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About This Book

Dirty gals taking it deep for the first time in rough anal 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 1 – 4: ‘Anal From My Friend While His Wife Showers,’ ‘The Power of Anal,’ ‘Blown My Backdoor In,’ and ‘My Boss Popped My Anal Cherry.’
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Alan looked to the bathroom door.  “You know, Carrie and I have never done it.”

“I don’t even like to think about you guys having regular sex, never mind that,” I lied.

“Oh, we just finished doing that.”

I shook suddenly in the bed.  “Here?!”

He smiled and nodded.  “You’re practically lying in it.”

“Ewww!” I laughed, wriggling.  Thankfully I couldn’t feel anything wet against me.

“Carrie’s freshening up,” he said.  “She likes to be thorough.”

“You fucked right here?”

“It’s our bed, Hannah, of course we did.”

“Why did you let me in?!”

“You looked cold.”

“I’d have gone back to my own bed if I’d have known!”

“But then we wouldn’t have got to share our love of anal.”

“Love?”

“Well, I love it,” he said.  “I look at enough videos myself, but I always make sure I delete my search-history.”

I pursed my lips.  “I’ll remember that in future.”

“You ever done it?”

I shook my head.  “You?”

Alan shook his head too.  “We’re both virgins I guess.”

I turned to look at him again and I felt that same awkward silence descend.  You know when you’re only inches away from kissing someone and there’s that moment.  Well, I could feel it weighing heavy and I honestly had no clue what direction I wanted things to go.

It felt like the moment lasted forever, but in reality it was probably only five seconds before I moved forward another inch and met Alan’s mouth.

We touched lips and waited again, then I lurched forwards and gave him my tongue.  His wrestled back against my own and we rolled in the bed.  It was then that I realized he was completely naked.  Not only that but the thing between his legs was far from flaccid.

I could feel it against my stomach, pressing onto my long t-shirt.  Below, my pussy came to life, leaking its juices into the crotch of my little panties.  I couldn’t help but think that the wettest pussy in the world would be no good for where Alan wanted to put it.

“We have to be fast,” he said, looking at the door.

“So be fast,” I told him.

My breath raced as he kissed me again.  I could feel my heart thudding in my ears.  The adrenaline surged through me rapidly.  With Carrie so close the fear of getting caught was both a turn-on and a worry.  It’d be tough to explain this away.

“Jerk my cock,” he whispered.

He moved over on top of me and straddled my body.  Fuck, things were moving fast.  I looked down and saw his cock in the twilight of the bedroom.  It jutted out on his hips, looming over me like a magnificent, rare creature.  It looked more much mature than the one cock I’d already sampled.

“Do it,” he urged, looking back.

I took it in my hand and felt its strength.  I was dealing with a real man now, and not the chads from college.  Alan was comfortable in his own skin, and that made me comfortable too.

“It’s so big,” I swooned, but behind the excitement I was terrified.  How was I going to fit something that big in my ass?
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I’m back at my old home for the holidays over winter.  Alan and Carrie had taken me in at eighteen when I had no place to go and offered me a room with cheap rent.  They’re always glad to see me, but Alan loves to make jokes about how he has to keep his hands off of his wife while I’m there.  I’m twenty now and I owe those guys a lot.

I always pretend to shudder at the thought of the two of them together, but if I’m totally honest the idea of it intrigues me a little.  I’ve never seen them be intimate, but I think I’d like to.  I wonder how older people fuck.

Anyway, I’m back for now in the room I used to stay in.  They hadn’t changed it at all.

College had so far been a wild ride, and my priorities had shifted.  Since losing my virginity there I found myself becoming increasingly interested in the naughtier side of sex and the things that a woman could have done to her.  I was on a real voyage of sexual discovery.

I’d stay up late in my dorm-room, browsing the internet and looking for kinks that piqued my interest.  It started tame, with videos of sex and cumshots, but soon I was watching women getting butt-fucked and wondering what it might be like.  So far I’d only gotten as far as a finger, but even that had felt good.

Back at Alan and Carrie’s things were different.  I’d snuck a few glances on their computer but I was cautious.  I didn’t want them to come into the room and see me fingering my ass on the swivel-chair while I watched porn.  I tried to keep a lid on things.

Anyway, on the second night back I managed to drift off to sleep.  It had been more difficult on the first night, but I was starting to feel more comfortable after so long away.

I don’t fully remember my dream, but I do know that it was somewhat erotic.  A rhythmic bumping sound had provided the backdrop, and I’d been roused by a roaring cry of ecstasy.  I wasn’t sure whether the sound had been real or whether I’d imagined it, but it startled me awake, nonetheless.

I sat there in the darkness and blinked to check whether or not my eyes were even open.  I put out a hand for the bedside light but couldn’t find it.  Everything was different at home and if I’m honest I’d kind of lost my bearings.

I slipped from my room and into the hall, thinking that I was right back at college.  I tip-toed down along the dark corridor and pushed open the door that I thought was our shared washroom.

I could hear a flow of water coming from within, as well as the sound of someone breathing heavily.  I still wasn’t entirely cogent, but reality was dripping back slowly.

I moved closer towards the sound of the water.  A crack of light came through another door within the room.  I approached cautiously with my arm out, ready to enter.

“Wait!” a voice cried.  “Carrie’s in there.”

I turned back and looked.  I squinted in the half-light and made out the figure of someone in bed.  They were half-covered by a duvet.  I could make out the curves of some muscles strewn with hair.  I realized then that it was Alan and I was in their room.

“Oh, gosh,” I hushed.  “Gosh, I’m so sorry.”

“Are you still sleeping?” he asked.

I laughed, whispering: “I feel like it.”

By now my eyes were adjusting to the light that was coming in from the en-suite.  I walked steadily to the bed and looked down on Alan.  He was still out of breath.

“Did you have a bad dream or something?” I asked.

“Uhh, something like that,” he sighed.

“Carrie’s showering late, isn’t she?” I looked back to the door and the rushing water beyond.  I could hear her singing softly.

“Umm, yeah.”

I walked closer to his bed, rubbing my arms.  “I’m cold.”

He opened the duvet cautiously and offered me inside.

I didn’t think about it as much as I should have.  I jumped in excitedly and snuggled in.  It was just so warm.  I rolled my shoulders and smiled.  I hadn’t noticed the soft slap of Alan’s cock as I’d nudged against him.

“That better?” he hushed.

I closed my eyes and sighed.  “Better.”

A moment of silence passed in which Carrie’s singing rose in the shower.

“So, I went on the computer this afternoon ...” Alan began.

“Yeah?”

“I was looking for asphalt for the driveway ...”

“Yeah?”

“Guess what happened when I typed the first two letters?”

I looked across at him with confusion.  In the back of my mind a realization started to dawn.

“I got a suggested search query,” he said.

“Oh ...?”

“About ass-fucking?” he added.

My body tightened as he said the words.  Fuck, it was hot to hear him talk like that so close to me, but I was so embarrassed.

“Maybe it was a mistake?” I offered.

“I know how computers work, Hannah.”

I swallowed nervously.

“I did the search too,” he confessed.

I turned to him suddenly and my eyes sprang open.  “You did?!”

“That first video ...” he said, shaking his head.

“Where the guy pulls out and shoots all—” I stopped short of the finishing the sentence, thinking I’d gone too far.

“All over her face,” he smiled.  His teeth glistened in the half-light.  I loved his smile.

“What did you think?” I asked.

“It was hot.  I’m getting excited just thinking about it.”

“You are?”

“Aren’t you?  Fuck, it was nasty.  The way her mouth opened.  The way he forced it in.  The way she moaned.”

I closed my eyes and clenched my jaw.  I could feel Alan’s words flow down through me and arrive right at my pussy.  I quivered with excitement.

“So, you’re a fan?” he hushed.

“I think so.”

Alan looked to the bathroom door.  “You know, Carrie and I have never done it.”

“I don’t even like to think about you guys having regular sex, never mind that,” I lied.

“Oh, we just finished doing that.”

I shook suddenly in the bed.  “Here?!”

He smiled and nodded.  “You’re practically lying in it.”

“Ewww!” I laughed, wriggling.  Thankfully I couldn’t feel anything wet against me.

“Carrie’s freshening up,” he said.  “She likes to be thorough.”

“You fucked right here?”

“It’s our bed, Hannah, of course we did.”

“Why did you let me in?!”

“You looked cold.”

“I’d have gone back to my own bed if I’d have known!”

“But then we wouldn’t have got to share our love of anal.”

“Love?”

“Well, I love it,” he said.  “I look at enough videos myself, but I always make sure I delete my search-history.”

I pursed my lips.  “I’ll remember that in future.”

“You ever done it?”

I shook my head.  “You?”

Alan shook his head too.  “We’re both virgins I guess.”

I turned to look at him again and I felt that same awkward silence descend.  You know when you’re only inches away from kissing someone and there’s that moment.  Well, I could feel it weighing heavy and I honestly had no clue what direction I wanted things to go.
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