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About This Book

Mrs. Jacobs is the only oblivious one there when I open a butt plug for Christmas that was intended for her. With no-one owning up to wrapping the gift, I claim it as my own and stuff it in my butt later out of curiosity. That's when Mr. Jacobs walks in to confess, but I can't get the plug out! He helps slide it out of me and is smitten by the gape left behind. First his tongue, then his thickness!  Read as he takes me rough and naughty!
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“Open your ass for me,” he said.

I reached back and pulled both cheeks wide, pressing my face into the pillow.  I felt the head of his cock at my ass and then I felt him push.

I couldn’t believe how easily he went inside me.  The toy had certainly done its work in relaxing my tight little muscle, and Mr. Jacobs was reaping the rewards.

“It’s so tight and warm, Kia,” he said.

“I want all of you inside me, Mr. Jacobs.  All of you.”

He moved over me and pinned me against the bed.  I realized when his cock pushed into me that I had nowhere to go.

His inches flooded into me, and I gasped as I felt something where it had no business being.  He was so huge, and it was a real accomplishment when I felt his hips press against my ass.

“You’re in me,” I told him.  “You’re the first one in my ass.”

“Oh, Kia,” he moaned, his mouth at my hair.  He started to kiss the side of my face and grind into me.

“Fuck my ass, Mr. Jacobs,” I gasped.  “Fuck my fucking ass!”

He put his hands around me and gripped me in his arms.  His hands squeezed at my tits and then his hips started to work.

He dropped his big cock right into me over and over, hitting me with force.  It was rough and painful, but I wouldn’t have it any other way.

Anal sex wasn’t supposed to be loving or tender.  I thought that at least, anyway.  It was supposed to be a filthy, painful act that was brimming with passion and intensity.

Mr. Jacobs was committing the ultimate taboo, and to do that with a sense of quiet care seemed foolish.  At least like this, we could pretend that we’d got carried away with our own emotions, rather than making a conscious decision to commit adultery.  And not just and kind of adultery, but sodomy.  Even the word sounded vulgar.

He pounded his cock into me mercilessly, and my cries soon filled the bedroom.  We each knew Mrs. Jacobs was a heavy sleeper after wine, but then no-one had ever wailed as loud as I was then.

“Fuck my ass!” I kept saying, and it was as though I was daring him to be even rougher with me.

He went above me as though he was doing press-ups and slammed his cock through my tight ring, moaning and gasping as he did so.

“Oh, Kia,” he kept saying.  “Oh, Kia, you’re so naughty.  You made me do this.”
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