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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 49 – 52: ‘My Anal Vibrator Was No Match For His Length,’ ‘Boss In My Ass With His Wife Beside Us,’ ‘Two In My Ass At Once,’ and ‘His Anal Sex Narration Drives Her Wild.’
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“You see it?” I asked.

“Gosh, that looks like a tight grip.”

“Watch how my ass sucks at it ...” I told him, and then I started to slide it back and forth.

“Fuck, Fran, that’s so hot.”

He squeezed his cock as though he was trying to calm it down.

“Look,” I told him.  “Keep looking.”

I felt the rubber slide through me, still lubricated by the coconut oil that sat on my bedside table.

“Oh, Fran,” Mr. Clark said, rubbing at my ass.

I moved the toy with greater purpose, then I started to moan.  I could see the pleasured anguish in his brow as he frowned.  He was fighting against temptation, but I could tell he wasn’t going to win.

“You’re driving me wild, Fran,” he said.  “This is so naughty.”

“Mr. Clark is watching me fuck my ass,” I whispered.

“I can’t keep it in my pants, honey ...”

“So don’t.”

He pulled his cock out through the front of his boxer-shorts again.  It was so stiff—even more than before.  The veins were thick, and his cock was swollen with arousal.

“Gosh, I wonder what that would be like in my ass,” I groaned, moving the toy.  “Imagine it, Mr. Clark.  Imagine pumping it through this tight little hole.”

“We can’t do that, Fran.”

“We can.  The lube is right there.”

Mr. Clark looked at the jar of coconut oil.  He pressed two of his fingers into it and then moved the clump of oil to his cock.  He rubbed it and it began to melt over him, making his thickness look even more delicious.  It turns out, if something looks hot, it looks even hotter covered in oil.

“Let me see,” I said as he began to stroke himself.

He stood up and moved along the side of the bed until I could smell the oil on his cock.  His big hand worked along him, pinching to the tip and working his stiff cock close to me.

“Fuck, Mr. Clark,” I hushed, driving the toy into my ass.

“This is so wrong ...”

“You know the other good thing about coconut oil?”

“What?”

“The taste.”

His cock visibly flexed.  He put a knee on the bed and then moved it to my mouth without saying anything.  I opened my mouth over him and stopped moving the toy in my ass.  I gave his cock my full attention, feeling how stiff and aroused he felt against my tongue.

I could taste the coconut and precum that eased from the tip when I pinched my fist up towards his crown.  He was so turned on and it was all because of me.  I wanted him bad.

“I want to put this in your ass,” Mr. Clark said.  “I want to put it in your ass so bad.”

“So do it,” I told him.  “Fill me up.”

“But my wife, Fran ...”

“I don’t care.”  I took the toy from my ass.  “Fill me up if she won’t let you.”
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I got my anal toy on the quiet after hearing a comedian I like talking about ass play on her podcast.  She’d said it was incredible but she’d never have thought it would be.  I mean, that’s not what asses are for is it, but it was a revelation to me to hear that putting something up there could be pleasurable.

I hadn’t even told my friends about it for fear of mockery.  Usually we were quite close, but this was one thing I didn’t want anyone else to know about.  It just wasn’t worth the risk.

When it first arrived, I felt dirty using it, especially with Mr. and Mrs. Clark in the house.  They’re the people I rent a room from.  I’ve taken to waiting for them to go to sleep before I try it out.

The first time I switched it on, I’d tightened up at the quick whirring sound that it made.  I wondered if it could permeate the walls, but Mr. and Mrs. Clark’s bedroom was down the hall and the hum from the machine was low.  I discovered too that the hum got even lower when it went inside me.

To begin with, I was coy.  I teased the toy around my tight, forbidden muscle, focusing on the little thrills that it gave me when it danced over the sensitive nerve-endings.

It really sent a thrill through me, but on that first time, I didn’t penetrate myself.  I couldn’t bring myself to do it.  I just enjoyed how it felt there.  It was more than enough of a stimulus to make me come, although I had to use my other hand on my pussy to get me there.

The climax was huge.  I’d never had one like it before in my life.  It was like I’d been eating sundae without the cherry on top until that fateful night.  I was instantly smitten by the notion of anal play, and there was no looking back from there on out.

The toy became my go-to.  I kept it in the drawer beside my bed and called on it regularly, using it to get me over the edge and release the tension after a hard day.

Eventually I started pushing it inside myself, discovering quickly that it worked way better with lube.  As a ruse, I told Mr. and Mrs. Clark I’d prefer to use coconut oil now because it was healthier, but secretly I was smothering my little anal bullet in the stuff and using it to ease the passing through my tight asshole.

Fuck, that’s when my world change.  Having that quivering, rubbery length slipping through my hole was a whole different level.  If playing around the outside of my ass was the cherry on the sundae, then fucking my ass was like getting the whole sundae for free.

It just felt incredible, and if you’ve never done it, it’s tough to tell you how it feels.  You just have to try it—trust me—but make sure you’re warmed up first ...

This was something I found out to my cost, although being totally honest, that’s not the most shocking thing about this story.

I’m kind of embarrassed to talk about it, but writing it down makes it way easier.  I can hind behind a penname and pretend like it’s someone else telling the story.  I guess it makes it easier to cope with, and my therapist has said that I should write things down sometimes to process them, so here goes.

It was late on a Friday, and I mean like, real late—so late that it’s actually early.  I’d woken up somewhere around four in the morning after having a sex-dream, and the first thing I thought to do was reach for my anal toy.

I was like Pavlov’s dog.  Whenever my pussy started salivating, I went for my little vibrating bundle of joy for satisfaction and set about delivering an orgasm, only this time, I was a little too loud.

The first I knew about it was seeing Mr. Clark in the half-light, looking into my room from the door.  I hadn’t heard him knock.

“Francesca!” he hissed, and I startled and turned the toy off.  “What are you doing?”

I could see him squinting at me, his big, powerful frame looming near the door.  I tried to stay still.

“Francesca,” he whispered louder.  “Were you playing with yourself?”

“No,” I answered, and I wished I’d have pretended to be asleep.

I couldn’t fucking believe it when he turned the light on.  It was then that he saw that my panties were down by my ankles and my knees were up.  The toy was still pressed into my ass.

Fear and shock had gripped me, and I’d frozen.  I just didn’t move.  I could have quickly turned over whilst his eyes were adjusting to the light and just outright pretended like nothing had happened, but I didn’t.

I wonder if a part of me wanted him to see me, looking back.  Like, I wanted him to tell me it was all alright or something.  I wanted to be vulnerable in front of him and have him tell me everything was okay, but all I did was turn him on.

It didn’t happen straight away, of course.  First came the realization.  He stared at my little round butt and at the black toy that jutted out from my cheeks.

“Is that ...” he began, but it was like he didn’t want to finish his sentence.  “Are you ...”

“It’s just something I’ve been doing,” I said softly.  “I’m not hurting anyone, Mr. Clark.”

“Is that in your ass?” he said now, and he took a step into the room as though I was some kind of newly discovered artifact or something.

“Mr. Clark!” I cried back.  “What if your wife hears?”

He lowered his voice to a hiss again.  “You were fucking your ass?  That’s what the noise was?”

Something about the way he said it made me realize I wasn’t in trouble.  He had this twinkle in his eye and the beginnings of a grin on his face.  He seemed happy to have discovered this naughty secret about me, and he wanted to know more.

I turned over now, finally able to move.  I pulled the sheets up around me and wriggled my way into the mattress, hoping that it might eat me up completely.  All it did instead was shove the toy a little deeper into my butt.

Mr. Clark saw the jar of coconut oil on the side.  “So that’s why we’ve been going through that so quickly ...”

“Don’t tell your wife,” I said, nervous.

“You don’t have to worry about me telling anyone, honey, honestly.  I think I’d be in more trouble than you if Gail found out.”

“Why?”

He shrugged.  “She’s already kind of jealous, and if she found out I’d seen you doing ... that.”

“Don’t say it like that, Mr. Clark,” I whined.  “It’s perfectly normal.”

“I’m not so sure about that,” he said, and I was about to get even more offended until he added: “but it is hot.”

“Hot?”

He came forwards and sat on the end of the bed.  “Yeah!”

“How come?”

He looked back at my open bedroom door and got up to close it softly.  He returned to the bed and looked down at the carpet as he spoke.

“It’s just so dirty, you know—and not in a bad way!” he said, putting a hand out to calm me down.  “It’s the kind of thing men do.  I just never think that a woman would enjoy it, but when I find out that some do ... it just drives me crazy.  It’s like spotting a unicorn or something—it’s just so rare.”

“Your wife doesn’t ...”

“Gail?!  Gosh, no.  I’ve tried but she’s just not into it.  Maybe you could put a good word in?”

I shook my head and smiled.  I could still feel the toy in my butt, settling deep.

“There’s nothing wrong with it, Francesca.  If that’s something you like doing then go ahead, I’m not gonna stop you.  Your secret’s safe with me.”
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