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“Mr. Hemmingway!” she whined.

“Looks like she knows him!’” hollered the host.  “A pet-name, perhaps?”

“That’s right,” said Frank, having no idea who the woman was.  He thought perhaps a waitress at the resort had entered the competition and found herself on the end of his thickness.

He pressed into the tightness and felt it grip around his cock in a way his wife’s never could.

“Good boy,” the host said, rubbing Frank’s bare back.  “Good boy.”

Faye felt him go deep, inch by painful inch.  The tip of his cock pressed at her stomach, feeling dull inside her.

Along the line, Bonnie stared, nervous and proud of Faye who had refused to cry out in pain.

“You’re doing so well,” Bonnie said.  “Just a little longer.”

Faye took several deep, calming breaths as the cock settled inside her and paused.  She could feel Frank’s hands rubbing at her toned butt, then she felt his thumb trace around the muscle that gripped him tight.

Frank pulled back and watched the virginal butt unroll slightly as though it was a sock.  The tight band of muscle pinched around him, and it felt as though it was jerking his cock as he ran his length through it.

“That’s it,” he said to the unknown woman before him.  “Take this cock.”

He’d guessed from the shape of the butt and the width of the hips that the woman beneath him was younger, but he knew nothing beside that.  He figured that if he had the freedom to fuck another woman’s ass, it might as well be the most beautiful ass in the lineup.

Faye didn’t know why Mr. Hemmingway had chosen her.  She just sat upturned and took it, grunting against the pain until the act started to feel good.

Soon she could feel his cock cruising through her asshole and delighting her pussy opposite.  It seemed to nudge and stimulate it from a fresh angle, and before long the cock that worked through Faye’s asshole started to feel good.

“Yes,” said Faye slowly, building her confidence as the act became easier.  “Yes, that’s it!  That’s it, Mr. Hemmingway!  Fuck my ass!”

The voice sounded familiar, but Frank refused to let himself believe it.  He stared down on the framed buttocks and watched his cock disappear into them, and for a moment he imagined his daughter’s friend beneath the sheets.

Frank’s whole body spasmed as though it was rejecting the notion, but his cock stayed harder than ever.  He felt the pinch of the muscle and how tightly it gripped him.  It was as though it was trying to milk the cum out of his cock.

“Take as long as you need,” said the host, rubbing his back.  “I think our crowd here wouldn’t be against an orgasm.”

Frank glanced in her direction and saw her nodding.

“Do it,” the host said.  “I know you want to.”

Frank looked down at his target and steeled himself.  He held the butt, using it as leverage as he started to pump deeper.
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I got my anal toy on the quiet after hearing a comedian I like talking about ass play on her podcast.  She’d said it was incredible but she’d never have thought it would be.  I mean, that’s not what asses are for is it, but it was a revelation to me to hear that putting something up there could be pleasurable.

I hadn’t even told my friends about it for fear of mockery.  Usually we were quite close, but this was one thing I didn’t want anyone else to know about.  It just wasn’t worth the risk.

When it first arrived, I felt dirty using it, especially with Mr. and Mrs. Clark in the house.  They’re the people I rent a room from.  I’ve taken to waiting for them to go to sleep before I try it out.

The first time I switched it on, I’d tightened up at the quick whirring sound that it made.  I wondered if it could permeate the walls, but Mr. and Mrs. Clark’s bedroom was down the hall and the hum from the machine was low.  I discovered too that the hum got even lower when it went inside me.

To begin with, I was coy.  I teased the toy around my tight, forbidden muscle, focusing on the little thrills that it gave me when it danced over the sensitive nerve-endings.

It really sent a thrill through me, but on that first time, I didn’t penetrate myself.  I couldn’t bring myself to do it.  I just enjoyed how it felt there.  It was more than enough of a stimulus to make me come, although I had to use my other hand on my pussy to get me there.

The climax was huge.  I’d never had one like it before in my life.  It was like I’d been eating sundae without the cherry on top until that fateful night.  I was instantly smitten by the notion of anal play, and there was no looking back from there on out.

The toy became my go-to.  I kept it in the drawer beside my bed and called on it regularly, using it to get me over the edge and release the tension after a hard day.

Eventually I started pushing it inside myself, discovering quickly that it worked way better with lube.  As a ruse, I told Mr. and Mrs. Clark I’d prefer to use coconut oil now because it was healthier, but secretly I was smothering my little anal bullet in the stuff and using it to ease the passing through my tight asshole.

Fuck, that’s when my world change.  Having that quivering, rubbery length slipping through my hole was a whole different level.  If playing around the outside of my ass was the cherry on the sundae, then fucking my ass was like getting the whole sundae for free.

It just felt incredible, and if you’ve never done it, it’s tough to tell you how it feels.  You just have to try it—trust me—but make sure you’re warmed up first ...

This was something I found out to my cost, although being totally honest, that’s not the most shocking thing about this story.

I’m kind of embarrassed to talk about it, but writing it down makes it way easier.  I can hind behind a penname and pretend like it’s someone else telling the story.  I guess it makes it easier to cope with, and my therapist has said that I should write things down sometimes to process them, so here goes.

It was late on a Friday, and I mean like, real late—so late that it’s actually early.  I’d woken up somewhere around four in the morning after having a sex-dream, and the first thing I thought to do was reach for my anal toy.

I was like Pavlov’s dog.  Whenever my pussy started salivating, I went for my little vibrating bundle of joy for satisfaction and set about delivering an orgasm, only this time, I was a little too loud.

The first I knew about it was seeing Mr. Clark in the half-light, looking into my room from the door.  I hadn’t heard him knock.

“Francesca!” he hissed, and I startled and turned the toy off.  “What are you doing?”

I could see him squinting at me, his big, powerful frame looming near the door.  I tried to stay still.

“Francesca,” he whispered louder.  “Were you playing with yourself?”

“No,” I answered, and I wished I’d have pretended to be asleep.

I couldn’t fucking believe it when he turned the light on.  It was then that he saw that my panties were down by my ankles and my knees were up.  The toy was still pressed into my ass.

Fear and shock had gripped me, and I’d frozen.  I just didn’t move.  I could have quickly turned over whilst his eyes were adjusting to the light and just outright pretended like nothing had happened, but I didn’t.

I wonder if a part of me wanted him to see me, looking back.  Like, I wanted him to tell me it was all alright or something.  I wanted to be vulnerable in front of him and have him tell me everything was okay, but all I did was turn him on.

It didn’t happen straight away, of course.  First came the realization.  He stared at my little round butt and at the black toy that jutted out from my cheeks.

“Is that ...” he began, but it was like he didn’t want to finish his sentence.  “Are you ...”

“It’s just something I’ve been doing,” I said softly.  “I’m not hurting anyone, Mr. Clark.”

“Is that in your ass?” he said now, and he took a step into the room as though I was some kind of newly discovered artifact or something.

“Mr. Clark!” I cried back.  “What if your wife hears?”

He lowered his voice to a hiss again.  “You were fucking your ass?  That’s what the noise was?”

Something about the way he said it made me realize I wasn’t in trouble.  He had this twinkle in his eye and the beginnings of a grin on his face.  He seemed happy to have discovered this naughty secret about me, and he wanted to know more.

I turned over now, finally able to move.  I pulled the sheets up around me and wriggled my way into the mattress, hoping that it might eat me up completely.  All it did instead was shove the toy a little deeper into my butt.

Mr. Clark saw the jar of coconut oil on the side.  “So that’s why we’ve been going through that so quickly ...”

“Don’t tell your wife,” I said, nervous.

“You don’t have to worry about me telling anyone, honey, honestly.  I think I’d be in more trouble than you if Gail found out.”

“Why?”

He shrugged.  “She’s already kind of jealous, and if she found out I’d seen you doing ... that.”

“Don’t say it like that, Mr. Clark,” I whined.  “It’s perfectly normal.”

“I’m not so sure about that,” he said, and I was about to get even more offended until he added: “but it is hot.”

“Hot?”

He came forwards and sat on the end of the bed.  “Yeah!”

“How come?”

He looked back at my open bedroom door and got up to close it softly.  He returned to the bed and looked down at the carpet as he spoke.

“It’s just so dirty, you know—and not in a bad way!” he said, putting a hand out to calm me down.  “It’s the kind of thing men do.  I just never think that a woman would enjoy it, but when I find out that some do ... it just drives me crazy.  It’s like spotting a unicorn or something—it’s just so rare.”

“Your wife doesn’t ...”

“Gail?!  Gosh, no.  I’ve tried but she’s just not into it.  Maybe you could put a good word in?”

I shook my head and smiled.  I could still feel the toy in my butt, settling deep.

“There’s nothing wrong with it, Francesca.  If that’s something you like doing then go ahead, I’m not gonna stop you.  Your secret’s safe with me.”

I didn’t think I’d ever bond with him like that, but here I was, being comforted by a guy twice my age for liking things in my ass.  It was pretty surreal, but things hadn’t stopped getting weird yet.

“Is it still in there?” he asked, looking sidelong at me from the bottom of my bed.

“Uh-huh,” I told him.

He shook his head and took a deep breath.  “You don’t know what you’re doing to me, Fran.”

“So, tell me.”

“Huh?”

“Tell me what I’m doing to you?”

“It just drives me wild,” he laughed.  “And you’re a fine-looking young woman too, which makes it even crazier.  Now, don’t get me wrong or anything, I’m married, and married guys are supposed to only have eyes for their wife, but ... it’s just ...”

“I get it,” I told him.  “Honestly, it excites me a little to know that it excites you.”

“Really?”

“Yeah.  Like you say, it’s really forbidden.  I mean, I haven’t even told my best friends that I do it.  Suddenly, you throw a hot, older, married guy into the mix too and things get even crazier, you know?  Like, now it’s really forbidden.”

“Makes things exciting, doesn’t it?” he smiled.  “Just to imagine it a little.  That’s not hurting anyone, right?”

“I don’t think so.”

He shook his head again and looked off into the corner of the room, as thought he was imagining it.

“I was with this one girl once ...” he began, “before Gail.  She just loved it.  She couldn’t get enough.  I didn’t love her or anything, but I loved that.”

“What was it like?”

He opened his mouth to speak and then stopped himself.  “I ought to go before I say something I regret.  Enjoy the rest of your night, Fran.  Sorry for walking in.”

He gave my leg a squeeze and stood up.  As he did so I noticed that his cock had slipped out through the front of his boxer-shorts.  It was just jutting right out from the hole at the front on full display.

“Wait,” I said, staring.

Mr. Clark stopped and turned, then he realized what I was looking at.  He looked down and then jumped, turning quickly away from me.

“Shit, Fran, you weren’t meant to see that.”

“It’s okay,” I said, sitting up.  “It’s okay.”

He wriggled his cock back through the opening and then turned back to me.  “That was an accident, I swear.  These things are so old and loose, I mean look.”

He pulled at the elastic waist band that barely had any grip at all around him.  “I need a few new pairs.”

“I don’t think they’re too bad,” I said, and I couldn’t take my eyes off the bulge, knowing now what was hiding within.  “That used to go in a woman’s ass?” I swooned.  “She must have been some woman.”

“We warmed up first,” Mr. Clark said.

“How?”

He looked back to the door and then at me.  It was as though he was still deciding which way our lives were going to go from here.  I was thankful when he answered me.

“Much like you are now,” he said.  “She’d put something inside herself to open herself up and get ready.

“Like a butt plug?”

“Yeah, like that.  You can use anything, really.”

“Does that mean I’m ready?  It’s been in my ass the whole time we’ve been talking.”

He closed his eyes as though he was being overcome with something.

“I guess it would,” he said.  “Shit, Fran, this is torture.”

“What is?”

“Knowing you’ve got that toy there.  I can’t believe I saw it.”

I grinned.  “Wanna see it again?”

“I can’t, Fran.”

“For old time’s sake, you know?  Maybe I can help rouse some memories of ... what was her name?”

Mr. Clark thought a moment.  “You know, I don’t remember.”

I scoffed.  “You don’t remember the woman whose ass you fucked?”

“Shh,” he hissed, looking to the door.

“You are naughty, Mr. Clark,” I said, biting my finger as I turned back onto my side.

I moved the duvet slowly, giving him more than enough time to flee if he really wanted.  But he didn’t move.  He stayed right there and stared as my bare skin was revealed again.

I got excited as the quilt slid slowly over my skin.  I couldn’t feel exactly what I was revealing, but the look in his eyes did a good job of telling me anyway.

“Fuck, Fran,” he hushed, and I guessed the toy was visible again.

“Get a better look,” I urged.

This time he didn’t wrestle with the idea.  He crouched to the floor and held my butt open with his hand, looking to the toy.

“You see it?” I asked.

“Gosh, that looks like a tight grip.”

“Watch how my ass sucks at it ...” I told him, and then I started to slide it back and forth.

“Fuck, Fran, that’s so hot.”

He squeezed his cock as though he was trying to calm it down.

“Look,” I told him.  “Keep looking.”

I felt the rubber slide through me, still lubricated by the coconut oil that sat on my bedside table.

“Oh, Fran,” Mr. Clark said, rubbing at my ass.

I moved the toy with greater purpose, then I started to moan.  I could see the pleasured anguish in his brow as he frowned.  He was fighting against temptation, but I could tell he wasn’t going to win.

“You’re driving me wild, Fran,” he said.  “This is so naughty.”

“Mr. Clark is watching me fuck my ass,” I whispered.

“I can’t keep it in my pants, honey ...”

“So don’t.”

He pulled his cock out through the front of his boxer-shorts again.  It was so stiff—even more than before.  The veins were thick, and his cock was swollen with arousal.

“Gosh, I wonder what that would be like in my ass,” I groaned, moving the toy.  “Imagine it, Mr. Clark.  Imagine pumping it through this tight little hole.”

“We can’t do that, Fran.”

“We can.  The lube is right there.”

Mr. Clark looked at the jar of coconut oil.  He pressed two of his fingers into it and then moved the clump of oil to his cock.  He rubbed it and it began to melt over him, making his thickness look even more delicious.  It turns out, if something looks hot, it looks even hotter covered in oil.

“Let me see,” I said as he began to stroke himself.

He stood up and moved along the side of the bed until I could smell the oil on his cock.  His big hand worked along him, pinching to the tip and working his stiff cock close to me.

“Fuck, Mr. Clark,” I hushed, driving the toy into my ass.

“This is so wrong ...”

“You know the other good thing about coconut oil?”

“What?”

“The taste.”

His cock visibly flexed.  He put a knee on the bed and then moved it to my mouth without saying anything.  I opened my mouth over him and stopped moving the toy in my ass.  I gave his cock my full attention, feeling how stiff and aroused he felt against my tongue.

I could taste the coconut and precum that eased from the tip when I pinched my fist up towards his crown.  He was so turned on and it was all because of me.  I wanted him bad.

“I want to put this in your ass,” Mr. Clark said.  “I want to put it in your ass so bad.”

“So do it,” I told him.  “Fill me up.”

“But my wife, Fran ...”

“I don’t care.”  I took the toy from my ass.  “Fill me up if she won’t let you.”

He moved back down the bed and put his hand on my waist.  He held me on my side and squared his thickness up to my asshole.  The toy had widened it enough for him to begin to enter me.

My eyes opened wide and then closed as I grunted and felt him stretch me.  Fuck, he almost tore me open.  The little toy was the biggest thing I’d ever had in there, but now I was taking something three or four times bigger.

“Oh, Fran,” Mr. Clark hushed.

He was so overcome with arousal, and I didn’t want to ruin it.  I didn’t want to cry out in pain.  I’d asked for this.  I wanted this.  I closed my eyes tight and willed the pain away.

Mr. Clark opened me up to the widest point of his cock and then put more of his inches into me.  I felt him prod at the bottom of my stomach and I moaned, feeling for the first time something that wasn’t pain.

“That feels so good, Fran,” he said, but it didn’t feel good to me yet.

Gradually my muscle started to cope with the intruder.  It began to relax around him, but it still gripped Mr. Clark’s thick cock like a vice.

He pressed through me slowly at first, dragging back and letting me experience the swelling.  I could feel the smoothness of him and then the ridge of his bulbous crown as it threatened to pop out of me.

“Fuck me,” I urged, not wanting him to leave.

He pressed back inside, and it got a little easier taking him this time.  I was able to think about what was happening now, and it turned my pussy sodden.

Mr. Clark’s hard cock was in my asshole—I mean, it was just crazy.  I’d never so much as seen him naked before, and in the past ten minutes I’d seen his stiff cock, sucked it, and put it in my ass.  Yet there was still more to come.

“Oh, Fran, you feel so good,” he hushed, rubbing my ass and opening it so that he could see my asshole sucking around him.  “Look at that.  Oh, look at that.”

“Tell me what you see,” I pleaded.

“I see your tight little asshole gripping me for dear life.”

“It’s because it wants your cum.”

I started to toy with my clit, and Mr. Clark pumped into me again.  By now, the pain was gone and all that was left was the sensation of his stiff cock cruising through my butt and exciting the nerve-endings.  I could feel the muscle twanging around him and pinching tight, desperate to close but unable to.

“Oh, Fran, that’s so good!”

“Fuck me, Mr. Clark!” I gasped.

It didn’t take long at all to get myself to the edge.  If the toy was quick, then the real thing was lightning fast.  Something about yielding control to Mr. Clark gave the act an added edge too.  He dictated the pace and ferocity, and he was an expert at it.  He knew when to go slow and sensual and when to build to a frenzy.

He kept his pace slow at first as I toyed with my pussy.  I got my clit stiff and then sunk my fingers into my swollen sex, realizing that I could feel his cock moving through my ass on the other side.

“Oh, that’s it, Fran,” he said when I plunged my fingers into myself.

“I feel so full.”

“I hope you’ve saved room for my cum,” he groaned.

That really got me excited.  Hearing Mr. Clark talking about coming was the catalyst.  I started to fuck my pussy faster, pretending somehow that it was another cock of his filling me there too.

His pace quickened and he became more frantic.  He turned me onto my back and pushed my legs up by my side so that my pussy was facing up at him.

Looking up into his eyes and being fucked in the ass was a level of connection that few people ever make with their lover.  I nodded as he got close, yearning for his release and fighting for my own.

“I’m gonna come, Mr. Clark,” I grunted, still trying to whisper.

His wife was just down the hall, oblivious to the depraved cheating that her husband was doing under the same roof.

I lifted my t-shirt so that he could see my tits bouncing on my chest.  He squeezed them and closed his eyes.

“I’m close, Fran,” he strained.

“I’m coming!” I gasped, my face turning red.

I flurried my fingers over my pussy and let go.  A burst of my juices scattered up against Mr. Clark’s stomach.

“Good girl,” he said, fucking me harder.

My pussy squeezed and contracted, and my asshole gripped around him like a finger-trap.

“Come with me,” I begged.  “Come with me, Mr. Clark!”

The euphoria meandered through my body and gave me this warm, wholesome feeling.  I was his in that moment, and I’d never be anyone else’s.

His cock stiffened and swelled and then he pulled it out to jerk it over me.  I looked down at him, watching the release blast from his length.

It sprayed over my flat stomach, searching up towards my tits until Mr. Clark pointed the head of his cock down and aimed his love elsewhere.  Now I felt the burst of heat across my pussy and then it started to pool on my asshole.

“Yes!” he cried, and he didn’t seem to care about rousing his wife now.

I felt his sticky heat on my asshole, and it was like a dream.  I looked up at this mature, handsome man in the throes of passion and fell silent as I witnessed him.  It was like seeing a rare animal in the wild.  I’d never seen him like this; all intense and passionate.

I watched the focus on his face as he looked down and made a mess of me with his cum.  He pinched the last few drops off and they settled on the milky pool below my pussy, covering my ass completely.

“Look at that,” he hushed, then he started to smother his cock over my pussy and asshole.

He rubbed it around me, turning my sex into a silky, glistening mess of his love and my squirt.

“Good girl,” he said, then he targeted my glossed hole and pressed into the pool of his nut.

I felt my butt envelop him again, and this time his cum took the place of the coconut oil.  It lubricated his entry and his stiff cock eased through me, pushing his cum deep and coating my insides.

He fell onto me and started to kiss me, grinding his hips slowly.  I thought his cock was turning soft, but as we kissed, he began to stiffen up again.  It was incredible to feel him grow in my asshole like that and know that I was the cause of it.

“I want more,” I told him, grinning.

Mr. Clark smiled too.  It was like the both of us were in no doubt that he could go again.  He started slowly but soon he was smashing the cum into my ass just as quickly as before.

I rubbed at my pussy, finding as much of his cum as I could and smothering it over my sex like it was some kind of elixir.

Mr. Clark leaned away to watch me play with myself, seeing me collect his seed and move it down to my pussy.  I pushed some of it inside myself and then rubbed some of it on my nipples until they stiffened.

“You’re naughtier than I ever thought,” he said, shaking his head.

“You’re the naughty one.  I didn’t leave my room in the middle of the night to come and do this.”

He smirked.  He knew I was right.

“You need another cumshot, don’t you?”

I nodded.  “Have you got one for me?”

Mr. Clark gave me long, assured strokes, moving the whole length of his cock through my ass over and over until the tone of his groans changed again.

They became intense all over again and this time I just witnessed them, deciding not to fight for another climax.

I just watched as the euphoria bathed him again.  I followed the climax right from the nuanced ways that his brow twitched, all the way to the tightening of his balls as they prepared to shoot his seed.

“Do it in my asshole,” I whispered, nodding.

He opened his eyes.  “Tell me again.”

“Come in my asshole.”

“Again!”

“Come in my asshole, Mr. Clark!”

He threw back his head and pushed his cock all the way deep.  I was so excited.  His thickness flexed and then I felt the warmth flood into me in spurts.

“I’m coming, Fran,” he told me, but he had no need to.

The heat warmed my ass.  I wriggled down on him and looked up at his big, strong figure.  I never wanted to forget the image of him unloading in my ass like that.

Mr. Clark kept himself deep and then pulled back slowly, as though he wanted to make sure that the whole of his load stayed as far inside me as possible.

Eventually he let out a big breath and pulled himself all the way out of me.  He shook his cummy cock off over me and then went to put it back in his pants.

“Not yet,” I told him, and I curled a finger to beckon him back up the bed.

Mr. Clark mounted the mattress and guided his dick to my mouth.  I opened wide and he did the rest, angling his tip into my mouth so I could taste the act.

It was so fucking naughty, but it really helps me to confess like this.  I mean, who else am I going to tell?  I think even a therapist would be freaked out.

So, I just sucked his nut off his cock and then let him drop out of my mouth and move away from the bed.

“Go back to her,” I told him.  “I’m okay.”

He looked at the image of his dishevelled younger lodger on the bed; my pussy soaked and unpenetrated; my asshole gaping and filled with cum.

“You’re sure?” he asked.

I nodded.  “I’ve got what I wanted.”

He left the room and I remember biting my lip and wondering if I’d done the right thing.  I mean, the answer seems pretty obvious, doesn’t it, but I couldn’t decide.  It had felt right, you know?  We both wanted it, but I couldn’t get over what we’d done to Mrs. Clark.  That was what cuts me the deepest: not that he’d had fucked my ass and came inside it, but that he’d cheated on his wife and my friend.

But you know the craziest part?  It wasn’t the last time.  Despite the guilt, the act was done, and doing it again didn’t seem like it would add to the remorse, you know?  There was no undoing it, and we’d liked it so much that not going it again wasn’t an option.

Mr. Clark and I became fuckbuddies, but he’d never fuck my pussy.  It was his way of making it alright in his head, and that was a-okay with me.

Fuck my ass all you like, Mr. Clark.  I’ll keep our secret,

THE END
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Mr. Klein’s got magic hands.  I’d heard rumors among colleagues that he gave the best massages, sometimes as a treat for a good monthly performance, if you wanted one of course.  No-one ever refused.

I’d watch my friend Hannah try her hardest to get massages out of him, and then see her face contorted in ecstasy as Mr. Klein doled out a massage in his glass office.  He always made sure everyone else could see, to ensure there was no funny business.  I never thought Mr. Klein would do anything anyway, but I think Hannah hoped he would.

At first, I couldn’t believe that it was as orgasmic as she was making out, but the second that Mr. Klein did the same to me, I realized what all the fuss was about.

He wasn’t trained as a masseur as far as I knew, he just had a way of using his hands that delighted people.  He’d do the same to the guys in the office and get the exact same results.

I’d performed the best that quarter and as a treat, Mr. Klein had taken me away to Greece on vacation.  His wife was there too and at first it was weird, but she was nice enough.  I don’t think it was the first vacation she’d shared with one of her husband’s high performers.

She lay now with her big sunhat over her face, completely asleep after a night of too many cocktails.  Greek island life will do that to a person.  She’d been fun, but she was suffering for it now.

Mr. Klein and I were awake and enjoying the rays.  They bounced off the Aegean Sea and made it twinkle like diamonds.  Mr. Klein had hired a car and the beach we’d found was our own for the day.  It was perfect.

I sat up on my elbows, looking down at my reddening stomach and then to the beach as Mr. Klein waded out into the water.

I could hear him groaning in relief as the cool water eased his bones.  It had been a heavy night for him too, but he could handle it much better than his wife.  Mr. Klein was a work hard, play hard kind of guy.

He swam a few relays as I stared out over the hypnotic blue vista, thinking how lucky I was to be here.  Mr. Klein liked to spoil his employees when they deserved it.  At nineteen,  I was one of the youngest ever winners of his quarterly competition.

He splashed the saltwater on his face and then fell backwards into the water, breaking the surface with a crash before lying there and closing his eyes to the scorching sun.

I stifled a laugh and looked over at his wife as she stirred.  She had a huge, white sunhat covering her face, and her bronzed skin was already smothered in lotion.  I was taken aback when she took her top off, but I was used to those perfect, bronzed breasts of hers now.  I’d watched her make a face of unadulterated joy as Mr. Klein worked sunscreen into her skin.  She was practically asleep by the time he’d finished, and there she’d stayed.

I found myself biting my lip as I watched Mr. Klein emerge from the sea.  You know that scene where James Bond comes out of the water?  Well, it wasn’t anything like that really, but Mr. Klein definitely had a way about him.  I guess you could say he had a dadbod, but something about his confidence was alluring and it more than made up for his unathletic figure.

He emerged from the water with an assuredness I envied, and as I watched him, I found myself biting my lip.

“It’s lovely out there,” he said, towelling his chest.  “Fancy it?”

“I don’t have the costume for it,” I said, looking down at the white bikini.”

“Sure you do.  It’s a swimming costume, isn’t it?”

“It’s white.  It’ll go see-through.”

“Oh.”  Mr. Klein looked around.  “No-one’s here.  Gail’s got hers out.  I don’t care.  Get in.”

I thought about it.  Mr. Klein didn’t pressure me.  He just lay beside me on his towel and put his hands behind his head with a sigh.

“I love Greece,” he said, closing his eyes.

After a minute or two I decided he was right.  No-one was around, and if I can’t enjoy myself on vacation, when can I?

I got up without stirring either of them.  I think an atomic bomb wouldn’t have roused Mrs. Klein at that point, and I wasn’t sure if Mr. Klein was asleep or just resting his eyes.

I sauntered down the beach and felt the hot sand on the soles of my feet.  The cool water was a relief by the time I got to it.

In both directions there was no-one to be seen.  Our beach was a cove that we’d walked down a narrow path to get to.  I looked up at the hills behind them and found them just as empty.

“Be brave, Jen,” I told myself, taking a deep breath as I walked out into the water.

It felt delicious on my skin after the initial shock.  I let it go over my shoulders and trod water as the heat of the sun warmed my face.

Mr. Klein was up on his elbows now and looking out at me.  He gave me a thumbs up, and I got that little sparkle of pride in my gut like I was a kid again.  I loved making the boss proud.

After a minute or two I got from the water, forgetting that my bathing suit was white.  I walked up the beach, closing one eye to Mr. Klein and squinting the other as he watched my approach.

“You were right about the suit,” he said, smiling.

I looked down and saw the pink of my nipple showing through the white.

“Towel, Mr. Klein,” I hissed.

His wife grunted and Mr. Klein tried not to laugh as he handed me my towel.

I shook my head and covered my body in it, patting myself down.

“Relax,” he said.  “I’ve seen it all before.  Not for a while, mind you.”  He looked back at his wife.  “She’s no fun anymore.”

I didn’t know what to say, so I kept quiet.  I got myself dry and lay back on my towel, then I looked across at him again.

He was peacefully enjoying the sunshine again, leaving me to stare at his manly body.  The wispy hairs on his chest were intoxicating, and his big, barrel belly was so taut that it looked like hard muscle.

Further down I spied his tiny shorts, packed full of cock.  I had to do a double-take when I saw it.  I couldn’t work out whether he had an erection or not.  When I looked back at his face, one of his eyes were open and he was looking at me like the T-rex at the window in Jurassic Park, all beady and suspicious.

“Can you lotion me up?” I asked.  I had to think of something.

He took a deep breath.  “Sure.”

I lay on my back as Mr. Klein blotted out the sun with his big figure.

“You can do your front, can’t you?” he asked.

“Of course,” I said quickly, becoming shy.

As I turned over, I looked again to the big bulge in his tight shorts.  He was definitely stiff, but I had no idea why.  I’d heard that sometimes guys just got a stiff cock out of nowhere, and I guess that made sense.  Sometimes I’d find my pussy damp with no reason at all.  Come to think of it, it was pretty wet right now.

I turned over onto my stomach and looked up the beach towards the rocks.  I could see Mr. Klein’s shadow on the beach in front of me.  He was still for a moment until I looked back.

“Just your back?” he asked.

“And anything else you can see.”

“Is this tanning lotion?” he asked.

“Supposed to be.”

“You’re as white as virginal snow, Jenna, you should embrace it.  You’ll never tan like Gail here.  She’s like varnished wood.”

“Virginal snow?” I asked.  “Who the hell is fucking snow?”

He laughed.  “Not virginal like that,” he said, dropping to his knees and lathering up his hands.

I started to laugh too.  “Like what then?”

“Pure, I guess.  Like, untarnished.”

“I’m untarnished?” I asked.

“You tell me.”

His hands settled on my shoulders, and he pinched at the muscles.  Instantly I felt the release.  I couldn’t help but coo.

I groaned as he straddled me and sat on my butt.  He spread his hands up over me, pushing the lotion into my skin until he was sliding all over me.  I was under his command instantly.

His fingers went under the strap of my bikini and he made sure all of me was covered.  After two minutes he was about to get off.

“My butt too, Mr. Klein.”

“You can’t reach that?”

“Please.”

He tightened his mouth and shook his head, but then he scooched down my legs anyways.

I kicked my heels excitedly as he squirted another dollop of lotion into his hands and rubbed them together.

He placed them on my toned butt, circling gently at first and then pinching into the flesh.  He was rubbing over it in a way that was utterly unnecessary, but neither of us were about to point that out.

No guy had ever put his hands on me like that in my life.  He was so close to the naughty spots that an older man had no place being, but I just didn’t care.  Mr. Klein had a job to do, and he was doing it well.

He was doing it so well that he started to rub the lotion in under my bikini panties too.  He spread the slippery liquid under the seam where it touched my butt, then he hooked his finger under the fabric.  Then I felt him somewhere he shouldn’t be.

I had no idea if he knew what he was doing or not, but he definitely touched my asshole.  It was just a graze, but the knuckle of one of his fingers moved over it while he was adjusting my panties.

I didn’t say a word and neither did he.  He kept moving his hand over me like nothing had happened, and I began to think the naughtiest of things.

My asshole was like virgin snow, I kept thinking.  Untouched.  Unspoilt.  If his wife wasn’t fun anymore, maybe I could be.  Maybe if I showed Mr. Klein the kind of fun I could be ...

“Make sure you get it all,” I said, and I slipped my panties into my butt so that they were a thin line, exposing my cheeks completely.

“Yes boss,” he said, and he started to rub my cherubic butt and move my cheeks apart.

He must have seen a snippet of my asshole at least.  He was really spreading me, and I could feel the forbidden little knot winking open.

“So white and pure ...” he said to himself, moving my butt and staring down on it like a man possessed.

I looked back and smirked at him as he enjoyed me.  He grinned back and started to thumb up towards my asshole, pushing my butt up as though he was about to tear it apart like bread.

“Good, Mr. Klein,” I hushed, setting my head on the towel.

I looked over at his wife, lay there with her tits out and her face covered.  If she knew what was happening only a few feet from her, she’d have been mortified.  Instead, her presence was an added turn on.  I could feel my wetness bleeding into the cotch of my panties.

“We’ve gotta get it all,” he said, and he lifted the strap of fabric that split my butt and moved it over.

I gasped and bit my lip, staring over at Mrs. Klein and feeling a chill of excitement grip me.  I knew for certain now that he was staring down on my tight, forbidden hole, but he didn’t just want to look.

He moved his thumbs up over my butt cheeks again, only this time one of them slipped in towards my muscle.  I felt his thumb push against me, and I was surprised at how easily he started to slip inside.

I sucked a breath and closed my eyes as I felt myself be breached for the first time ever.  Having someone else inside me was a feeling I’d never experienced.  I hadn’t imagined the first person to do it would be Mr. Klein.

His wife grunted in her sleep as he pushed in deeper.  I bit my lip and looked back fearfully at Mr. Klein, wondering if her stirring might have put him off.

It didn’t in the slightest.  He wore a smirk that made me smile when I saw it.  He was in the mood to do something naughty, and so was I.

The breeze flowed gently over the sands as he pushed his thumb in further, twisting it and getting my little muscle used to the sensation of being spread.

He began to pop out and then move back in, fucking me slowly with his thumb.  I gripped at the towel and held it like it was a magic carpet ride.

My brow furrowed and I started to make little whimpers of joy as the merits of anal play were revealed to me.  I’d long wondered what people got out of it.  I thought it was just something for people to enjoy in porn, but now I was realizing that it had positives beyond that.

The first thing that surprised me was that it was actually pleasurable.  It wasn’t just a thrill because of how naughty and wrong it was, but it was also a joy to feel Mr. Klein’s smooth thumb tickling the nerve-endings around my butt.  My body felt as though it was being rewarded for committing the sinful act, but my boss wasn’t done yet.

“I need to oil up too,” he said, and he moved off me and stood up.

I kept my panties aside, showing my cutesy butt as I turned back and looked up at him.  I was awestruck when he took down his swim shorts and revealed his big, thick cock.  I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.

“Get this nice and oiled,” he said, stepping out of his shorts.

He held the bottle above and then squeezed, letting the lotion fall right onto his cock.  He started to rub it in slowly, and I felt my pussy come to life.  Little did it know, it would not be getting the attention it craved.

“We don’t want that getting sunburnt,” I said coyly.

“Or friction burnt,” he grinned.

His eyes moved off my face and down to my ass as he worked himself.  I felt duty-bound to show him what he had in store, so I pulled my ass open and let him look down on the forbidden sight.

“Oh, Jen,” he hushed, jerking himself over me.

I pushed my butt up off the towel and moved my finger towards it.  I’d never done it before, but I felt brave as he enjoyed me.  I moved my finger into my ass and fingered it slowly, watching as his eyes lit up with relish.

The excitement in his face was palpable.  I’d never seen him exhibit such ecstasy.  He looked like I did when he was rubbing cream into my back.  I guess his hands felt good on himself too.

“Fuck me,” I hushed, plunging another finger inside myself.

I felt the hoop of muscle squeeze round it, as though my ass was telling me not to put anything else inside it.

I fingered slowly, popping through the tight ring as I watched Mr. Klein rub the lotion in until his cock glistened in the sun.

He turned the bottle upside down again and let the lotion fall out as he squeezed, only this time I felt it lace over my butt instead of his cock.

I started to rub it in, moving the liquid down to my hole.  My finger moved into it easily now.  I was already yearning to be stretched more.

“Fuck my ass,” I told him.  The notion of him going in my pussy just didn’t occur to either of us.

Mrs. Klein moaned and turned onto her side.  I could see her face beneath the hat.  Her eyelids almost broke open, but thankfully they stayed closed.

I looked to Mr. Klein who jerked faster.  He seemed even more turned on.  He dropped to his knees and then pointed his cock at my ass, moving forwards quickly.

My finger moved out and I pulled my ass apart with two hands.  Mr. Klein hit the open spot of my butt and then pressed inside, forcing the muscle to widen.

“That’s it,” I croaked, keeping one eye on his wife as I felt him breach me.

His cock made me realize that anal sex was no mean feat.  I thought my fingers had felt big, but Mr. Klein’s burly thickness was like being bludgeoned.  He pushed in forcefully and filled my colon with his stiffness in no time.

“Gosh, Jen,” he said, leaning back and looking down.  “Look at that.”

My butt was squeezing tight around him.  Mr. Klein was spreading it and staring down on the sinful union of our two muscles.  He toyed at the tight ring that gripped him, then he started to rock on my ass, moving himself in and out of me an inch at a time.

I kept looking to Mrs. Klein’s peaceful face as he fucked me, willing her to stay asleep.  Part of me thought he wanted her to wake up when he started to grunt as he fucked me.

I closed my eyes tight and pinched my lips together so that I didn’t cry out in pained pleasure.

I could feel my pussy leaking its juices onto the towel beneath me, and every time Mr. Klein pressed into me more of my excitement was displaced.  It felt like a waste to have my juices unused like that, but there was also something hot about leaking from there without being fucked in the pussy.  My body wanted this, even if it was unnatural.

“Don’t stop,” I hushed.

“Don’t stop,” Mrs. Klein murmured.

It caused Mr. Klein to freeze in his tracks.  He bent over me and looked under the brim of his wife’s hat to see her closed eyes.

“She’s asleep, right?” he asked me in a whisper.

“I think so,” I said.

For a moment my boss didn’t move.  His cock stayed deep inside me, harder than ever, but it didn’t move.  It was like it was plug for now, keeping me stretched open wide and ready to be used at a moment’s notice.

That moment came soon.  With Mrs. Klein not making another noise, Mr. Klein commenced, sliding his girth through me slowly so that my band of muscle jerked his cock.

I could feel the ridges and contours of him as he moved through me.  It was like nothing I’d known, and I had no idea that my asshole was so sensitive to him.  I could tell when he almost pulled all the way out of me, because I’d feel the sudden width of his crown and then the sensation of my ass pushing something out.

Mr. Klein burst through me over and over as I let my head hang now, propped up on my elbows with my butt spread.

He fed his whole length into me, and I felt him punching at the bottom of my stomach like an intruder.  The whole time, I could feel him in my pussy too.  It was like being pleasured from an entirely new angle, but Mr. Klein wanted something different.

He pulled his cock out of me and turned me over onto my back.  I watched as he took another squirt of oil all over his cock and rubbed it in, then he put the bottle top to my asshole and squirted it inside.  I felt the liquid rush through my sphincter and fill me.

I pulled back my legs for him and looked up as the familiar face of my boss stared back.  He could barely look me in the eye.  It must have been tough to know someone so closely and never touch them, only to defile them with an unspeakable act.  But I was all for it.  I wanted Mr. Klein in my butt again.  I just wanted to please him.

He glanced over at his wife and then pressed his cock to my aching asshole.  As he burst inside again, I felt the lube flow over him and leak out of me.  Now my pussy pointed up at him too, fluttering open when he fucked me and demanding attention of its own.

Mr. Klein looked at it, then he started to thumb at the top of it and nudge my clit.  I let my head fall back and grunted.

“That’s it,” I purred.

“That’s it,” Mrs. Klein said.  “Fuck her.”

Mr. Klein stopped and I turned to look at his wife.  Her eyes were still closed, and she looked for all the world like she was asleep, but the dreary words that came from her mouth seemed so apt.

“Fuck Jen in the ass,” she grunted.

Could it be that she was having the exact same dream as the reality that played out before her?

I looked at Mr. Klein, confused.

“You want me to fuck her ass, honey?” asked my boss.

“Yes,” his wife answered.  “Shoot your cum in her virgin ass, baby.”

I started to turn red with nervous embarrassment.  Mrs. Klein had never said anything close to that kind of filth before.  It was like we’d awakened something inside her.

Mr. Klein started to fuck me again.  He moved slowly and focused more on my pussy, but he never put his cock in there.  Instead, he fingered around it and slid my slippery cum up over the petals, revealing my charged pearl from under its fleshy hood.

“Come for me,” he said.  “I want to feel you pinch my cock with your ass.”

“Come for him,” Mrs. Klein groaned, tossing her head the other way.

The hat fell off to one side and her face lay completely uncovered and exposed to the sun.

“Come for me,” Mr. Klein groaned.

I looked from Mrs. Klein to her husband, seeing the yearning in his eyes.  He wanted me to come so bad.

My hand went to my pussy, and I joined him for now, guiding his fingers around me before I plunged my own inside myself.  I could feel the cum in me, and I could feel his cock on the other side of the thin divide, gliding through my colon.

“Mr. Klein!” I ached, feeling the rush of climax approach.

It came upon me quick, but I didn’t let it out at first.  I strained out the release and felt the waves rock through me.  Everything suddenly felt more intense, from the girth of Mr. Klein’s cock in my ass to the sensation of the sun’s heat on my skin.  I was alive.

My eyes gasped open and I looked up at my boss, showing him the ecstasy in my face.  I nodded at him and groaned as my ass and pussy flexed.

“Come in her ass,” moaned Mrs. Klein, and I looked over to see her squeezing her exposed tits.

She was pinching up to the nipple but wasn’t looking our way.  Her face was turned off to one side and she seemed in the depths of a sex dream, the nature of which was as debauched as the acts that Mr. Klein and I were committing.

“Do as she says,” I grunted.  “I want it there.  In my ass.”

Mr. Klein looked down on his cock that disappeared through me.  He took my legs and started to move me on and off him as he thrust.

“Fuck her ass,” Mrs. Klein said.  “Fuck Jen’s asshole, Graham.”

His cock went tense as he heard his name.

“She hasn’t spoken like that in years,” he gasped, astounded.  “I used to love to hear her talk dirty.”

Mrs. Klein’s eyes opened now, and she looked right at her husband.

“Come in her fucking ass,” she insisted, then she started to strum her clit too.

I wriggled and felt a rush of fear, but Mr. Klein gripped me and didn’t let me go.  I thought I might have been in the middle of their sordid game, with both of them trapping me in this naughty bind and using me to get off.

Mrs. Klein rubbed at the crotch of her panties and then moved over me so that her body pinned my legs back.  She looked down at her husband’s big belly, and the vacant pussy that sat beneath it.

I looked at the back of her head and then up at Mr. Klein, not knowing what to do.  I could feel her soft hair against my bare skin.  I could feel her hard nipples touching my legs.

“I’m gonna come,” he said, looking to his wife for guidance.

“Shoot in her ass and give me the rest,” she said.

Mr. Klein fucked through me and the intensity rose.  He started to groan, and Mrs. Klein met his grunts with her own, willing the cum from him.

“Shoot it in her ass,” she kept saying.  “Shoot it deep in her virginal ass.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing or seeing.  I kept looking up at my boss in bewildered fright, wondering if the whole thing might transform on a dime into something more serious than the heady ass-fucking session that the two of them enjoyed.

“Tell him you want it, Jen,” Mrs. Klein said, and she looked up and made eye-contact with me for the first time since she’d awakened.

“I want you to come in my ass, Mr. Klein,” I said.

“Mean it, Jen,” she said.

My eyebrows lowered and I looked to my boss now with pouting seriousness.  “Shoot your cum in my ass!”

His head fell back and he groaned.  “That’s it!”

He looked down at the source of the pleasure and then throbbed in my ass, firing his hot spunk right into me until it warmed my belly.  It was so ferocious that I felt the lashings, then I felt him start to drag his dick out of me too.

“Don’t forget to feed me,” Mrs. Klein said, and her mouth opened the second his cock burst free from my ass.

I heard her moan with her mouth open, catching his cum on her tongue.  I felt the heat of his spatter over my pussy too when the beads of semen didn’t quite reach his wife’s hungry mouth.

She moved her hair out of the way and caught as much of it as she could on her mouth and face, then she gripped Mr. Klein’s dick and pulled at it until he brought it to her mouth.

She sucked the cum from his cock over me, then she guided him back down to my gaping ass and fed him back into me.

When Mr. Klein pushed inside, his wife looked up at my reaction, seeming to relish the grunt and then the awe as his inches filled me.  I could feel the slick cum around him as he bathed in the creampie within me.

Mrs. Klein was nodding at me, with cum dripping from her cheek while her husband kept himself in my butt and took several breaths to regain himself.

“I knew you wouldn’t be able to resist him,” she grinned, then she looked back at Mr. Klein.  “You were right, Graham.  We got another one.”

I looked between them quickly, aghast.  “You planned this?”

“As much as you can plan anything,” Mr. Klein shrugged.  “You did your part too.”

“How did you know I’d play my part?”

“You’re young,” Mrs. Klein shrugged.  “Younger women seem to love my husband.”

I was shocked beyond belief, but as my mouth hung open, I couldn’t help but laugh at their ruse.  I couldn’t decide if I was a victim or a willing participant.  With her husband’s cock still deep in my ass and no great urge to protest, I figured she was right: I was just as much a part of this as they were.

THE END
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I was a young entrepreneur making my way in the health and beauty space.  There’s boundless money in it, and thanks to Instagram, people have never been more willing to part with their money in pursuit of beauty.

I’m Kelly Jessop and I’m C.E.O of NuLook, a company that liaises with local, qualified surgeons to get you the look you need.

My father’s friend Mr. Tyler and his associate Mr. Hawkins sit above me on the board, and I guess that’s only fair.  If it weren’t for their seed money, the venture would have never gotten off the ground, but I think they’re equally happy they took a chance on me.

Our earnings reports have never looked healthier, and we’re attracting investors who are keen to have a slice of NuLook before we really take off.

But Mr. Tyler and Mr. Hawkins don’t exactly have their ear-to-the-ground when it comes to new movements in the industry, and they can be a bit stuck in their ways at forty-eight and fifty respectively.

Sometimes it can be challenging during meetings, when I sit across from them as a young, twenty-two-year-old woman, trying to explain why pectoral implants might be a procedure we need to start looking into.

The big one though, was butt lifts.  It’s a new craze coming from Brazil, and it’s one of the riskier procedures.  The surgeons we use must pass strict qualifications checks, so the chances of any publicity disasters are incredibly low.  No-one’s booking butt lifts on the black market in this country, and every implant done is subject to the strictest medical practices.

Mr. Tyler and Mr. Hawkins were unconvinced.  They balked at the very notion of putting something like that in your butt, but I had to explain to them that it was no different than breast implants, and they certainly didn’t have a problem with them.  Shit, they didn’t have a problem with mine.

To combat this though, I had an idea.  I’d give them a presentation they’d never forget, and at the end of it they’d be putty in my hands, willing to say yes to anything I offered.

The thing you need to know about Mr. Tyler and I, is that we have quite a unique relationship.  We’re very touchy together, and he often parades me in front of his friends like I’m his, telling them how attractive I am and seeming to relish in their delight of my curves.  The way he showed my tits off after the op was something to behold, but honestly, I loved the attention.  I loved feeling his hands on me and knowing that I was loved, and I equally loved the attention of his friends who I could tell wanted to do more than simply touch me.  I yearned for that approval.

Because of this, the presentation I had planned wasn’t the kind















































































































































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
BOOKS 49 -





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





