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“It’s just so tight around it,” he hushed.

It broke over the widest point, and the rest of the plug escaped easily.  I held out my hand for it and rushed it away into my bag when Colt handed it over.

“Look at you,” said Mr. Masters, and I could feel him squeezing my butt.

His thumb was dangerously close to the aching, open muscle.  It always took a time for my butt to relax back to something approaching normal.  This was the best time to put something else inside it.

“How does it look?” I asked.

“Hungry,” Colt answered.

I didn’t know how to move things forward.  I wanted to just cry out and tell him to put his thumb in my ass, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it.

“That’s feels nice,” I said, hoping that he’d go further.

Mr. Masters didn’t hesitate.  Soon I felt his thumb right at my open asshole, teasing around the outside of me as though he was mapping it out.

“It’s yours if you want it,” I hushed.

“Oh, I want it,” he said, pulling at the bulge in his pants.

He looked at the door.

“Does it have a lock?” I asked.

“No,” said Mr. Masters with disappointment.

“Then you’ll have to be quick.”

He caught my eye, and I grinned at him.  I hadn’t expected him to race open his pants like he did, but soon I was craning my neck to see what he’d revealed.

Mr. Masters’s cock was hard and big.  He wielded it in his hand and instantly tried to marry it up to me, but I wanted to see it better first.

“Can I suck it?” I asked.

“Be quick,” Colt said.

The sense of urgency did wonders to strip us of our inhibitions.  The fact we could be caught any moment and have to explain why the hell a forty-five-year-old was getting his cock sucked by a nineteen-year-old virgin made us frantic.

I raced my lips over his cock before I even had time to drink it in.  I just knew that it was hard and it was mine.  That was the only incentive I needed.

My pussy wept and ached as I felt his stiffness in my mouth.  It was so thick and big, and he was so, so hard.  It was like sucking on a popsicle.

I ran my lips down as far as I could, and swirled my tongue around that big, bulbous crown that would soon be pushing into my ass like the toy had.

“In my ass,” I said, racing back to my position on the chair.  “Stuff it in quickly, Mr. Masters.”

I posed and braced, arching my back and giving him the easiest entry that I could.

Mr. Masters squared up behind me, then I felt his spit-soaked cock smothering my groove.  He slid it up along the channel of my sex, collecting some lubrication before marrying the head up to my tight aperture.

“There,” I said, nodding.  “Fuck my ass.”
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Jason Baker seemed destined to do his job.  Nominative determinism, they called it, but Jason’s surname could just have equally been Anal-Virgin-Fucker in another life.

That hadn’t been his lifelong goal, of course, but with his daughter’s nineteen-year-old friend Grace doing a piece on Jason’s bakery for her YouTube channel, it just kind of happened.

No-one sets out to fuck their daughter’s friend’s ass, but there must be guys out there that have done it.  Jason had never even done anal, but that was all about to change.

Grace was the owner of a thriving YouTube channel that was growing by the day.  Grace thought it was because of her content, but Jason suspected it was more than likely down to her looks.  The nineteen-year-old was blessed with a big chest and blonde hair, and you didn’t need much more than that to excite her fanbase.

Jason didn’t understand it all, but he was happy to help.  At fifty-years-old, YouTube had kind of passed him by.  He was aware of it, but he had no idea of the kind of pull the platform was capable of.

With Grace approaching one hundred thousand subscribers, she managed to convince Jason that it might be beneficial for both of them for her to do a piece on his bakery.

‘Baker’s,’ Jason had called it, in an artistic flourish that might never be repeated.  Opening at six in the morning, Jason prided himself on his reliability, having never been sick in his thirty-years of baking.  His customers could rely on his product, knowing that their favorite breads and pastries would all be waiting for them every morning.

Grace had chosen a different route to success.  Despite admiring Jason’s work ethic, she had a different approach, and Jason took time to acclimatize.  He was wary of influencers and YouTube, but he gradually realized he had no reason to be, at least with Grace.

She talked him around and convinced Jason to let her film at his bakery, and early one morning, their day began.

Grace set up various cameras to capture the action, wearing a head-camera that Jason had branded ‘ridiculous’ as she followed the process from beginning to end, before switching to her phone’s camera to record him as he set out his stall.

“This is where the magic happens,” commented Grace, looking at her screen as she scanned across the array of freshly baked goods.

When the doors opened at seven-thirty, Grace was surprised to see the shop flood with customers.  There was a buzz suddenly, and the quiet, calm store became filled with life and interactions.

Grace hadn’t ever seen anything like it, and she found herself forgetting the video in favor of playing voyeur to Jason’s customers, and the brief glimpses into their varied lives.

She saw young workmen, stocking up on supplies before a hard day’s labor; mothers mid-school run, flying into the shop at a thousand miles an hour; older women who were clearly sweet on Jason; and people treating themselves after their morning jog.

“This is life,” Grace said to her camera, as though this was all some brand-new concept to her and her viewers.

Jason apologized profusely to his customers as Grace wove between them, capturing their daily ritual and probing them with innocent questions.

Some enjoyed the attention, while others were shyer, but the one thing everyone had in common was the praise they had for Baker’s.  As the day went on, Grace found her pride swelling for Jason and what he’d created, and everything he was doing for the community in the process.  It was an aspect of his business that she’d never appreciated.

“Get everything you needed?” asked Jason as he turned the sign on his door over to ‘closed’ and locked it.

“Do you think I can get some after shots?  Like of you cleaning down and stuff?”

“Cleaning down?” scoffed Jason.  “Work is just getting started.”

“The bakery closes at three, doesn’t it?”

“To the public, yes, but I’ve got to get things ready for tomorrow morning.”

“Like what?”

“Like everything,” laughed Jason.  “I’ve got to clean and sanitize, prep the dough for tomorrow, check the inventory, do the finances—all of the behind-the-scenes stuff.”

“Mind if I stick around?”

“It’s all the boring stuff, Grace, are you sure?  You’ve not got enough for your channel yet?”

“There’s nothing wrong with more.  I can always trim it if I need to.”

“Okay, but no filming when it comes to my pumpkin spiced dough.  That’s top secret.”

“Ooh, secrets,” teased Grace, bouncing her eyebrows.

Jason shook his head and smiled.

“It’s been fun having you here,” he said.

Grace wore a shocked smile.  “It’s been fun being here!  I’ve learned so much.  You do amazing things here, Mr. Baker.”

Jason was almost blushing.  “Hey, you work hard too.  You barely stopped recording all day.”

“The hard work is in the edit.”

“You have more to do later?”

“All of the behind-the-scenes stuff,” teased Grace, holding a mirror up to Jason.

“I guess our jobs are more complicated than we both realized, huh kiddo?”

Jason opened his arm around Grace and hugged her tight to him.  He kissed the top of her head as he rubbed her arm.

Afterwards Jason went through to the kitchen with Grace following.  She lifted her phone and started to record again.

“Back in the kitchen,” she began, but Jason spun around quickly and put his hand up.

“Not this part,” he said.  “It’s the secret dough.”

“The secret dough!” teased Grace, turning the camera on herself and pulling a face for her fans.  “I’ll see you guys after!”

Grace shut the camera off and put it in her pant pocket as Jason sought the mystery ingredients for his recipe.

“So, what’s in it?” asked Grace, trying her luck.

“Oh, you know, a pinch of this, a punch of that?”

“Nothing more specific?”

“Baking’s about feeling,” Jason said, taking off his apron.

“Feeling, huh,” Grace mused, putting her elbow on the counter and resting her chin in her hand.

Jason took off his shirt and placed it carefully over the back of a nearby chair.

Grace’s mouth opened and she stood upright.  Jason barely flinched.  He started to unfasten his pants.

“What are you doing?” asked Grace as he took them down over his underwear.

“Baking,” Jason said simply.  “Just like my mom used to.”

“In the nude?!”

Jason nodded.  “You’ve got to feel the dough.”

“With your hands, right?”

“With everything.”

Jason made a movement that Grace could only imagine was him removing his boxer shorts.  She didn’t know what to say as she looked across at his exposed torso.

“Hey, you wanted a look inside the business, this is it.”

“This wasn’t the kind of exposé I was looking for!”

“Look, it’s a technique,” Jason said.  “If you don’t like it, you’re free to leave, but I’ve done this for three decades now, and I’m not about to stop.”

“You bake nude?”

“I make dough nude, there’s a difference.”

“Is there?!”

“You can taste it in the bake, trust me.”

“How?”

Jason put both hands on the table in front of him and looked down at the wood.

“It’s in everything we do,” he said.  “We leave our marks without realizing.  Baking is pure, and if you’re feeling something else while you’re doing it, then you’re doing it wrong.”

Grace squirmed.  “So, you don’t even want to feel your clothes?”

“Exactly,” said Jason, snapping his fingers.  “All I want to feel is the dough, and whether it has that perfect consistency.  I can measure exact ingredients all day long, but if the temperature is out, that matters.  I can plan everything out meticulously, but I can’t account for how it feels.”

“So, you’re naked?”

Jason nodded and shrugged.  “It’s how I do it.  It’s how I’ve always done it.  If you don’t like it, you can leave, and I’ll completely understand.”

Grace was gob smacked.  She didn’t anticipate bearing witness to anything like this, yet she found the prospect strangely compelling and alluring.  It was like playing voyeur to some ancient culture, watching as they performed a handed-down ritual.

“Well?” asked Jason.

“I’ll stay,” Grace said.  “You can show me how you bake.”

She breathed deep to calm herself.  She could feel her heart pounding, but not due to nervous discomfort.  As she stood there with her throat turning dry, Grace realized something horrifying: she wanted to see more.

Knowing Jason was completely exposed behind the desk ignited something inside the adventurous nineteen-year-old.  It sparked curiosities and passions inside her that she didn’t know existed, and suddenly the prospect of seeing an older man’s naked cock was something she didn’t want to pass up.

“Right, first we get a generous sprinkling of flour,” began Jason, and Grace watched in a catatonic daze as Jason prepared the dough in front of her.

She imagined his cock swinging below the desk as he reached left and right for his ingredients, but soon she didn’t have to imagine it.

Grace stared as Jason took the bowl to the proving drawer, watching his ass flex and seeing the full majesty of his naked body.  Despite his fifty years, Jason was in good shape.

As he turned back to face her, Grace made no effort to turn away.  She kept her eyes locked on that spot, almost looking through him.  His cock swung into her line of sight, hanging low and looking impressive.  Grace pulled her lips over her teeth and her nostrils flared.  She felt something fizz inside herself.

“And there you have it,” said Jason, presenting himself.  “That’s just about every secret of the bakery.”

“That was ... quite the reveal.”

Grace swallowed and finally looked up into Jason’s eyes.  She watched his face transform as he realized how excited he’d made her.

“You won’t put this in your video, will you?” asked Jason.

“I think I’d get in more trouble that you,” laughed Grace.  “YouTube would pull my channel instantly.”

“I wouldn’t want that.  You work hard, Grace.”

“You work ... hard too,” swallowed Grace, glancing back down at Jason’s veiny cock.

“I should put some clothes back on ...”

“Or ...” began Grace.

Jason stopped.  “Or what?”

“You could show me how to make dough?”

Grace’s interests in Jason’s business were getting deeper, and Jason didn’t want to miss the opportunity to connect.

“Sure!” he said, waving his hand for her to come forwards.  “Come stand at the desk.”

Grace walked over carefully as Jason buzzed around the kitchen, collecting up the tools that he thought he’d finished with and preparing the table for another round of dough-making.

“We don’t have to do it the old way,” laughed Jason nervously.

“I think we should,” Grace said.

She glanced back at Jason as he stood in shock, then she took her t-shirt up over her head and dropped it on the floor.

“You don’t have to ...” began Jason as he bent to pick up Grace’s shirt.

“Unfasten my jeans,” said Grace.

Jason looked up from the floor, seeing her beautiful face staring down at him.  He watched as she unclasped her bra and revealed her beautiful, full breasts.  Jason could see the curve of them that rested against her ribs.

“You’re so pretty,” smiled Jason.

He looked ahead at Grace’s jeans as she turned to face him.  Carefully Jason pinched the buttons through the holes.  He wiped the flour marks off that his fingers had left and then looked up again.

“Time to show you everything,” said Grace, and in one brave act, removed her jeans and panties as one.

She took them carefully off her ankles as Jason remained crouched beneath her, then she set her bare feet back on the kitchen tiles and watched Jason admire her.

“Oh, Grace, honey,” hushed Jason.

The tension had been building all day, but Jason didn’t think it would break like this.  He looked at the sculpted triangle of hair that sat between Grace’s upper thighs.

“Come show me, Mr. Baker,” Grace said.

Jason stood up and moved behind her.  He looked over her shoulder at the table.

“Grab some flour,” he said.

Grace put her hands in the pack and scattered the flour across the table.  Before long she could feel Jason’s breath on her neck as he stepped up close behind her, showing her how to knead the oily dough.

“Push and stretch,” instructed Jason, moving Grace’s hands in the dough.

They worked it together, getting messy as Jason stood behind her and fought off his arousal.

“Fold,” he hushed.

It was no good.  He could feel the blood moving to his cock as Grace’s toned, bare ass touched him.  Before long, Grace could feel it too.

“Turn it ninety-degrees to work that gluten around evenly,” Jason said, swallowing.

Grace did as instructed, but part of her mind was always focused on that growing appendage behind her, feeling it pressing up against her as it lifted away from Jason and defied gravity.

“Now repeat,” said Jason.

“Push and stretch,” whispered Grace in her most seductive tone.

She felt Jason’s cock twitch as she said the words.  She adjusted her feet, moving so that she could feel his cock between her legs. pressing against her wet folds.

“Good,” said Jason, sensing the juices against his cock.

Grace started to push her hips in and out against the edge of the table, working her channel along Jason’s thickness as it was held between her thighs.

“Oh, Grace,” he hushed, putting his lips against her neck.

Grace could feel his stubble.  She felt Jason kiss her shoulder, feeling the sparkling pops of ecstasy bursting across her body as she surrendered to him.

“I want to show you something new too,” whispered Grace, and now her thoughts had moved away from dough and baking.

“What?” asked Jason.

“I want to be naughty with you,” Grace said, and for the first time she looked back and made eye-contact.

“How?”

Grace nodded at the bottle of olive oil.  “How about that?”

“How about it?” asked Jason, confused.

“You think it’ll work as a lube?”

“Lube?  You feel pretty wet to me, Grace.”

“I wasn’t talking about there.”

Jason was shocked.  He’d never done what Grace was suggesting, and she picked up on that from his expression.

“I’m ready if you are,” she teased.

She picked up the bottle and handed it back to Jason.

He couldn’t believe what was happening to him.  This young, confident, beautiful woman wanted him in the naughtiest way imaginable.  He should have stopped what he was doing long before now, and with the prospect of doing something as sinful as that and having access to Grace’s body that he never thought he would, he had no chance of doing the right thing.

Jason took the bottle and poured some of the lube into his cupped palm.  He squeezed it around his cock and felt the firm veins beneath his skin as he rubbed it in.

“Put it on my ass,” whispered Grace.

She wriggled her butt against Jason, feeling the slick, slippery muscle slapping over her bare cheeks.

Jason put more oil on his fingers and touched them to Grace’s ass, feeling the knot of muscle instantly and listening as Grace hushed a breath.

She closed her eyes and felt the oiled digits dancing over the most intimate part of herself.  No-one else had ever touched her asshole before, and to feel Jason’s oiled fingers tickling over it was like nothing else.  She hadn’t anticipated how good it would feel, and that the sensitive nerve-endings might make her pussy as wet as it was.

“Mr. Baker,” she gasped, closing her eyes tight to focus on the sensation.

Jason smothered the muscle in oil and then pressed his finger against it to test its resistance.  He felt the hole widen over him and took on more oil to get himself inside.

Grace slapped her hands flat on the table and bent forward as Jason penetrated her.  She felt the stretch of the muscle as his expert fingers worked it open wider.

“Good girl,” hushed Jason, and soon he was trying to squeeze a second finger in alongside the first.

Grace took it with a satisfied grunt, feeling herself stretch wider as Jason’s corkscrewed fingers twisted into her ass.

“Oh, that’s it,” whined Grace.  “That’s it!”

Jason’s cock was throbbing.  It sat unclaimed, glistening in oil and bouncing as his lust-filled blood pumped into his shaft.

“Put your cock in me,” Grace demanded, looking back.  “Please, Mr. Baker.”

Jason couldn’t deny her demands.  He pulled back his fingers and felt Grace’s hoop pinch him free.  He gripped tight around the hilt of his cock and targeted the dimple of Grace’s asshole before pushing forwards.

“Yes!” gasped Grace, throwing back her head as she felt Jason breach her.

Her butt widened over the smooth crown, stretching slowly as it passed through her sphincter.  Grace felt herself become full and put her hand over her pussy for comfort.

Jason looked down, breathing hard as he watched his inches disappear inside Grace.  He could feel the muscle squeezing tightly around him and rejoiced in the guttural cries of Grace who submitted in front of him.

“Oh, Mr. Baker!”

She pressed her tits against the table, feeling the oily dough against her.  The flour caught against her pure skin, but Grace didn’t care.  Her mouth opened in a silent moan as she felt more of Jason’s inches slide into her colon.

“Good girl,” Jason kept saying, rubbing her back and watching how he disappeared into her.

It was jarring to feel the sensation of a woman around his cock, but to look down and not see that vacant asshole winking back up at him.  Jason pressed on and watched how Grace’s hole swallowed him up, listening to her discomfort and joy.

“Fuck me, Mr. Baker!” whimpered Grace, accessing a part of herself that she didn’t know existed.

She lay against the table and surrendered, uncaring for the sticky dough and oil and flour and everything else in the world.  All she wanted now was to feel Jason’s cock go off inside her, as though it would be proof of his love for her.

Jason wasn’t thinking on a level of emotion so deep.  All he knew was that it felt incredible, and the view down on Grace was one to savor.

He worked through her ass, squeezing it in his oiled hands as he pumped through the hoop and filled Grace again and again.

Grace had started to rub her fingers over her clit, using the juices that Jason pushed free as lube over her pussy.  She spread her folds and sought out her charged clitoris, strumming over it and gasping as she accessed another level of bliss.

“Come on my cock,” growled Jason.  “I want to feel your ass pinch around me.”

Grace relished the instruction.  She spasmed and worked her fingers faster, using the rushing cock of Jason as a catalyst for climax.

“I’m going to come, Mr. Baker,” gasped Grace.  “I’m going to come with your cock in my ass!”

Grace closed her eyes tight and clenched her jaw.  She focused on the imminent climax and let it rush out of her.

Jason listened to her joy and felt privileged to be a part of it.  He was surprised that an act as base and crass as this could elicit such joy, but he was overjoyed to see it.  Every man wants to make a woman happy, but most don’t think of going to these lengths.

Grace slapped the table and gushed out her climax.  The waves of joy radiated through her, and she felt the muscles of her sex and butt rippling.  Her core contracted and she squeezed over Jason’s ceaseless thrusts, finding comfort in their regularity.

“I’m coming!” she whimpered, gasping.  “I’m coming!”

“Good girl,” said Jason calmly, as though this had all been expected.

He rocked slowly and felt his own excitement mounting.  He could only stave off his orgasm for so long, and with Grace’s butt pinching even tighter than before, he was getting ready to pop.

“Come with me!” gasped Grace.  “Mr. Baker, please!”

She looked back, her face strewn in pleasured anguish.  Jason had never seen such desperation.

“I’m your cumslut, Mr. Baker,” she confessed.  “Shoot your load in my ass!  I want it!”

Jason didn’t know Grace was capable of such dirty talk.  The revelation was both thrilling and shocking.  The cookie-cutter YouTuber, suddenly so debauched and filthy, tapping into something deep and hidden inside Jason.

“Come in my asshole,” nodded Grace, keeping her eyes on Jason.

He felt seen.  He swallowed nervously and stared down, jarred by the transition of Grace’s familiar face and then her open asshole, sucking tight around his hard cock.

“Oh, Grace, you’re going to make me come,” said Jason in surrender.

“I want that,” Grace said, and she started to take charge.

She steadied herself with her palms on the table, then she started to bounce back against Jason’s thrusts, clapping her butt against the top of his thighs.

Jason’s balls swung beneath him, but soon the imminence of his climax made them pull taut and shrink to the base of his cock.

“That’s it, Grace,” he grunted.  “That’s it.  Make me come.”

“Come, come, come!” demanded Grace, pushing back against him and stroking her tits across the messy table.

Jason folded over against Grace, cupping her oil and flour strewn tits and squeezing.  The sensation felt ten times more alluring than the kneading of his oily dough.  With most of his body touching Grace, he felt a connection like never before.

Grace felt it too.  She felt Jason’s body start to shiver excitedly as the climax fizzed within him, threatening to pop like a champagne cork.

Something in Jason was stopping him, as though there was one final hurdle that his body refused to jump over.

“Pump your cum into my asshole!” demanded Grace in a passionate whine.

Now Jason couldn’t stop himself if he wanted to.  He pushed his cock deep and felt the burst of cum surge up his cock.

“Grace!” he strained, and she knew she had him.

“Fill me up, Mr. Baker,” she told him, just as his body convulsed.

“Oh, Grace, I’m coming!”

Grace smiled warmly at the words, then felt the heat of Jason’s cum as it flashed into her colon.  Each of his moans signified another thick rope and soon Grace was full of him, replacing the virgin olive oil with Jason’s hot seed.

“Oh, Grace,” said Jason with less intensity, putting his cheek to her bare back.

Grace wasn’t yet done.  She slid her ass back and forth, relishing the new sensation.  Cum seemed to do the job better than olive oil had, and the sensation of Jason’s slippery cock squeezing through her felt even better than before.

“Hmm, yum,” said Grace, licking her lips and looking back.

Jason couldn’t perform like Grace could.  With his cumshot out of him, the shame was seeping in, kept at bay only by Grace’s clear enjoyment over what they’d just done.

“You feel so good in my ass,” she confessed.

“You feel so good around my cock,” countered Jason.

“A match made in heaven,” smiled Grace.

Her smile faded and her eyes closed as Jason pulled back one final time.  He felt Grace pinch him free, exorcising his cock from her as though it was a foreign body to be expelled.  Her asshole leaked his cum like a filled donut.

Grace turned and fell to her knees instantly, keen to confront what had just come out of her.  She stared ahead at the sticky, softening cock.  It almost hung, with some of its potency still visible in the way that it pointed out slightly from Jason’s body.

“You did great, Grace,” said Jason, stroking the side of her face.

Grace moved her finger over Jason’s cock, scooping up some of the cum under her nail as she toyed with it.

Jason hadn’t expected it, but when Grace stooped and opened her mouth over him, he damn-near exploded again.

“Oh, honey,” he moaned.  “Oh, fuck, honey, that’s good.”

He closed his eyes and focused on Grace’s tender, swirling tongue as it wrapped around his crown and cleansed him.

Grace could taste the freshness of the olive oil, mixed with the saltiness of Jason’s cum and the sweetness of her ass.  It was one heady cocktail of sin, and Grace was ravenous for it.

Jason was speechless as Grace continued to suck at him.  His performance was over, but Grace was willing to dole out aftercare with no hope of reciprocity.

Eventually she sucked off the tip and stood up, turning a knee in demurely as though she was suddenly an angel all over again.

“I can see why you didn’t want the cameras on,” teased Grace.

“It’s a secret recipe after all,” grinned Jason.

“A pinch of ass-fucking, a punch of cum ...”

Jason laughed and so did Grace.

“A safely guarded secret, right?” asked Jason, checking.

“I’m a trusted source, Mr. Baker.  I won’t reveal our secret recipe.”

Jason rubbed her arm.  “Good girl.”

Grace felt fulfilled for a different reason.  She only ever wanted a man to call her his good girl, and to let her know that she was doing everything right.  She feared people’s distaste for her chosen vocation, but Jason had learned that even the craziest of jobs require discipline and determination to be successful, and Grace had proven that in the way she’d completed the final task of the day.

She put her face against Jason’s chest and listened to his beating heart as his cum seeped out steadily from her tight asshole.  An anal virgin no more.

THE END
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Mr. Pearson was a real go-getter.  He ran his own cosmetic aesthetics company and I was one of the first on board.  He’d taken me on the journey with him and now, at twenty-one, I felt as though I was a part of it.

His wife Paula looked exactly as you might expect.  She had fake breasts strapped to her chest, big, ridiculous lips and a smooth, puffy face.  I wouldn’t be saying any of this if she was a nice person, but she had a very high opinion of herself for someone who had contributed nothing to her and her husband’s livelihood.

Paula had grown accustomed to a life of luxury, stating that work simply wasn’t for her.  It must be nice to have the choice.  She was the only thing wrong with my job, and apart from her snide comments and general awful behavior, I had it pretty good.

To give you an example of just how good, this sordid story begins in Australia, where Mr. Pearson had just brokered a deal to start up a business out here.  He viewed the land down under as an untapped resource, and I hoped he might install me as a permanent presence to help drive his business over here in its formative stage.

Mr. Pearson had flown me over to Aus to help sweeten the deals.  He liked to put me front and center, saying that someone as beautiful as me could really be the face of an aesthetics company like his, despite the fact I’d had very little work done on myself.
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