

[image: ]




THE GIRL WITH THE MILLION DOLLAR BUTT

A COLLECTION OF FIVE EROTIC STORIES

Edited by Miranda Forbes





Published by Xcite Books Ltd  2011
ISBN 9781908192301

Copyright  Xcite Books Ltd 2011

The stories contained within this book are works of fiction. Names and characters are the product of the authors imaginations and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be copied, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, electrostatic, magnetic tape, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise, without the written permission of the publishers: Xcite Books, Suite 11769, 2nd Floor, 145-157 St John Street, London EC1V 4PY





Contents






	The Girl with the Million-Dollar Butt
	Elizabeth Coldwell



	Presenting Eve
	Gerome Asanti



	Thea
	N Vasco



	A Different Light
	Maggie Morton



	Simple Pleasures
	Viva Jones









The Girl with the Million-Dollar Butt
by Elizabeth Coldwell

It was Sal who came up with the idea of insuring my butt. As my manager, hes devised any number of crackpot schemes to get me column inches in the press. Amazingly, some of them have actually worked.

But this was his most outrageous suggestion yet. Think of it, Ciara, he said, chomping on the Brazil nuts thatd become his vice of choice once smoking was banned in public places. Betty Grable insured her legs. Keith Richards, his hands. He has an accident and loses them  well, knowing Keith it might take him a day or so to realise, but hes covered for the damage and the loss of his career. All the stars take a policy out on their best assets, and after all, babe, youre the gal who puts the ass in assets.

Sal had a point. My bottom had gained me a ridiculous amount of attention since Id first hit the music charts. Id always felt I was out of proportion, with tits that were only modest handfuls in contrast to my jutting, generously curved arse, but the first time I was persuaded to squeeze into a tiny pair of cut-off denims for a photo shoot, my CD sales almost doubled overnight. My face  or, more accurately, my backside  featured in every glossy celebrity magazine, every TV entertainment round-up for days on end.

Men, it seemed, dreamed of nothing more than getting up close and personal with my arse. They wrote it fan mail, sent me skimpy thongs and booty shorts in the post and begged me to send them back a photo in which I was wearing them. I made an advert to promote a new range of designer lingerie, where I was featured bouncing on a bright orange Space Hopper in a flimsy pair of chiffon knickers. It was immediately banned for being too suggestive. Within 48 hours the clip had gone viral, e-mail systems around the world almost being brought to a standstill as men forwarded it to each other for their private viewing pleasure.

Sometimes, I grew uncomfortable with the attention, but only when I felt someone had crossed a line, like the time I stayed in a top hotel in Tokyo on a tour to promote my latest single, and every single pair of underwear went missing from my laundry. I knew lots of Japanese men had a panty fetish, but that was taking it a little too far.

Id be lying, though, if I said there werent times when I got off on the thought of having my bottom worshipped and adored. At nights, I would lie on the bed in my Malibu beach house, looking out at the ocean, and jill myself off with my favourite vibrator, thinking about a mans tongue snuffling up into the groove of my bottom. With my cheeks spread wide, hed make himself at home, telling me how much he loved surrounding himself with my soft, curvy flesh. As the fantasy progressed, he would lick my tiny brown arsehole, pushing his tongue through the tight ring of muscle and rimming me till I came, imagined orgasm and real one combining to make my body quake with lust. One day, I would make that fantasy into delicious reality. In the meantime, only my vibrator ever experienced the sensation of being buried deep in my bottom.

So how will this work, exactly, Sal?

The bartender placed another whiskey sour in front of Sal and refilled my glass of freshly-squeezed orange juice. Sal liked me to keep off the alcohol as much as possible. Hed read somewhere it could help give a girl cellulite, and he didnt want anything to ruin the smooth perfection of my arse. He was keen I should eat a healthy diet and take plenty of exercise. Though dont overdo it, hed caution. We dont want you literally working your cute little butt off, now do we?

He took a long sip of his drink, relishing the bite of bourbon. Well, Ive already spoken to the insurance company, and theyre going to send an assessor round to see you tomorrow afternoon. Based on his report, theyll insure your butt at what they feel is the appropriate level, though Ive already told them the amount of cover Im looking for  and its more substantial than those shorts youre wearing.

Yeah, very good, I murmured. Id been trying to catch the eye of the bartender, a cute guy with skin the colour of espresso, his hair woven into thin chin-length plaits. The look hed given me when I settled on the high bar stool in my buttock-skimming cut-offs suggested he was very much an arse man. Maybe I could slip him my phone number when Sal wasnt looking. That was another area where he was always doing his best to manage my life, figuring it would hurt my image if I hooked up with guys I barely knew. I kept telling him he was just my manager, not my father, and at 25 I was more than capable of handling my sex life with discretion.

Sal realised where I was looking. Come on, lets drink up and get out of here. Weve got to be over at the record company in 20 minutes to approve those new publicity shots of yours. He drained his glass. But I tell you, theyre going to love it once the insurance policy comes through. Theyll be able to bill you as Ciara Keane, the girl with the million-dollar butt.

I still wasnt sure I was entirely convinced by Sals plan, but nevertheless the following afternoon saw me lounging on the couch in my Malibu beach house, wearing only a loosely-belted kimono and a pair of tiny white panties, waiting for the assessor from the insurance company to arrive. Sal had been planning to join me, but hed broken his tooth on a Brazil nut and had to book an emergency dental appointment to repair the damage.

A breeze drifted through the half-open window that led out to the balcony, bearing the faint scent of mimosa. Down on the beach, a man in baggy black shorts jogged steadily along the sand, a German Shepherd puppy bounding beside him. The afternoon heat made me feel loose and languid. If I hadnt been expecting a visitor, Id have treated myself to a glass of champagne and a session with my battery-operated boyfriend, knowing Sal wasnt around to catch me in the act.

Lost in thoughts of forbidden pleasure, I was startled back to reality by the doorbell. Coming! I called, and padded barefoot to answer it.

Mentally, Id prepared myself to be assessed by a stuffy, middle-aged guy in a suit. Instead, I was very pleasantly gratified to see someone who couldnt have been any older than 23, in camo pattern combat pants and a faded black T-shirt, with blond hair cut short at the back but falling appealingly into his eyes. He clutched his clipboard as though it was red-hot. My stomach gave a slow flip, hot warmth flooding down into my pussy. Silently, I thanked whichever deity had sent such a hottie to my door, with no Sal around to act as an unwelcome chaperone.

Good afternoon, miss, he began. Im...

Yeah, I know why youre here. Come through to the living room.

He seemed a little surprised at that, but followed me inside. Probably the junior member of staff, I told myself. First week on the job and they send him out to meet a world-famous pop star. No wonder hes overawed.

Sit down. I gestured to the couch. Can I get you something to drink? I was just about to have a glass of champagne myself, but theres iced tea if youre not allowed the hard stuff on the job.

No  er, champagne would be great, thanks.

Perching on the couch, he twisted his clipboard between his fingers while I went into the kitchenette. I took the chilled bottle from the refrigerator, pouring champagne into two glasses.

I didnt catch your name, I said as I handed over a glass to him.

He took a hasty swallow, hiccoughing as the bubbles went down the wrong way. Its Leo, Miss  er  He glanced at his clipboard. Keane.

Dont be so formal, Leo, call me Ciara. I sat down beside him, keeping a socially appropriate distance, even though I itched to be so close our thighs would touch and I could run a hand up his leg to discover the size of the package lurking in those baggy pants. Now, Im sure the insurance company have told you exactly whats required, but I didnt know what you would be bringing, so Ive got out a measuring tape in case youre intending to measure my arse.

Measure... Leos eyes bugged out and for a moment it seemed as though he was going to swallow his tongue, but he quickly recovered himself. Yes, I definitely need to take measurements.

His nervousness was endearing but unnecessary. I wasnt going to bite him. Well, not unless he asked nicely.

Where do you want me? I asked.

Just where you are will be fine. But Im going to need you to take off your kimono.

Really? Where had he suddenly found the confidence to make such a request? Not that I cared. The thought of having to strip for such a horny-looking guy had my pussy juicing furiously.

Leo plucked the tape measure from the coffee table. Yes, I need to take some other measurements, too. You see, the ratio of the waist to the hips is really important. Surveys have proved the bigger it is, the more desirable the woman...

Coyly, I kept my back to him as I undid the belt of the kimono, letting it slip from my shoulders. Glancing over my shoulder, I saw his gaze was fixed on my bottom, almost entirely exposed by the teeny triangle of white cotton that made up my panties.

Mmm, very nice. Leo came up behind me. I felt the measuring tape circling me, but not round my waist, or my hips. Instead, the cool plastic pressed against my nipples, making them crinkle in response.

As he pulled the tape away, he took the opportunity to run his fingers over the tight peaks, forcing a moan from me as I reacted to the delicious stimulation. You didnt say anything about needing to measure my boobs, I gasped out.

Its all part of the equation. Leos breath was hot against my ear. You may not be the classic hourglass, Miss Keane, but they do say women with small tits and big butts are the most sexually responsive...

Now I didnt need to wonder how big his cock might be. It was pressing at the groove between my arse cheeks, and I swore I could feel the heat of it even through our layers of clothing

Waist, then hips. He matched his actions to his words, measuring the relevant parts of my body in turn, but making sure he copped a substantial feel in the process. I noticed he didnt actually write any of his findings down, but I assumed hed simply fill those in later.

By the time he laid the measuring tape to one side, I was very hot and extremely bothered. Leo had come tantalisingly close to feeling my pussy through my panties on a couple of occasions, but hed always pulled back, and by now I was desperate for him to go that bit further.

So now what? I asked.

Now I need to give your butt a closer inspection, check for any birthmarks or blemishes, and for that your panties are going to have to come off.

Now the stakes were really being raised. Insubstantial as they were, those panties were the only thing protecting my modesty. If Sal had been here, he might have stepped in at this point. No, I considered, hed have stepped in the second Leo had asked for the removal of my kimono, and then how much fun would I have had? But Sal was at his dentist in downtown Burbank, more than likely Novocained to the eyeballs, and freed from his over-protective scrutiny I felt no shame in peeling out of my underwear.

Leo must have noticed how wet my panties were, but he didnt comment. Instead, he asked me to lie face down on the couch so he could examine my arse at close quarters. Theres a lovely golden tone to your skin. Do you use a tanning bed? he asked.

I shook my head. No, I get a spray tan once a week. UVs bad for your skin.

Well, that should help to reduce your premiums. And I dont see any beauty spots, any broken veins. Now, I just need to check the elasticity of your skin...

His touch was professional at first, lightly skimming the contours of my cheeks before adopting a more forceful approach. He took generous handfuls of my flesh, squeezing and kneading while I sighed in bliss. My sighs turned to squeals when he spanked each soft globe in turn, repeating the blows till my flesh was stinging. Has anyone ever told you how beautifully your arse colours? he asked.

No, I admitted. Id never been spanked by anyone till now, and though the hard smacks hurt, the heat they generated had a distinctly sexual undertone. I was wetter than Id ever been, juices trickling down my thighs on to the soft cream leather couch cushion.

Leo continued as though he didnt realise just how turned on and needy I was. Theres just one last thing we need to check. Your butt cheeks are absolute heaven, so all that remains is for me to inspect your hole.

Is that really necessary? My whole body was screaming for him to touch me there, but I still felt the need to question him.

Absolutely. If you could just get up on your hands and knees, itll make the process a little easier for me.

It would also offer him the lewdest view he could have of me, the soft pouch of my sex peeping from between my big, fleshy cheeks. At his command, I shuffled my knees wider apart, spreading myself for him. He grasped my buttocks again, pulling them open so he could get a good look at my arsehole.

Shaved or waxed?

Waxed.

I hope you give whoever does it a good tip. She gets you clean as a whistle there.

Now Leos finger was brushing over my back door, making me shudder in anticipation. It dipped lower to scoop up the honey from my pussy, before smearing it in and around my hole. Tight as I am there, the finger pressed inside with very little resistance. My rear channel was opening for him, surrendering to the more than welcome intrusion.

Takes one finger very nicely, Leo commented. Lets see how it copes with two.

He slid a second finger in beside the first, letting me get used to the extra girth before slowly pulling them almost all the way out. As they plunged back in, a little deeper this time, I gasped and clutched at the arm of the couch. It seemed like my fantasies were coming true at long last. All the nights Id dreamed of someone playing with my arse, and the reality was so much better than I could have imagined.

While his fingers fucked me, his thumb diddled my clit. The whole lower half of my body was alive with thrilling sensations; pussy, arsehole and clit linked in a network of pure pleasure.

More, I cried out. Please, Leo, give me more!

In answer, his zip rasped down. His fingers freed themselves from the clutch of my rear passage, but I barely had time to register their loss before the hot, round head of his cock was seeking to take their place.

Glancing back, I got a brief look at his dick before it began to disappear inside me. If my arse was worthy of insuring, so was that. Almost as big as my faithful eight-inch vibrator, its cut length was smooth and beautiful. I couldnt have asked for anything better to take my anal cherry.

Slowly, steadily, he pushed in as much as he could.

God, he groaned. So tight, so gorgeous and tight.

We stayed like that for a moment, both of us silently rejoicing in how good it felt to be connected, his cock perfectly at home in my butt. Then Leo grabbed my cheeks and started to saw in and out of me. As he fucked me, he praised the feel of my bum over and over.

Its like Ive died and gone to heaven, he told me. If they have big, curvy arses in heaven, that is.

Then he seemed to lose the ability to say anything further, capable only of grunts and gasps as his movements quickened and he grew close to orgasm.

Yeah, thats it, fuck my big, luscious arse. Reaching beneath myself, I rubbed my clit till my fingers were a blur, spurring myself on to come almost at the same time as Leo did. Hands gripping my cheeks so hard I was sure hed leave bruises, he shot his load. The thought that hed just filled my butt with his seed was so rude it made me lose control. I came hard, arsehole clasping Leos wilting cock with slowly fading spasms.

At last we separated. Leo kissed the nape of my neck, hands gently smoothing over my curves. I slowly pulled myself up into a sitting position, knowing we still had to complete the formalities of my insurance assessment.

That was...Hell, I dont think I can find the words to say how good that was. Leo sighed, zipping up his pants once more. But theres something I need to tell you. Something Ive been trying to tell you since you let me in. I dont work for any insurance company. He must have seen my astonished expression, but he ploughed on. Im majoring in drama at the local community college. Were holding an auction to raise money to help refit the college arts studio, and I came here to see whether youd like to donate anything.

It explained a lot. His initial confusion, then his growing confidence as Id let him touch me in such an intimate fashion. Hed acted the part of the assessor with such bravado and conviction, I knew his tutors would be proud of him if they could see him.

When Id finally stopped laughing, I said, Oh, Leo, thats too funny. Tell your principal Ill hunt one of my old stage outfits out and he can auction that. How do you think hed like to get his hands on a pair of my shorts?

I think hed like that very much indeed.

After Leo left, I sat for a while, finishing off my champagne and thinking about our unexpected encounter. If Id known who Leo really was, would I have let him take such liberties with me? Who are you kidding? I chided myself, remembering the feel of his long, hot cock sliding up into my butt. My million-dollar butt. Of course you would. And youd do it again if you got the chance.

I was taking my empty glass through to the kitchenette when the doorbell rang again. Pulling my kimono loosely around my naked body, I headed for the door. This time, it had to be the insurance assessor.

Tall, well-built, trousers a little on the tight side, revealing what looked like a nice big bulge at his crotch. As I ushered him inside, I really, really hoped he was an arse man.
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