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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 Ecstasy” 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 Ecstasy”—a collection that promises to be both unforgettable and daringly bold.
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Book 1


1 - Kronda
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Kronda had learned long ago to trust the prickle at the back of her neck, and tonight the enchanted wood was thick with it. She moved between the silver birches with a smuggler's quiet, a satchel of moon-thistle and stolen charms slung across her hip, her boots finding the soft moss where no twig would betray her. The canopy held the last of the dusk like water in cupped hands, and the air tasted of resin and the rain to come. Somewhere ahead a brook chattered over stones, and beneath it, faint as a held breath, she heard the deeper hush of something watching.

She felt him before she saw him — a heat against the cooling dark. Then he stepped out from behind an oak older than the kingdom, and her breath caught hard in her throat. A gladiator, unmistakably; the arena had carved him broad and brutal, his chest crossed with old scars, one forearm marked where a blade had once bitten deep. His dark eyes caught the last light and held it like a promise. He looked at her the way a starving man looks at a feast — and to her own shock, the slow drag of his gaze down her body lit a wet ache between her thighs instead of the cold readiness of a fight. Her hand, which should have gone to her knife, fell still at her side.

Neither of them spoke. The space between them thinned with every slow step until it was gone, until she could feel the warmth rolling off his chest and the deliberate care with which a man so large held himself still, as though she might bolt. His hand rose to her jaw, calloused fingers impossibly gentle — and then his mouth crashed down on hers and the quiet shattered. He kissed her filthy, all teeth and tongue, swallowing the moan she gave him, his arm banding around the small of her back to haul her flush against the iron length straining behind his leathers. She rolled her hips against it, shameless, and felt the growl of it rumble through his ribs.

His free hand shoved up under her tunic, callused palm sliding over the bare skin of her thigh, and she parted for him without meaning to. He found her soaked, and the sound he made against her lips was pure male satisfaction. Two thick fingers worked into her cunt, crooking until they struck the spot that made her knees go soft, and she whined into his mouth and rode his hand, the heel of it dragging over her clit, slick smearing down her thighs. He played her unhurried, like a man with all night to learn what made her shudder, until she was trembling against him.

She wanted him on her tongue. She tore her mouth away and dropped through the moss to her knees, wrenching his laces open until his cock jutted free — dark, thick, heavy, the blunt crown beaded with want. She fed it into her mouth and took him as deep as she could, and the broken sound he loosed was worth every danger she'd ever courted. She worked him sloppy and slow, drool slicking the shaft, her tongue dragging up the thick vein beneath, until his fist twisted in her hair and his hips began to chase her throat. His thighs went rigid as stone — and then, with a ragged oath, he dragged her up off him.

"Not there," he rasped, wrecked. "I want that tight little ass."

He bent her over a fallen log, guiding her palms down into the cold moss, her tunic shoved over the round of her ass and her back open to the night. He gathered her wetness on two fingers and trailed it up to the tight pucker no man had ever touched, and she flinched at the foreign press — until his other hand circled round to roll her clit, and the flinch melted into a dark, greedy want. He sank one slick finger into her ass and the stretch seared, sharp and bright, ripping a whimper out of her; but he kept working her clit, patient, until the sting bled slowly into heat, and then he fed her a second finger, scissoring, easing her open until she was rocking back on his hand, past all shame.

Then the blunt crown of him notched against her and he leaned his weight into it. The pressure climbed, impossible, splitting her by degrees — until her body gave all at once and he forced past the clenched ring with a slick, obscene pop that tore a cry out of her. He froze, just inside, one big hand splayed warm across her belly, the other never leaving her clit, letting her gasp and stretch around him. Tears stung her eyes — and then the burn turned, slow as a tide, into a fullness so deep it woke nerves she hadn't known she owned.

He pressed into her by inches, a slow and brutal claiming, until his hips met her ass and they both shook with the obscenity of it. Then he moved. Careful at first, drawing nearly out before easing back — but she shoved against him, demanding, and his restraint snapped. He gripped her hips and drove into her ass in hard, greedy strokes, his thighs cracking against her cheeks, the sound ringing out through the hush of the wood, his fingers merciless between her legs. "Filthy thing," he panted against her ear, "taking me so deep —" and she could only moan and slam herself back to meet him. The pleasure wound beyond endurance, deeper and harder and faster, until it broke and she shattered around his cock with a raw, wordless cry, clamping down so tight he choked. He fucked her through every wave, then rammed home one final time and held, spilling himself deep with a guttural groan.

They sank into the soft earth, her back to his heaving chest, his arms folded around her, his softening cock still lodged deep and leaking. The first stars pricked through the canopy and the brook murmured on. He set his mouth to her damp shoulder, breathing her in, and neither of them spoke; there was no need. The prickle at her neck had been right after all — not danger waiting on the path tonight, but this, and the rain finally whispering through the leaves above them.
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2 - Lukinia
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The old moon-shrine had been swallowed by the forest centuries ago, and Lukinia liked it that way. A fortune-teller learned to read the quiet places, and here, where the broken altar and the vine-choked pillars stood beneath a thin sickle moon, the magic ran close to the surface and loosened the future's tongue. She knelt among the fallen stones at dusk, spreading her charms of bone and feather across the moss, breathing in the cold green hush — when the hush sharpened, and she looked up to find a man watching her from the tree line.

A druid, she knew at once; the wild clung to him, leaf-flecked and broad through the shoulders, his bare chest marked with spiralling ink that seemed to shift when she blinked. His eyes were the deep green of moss under water, fixed on her with a weight that stuttered her pulse. He came toward her without hurry, stepping over the tumbled stones as though he owned them, and the air thickened until breath came hard. When he crouched before her and turned his big rough palm up — half a question, half a dare — she took his hand in both of hers, and the moment her thumb pressed his lifeline she saw nothing of his future at all, only this: the two of them, ruined and gasping in the moonlight.

She did not let go. She drew his hand to her mouth and bit the heel of his thumb, slow and deliberate, and that was all the permission either of them needed. He surged up over her and seized her mouth, and she fisted both hands in his hair and kissed him back like she meant to devour him. He tasted of rain and crushed leaves. He bore her down into the soft moss between the stones, his weight pinning her deliciously, his tongue plundering her mouth while his palm dragged up her thigh and shoved her skirts to her waist.

His fingers found her already drenched. He groaned at the slick heat of her and pushed two thick fingers deep, his thumb rolling firm circles over her clit, and Lukinia arched off the moss with a cry, grinding down onto his hand. He fucked his fingers into her slow and deep, learning her sounds, curling until he found the place that made her thighs jump. "Greedy little seer," he murmured against her throat, and she could only whimper and chase his hand, slick smearing to his wrist.

She wanted him on her tongue. She shoved at his chest until he sat back against the cool altar stone, then crawled between his knees and loosed him from his breeches. He was thick and dark, the slit already weeping, and she licked the bead away before she swallowed him down. She worked him with fist and mouth both, hollowing her cheeks, spit running down to his root, the broad head nudging the back of her throat. His head dropped against the stone, a low sound breaking out of him, his hips lifting to fuck up into her — and then, with a hiss, he caught her chin and lifted her off.

"Not yet," he panted. "There's somewhere I mean to be."

He turned her and folded her over the broken altar, the cold moss-slick stone against her cheek and breasts, her ass bared to the dark. He gathered her wetness and traced it back to the untouched ring no one had ever breached, and she shivered hard — but his other hand slid beneath her to coax her clit, and the shiver became a low, burning need. He pressed one slick finger into her and she gasped at the stretch, the bright foreign sting, but he kept his thumb moving until the hurt softened into something she wanted, then worked a second finger in, opening her by patient degrees until she was rocking back and panting filth into the stone.

Then the broad head of him pressed to her and pushed. The pressure mounted beyond what she could hold, her body clamped tight against the intrusion — until all at once she opened and he stretched her wide around him, a slow obscene give that wrenched a wail from her. He stilled, lodged just within, his fingers never leaving her clit, letting her shudder and adjust to the girth of him before, by slow inches, he sank the rest of the way until his hips pressed flush to her ass. For a long moment he simply held there, buried, letting her feel every thick inch while the sting bloomed into a heavy, ringing fullness.

Then he moved — slow drags out, deep pushes back, until she was moaning and shoving herself onto him, and then he gave up the gentleness. He rutted into her ass in earnest, the wet crack of his hips off the ancient pillars, his fingers strumming her clit in relentless time. "Look at you," he rasped, "taking a druid's cock so deep — born for it —" and she sobbed and pushed back to take more, the filthy words winding her tighter. The pleasure spiralled and snapped, and she broke with a wail across the stone, clenching down so hard he cursed through his teeth. He drove through every pulse, then jammed himself to the hilt and emptied into her with a shudder.

They slid down together into the moss at the altar's foot, his chest to her back, his softening cock still seated in her ravaged body. The first true stars came out through the broken roof, cold and bright, and Kriron drew lazy spirals over her hip with one fingertip, his breath slowing at her nape. Lukinia smiled into the dark. She had never glimpsed this in any reading — and for once she was glad the future had kept its secret.
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3 - Suly
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The barrow-field lay under a low mist, and the standing stones rose out of it like the teeth of something long buried. Suly crossed it with her sword loose in its scabbard and her jaw set; a sellsword took the contracts others feared, and walking a necromancer's ground after dark paid in gold enough to make the dread worth it. The grass was wet and cold against her shins, the silence so complete she could hear her own pulse — and then it wasn't silent, and a man stood among the stones who had not been there a breath before.

She knew him for what he was at once: power hung off him like a cloak, his dark eyes lit with a cold green fire, his long fingers ringed in tarnished silver. Tall, lean, terrible. She should have drawn steel and backed away. Instead, when his gaze raked slow down the length of her — the leather strained over her breasts, the hard muscle of her thighs, the flush climbing her throat — heat pooled low and shameful in her belly, and her hand fell from her hilt as though the fight had drained out of her and left only hunger.

He crossed to her through the mist and took her face in both cold hands and kissed her. She let him, opening to the slick demand of his tongue, fisting her hands in his dark robes. He tasted of frost and woodsmoke and something older than either. His hands roamed down her, certain and unhurried, peeling laces apart until he could push between her thighs and find her shamefully wet. He made a low, satisfied sound against her mouth and sank two long fingers into her cunt, and she moaned and ground down as he worked them deep, his thumb circling her clit until her knees buckled and only his arm at her back kept her standing.

She wanted him on her tongue. She dropped to the cold wet grass and drew him out of his robes — pale, thick, the crest already slick — and took him into her mouth. She sucked him filthy, spit sheeting down the shaft, her fist twisting at the base, until his fingers knotted in her hair and a low inhuman growl rolled out of him. She felt him thicken against her tongue, his hips beginning to flex — and then he drew her off with a slick, obscene pop.

"Up," he said, his voice frost and gravel. "I want to feel you take all of me, every inch."

He settled himself on a toppled menhir, broad and flat, and drew her down to straddle him with her back to his chest, her thighs spread over his. She felt the crest of him nudge between the cheeks of her ass and went rigid — she had never been taken there — but he reached around with both cold hands, two fingers sinking back into her dripping cunt while the others spread her wide. He slicked himself in her wetness and pressed up against the clenched furl, murmuring for her to bear down.

She did, and the burn was white and immense, her whole body fighting the impossible stretch — until his fingers worked her clit harder and the pain curdled into something molten. By slow, agonizing degrees she sank down, her own weight forcing his thick cock past the furl, inch by impossible inch, a high broken sound tearing out of her as he filled her deeper than she'd thought a body could hold. He let her sit there, fully impaled and shaking, his cold fingers steady on her clit and his breath at her nape, until the white pain dissolved into a fullness so complete she clenched around him out of sheer greed.

Then his hands found her hips and he lifted her and brought her down on his cock, slow at first, then faster, fucking up into her ass as she rode him down. The mist swirled cold around her flushed skin; his cold fingers never left her clit. "Good girl," he breathed against her ear, "ride me, take it, you filthy sword-for-hire —" and she braced her hands on his hard thighs and slammed herself down to take him deeper, the slap of her ass against him obscene in the dead hush of the field. The pleasure wound tighter with every drop onto his cock, splitting her wider, until release ripped through her and she came apart with a scream the mist swallowed whole, clenching down so hard he hissed a curse. He gripped her hips and fucked up through every spasm, then drove deep and held, pouring himself into her with a shudder.

They stayed like that, joined, her spine against his heaving chest, his cock pulsing softly within her, the green fire in his eyes banked now to something almost gentle. His cold lips grazed the nape of her neck, and his hands — no longer cruel — smoothed slow circles over her trembling thighs. The mist had thickened around the stones until the barrow-field felt like the whole of the world, just the two of them and the faint witch-light guttering low in his gaze. And Suly — who had walked into a necromancer's field expecting to fight for her life — let her head fall back against his shoulder and laughed, low and ruined, into the rising dark.
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4 - Lussa
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Three days on the trail had left Lussa aching in every joint, so when the ranger's nose caught the mineral tang of a hot spring on the wind she followed it gladly, down through a fern-choked cleft into a grotto where steam curled off dark water and veins of crystal in the walls threw back a soft blue glow. She stripped off her travel-stained leathers, unbound her hair, and sank into the heat with a long groan, the water lapping at her breasts as the enchanted spring drew the weariness from her bones. She tipped her head back against the smooth rim and let her eyes drift shut. She did not hear him arrive. She only felt the water shift, and opened her eyes to find a man waist-deep across the pool, droplets sliding down a chest carved lean and hard.

A druid — the grotto was his, she understood, the crystals brightening wherever his gaze fell. His dark hair was slicked back, his eyes the green of deep forest, and they moved over her wet skin with a frank, unhurried hunger. He should have been an intruder to drive off with a blade. Instead something molten unspooled low in her belly, and she let her hand drift from the knife on the rock. He waded toward her through the steam, sure-footed, and when he stood close enough that the heat of him rivalled the water's, she tipped her face up and he kissed her.

It was slow at first and then it was anything but — his hand sliding into her wet hair, his tongue claiming her mouth, his other hand gliding down the slick line of her spine to cup her ass and drag her against the hard ridge of him beneath the surface. She gasped and he swallowed it, his fingers slipping between her thighs to find her swollen and slick even there. He pushed two thick fingers up into her cunt and worked them deep, his thumb circling her clit, until she was rocking onto his hand and clinging to his shoulders to keep her feet on the slick stone.

She wanted her mouth on him. She guided him back to the spring's edge until he sat on a broad shelf of rock with his legs in the water, and she waded between his knees and worked his cock free. It was thick and flushed, jutting hard, the tip glistening, and she dragged her tongue up the underside before she sealed her lips over it and sank down. She sucked him deep and wet and greedy, her hand chasing her mouth, spit and spring-water slicking him, until his fingers fisted in her hair and his hips lifted off the stone to push into her throat. Just as his thighs began to shake, he eased her off with a low hiss.

"Turn around," he rasped, his eyes black with want.

He drew her up out of the water and bent her over that same broad shelf, warm from the day's heat, her forearms braced on the stone and her wet ass bared to the rising steam. He gathered slickness from her cunt and traced it up to her virgin rim, and she stiffened — but his other hand slid beneath her to roll her clit, and the tension dissolved into a needy ache. He pressed one slick finger into her and she gasped at the bright sting of it, but he kept his thumb moving until the sting warmed into want, then eased a second finger in, opening her until she was pushing back onto his hand, begging without words.

Then the flushed tip of him pressed to her and he leaned in. The stretch was enormous, her body clenched tight against it — until all at once she gave and he split her open around the broad head, a slick, filthy give that ripped a cry from her throat. He held there, just within, his fingers steady on her clit, letting her shake around his girth until the burn ebbed into a hot, heavy ache; then he fed her the rest in slow inches, steam wreathing them, until his hips pressed flush to her ass. He paused there a moment, fully seated, letting her clench and flutter around every thick inch before he began to move.

He fucked her then, slow at first, then hard and relentless, his hips snapping against her wet cheeks, the slap echoing off the grotto walls, the crystals flaring with each stroke, his fingers relentless between her legs. "Gods, you're tight," he groaned, "take it, all of it — that's it —" and she arched her back and drove herself onto his cock, taking him harder, deeper, faster, until the pleasure coiled to a breaking point and let go. She came undone, crying out, the sound ringing off the stone, clenching down so hard he choked on a curse; he hammered her through every pulse before he slammed home and spent himself deep with a full-body shudder.

They sank back into the warm water together, her spine to his chest, his cock slipping free, his arms folding around her in the gentle heat. The crystals dimmed to a drowsy glow, and the steam wreathed them like a held breath. He set his lips to her wet temple and traced idle shapes over her belly beneath the surface, and Lussa — boneless, sated, warmer than she'd been in days — decided the trail could wait one more day, and perhaps a second after that.
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