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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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“Finger me,” ached Kara into his ear.

Benedict moved up past the sinful collision of their flesh and found Kara’s asshole, slippery and wet with her overflowing cum.

“There,” she said.  “Please.”

Benedict had never known anyone plead for that.  With past women his hand had been batted away, and he’d left things there, but now Kara was goading him to put his finger in her ass.

Benedict pressed at the muscle and felt it widen over him as Kara moaned.  Inside he could feel his cock moving under the skin in the chamber beyond.

“Mr. Connors!” gasped Kara, and she sounded ecstatic at what Benedict was doing to her.

Benedict pushed his finger deep.  He rode the wave of passion, committing to the act and banishing all thoughts of shame from his mind.

“You’re in my ass,” groaned Kara, and it was wild to hear her voice moan it like that.

“Oh, honey,” groaned Benedict, joining her in ecstasy.  “Mr. Connors is in your ass.”

Kara bounced back against his cock and his exploring finger, feeling both go inside her in unison and make her feel full.

“People expect to pay extra for this,” whispered Benedict.

“You can pay me,” strained Kara.

“Of course.”

“Pay me with your cum.”

Benedict felt a rush of excitement at hearing her naughty words.  Suddenly he wanted to ravish her.  He knew he’d unlocked something inside her that was more sinful than anyone he’d ever met, and as such, she needed to be treated differently.

“I want you to come,” said Kara, pulling away and looking down into Benedict’s eyes.

Benedict looked up at her like he was seeing her for the first time.  Her eyes were strewn in tears of pleasure, and the joy was clear in her face.

He pulled his finger out from her ass and Kara gripped his wrist instinctively.  She brought it round in front of her and made a show of placing her lips right over the digit and driving it into her mouth.

“I want to do that to your cock,” she said afterwards, letting the finger linger on her bottom lip.

She closed her eyes as if she was imagining it.

“You want my cock in your ass?” asked Benedict.

Kara nodded and pulled up off him.  She moved away and put herself on all fours, looking back at Benedict and waiting for him to move.

Benedict stared at the fabric that covered her tight knot.  He moved it over and set it across her ass.

“Fuck, it’s been so long since I’ve done this.”

He kicked off his pants and then took his t-shirt off too.  Kara watched, rubbing her pussy as she checked out Mr. Connors’ dadbod.

“Put it in my fucking ass,” said Kara, nodding.  “Treat me like your slut.”
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It was Benedict Connors’ first trip around his local red-light district.  For decades he’d stayed away, but an increasingly fractious relationship with his wife had seen him seek comforts from elsewhere.

Since the divorce he toured the streets, glancing up at the doorways to see women framed behind glass, posing and gesturing as they tried to tempt the former teacher inside.

Benedict had every intention of joining one of the women one day, but he wasn’t about to venture into just anyone’s private quarters.  Benedict was discerning.  Being in his early forties, it didn’t make sense for him to seek a woman his own age.  As such he scrutinized each doorway, hoping to find a young twenty-year-old with which to roll back the years.  Benedict was in no rush.

Kara Thompson was a former student of his who Benedict hadn’t thought about for some years now.  She had her own troubles, and she too sought solutions in the red-light district, but not as a tourist.

As fate would have it, that afternoon was her first shift, and as she posed in the window in her lingerie, she didn’t anticipate seeing Mr. Connors stare back.

Benedict watched from the street, staring up the steps with a frown.  Everything was telling him he knew who he was looking at, but his brain was refusing him the last leap of understanding.

“Kara?” he said to himself.

It was obvious from the shocked expression of the model that it was indeed Benedict’s former student.  Suddenly she felt less sexy, and as Benedict approached the glass she retreated back into her room.

“Kara?” said Benedict again, putting his hand against the glass.  “It’s me: Mr. Connors.”

Kara stood where she was, her jaw clenched.  She looked at the panic button and wondered if she should press it.

“What are you doing here?” she said, and Benedict heard her through the glass.

“What am I doing here?” he asked, putting a hand on his chest.  “What are you doing here?”

“Pretty obvious, isn’t it?”

“You—you don’t do this, Kara.  This isn’t the you I remember.”

“Things change, Mr. Connors.  This is me.  And this is what you do too, apparently.”

“Kara, let me in,” said Benedict, and he tried the door.

It was locked.  Kara watched the handle move and saw Mr. Connors put his shoulder into the action and achieve nothing.

“I haven’t seen you here before,” said Benedict.

“It’s my first day,” said Kara.

“Thank goodness.  Look, let me in, let’s talk.  We can stop this. You don’t belong here.”

“Why are you here first?”

Benedict’s shoulders dropped as he stood on the step outside.

“My wife and I separated and I guess I just need ... comfort,” he confessed.

“So, you came here?”

“I—I haven’t been with anyone.  I just like to look.  I like to imagine.”

Kara moved closer to the glass.  “I haven’t been with anyone yet either.”

Benedict was relieved to hear the news.  He put his hand back on the glass and this time Kara did the same on the opposite side.  There had always been a deeper connection that neither had allowed to flourish in the past.  Benedict always felt protective of Kara and her innocence, and now it was in danger.

“How have you been?” asked Benedict.

Kara shrugged.  “You know.”

“Can I come in?  I’ll pay for your time.”

Kara started to laugh and unlocked the door.  “You don’t have to pay me anything, Mr. Connors.”

Benedict stepped over the threshold and Kara locked the door behind him and drew the curtains.  He surveyed the inside of the dimly lit room.  He’d never been in one before.  It was small, with an exit door out of the back and a clean-looking, small bed with a chair and a desk beside it.  It reminded him of his room at college.

“Can I get you anything?” asked Kara.

“I’m good,” said Benedict, and he sat down on the chair.

Kara sat on the bed, keeping her knees together.  She looked down at her lingerie, realizing that the cups of her bra were sheer.  Benedict had noticed that from the street.

“Where are you living now?” asked Benedict.

“At a friend’s.”

“Are your parents ...?”

“Separated.  They don’t care.”

“I’m sure they worry about you,” said Benedict.

Kara spread her arms out wide.  “Here I am.  Thriving.”

“Is this your first shift?”

Kara nodded.

“Am I ... your first customer?”

Again, Kara nodded.  “Though I guess, not exactly.”

“Right,” agreed Benedict, and he couldn’t help admiring Kara’s young body.  She would have been exactly what Benedict had been searching for.

“You want to do this?” asked Benedict.

Kara shrugged.  “I have to do something.  I need money.”

“You can live with me for free.  Get you back on your feet.”

“What are you doing here?”

Benedict looked down at the floor shamefully.  He fidgeted his hands together.

“I told you; I was looking for comfort,” he confessed.

Kara laughed.  “Did you find it?”

Benedict couldn’t help but share her smile.  He hadn’t anticipated walking into an ex-student’s room in the red-light district.

“What kind of comfort?” asked Kara.

Benedict didn’t answer, but Kara was worldly-wise enough to know his intentions.  Lots of men had lots of different stories, and the women she’d met so far had been keen to stress that.  Kara didn’t look down on any of them, least of all Mr. Connors.  She’d always been fond of his quiet handsomeness.

“Do you want me to fix you up with someone?” she asked.

Benedict looked shocked.  “No,” he said.  “God, no.”

“I just want to help,” said Kara.  “Some of the girls are nicer than others.”

“I just want the old Kara back.”

“You’ve got me,” said Kara.

Benedict leaned over to hug her, and the duo embraced on the bed.  Benedict could feel her smooth, fresh skin beneath his fingers.  He’d never seen her so exposed before.

Kara breathed in the smell of her ex-teacher.  His cologne was deep and woody.  It was a comfort she hadn’t had in so long.  She felt her lip tremble and pulled away but kept her face close to his.

“I’m sorry,” said Benedict.  “For everything.”

Kara didn’t say anything.  She put her forehead against his and started to kiss his mouth.

At first Benedict was taken aback.  He let the kiss blossom, putting his tongue against Kara’s and feeling a semblance of the comfort that he sought.

“We shouldn’t be doing this,” he said, breaking away.

Kara could tell he didn’t want to stop.  She put a hand on his thigh and rubbed it.

“It’s a private room,” she said.  “No-one will know.”

“I’ll know,” Benedict said, looking in her blue eyes.

“You’ll know that you came here to be comforted, and you go it,” replied Kara.  “We’re here to help you get the release you need, whatever it is.”

“I—I shouldn’t do that with you,” said Benedict.  “It’s not right.”

Kara bit her lip.  She knew she was broken, and whether she seduced Mr. Connors or not, it wasn’t going to change that fact.

“I want to be comforted too,” she said.  “You’re the first guy I’ve been with, and I need to know that they can be decent.”
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