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About This Book

Dirty gals taking it deep for the first time in rough naughty sessions at the mercy of older men!  It’s some of the naughtiest erotica on the planet – come see if you can handle it!
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My butt was way more sensitive than I’d ever given it credit for, and mixed with the heady pleasure that toying with my clit gave me, I was soon well on my way to climax.

As my breathing deepened I started to get more depraved and adventurous, until soon my finger was battling against the one-way-street that was my asshole.

It pressed right through the muscle, and I gasped.  My eyes spread open as something was awakened inside me, and I pushed the digit deeper into the tight warmth.

Instantly I was enamored by the sensation.  It pushed me immediately over the edge, and I started to whimper and moan on the bed as the biggest climax I’d ever had overcame me.

I felt my ass pinch around my finger as I rubbed the orgasm from my pussy, spreading my juices up and along my folds as I penetrated myself from behind.

If anal was naughty, then solo anal was even naughtier.  After the climax I found that my shame deepened, to the point that I went online to see if anyone else was as naughty as I was.

I was quickly comforted by the depravity I found, and soon the notion of fucking my ass while I masturbated didn’t seem like a big deal, but I didn’t find anyone who did it to thoughts of their older friend.

The next day I was back in the attic, thumbing through Duncan’s adventures and supplanting myself in the female role.  Soon, his past became my fantasy, and I started to imagine how it might feel for something bigger to go in my ass.

Over the course of a few weeks, I ran through the chapters in Duncan’s books without him realizing, and I discovered that they continued well into his relationship with his ex-wife.

It was strange to read about him fucking her ass, but after years of fucking other people’s, it didn’t come as a great surprise that he might like the naughtier kind of sex with his wife too.

The dates in the top left corner of the pages grew closer and closer to the present day, and that’s when I began to wonder if Duncan still wrote his sordid journals.  I decided that I had to find out.

So, when he was out at work again, I went to his bedside dresser and opened the top drawer.  I hit the jackpot immediately.

There, on top of a stack of filled diaries, was Duncan’s most recent musings, and they were mine for the taking.

I got to reading them immediately, flicking straight to the back to see what the freshest bout of naughtiness was that was occupying his mind.  My eyes widened as I devoured the passages.

Fuck, I swear she’s doing it deliberately.  She comes downstairs in the morning in the looses shorts, and I can see her butt jiggle as she makes breakfast.  Why the fuck couldn’t I have an uglier friend and housemate?

Shit, is this normal?  It doesn’t feel normal ... I’m not gonna do anything, of course I’m not, but I’ll be damned if I haven’t imagined what it might feel like to put it there.  Fuck, I’m going to hell!  She’s nineteen!

I set the book back in its place and closed the drawer.  For a few minutes I just sat there, staring off into the corner of the room as I imagined Duncan doing untold things to me.
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Let me tell you about Duncan.  He and I lived a quiet, wholesome life together after his wife left.  I never saw him with any women afterwards, but I discovered later that he’d had a whole host of women before her.

He was forty-nine and I was nineteen.  We met last year, when I was desperately searching for somewhere to live and he had a spare room.  He needed the rent now that his wife wasn’t giving him her share.

It’s weird to imagine his life before his wife, and so I rarely ever did.  He didn’t talk about it, and I didn’t think to pry, so I just carried on, oblivious, but at nineteen I was sexually adventurous and Duncan’s allure was strong.  Something about an older, confident guy made me think he’d know exactly how to please a woman, and boy was I right.

I discovered how true that was when I was exploring the attic one afternoon while Duncan was out at work, hoping to find some old ice-skates that I was sure I put up there last summer.

I crept cautiously over the boarded beams, keeping my head low to avoid the cobwebs that hung from the rafters and flashing my torch around quickly to target any strange noises.

Having no idea where to begin looking, I started popping open storage containers and peering inside, hoping to find my skates somewhere within but finding nothing but useless old kitchen appliances and long-forgotten cushions and rugs.

The attic seemed to be where things went to die and be forgotten, but I was about to awaken something that was more impactful than any ancient treasure.

An old leather trunk caught my eye and I decided that it was to be the next spot of exploration, despite how off-putting the dusty, belted fasteners were that held it shut.  The box was quite large and looked like it could have been expensive in its day.

When I finally popped it open, I was dismayed to find only a few journals and some old clothes.  I was close to shutting it and placing it back where I’d found it, but some familiar handwriting caught my eye between the open pages of one of the books.

“Duncan?” I whispered, leaning in, and grabbing one of the books.

I flicked quickly through the pages and found reams of handwriting.  Page after page were filled with his words.

“A diary?” I squeaked, excited.

I flashed the torch around the attic and then targeted it at the page, illuminating the faded pages.  The date in the top-left corner was ’10-09-94’ and the passage read as follows.

Daisy, Daisy, Daisy.  Damn!  How did I snare such fine piece of ass?  And when I say ‘fine’ I mean it.  Jeez, I wish I could draw so I could make a sketch of that work-of-art and keep it forever.

I’ve got the memories though!  They’re going nowhere.  She looked so fucking hot in those jeans and when I finally got to rip them off, I felt like a kid at Christmas.

That perfect ass was my undoing!  I’ve been a slave to a hot butt ever since, but Daisy was the first one to slide it right over my cock.  Fuck!!!

“Come inside my ass, Duncan!”  Shit!  I’ll never forget those words, or how tight her ass felt around my dick.  She gripped me like a vice and took it so well.  From now on I’m gonna try that with every woman I meet.

I blinked in the darkness, lost to the pages.  I hadn’t planned on it, but I’d found myself imagining a younger version of Duncan, slipping his lucky cock into the mystery Daisy’s ass.  Gosh, I wonder what that felt like.

I turned over to the next entry from less than a month later.

A red-head!  My first ever!  I’m making quite the collection of babes already.  Bobby said I should make a list, and I felt kind of embarrassed admitting that I’d been journaling instead.  Do people do this?

Anyway, Brianna!  Fuck, she’s got a huge ass.  I thought it’d take a search party to get me out of there!  Instead, all it took was the cum I’d left inside her to ease my exit.  When she put it back in her mouth I couldn’t believe it, but I didn’t want to make a big deal out of it.  Just a shame she wanted to kiss me after!  I think I’ll be seeing Brianna again.

I turned to the next entry and Duncan had indeed met up with Brianna again, this time for a blowjob out in the park that saw him shoot all over her joyous face.  She’d pushed it all into her mouth and they’d carried on their walk like nothing had happened until they found a bird blind and Duncan went down on Brianna.  It was nice to know he gave something back!

For the next hour I sat up there, reading through his many and various exploits until my pussy was sodden in a way it never had been before.

“Chelsea?” came Duncan’s voice from the open hatch, and I realized I’d been up there so long that he’d returned from work already.

He appeared at the top of the ladder, his silhouetted figure looking in my direction.  I pointed the flashlight at him, and he squinted, covering his eyes.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“Um, you haven’t seen my old ice-skates, have you?”

“Those?  I threw them away I think,” he said.  “You hungry?”

“You bet!” I chirped, hoping to hide my nervous excitement and reluctant to berate him.  It didn’t seem right to pry so deeply into his private life and then scald him for throwing away my skates.

“Come on down and I’ll fix us something.”

He retreated down the ladder and didn’t seem especially concerned by the sinful diaries that the attic held.  Perhaps he trusted me more than I thought.

I followed soon after, belting up the old trunk and leaving everything as I’d found it.  I took one last look in its direction as I started to descend the ladder.  With each step I could feel my wetness creeping out of me.  I couldn’t believe how soaked I’d become from reading Duncan’s exploits, and I felt shame at being so turned on by them.

All through dinner naughty images of a younger Duncan kept flashing across my mind as we ate.  He talked and I tried to listen, but all I could imagine was him stood behind a Daisy, or a Brianna, pounding his cock into their tight asshole and relishing every second of it.

After dinner I did the dishes as quickly as I could and retreated to my room with thoughts of Duncan still on my mind.

I lay on my bed and stared up at the ceiling where I thought his books lay.  They seemed to call me, like the drums from the board-game in Jumanji.

With my pussy still wet and only one thing on my mind, I slipped my hand down the front of my sweatpants and started to toy with my pussy.
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