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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!

Stories include Anal Lovers Books 73 – 76: ‘Master Baker,’ ‘My Boss In My Ass While His Wife Sleeps,’ ‘I’m Her Dad’s Anal Slut,’ and ‘Anal Summer.’
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Grace nodded at the bottle of olive oil.  “How about that?”

“How about it?” asked Jason, confused.

“You think it’ll work as a lube?”

“Lube?  You feel pretty wet to me, Grace.”

“I wasn’t talking about there.”

Jason was shocked.  He’d never done what Grace was suggesting, and she picked up on that from his expression.

“I’m ready if you are,” she teased.

She picked up the bottle and handed it back to Jason.

He couldn’t believe what was happening to him.  This young, confident, beautiful woman wanted him in the naughtiest way imaginable.  He should have stopped what he was doing long before now, and with the prospect of doing something as sinful as that and having access to Grace’s body that he never thought he would, he had no chance of doing the right thing.

Jason took the bottle and poured some of the lube into his cupped palm.  He squeezed it around his cock and felt the firm veins beneath his skin as he rubbed it in.

“Put it on my ass,” whispered Grace.

She wriggled her butt against Jason, feeling the slick, slippery muscle slapping over her bare cheeks.

Jason put more oil on his fingers and touched them to Grace’s ass, feeling the knot of muscle instantly and listening as Grace hushed a breath.

She closed her eyes and felt the oiled digits dancing over the most intimate part of herself.  No-one else had ever touched her asshole before, and to feel Jason’s oiled fingers tickling over it was like nothing else.  She hadn’t anticipated how good it would feel, and that the sensitive nerve-endings might make her pussy as wet as it was.

“Mr. Baker,” she gasped, closing her eyes tight to focus on the sensation.

Jason smothered the muscle in oil and then pressed his finger against it to test its resistance.  He felt the hole widen over him and took on more oil to get himself inside.

Grace slapped her hands flat on the table and bent forward as Jason penetrated her.  She felt the stretch of the muscle as his expert fingers worked it open wider.

“Good girl,” hushed Jason, and soon he was trying to squeeze a second finger in alongside the first.

Grace took it with a satisfied grunt, feeling herself stretch wider as Jason’s corkscrewed fingers twisted into her ass.

“Oh, that’s it,” whined Grace.  “That’s it!”

Jason’s cock was throbbing.  It sat unclaimed, glistening in oil and bouncing as his lust-filled blood pumped into his shaft.

“Put your cock in me,” Grace demanded, looking back.  “Please, Mr. Baker.”

Jason couldn’t deny her demands.  He pulled back his fingers and felt Grace’s hoop pinch him free.  He gripped tight around the hilt of his cock and targeted the dimple of Grace’s asshole before pushing forwards.

“Yes!” gasped Grace, throwing back her head as she felt Jason breach her.

Her butt widened over the smooth crown, stretching slowly as it passed through her sphincter.  Grace felt herself become full and put her hand over her pussy for comfort.

Jason looked down, breathing hard as he watched his inches disappear inside Grace.  He could feel the muscle squeezing tightly around him and rejoiced in the guttural cries of Grace who submitted in front of him.

“Oh, Mr. Baker!”
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Jason Baker seemed destined to do his job.  Nominative determinism, they called it, but Jason’s surname could just have equally been Anal-Virgin-Fucker in another life.

That hadn’t been his lifelong goal, of course, but with his daughter’s nineteen-year-old friend Grace doing a piece on Jason’s bakery for her YouTube channel, it just kind of happened.

No-one sets out to fuck their daughter’s friend’s ass, but there must be guys out there that have done it.  Jason had never even done anal, but that was all about to change.

Grace was the owner of a thriving YouTube channel that was growing by the day.  Grace thought it was because of her content, but Jason suspected it was more than likely down to her looks.  The nineteen-year-old was blessed with a big chest and blonde hair, and you didn’t need much more than that to excite her fanbase.

Jason didn’t understand it all, but he was happy to help.  At fifty-years-old, YouTube had kind of passed him by.  He was aware of it, but he had no idea of the kind of pull the platform was capable of.

With Grace approaching one hundred thousand subscribers, she managed to convince Jason that it might be beneficial for both of them for her to do a piece on his bakery.

‘Baker’s,’ Jason had called it, in an artistic flourish that might never be repeated.  Opening at six in the morning, Jason prided himself on his reliability, having never been sick in his thirty-years of baking.  His customers could rely on his product, knowing that their favorite breads and pastries would all be waiting for them every morning.

Grace had chosen a different route to success.  Despite admiring Jason’s work ethic, she had a different approach, and Jason took time to acclimatize.  He was wary of influencers and YouTube, but he gradually realized he had no reason to be, at least with Grace.

She talked him around and convinced Jason to let her film at his bakery, and early one morning, their day began.

Grace set up various cameras to capture the action, wearing a head-camera that Jason had branded ‘ridiculous’ as she followed the process from beginning to end, before switching to her phone’s camera to record him as he set out his stall.

“This is where the magic happens,” commented Grace, looking at her screen as she scanned across the array of freshly baked goods.

When the doors opened at seven-thirty, Grace was surprised to see the shop flood with customers.  There was a buzz suddenly, and the quiet, calm store became filled with life and interactions.

Grace hadn’t ever seen anything like it, and she found herself forgetting the video in favor of playing voyeur to Jason’s customers, and the brief glimpses into their varied lives.

She saw young workmen, stocking up on supplies before a hard day’s labor; mothers mid-school run, flying into the shop at a thousand miles an hour; older women who were clearly sweet on Jason; and people treating themselves after their morning jog.

“This is life,” Grace said to her camera, as though this was all some brand-new concept to her and her viewers.

Jason apologized profusely to his customers as Grace wove between them, capturing their daily ritual and probing them with innocent questions.

Some enjoyed the attention, while others were shyer, but the one thing everyone had in common was the praise they had for Baker’s.  As the day went on, Grace found her pride swelling for Jason and what he’d created, and everything he was doing for the community in the process.  It was an aspect of his business that she’d never appreciated.

“Get everything you needed?” asked Jason as he turned the sign on his door over to ‘closed’ and locked it.

“Do you think I can get some after shots?  Like of you cleaning down and stuff?”

“Cleaning down?” scoffed Jason.  “Work is just getting started.”

“The bakery closes at three, doesn’t it?”

“To the public, yes, but I’ve got to get things ready for tomorrow morning.”

“Like what?”

“Like everything,” laughed Jason.  “I’ve got to clean and sanitize, prep the dough for tomorrow, check the inventory, do the finances—all of the behind-the-scenes stuff.”

“Mind if I stick around?”

“It’s all the boring stuff, Grace, are you sure?  You’ve not got enough for your channel yet?”

“There’s nothing wrong with more.  I can always trim it if I need to.”

“Okay, but no filming when it comes to my pumpkin spiced dough.  That’s top secret.”

“Ooh, secrets,” teased Grace, bouncing her eyebrows.

Jason shook his head and smiled.

“It’s been fun having you here,” he said.

Grace wore a shocked smile.  “It’s been fun being here!  I’ve learned so much.  You do amazing things here, Mr. Baker.”

Jason was almost blushing.  “Hey, you work hard too.  You barely stopped recording all day.”

“The hard work is in the edit.”

“You have more to do later?”

“All of the behind-the-scenes stuff,” teased Grace, holding a mirror up to Jason.

“I guess our jobs are more complicated than we both realized, huh kiddo?”

Jason opened his arm around Grace and hugged her tight to him.  He kissed the top of her head as he rubbed her arm.

Afterwards Jason went through to the kitchen with Grace following.  She lifted her phone and started to record again.

“Back in the kitchen,” she began, but Jason spun around quickly and put his hand up.

“Not this part,” he said.  “It’s the secret dough.”

“The secret dough!” teased Grace, turning the camera on herself and pulling a face for her fans.  “I’ll see you guys after!”

Grace shut the camera off and put it in her pant pocket as Jason sought the mystery ingredients for his recipe.

“So, what’s in it?” asked Grace, trying her luck.

“Oh, you know, a pinch of this, a punch of that?”

“Nothing more specific?”

“Baking’s about feeling,” Jason said, taking off his apron.

“Feeling, huh,” Grace mused, putting her elbow on the counter and resting her chin in her hand.

Jason took off his shirt and placed it carefully over the back of a nearby chair.

Grace’s mouth opened and she stood upright.  Jason barely flinched.  He started to unfasten his pants.

“What are you doing?” asked Grace as he took them down over his underwear.
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