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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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“Put it in,” she hushed, biting her lip in anticipation.

Frank stood up and set the tip of his cock to the spit-soaked asshole of Brooke, not realizing the forbidden age-gap sin that he was about to commit.

He pushed against the muscle and felt its relent, but Frank’s determination was greater than the resolve of Brooke’s muscle.

She started to open and gradually Frank pressed his cock inside, groaning in disbelief as he watched himself be swallowed up.

Brooke moaned into the trunk, and to Frank her soft mewls and blonde hair were identical to Shelley’s.

But there were two things of Brooke’s that weren’t identical, and Frank was eager for them.  He’d watched Shelley’s beautiful bouncing tits for too long.  He just had to touch them.

He leaned over as he pressed himself deep into the warm ass, bringing his hands around the slight body beneath him and grasping for a set of big tits that weren’t there.

Frank was confused, but not enough to stop.  He continued to pump, squeezing at the modest tits that were in his grasp.

“You’re making my nipples stiff,” hushed Brooke, and for the first time Frank realized that it was not Shelley’s voice.

He pulled back and fucked steadily, staring down on the figure with fresh eyes.  When Brooke turned her head he saw the unmistakable vision of her face in profile, younger and with a thinner nose than Shelley’s.  It was unmistakable, and the dawning realization hit him like a freight train.

Brooke was still non-the-wiser, and Frank wondered if he should break the bad news.  For now though, the tight grip of Brooke’s ass felt good, despite how sinful it was.

To his shame he continued to pump, sending his thickness through the tight muscle as he felt his balls fill with cum.

Frank took Brooke’s arms and pinned them against her back, pushing her face into the trunk and hammering his cock into her asshole now that he’d found his rhythm.

Brooke wailed, feeling the stretching pain as Frank defiled her like no-one ever had in all her life.  He never thought his cutesy, innocent employee would find such joy in such a crass act.

The rougher Frank got, the more Brooke loved it.  She groaned and let him rag her around in the back of the car, pumping his thickness through her virginal hole until it was so far agape that the notion it had never been fucked before seemed absurd.

Frank pulled out, feeling as though he couldn’t continue, but Brooke pulled her ass wide open and kept her butt from closing.

“Put it back inside me!” she demanded, bouncing herself at the knees impatiently.
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Cuttler’s Autos was more progressive than most of the auto shops you’ll find.  Owner Frank Cuttler realized a long time ago, that employing capable women as part of his strategy not only got more guys to come to his shop, but it also made it easier for women to approach the intimidating atmosphere.

Not only that, but it helped divorcee Frank in his search for another woman, and the likeminded woman in his sights now was Shelley, a bubbly, petite, forty-five-year-old mechanic with a cleavage he could get lost in and an ass to die for.

Nineteen-year-old Brooke worked for him too, and she saw straight through his hiring of Shelley.  She’d spent three years at Mr. Cuttler’s shop, honing her skills and developing her craft.  She saw the way Mr. Cuttler looked at Shelley, but figured he worked so hard that he deserved to find love in his own shop.

To placate the pouting Brooke, Mr. Cuttler hired Jake.  Jake was twenty, with a care-free swagger that Frank liked immediately.  He always wore a loose shirt stained in grease, with his sweating, muscled chest easily visible beneath.  It got Brooke hot under the collar and the female customers loved it so much that Frank had started to dress the same.

The shop was abuzz with work most of the time.  The staff joked and laughed throughout the shift, with loud, brash comments and the kind of butt slaps and pinches that went out of fashion in the workplace some time ago.

But the staff of Cuttler’s were fine with it.  It helped to let off a little steam and nobody overstepped their bounds, even if some of the staff wished others would.

That day Frank had given Jake the afternoon off, since it was so quiet.  He saw Shelley’s big butt hanging out the trunk of one of the cars she was working on and made his way over stealthily.

Frank didn’t say anything at first.  He looked around to see if Brooke was still working, but the shop was empty for lunch.  He sipped his coffee and stared at the big, round butt, bound in tight jeans.  Their pockets covered each cheek like a badge, with the fabric pulling tight over the delicious curves.  Frank could barely contain himself.

He started to chuckle as he thought about what he was going to do.  He’d spanked Shelley’s butt at work before and she’d got him back in kind, resulting in a tit-for-tat game of ass-tag that neither of them wanted to stop.

Frank set down his coffee cup and rubbed his hands together eagerly.  He took another look around the shop and then wound back his hand.

The resulting crack of hand on ass rang out through the shop, followed by a deep, guttural grunt from Brooke.  She swiped back her hand and clenched her fist, groaning into the echoing trunk.

“You jerk!” she cried, and Frank wasn’t astute enough to notice the higher pitch of Brooke’s voice as it reverberated around the trunk.

He laughed behind her, slapping his knees and ogling the way her jeans cut around her butt and disappeared towards her crotch, still thinking that the petite woman was Shelley.

“That was a little harder than I meant,” Frank said, moving closer and rubbing gently at the beautiful, curvy butt.

Brooke looked under her arm to see Jake’s trademark light-blue jeans and white tank top.

“Mm,” she cooed, letting the man she thought was Jake know that she wanted him to continue.

So, Frank did, fondling Brooke’s faceless ass and wondering how he could progress things from here now that he finally thought he was getting somewhere with Shelley.

He held her hips and Brooke stopped working inside the trunk completely.  She opened her mouth a ways and bit her lip as she felt the man behind her press his cock into the curve of her butt.

“It’s hard,” Brooke said, feeling the thickness of Frank’s cock against her but not realizing it was him.

“That’s because of you,” the besotted fifty-year-old said, scanning behind himself.

He looked back down and rubbed at the slender waist in front of him, pulling at the denim fabric and wishing that it wasn’t there.

“Take them down,” urged Brooke, still thinking that the man behind he was Jake and believing this was her chance.

Frank started to pull, noticing that the waist of the jeans was stretchy with some give to it.  He pulled it back and marveled at the tight panties that whale-tailed into the curvy cleavage beneath.

“That’s it,” hushed Brooke.

Frank didn’t stop to think at how youthful Shelley’s ass seemed.  He was just happy to see it.  He started to rub and fondle the curves and then placed his denim-bound cock back between the bare skin.

“Oh, I feel it now,” said Brooke, and the stiff appendage slid against her butt as Frank grinded against her.

“You feel it on your asshole,” asked Frank, leaning back and spying the half-hidden starfish of what he thought was Shelley’s mature butt.

“I do,” hushed Brooke.  “Never had someone there before.”

“Let me fix that,” said Frank.

Frank dropped to his knees and peeled the panties back down as he descended, bunching them up with the downed jeans.

He stared straight into the puckered knot of Brooke’s asshole as he parted her cheeks, believing it to be Shelley’s.

“Look at that,” he gasped, and he decided to wow Shelley with something crazy.

Frank pressed his stubbled face into the soft flesh, darting out his tongue and slathering it over the tight muscle.

“Oh, Jake!” gasped Brooke, but Frank’s ears were so full of butt that he didn’t even notice.

He continued to dart and lick, poking and prodding at the hole and tasting the sweet insides of Brooke’s ass.

Brooke wriggled in the trunk, elated by the fresh sensation.  She’d only ever tried an adventurous finger and had felt dirty because of it, but with a tongue in her ass she was realizing she’d given up too soon.  Thinking it was Jake’s, Brooke was ready for anything.  He’d never given her the kind of attention she craved, and now she was making up for it.

“Put your finger in me,” she urged, and Frank took that to mean her ass.

He sucked along his thick index and then poked it through the muscle, watching up close as the virginal asshole swallowed the top of it.

“That’s good,” hushed Brooke, closing her eyes and feeling the stretch.

Frank started to squeeze at his hard cock, unable to keep it hidden for much longer.  He opened his belt and Brooke heard the clank of metal.

“Take it out,” she said.  “Play with your cock while you finger my ass.”
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