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Clara was the anomaly of Tuxedo Park.
Her parents had passed away in a freak avalanche while on a hiking
trip in Peru the summer before her first year of college. Being
eighteen and of age, she had taken charge of the house, and the not
inconsiderable family fortune. There had been no one else after
all, and Clara had decided to keep up the old family home rather
than go off to college. She employed minimal staff, and rarely
attended any of the social functions of her age, causing no small
amount of gossip among the older socialites for whom Clara’s
untreated depression provided unending gossip, as every week or so
they invented a new symptom, no doubt transferring some of their
own neuroses unto their notion of Clara without having the
slightest clue the real reason she kept a low profile and avoided
social circles.

What Clara had a passion for was toys,
and she didn’t care one bit for the kind used by children. It had
begun when she was clearing away things from her mum’s room. Her
parents had never shared a room that she could recall, and what she
found was proof to her mind that her mother indeed had sexual
needs, but that they were being fulfilled without the need of a
man.

Clara had thought it quite embarrassing
at first, then amusing, and then finally, she had become curious.
It felt so strange to think of her parents sex lives, but she
couldn’t understand why her mother had so very many sex toys, and
such intricate ones at that. Some of them items had not even
appeared as such, until she looked up the brands of them, which
explained the rather odd attachments some of her vibrators and
dildos possessed. She had never even considered that there might be
such an item as a “fucking machine” but her mother didn’t just have
one, she had owned three!

Oddly, Clara had not even found a dirty
magazine in her father’s room, and she began to suspect that
perhaps he had just not been interested in sex, or perhaps he had
suffered some sort of condition that made her mother’s need for the
toys one of practicality. Whatever the cause, she was unwilling to
throw such things away for fear that someone would come across
them, recognize them, and think poorly of her mother, so she had
put them back in the closet she had found them, and did her best to
forget them.

As it turned out, in time, Clara
realized that she couldn’t forget them. She was no virgin, and
though she didn’t currently have a boyfriend or friend close enough
to enjoy, she certainly had a healthy sex drive, and before long
her curiosity about the machines and other toys began to tell. A
girl could get by with her fingers for a while, but the idea of all
those toys just down the hall began to weigh on her thinking until
finally she ventured down there, and took stock once again. In the
beginning she just took a fairly normal looking vibrator, and snuck
back to her room with it as though she was being
watched.

From the first moment the powerful
little vibe touched her clit, she knew she was hooked, and for a
week she was masturbating with the delightful little device morning
and night. Her orgasms were explosive, and she couldn’t help but
wonder why women needed men at all! Eventually, the joys of this
little toy got her to wondering about the remaining toys, and she
went exploring anew.

Clara was a little more brazen now, and
carrying the “fuck master 2000” to her room, with its box of
attachments she was giddy at the idea of trying it out. The thing
was heavy, and the range of attachments was confusing, but a couple
among them were quite similar to the vibe she was used too. One of
them was about the size she had, and the other was nearly double
that, a thing that had Clara more than a little turned on. Another
was shaped like a series of increasingly large balls glued
together, and while she was unsure what this was for, she was eager
to find out. The most intriguing one in the box had two dongs, one
about six inches and the other a time and a half that length, and
both of them mounted on a single stem. She wanted to know just how
one used that, and fortunately there were instructions in the
box.

As Clara began setting up the toy, she
found not just illustrations, but pictures of beautiful women using
the toy, and all its various attachments, and what she saw took her
by surprise. She wasn’t completely ignorant of anal sex, but had
never experienced it, and was frankly a little doubtful that it was
really a thing women enjoyed, but seeing the pictures left no room
for doubt.

Not ready to even consider actually
trying it, she set up the machine with the larger and thicker of
the two normal phallic dongs. She got it in place, and plugged the
machine in, then turned it on to watch it work. There were two
knobs on the side which controlled the length and speed of the
thrust, and she set these to a low setting before undressing and
lying down and pulling the heavy machine forward to insert the toy
to her preferred depth. She assumed she could push down further at
any point and reached up flipping the on switch once it was
comfortably buried in her tight little pussy.

When the switch came on, she couldn’t
help but jump. The piston was not fully extended, and as the
machine did fully extend, another two inches of latex cock burrowed
into her. She’d never been penetrated so deeply so quickly and she
squealed just a bit as the shock of it caught her unaware. The
speed of the piston boring into her even so deeply was amazing, and
she found herself beginning to pant in seconds, her body
instinctively driving down upon the cock, craving to encase all of
it with primordial need.

Something in her mind released its hold
on the thin veneer of social norms in that moment, and the beast
within was released to mate. She had never felt so incredibly
aroused, and the sensation overwhelmed her. With an extreme effort
she rocked forward enough to reach the dials on the toy, and
brushing her hand along them, she turned both up to their maximum
settings.

Instantly, she felt the piston begin to
pump so fast and
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