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Author's Note
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In the vibrant sphere of erotic storytelling, the exploration of anal pleasure weaves a captivating tapestry of allure and forbidden boundaries. “Anal Rapture” celebrates this thrilling terrain, where each narrative is a searing surge of desire, meticulously crafted to awaken your senses. Within these chapters, you’ll discover flash fiction that plunges straight into the essence of longing, intertwining compelling tales that engage and provoke thought.

Every work in this anthology, crafted in around 1,000 words, is designed to sweep you into a tempest of passionate encounters, where characters yield to their most intimate yearnings. These moments reveal a raw sincerity, a striking openness that uncovers the excitement of surrendering to one’s impulses, embracing what society so often shies away from discussing.

To my fellow seekers of pleasure, this collection beckons you to push your limits and unleash your hidden fantasies. Each story acts as a key to repressed desires, inviting you to venture into the unexplored realms of your imagination. Get ready for an expedition through “Anal Rapture”—a collection that promises to be both unforgettable and daringly bold.
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Book 1


1 - Dera
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The amber forest burned slow and golden at the close of day, its great pines weeping resin that the woodfolk caught in hollow glass and hung from the boughs as lanterns. Dera moved among them with her carving-chisels rolled at her hip, hunting the rare heartwood that took a rune best. The warm light slid over her like honey, and the air hung thick with pitch and sun-baked bark, the lanterns swaying gently to throw shifting pools of glow across the moss.

She had thought herself alone until the wind changed and brought her the scent of a man — leather, cold height, the iron tang of the upper air. He stood where two lantern-pools met, a wind-rider down from the peaks, his flying-harness still buckled across a chest broad as a door, his hair wild from the heights. He looked at her as though she were the thing he had come down the mountain to find. Dera's breath snagged, and the ache that bloomed low in her belly had nothing of caution in it.

He crossed to her without a word. The heat of him reached her before his hand did; then his fingers curved along her throat, tilting her face up, and his mouth came down on hers and the golden quiet broke apart. He kissed her deep and unhurried, and she made a small lost sound and pressed up onto her toes to chase more of it. His arm swept around her waist until she felt the hard ridge of him against her hip.

His hand slid beneath her tunic, climbing the bare skin of her thigh, and she opened for him without a thought in her head. He dragged a thick finger through the slick he found, and the noise he made into her mouth was rough with want. He worked her open slowly, two fingers curling up inside her, the heel of his palm grinding against the swollen pearl of her clit until her hips rocked helplessly and her knees shook beneath her.

She wanted her mouth on him before she lost the nerve. She sank down through the warm light and pulled his lacings loose until his cock sprang heavy into her hands, dark and thick, the broad crown already slick. She drew him between her lips and took him as far as she could, hollowing her cheeks, her tongue flat to the vein beneath, and the groan that tore out of him rolled through the lantern-light. She sucked him sloppy and eager until his fist closed in her hair and his hips began to jerk — then he drew her up off him with a gasp.

"Not yet," he rasped. "I want all of you."

He turned her to a smooth-barked pine and folded her forward, her palms flat to the resin-warm wood, her tunic pushed up over the curve of her backside. He gathered her wetness on his fingers and traced it back to the tight furl no man had yet breached. Dera tensed at the strange new pressure — until his other hand came around to stroke her clit, coaxing, and the tension melted into something dark and hungry. He eased the tip of a slick finger into her there, and the stretch seared keen and sudden and stole her breath; but he never stopped circling her clit, patient as the turning year, until the sting softened to heat and she pressed back against his hand, greedy for more. He added a second, working her wider, until she was soft and shaking and aching to be filled.

Then the broad head of him settled against that tight ring and he leaned his weight in by slow degrees. The pressure built past anything she had imagined, splitting her open inch by inch — until all at once her body yielded and the thick crown breached her with a slick, obscene give that pulled a cry from deep in her chest. He stilled there, just within, one big hand spread warm across her belly, the other still gentle at her clit, letting her gasp and stretch around him. For a moment the burn was all there was; then, slow as the rising tide, it bloomed into a fullness so total it woke a pleasure she had never imagined.

He sank into her by careful inches, a slow and ruinous claiming, until his hips were flush to her backside and they both shook with how deep he was buried. Then he began to thrust — gentle at first, easing nearly out before rolling slowly back, until she gave a frustrated sob and shoved herself onto him, and his restraint came apart. He gripped her hips and fucked her in earnest, long brutal strokes that drove the breath from her in ragged grunts, his hips meeting the soft swell of her, the sound ringing out beneath the swaying lanterns. His fingers worked her clit without mercy. The pleasure coiled tighter and higher, harder and faster and deeper, until it snapped and she came apart around him with a wordless cry, clenching so fiercely that he choked on a groan. He rode her through the long shudders of it, then buried himself one last time and held, spilling hot and deep.

They slid down together into the soft moss, her back to his heaving chest, his arms around her, him still seated deep within her. The lanterns swung in the dark above, scattering amber light across their tangled limbs, and the pines sighed and dripped their slow sweet resin. He set his lips to the damp curve of her shoulder and breathed her in. After a while she turned her head, a slow smile on her mouth, and told him the high peaks could wait — she had heartwood to carve, and a rider would have to stay until the runes were done.
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2 - Gera
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High above the cloud-sea, the old sky-temple hung from its great iron chains, a ring of weathered stone swaying so gently that Gera had long since stopped noticing the drop below. She walked the parapet on her evening watch, a sky sentinel in a wind-frayed cloak, the floating isles drifting past in the violet dusk like a slow procession of green lanterns. Far beneath, the clouds rolled gold and rose, and the chains sang their low iron note in the wind.

She was not expecting company so high. But a wide shadow swept over the temple and resolved into a griffin, and from its back swung down a man who landed light as a cat for all his size. A griffin-tamer, broad and sun-darkened, a coil of jess-rope at his belt and a grin already tugging his mouth. He took her in from boots to braid with frank, unhurried appreciation, and something in Gera's chest gave a hot, reckless lurch. She forgot, entirely, to challenge him.

He came close enough that the wind pressed them together. "I've circled this temple three nights running," he murmured, "telling myself it was the view." Then his hand found the back of her neck and his mouth found hers, and Gera laughed against his lips before the laugh dissolved into a moan. He kissed her like a man with somewhere to be and all the time in the world to get there, walking her back until the cool stone of the parapet met her spine.

His hand slipped under her cloak and into the loose laces of her leggings, and she gasped as his fingers found her already wet. He stroked through her slick folds, two fingers sinking deep, his thumb circling her clit in lazy, knowing passes until her hips chased his hand and her head fell back against the stone. The chains sang; the isles drifted; she came apart at the seams under his patient hand.

Wanting to taste the want she'd raised in him, she slid down the cold wall to kneel and freed him from his breeches, his cock thick and flushed in her hands. She licked up the length of him and took the broad head past her lips, sucking him deep, her tongue working the underside until his hips twitched and a ragged sound escaped him. She bobbed greedily, drool slicking the shaft — until his hand fisted in her hair and dragged her gently off.

"Stand up," he breathed, eyes black with want. "I'm not nearly done."

He turned her to face the open sky and bent her over the parapet, her cloak flung up over her back, the whole shining cloud-sea spread out before her. He wet his fingers in her cunt and carried the slick back to the tight pucker that had never been touched. Gera flinched at the foreign press — then his other hand slid round to her clit, and the flinch unspooled into dark curiosity. He pushed a slick finger slowly into her there, and the burn lit sharp and bright; but he kept rolling her clit, coaxing, until the sting eased into a strange deep heat and she rocked back, wanting. He fed her a second, scissoring her open until she was loose and wanting and past all shame.

Then he notched the broad head of his cock against her and pressed. The pressure climbed, impossible, opening her by cruel degrees — until her body surrendered and he pushed through the resisting ring with a slick, obscene give that tore a cry out of her into the wind. He held still, just inside, one arm banded warm across her hips, the other pressed to her clit, while she gasped and stretched around the thick intrusion. The burn flared, then turned, slow and total, into a fullness so profound it stole the breath clean out of her. She looked down once at the rolling cloud-sea far beneath the parapet, and the dizzy plunge of it only sharpened everything — every nerve in her strung taut between the drop and the thick insistence splitting her open.

He worked into her by inches, a slow and merciless filling, until his hips met the round of her backside and they both shuddered at the obscenity of it. Then he moved — careful first, drawing nearly out and gliding back, until she shoved herself against him with a sob and his control snapped. He seized her hips and drove into her ass in hard, hungry strokes, his thighs slapping against her, the sound swallowed by the wind and the singing chains, his fingers relentless at her clit. The pleasure wound past endurance, faster and deeper and harder, until it broke and she shattered around his cock with a wordless cry, clenching so tight he choked. He fucked her through every clench, then slammed home one last time and held, spilling deep with a guttural groan over the edge of the world.

They sank to the swaying stone, her back to his chest, the open sky wheeling slow above them and his spent cock still nestled deep. The griffin watched from its perch, incurious; the isles drifted on through the dark. He pressed his mouth to her wind-tangled hair and breathed her in, and for a long while neither spoke. Then she tipped her head back against his shoulder and told him, with a crooked smile, that the view from this temple had always been worth a second circle — and a third.
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3 - Tassa
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The salt-flats stretched white and endless beneath the twin moons, and where the thin sheet of water lay over them the whole plain became a mirror, so that Tassa seemed to walk across the sky itself. She had come to map the shifting margins of the flat, her charcoals and folded vellum wrapped in oilcloth against the damp, and every footstep sent slow silver rings rippling out toward two moons doubled at her feet. The night was utterly still, the silence so complete she could hear her own pulse.

A second set of ripples answered hers from across the mirror. A man walked toward her over the reflected stars, tall and unhurried, his eyes turned up to read the heavens — a star-reader, his cloak sewn with little points of polished metal that caught the moonlight as he moved. He lowered his gaze and found her, and stopped. For a long moment they only looked at one another across the bright water, the two moons trembling between them, and Tassa felt the night tilt and pull her forward.

They met in the middle without speaking. He raised a hand and traced the line of her cheek as though charting an unfamiliar constellation, and when his mouth came to hers it was soft, almost reverent, a slow press that deepened by degrees until she swayed into him and clutched the front of his cloak. He kissed her unhurried beneath the doubled moons, and the mirror beneath their feet shivered with every shift of their weight.

His hand drifted down and slipped beneath her skirts, callused fingers gliding up the inside of her thigh to where she was already slick and aching. He stroked her open with maddening patience, two fingers easing deep, his thumb tracing slow circles over her clit until her breath broke and she rocked against his palm, her reflection rocking with her in the water below.

She sank to her knees in the warm shallow film, the moons rippling around her, and drew him free of his breeches. His cock stood thick and pale in the silver light, and she took the smooth head against her tongue and drew him into the wet heat of her mouth, sucking slow and deep while he groaned and his fingers threaded into her hair. She worshipped him with her mouth until his hips began to tremble — and then he eased her up, breathing hard.

"Not like this," he murmured against her temple. "I want to feel all of you."

He turned her gently and bent her forward, her hands sinking into the cool mirror, the stars scattering and reforming beneath her palms. He wet his fingers in her cunt and carried the slick to the tight unclaimed furl, and Tassa shivered at the new and startling pressure — until his free hand cupped her clit, and the shiver warmed into longing. He pressed a slick finger slowly into her, and a keen burn flared sharp and clear; but he never left her clit, soothing her, until the sting melted into a deep and ringing heat and she pushed back for more. He worked a second finger in beside it, easing her open by patient degrees until she was soft and open and ready.

Then he fit the broad crown of himself to her and pressed forward, slow and inexorable. The pressure mounted past belief, parting her by aching inches — until her body opened all at once and he sank past the tight ring with a slick, obscene give that drew a long cry out of her across the silent flat. He went still, buried just within, one hand spread warm at her belly, the other keeping its slow work at her clit, letting her gasp and stretch around the thickness of him. The burn held, then turned slowly to a fullness so deep and so complete it lit nerves she had never known she carried. Beneath her palms the two doubled moons quivered with every shaking breath she drew, as though the whole drowned sky trembled in time with her.

He pressed into her by careful inches, a slow and tender claiming, until he was buried to the root in her and they both shook beneath the mirrored sky. Then he started to move, gentle and deep, drawing nearly out and gliding home — until she moaned and rolled back to meet him, and his tenderness sharpened into hunger. He gripped her hips and drove deep, each stroke longer and faster than the last, his thighs meeting her with a soft wet rhythm that sent silver rings shivering out across the flat, his fingers steady at her clit. The pleasure climbed and climbed, deeper, harder, faster, until it crested and she broke around him with a soft wailing cry, clenching so tightly he gasped. He rode her through the long sweet shudders, then pushed home one last time and held, groaning low as he emptied himself deep beneath the two moons.

They settled down together into the warm shallows, her back to his chest, the spent length of him still nestled in her, the mirror cradling them both in a field of broken stars. The night did not stir. He brushed her hair from her neck and set his lips there, breathing her in, and neither of them spoke for a long while. At last she laughed softly and told him she had come to chart the edges of the flat — but she thought, now, the map could wait until morning.
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4 - Kalasewy
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Deep beneath the mountain, the cavern of geodes sang. Kalasewy had carried her gem-cutter's lamp down through the wet dark to reach it, and now she stood in a vault where every wall was crusted with crystal, and the slow drip of water across the hollow stones drew out a faint shimmering music that hung in the air like struck glass. The lamplight splintered into a thousand colours across the facets, and her breath plumed pale in the cold.

She was not alone. A miner stood at the far wall with his pick lowered, listening to the singing stone, and when her lamp found him he turned and the light caught a face hard and handsome, his bare arms grey with rock-dust, his chest rising slow. He looked at her the way a man looks at the one true vein in a worthless seam, and the music seemed to swell. Kalasewy's mouth went dry. She had no business wanting a stranger this badly, this fast, but the wanting closed its fist around her all the same.

He came to her over the broken crystal floor, and there was nothing slow about it. His hand caught her jaw and his mouth crashed onto hers, and the singing stone rang louder as she opened to him with a moan, fisting her hands in his dusty shirt and dragging him closer. He kissed her hard and filthy, all heat and teeth, walking her back until cold crystal pressed against her shoulders.

He shoved a hand down the front of her trousers and groaned to find her slick and ready. Two thick fingers drove into her cunt while the heel of his hand ground against her clit, rough and certain, and she bucked against him, gasping, the crystal cold at her back and his hand merciless between her thighs until she was soaking his fingers and shaking.

She dropped to her knees on the glittering floor, wrenched his belt open, and pulled his cock free — thick and heavy and flushed dark. She swallowed him down at once, taking him deep, her cheeks hollow, sucking him with a hunger that pulled a raw curse out of him and snapped his hand to the back of her head. She worked him fast and wet until his thighs went rigid — and then he hauled her up off him with a snarl.

"Not in your mouth," he growled. "I want that perfect ass."

He spun her to face the wall and bent her over a low shelf of crystal, her trousers dragged down, her back bared to the cold. He slicked his fingers in her cunt and brought the wet up to the tight ring that had never been breached. She jumped at the strange blunt press — until his other hand reached round to rub her clit, and the jolt of it turned the fear into something darker. He pushed a slippery finger into her there and the burn flared hot and sharp; but he kept circling her clit, relentless and patient at once, until the sting bled into heat and she ground back onto his hand. He added a second, stretching her wide, until she was open and trembling and desperate.

Then the broad head of his cock pressed to her and he forced his weight forward. The pressure built to something unbearable, splitting her by slow cruel inches — until her body gave all at once and he shoved past the tight clutch of her with a slick, obscene pop that ripped a cry from her throat to echo off the singing stone. He froze, lodged just inside, one hand hard on her hip, the other still circling her clit, letting her gasp and clench and stretch around the thick brutal width of him. The burn raged, then broke open into a fullness so deep and consuming it woke nerves she'd never dreamed she owned. The crystal walls flung the colours of the lamp across their joined bodies, and the singing stone shivered out a brighter note, as though the mountain itself were coming undone around her.

He drove into her by degrees, a slow and ruthless claiming, until his hips met the soft round of her ass and they both shook with the obscenity of how deep he was. Then he let go. He took her in hard, greedy strokes, his hips snapping, his hips snug to the curve of her cheeks, the slap of it ringing through the crystal vault louder than the singing stone, his fingers brutal at her clit. The pleasure wound tighter and higher, harder and deeper and faster still, until it tore loose and she shattered around his cock with a ragged scream, clamping down so fiercely he choked on his own breath. He hammered her through every clenching wave, then buried himself to the root and held, spilling deep with a guttural roar that rang off a thousand facets.

They folded down together onto the cold glittering floor, her back to his sweat-slick chest, his arms locked around her, the softening length of him still buried deep. The geodes sang on around them, their faint glass music shivering in the lamplight, and slowly his heartbeat eased against her spine. He set his mouth to the curve of her shoulder and breathed her in, the violence gone out of him. After a while she turned her head, dazed and grinning, and told him she'd come down for crystal — but she thought she'd found the richer find.
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5 - Glopidra
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The standing stones threw their long shadows across the grass as the sun went down, and Glopidra walked the circle as she did at every dusk, reading the slow creep of the shadow-edges over the carved marks at the base of each pillar. She was the keeper of this place, an oracle trained to the turning of the year, and the stones knew her step. The last light pooled gold and red between the pillars, and the wind moved through the grass with a sound like a held breath.

A traveller waited at the heart of the circle, where the shadows met. A wandering monk, his robes road-stained, his head bowed and his hands folded, so still he might have been one of the stones — until he lifted his face and looked at her, and the stillness in his eyes was not peace but a banked and waiting fire. Glopidra felt it leap to her across the grass. She had given her life to patience, but the want that woke in her now would not be made to wait.

He unfolded and came to her between the lengthening shadows. He cupped her face in both hands, reverent, as though she were something sacred, and when he kissed her it was slow and deep and devastating, a worship that loosened her knees and pulled a sigh from the depths of her. She melted against him, her hands sliding up the rough wool of his robe, and the circle held them in
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