
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Just Anal 2 - 10-Pack : Virgins MILFs Threesomes BDSM

*****

Copyright © 2022 by Tori Westwood, Kimmy Welsh, Nicki Menage & Margot Devine

Kobo Edition

This is a work of fiction. All characters appearing in this work are fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.  All characters 18+. 

Get 7 FREE EROTICA STORIES and WEEKLY DEALS you join my Mailing List - http://eepurl.com/b0ma0X

Adult Reading Material

*****

About This Book

Just Anal – isn’t that what you want?  Naughty stories of women getting it deep and wrong.  Virgins, threesomes and MILFs all feature in this steamy anal sex collection.  Stories do not overlap with other 10-packs of the series.

Warning : This book contains explicit sexual content.  Strictly Adults Only!

Stories Included :

1. The Manager Took Down My Jeans

2. His Hard Helmet

3. Tex-ass Hold ‘em

4. VR-Sex With My Husband And His Friend

5. Threesome After Lockdown

6. Swallowed Whole

7. The Love Tent

8. Anal In The Mirror

9. Well Hung and Drawn

10. Beauty And The Beast



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Read An Excerpt

[image: ]




“Let’s make a mistake,” I beamed.

I started to unfasten his flannel shirt and he took off his hard-hat.  My hands immediately brushed through his soft, brown hair.  I held his head, gently scratching my nails against the back of his neck.

With his shirt halfway open I could make out the bushy chest-hair beneath.  He was so damn manly that I didn’t even know where to begin.  It’d be an honor to illicit an impassioned groan from a guy as alpha as him, and I was determined to get one.

“Fuck my ass,” I said, leaning in towards his ear.  “I want you to fuck my ass.”

“Oh, Felicia,” he whispered.

He moved me effortlessly to the couch and dropped me down on the cushion, quickly rushing to his shirt to open the remaining buttons.

I unclasped the shoulders of my dungarees and pulled them down quickly, showing him the lacy bra that covered my modesty.

His eyes were unwavering as they locked on my breasts.  He started to unfasten his belt and I rushed forward to help, desperate to claim my prize inside.

“Let me do that,” I said.  “I want to pull that thing out by myself.”

Clark moved his hands away and looked down his burly frame at me as I tackled the button of his work jeans.

It popped open fiercely with the pressure of his bulky cock behind it, forcing the zipper down a half-a-ways.

“That looks big,” I swooned, slowly peeling the zipper down the rest of the way.

His tight, white underwear sat beneath, rising over the thick rod that sat proud underneath.

“I hope you can handle it,” he said.

“I don’t care,” I beamed.  “One way or another, it’s going in my ass.”

“That’s my girl,” he said, stroking softly at my face.

It was odd to be complimented for such a sinful wish, but his words felt good nonetheless.  Any ounce of approval from Clark was always gratefully received.

“Let’s see what I’m dealing with here,” I hummed.

I took the waist of his boxer-shorts in two hands and pulled them out from his body and then down.  Slowly I revealed the meaty head of his cock, all smooth on the crown with rippled veins stretching up the thick barrel.

“Oh, fuck,” I hushed, revealing more and more of it until I could see its full majesty.

“Still think you stand a chance?” he said.

“I wanna try.”

I shuffled his pants down impatiently and Clark helped now, moving them down his thighs until they sat above his knees.

His cock hung proudly in the air, bobbing slightly as each fierce beat of lusty blood pumped into it.  My pussy was swelling with desire just looking at it, but the juices that started to flow there would be useless.

“Give me that thing,” I whispered.

I put my hand around it and felt and rush of adrenaline hit me.  To be in control of something so big and powerful—and something so personal too!  It was like Clark had surrendered himself to me, and I didn’t want to disappoint.

I raced my lips over the bulbous head and struggled to feed him into my mouth.  Above I heard the deep, heady grunt of his enjoyment as he closed his eyes.  I felt his body relax above me and then I could feel his eyes on me as I toyed with him.
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The Manager Took Down My Jeans
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I always treated myself on my birthday.  I’d been looking forward to the day for weeks, and even though it was a Thursday my friend and I had decided to take the day off to splash out.

We weren’t heading for the mall, but for a particular street.  It was famed in our area as being one of the more up-market selections of clothes shops out there, and I’d asked my friend Carla if she’d take me there for my nineteenth birthday.

“What’s your budget?” she asked as we pulled up in a nearby parking lot.

“Let’s not talk about that,” I said coyly.

“But how will I know what you can afford?”

“By the look on my face when I see the price-tag.”

She started to laugh, stepping out of the car and surveying the row of shops opposite.

“I want to try Saville’s,” I said.  “Can we?”

“Anything you want, Anna.  It’s your birthday.”

I bit my lip and smiled, rushing to cross the road.  “I’m so excited!  Do you think that same guy still owns it?”

“The hot British guy?”

“The suit-wearing, smoldering, fuck-machine.”

Carla laughed as we crossed the street.  She opened the door and offered me inside.

“Perfect,” I cooed, looking around the plush interior.  “And empty!”

“Well it is a Thursday,” she said.

“Good afternoon,” said the owner that we’d hoped to see.  He wore a three-piece suit and pocket-watch and he was so excellently manicured that it looked like he’d stepped straight out of an aftershave advert.  Carla and I lusted after him ever-since we ventured in here.

“I’m Mr. Hamilton.  How can I be of help today at Saville’s?”

“We’re just browsing,” I said.  “Although I would like to look at some jeans.”

“Right this way, madam,” he said and I followed him with Carla in my wake.  I looked over my shoulder and pulled a face, nodding to his tailored pants that hugged his amazing ass.

“Here is this season’s collection,” he said.

I gave him my thanks and he left us to it.  Carla flipped over the tag on a random pair and I looked to her face for guidance.  Her eyebrows tried to escape off the top of his forehead.

“Too much?” I asked.

“You tell me.”

I took a look at the tag.  A couple of hundred bucks sure was a lot of money, but I’d heard a lot about these jeans.  They marketed themselves as lifting and they supposedly did an amazing job on your ass.

“I wanna try them on,” I said, holding them up.

“Have at it,” Carla said.

I snatched my size off the rack and walked through the large, empty store towards the changing rooms.

I looked back to see Carla stood where I left her, meandering through the clothes-racks aimlessly.

Mr. Hamilton approached again.  “The fitting rooms?  This way, madam.”

I looked back to Carla and she gave me a knowing smile, nodding and encouraging me to do go for it.

Mr. Hamilton walked over in my direction and I moved into the long corridor of fitting rooms, each with their own velvet curtain.

“They’re huge!” I cried as he presented them to me.

“You can choose whichever you like.”

“Will you be joining me?”

“I’m afraid I must wait out here, madam.  But I can be on hand if you need me.”

I bit my lip.  “If I need you for what?”

“A different size for example, or an expert’s opinion.”

“Opinion on what?”

“On how the outfit looks.  I’ll be honest, I promise.  Sometimes brutally so.”

I laughed.  “That suits me fine.”

I left Mr. Hamilton out in the corridor and moved into the bigger-than-average changing-room.  The space was around three meters square with a large mirror against the wall and pegs.  There was a chaise longue on the other side of the space too.  I couldn’t get over it.

“Mr. Hamilton, come look!” I cried.

“So soon?”

I opened the curtain and beckoned him in.  “You have a god-damn sofa in here!”

He came to the entrance and peered inside the resplendent room.  I’d never tried an outfit on in anything so fancy before.

“I know, madam.  I put it there.”

“Take a seat,” I offered.

He shot me a sly glance.  “You’re not getting me in here that easy.”

“Come on,” I whined.  “It’s not like we’re gonna do anything.”

After I said those words I felt an awkward tension descend.  It was as though I’d addressed something that should never be spoken about.  Mr. Hamilton cleared his throat.

“I’ll be out in a second to show you,” I said.

He nodded and moved back into the corridor.  I flashed the curtain closed and turned to look in the mirror.  I was confused.  Had I got him all flustered?

I pulled the jeans off the hangar and dropped my own, turning to examine my toned ass in the huge mirror.  I stuck a toe into the floor and flexed down my leg, scrutinizing the view.  I was proud of my butt, but knowing what guys were like today I always thought it could be bigger.

As soon as I put my feet into the top of the jeans I could tell the difference in quality.  The denim was softer and stretchier without compromising on support.  I slid it up my legs and couldn’t help but giggle at how amazing it felt.  When I turned my ass to face the mirror things got even better.

“Mr. Hamilton come look!” I cried.

I looked in the mirror as the curtain opened tentatively, and I saw his face emerge in the gap.  Immediately his eyes darted to my ass, without realizing that I was looking directly at him.

He studied it for perhaps a fraction longer than he should, which confirmed all of my suspicions at once.  Not only were these the jeans for me, but Mr. Hamilton was also having thoughts that he shouldn’t about a woman over half his age.

“That’s all the answer I need!” I said, smiling at him in the mirror.

His looked up at my reflection and realized that I’d spied him ogling me.  “What?” he asked, feigning innocence.

“If I can get a guy like you to drink in my ass then the jeans are doing their job.”

“I wasn’t drinking it in, madam.”

“Oh, so I don’t look good in these?”

I’d got him in the perfect bind.  Risk upsetting your customer by saying she looks terrible, or risk admitting that you were impressed by her ass.  I was interested to see which side of the argument he’d take.

“You—you look good in them,” he said.

“It doesn’t make my ass look too big, does it?”

I turned my butt to the mirror again, running my slender hand over the curve and staring at Mr. Hamilton as he took yet another sinful glance.

“No,” he said.  “They’re delightful.”

“Why don’t you come in and sit down?”

“I’ll wait in the hall, madam.”

“Mr. Hamilton!” I pleaded finally, grabbing his wrist.  “Come in.  Make yourself at home.”  I pulled him into the changing-room and closed the curtains behind him.

“You’re going to get me in quite a lot of trouble.”

“We’re not doing anything illegal,” I said.

Mr. Hamilton sighed and slowly sat down on the chaise longue, putting his hands beside him and looking straight at me.  It felt like this wasn’t the first time a customer had propositioned him.

I was posing again in the mirror, blowing it playful kisses and glancing every so often at Mr. Hamilton who stared from his seat.

“Enjoying it?”  I asked.

“Enjoying what?”

“Me.”

I popped the button of my jeans and Mr. Hamilton made a move for the curtain.

“Please,” I cried, and I rushed him and gripped his wrist.  “Just relax.  Let me take care of you in here.”

“I’m supposed to be taking care of you,” he said.

“And you will.”

I waited for him to settle back in his seat and then I moved to the middle of the room, working my ass with each step and feeling a fresh confidence in my new outfit.

“Maybe you’d like to see more?”

I stared over my shoulder to see Mr. Hamilton sit back in the seat and cross his legs.  “Maybe I would.”

It was as though he was calling my bluff, but I had a strong hand.  I don’t know if he knew it or not, but I’d have given anything to tackle him in that moment.  He looked so handsome sat on the chair and in the middle of that fancy fitting-room I was tempted to put on a real show for him.

First of all I lifted up my tank-top, even though I hadn’t selected an item to replace it.  Mr. Hamilton didn’t seem to mind.  Instead he watched as I turned slowly towards him.  He was less discreet now as he looked to my breasts.

“Like these too?” I said, putting my hands on each one.

“I’m liking everything so far.”

He uncrossed his legs and set his feet astride.  I looked to the crotch of his suit-pants and wondered if the tent in the middle was due to the random movement of the fabric or something else.  When it twitched suddenly, I got my answer.

“Must be tough knowing you can’t do anything,” I said, turning away from him to face the wall.  “I bet you’d love to get your hands on a younger woman.”

“Who says I can’t do anything?” he said.

I grinned at the wall and did my best to hold down my excitement.

“What would you like to do?” I asked.

“What I’d like to do is take those jeans off and get a real look at that ass of yours.”

I trembled slightly and took a deep breath, knowing that it was now or never.  My shoulders rose and fell slowly.  I popped the button of my jeans and slowly eased the waist of them down.

“Just like that,” he said slowly.

I peeled them down more and more until I was certain he could see the whale-tail of my panties as they curved over the cheeks of my ass.

“Good so far?” I asked.

“Best thing I’ve seen today.  I’d very much like to try it on.”

I didn’t know if he meant me or my ass, but the notion of him going in there was suddenly intoxicating.  Of all the things that two people could do, that one seemed right up there on the scale.  Shit, if we were going to be naughty, we might as well make it worth it.

“You think it’d fit?” I continued.

“Oh, yes, most definitely.  With a little work.”

I didn’t know if we were on the same wave-length.  I needed to check.

“You want to stand up and stuff that big thing in my ass?”

“I thought you’d never ask.”

He got to his feet and removed his suit-jacket and waistcoat, then he walked towards me, putting his arms around me and pulling me back against his body.  It felt so surreal to be in his embrace like that, but the second he started to touch me I started to lose myself.

“This is so crazy,” I hushed.

“And we haven’t even begun.”

He kissed at my neck and then my shoulder, peeling the strap of my bra off and leaving sensual little pecks on me.  For the moment he left my jeans ruffled down over my butt.

All I could think about was whether I was ready for him.  I’d never done anal before in my life, and the idea that something of any size would fit up there seemed preposterous.  But I wanted to try.

By now Mr. Hamilton had unfastened my bra and his hands were searching up over my flat stomach.  He pushed them under the cups of each one and I sucked a breath as I felt his hands slide over my nipples.

Instantly they awoke, stiffening beneath him as the lust-filled blood rushed around my body.  As my nipples tightened I felt my pussy swell too, not knowing that it would be missing out.

I turned to the mirror to watch as Mr. Hamilton kissed my shoulders and neck, grinding himself against me slowly.  I could feel the thick protrusion pressing against my ass as he did so, but I couldn’t gauge its size.  I knew only that he was as turned on as I was.

“Have you ever fucked a girl’s ass before?”

“Never someone so pretty,” he said.

He turned me around and looked down at my chest.  I stared with him, moving my arms aside and surrendering my body to him.

I fingered at one of the buttons of his shirt and then Mr. Hamilton started to open them, popping each one in turn until his big chest peered out from beneath, smattered in hair.  He looked good enough to eat.

I ran my hand up his chest and took a nervous breath, battling my sensibilities as the two of us spiraled out of control.

“Does your friend know what you’re up to?  Will we get caught?”

“I don’t plan on getting caught.”

“You think you can do it all without making a noise?”

“That sounds like a challenge,” I smirked.

Mr. Hamilton’s hand came to the waist of my jeans and he teased his fingers down inside, pulling me towards him and then planting his lips on my mouth.

It felt so strange to be kissing him like that.  I’d never kissed a guy as mature as him and there was a definite difference.  I hoped there’d be a difference when he came to fuck me too.

“Take it out,” he said, and he moved his hands aside now.

“Your cock?”

He nodded.  “Get on your knees and take it out.  Let’s make use of this mirror.”

I did as he said, dropping in front of him and keeping my eyes locked on his as I descended.  My knees fell into the plush carpet and finally I looked forward, staring at the packet in his pants.

My hands came to his waist and I popped the button open nervously, knowing that he was studying my every movement above.

“Good girl,” he said, stroking a hand over my hair.

I slid down the zipper and he twitched beneath his pants, flailing like a separate entity beneath the one remaining layer of cover.

“It looks so big,” I whispered.

Mr. Hamilton did the next part.  I watched as he reached down inside his boxer-shorts and then in one movement produced something amazing.

It was thick and mature-looking, strewn with veins and with a delightful hue of pink flesh at the bulbous tip.  I couldn’t believe I was so close to it.  I didn’t want to look anywhere else.

“Fuck, Mr. Hamilton,” I gasped.

“Open,” he said simply.

I obliged, widening my jaw and staring down my nose as he slowly brought his delicious-looking cock to my face.  I felt him touch my lips and my heart fluttered.  It was such a bizarre sensation, akin to my first ever sexual experience.  The nervousness and excitement were unrivaled.  I started to feel light-headed.

Slowly he fed himself into me and I moaned over him, feeling his arousal rush into my mouth and knowing that I didn’t want to be anywhere else on the whole planet.  Right there in that dressing room was my own private paradise.  I couldn’t wait to tell Carla all about it.

After only a few of his inches I could take no more.  I took a grip of the hilt and worked it slowly, rolling my tongue around the barrel of flesh that intruded.  It wouldn’t be the first time that day that it found itself somewhere it shouldn’t be.

“That’s it,” he whispered breathlessly.  “Suck my cock.”

I mewled at his command, causing him to shoot a quiet ‘shh’ in my direction.  I tried to temper my excitement but it was bubbling away inside me.  I could feel how turned-on I was when I moved a hand to my crotch and felt the heat of my pussy emanating through my panties.

I rubbed at my crotch and rocked my head, moving quicker over the tip of his gorgeous cock and getting him nice and wet.

I looked up to see him staring at the mirror.  He took a grip of my hair and then started to move his hips, keeping his eyes on his reflection as he face-fucked me.

I clacked my throat over him and my eyes rolled back, caught somewhere between bliss and discomfort.  For whatever reason I seemed to like submitting to him like that.  I wanted to be his little fuck-toy.

“Good girl,” he said again, and his approval was music to my ears.

“Come here,” he asked now, and he held out a hand.

I slipped his huge cock from my mouth and took his hand in mine.  He brought me to my feet and guided me over to the chaise longue, making me face it.  I looked back over my shoulder and wondered what his intentions were.

Mr. Hamilton took a grip of my half-downed jeans and moved them down my legs forcefully, tugging at me until they fell all the way down to my ankle.

I started to step out of them, but before I’d even removed both feet I felt the kisses of him on my ass. I looked back to see him on his knees, parting my cheek open with one hand and kissing ever-closer to my forbidden knot as he did so.

I could feel him lick along the fabric that covered my asshole, then he curled a tongue beneath it and struck my sensitive hole.  I hissed a breath.  I’d never felt anything like it.

“Feel good?” he asked.

“I don’t know,” I lied.  “Better try again so I can make sure.”

He smirked and went in for another go, this time removing the strap of fabric completely and washing his tongue right over the sinful spot.

My scalp tingled with delight.  He brought a hand through my legs to tease at my pussy, spinning his fingers on my clit as his tongue continued to be busy, tasting parts of me that should never be explored.

“Lick my ass, Mr. Hamilton,” I moaned.  Truthfully I just wanted to say it.  It seemed such a rare phrase to utter.

“Let me work you open,” he said.

I didn’t really know what he meant at first, but soon enough I got the idea.  Gradually his tongue became more forceful, pressing against my ass with purpose until the muscle slowly started to relent.

At first it widened enough to allow the tip of his tongue in, but soon he was moving a finger in there.  When I felt him probe me my whole body tightened.  It felt so good that I wondered why I’d never explored my asshole before.

“You sure know what you’re doing,” I said.  I found it strange that an act I’d heard horror-stories about could be so sensual and exciting.

Gradually he worked me wide enough for his thumb and then soon he was squeezing two fingers through my muscle.  He started to move them both slowly, steadily fucking my asshole and giving me a taste of what it would be like.

“Are you ready for the real thing?” he asked finally.

“I think so,” I whispered.

“I want to hear you say it.”

“I’m ready,” I said.

“’I’m ready for you to fuck my ass, Mr. Hamilton.’  Say it.”

“I’m ready for you to fuck my fucking ass, Mr. Hamilton,” I whined.

He stood upright behind me, holding his cock at the base with a firm grip.  It seemed to swell and stiffen, as though he were deliberately trapping the blood inside it.

When he pressed it against my ass it felt rock-hard.  The more he moved forward the more I realized something had to give.

At first I felt the pressure of him against me but then my asshole started to ease open slowly, engulfing the crown of his cock and hosting him with an ease that I feared I’d never attain.

The rush of adrenaline was palpable.  I let out a groan and then several quick breaths, concentrating on the sensation of that huge rod bursting into my ass.

I looked to the mirror and watched as his cock disappeared, then I looked up to his face and watched him as he stared down at the collision of our sinful flesh.

My asshole sheathed him completely.  His entire, beautiful cock lay deep inside me, pinched at the hilt by the muscle that was gradually growing accustom to being spread wide.

“There you go,” he said, curling my hair behind my ear.  “That wasn’t so hard, was it?”

“It feels pretty hard to me,” I joked.

My giggle turned to a wince as he slowly started to move, letting my muscle run over the full length of his cock before plunging it back inside me.

“This is what you wanted,” he said.

“More than ever,” I moaned.  “And do you know what I want now?  Do you know what I want for my birthday?”

“What?”

“I want you to pop.  I want to feel that cock let off inside me.  Can you do that for me, Mr. Hamilton?”

“Anything for a customer,” he said.

He gave my cheek a kiss and the moment was so sensual that I almost forgot that he was buried in my asshole.

A quick flex of his cock was enough to remind me and soon he was passing it through my body with increased tempo.  My ass gripped him tight the whole time and I found myself strangely proud of how much he seemed to be reveling in the sensation.  It was as though I’d broken that calm, commanding exterior that he presented to the world.

“That’s so fucking good,” he moaned.  I’d never heard him talk like that about anything.

“Does it feel good, huh?  Buried in my naughty ass?”

“Better than you’ll ever know.”

He rained down a slap on my butt and I moaned, then he moved his hand to my mouth to stop the sound.

I groaned into his palm, rocking like a rag-doll as his huge dick burst in and out of me over and over.

I moved a hand down over my stomach and started to work my pussy, realizing that the combination of both holes being pleasured at once was something else.  It was as though working my clit like that was somehow making the sensation of Mr. Hamilton in my butt feel stronger.  I’d never felt so completely full before in my life.

“Let me boss that cock, Mr. Hamilton,” I pleaded now, and I began to take charge.

He slowed his thrusts and watched as I started to bounce.  I held the sofa tight and pushed my ass back and forth along him.

“If you keep doing that I’m going to come,” he whispered.

“Guess I’ll keep doing it then.”

I looked back over my shoulder and smiled, then I gave him a sultry groan as I slid my ring all the way down over his cock.

I looked to the mirror and started to bounce, swinging my tits beneath me and jerking his stiffness through me.

His eyes closed and I studied the pleasure in his face, relishing the fact that it was all because of me.

“Shoot it in my ass,” I encouraged, snarling the instruction as I worked him.

I wound my ass down over and over, feeling each ridge pop through me and then hit a spot deep inside.

My pussy was drooling by now and my hand was smothering the sticky cream back up over me and using it to rock my clit between my fingers.

“Pump it in my fucking ass,” I said, making sure to keep the noise to a minimum.

Mr. Hamilton took a grip of my ass and squeezed, then he took charge again, moving over me before jack-hammering into me at a pace I hadn’t expected.

My mouth fell open and I let out a moan.  It was hard to care about alerting someone, now that everything suddenly felt so good.

“Come in my ass!  Come in my ass!  Come in my ass!” I cried.

Mr. Hamilton let out a groan and then I felt him stiffen and swell.  Suddenly there was a rush of heat, followed by another pulse and then another thick blast.

“Yes!” I groaned.

He stayed still for the moment and I took up the mantle again, winding my ass back and forth and milking the cum from his cock like a champion whore as he groaned out his release.

“Is everything okay in there?” came the sudden voice of Clare.

“Just fine,” I said, hoping the tremor in my speech wasn’t cause for concern.

I looked at his reflection to see his eyes shut tight and his head cast back.  His cock was still letting off, twitching every so often and firing another jet of hot spunk into my ass.

“Let me know if you need anything,” Clare said.  I suspected she knew what was up.

After a moment or two Mr. Hamilton let out a groan, pulling back and exiting my ass.  He looked down at and rubbed my butt slowly.

“Here,” I said, and I passed my phone to him.  “Take a photo.”

“Of your ass?”

“Yeah.  I want something to remember this by.”

He took the phone and angled it down on my hole, snapping a photo and then handing it back to me.

“Good enough?” he asked.

I looked at the image.  My ass was spread about an inch or so wide and the white cream of his love was threatening to ease over the brim.  It was wet and pink and everything I’d hoped for.
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