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Klara leaned in.  “I think I’ve decided.”

She stood up and bounced on her toes, taking the voucher out from her shirt and waggling it.  She placed it on the arm of Mark’s chair.

“What have you decided?” asked Mark, intrigued.  He glanced at the paper and saw his handwriting.

Klara turned away and lifted the bottom of her skirt slowly.  “I’ve decided that I don’t need birth control if I take it in my ass.”

The words hit Mark’s ear but didn’t register.  He was too busy looking at the beautiful curve of Klara’s younger, toned butt as it was revealed beneath her skirt.  Her bare thighs looked deliciously milky, as did the gap between them, just beneath the crotch of her white panties.

“Wait, who’s going to put it in your ass?” he said, coming to.

“You are.”

“Me?”

“It’s part of the voucher, Mr. Cartwright.  You said anything.”  She waggled the tattered paper in front of him.

“I didn’t mean that.”

“Then stop me any time,” Klara said, and she got her knees in front of him.  “You just have to say stop, and I’ll stop.”

Klara bit her lip and gave Mr. Cartwright the sultriest look of her life.  Mark was like a deer in the headlights.

He stared down at his younger lodger and watched as she began to unfasten his pants eagerly.  Mark’s cock was pumping to life.  By the time Klara was at the moment of reveal, he was bolt stiff and ready.

“Are you gonna say it?” Klara asked one last time.

Mark shook his head.  “Take it out.”

Klara pulled his underwear down and marveled as his beautiful, mature thickness was revealed.  It was like no cock she’d ever seen before, being twice the age of what Klara was used to.

Mark was veined and wrinkled and worn and beautiful.  Klara could see the experience in his length as she picked it up off his stomach and put her hand around it.

“Damn,” Klara said.  “You put this thing in women’s asses?”

“Used to,” Mark said.  “Now I’m putting it in your mouth.”

“Oh, you are, are you?”

Mark held his cock at the hilt and then moved Klara’s head towards it.  Klara tried to hide her smile as she let Mr. Cartwright dominate her.

She opened her lips over him and felt just how stiff he was against her tongue.  She pulsed it against the underside of his cock and rose on her knees to take more of him.

Mark watched his beautiful lover struggle to take all of him.  He could feel himself at the top of her throat.  Klara pulled her mouth off him and looked up into his face.  Her eyes were welling with her efforts.  She let out a giggle.

“That’s big,” she told him.

“You’ve already asked for it in your ass,” Mark said.  “Voucher redeemed.”

Klara wiped her mouth and smiled.  “I’m not backing out.”

She put Mr. Cartwright back in her mouth and slurped him up.  She started to work his cock with her hand and deliver a more tender and sensual blowjob now.

Mark started to groan.  He watched her spit slide down his thickness and was happy to see Klara rub it into his balls and massage those too.
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“Make sure you look after that,” Mark said, sipping on sparkling wine as he watched Klara’s look of confusion.

“What is it?” his younger lodger asked.

“Anything you want it to be.”

Klara sat in her pajamas, still flummoxed.  She turned the paper in her hand to examine the other side, but it was blank.

“It just says ‘The Christmas Voucher,’ and then, ‘One Time Use.’  In your handwriting, I think.”

Mark nodded as though that answered things.  He took another sip of his drink.

“Not much of a Christmas gift, is it?” Klara asked.  “I don’t even know what it is.”

Mark’s wife Bianca was laughing.

“Give her the real gift,” Bianca said.  “Stop teasing the poor girl.”

“I’m not teasing,” Mark said, setting his drink down and leaning forward on his chair.  “That right there is worth more than anything.”

“How?” asked Klara.

“I gotta hear this,” added Bianca.

“It’s a one time use of me.  It can be for anything.  Flat tire?  Use ‘The Christmas Voucher.’  Drunk in town and need a lift home?  Use ‘The Christmas Voucher.’”

“For anything?” Klara said.

“Anything,” he asserted.  “But you only get one use of it.”

“Neat, huh?” Bianca teased.

Klara pulled a face and moved on to her next gift, but she never forgot the voucher.  She stowed it in her handbag for safe keeping.  Maybe she would need Mr. Cartwright’s help at some point during that year.

At nineteen, Klara was perfectly capable of getting herself into some scrapes.  Maybe Mr. Cartwright picking her up from the police station and not saying anything to her parents might be the perfect excuse to use the voucher.

Mark was serious too.  Funds were tight, which is why he’d taken on a lodger in the first place, but his services were free, discretional, or otherwise.

It was a strange Christmas for the trio, but they made the most of it by prioritizing what was important to them over the holidays.  Namely, food and alcohol, but small gifts like Mark’s made the difference too.  It was more personal, even if Klara couldn’t yet see how the voucher could be useful to her.

In fact, it was mostly forgotten about.  January came and went, and soon spring was over.  By the time summer rolled around, the voucher had been consigned to the depths of Klara’s handbag, and Mark had all but forgotten ever writing it out.

But Klara’s nineteenth year was a transformational one.  She’d discovered men long ago, but now she was discovering sex, and Mr. and Mrs. Cartwright were all too aware.  Bianca had found a condom in her bag, and her protective instincts had gone into overdrive.  At over twice Klara’s age, she sometimes thought it her responsibility to put her on the straight and narrow.

“What’s this?” Bianca had asked, and Klara could tell from her tone where the conversation was headed.

“Birth control,” Klara said.

“Birth control?  And why do you need that?”

Klara shrugged.  “Just in case.”

“In case what?”

By now Mark had heard the beginnings of an argument and he was walking into the kitchen to investigate.

“In case someone wants to have sex with me,” Klara said, matter-of-factly.

“Woah, woah, woah,” Mark said, hands raising in a stopping motion.  “What the hell is going on?”

“Klara here thinks she’s going to be bringing men back here to have sex with!”

“I didn’t say that,” Klara protested.

“Where else will you be using that birth control?”

Klara shrugged.  “The park?”

Bianca’s jaw hit the floor.  “Mark, will you have a word with Klara here about decency?”

Mark didn’t quite know what to say.  He knew that he hadn’t been decent at Klara’s age.

“Just ... be careful,” he said.

Bianca was quietly incensed.  “Be careful?  That’s it?”

“What else do you want me to say, hon?”

“She’s out there having sex and all you can say is ‘be careful.’”

“She’s nineteen, you thought she’d be celibate forever?  Just take care, Klara.  Don’t do anything stupid.”

“That’s what the condom’s for,” Klara said, holding the silvery wrapper.

“You know, when I was younger our birth control used to be anal,” Mark laughed.  In the silence that followed he remembered where he was.  “Oh, I mean—I didn’t mean that.”

Klara was trying not to laugh.  She stared at Bianca and the piercing gaze that she was giving Mark.

“Anymore pearls of wisdom, honey?” Bianca asked.  “Aside from taking it in the ass so you don’t get pregnant?”

Mark blushed and so did Klara.  It was weird to hear the normally prim-and-proper Bianca saying such naughty things, even if they were quoting Mark.

“I didn’t mean that,” Mark said, looking at Klara.

“It’s a neat idea,” Klara teased.

“It is not a neat idea,” Bianca said.  “It’s disgusting and painful.”

Klara bit the inside of her mouth.  “How do you know it’s painful?”

“Klara ...” Bianca warned.

“Okay, okay,” Klara said, hands up in surrender.  “You win.  Take the condom.”

Mark stopped Klara from giving it away.  He put it back in her bag and handed it to her.  Klara gave Bianca a look and then turned and left, heading for her bedroom.

“Honey, Klara’s a grown up, and this is part of that.  Taking away a condom you found isn’t going to help anything.”

“She’s just a girl,” Bianca said on the verge of tears.

“She’s a woman, honey.  She’s nineteen and making good decisions.  I wish I could say the same at her age.”

“They don’t feel like good decision,” Bianca pouted.

“Better decisions than I made.”

“Yeah, I heard.  How many women’s asses did you fuck to avoid getting them pregnant?”

“Not many.”  He looked at his wife’s scowl.  “None.”

“I’m just glad you didn’t try it with me.”

Mark rubbed the bottom of his wife’s back and pulled her in for a hug.  He sighed.  “I knew you’d never let me.”

Upstairs Klara was putting the condom back into her bag, and she was adding a few more to go with it, as a quiet ‘fuck you’ to Mrs. Cartwright.

As she stuffed the condoms into her bag, she pulled out a scrap of folded paper.  It was dirty and dog-eared, and she was close to throwing it away before she spied Mark’s handwriting on it.

She opened it and beamed with a smile.  It was ‘The Christmas Voucher.’

“Anything I want from you, huh?” she said, turning the tattered paper in her hand.

Klara heard the front-door slam downstairs.  She looked out of her bedroom window to see Bianca getting in a car and driving away angrily.

She walked to the top of the stairs and called down.

“Everything okay, Mr. Cartwright?”

“It will be,” Mark said.  “She just needs to cool off.”

“Is this about me?”

“I don’t think so,” Mark said.  “I think it’s a ‘Bianca’ issue.”
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