, then clinked their glasses together in mutual appreciation.

George raised an eyebrow at him. “Well, tell me. What does this maid look like?”

So Kevin described her in minute detail, sparing nothing. He sounded like a teenager with his lewd language, but he was with his friend, and guys always talked that way. Especially when there wasn't any females around to protest.

But when he described Annette's most noticeable assets, her breasts, George's face dropped.

“Wait,” George said, “That sounds familiar. She's from a cleaning service?”

“Yeah,” Kevin tried to hide the concern in his voice. Why would Annette be familiar to George?

Suddenly, George threw his head back and laughed. “Oh, man that is rich! You are one lucky son of a bitch, you know that?”

“What? Why?”

“Let me guess, is her name Annette?”

Kevin was dumbstruck. “Yeah, Annette. How the hell did you know?”

George was still laughing, tears rolling down his face.

“Come on, tell me, dammit!” said Kevin, growing very annoyed.

George settled down, and when he stopped laughing he looked at Kevin with a big, shit eating grin. “Buddy, you hit the jackpot. Remember Richard? That guy we played golf with during the summer?”

“Yeah, so?”

“Well, he told me about this hot as hell blonde maid he once hired, who had tits to die for. Her name was Annette, too.”

“No, way. Can't be the same one.”

“I don't doubt that it is. I mean what are the odds. Same hair, same age, same body, same general neighbourhood. And most importantly, same giant gravity defying tits!”

Kevin felt himself growing disappointed. “So, what happened?”

George sipped his beer, “What do think what happened? The fucked like rabbits.”

“I don't believe it.”

“Oh, it's true alright. And she was a complete sex fiend, too. The best kind. She'd come over, and he'd leave to run some errands. Then, when he came back they'd fuck. And fuck a lot, from what I remember him saying.”

“Really?”

“He said she'd ride him all night, and suck him dry. Suck him dry! Now where can I get a girl like that?” George grinned. “Oh, I know. At your place.”

“Okay, settle down. Fine, so what if it's her. They still a couple?”

George almost spat out a mouthful of beer, “Hell no. Purely sexual. The best kind there is, as we both know. Just wanted him for the sex. But, they stopped a while ago.”

“Why's that?”

“On account of he got married to some brunette from his office. Now he uses a different maid, some old woman who looks like a Russian shot-putter.” George shrugged. “No chance of him diddling that.”

Kevin felt hopeful. “So, they, like, stopped. Completely?”

“Yes, and you know what the best part of all this is? Know what he said about her?”

Kevin was a little sceptical. Perhaps he didn't want to hear this part, but he relented. “What?”

“She digs older guys. Much older. Likes them for the experience they have, and the fact the tend to last longer than younger ones. Well, most, anyway.”

Kevin felt his spirits raise with this news. So, maybe she was actually flirting with me, and it wasn't just my imagination.

Still...

“Man,” Kevin said, shaking his head in disbelief. “She is one hot little lady.”

“I know it's been a while for you,” George said. “Quite a while, but what better way to get back into the game than with a young sex starved filly who loves older men? And she has a history of bonking the ones she cleans houses for.” George's face was one big smile. “I think you may get a surprise when you get home tonight.”

Kevin was doubtful, but felt his pulse quicken at the prospect.

Later, he cut things short with George and headed home. He tried to keep his expectations at zero. But inward, he cursed himself. I always do this. Get my hopes up. Nothing is going to happen except she'll leave and I'll just whack off as usual.

He entered his house, and looked around. He found Annette in the kitchen, cleaning up some dishes he had left there to fossilize with yesterday's food. She turned at the sound of him entering, and immediately lit up in a big smile.

“Welcome back,” she said, hanging a dishtowel. She leaned against the counter so one hip stuck outward. She looked incredibly sexy that way.

He caught himself staring at her, looking over her lovely form. She didn't seem to mind, in fact she appeared to enjoy his perusal.

“Everything go
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