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Author's Note
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In the intimate realm of erotic literature, the exploration of anal desire creates a mesmerizing landscape of passion and societal taboos. "Anal Yearning" embraces this enticing territory, where each story pulses with intense longing, carefully designed to ignite your deepest fantasies. Within these pages, you'll encounter flash fiction that dives directly into the heart of desire, weaving together seductive narratives that both entertain and challenge conventional thinking.

Every piece in this anthology, composed with precision under 1000 words, aims to sweep you into a whirlwind of sensual encounters, where characters embrace their most hidden cravings. These moments capture an authentic vulnerability, a bold honesty that reveals the thrill of surrendering to forbidden pleasures, celebrating what mainstream culture often leaves unspoken.

To my adventurous readers, this collection invites you to explore your boundaries and liberate your deepest fantasies. Each tale serves as a gateway to unleash suppressed desires, encouraging you to journey through unexplored corridors of your imagination. Prepare yourself for an adventure through "Anal Yearning"—a collection that promises to be both transformative and exhilarating.
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1 - Eternal Promise
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Wenna had never felt such an immediate attraction as when she first laid eyes on Annew at the Enchanted Moon Festival. The air sparkled with magical dust that clung to skin and hair, making everyone shimmer in the soft glow of floating lanterns. She was a potion maker with copper-red hair that fell in waves down her back, curves that strained against her emerald dress. He was a spell weaver, tall with broad shoulders and eyes the color of midnight, his dark hair pulled back to reveal a strong jawline dusted with stubble.

Their gazes locked across the crowded clearing. The music faded, the dancers blurred, and something primal ignited between them. Wenna felt heat rise to her cheeks as Annew approached, his movements graceful and purposeful. When his fingers brushed against hers in greeting, magic literally sparked between them—tiny blue embers that danced across their skin.

The festivities continued around them, but they found a secluded spot beneath an ancient willow tree, its enchanted branches creating a curtain of privacy. Annew leaned closer, his breath warm against her neck. The scent of sandalwood and something uniquely male filled her nostrils. Their lips met, tentatively at first, then with growing hunger. His tongue slipped inside her mouth, tasting of sweet wine and desire.

His hands roamed over her body, cupping her breasts through the thin fabric of her dress. Wenna moaned as he pushed her against the trunk of the willow, his fingers trailing down her stomach until they reached the wetness between her thighs. He pushed her dress up, exposing her to the cool night air, and slipped two fingers into her pussy. She gasped at the intrusion, her inner walls clenching around him.

"So wet," he whispered against her ear as he pumped his fingers in and out, his thumb circling her sensitive bud. Wenna's hips bucked against his hand, her body trembling as pleasure built within her. When she came, it was with a muffled cry against his shoulder, her nails digging into his arms.

Still trembling from her release, Wenna dropped to her knees before him. She unlaced his breeches with eager fingers, freeing his hard cock. The size of him made her mouth water—thick and long, with a drop of pre-cum glistening at the tip. She licked it away, savoring the salty taste before taking him into her mouth.

Annew groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she sucked him. Her tongue swirled around his shaft, tracing the prominent veins as she took him deeper. His hips jerked forward, pushing his cock against the back of her throat. Just as she felt him swell, signaling his approaching climax, he pulled away.

"Not yet," he said, his voice rough with need. "I want to feel that tight ass of yours."

Wenna's pussy clenched at his words, both nervous and excited. She had never been taken that way before. Annew helped her to her feet, turning her to face the tree. He bent her forward, her palms braced against the rough bark, and pushed her dress up to expose her ass to the cool night air.

He knelt behind her, spreading her cheeks. Wenna gasped when she felt his tongue licking her there, circling the tight ring of muscle. The sensation was strange but intensely erotic. She felt herself relaxing as he continued to lick and probe with his tongue, occasionally dipping down to gather moisture from her dripping pussy.

When he pressed a slick finger against her entrance, she tensed. "Relax," he murmured, reaching around to stroke her clit as he worked his finger inside her. The burning stretch made her whimper, but the pleasure building from his skilled fingers on her clit distracted her from the discomfort.

Gradually, he added a second finger, stretching her wider. Wenna panted, caught between pain and pleasure as he scissored his fingers inside her. By the time he added a third, she was pushing back against his hand, wanting more.

Annew stood and positioned the head of his cock against her prepared entrance. He pushed forward slowly, the blunt head stretching her beyond what his fingers had. Wenna bit her lip, tears springing to her eyes at the burning pain.

"Breathe," he instructed, holding still once the head was inside. His hands massaged her lower back, helping her relax around his intrusion.

After what seemed like an eternity, the pain began to subside, replaced by a fullness that wasn't entirely unpleasant. Wenna experimentally pushed back, taking more of him inside. Annew groaned, his fingers digging into her hips as he sank deeper.

Soon he was fully seated inside her, his balls pressed against her pussy. The dual sensation of being completely filled in her ass while her pussy remained empty and throbbing was unlike anything Wenna had experienced before.

When he began to move, slow, shallow thrusts that gradually increased in depth and speed, Wenna discovered a new kind of pleasure. Each thrust sent sparks of sensation through her body, building a different sort of tension than what she was accustomed to.

"So tight," Annew grunted, his pace increasing. "Your ass feels incredible."

His words inflamed her further. Wenna reached between her legs, rubbing her clit in time with his thrusts. The combination of sensations—his cock in her ass, her fingers on her clit, the cool night air on her exposed skin—drove her toward a powerful climax.

Annew pounded into her harder, faster, his rhythm becoming erratic. Wenna came with a scream, her body convulsing as pleasure crashed through her. Her ass clenched around his cock, and with a hoarse shout, Annew found his own release, filling her with hot spurts of his seed.

They collapsed onto the soft moss beneath the willow, their bodies still joined. As their breathing slowed, Annew carefully withdrew from her, causing Wenna to wince slightly at the sensation.

They lay side by side, staring up at the enchanted branches of the willow tree, their bodies cooling in the night air. Wenna could feel his seed leaking from her, a reminder of the intensity they had shared. What had begun as simple lust had transformed into something more profound—a connection forged through pleasure and trust.

As the magical dust from the festival settled on their skin, creating patterns that seemed to bind them together, Wenna knew this night was just the beginning of their exploration. In this enchanted realm, they had discovered a magic entirely their own—one that needed no spells or potions, only the joining of their bodies in the most intimate of ways.
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2 - Sacred Touch
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In the enchanted realm of Sylvanthorn, where magic hung in the air like morning dew, Xenia wandered through the ancient forest. She was a potion maker with flowing silver hair and eyes that sparkled like amethysts, her slender frame draped in a gown that hugged her curves perfectly. The forest was her sanctuary, a place where she gathered rare ingredients for her magical brews.

Rexander was a beast tamer from the northern mountains, his muscular body hardened by years of working with magical creatures. His dark hair fell in waves around his chiseled face, and his amber eyes held secrets of the wild. He had journeyed south in search of a rare creature said to inhabit these woods.

Their paths crossed near the enchanted waterfall. Xenia was kneeling by the water's edge, filling her flask, when she sensed his presence. She turned, and their eyes locked. Something primal and electric passed between them, a connection that transcended words. The air around them seemed to crackle with energy as Rexander approached her, drawn by an invisible force he couldn't resist.

Without speaking, he reached for her hand, helping her to her feet. Their bodies moved closer, pulled by an ancient magic neither understood. His lips found hers, soft at first, then hungry and demanding. Xenia melted into his embrace, her flask forgotten as it tumbled to the mossy ground. His tongue explored her mouth, tasting of wild berries and something forbidden.

His hands roamed her body, finding their way beneath her gown. Xenia gasped as his fingers traced patterns on her inner thighs, moving higher until they found her wet pussy. She was already dripping with desire as he circled her sensitive bud, then slipped two fingers inside her. Her head fell back, exposing her neck to his hungry kisses as he finger-fucked her with increasing intensity.

Overcome with lust, Xenia sank to her knees before him. With trembling hands, she unlaced his leather breeches, freeing his enormous cock. It sprang forth, thick and veined, the head already glistening with pre-cum. She licked her lips, then took him into her mouth, savoring the salty taste of him as she sucked and licked. Rexander tangled his fingers in her silver hair, guiding her movements as she took him deeper.

Just as he felt his release building, Rexander pulled away. His eyes, dark with desire, met hers. "Not yet," he whispered. He wanted more—he wanted all of her.

He laid her down on a bed of soft moss, spreading her legs wide to admire her glistening pussy. After tasting her sweetness with his tongue, making her writhe and moan, he positioned himself differently. His fingers found her tight rear entrance, circling it gently before pushing in with a slick finger, preparing her.

Xenia's breath caught at the unfamiliar sensation. No one had ever touched her there before. It felt forbidden, exciting. When Rexander pressed the head of his cock against her tight hole, she tensed, uncertain.

"Relax," he murmured, reaching around to stroke her clit as he pushed forward slowly.

Pain shot through her as the thick head breached her virgin ass. Tears sprang to her eyes, but Rexander was patient, allowing her body to adjust to his intrusion. Gradually, the burning subsided, replaced by a fullness that bordered on pleasure.

As he began to move, thrusting gently at first, the pain transformed into something else entirely. Each thrust sent shockwaves of pleasure through her body, different from anything she'd experienced before. Rexander's cock stretched her ass perfectly, hitting spots inside her that made her see stars.

"More," she breathed, pushing back against him.

Encouraged, he increased his pace, his balls slapping against her with each thrust. The forest around them disappeared as Xenia focused solely on the sensation of his thick cock pounding her ass. His fingers continued their magic on her clit, building her pleasure higher.

Sweat glistened on their bodies as Rexander fucked her harder, his cock driving deeper with each thrust. The forbidden nature of their coupling only heightened their pleasure. The sound of flesh against flesh echoed through the clearing, mingling with their moans.

Xenia felt her orgasm building, a pressure that started deep inside and expanded outward. When it hit, she cried out, her ass clenching around Rexander's cock as waves of ecstasy washed over her. Her entire body shuddered with the force of her release.

The tight grip of her ass around his cock pushed Rexander over the edge. With a primal groan, he thrust deep and exploded inside her, filling her ass with his hot seed. His body jerked with each pulse, emptying himself completely into her.

They collapsed together on the moss, limbs entangled, breathing heavily. The forest seemed to pulse around them, as if the very trees had witnessed their passionate encounter. Rexander's hand traced lazy patterns on Xenia's back as she nestled against his chest.

The pain in her ass had faded to a pleasant soreness, a reminder of the intense pleasure they had shared. Xenia marveled at how something she had never considered could feel so right, so intensely pleasurable. Her body felt different somehow, as if the experience had awakened something primitive within her.

Rexander pulled her closer, his scent enveloping her like a cocoon. They didn't speak of what had happened between them—there was no need for words. The magic of the forest had brought them together, and the connection they'd formed transcended ordinary understanding.

As the sun filtered through the leaves above them, casting dappled shadows on their naked bodies, they both knew this was just the beginning of their exploration. The enchanted realm had many secrets to reveal, and they would discover them together, one pleasure at a time.
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3 - Binding Desire
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In the enchanted realm of Mysthaven, where magic shimmered in the very air, Yerina wandered through the ancient forest, her emerald eyes wide with wonder. Her delicate frame moved gracefully among the trees, long chestnut hair cascading down her back in waves that caught the dappled sunlight. As an apprentice herbalist, she had ventured deep into the woods searching for rare moonblossoms that only grew beneath the sacred falls.

Anireyk had made this secluded glade his training ground for years. The warrior-mage practiced his sword forms daily, his muscular body glistening with sweat as he channeled arcane energy through his blade. His midnight-black hair was tied back, revealing sharp features and piercing blue eyes that held secrets of forbidden magic.

Their first meeting came unexpectedly as Yerina stumbled upon his private sanctuary. She froze at the edge of the clearing, transfixed by the sight of his powerful form moving with fluid grace. Something primal stirred within her core as she watched him, a heat that had nothing to do with the warm summer air. When he finally noticed her presence, their eyes locked across the distance, and the world seemed to still around them.

Anireyk approached her slowly, drawn by an inexplicable force. Without words, he reached for her, his calloused hand cupping her cheek. The touch sent electricity coursing through Yerina's body, igniting a desire she had never experienced before. Their lips met in a desperate clash, tongues exploring each other with growing hunger. His mouth tasted of wild berries and something uniquely masculine that made her moan softly against him.

His hands roamed her body, squeezing her breasts through the thin fabric of her dress before sliding lower. When his fingers found their way beneath her skirt and pressed against her wet pussy, Yerina gasped. He circled her sensitive nub with expert precision, then slipped two fingers inside her, finding that spot that made her knees weak. She clung to his shoulders as pleasure built within her, his fingers moving faster until she shuddered against him, her inner walls clenching around his digits.

Driven by desire, Yerina sank to her knees before him. She unlaced his breeches with trembling hands, releasing his thick cock from its confines. The size of him made her eyes widen, but she was determined to taste him. She wrapped her lips around his swollen head, swirling her tongue along the sensitive ridge before taking him deeper into her mouth. Anireyk groaned, tangling his fingers in her hair as she sucked him, her cheeks hollowing with each movement.

Just as she felt him throbbing against her tongue, he pulled away. "Not yet," he growled, his voice husky with need. He guided her to a soft patch of moss, helping her onto her hands and knees. The cool forest air caressed her exposed skin as he positioned himself behind her.

Anireyk spat into his palm, coating his fingers before pressing one against her tight hole. Yerina tensed at the unfamiliar sensation as he worked his digit inside her virgin entrance. The slight burn made her whimper, but he soothed her with gentle caresses along her spine.

"Relax," he whispered, adding more moisture before introducing a second finger, stretching her carefully. The initial discomfort gradually transformed into something more complex as her body adjusted to the intrusion. When he finally withdrew his fingers and pressed his cock against her puckered entrance, she braced herself, uncertain yet desperately curious.

The pressure built as he pushed forward, breaching her tight ring of muscle. Pain shot through her, sharp and sudden, making her gasp and clutch at the moss beneath her. Anireyk stilled, allowing her body time to accommodate his girth. Slowly, the burning subsided, replaced by a fullness that bordered between pleasure and pain.

When he began to move, short, shallow thrusts that gradually deepened, Yerina discovered sensations she never imagined possible. Each stroke sent sparks of pleasure radiating through her body. His hands reached around to massage her clit as he fucked her ass, adding layers to her mounting pleasure.

"More," she pleaded, pushing back against him. Anireyk responded by increasing his pace, his cock sliding deeper into her forbidden passage. The obscene sounds of their coupling mingled with the natural symphony of the forest – skin slapping against skin, their heavy breathing, and the distant waterfall.

He pounded into her with increasing fervor, his fingers digging into her hips hard enough to leave marks. The initial discomfort had completely dissolved, replaced by waves of pleasure that crashed through her with each thrust. Her pussy dripped with arousal as he claimed her ass, the taboo nature of their coupling only heightening her excitement.

"Harder," she moaned, and he complied, driving into her with renewed vigor. The sensation of being so completely filled, so thoroughly taken, pushed Yerina toward a climax more intense than any she had experienced before. When it finally crashed over her, her entire body convulsed, her inner muscles clenching rhythmically around his invading cock.

Her orgasm triggered his own release. Anireyk drove into her one final time, burying himself to the hilt as he filled her ass with his hot seed. They remained connected as the aftershocks rippled through them both, their bodies slick with sweat and other fluids.

Finally, he withdrew carefully, both of them collapsing onto the soft moss. They lay side by side, catching their breath as the forest continued its eternal dance around them. The golden afternoon light filtered through the canopy, casting dappled patterns across their naked forms.

Yerina's body hummed with satisfaction, the pleasant soreness a reminder of their passionate encounter. She had never imagined her first experience with anal pleasure would be so intense, so transformative. Beside her, Anireyk traced lazy patterns on her skin, his touch now gentle where it had been demanding moments before.

The magic of the enchanted realm seemed to have woven itself into their coupling, binding them in ways neither fully understood yet. As birds sang overhead and the breeze carried the scent of wildflowers around them, they basked in the aftermath of their unexpected connection, knowing that this forest glade would forever hold the memory of their first, but certainly not last, passionate encounter.
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4 - Vowed Temptation

[image: ]


Zelinda trembled as Adnilez's fingertips traced the curve of her spine. The forest clearing around them seemed to pulse with magic, the enchanted mushrooms casting a soft blue glow over their naked bodies. She had never imagined that when she'd ventured into the Whispering Woods to gather herbs, she would encounter such a magnificent specimen of manhood.

His muscular form towered above her, skin bronzed from days spent hunting in the sun. The scent of sandalwood and musk emanated from his heated skin, intoxicating her senses. Zelinda's nipples hardened as his hands cupped her breasts, thumbs circling her sensitive peaks.

Their lips met in a hungry clash, tongues dancing as his hands explored her body. The taste of wild berries lingered on his tongue, sweet and tangy. He pressed her against the moss-covered stone, his fingers sliding between her thighs to find her wet pussy. Zelinda gasped against his mouth as he slipped one finger inside her, then another, stretching her deliciously.

Adnilez worked her with expert precision, thumb circling her swollen clit while his fingers curled inside her, finding that sweet spot that made her legs quiver. The sounds of her wetness filled the clearing as he pumped his fingers faster, deeper.

Unable to resist any longer, Zelinda sank to her knees before him. His cock stood proud, thick and veined, a bead of moisture glistening at the tip. She wrapped her fingers around his shaft, marveling at its heat and hardness before taking him into her mouth. The salty taste of his precum coated her tongue as she sucked him deeper, relaxing her throat to accommodate his impressive length.

Adnilez groaned, fingers tangling in her raven hair as she bobbed her head, taking him deeper with each movement. She felt him swell even larger in her mouth, his thighs tensing beneath her palms. But before she could bring him to completion, he pulled away, chest heaving.

"Not yet," he whispered, his voice rough with desire. "I want to feel your tight ass around my cock."

Heat flooded Zelinda's cheeks. She had never been taken that way before, but something in his hungry gaze made her pussy clench with anticipation. He guided her to her hands and knees, positioning her on the soft moss. The cool night air caressed her exposed flesh as he knelt behind her.

Adnilez reached for a vial of shimmering oil from his discarded pack—enchanted lubricant from the pleasure houses of the Eastern Realm. The oil warmed on contact as he drizzled it between her cheeks, his fingers massaging the tight pucker of her ass. Zelinda whimpered as he worked one finger inside, the strange intrusion both uncomfortable and thrilling.

Slowly, he added a second finger, stretching her carefully while his other hand reached beneath to stroke her clit. The dual sensations sent sparks of pleasure through her body, helping her relax as he prepared her. The oil tingled pleasantly, its magic properties numbing any discomfort while heightening sensation.

When he finally positioned his cock at her entrance, Zelinda held her breath. The blunt head pressed against her tight ring, demanding entry. She winced as he pushed forward, the initial pain sharp despite the magical oil. Tears pricked her eyes as he eased himself inside, inch by agonizing inch.

"Breathe," he murmured, his hands caressing her hips, waiting patiently as her body adjusted to his intrusion.

Gradually, the burning subsided, replaced by a peculiar fullness. When he began to move in slow, shallow thrusts, Zelinda was surprised to find the discomfort transforming into something else—a deep, primal pleasure that radiated from her core. Each thrust sent shockwaves through her body, igniting nerves she never knew existed.

Adnilez increased his pace, his balls slapping against her pussy as he fucked her ass with increasing fervor. His fingers dug into her hips, holding her steady as he pounded deeper. The sounds of their coupling—skin against skin, her breathless moans, his guttural groans—echoed through the clearing.

Zelinda found herself pushing back against him, craving more. The pressure built inside her, different from any pleasure she had known before. When his hand snaked beneath her to rub her clit in tight circles, the dual stimulation pushed her over the edge. Her orgasm crashed through her like wildfire, her ass clenching rhythmically around his thick shaft as waves of ecstasy consumed her.

The spasming of her muscles triggered Adnilez's release. With a hoarse cry, he drove into her one final time, his cock pulsing as he filled her ass with his hot seed. The magical oil enhanced every sensation, making her feel each throb, each spurt of his release.

They collapsed together onto the moss, bodies slick with sweat and other fluids. The enchanted mushrooms around them seemed to pulse in time with their racing hearts, casting ever-shifting patterns of light across their entwined forms. Zelinda lay in Adnilez's arms, her body pleasantly sore, her mind still reeling from the intensity of what they had shared.

The forest around them hummed with ancient magic, as if approving of their primal union. As the afterglow faded into a pleasant warmth, Zelinda realized that her journey into the Whispering Woods had yielded far more than the herbs she'd come to gather. She had discovered a new kind of magic—one that resided not in plants or potions, but in the connection between two bodies joined in perfect, carnal harmony.
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5 - Secret Yearning
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In the enchanted realm of Mysteria, Aiyana wandered through the emerald forest, her slender form adorned in a gossamer gown that shimmered with each step. Her long auburn hair cascaded down her back, catching the dappled sunlight that filtered through the ancient trees. Twenty summers had blessed her with a beauty that rivaled the forest nymphs, her azure eyes holding a curious sparkle that drew others to her like moths to flame.

Nayaril had lived in these woods for centuries, a guardian of the sacred groves with bronzed skin that bore the markings of ancient magic. His muscular frame moved with predatory grace, dark hair falling in waves around a face chiseled by time and power. Though he appeared no more than thirty, his eyes held the wisdom of countless lifetimes.

Their paths crossed at the sacred pool, where crystal waters reflected the golden sunset. Aiyana had come to gather enchanted lilies; Nayaril had arrived to perform his evening rituals. The moment their eyes met, something primal awakened between them. Magic crackled in the air, invisible threads of desire weaving around them, pulling them closer with each heartbeat.

Nayaril approached her first, drawn by an inexplicable need. His fingers brushed against her arm, and the touch sent fire coursing through Aiyana's veins. Without words, their lips met in a desperate, hungry kiss. His tongue explored her mouth, tasting sweet nectar and forbidden promises. Aiyana's body melted against his, her soft curves pressing into his hardness as his hands tangled in
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