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    Teaser 
 
    “The kiss deepened, and we groaned in unison. I wanted him even more. I wanted to feel everything he had to give, but all I could do was to gasp as his hand went down to my thigh, running up the inside of my leg. 
 
      
 
    He groaned as his hand brushed against my skin, and my body reacted in a second, my fingers gripping the wall as I moaned at the sensation. I felt myself getting wet and he started tracing his finger along the top of my inner thigh, over my leg.” 
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    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    Bigger Man 
 
      
 
   Marvin was my boss and he was in the other room, typing and working. Other than the sound of his constant typing, there was no other. The whole office was as silent as a desert. I was working too - or trying. There was something deep and powerful keeping my mind occupied. 
 
      
 
    I drooled over Marvin. He was an older man who took care of me. I had once discovered something I shouldn’t - I was a little and now I needed a Big to strip away my responsibilities. I longed for that to happen one day. 
 
      
 
    Did it have a chance of it happening with him? Most likely not. 
 
      
 
    Marvin was a handsome man and had the age to be my daddy, but he had a wife and other responsibilities too. He would never give me a chance and I would feel bad if I tried anything. 
 
      
 
    Due to those things, he was a constant in my mind, something to think about and fantasize over only. 
 
      
 
    I could just imagine the size of his dick. Even when he was trying to hide it, his bulge was visible, whether he was sitting or walking. When he was wearing tight pants, it was even more noticeable. 
 
      
 
    I wasn’t the only one who paid attention to that. Other workers did and we all talked about it. The difference was that those people wanted to have normal sex with him. I desired and needed something much more intimate. 
 
      
 
    He was old, but he didn’t have the looks of someone much older than me. People would think he was 7 or 10 years older than me. He had a beard, so if he shaved it off, his apparent age would be even lower. 
 
      
 
    What he lacked in physical age he made up with experience. There was no denying everyone in the company followed him like the boss he was. Not only was he that, but he commanded attitude. We all wished to have the same confidence one day, to think and to act like him. 
 
      
 
    I was just hoping one day he would notice me and take the first step. 
 
      
 
    But he was so much more than his experience and looks too. What he was hiding under his suit was one of the things I kept on thinking about. 
 
      
 
    There was this one time where he invited us to his pool party and I caught sight of his almost nude body. He wore nothing more than a pair of speedos and it was like I was seeing a God by the water. 
 
      
 
    He also swam like a fish and he beat every single opponent he had, but I was actually more interested in the things I wasn’t able to see before. 
 
      
 
    His bulge was so big it was like a tumor that just kept on growing. I drooled over him like someone who had just found water after having lived for days in a desert. 
 
      
 
    He had pecs to make multiple women stop to admire him. There was this one time I noticed some of my co-workers beside me as they all stared at him. It was like we were seeing a rare animal in a zoo. 
 
      
 
    We all wanted him, but there was space for only one of us. 
 
      
 
    His whole body reeked and exhaled masculinity. The fur on his chest, the curves of his abs and pecs, the wide shoulders and the thick thighs were all the stuff of dreams. I dreamed about them so many times I lost count. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    Big Man For Me 
 
      
 
   And then, one day, the big revelation happened. He heard the crinkling of my diaper and found a milk bottle inside one of my drawers. I always kept it there, filled and ready every day. I didn’t think he would ever be curious to find out what my drawers had. 
 
      
 
    Big mistake, and it showed. 
 
      
 
    He held the bottle before me and his eyes were questioning, but I thought there was a glint of something in them. What it was, I didn’t know, but Marvin had things to tell me. 
 
      
 
    “We will talk about this in my office room. Come with me.” 
 
      
 
    I followed him like a ghost. I couldn’t feel my feet moving and I was hoping he wasn’t going to fire me. I needed the job and the money. 
 
      
 
    “This thing here… is everything I needed to know.” 
 
      
 
    One moment he was holding the bottle in his hand, the next he was kissing me with the ferocity of a lion. I was taken aback so fast I felt the world spinning around me. 
 
      
 
    His hands went for the lower portion of my back and he pulled me toward him with force, like a lion feeding on its dead prey. I kissed him back and tried to grace his tongue with mine, but these were things that didn’t sustain themselves for long. 
 
      
 
    Marvin was the only man I would ever have such a reaction for, and it was showing and being just the way I thought it would. 
 
      
 
    His domination of me was absolute, but then we heard knocks on the door. He pulled away and opened it. I did my best to regain my composure and found one of my nemesis on the other side of the door. 
 
      
 
    I hated her and how she was always offering herself for Marvin. It was a good thing the two of them were never going to become lovers, though. He made that clear to her every chance he got. She was just blind to his signs. 
 
      
 
    She handed him something wrapped in gift paper and he tossed it in his trash bin. I held a chuckle. It was so funny to see her being treated like trash. That was the sort of thing a woman like her deserved. 
 
      
 
    We kissed once more, his lips soft and tender. “I didn’t think I would find out you are a little.” 
 
      
 
    “You mean that you are a Big?” 
 
      
 
    “I am and I tried to make my wife become one. She didn’t want that and so I gave up. Thinking about that now, maybe it’s time I ended my marriage with her.” 
 
      
 
    “But you-” I was saying, but he already made up his mind and called her. 
 
      
 
    The next thing I knew, they were not married anymore and he had a free life for me. We kissed once more and he fucked me with such a ferocity it made me scared of him, but only a little bit and only for a short period of time. 
 
      
 
    He took me to his home and made me sleep with him. He told me a cute and short story before I closed my eyes for the last time that day. 
 
      
 
    The next morning, he was holding a diaper in his hand and waved his finger in front of his nose. “I think someone needs a change now.’ 
 
    
And with that, he removed my smelly diaper that I peed in and was ready to put a new, fresh one on me. 
 
      
 
    Here I was, being a little for the man I thought impossible to reach. He found out I was a little. I could almost think I was in some kind of dream if it weren’t for the fact I could feel his desire for me. 
 
      
 
    It was dirty, but also so right. It was like I was living another life where I was born in the same social class as him. 
 
      
 
    He taped up the new diaper around me and embraced and snuggled with me. It was early in the morning and the birds were still chirping, but none of us wanted to leave for work. We were all so lost and immersed in this new life we didn’t want anything to change it. 
 
      
 
    The next morning, everything on the table was ready, including a high chair. “I bought this one once for my wife and she never used it. Fucking bitch.” 
 
      
 
    He was being an asshole and selfish, but I was loving every second of those things. I hoped that sex with him would be violent. We didn’t have that yet, so hope and fantasies were all I had. 
 
      
 
    I sat on the high-chair and he spoon-fed me with the breakfast he made for me. I was living a dream of mine and I never thought it would happen with my boss. 
 
      
 
    He was caring and it showed. His actions were never violent or too rough. So far, he was one of the sweetest men I had ever met my whole life. 
 
      
 
    Once we were finished, I said, “I think we should head to work now.” 
 
      
 
    He gave me an incredulous face and said, “What? You really want to head there? We have many better things to do here.” 
 
      
 
    I knew what he meant and I was expecting this moment ever since he told me his true feelings. The moment where the little and Big relationship would be at its highest peak, where he would make me feel so safe I would never have anything to worry about ever again. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    Sealing our Future 
 
      
 
   Iunbuttoned his shirt, my fingers tracing the curve of his neck. I couldn't stop myself from moving my mouth from his, from kissing him, from slipping my tongue against his. And I did want him. 
 
      
 
    I could feel the heat radiating from his body, and it was the most amazing feeling in the world. I wanted him. I needed him. The need that filled me now, the need that consumed me was overpowering. 
 
      
 
    I ran my fingers through his hair, letting them trace the lines of his jawline, the curves of his face, the hollows of his cheeks. I could tell he wanted me and he was not shy of admitting that. 
 
      
 
    When I reached the bottom button, he pulled back and gave me a cocky grin. I smirked back at him. Then, I unbuttoned his jeans, slid my hand inside, and let my fingers graze his bare stomach, feeling him grow warm and firm under my fingers. 
 
      
 
    He groaned, but didn't move away as my hand slid down his stomach, his muscles rippling beneath my touch. His legs tensed underneath me, and he let out a long breath, his body tensing and shuddering. 
 
      
 
    Then, he was tugging me to my feet, his eyes burning with desire, his hand trembling as he held my hand in his. I felt the heat of him, and my mouth dropped open in surprise as he pulled me into him, my body falling against his. 
 
      
 
    His lips met mine, and I lost myself in his kiss as his fingers threaded through my hair. His tongue danced with mine, his hands skimming my back, pressing into me, and his lips became more demanding. 
 
      
 
    The heat coming from him burned through the thin material of my shirt, and the electricity ignited inside me, making my skin burn as I slid my hands on his bare chest, feeling his muscles quiver under my fingers. 
 
      
 
    I felt him breathing heavily, his body trembling as he pushed me back against the wall, his lips never leaving mine, his hands roaming all over me, touching and exploring. 
 
      
 
    His tongue slid over my bottom lip, teasing it, and then he tasted it. His touch was electric and intense and everything I'd been craving. My heart thudded frantically in my chest as I clung onto him, wanting him. 
 
      
 
    The kiss deepened, and we groaned in unison. I wanted him even more. I wanted to feel everything he had to give, but all I could do was to gasp as his hand went down to my thigh, running up the inside of my leg. 
 
      
 
    He groaned as his hand brushed against my skin, and my body reacted in a second, my fingers gripping the wall as I moaned at the sensation. I felt myself getting wet and he started tracing his finger along the top of my inner thigh, over my leg. 
 
      
 
    I let out a sharp breath and leaned back against the wall, the cold stone against my back making me gasp as he slid his finger along my diaper, and then his fingers touched my bare skin. 
 
      
 
    He ripped it off me in a second, leaving me exposed and scared of him. His lips found mine and it was like his short moment of violence didn’t even happen. 
 
      
 
    My heart was racing as his fingers slid in, and my body was on fire. I was trembling with the need to be filled. I bit my lower lip and closed my eyes, trying to get myself under control, but every part of me was on fire and ready to take his touch anywhere. 
 
      
 
    I was ready for him to touch me everywhere, and the thought scared me. I didn't want to take my hand away from his, because it felt as though I might do something crazy like crying. 
 
      
 
    I needed him to dominate me. 
 
      
 
    His finger traced my bottom lip again and I leaned forward, pressing my body against his hand, hoping it would satisfy my nerves. 
 
      
 
    I pulled down his pants and underwear, and as soon as his cock popped free, I rubbed him from balls to tip, as if I was trying to soothe a bad burn. "Oh, fuck," he groaned as I sucked him deeper, and I looked up to his face. 
 
      
 
    His expression was strained, his eyes glazed over with pleasure and lust, his body tense as I continued stroking him. I started to move my hand slowly up and down, making him grow even harder and faster. I moaned. 
 
      
 
    His eyes were glazed with lust and focused on my lips. I took him in my mouth, and the feel of his balls touching my tongue drove me crazy. I could feel my pussy getting wetter as I stroked him. 
 
      
 
    I licked him and bit down on his dick, and he groaned. His eyes widened slightly, and he reached over and grabbed a handful of hair. I laughed as I looked up at him and he laughed back. 
 
      
 
    I licked and sucked him up and down with enthusiasm, and I could feel his orgasm start to build. I took him in my mouth again and again as he screamed out in pleasure, and I moved my hand faster and faster as I reached the end. 
 
      
 
    My fingers slid over his balls and I moved them gently in my mouth as he started to cum. I felt his hand grip my hair and he started groaning in ecstasy as his body shuddered and released. 
 
      
 
    His sperm explosion was thick and dense. It was all coming inside my mouth and I was loving every second of this. His eruption continued, powerful and decisive, his balls emptying themselves as if he was going to put three babies in me. 
 
      
 
    There was so much cum coming it was like I was blowing off three men at the same time. What a potent guy he was and to think he was near me all this time... 
 
      
 
    I cleaned off his dick, admiring those popped-out veins and the handiwork I did on him. 
 
      
 
    I stood up and was ready to give him a final goodbye kiss when he said, “There’s still so much more.” 
 
      
 
    I thought he was kidding me, but he pushed and forced me onto his bed. I felt my vision blurring as I thought I had wished for the wrong thing. Everything was so sweet and nice up to this point for the most part, and he was now going to turn into a violent man. 
 
      
 
    Aggressive, merciless sex was about to ensue. 
 
      
 
    He eased his big cock into my pussy, making it sink in so that he began to slide it in and out of me with a controlled rhythm. I couldn't stop whimpering as he worked me, and he took his time as he pounded me hard, his breathing becoming ragged, his hand gripping my hip as he pressed harder and deeper. 
 
      
 
    He was hitting me just right, and the orgasm built higher and higher, until I thought I would explode right there. "Come for me," he said. "Let go. Come for me, sweetheart." 
 
      
 
    The orgasm ripped through me like a tidal wave, rocking my body, knocking the breath from my lungs, leaving me gasping and quivering and clutching at the sheets as he began to pound into me, faster and harder, until I thought I would die. 
 
      
 
    And then he cummed again, his release a hot, hot gush of seed as his orgasm hit him, his hips jerking wildly and pulling out, the last of his pleasure filling my body, his eyes staring into mine, so deep they were almost a bottomless black. He let out a tortured groan as he came, his body quaking with the force of his orgasm. 
 
      
 
    I couldn't stop staring at him, and his face was buried in my neck, his lips pressed there, and I knew he was smiling, so much that it made my heart ache. He lifted his head, brushed the hair from my face, and smiled at me. 
 
      
 
    What happened afterward could be described as the next stage of my life, where I didn’t have anything anymore to worry about. We married and had a perfect life. We visited Disney World so many times we lost count. 
 
      
 
    And he made me pregnant so many times too. I was his little and we had so many other little ones to take care of. He cared for me and also for them. I was stripped away of all responsibilities as he became so much more than my husband. 
 
      
 
    And he was damn good at what he was. 
 
      
 
    Don’t go just yet… 
 
      
 
    Sign-up to my Mailing List and read “Subduing the Woman of the House” for free! Check “Free Story” on the next page for a sneak peek. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Free Story 
 
      
 
    Subduing the Woman of the House: Her Last Sigh 
 
      
 
    Felicia had found and rescued Phil. He had no idea what kind of woman she was when that happened, but over time, he found himself with a huge crush for her. Whenever she was doing the dishes or any other housework, Phil would be behind her checking every inch and detail of her body. 
 
      
 
    Felicia would have to submit to him one day, that he swore. Phil wanted to ease his member between her lips, pound her cherry with it until she screamed for more, spurt his loads of man juice inside her mouth and make her his. 
 
      
 
    She will have to kneel in front of him, that old lady… 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Similar Stories 
 
    Every Inch She Can Take MEGA Bundle 
 
      
 
    http://mybook.to/every_inch_bundle 
 
      
 
    How many inches can you take? With this bundle, your hand will begin to wander, looking for your sensitive core. The more you read it, the more you might find yourself incapable of putting it down. 
 
      
 
    Enjoy 16 stories of man of the house, brats, backdoors and many more! This anthology has everything you need, and it is one of the dirtiest I have released so far. 
 
      
 
    There is a warning, though. You better find a solitary place while reading these stories, or else mischievous mistakes may happen… 
 
  
 
  
   
    Hardcore Entry Bundle 
 
      
 
    http://mybook.to/entry_hardcore 
 
      
 
    Tight back doors, needy men, insatiable women and naughty parts touching - this bundle has all of these things, and so many more! It’s meant only for mature readers, and it will make your hand wander... 
 
      
 
    Make sure to be alone when you read this collection. You will sweat as you devour each word. Hardcore rear entry is not meant for those weak of the heart. You better not take this work lightly, or it will make you regret your decision. 
 
      
 
    This backdoor anthology has 8 steamy stories for you to read on your bedtime, or whenever you feel naughty. 
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