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About This Book

Dirty gals taking it deep for the first time in rough anal sex sessions at the mercy of older men!  It’s some of the naughtiest erotica on the planet – come see if you can handle it!

Stories include Anal Lovers Books 85 – 88: ‘His Secret Sex Machine,’ ‘Rough In My Ass By The Roadside,’ ‘Mister Plants His Seed In My Ass,’ and ‘A History Of Anal Sex.’
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“That’s enough now, Tori,” he said.

“Just put it on number one,” I said, keeping my spot on the machine.

My knees were wide and up at the side of my body, and my pussy was fully accessible.  My tight yoga pants kept my modesty, but the material was thin.

“You don’t want to do that,” he said.  “Come on.  Get down.”

He reached forwards and accidentally kicked the machine.  The dildo started to rock, tapping my pussy as it surged forwards.

“Ooh!” I cooed.  “Oh, damn!”

Mark quickly made for the stop button, but as his palm crashed down over it, nothing happened.  He struck it again and again, but the machine kept on pumping.

My nostrils flared and I looked down at the big, rubbery cock.  It was black and strewn in veins, and as it nudged against my pussy, I started to imagine it surging inside me.

“There must be a way ...” Mark said, surveying the machine.

As he searched for the end of the power-cable I tore open the crotch of my pants in a frenzy.  I wanted to feel what everyone else had.

By the time he had realized there was no way he could reach the outlet, I’d already set the toy against my pussy, and it was vying to get inside.

“Tori!” he cried, covering his eyes.  “What are you doing?!”

“Help me do it, Mark,” I begged, looking down.  “Please.  Just once.”

“You—you—you’re supposed to put a condom over it.”

“Why?”

“It’s easier to lube it up and then easier to clean afterwards!”

“Lube?” I asked.

Mark searched beneath the discarded sheet and found an old bottle that must have been packed away with the machine.

“Does it expire?” I asked.

He searched the bottle, as though he was oblivious to what my follow-up question would be.

“I don’t think so,” he said after a moment.

“Squirt it on,” I said, biting my lip.

“Tori!”

I looked down at the big, thrusting cock and imagined it surging up through my core and delighting my insides.  I’d never had anyone inside me, and my adrenaline was pumping for it.  It’s fair to say I wasn’t myself when I asked Mark to lube the toy up and stuff it inside me.

“Please, Mark,” I begged.

My pupils were fat as I started at the lunging toy, reliably thrusting away and rubbing at my sex.  I’d started to get wet, and the end of the toy shone where it had tapped against me.

“Let’s turn it off,” Mark said.  “Come on.  Get down.”

“Put it inside me,” I whined, wriggling.

I moved myself enough that the next surge sent the toy right through my tightness.  It broke me open and my mouth spread wide in shock.

“Tori!” Mark yelled, panicked.

My eyes rolled back as the dildo pushed into me again, and this time I dropped on it and felt it squirm deeper inside me.

“Oh, Mark!” I grunted, clenching my jaw.  “Fuck.”
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It started with me looking for places to hide Christmas presents and ended with something way less innocent.

I’d ventured into the attic to hide some gifts I’d bought for my older housemate Mark, and that’s when I found it, stowed at the back of the room with a sheet covering it.

I can’t explain why I took the cover off.  It was just some kind of divine curiosity, thinking absent-mindedly that I might uncover an old piece of gym equipment or some alien laundry-drying device.

Instead, I was faced with a long, thin, padded board, angled upwards at about forty-five degrees, with an unmistakable dildo pointing right at it.

You can imagine the confusion on my face as I investigated further, wondering what the fuck I’d uncovered, and what the hell it was for.

The dildo caught my eye first of all.  It was big, but more important than that, it seemed to be attached to a system of pistons and levers that connected to a motor near the machine’s base.

Against my better judgment, I switched the machine on, marveling as the smooth, hard dildo pumped back and forth, a foot-or-so away from the flat, padded seat.

It was clear immediately where the user was supposed to sit and even clearer what would happen to them if they did.

Padded bars were in place to hold the brave subject at different heights, presumably so they could have the toy venture as deep or as shallow as they desired.

But I didn’t find the machine desirable at all.  I covered my mouth and started to laugh, hoping that Mark couldn’t hear the sudden whirring coming from the attic hatch.

“What are you doing up there, Tori?” I heard him shout.

I walked back over to the hatch with a smirk on my face and stared down at him.

“I found something,” I said with a smile.

The look of shock on his face made me think he knew exactly what I’d found.

“Come down from there,” he said.  “You’ll hurt yourself.”

“No way.  I’m not done looking.”

I walked away from him, admiring the bucking machine as I approached it once more.  I saw a lever at the base with numbers beside it, and I switched it to setting number two.

The pistons worked harder, and the fake cock rocked back and forth, wobbling erratically.  I tried to imagine being suspended on the machine while that thing probed me.  It felt so sordid and dirty to think about, but I’d be a liar if I said I didn’t want to try it out.

That’s when Mark’s head appeared at the hatch.

“Get away from that!” he said, hurrying up the ladder.  “Turn it off!”

If there was a series of words that would make me more curious, it was those.  Mark’s haste to stop the machine only made me wonder about its origins.

“Does it go faster?” I asked, flicking the lever to the third setting.

Sure enough, the machine got louder, and the pistons worked like crazy to rock that big dildo back and forth until it was almost a blur.

“Tori!” shouted Mark, running across the floorboards.  “Stop!”

He lunged for the big, red button and hit it.  The machine stopped so abruptly that it shook where it stood, and in the silence that followed I looked at Mark and tried not to laugh.

“It’s an old woodworking tool,” he said, breathing hard.

“It is not,” I laughed.

He tried to keep serious, but my gasping laughter was making him waver.

“I’m nineteen, Mark, I’m not an idiot.”

He grabbed the sheet and tried to throw it back over the device, but I kept tossing it back at him and hitting him with questions.

“Is it yours?”

“Tori, would you just let me—”

“Did you make it?”

“Let me cover it back up and I’ll—”

“Have you ever used it?”

“Tori!”

I blinked across at him, my curiosity growing along with his temper.  How could something so ridiculous be such a big secret?

He took several deep breaths and his shoulders dropped as he resigned himself to telling me.

“I used to work in adult movies,” he said, and the confession hit me like a train.

My jaw hit the floor, and a whirr of questions started circling in my mind.  One single sentence changed my entire impression of him.  The forty-eight-year-old suddenly had an interesting, unique past that I wanted to know more about.  He wasn’t just my housemate suddenly, but someone with a deep story and a life before mine.

“In my early twenties I got involved in the industry,” he said, sighing.  “It was big business back then, and the money was insane.  Me and some friends opened our own studio, and we started selling, uh, adult movies just as the internet was getting popular.”

My eyes were wild with excitement.  “You were a porn baron?!”

“What?  No!  We were entrepreneurs.”

“Hah!  Entrepreneurs.  You were a porn baron, Mark.”

“I was a businessman!  That was the key to our success.  We kept things civil, and professional—”

“This is civil?” I asked, throwing back the sheet again.

This time Mark didn’t even try to cover it back up.

“We only used it on consenting adults.”

“And filmed them?”

He closed his eyes and nodded.

“You got any of the tapes?”

“What?  No!” he said, but then a shift in his eye made me think he was lying.

“So how long did this stallion run for?” I asked, gripping the pads.

“Each time or across our career?”

“Both.”

“I guess, as long as the girls could handle it,” Mark said, looking up and drawing the memories out of his past.

“The longest?”

“Gosh ... fifty minutes?” he started to laugh.  “She was exhausted at the end.  And dehydrated.”

“And how many girls?”

Mark shrugged.  “Hundreds.”

I stared across at him in the dim light of the attic, my mouth agape and my eyes bulging.

“It was a different time back then,” he said.  “We were young.”

“Damn, Mark,” I hushed, shaking my head.  “My housemate: the porn baron.”

“What’s this ‘porn baron’ stuff?  I made porn, I wasn’t a baron.”

“Was it successful?”

He couldn’t wait to answer that.  “Oh yeah, we made hundreds of thousands in the end, just from this stupid machine that I made in my parent’s garage one afternoon.”

“You made this?” I asked.

“Annabelle?  She’s my pride and joy.”  He patted the machine like it was some retired stallion.

I felt like I was in a fucking dream.  “Annabelle?”

“That’s what we used to call it.  It kind of humanized it for the actresses.”

“Before it fucked them silly?”

Mark shrugged.  “They all got paid.  To be honest, I think some of them would have done it for free.  The machine worked better than we ever thought.”

“What do you mean?”

“Some of the women said it was the best orgasms they’d ever had.  We had people offering to buy it; people wanting to do repeat scenes; people recommending it to their friends in the industry.  That’s when the copycats struck.”

“Copycats?”

“We had other websites start to pop up, copying our brand.  But we were the originals, and we had such a back-catalog of videos that no-one else could really compete.”

“Fuck,” I said, shaking my head.  “That must have been wild.”

“Made for some fun times.”

He looked wistfully at the machine as it reminded him of his old life.  It’s crazy, but I’d never really thought about his life before mine.  If I had though, I would never have dreamed of this.

“When did Anabelle last get a run out?” I asked.  “Your ex?”

Mark shook his head quickly.  “Oh no, she would never.  Good job really.  I think she’d have realized sooner that she didn’t need me anymore.”

“So, it really works?” I asked.

“Oh, yeah.  It works.”

I stared at the machine, biting my lip.  If you’d have told me beforehand that I’d have had the hots for a collection of welded metal and padding, I would never have believed you, but Mark’s stories drove my intrigue.  I had to try it out.

“So, what do I do?”

“What do you do?”

I nodded.

“Nothing,” Mark said.  “You do absolutely nothing.  You leave the attic and pretend you never saw this thing.”
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