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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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To this day, I don’t think Kevin was being serious.  He was naughty, but he wasn’t that naughty.  I think he just wanted to scare me and teach me a lesson, but I was so angry at being tricked by him that I just thrust down my shorts and panties as one and lay on the bed with my face in the pillow.

“There,” I told him.  “There it is.  Get it over with.”

As I lay there, I felt my simmering anger start to wane as I realized what I was doing.  I mean, it was crazy.  I was showing Kevin parts of myself that I wouldn’t show even my best friends.

“I can’t just stick it in raw,” Kevin said.

I glanced back.  “You’re the pro at his.  How should you stick it in?”

“Start with your finger,” he nodded.

“What?”

“Finger it,” Kevin said, standing at the side of the bed.  “Let me see that.”

He was speaking in hushed tones and there was lust in his voice.  I’d never heard him whisper like that.

“What should I do?” I asked.

“Lick your finger and try it.”

I put my finger in my mouth.  I don’t know why, but I picked the middle one, rather than my pinky.  I moved it behind me and pressed it against the muscle.  It felt foreign to me.

“Rub it,” Kevin said.

I waggled my finger over the tight knot of muscle, noticing instantly that there was pleasure to be found there.  It wasn’t instant or earth-shattering, but I could feel the sensitive nerve-endings lighting up.  It started to excite me.

“Here,” Kevin said, and he put a knee on the bed.

I felt his weight next to me and then I heard him spit.  Next thing I know, he’s landed his saliva right on my asshole.  I flinched as it struck me and left my finger in it, frozen with nervousness.

“Rub it in,” he instructed again.

I moved the finger and his slippery saliva spread over the aperture.  It felt even better with more spit, as though friction was the enemy back there.

“Should I get it as wet as my pussy?” I asked.

I heard his gruff voice behind me.  “Yes.”

“Then I’m going to need more spit.”

Kevin squeezed my naked ass and then held it open, letting another glob of saliva land right on my sordid little hole.

“Put it inside,” he said this time.

I rubbed the spit around then turned my finger inwards, feeling the sharpness of my nail around the sensitive opening.  I pressed through and let the tip of my finger be swallowed up.

“That’s it,” Kevin said, and I heard his belt unbuckle.
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I used my double-sided coin to get out of all kinds of scrapes.  It started from when I was a little dork interested in magic, and I used the coin to wow relatives at get-togethers.  I don’t think many of them were genuinely impressed, but it made me think I was some kind of David Blaine.

I realized as an adult that I could use the coin to get me into and out of all kinds of scrapes, and now it regularly holds a place in my pocket or bag.

Over the years it had got me into nightclubs, won bets against friends, and even stopped me from spending a night in the cells.

I was quite the tearaway growing up, and I made my parent’s life hell.  I moved out after a huge argument, and now I live with an older friend and her husband, but their relationship isn’t much better.

Sally, my friend from work, was cheating on her husband.  She’d told me as much, but I think I would have figured it out anyway, given that she was rarely ever home.  Her partner Kevin knew it too, but it didn’t matter so much, since he had women around of his own whenever Sally wasn’t home.

I didn’t care enough to get involved.  They were unhappily married, and it seemed to somehow work.  I’d even hear Kevin getting it on sometimes through the bedroom walls.

We got to be friends too, Kevin and me.  He would try to steer me in the right direction as best he could, but I was determined to make my own mistakes in life.

“You said you were going to clean the house while I was at work,” Kevin said one afternoon.

He stood at my bedroom door with his hand on the handle, surveying the mess that circled my bed.

“And you can start in here,” he added.  “Shit, Booke, do you have any clothes left in your closet?”

I looked over the top of my phone and shrugged.

“You’ve got to start stepping up.  We’re happy to help out, but we’re not doing everything for you.  You’ve got to contribute somewhere, and if you don’t have all your rent every month, the least you can do is keep the place tidy.”

“Ugh,” I sighed, sitting up.  “I don’t have any money because staying in is boring.”

He pinched the bridge of his nose.  “You have to budget.  Make a list of your outgoings.”

“How is cleaning going to help with that?”

“If I pay you?” 

“How much?”

“Twenty bucks.”

I started to laugh and put my head back against the pillow.

“Twenty bucks an hour?” Kevin clarified.

“I can make more than that selling pictures of my feet.”

Shit, that actually wasn’t a bad idea.  I could tell instantly that Kevin didn’t like the sound of it.

“Don’t do that,” he said.  “Look, what will it take for you to tidy?”

I sat on the bed thinking.  Fuck, I was a brat back then.  I’m not ashamed to say I’ve done a lot of growing since, but back then, I was a nightmare.

“A hundred,” I posed.

“No way,” Kevin said.  “In fact, here’s a counteroffer.  You clean the house, or I’ll make you start paying all your rent.”

My mouth fell open.  “What?”

“You heard,” hey said, standing upright and folding his arms.  “You know, most people do that anyway.”

“Oh, Mr. Tough Guy all of a sudden?”

“Mr. Responsible.”

“You wouldn’t make me pay all that.  Sally would kill you.”

“Try me.”

I sat up on the bed and reached for my bag.  “Okay, here’s an offer.  Tails, I do everything you want, including paying the rent.  Heads, I don’t do any of it.”

“So let me get this straight ... if it lands on tails, you do what most people are already doing anyway.  And heads, you continue to live a consequence-free life?”

“Why have you got to be such a square?”

He started to laugh at that.  “I’m not sure I like these terms.”

“Come on,” I said, gripping my trusty coin.  “What else?”

Kevin started to grin.  He looked over at me as I lay on the bed in my t-shirt and shorts.

“What do you hate most in the world?” he asked.

I shrugged.  “I don’t know, cleaning would be up there.”

“What else?”

“I don’t know.”

“Think.”

My eyes looked up as my mind whirred, before settling on something that had been annoying me lately.

“I hate the noises that come from your bedroom when you have your ‘friends’ over.”

“You can hear that?”

I nodded with a smirk.  “Every word.”

“You can’t hear every word ...”

I grinned and bit my lip.  “Put it in my ass, Kevin.”

His face turned red.  “Jealous?”

“Of someone getting your cock in their ass?  Eww.  No.”

He narrowed his eyes as though he was assessing me, and to be honest, my statement wasn’t completely truthful.  The women he brought by made me jealous for all kinds of reasons.  I hated that they took the attention away from me, and I hated the thought of other people getting what I wanted most.  I was still a virgin and desperately wanted to change that, but most guys were fucking creeps.  At least I knew Kevin wasn’t normal.  Sally wouldn’t have married him otherwise.

“Okay,” he said calmly.  “Tails, you clean the whole house.  Heads, I don’t do that to the woman who’s coming over later.”

“You mean, fuck her ass?”

His nostrils flared in annoyance.  “Yes, Brooke.  That.”

“Firstly, that’s a lose-lose for me.  You can do all kinds of other stuff.”

“I’m just raising the stakes.”

“Okay, how’s this.  “Tails, you clean the house.  You pay my bills.  You don’t have anyone over tonight.”

“And heads?”

“Heads?  You fuck my ass.”

Kevin’s jaw hit the floor.

“How’s that for jeopardy?” I teased.

“Brooke, that’s crazy,” he said, shaking his head.  “No way.”

“Chicken?”

“So, I either clean the house and pay your bills, or I ... I ... have anal sex with you?”

I nodded, grinning like someone who knew for a fact that they wouldn’t be paying any bills any time soon, and that their anal virginity was staying distinctly intact.

Kevin’s face was getting redder.  He put his hands in his pockets and looked a picture of discomfort.

“That seems pretty fair to me,” I said, turning over and showing him my butt.  My little shorts were thin enough and loose enough to give him a pretty good impression.

“Okay, deal,” he said.

That part shocked me to be honest.  I never thought he’d agree to it.  Even though I knew I was going to win, Kevin didn’t.  That meant some small part of himself, perhaps fifty percent even, was happy to defile me like that.

I’ve got to admit that it was kind of hot to hear.  I kind of felt desirable, you know?  Also, it told me how much a fucking freak Kevin was.  I knew he liked it dirty but doing it with me was a totally different level of dirt.  I was his wife’s friend and half his age.

“I’ll flip it,” Kevin said, and he offered his hand out for the coin.

In all my years doing this, no-one ever checked the coin.  They just took it and flipped it.  I’d always grab it afterwards so they couldn’t check it.  I’d even hold it up and show them that it landed on tails.

So, I handed Kevin the coin, and like everyone else, he didn’t check.  He just rested it above his thumb on his clenched fist and flipped it over the bed.

I watched with a shit-eating grin as the coin spun in the air.  It dropped to the sheets and settled there.
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