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Author’s Note
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In the realm of erotic literature, the exploration of anal pleasure creates an intricate mosaic of desire and societal taboos. "Anal Lure" embraces this fascinating territory, where each story represents a powerful wave of passion, carefully constructed to ignite your deepest sensations. Within these pages, you'll encounter flash fiction that delves immediately into the heart of desire, weaving enthralling narratives that both entertain and challenge conventional thinking.

Every piece in this collection, written with brevity yet impact in under 1000 words, aims to guide you through a whirlwind of intimate encounters, where individuals surrender to their most secret cravings. These snapshots reveal genuine vulnerability, a bold honesty that exposes the thrill of yielding to one's desires, embracing what many consider too forbidden to discuss openly.

To those who dare to explore pleasure's boundaries, this anthology invites you to expand your horizons and unleash your hidden fantasies. Each tale serves as a gateway to discover dormant passions, encouraging you to journey into uncharted territories of your desires. Prepare yourself for an adventure through "Anal Lure"—a collection guaranteed to be both memorable and boldly provocative
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Book 2



1 - Unspoken Desire
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Harmony was a wood nymph with flowing emerald hair that cascaded down her slender back like a waterfall of leaves. Her alabaster skin glowed with an otherworldly luminescence, and her eyes sparkled like dewdrops in the morning sun. She had lived in the Enchanted Forest for centuries, tending to the ancient trees and communing with the spirits of nature.

Nyromal was a fire elemental wandering through the realms, his copper-red hair flickering like flames with each movement. His bronzed skin seemed to radiate heat, and his amber eyes burned with an intensity that could melt the coldest ice. He had been traveling for decades, searching for something he couldn't quite name.

Their paths crossed at the Crystal Lake, where the boundary between the elemental planes was thinnest. Harmony was bathing in the moonlit waters when she felt the temperature around her rise. She turned to find Nyromal standing at the shore, his gaze fixed upon her naked form. The attraction was immediate and overwhelming, like a spell cast by the most powerful enchantress.

Harmony emerged from the water, droplets sliding down her curves like liquid diamonds. Nyromal approached her with purposeful strides, the grass beneath his feet smoldering with each step. When they met, he cupped her face in his warm hands and pressed his lips against hers. The kiss was gentle at first, then grew hungry and demanding. His tongue slid against hers, tasting of cinnamon and smoke.

His hands roamed her body, leaving trails of pleasant warmth wherever they touched. Harmony moaned as Nyromal's fingers found their way between her thighs, teasing her sensitive folds. He circled her entrance before sliding two fingers inside her wet pussy, curling them to stroke that special spot that made her knees weak. The pleasure built inside her like a gathering storm, making her gasp and tremble against him.

Harmony dropped to her knees on the soft moss, eager to taste him. She unfastened his leather breeches and freed his throbbing cock, marveling at its size and heat. It felt like holding a piece of the sun in her hands. She licked her lips and took him into her mouth, savoring the salt-sweet taste of his skin. Her tongue swirled around the head before she took him deeper, hollowing her cheeks as she sucked.

Nyromal tangled his fingers in her emerald locks, guiding her movements as she bobbed her head. When he felt his release approaching, he gently pulled her away. "Not yet," his eyes seemed to say as he helped her to her feet.

He laid her down on a bed of soft moss and positioned himself between her legs. His fingers returned to her pussy, making sure she was still wet and ready. But instead of entering her there, his slick fingers moved lower, circling the tight ring of her ass. Harmony tensed at the unfamiliar sensation, but Nyromal's gentle touches and the heat of his skin against hers helped her relax.

Slowly, carefully, he pressed one finger inside her forbidden entrance. The strange fullness made Harmony gasp, her body unsure whether to pull away or push back for more. Nyromal was patient, allowing her time to adjust before adding a second finger, stretching her gradually.

When he finally positioned his cock against her tight hole, Harmony felt a moment of fear. No one had ever taken her this way before. The pressure as he began to push inside was intense, a burning stretch that made her bite her lip to keep from crying out. Nyromal moved with agonizing slowness, his hands caressing her sides, his lips kissing her shoulder blades.

The initial pain gave way to a strange fullness that somehow connected to the pleasure center deep inside her. As Nyromal began to move in shallow thrusts, Harmony felt herself opening to him, accepting him deeper with each careful stroke. The sensation was unlike anything she had experienced before – a delicious pressure that radiated through her entire body.

Nyromal's pace increased as her body relaxed around him. His cock slid in and out of her tight ass, each thrust sending waves of pleasure crashing through her. He reached around to stroke her clit as he pounded into her from behind, and the dual stimulation made Harmony see stars. Her pussy clenched around nothing as her ass gripped his thick shaft.

"Faster," her body begged without words, pushing back against him. Nyromal understood, increasing his tempo until the sound of skin slapping against skin echoed through the clearing. The taboo nature of their coupling only heightened the pleasure, making Harmony feel wicked and wanton and wonderfully free.

When her climax hit, it was like nothing she had ever felt before – a supernova of sensation that started in her core and exploded outward until every nerve ending sang with ecstasy. Her muscles clenched rhythmically around Nyromal's cock, milking him as he continued to thrust into her sensitive hole.

With a guttural groan, Nyromal reached his own peak, his cock pulsing as he filled her ass with his hot seed. The warmth of it inside her triggered another smaller orgasm that left Harmony gasping and trembling.

They collapsed together onto the moss, their limbs intertwined, bodies slick with sweat. As they caught their breath, the forest around them seemed to pulse with the same satisfaction they felt. The leaves rustled in a non-existent breeze, and the waters of the Crystal Lake lapped gently at the shore, as if the very elements approved of their union.

Harmony nestled against Nyromal's chest, feeling the steady beat of his heart. His fire had not consumed her as she had always feared elemental coupling might. Instead, it had awakened something primal within her, a hunger she had never known existed. As his fingers lazily traced patterns on her skin, she knew this would not be their only encounter. The memory of his cock stretching her ass, the fullness and the pleasure that had followed the pain – these sensations were etched into her body now, a craving she would need to satisfy again.

Nyromal pressed his lips to her forehead, his amber eyes reflecting the moonlight. In the aftermath of their passionate coupling, something deeper than lust stirred between them – a connection that transcended their elemental natures. Perhaps what he had been searching for all these decades was not a place, but a person. And perhaps what Harmony had been tending in her forest was not just the trees, but the soil of her heart, preparing it for the seed of something that might grow into more than just a single night of pleasure.
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2 - Savage Devotion
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In the enchanted realm of Sylvandell, where magic flowed through ancient trees and crystalline streams, Iandra wandered alone. Her chestnut hair cascaded down her back in waves, catching the golden light filtering through the forest canopy. She had come to gather rare herbs for her potions, her slender fingers brushing against leaves and petals. The forest seemed to respond to her touch, as if recognizing the latent magic within her blood.

Reddanai had been tracking a wounded griffin through the same woods when he first saw her. His muscular form moved silently between the trees, bow slung across his broad shoulders. The moment his amber eyes caught sight of her, something primal stirred within him. His heart thundered in his chest as he observed her graceful movements, the way her simple dress hugged her curves.

Their eyes met across a sunlit clearing, and time seemed to slow. Iandra felt heat rise to her cheeks as she took in his powerful physique, the dark hair that fell to his shoulders, the intensity of his gaze. Something ancient and instinctual pulled them toward each other, their bodies responding to an unspoken call.

They met in the middle of the clearing without a word. His calloused hand reached up to touch her face, tracing the outline of her jaw. The forest around them grew quiet, as if holding its breath. When his lips finally claimed hers, Iandra felt lightning course through her veins. His kiss was demanding, hungry, his tongue seeking entrance to her mouth. She yielded with a soft moan, her body pressing against his hard chest.

Reddanai's hands roamed over her body, finding the ties of her dress and loosening them with practiced ease. The garment fell away, exposing her creamy skin to the dappled forest light. He lowered her onto his cloak, spread hastily upon the soft moss. His fingers traced patterns on her inner thighs, moving ever higher until they found her pussy, already slick with desire. She gasped as he slid one finger inside, then another, his thumb circling the sensitive bud at her center.

Her body arched as pleasure built within her. Iandra had never experienced such skilled touch before. His fingers moved in and out, curling to find the spot that made her vision blur. The scent of their arousal mingled with the earthy fragrance of the forest floor. Reddanai's mouth found her breast, his tongue flicking over the hardened nipple as his fingers continued their relentless rhythm.

When she came, it was with a cry that echoed through the trees. Her pussy clenched around his fingers, waves of pleasure washing over her. Before she could recover, Reddanai was positioning himself above her, his clothing somehow gone. Her eyes widened at the sight of his cock, thick and hard, the tip glistening with anticipation.

Iandra felt drawn to taste him. She pushed him onto his back and lowered her mouth to his shaft. The salty taste of him filled her senses as she took him as
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