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“That’s it,” he encouraged, and he gripped my ass and squeezed.

He pressed his mouth onto me and sucked at my flesh.  I could feel all kinds of naughty sensations delighting my body, but there was one more to come.

He moved his finger into my ass and pressed it up through the slick muscle.  His spit helped to ease him inside me, and suddenly he was finger-fucking my ass slowly as he fed on my pussy.

“Oh, Mr. Davenport, that’s it,” I told him, gasping for breaths to fuel my desire.  “That’s it.  Fuck my ass!”

I could see the smile in his expression as our eyes met again, but his mouth didn’t have time to smile.  He sucked at my charged clit and probed my ass until I couldn’t take it anymore.

I held his head on me and smothered him with my soaked puss.  His finger pressed deep, and my ass clenched around him.  My pussy flexed and then the climax gripped me.

“Yes!” I wailed, looking down in disbelief.

I moaned for him, wriggling myself against him as my body surrendered.  I tensed and flexed, whimpering as the shivers of ecstasy vibrated through me.  It was the most amazing climax I’ve ever had, and Mr. Davenport had achieved it so effortlessly.

“Show me,” I cried.  “Show me what I’ve done to you.”

He ate my pussy until it had stopped contracting.  I was breathlessly gasping as he got to his feet and started to open his jeans.

Before he’d even released his cock, I was on my knees in front of him, keen to repay the favor.

“I want it,” I told him.

“You’re gonna get it.  Make sure you keep that ass open for me.”

I reached around and stuffed my finger inside.  I felt like such a slut, but his encouragement made it feel like it wasn’t as naughty as I imagined.

“Finger that ass for me,” he said, and he pulled out his stiffness.

I fell in love with it immediately.  It was thick and long, and the veins coursed up it, beating with a deep bluish green as his blood pumped into it.  He was so stiff.

“Oh, Mr. Davenport,” I gasped, and I pulled his cock towards me quickly.  I moved my mouth over the crown and suddenly he was inside me.  He was so big and smooth, and his cock was rock-hard and ready for me.

I licked along him and reveled in the deep moans that escaped his lungs as I treated him to my mouth.  I gave him everything I knew, licking along the length and tonguing at his balls to get him going.  Mr. Davenport could hardly contain himself.  He looked like a different person with his face awash with heady excitement.  I’d never seen the expression on him before, but he wore it well.

“I want your asshole,” he told me.

“Take it,” I told him.  “Take its virginity.”
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“Are you okay?” I asked Mr. Davenport as he sat at the dining room table, his head in his hands.

“I just ... I don’t know,” he said, leaning back and looking at me.  I’d never seen him so stressed before in my life.  It seemed as though it was adding years to his forty-five-year-old face.

“What is it?”

“This new job,” he said.  “I’ve never had a problem selling before but now ... I don’t know.  I just don’t know what direction to go in with this.”

“It’s bidets, isn’t it?”

He nodded.

“So, what are you thinking?”

“Maybe I need to get cute with it.  Not take it so seriously, you know?”

“It’s for cleaning your ass, right?  I don’t think anyone’s taking that seriously.”

“They should!”

I started to laugh.  “I suppose you’re nailing the basics of loving the product you’re selling.”

“I’ve got an idea,” he said.  “You okay being my guineapig?”

“That depends ...”

“I just want you to listen to my pitch,” he clarified.

“Then yes.  I can do that.”

“Awesome, thanks Carla.  I’ll have it ready for later if you’re around.”

“I don’t have work today.  Good luck,” I offered.

He was straight to it before I even left the room.  I couldn’t help but smile.  In my year living with him I’d never known him fail, and this bidet company had really paid a hefty fee to secure his services.  He was a salesman through-and-through, and there was nothing he couldn’t pitch.  I believed in him.

I stood upstairs later that day, staring at the bidet that Mr. Davenport had had installed in the bathroom.  It was an unsightly looking thing alright, and I wasn’t exactly keen on jumping on top of the thing.  I barely even knew how you were supposed to use it.  Wasn’t toilet paper good enough?  Apparently not, I’d later discover.

“Carla,” I heard him call up the stairs later.  “You got ten minutes?”

I’m not gonna lie, I was kind of excited.  Mr. Davenport was a master of his craft and it was cool to look behind the curtain like this.  I could learn a lot from him, and he was also fun-as-hell to be around usually.  He’d rented out his room cheaply as he thought having a younger influence would be good for his life-balance.  I was the happy recipient of his maverick ways.

“I’ll be right down,” I called.

I hadn’t got out of my sweatpants all day.  I was off work and content to lounge my time away.  A sales pitch from Mr. Davenport about bidets was the highlight of my day so far, but things were about to get much more interesting.

“Right,” I said, sitting at the dining-room table.  “Lay it on me.”

He cracked his knuckles and stood up.

“What if I told you I could save you money, and all you had to do was be cleaner?”

I titled my head.  “Go on.”

“Clear-Start Bidets offer you a practical, hygienic solution to all of your toilet-paper worries!”

“Toilet paper worries?  Who’s worrying ab—”

“Have the cleanest tush around by practicing good hygiene!  Users of Clear-Start Bidets report a fifty-percent increase in their sexual satisfaction.”

“Is that true?!”

“And it’s all down to the cleanliness of the unholiest of holies.  Make yours the best butt on the block with Clear-Start, and start enjoying better sex today!”

He stood there with a beaming smile on his face, as though he’d just made the greatest presentation mankind has ever seen.

“Sex sells, I suppose.  Is that it?”

“What do you think?”

“Is that sex stuff true?”

“Has to be,” he said.  “With a clean butt, your sexual potential is practically doubled!”

“Doubled?”

“Of course,” he said, as though it was obvious.  “Suddenly there’s no cleanliness barrier to the naughtier way to enjoy sex.”

“Mr. Davenport!”

“What?” he shrugged.  “It’s perfectly natural, Carla.”

“It is not.”

He swiped his hand at me.  “Ahh, you’re young.  You don’t get it.”

“I get it, I just don’t see the appeal.”

“Then you don’t get it,” he said.  “Clear-Start Bidets make your ass so clean you can eat it.”

“That’s quite the claim ...”

“I stand by it,” he said.  “I’ve got to.  Any salesman worth his salt has to stand by his product.”

“And you say it’ll make a butt so clean someone could eat it?  You’d do that?”

“I’d do it,” he shrugged.  “Or have it done to me.”

“Mr. Davenport!  You’re making me imagine all kinds of crazy things.”

“You said sex sells,” he shrugged.  “I think this might be the right angle to get people interested.”

“I’m certainly interested,” I confessed.  I’d never even heard of the kind of butt stuff that he was talking about.  I didn’t know people ate them.

“There you go,” he said, snapping his fingers.  “If I can get a nineteen-year-old woman interested, I can get anyone interested.”

“So, clean you can eat it?” I repeated.  “I don’t buy it.”

“Buying it is exactly what people need to do to find out.  I’ll get ‘em hooked on the notion.  They only need to try it once.”

“Try ass-eating?”

“No, Carla, God!  The bidet!  I’m not going round eating my customers’ asses.”

“Why not?” I shrugged, smirking.  “It might work.”

“That’s a lot of ass-eating.”

“But if it’s as clean as you say, it should be a joy, shouldn’t it?”

He paused a moment.  “Well, I stand by it.”  He folded his arms.  “If I’ve gotta eat ass to prove it, so be it.  I’m sure people will understand.”

I started to laugh.  He wasn’t being serious, but it had definitely started something whirring in my craw.  Fuck, what a sinful idea.  I suppose good marketing doesn’t just come at you head-on.  Sometimes it attacks from the side and leaves you with nothing else to think about.  You need an idea; something interesting or profound that sticks with you long after the sales-pitch has finished.  Mr. Davenport had found that.

“So, what do you think of my pitch?” he said.

“Honestly.”

“Always.”

“I’m not sure it cleans as well as you claim.”

He got up from his chair and took me by the wrist.  “Come on,” he said.  “Let’s do this.”

I giggled, following him and putting up a small amount of resistance.  He took me upstairs to the throne.

“Here you go,” he said.  “Use it.  I’ll be outside.”

“Mr. Davenport!” I gasped.

“You’ve got five minutes.”

“I don’t even know what to do?”

“Wash,” he said, simply.  “Five minutes.”

He closed the door, and I was left in the bathroom, staring at the mysterious porcelain bowl that sat beside the toilet.

“Wash?” I hushed.  “How the heck ...”

“I’m not hearing any water!” he said from behind the door.

“Mr. Davenport!”

I moved quieter now that I knew he was listening.  I downed my sweatpants and took them off completely along with my panties.  I didn’t want to get them wet.

“Right,” I said to myself, and I straddled the device.

I turned it on, and the little fountain of water flowed out.  It looked like a garden water-feature or a drinking fountain, only its intended use was much different.

“Wash,” I said, and I looked at the hand gel that Mr. Davenport had put by the bowl.
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