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    Forbidden Man 
 
    Chapter 1 
 
   Young, but not immature. There was something about the young ones that really made me feel something else for them. This one, the one I was watching right now, was forbidden, though. 
 
      
 
    I was not supposed to approach him. He was sitting on his chair, checking out the people in the swimming pool. His job was to make sure nobody would drown. One time, he even saved me, and I was able to feel his massive body in contact with mine. 
 
      
 
    I was lying down on a chaise lounge, sipping from my red wine. My friends were with me, also lying down while they hoped the sun would make their bodies look better. Hope was all they had. 
 
      
 
    Compared to me, they were nothing. I was the most beautiful and lust-inducing woman in this swimming pool. Actually, even the whole city’s women couldn’t hold a candle to me. 
 
      
 
    I was their Queen, but as a Queen, I needed a King. 
 
      
 
    Nothing better, for that, than to have a young King. The youth had so much energy, especially in the bed. My dream was to invite him home, but I had a problem: my husband. 
 
      
 
    He was usually there, studying and working. Before he became a daddy, he was a handsome man with a lot of vigor. Now, he could as well be on his way to sleep in a coffin forever and never leave it. 
 
      
 
    The name of the very young King I was watching was Mateo. An Argentine man, but he had every right to be with us Americans. Actually, I was beginning to think we were lucky to have him around. 
 
      
 
    He was unique. His accent drove me so crazy. My friends could not help themselves whenever he walked in front of us. I also could not help but let out a sigh of ‘fuck me already, Mateo’ when he was nearby. 
 
      
 
    His smile was captivating, it was like he wanted me to beg on his feet to make him fuck me. At this point, I would consider throwing all the money I had to make him show me his shaft. I would be happy with just that. 
 
      
 
    Oh fuck, just the thought of his dong, between his thick thighs, was making my clit so hard. I could not let anyone find out about that, so I tried to control myself. 
 
      
 
    Watching him now was so unfair. Mateo was unfair. How he had those genes, those looks and that body of his was beyond me. I could just imagine how big his dick was. 
 
      
 
    Of all the men in and near the pool, he was probably the biggest one. He was not shy of making that fact known. If there was one thing I learned these years, it was that the manhood of a man could be estimated by how wide his legs were parted when he was sitting. 
 
      
 
    And his legs were parted pretty wide right now. The thoughts I had of putting my head in between them, my mouth all over his shaft, were making me consider to do the unthinkable. 
 
      
 
    To invite him home so that we could have our fun while my husband worked. I could put on some loud music to make sure he would not hear a single thing. Thirty minutes were all I needed, and I was sure I could find the time. 
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter 2 
 
   When I stood up from the chaise lounge, so did he stand up from the elevated chair he used to check out on the swimmers. Our paths crossed, as I intended them to, and his eyes were fixed on me as if we were prey and predator. 
 
      
 
    “Mrs. Meyers, I didn’t expect to find you here. Dare I say you look lovely.” 
 
      
 
    His smile was everything I needed to make my day happy, but only ‘happy’ was not going to do it for me. I needed more. I needed his round pectorals and those abs all for myself. 
 
      
 
    It had been so long... 
 
      
 
    “And you look as stunning as ever.” 
 
      
 
    “Your bikini really fits you. It is nothing compared to your natural beauty, but it really highlights your best features.” 
 
      
 
    His smile continued, and it didn’t seem it would fade any time soon. He knew what he wanted, and when I took a look at my friends, Theresa and Karen, they were giving me looks of ‘we can’t believe you are going to fuck him before we do.’ 
 
      
 
    “I saw you teaching some people how to swim. You really know what you are doing.” 
 
      
 
    Approaching me a bit more, so that his body was like an inch from coming into contact with mine, he spoke, his voice calm as usual, “I know all the swimming styles. Butterfly, freestyle, sidestroke… breaststroke.” 
 
      
 
    And I dropped my towel onto the ground. His smile widened. Mateo knew very well the kind of situation he was getting himself into. As a married woman, he was not supposed to try anything on me, but he didn’t care about that one bit. 
 
      
 
    And that attitude of his made everything so much better. I really drooled for bad men like him. I cherished the ones with the right attitude to claim me. 
 
      
 
    He grabbed the towel from the ground, gave it to me and asked, “So, when are we going to meet tonight?” 
 
      
 
    Not a where? Silly me. He already knew where. My house. Husband or not, he was not going to let him get in his way. 
 
      
 
    “9 PM, and don’t be late,” I said, still clutching my towel very tight to my breasts, as if to protect myself from him. I shouldn’t do that, considering how that would do nothing to prevent a man like him from getting what he wanted. 
 
      
 
    Mateo… What a man. 
 
      
 
    “Good, so 9 PM it is then,” he said before winking and slightly slapping my butt. I could have gasped, but I didn’t, and I was relieved I managed to control myself. The attention I was getting from Theresa and Karen was already enough. 
 
      
 
    I lied down beside them and explained the plan. We would all share him. I already talked to Mateo about including all three of us in his little game. Oh, it would be wonderful to have him all for ourselves. 
 
      
 
    Still, it would be better to be all alone with him. Maybe, one night, I could have that, but I would have to compensate for their absence, in that case. Mateo needed the three of us to make him happy. He had so much energy he could take on me, Theresa and Karen without an issue. 
 
      
 
    When I came back home, the first thing I thought and planned was to put something in my husband’s coffee to make him sleep. It was nighttime. I had spent the whole day at the swimming pool, and that only happened because Mateo was there. His job in that place was more leisure than anything, but he still had to be there to save damsels in distress like me. 
 
      
 
    After having put my husband to sleep, I prepared myself for Mateo’s arrival. I took a bath in my bathtub, with candles, while reading a romance book I loved so much. It was about a man who saved a woman from a train that was about to collide with a building. He was younger than her - a real hero - and the events in the book reverberated with my own. 
 
      
 
    In my case, my husband was the train and Mateo was my savior. 
 
      
 
    Once Karen and Theresa came, I noticed they were just as ready as I was. Their looks and the colognes they sprayed on themselves told me everything I needed to know. This would be a competition more than anything, and they were really to do everything necessary to win. 
 
      
 
    I would have to be at my best. I had an advantage they didn’t have with Mateo, though. I had met him way before they did, and I kept him hidden from them until I couldn’t anymore. He would always be found by them, one way or another. 
 
      
 
    “My husband is sleeping like a baby,” I told them, much to their amusement as they chuckled. 
 
      
 
    It was one thing to fuck a man with no risk, and another to do so when someone else could wake up and find us in the act. My heart was already pounding like a jackhammer. The thrill of the forbidden was almost as good as the incoming sex itself. 
 
      
 
    Mateo would take his place here as the man of the house. We would all get on our knees for him. We would all beg for his mercy as he fucked us with all his might. 
 
      
 
    I heard soft knocks on the door and went for it. If I weren’t in the living room, I would not have heard a thing. My hand opened the door and my eyes fell upon Mateo. His large and imposing frame almost made me take a step back. 
 
      
 
    His hands were holding boxes. Gifts for us, I imagined. I opened a wide smile, grabbed them and said, “They are wonderful.” 
 
      
 
    “Open them once I am done with you,” he said while I handed Karen and Theresa their boxes. Their hands rotated the boxes while their eyes went wide. With their lips parted, they almost looked funny and ridiculous. 
 
      
 
    They put the boxes down on the coffee table, and took Mateo’s hands, leading him to my bedroom. “We are going to have some proper fun we can’t talk about with anyone,” Karen spoke before covering her mouth. Her giggle was contained, but I wondered if she would manage to keep her mouth shut about this forever. 
 
      
 
    I could not let anyone find out about this. 
 
      
 
    As I followed them from behind, I could not stop thinking about one thing. This was like one of those harem things, and I was loving every second of it. There was something about worshiping a young man that made my clit throb. 
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter 3 
 
   We opened the door, closed it, and then put on some loud jazz. Nobody was going to hear what we were about to do here. 
 
      
 
    We all surrounded the younger man, noticing how he stood tall among us. Despite being three against one, he had more than enough meat for our enjoyment. 
 
      
 
    While my hands looked and explored under his t-shirt, Karen was kissing his neck and Theresa was feeling his hairy legs with her hands. He had come with shorts on, so she had more than enough space to enjoy him down there. 
 
      
 
    Under our domination, which kept on getting more intense with the passage of time, all he could do was to moan our names. 
 
      
 
    Feeling his abs and midriff was amazing, and I wished I could spend eternity only doing that, but there was something else my mind could not stop thinking about. As if I didn’t mean to do this, my hand slipped under his short, and I brought it down a bit - just enough to have more space for what I had in mind. 
 
      
 
    His hand grabbed mine, and my eyes found his. “Permission first, Betty.” 
 
      
 
    I pleaded with my eyes, but his didn’t change. Why did I have to ask for permission when my friends were all over him and he didn’t care one bit about them? Why the extra attention where it was not needed? We should just have some fun and not worry about anything. 
 
      
 
    “Can I have permission to touch your cock, Master?” I asked, my voice giving away how nervous I was. 
 
      
 
    Just when I thought that this was not going to be as pleasing and enjoyable as I thought, he let go of my hand and gave me a peck. “Go on, and don’t waste anybody’s time here.” 
 
      
 
    The extra attention and him demanding me to ask him for permission were… almost the cause to make me throw a tantrum in my own house. He was under my roof, so he needed to respect me more, no? 
 
      
 
    Either way, regardless of what his plans were, I needed to take care of something more important at this moment. 
 
      
 
    His bulge was so visible and big. My eyes almost got watery at the sight of it. Oh, how I missed seeing something so virile and masculine. The jazz music kept on playing around me, giving me the confidence necessary to continue with this. 
 
      
 
    I looked at him and gave him a wide smile before sliding my hand under his pair of briefs. The warmth immediately enveloped my hand, and the moment I touched his cock, I discovered he had not cummed in a very long time. 
 
      
 
    Just when I thought I was going to have some fun with the best part of him, Theresa and Karen tried to push me away. “Hey, what the fuck?!” I complained, but was ignored. 
 
      
 
    A quick look at their faces, their eyes, informed me they were completely under his spell. Their lust for him was enormous, immeasurable, and I was taken aback by that fact. I took a step back as I realized I would need to do a lot more to win this. 
 
      
 
    This was not a cooperation, this was a competition, just as I had thought before. 
 
      
 
    And so, I pushed myself in, putting my body in between them, forcing Karen and Theresa to gasp before grunting. Their protests came and went in my head. If this was a competition, then I could not feel pity for them. 
 
      
 
    Mateo laughed as he realized the three American cougars had become kitties in front of him. 
 
      
 
    I was all over his cock, my hand gripping it once again, the moment Theresa and Karen gave me death stares. Just when they rushed toward him, Mateo raised his hand and explained, “One at a time. The others can have the rest of me.” 
 
      
 
    They looked at him with pleading and begging eyes, but I didn’t think he would change his mind. When they glared at me, it was as if our friendship was no more. Their eyes meant death. It was almost like Mateo really was a magician and he cast a powerful spell that turned them against me. 
 
      
 
    I got on my knees and lowered his pair of briefs even more. My nostrils were immediately invaded by his fresh cologne for men and his musky scent. The smell of his bath soap was also present, though it was less intense than the other scents. 
 
      
 
    I wished I could take in the manliness that surrounded him for minutes, but my thoughts were geared toward the big cock in front of me. When I gripped it under his briefs, I didn’t think it was this long. He was not particularly thicker than most normal men, but his length more than made up for that fact. 
 
      
 
    I would need three hands to fully cover the whole thing. It was so hard his veins popped out. There was something unique about it I could not quite explain. While the rest of his body’s skin was smooth and so beautiful, his shaft was almost… ugly, in a good kind of way, though. 
 
      
 
    Pre-cum streamed down along his length like a broken faucet. Theresa and Karen got behind him and began to play with his ass. Even though I was in front of him, I could see their hands working him. 
 
      
 
    Mateo was the king of this steamy Harem experience, but he allowed two women to dominate his lower back side. There was something humble about that which only made my lust for him grow. 
 
      
 
    I could not resist the urge to wrap my lips around his cockhelmet, and that I did. I had to stretch my lips so wide for him I thought they would never return to their normal position. His moans soon filled the room alongside the loud jazz music while my friends began to moan his name. 
 
      
 
    I bobbed up and down on him for minutes until he raised my chin, using his hand, and said, “On all fours, and don’t ask why.” 
 
      
 
    Why should I ask the question? I knew what he was going to do, and I was expecting that moment the whole time. 
 
      
 
    Theresa and Karen begged, “Do we have permission to be part of that as well, please?” 
 
      
 
    Mateo looked at them as if he pitied them, and then said, “Of course.” 
 
      
 
    I was shocked, but recomposed myself. I knew he would not spare any of us. He needed many subjects, and I was certain he would eventually seek even more women. 
 
      
 
    I got on all fours, raised and opened my butt for him. Cold sweat began to form on my forehead. What was about to happen was going to be rough and painful. 
 
      
 
    Theresa and Karen got on all fours beside me. We were all facing one of my room’s walls. Their heads turned to meet my eyes, and I could almost read what they were thinking. Their frightened smiles were all I needed to know. 
 
      
 
    They didn’t expect things to get this hot during their first encounter with King Mateo. 
 
      
 
    His hands fumbled with our butts. “So nice and smooth,” he murmured to each of us, sending thrills of excitement throughout our bodies. 
 
      
 
    I was just so fucking prepared for his invasion. 
 
      
 
    He got on his knees behind Karen, the length of his thighs just enough so that he could aim his cock to her backdoor, and then penetrated her with ease. That spoke about his strength and masculinity more than anything that happened before. It was never an easy thing to impale a woman’s rectum. 
 
      
 
    His thrusts were powerful from the very beginning, and he did quick work of her. Everything happened so fast it was like he didn’t even spend one minute with Karen. A quick look at my wrist watch told me otherwise. In my bedroom, under the King’s spell, even I lost sense of the real passage of time. 
 
      
 
    Karen’s body gave up on her. She lied almost dead on the floor, head turned at me while her blank eyes almost made me think she just got possessed by a demon. A stream of her saliva began to flow down from one of the corners of her mouth. 
 
      
 
    I thought it would be my turn next, considering I was the one in the middle of his three subjects, but Mateo walked to stand behind Theresa. His cock penetrated her dirty backdoor with ease, making her whimper and hold back what could only have been a powerful scream. 
 
      
 
    His thrusts were as powerful as when he fucked Karen. I could feel her whole body beginning to give up on her, and when he eased out of my friend, she also almost died. Her body rested on the floor while her eyes went blank. 
 
      
 
    “You are my Queen, Betty,” he said before walking to stand behind me. A thrill of excitement mixed with fear crossed my spine, and I whimpered. 
 
      
 
    His hand caressed my butt and backdoor, as if he was trying to tell me I didn’t have anything to worry about. His head was cocked while he looked at my ass in a contemplative manner. 
 
      
 
    His eyes turned resolute before he gripped my waist and pulled me with force toward him. I felt his shaft invading me, one inch at a time, before his thrusts started. He pulled and pushed me using only the strength of his arms, and I felt my knees and hands sliding back and forth on the carpet endlessly. 
 
      
 
    His cock began to pulse like an angry snake. His eruption soon started to coat my backdoor with his seeds. “So tight and so warm,” he said while his release continued. One rope of cum after the other, his sperm filled whatever space was not already claimed by his whopping dong. 
 
      
 
    Mateo eased out of me, made me turn and stand on my feet, and then took me in his arms. “You are my Queen, and the others-” he looked at them as if they didn’t mean anything to him, “Are nothing.” 
 
      
 
    I squealed out of pure joy and kissed him while he took me downstairs, most likely toward his car where we would have a more private fun. 
 
      
 
    The End. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Big Curves, Tight Backdoor 
 
    Chapter 1 
 
   Iwas sitting in front of my computer, looking at some photos. Vernon, the man of the house, could never find out about them. I would never allow such a thing to happen. In front of him, I had to pretend. I had to fake I was a good girl who liked going to church every Sunday. 
 
      
 
    Being his favorite came at a huge cost. I had to pretend I didn’t fancy men, that I didn’t think about them all the time. The thing that killed me the most inside was not that, though, but the fact that I drooled over him. 
 
      
 
    The photos I was looking at were X-rated ones. They were meant only for adults. At 19, I was barely an adult. The term ‘barely legal’ filled my heart with dirty feelings. My photos were good ones, and they delineated my best features. 
 
      
 
    I was a bigger young woman, and I was not afraid of that. The only problem in my life, at this moment, was thinking about sex too much. It was probably because of me being the subject of those photos. My photographer always sent me copies for reviews, and while looking at them, I could not help but finger myself. 
 
      
 
    My clit was so hard and hot right now, but I knew I needed to contain myself, especially because Vernon was at his office, which was just beside my bedroom, working. 
 
      
 
    I needed to go out to buy a burger, so I headed to his office. Vernon was the kind of possessive guy that wanted to find out everything I was doing. After I opened the door, he raised his head from the papers he was studying and asked. “Is something the matter?” 
 
      
 
    “I am going out to buy a burger. Do you want one?” 
 
      
 
    He shook his head and resumed his studying. I could not help but take advantage of the moment to admire the man in front of me again. 
 
      
 
    He was wearing his office clothes, but he was still such a handsome and lust-inducing man. I would never have a chance with him. He was the man of the house, but that didn’t mean I could not think about him. 
 
      
 
    He had a torso to make most men envious of him. He was hiding it now under his button-up office shirt, but his muscles were still quite visible. I had seen him shirtless sometimes, and those images were the topics of many of my masturbation sessions. 
 
      
 
    His legs were behind his desk, but I had seen them without pants before too. When he took me to the beach, I could not stop looking at his thick thighs. Thick and hairy. I could only dream of seeing his package for the first time. For that, I would have to get very lucky. 
 
      
 
    His biceps were also the topic of my dreams. I could see how they moved, making his sleeves move with them. They expanded and contracted, more often than not showing some of his veins. 
 
      
 
    It was just a pity most of his body was hidden at this moment. I had to use my imagination to fill in the gaps. Even though Vernon was much older than me, I would give myself fully for him, if he learned about my feelings for him. 
 
      
 
    Now that he didn’t have a wife anymore, he was free and didn’t have a girlfriend. Never looked for one, as far I as I knew. Didn’t see his profile on any dating app. 
 
      
 
    I could just imagine having some of his shirtless photos. The fur on his chest, his perfect abs and his v-line showing… Being able to contemplate and admire those things in all their glory would make me so fucking happy. 
 
      
 
    I closed the door and headed out. Upon getting back, I noticed the door to my bedroom slightly open. Who could it be? Vernon? Didn’t think he would leave his office in the middle of the night. He was the kind of man that liked to work a lot, and he knew I was out. 
 
      
 
    Unless… oh fuck, maybe he suspected something! I rushed over to my bedroom, slammed open the door with my shoulder and froze when I noticed him holding my dirty photos on his hands. 
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter 2 
 
   Vernon turned, and his eyes were so cold. His face didn’t show any emotion. What was he thinking? My heart was racing, but my whole body was still frozen. I could not think or move. I had been caught. 
 
      
 
    “Debra, what’s the meaning of this?” 
 
      
 
    I didn’t have a good answer for him. Didn’t know what to tell him. My photos spoke everything he needed to know. He was holding, in his hand, a picture of me with only a bra and a pair of panties on. My pose could not be any more suggestive than it already was. 
 
      
 
    I was so proud of that shot, but didn’t think it would make me feel so afraid. 
 
      
 
    I was scared of what his reaction was going to be. 
 
      
 
    “I-I took the job. I had to.” 
 
      
 
    “A job where you let another man take these pictures of you?!” 
 
      
 
    I nodded my head quickly, as if doing anything different was only going to make things worse for me. 
 
      
 
    “I can’t accept that.” 
 
      
 
    “What?” I asked, but Vernon didn’t have any intention of answering me. 
 
      
 
    He put the photos down on my desk, and walked over to me. His frame loomed like a mountain, as if said mountain was actually coming to me. He had always been a tall man, built like a tank, but never before did he come to me like this. 
 
      
 
    I felt my legs about to give up on me, and I put my arms in front of me in a protective manner. I knew that doing the latter was not going to change anything, but I had to do something. Vernon was probably thinking of spanking me like he did so many times when I was younger… 
 
      
 
    But he didn’t do that. He wrapped his masculine arms around my lower back and pulled me closer to him. The first thing I felt was not his body coming into contact with mine, but his raging erection pressing against my belly. 
 
      
 
    I raised my head to meet the most devilish eyes I had seen my whole life. That was not the stare of a man who was disappointed, but of someone who wanted me nude. 
 
      
 
    As I finally began to understand what was really going on, I thought I would feel less afraid. However, the fact was that I didn’t. Vernon was a big man in every sense of the world, and his manhood was just as big. 
 
      
 
    Being a virgin young woman also didn’t help things. He was never the kind of man to be caring. He was always strict with me, and his punishment was going to come in the form of how rough he was going to fuck me. 
 
      
 
    I whimpered when he began to give my neck hot kisses. His lips seemed to be everywhere, and with each kiss, I felt myself as if my legs were going to give up on me at any moment again. The more he trailed down, from my neck to my breasts, the more I felt his control over me. 
 
      
 
    And despite being afraid of him, I was excited in a weird manner. Vernon was never going to be a caring man when claiming my backdoor for himself. I was sure of that, but still wished for this moment to continue. 
 
      
 
    Vernon stopped his dominating kisses and slid his finger along my cheek. “I should have done this a long time ago.” 
 
      
 
    “What?” I asked, but only a whimper came out of my mouth. Before I could even think about what was happening, he was kissing me. 
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter 3 
 
   His hot and tender lips were devouring me. They were sliding up and down against mine. I was so lost in the feeling of kissing the man of the house that I didn’t feel his raging erection pulsing. It was begging to fuck me. 
 
      
 
    All this time, he had feelings for me. All this time, he was thinking of having me naked for himself, and I didn’t see any signs. 
 
      
 
    How stupid was I? 
 
      
 
    His hand ripped open the shirt I was wearing. I squealed in happiness because I could not wait anymore for what was to come. His hand did the same for my bra, which fell to the floor with my shirt. 
 
      
 
    My boobs were now exposed and vulnerable to him. When his hands grabbed them, I felt how big they were. I was always proud of having huge breasts, but his hands made them feel so small now. 
 
      
 
    Better than that was feeling how hot he was. His whole body was burning in desire for me. I could feel his warm breath, and it was taking over me. The more he desired and explored me, the more I wished for him to fuck me. 
 
      
 
    His hands fumbled with my breasts before he put one of my nipples in his mouth. A jolt of electricity ran through my whole body. I whimpered, but his assault continued. His suckling and sucking of my nipple began to drive me crazy. 
 
      
 
    I was soaking so wet down there. I probably had a huge stain between my legs. If he were to put his hand in there, I would open up all the way for him. 
 
      
 
    His teeth slightly grazed my hardened nipple as if it was his and, at this very moment, that might as well be the case. His eyes looked up to meet mine, and they told me only one thing. Vernon was not going to stop for anything. 
 
      
 
    He eased out of my nipple, and then looked for the other. His tongue worked while he sucked my it, sending more waves of pleasure through my body. My pussy was soaked wet, and it was leaking my pre-orgasm like a broken faucet. 
 
      
 
    Under his domination, I was nothing. I was nothing more than his doll, and he had full control over me. Vernon knew how to push every single button of mine. 
 
      
 
    Tired of my breasts, for now, his finger trailed my cheek once again before he gave me another kiss. His lips meeting mine was like nothing I had quite experienced before. I kissed other men, but Vernon had the experience. 
 
      
 
    The perfect combination this was. While he was a mature older guy, I was an almost innocent young woman about to have her first time. It was so fucking good, and I could not even control my thoughts. Even breathing, under his immediate domination, was something hard to do. 
 
      
 
    Vernon broke the kiss and whispered into my ear, “Do you want to do something else now?” 
 
      
 
    I looked deep into his eyes. “No, I only want you.” 
 
      
 
    “Wrong answer,” he said before picking me up with ease. 
 
      
 
    I gasped and he planted another hot kiss onto my lips. “You need so much more than all this teasing,” he said while carrying me to his bed. 
 
      
 
    His bed… never thought I would ever lie down in it, not in this condition. 
 
      
 
    Gently, he put me down in his bed, as if I would break if he was any less careful with me. The sight of his perfectly built body in front of me made me so much wetter for him. His cock. Oh fuck, I could never imagine he would have such a hard-on for me. 
 
      
 
    If only I had known about his feelings for me before… 
 
      
 
    I began to get undressed. I took off every single piece of clothing I had, and felt so exposed in front of his manliness. Likewise, Vernon also got undressed. The sight, once again, of his too-perfect body made me melt for him. 
 
      
 
    I was living a dream of mine, and I wanted to make sure it was going to last. 
 
      
 
    Vernon crawled on top of me and began to deliver me more hot kisses. Every time I stole glances of his domination of me, I saw a man that was going to stop at nothing to have what was his. At this point, nothing of my body belonged to me anymore. I was fully his toy for him to enjoy. 
 
      
 
    Vernon kissed from my neck to my breasts again, and he licked and kissed some more my boobs. Each of his kisses sent shockwaves of pure pleasure all throughout my body. I was enjoying each of his kisses so much I was afraid I would not be able to live a day without them. 
 
      
 
    After this was over, we would have to start making some plans. 
 
      
 
    His cock was so hard right now. Whenever I had time to breathe, I took a good look at it. It swung and moved with his body, resonating with our sex. Just like the rest of his body, it was a sculpture that only God could have created. 
 
      
 
    It was as muscular and lust-inducing as the rest of his body. The more I stared at it, the more I wanted it deep inside my pussy. I wanted the tip of that pounding endlessly against the end of my tunnel. 
 
      
 
    I gasped when one of his hands pinched my nipples. His teeth proceeded to graze against the hardened skin, sending more shockwaves of pure pleasure that ended at my pussy. I was squirming before him, and all I could do was to moan his name once again. 
 
      
 
    I tried to wrap my legs around his lower back, but his domination was so absolute I didn’t even have the strength for that. The more he devoured my boobs and nipples, the more I became weaker before him. The best thing about all of this? I didn’t think I would want it any differently. 
 
      
 
    One of his fingers began to rub my clit while his kisses continued to devour my nipples and boobs. I cried and screamed his name. His energy and impetus only increased. What before were normal kisses turned into violent ones. 
 
      
 
    Never before was I dominated like this, and I was enjoying every second of it so much. My previous boyfriend, who never did this to me, paled in comparison to him. Vernon was on a league of his own. 
 
      
 
    My hand gripped his erection. It was so hot it almost burned, but I didn’t let go of it. While his frame loomed before me, making sure to let me know who he was, I started to jerk him off. 
 
      
 
    His slimy pre-cum was coming out much before this, and it was almost endless. The more I jacked him off while he devoured me with his mouth, the more his pre-release continued to coat my hand with it. 
 
      
 
    His whole skin was so wet, thanks to how much he was sweating. His failing breathing told me that this was as taxing to me as it was to him. Despite that, nothing of what he was doing said he wanted to stop. 
 
      
 
    Oh no, Vernon was not going to stop until he was creaming inside me. I could just imagine his thick and dense release coating my walls. It would be the best thing ever. I wanted so much for that to happen. 
 
      
 
    “Come here,” he said before wrapping his arms around my back and behind my knees, taking me away from his bed. 
 
      
 
    I gasped once again. His eyes were like fire, and he only wanted me. I felt so vulnerable I didn’t think I would even try to do anything. Vernon was the kind of man who wanted his subjects to be completely immobile and weak while he was having his way with them. 
 
      
 
    I thought he was simply going to take me elsewhere, maybe to my own bedroom or the couch, where he would finish me off, but he just slammed me against the wall and guided my ass to his raging erection. 
 
      
 
    I was so ready and wet for him I almost didn’t perceive his cock entering me. It was like a lance that didn’t want to stop its violent penetration. Once he was balls-deep, his hips began to move. His arms worked to make me move with his pistoning of me. 
 
      
 
    His eyes were full of rage and lust while he fucked me. Vernon didn’t blink, and I didn’t think he would until he was back to his normal self. At this moment, he was anything but the man I knew. He was like Launch from Dragon Ball, except his trigger event was him seeing me naked. 
 
      
 
    I felt my tunnel being slammed again and again by his erection. His grip of my waist was so hard he was almost hurting me. Despite that, I could only moan his name endlessly. I was asking for him to keep on fucking me harder, never to stop, and he was doing just that. 
 
      
 
    His shaft began to twitch moments before his release started to come out. Ropes of thick and dense milk began to coat my walls. I moaned his name harder, louder, almost the point of screaming once again. 
 
      
 
    His pulsing cock was sending shivers down my spine. I was afraid of where this was going to lead to. No protection, the natural way. This was almost begging for something very wrong to happen - maybe the kind of thing we would regret later on - but at this moment, this was so good I didn’t worry. 
 
      
 
    He pounded into me his pulsing cock a couple more times before easing out and putting me back onto his bed. Vernon crawled and lied down beside me. His cock was dirty and slick with our combined orgasms. 
 
      
 
    I gripped his member and began to pump it until it was hard again. Then, I moved my body until he was inside me once more. A half-smile crept on his face as he got the meaning of what I was trying to tell him. 
 
      
 
    From now on, we were lovers, and he would fuck me every night. I needed him to be aggressive, like he was tonight. Nothing else would do for me... 
 
      
 
    The End. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Sharing her Innocence 
 
    Chapter 1 
 
   Darlina was what her name implied, a darling. She was so innocent. Her bedroom’s walls were still painted in soft pink, she had some plush toys she liked to have around and she played with her dolls sometimes. 
 
      
 
    She was an adult woman capable of making decisions for herself, though. Today was her birthday. She just turned 20 and was ready to face college again. She told me classes there were tough, but I just comforted her by saying that was how they were meant to be. College was never an easy thing to tackle. 
 
      
 
    Darlina was sitting below the canopy of a large tree in front of our home, back resting on the trunk. The book she was reading was about a princess running away from three scary peasants trying to sell her to another kingdom. 
 
      
 
    What a coincidence. That was just the kind of thing I was thinking of doing to her with some of my friends. 
 
      
 
    We had a very strong and unbreakable bond. Darlina and I lived together for a very long time. We could as well be more than what we were, but written and unwritten rules prohibited me from touching her. 
 
      
 
    She was forbidden, but so irresistible. 
 
      
 
    Her birthday party was over, though. She brought some of her friends. They were all nice people, but she wondered what my gift for her would be. “Don’t worry about that. I have just the thing a woman your age needs.” 
 
      
 
    Her being the innocent young one she was, what I was concocting didn’t even cross her mind. She would never know until we were all over her. 
 
      
 
    But first, I needed to cross many lines. Just the thought of doing that was making my cock swell under my briefs. Had to control myself right now, though. Didn’t want to make her think something dirty was going on. 
 
      
 
    I was in my bedroom, watching her through the curtain of the opened window. The sun was high in the sky and shadows were sharp. The day was perfect for the kind of thing that would happen. 
 
      
 
    Ending her innocence would be just as good as taking her virginity. How I wished Troy and Brock would hurry up. It wouldn’t be long until she would lock her bedroom and not come out until it was time for dinner. 
 
      
 
    But then, maybe we could just force our way in. 
 
      
 
    Just admiring her now was enough, though, in a way. Her legs had smooth skin that shined under the light of the sun. Her cheeks were slightly redder than the rest of her body. Her nose was perfect and fitted her face like gloves on a hand. 
 
      
 
    Her hair was incredible. I couldn’t stop looking at it. It was as if the quality of it didn’t age one day ever since she was born. 
 
      
 
    Despite her innocence, she had features any man drooled over for. Those breasts were huge like melons. If she were to get pregnant, they would be even bigger and full of milk. I could just imagine myself drinking from them while rubbing her clit over and over. 
 
      
 
    Would she moan my name while asking for more? I could only hope so. 
 
      
 
    It wasn’t just though things that made her look perfect for her age. Her butt was kind of hidden under the shadow, but I knew that feature of hers was one of the best she had too. When she was walking around the house, they tended to get my attention so much I couldn’t blink. 
 
      
 
    I wished to appear from behind her whenever she was doing the dishes and touch those asscheeks with my hands. I could make her ass feel so small. People always said I had big hands, including some of my friends at the docks. 
 
      
 
    Troy and Brock, what the hell were they doing right now? I needed them here. 
 
      
 
    There was also something that could ruin my little plan. Ruth was my wife and she was out in the mall buying things with my money. She didn’t even ask for permission to get my credit card. 
 
      
 
    Fucking bitch was not even worth having sex with me anymore. She always refused. She got fat too. It was a shame. She used to be so good-looking before. Men of different ages used to stop what they were doing just to watch her passing by. 
 
      
 
    Darlina was also a fit woman. She didn’t go to the gym - she worked out in my home. She had her own spot for that in my backyard, which was perfect for me. I always hid behind a window to admire her body moving as she lifted weights and did some HIIT routines. 
 
      
 
    My mouth was so dry right now I was going crazy for her. If Brock and Troy took too long to get here, I would lock the door and didn’t allow them to come in. I needed Darlina. I needed to cross that line. Doing so would make me feel like a man again. 
 
      
 
    And I needed to fuck her before Ruth showed up. 
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter 2 
 
   Ah, Jesus, I couldn’t resist. I unbuckled my belt and let my pants fall to my ankles. I pushed down my briefs and freed my erection. It was raging so hard. I began to slide up and down my skin as my veins began to pop out. 
 
      
 
    A couple more times of doing that and I would be cumming before the right time. That was the only thought I had to prevent such a thing from happening. I needed to keep my balls filled for the right time. 
 
      
 
    The shadows moved and I knew it was time. With Broke and Troy or not, I was going to have Darlina all for myself. Plus, she just stood up and was heading back inside. 
 
      
 
    I pulled up my briefs and pants before heading to the hallway. I heard her footsteps coming up the staircase. When she turned at the corner of the hallway, I locked her with my arms. They were both beside her head, planted on the wall. 
 
      
 
    Her eyes were wide when I kissed her. The urge was too much for me to handle. Her lips were soft and so endearing. They were so tender too. I knew I was kissing a woman that was never touched before. The feeling was like having my first time with Ruth. 
 
      
 
    But I quickly pushed away Ruth from my mind. Didn’t want that to ruin this perfect moment. 
 
      
 
    Despite being taken by surprise like this, Darlina didn’t resist. Her lips kissed mine with desire. She wanted this. I continued to devour her lips for a good amount of time until I looked into her eyes. 
 
      
 
    She still had that innocence in them, but she wanted this. She wasn’t holding anything back. The only thing preventing her from taking me too was the fact she didn’t have experience. If there was one more thing I needed to teach her, it was what was happening right now. 
 
      
 
    I felt so empowered. Darlina was such a petite woman with the right proportions. My skin looked so old compared to hers. I had some wrinkles around my eyes and on my forehead. Her skin, in comparison, was like that of a doll. 
 
      
 
    I cupped her breast and kissed her again. This was so much better than before. I couldn’t resist a tent pole showing up under my pants. The thing about this that made it so good was that Darlina was immobile. 
 
      
 
    She was kissing me, but she wasn’t doing much else. Her poor, innocent mind didn’t know what she could do. I needed to teach everything and take my time with her. 
 
      
 
    Darlina felt so small she could as well be a human-sized doll. Her smell of innocence filled my nostrils. She didn’t wear any fancy cologne or anything of the sort. She didn’t even need lipstick to look stunning. 
 
      
 
    She was a natural one and that made it all that much better. It was like fucking a real princess. 
 
      
 
    My hands fumbled with her breasts. She was moaning, but her moans were nothing more than unintelligible sounds. I made it my objective for today to make her murmur my name. 
 
      
 
    I would turn her from an innocent young woman to one worthy of working in a strip club. 
 
      
 
    When I planted my fingers on her short skirt, I heard Troy and Brock calling me as they came inside. Fuck, they really had to come at the worst moment. 
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter 3 
 
   No matter, I was still going to have my way with her. 
 
      
 
    They strode to the second floor and caught sight of us in the act. Their smiles widened. “Well, James. We didn’t think you would be starting this without us.” 
 
      
 
    “Actually, forget that,” his friend began to say, “We knew you couldn’t wait for us to come.” 
 
      
 
    They burst out laughing before approaching Darlina. Her eyes showed me how lost at all of this she was. I murmured into her ear, “They are here to make you a very happy woman.” 
 
      
 
    Her lips curved to form a tight-lipped smile. I was still surprised she was taking this so well, which was great for me. I was missing some of that forcing-sex-on-her spice I was hoping for, though. 
 
      
 
    Her hand cupped my erection and I led her to my bedroom. Troy closed the door, even though he didn’t have to. We all surrounded the woman that was one head shorter than we were. 
 
      
 
    She looked and felt like a prey that was about to be devoured by very hungry feline beings. Our heat was making her body look redder than normal. Her eyes darted to me and my friends. Her lips trembled in fear, but I knew she wouldn’t try to run away. 
 
      
 
    Her hand looked for our raging erections. Troy and Brock were still wearing their dark blue uniforms, but their tent poles were visible. I never measured my dicks against theirs, but I had a suspicion I was one of the biggest. 
 
      
 
    Regardless of that, today was going to be more about how we used our toys than how big they were. 
 
      
 
    Little by little, Darlina’s innocence was slipping away. She bit her lower lip and looked at us with hungry eyes. I knew that naughty look. I had seen it far too many times before. 
 
      
 
    I took off my shirt and she lowered my pants. There was no need to ask her to do anything here. In the meantime, my friends explored and took advantage of her body as they undressed her. 
 
      
 
    Our arms were a confusion and a blur as we each undressed the other. One moment we were clothed, and the next we were naked. Seeing her nude body in front of me like this was the last proof I needed. 
 
      
 
    She was no innocent pumpkin anymore, but rather a grown-up woman with certain needs. 
 
      
 
    Our rods stood proud in front of us and I was already having some difficulty breathing. Her hand teased my cock and then she did the same for my friends. Our sly smiles were the only things we had on our faces right now. 
 
      
 
    This was so forbidden and right at the same time. 
 
      
 
    Her hands jerked us off a couple more times. Darlina was only taking advantage of her position here. Despite being a small woman, she was the one in the center of things and in control of the situation. 
 
      
 
    She got down on her knees, ass exposed like never before - I could see the crack of her butt - and then proceeded to wrap her beautiful lips around my cockhead. They fit me like gloves. 
 
      
 
    The feeling of her mouth around my mushroom-like head brought me closer to my orgasm, but there was still a long path ahead to that. She started to bob up and down on me while my friends felt her with their hands. 
 
      
 
    They teased and fumbled with her breasts. Her ass became nothing more than the focus of Brock as he devoured it with his mouth. His tongue was stuck deep inside the crack of her butt as he forced her body to shake. 
 
      
 
    Just when I thought I needed so much more of this, she eased her mouth away and turned her attention to Troy. His sly smile widened as he slightly shook his member in a teasing manner for her. 
 
      
 
    Her dirty smile widened before she wrapped her mouth around his member. Seeing her doing that was almost as good as being on the receiving end. I continued to jerk myself off as I waited for her to return my attention to me. 
 
      
 
    Brock felt her whole body as he squatted just behind her, his cock grazing and rubbing the crack of her butt. His mouth was drooling as his eyes refused to blink. The light coming from the window painted her skin and made her look more lust-inducing than normal. 
 
      
 
    She turned her attention to Brock and took his dick into her mouth. Her lips were spread wide to allow for a painless connection. Her mouth was so stuffed her face was almost a comical one. Troy took advantage of the opportunity to rub his erection against the crack of her pussy just like his friend was doing before him. 
 
      
 
    She stood up and grabbed my hand. Darlina led me to her room and my friends followed me from behind, their smiles still wide on their worn faces. 
 
      
 
    She made me lay belly up on her bed, feet planted on the floor. She straddled me before she approached her vagina to my face. I stuck my tongue out and began to bring her immense pleasure. 
 
      
 
    This was her moment of taking instead of giving and from the look of her eyes, it seemed she was enjoying this as much as she enjoyed what we did in my bedroom. 
 
      
 
    I slurped the juices coming from her womb. She was getting so ready for us and I could just imagine what it was going to be like to end her virginity right here and now. It would be the first time she wouldn’t only be moaning their names, but also mine. 
 
      
 
    I felt like I was being taken by a strange drive to fuck her here and then as many times as she wanted. There was something about devouring a woman that didn’t have her first time yet that was so unique. 
 
      
 
    I sucked and worshiped her folds until she got off me and allowed Troy to take my face. Just like with me, she lowered her ass onto his face and allowed his tongue to make her feel even wetter. 
 
      
 
    Her lips parted as she finally allowed for the first moan to fill the whole room. 
 
      
 
    Troy did her so well I thought she would have her first intense orgasm right now, but she held it back. She continued to rub and graze her clit on his mouth to bring her absolute pleasure. 
 
      
 
    Her eyes were almost crying while she could barely hold back all the emotions her formerly untouched body was feeling. 
 
      
 
    Troy moved away and now it was time for Brock to worship her. She lowered herself on top of him and allowed the man to bury his tongue deep inside her tunnel. He worked and teased her clit a couple of times until her body threatened to convulse. 
 
      
 
    She removed herself from him and then asked for Brock to get behind her. He stood alongside us as she offered her ass for us, torso resting on the bed. She wiggled it a couple of times and looked at us with teasing eyes. 
 
      
 
    I knew I had to be the first, as usual, so I positioned myself behind that ready and wet pussy. The sight of it was enough to make me drool, but right now, I needed so much more. 
 
      
 
    I eased myself inside her and buried my dick all the way in. I began my thrusts as more moans escaped her mouth. Her moaning alongside the sound of my friends jerking off as they watched the show was enough to make me even harder. 
 
      
 
    It was like I was fucking her tight, formerly virgin pussy with a steel rod, and I was loving every second of that. 
 
      
 
    I felt myself coming to the point of no return. Pressure began to build in my manhood as I readied myself for a powerful explosion inside her pussy. 
 
      
 
    One moment later, I was erupting inside her tunnel. She clenched around my hardness with all her force as I noticed her fingers burying into the mattress. She emitted a long and powerful moan that shook the air. 
 
      
 
    I eased myself out and allowed my friends to finish her off. Just as Brock was walking toward Darlina, she opened the palm of her and said, “The other as well.” 
 
      
 
    Troy smiled and stood beside his friend, who then both proceeded to share her moist entrance. They pounded into her with vigor as pearls of sweat covered and flowed down their bodies. 
 
      
 
    The sight of the show and all the noises were enough to make me feel like a horny 18-year-old. I jerked off until my dick was hard once more and I was cumming while my hands felt sore. 
 
      
 
    It had been such a long time I cummed twice in a row. 
 
      
 
    Brock and Troy finished her off, got dressed and walked to the door. “We will come back for more, okay, pumpkin?” They said when she showed up behind me at the door, breasts still uncovered and bouncing. 
 
      
 
    They all shared kisses before I grabbed her and murmured to her ear, “There is still so much more to do here.” 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    We Can’t 
 
    Chapter 1 
 
   His lips brushed against mine, and I felt hesitation in his eyes. “We shouldn’t do this. What would people think? 
 
      
 
    He tried to move away from me, but I held onto his hand tightly, refusing to let go of him. “Ross, don’t go. I want you. I’m all grown-up now and I can make decisions for myself.” 
 
      
 
    He ran his hand through his hair, showing his hesitation and confusion even more. “We can’t. It would be wrong.” 
 
      
 
    “You remember when this happened for the first time?” 
 
      
 
    “Jesus, Ellery. Of course I do, but that is not the point. We are not meant for one another.” 
 
      
 
    I approached him, pulling his body against mine and feeling all his weight, and his impressive frame. “You are wrong about that. It ignited everything, and now we can’t control ourselves. You can’t ignore you’ve had these feelings for me ever since that birthday of mine, when I turned 18.” 
 
      
 
    His face looked tired, but something changed in his eyes. “We still shouldn’t do this. It’s not too far to give up and find someone better for you. My wife isn’t with us anymore, but that doesn’t mean you can just do whatever you want.” 
 
      
 
    I approached my lips to his, daring to kiss him again and noticing how his eyes trembled still. I needed to calm him down, make him think clearly. “There is no better man for me in this world. You’ve always done everything I wanted, so why not this one little thing as well?” 
 
      
 
    His eyes widened. “This one little thing? You know that it’s completely different.” 
 
      
 
    I pulled back from him, not resisting the opportunity to admire his chest. Somewhat hidden by his shirt and jacket, but I could still see enough of him to admire him for the man he was. The gym did wonders, and his beer belly was now gone. Ever since she died, he became another man, like he was looking for the next woman of his life. 
 
      
 
    I could be that, if only he would allow me to approach him properly. If I could unbutton more of his shirt, grip his bulge, feel his balls and their weight, assess how much creamy milk he had stored in them, and feel his musky scent, I could do anything. 
 
      
 
    I wanted all of those things, but he kept on pushing me back. 
 
      
 
    “I remember…” 
 
      
 
    And I remembered the first time he showed me some of his feelings. We were at the beach, the hot sun burning our backs and necks. We decided to lie down on a long and wide towel, and I asked him to apply sunscreen on me. 
 
      
 
    I noticed his hesitation even back then, but he didn’t run away from his duty. He got the sunscreen, put some on his hand and started to spread it on my back and neck. 
 
      
 
    And I felt it, even back then, how his hands moved, how he let his fingers linger for extra seconds near my ass, his fingertips so crazy to touch a portion of me he shouldn’t. When that moment happened with us at the beach, I didn’t quite reach this conclusion, but the coming night, when I reflected on the events that transpired, I discovered what he was thinking all along. 
 
      
 
    And I dug farther, tried to find more about him and his real feelings for me were. I wasn’t surprised, when I entered his bedroom - we were in different rooms, then - and found a pair of my panties hidden in his drawer. 
 
      
 
    I decided not to tell him anything about that then, and I waited to see if his feelings for me would be externalized again. And the opportunity for that presented itself one night when I came back to my apartment, drunk after spending too much in a bar at the corner of the block. 
 
      
 
    He clutched me because I was about to fall over. I couldn’t quite remember everything that happened then, but one moment I was burying my head on his wide chest, and the next he was kissing me with all his vigor. 
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter 2 
 
   The sight of me so vulnerable must have destroyed any barrier he put between us. The next morning, when I woke up, I felt different. I felt weird and right at the same time. And then I headed to his bedroom and found him half-naked. I didn’t know he liked to sleep with only a shirt on... 
 
      
 
    And it was then I had the first sight of his junk. It drew my attention and I must have stayed there, watching him for minutes. I eventually realized what I was doing and splashed cold water onto my face to wake myself up. 
 
      
 
    What the heck was I doing? 
 
      
 
    But then I headed back to his bedroom. Much to my disappointment, he had already turned and was showing me his butt. It was such a beautiful thing and I wanted to have my hands all over it, but it wasn’t as good as his junk. 
 
      
 
    I then watched TV, and the rest of the trip wasn’t as adventurous. 
 
      
 
    “And you think that telling me those things now is a good idea?” He asked, a bit rude this time. 
 
      
 
    “I’m only putting the cards on the table. We shouldn’t have to hide anything from one another anymore. I know you want this.” 
 
      
 
    And I finally did it. I reached with my hand as fast as I could move it and cupped his bulge, feeling his balls and hard cock as it shifted under the pressure. His eyes met mine once again, wide as usual, but then he just… calmed down. His breathing returned to something closer to normal. 
 
      
 
    I withdrew my hand slowly and brushed my lips against his. “And there is more that I remember.” 
 
      
 
    And I remembered that day, one year after the beach episode. We were stuck inside a cabin, with only trees and snow and more snow keeping us company. He thought it would be a great idea to ignite a fire and chill out in front of the fireplace. 
 
      
 
    We pushed the chairs over there, and began to chill out. For as long as we could, that was. We shared a blanket and in less than an hour, our bodies were warm. Everything began to feel so cozy. The atmosphere incentivized my hand to wander, and I soon found it on his leg. 
 
      
 
    He wore thick pants, but I could still kind of feel his skin. I wanted more, and so I didn’t hesitate to move it further upward toward his junk, where it was even warmer than under my blanket. Ross was kind of sleeping, or maybe he wasn’t? I couldn’t know for sure. 
 
      
 
    All I knew was that I needed to continue moving my hand toward where his balls were, my mind still thinking about how wrong that was. At the time, I was still conflicted about the whole thing. 
 
    And I felt his balls for no more than a second, my fingers brushing against them. I managed to feel them despite the thickness of the pants he wore. Ahhhh, his groin was so warm and that feeling was something I could never forget. Even today I could remember it as if it had just happened. 
 
      
 
    “And if there is something I can’t not think about, it is how much you cared for me my whole life. You were with me when I grew up. She wasn’t. You are the one I have a strong bond with.” 
 
      
 
    His shoulders tensed up, but at the touch of my fingers, they drooped. I slowly slid my hands along his arms until I could grab his hands again, holding them as if I was going to lose him soon. 
 
      
 
    He swallowed hard and said, “Do you remember…?” 
 
      
 
    “Remember what?” I said softly. 
 
      
 
    “Our first real kiss?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I do…” 
 
      
 
    It happened when our heads were clear, and it was one of the best things that happened in my life. His hands grabbing my face, pulling me closer to him, and his lips brushing against mine. All that was needed was one moment of desperation for that to happen. 
 
      
 
    When someone hacked into his bank account and stole everything. His eyes shot wide the instant he loaded up the bank’s app and entered his account. He cried and shouted and almost destroyed the whole house, but I was there to calm him down. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t know what to do, so I just straight up grabbed his face and kissed him. His body relaxed almost immediately, and then, it was all him. I lost control over that short time where we connected like never before. 
 
      
 
    His lips continued to kiss mine, his tongue battling against me, and it was like he was possessed by someone else entirely. It was no wonder I asked myself now why he was so hesitant to be who he always was. 
 
      
 
    He couldn’t hide his desire for me, and he shouldn’t. God or not, we were man and woman. There was nothing that truly prohibited us from being together. Only our minds were the last barriers, and now was the moment to make him see what my eyes were already seeing. 
 
      
 
    I could feel that after all this remembrance, most of his hesitation was gone. And so I grabbed his tie and pulled him toward his bedroom, where we could make love and forget all our problems... 
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter 3 
 
   Iunbuttoned some of his shirt and ran my fingers over his chest. He shivered under my touch, and the smell of his skin was intoxicating. I ran my hands along the line of his abs, and Ross grabbed my hand and kissed the inside of my wrist. 
 
      
 
    His lips lingered there. I smiled and traced my fingers up and down his smooth chest. I sat up and rested my head on his chest, letting my cheek lay on his bare skin. We both stared at the ceiling for a few moments before he softly whispered in my ear, "I think I’ve already told you that I love you, Ellery." 
 
      
 
    He finally broke the last barrier between us, setting my heart in flames. 
 
      
 
    I turned my head and looked at him. Ross gave me a shy smile as he gently kissed me on the lips. 
 
      
 
    He reached over and grabbed my hand and held it tightly as he stared at me with the intensity of a volcano, like he was trying to communicate something to me. I wanted to ask him what that was, but I didn't want him to get angry at me. 
 
      
 
    I continued to unbutton his shirt, and I began to run my fingers along his strong forearms as he leaned back on his elbows and watched me. I started to undo the button on his pants, and he held his breath. 
 
      
 
    I removed the shirt and slipped my hand under the fabric. I slowly pushed his pants down his hips and kissed each of his hard pecs before I ran my fingers through his smooth, light brown hair. 
 
      
 
    He moaned and held his breath as I stroked him from head to foot. I gently pushed his pants and boxer briefs off and slowly crawled up his body to kiss him on his muscular stomach. 
 
      
 
    I kissed him as my hands moved up his muscular chest. I loved the way the muscles rippled and moved under my hands. I then felt his hand cup my cheek, and grinned as he smiled at me, his eyes full of love. 
 
      
 
    "You are beautiful," he said softly. "Just beautiful." 
 
      
 
    He lifted me and carried me into my bedroom this time for no specific reason, his kisses becoming heated and passionate. I pushed him onto the bed, kissing him back and feeling his skin under my fingertips. 
 
      
 
    He moaned as I kissed him again, pulling at the collar of his shirt, needing more of his touch. He took my hand and pushed my shirt up over my head. I could see his chest, with my eyes fixed on it, and my mouth watered at the sight of his smooth, perfect skin. 
 
      
 
    Ross then slid his finger down my body, stopping at my core. I opened my legs slightly as he reached in between them and slowly pushed the lace of my panties down. His fingers slipped inside of me, and he moaned as I cried out in pleasure. 
 
      
 
    His fingers moved inside me, and I wrapped my legs around him as he drove into me. His mouth was on mine while I could feel the waves of pleasure rising inside of me, and I then reached down and touched him, needing to feel him inside me. 
 
      
 
    I started to feel myself tighten as he groaned, and his lips went to my shoulder. I let out a soft whimper as he buried himself deep inside me, his tongue tracing circles around my nipple. 
 
      
 
    My back arched as he pulled me down towards him, and when I felt him press his groin against me, I was immediately aroused. I tried to keep my eyes on his, and it was a hard thing to do. Ross was so close, and I was about to beg him to take me. 
 
      
 
    He knew that, didn't he? I knew he did, because he had told me, but I couldn't resist him. I tried to look at the sky and tell him to make love to me, but all I could see were his eyes, the ones that held a thousand different emotions. 
 
      
 
    I was so very tempted to beg him to take me even more, all the way to the end of this ‘adventure’. it was so tempting, and he was the only one who had ever made me feel this way. his scent overwhelmed my senses and my breathing became labored, and all of a sudden, I realized that I could not think anymore. 
 
      
 
    I felt my limbs weak, my mind heavy, my body burning with desire, and I tried to tell him to make love to me, but I could not. I had nothing to say. I was aware of him kissing me, his hands pushing me against the wall. I could not say anything because I could not breathe. 
 
      
 
    The room seemed to spin, and I was dizzy and I knew that he was making love to me. He was making love to me! I was dizzy and breathless, and then he lifted my head so that I was looking into his eyes and there was such a look of wonder and tenderness in them. 
 
      
 
    And then I thought: what was wrong with me? 
 
      
 
    I was so hot and my skin was burning. His head moved up, looking for my nipple and he enclosed his soft lips around it, sucking on my hard skin. I cried out and my back arched. "So good," he murmured against me, drawing my nipple into his mouth. "So tight, so hot. I want to taste you," he said, moving his mouth toward my other breast. 
 
      
 
    I whimpered and arched my back, needing more of his tongue. He pulled on my nipple, pulling it into his mouth. The sensation was intense and I started to scream. "Shhh," he said, and I finally came. My muscles trembled and my back arched. I screamed his name over and over again, but he didn't stop. 
 
      
 
    He sucked my breast into his mouth, biting down gently and then lightly sucking on it. When my body settled, he raised his head, his eyes full of hunger and desire. Ross stared down at me with those gorgeous brown eyes, his hands on my waist as he pulled me into him, our bodies aligning in a way that made me think he might be mine forever. 
 
      
 
    His hands found my ass, pulling me against him even more, his arousal pressing against my core again. I let out a soft moan and leaned into his body, resting my head on his shoulder. His other hand slipped where it shouldn't, caressing my belly, and then moving down until his fingers brushed against my clit. 
 
      
 
    I gasped, my eyes going wide as he rubbed me, massaging me with his hand, just as I was about to explode again. His head came down, his lips meeting mine. We moaned as one, our tongues tangling, his hands running up and down my back. 
 
      
 
    My clit was throbbing, and it felt so good, I couldn't contain it. His fingers continued to rub my swollen button, my body writhing and shuddering, and my eyes still closed. 
 
      
 
    He eased his erection into my wet pussy, then moved his hips, making the connection deeper, more complete. I screamed with ecstasy. Ross stopped and slowly started to slide back out, then began to sink into me again. I could feel him filling me up and my body started to shake. 
 
      
 
    I held onto him tightly, making him pump in and out faster. "That's it, baby," he said as he pulled out of me, and then pushed in one last time. He grabbed my hips, and I felt a moment of dizziness as my body let go of everything. 
 
      
 
    His cum spilled into me, and I felt his body shudder as he tried to catch his breath. I felt him tense as he tried to pull out of me. I held onto him tightly, though, hoping he would stay inside me forever. 
 
      
 
    "Oh, God," he groaned, “Please," he said as he buried his face on my neck, squeezing me with his body. I felt his warm breath against me as he started to pull out of me. 
 
      
 
    It was finally all over, and now we're woman and man. 
 
      
 
    The End. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Enlargement Tutorial Gone Wrong 
 
    Chapter 1 
 
   Iwas walking in front of his bedroom when I noticed him saying something I couldn’t make out. I leaned and rested my ear on the door, trying to listen better. I closed my eyes and focused my attention. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, just gotta tug it here like this, and then pull it with force? Got it!” 
 
      
 
    And he grunted and made some other very weird noises. And I could hear that he was struggling quite a bit. But I was curious, very curious. I continued to listen to what was happening. 
 
      
 
    “Jesus, this is really difficult. I wish I had a big cock from birth so that I didn’t have to do this.” 
 
      
 
    I took a step back, slowly. What the fuck did he just say? He wished he had a bigger dick? I had seen it a couple of times when I peeked inside the bathroom when he was taking a shower. His size was a normal one. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t have sex with a man before, but I had seen many porn movies and his penis was like most of what I had seen in them. If he was trying to make his dick longer right now, he didn’t have to. 
 
      
 
    I leaned again and continued to listen. “Fuck, this is really hard.” 
 
      
 
    He grunted and moaned some more. I shouldn’t be listening to him struggling like that, and yet, he was making me feel so turned on. My hand wandered and slipped under my pants. I began to finger myself. 
 
      
 
    Nobody was home with us. We were all alone. I could be here for as long as I needed, and he was making me feel so turned on for him. 
 
      
 
    Donny was much older than me. He was over 45 years old, and I had a crush on him. Always had it. I just didn’t think he had so many problems with his dick and needed someone to make him feel good about it. 
 
      
 
    I could do that. I could be the woman he needed the most. I could go on my knees for him and suck him off. If only he would allow me to do it. If only he wouldn’t think about the consequences. 
 
      
 
    I had trained so often and for so long to suck off a man for the first time in my life. I did it with bananas and a dildo, but nothing would be like doing it with the real thing. Well, I had a dick in my home, and so all it would take is some convincing. 
 
      
 
    My vagina grew wetter. He was making me feel so turned on, and my crush on him was going through the roof and beyond. I was drooling at this point. I was just thinking about his dick, hard as a rock. 
 
      
 
    He kept on grunting and saying some other things. “I need to impress her. She said I wasn’t big enough for her.” 
 
      
 
    How strange. I thought he and his wife had a pretty good bed relationship. Seems not, though. I continued to listen in, and thought if maybe I could take her place. All he needed was a pair of boobs and a pussy, right? 
 
      
 
    He only needed someone to tell him he was okay. He only needed a woman like me to make him feel proud of himself again. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck, it’s done!” He said, and it was just when I was going to have an orgasm. 
 
      
 
    I slipped my hand out of my pants, and then quickly and without making noise headed over to the living room downstairs. I heard his door opening, and when he noticed me sitting on the couch, he said, “Hey, Joy. You watching TV?” 
 
      
 
    I was thankful I turned it on after getting down here. I tilted my head to look at him, and then said, “Yeah, I am.” 
 
      
 
    I heard him coming down the stairs and sitting on the couch close to mine. My eyes spied on him. He walked differently and more awkwardly when he got down here. Did he really manage to do it? 
 
      
 
    Did it make a difference? Was his cock so big now it could be considered a monster one? I almost licked my lips, but realized that would be such a weird thing to do right now, especially if he noticed it. 
 
      
 
    I wasn’t even paying attention to the screen. Some weird cartoon was being played on it. I kept on spying on him using the corners of my eyes. I wanted to find out if his bulge looked bigger. It would only make sense if he managed to make it longer. 
 
      
 
    Fuck. Maybe I should ask him about what happened. But then, he would know that I was listening to him. 
 
      
 
    I knew it was all wrong, but could I do anything about that? Could I really? We would be crossing a line nobody would ever forgive. We could sour the relationship we had… 
 
      
 
    The more I thought about it, the more I wanted him. He had such a masculine face. His stubble was something I wanted to slide my hand on. His eyes were so attention-drawing. His hair looked so sharp... 
 
      
 
    And to top it off, his whole body was very muscular. He didn’t go to the gym, but he worked out in his house. I found myself more often than not watching him lifting weights and running on the treadmill. 
 
      
 
    He once said to me he was only keeping himself in shape. He said he needed to do so because he was getting older and didn’t want to become like those old people who could barely walk. I said that was fair, but at the time, I didn’t really know why he was so invested in making his body look better. 
 
      
 
    No wonder he worked out. He was keeping himself in shape because he needed a new woman. His wife was not enough for him anymore. Maybe I could be said woman for him… 
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter 2 
 
   Iheard the splashing of water and headed to the window. I opened the curtain and my eyes fell upon none other than Donny. He was swimming in the pool, and he appeared to be having the time of his life. 
 
      
 
    He swam so efficiently, so gracefully. One could almost think he was a professional swimmer. 
 
      
 
    As for me, this was yet another opportunity to admire him without him realizing I was doing so. The curtain was kind of dark, and he wouldn’t be able to find me in here, by the window. I was safe. 
 
      
 
    I took off my pants quickly and began to finger myself, rubbing my finger over and over again against my clit. It was so hard for him. I kept thinking about what it would be like to make him bury his cock inside my womb. 
 
      
 
    What would it take? Probably him deciding he couldn’t and shouldn’t have his wife anymore, and that needed someone else. 
 
      
 
    It had been some days since I caught him enlarging his penis inside his bedroom. I caught glimpses of it a couple of times when he was in the bathroom and naked. I could see it now too. Well, kind of. 
 
      
 
    He wore his pair speedos, but his bulge was indeed so much bigger now. It was almost like he was born a different man. 
 
      
 
    He grew so confident as the days passed since he enlarged his cock. He treated me so differently now, and he had a fire in his eyes that could only mean one thing. He wanted me too, but it would still take him some convincing to cheat on his wife. 
 
      
 
    I fingered myself until I moaned. A wave of orgasm swept through me like a hot knife against butter. I heard my pussy dripping. It grew so wet during these minutes I spent looking at the man of my life. 
 
      
 
    He got out of the swimming pool and laid down on a beach bed. He got his sunglasses and put them on. He rested his head on his hands and appeared to drift asleep. 
 
      
 
    What a view I had of his very round pecs and his overly defined abs. I could also see a happy trail that led to his now monster cock. I licked my lips. It would only take a couple of seconds to make him a much happier man. 
 
      
 
    I made a crazy decision. I went over to him and knelt right before him. He was snoring a little, and that meant he was sleeping like a rock. I slid, carefully and very gently, my hand along his body. 
 
      
 
    I felt those hard muscles of his chest, of his abs, and then palmed his biceps. He was so hot right now, and all it would take for him to claim me was one thing I was afraid of. I didn’t want him to wake up. 
 
      
 
    As much as I wanted him to do that, I feared he could actually get angry and kick me out of his place. I didn’t want that to happen. 
 
      
 
    I continued to feel his body, this time moving down to his very hairy legs. I palmed them very gently and wished I could do the same for his cock. Well, no time like the present. Maybe he would get mad, but at this point, I was not myself anymore. 
 
      
 
    I slipped my hand under his speedos and felt it. His enlarged cock. So long and thick. I couldn’t believe it. He actually did it. He made his rod perfect for me. He was bigger than most men in porn movies now. 
 
      
 
    I withdrew my hand slowly. My heart was beating so fast now. I had never felt so much adrenaline before. 
 
      
 
    But just when I was going to stand up and leave, his hand grabbed my wrist. I gasped and tried to walk away quickly, but he held my hand and refused to let go of it. “Don’t go, Joy. I want you too.” 
 
    ✽ ✽ ✽ 
 
    I found myself inside his bedroom, and the night outside was a calm one. He wore nothing at this point, and I could see his dick. It was soft and really, really long. 
 
      
 
    “I guess I should tell you. I heard you enlarging your penis.” 
 
      
 
    “You did? Do you like it now?” 
 
      
 
    “Very much so.” 
 
      
 
    He smirked and I got down on my knees. Finally, it was happening. I stood no more than a couple of inches from his bigger-than-normal dick. I licked my lips in anticipation. It was going to happen, and I was going to be the woman he was gonna cheat on his wife for. 
 
      
 
    I gripped his softie. I could feel its weight. It was so much more than I imagined. He trimmed his ballsack yesterday, and his rod looked even bigger because of that. I was mesmerized and I could feel as if my world just turned upside down. 
 
      
 
    “Come on, sweetie. Don’t hesitate. I am not going to forgive you if you do.” 
 
      
 
    And with that said, I took the plunge. I put his head in my mouth, working it already. I could feel his monster cock growing thicker and harder. His head remained tilted down as he refused to look away. 
 
      
 
    I imagined I probably looked pretty dumb right now with this massive cock inside my mouth. I could feel his taste and smell his scent. Jesus, he was so fucking virile, and so big I felt smaller than I usually did. 
 
      
 
    I continued working his member with only one thought in mind. I was going to make him so happy he was never going to need his wife again. And when I looked up and saw that smile on his face, I knew I was going to be able to do it. 
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter 3 
 
   Icontinued working his manhood, and it was growing so big and thick. I had to stretch my mouth as wide as possible, my lips in pain. I put as much of his inches in me as possible, and soon noticed his cock touching the backside of my throat. 
 
      
 
    I felt I was going to gag, and tears welled to my eyes. I held them back as much as possible. 
 
      
 
    I looked up again and found a huge grin on his face. The older man of the house was so fucking aroused right now. I could almost palm his arousal. He was growing horny by the second. 
 
      
 
    His scent continued to fill my nostrils, invading my lungs. My eyes watched as his dick didn’t stop growing thicker and longer. 
 
      
 
    I bobbed up and down on his length as much as I could, putting even more of his inches inside my throat. I couldn’t estimate his length, but he had to be the biggest man in town in terms of cock size. He was so proud of himself now. 
 
      
 
    And Donny began to move forward and backward his hips, very slowly and carefully. I could feel his love for me and how he wanted to make sure I would be alright. He knew he was too big and could hurt me if he didn’t do it right. 
 
      
 
    And I felt his cock continuing to rub against the backside of my throat, making it impossible to keep my tears contained. They rolled down my cheeks slowly as he fucked me more and more. 
 
      
 
    I was in pain, but it was worth it. He was fucking me so much right now. He was making me feel so loved too. It was a confusion of emotions that I couldn’t control. Controlling them was impossible. 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t help it. I withdrew my head and kissed his cockhead. He lifted an eyebrow, but his question was quickly answered when I ran my tongue along his length. 
 
      
 
    He was fully hard now. Fully erect, and was he BIG. He really was the biggest man in the city right now. All because he followed a penis enlargement tutorial and it worked out for him. For me, it worked too. I was the first woman to please his new, shiny toy. 
 
      
 
    His skin was glistening with my saliva. While I worked his cock with my hands, stroking him, I cupped one of his balls inside my mouth. Fuck, it was so hot and it felt so heavy. I knew he was laden with his cum. He would fill me up with it. 
 
      
 
    Donny tilted his head back and moaned. He moaned and asked me to keep doing what I was doing. Well, he was in luck. I didn’t think of stopping anytime soon. I wanted only the best for him. 
 
      
 
    I kept working his ball, and then moved on to the next one. I used my tongue and lips to feel it. I felt what it was like, how heavy it was, and how much he was begging for a woman like me - who was younger than him by more than two decades - to make him feel like the happiest man on Earth. 
 
      
 
    But just when I was going to move back to his cock, he squatted quickly and lifted me off the floor. I gasped as he took me to his bed and gently put me down on it. He stripped me naked so fast I wasn’t able to think about and watch what was happening. 
 
      
 
    I was all naked before him in a matter of seconds, and he then got himself on top of me and started to work my breasts. His tongue was needy and his lips, needier still. I moaned his name and thought about all the lines we were crossing right now. 
 
      
 
    He was the older man, the man of the house, and he was making me his fucking whore. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t only moan his name, but also shouted obscenities. I needed him to feel so aroused he could shoot his cum before the right moment. 
 
      
 
    And then, Donny moved down and worked my folds. His tongue was as needier as before, and he was all over me and making me feel even wetter. “Fuck, Joy. You are dripping wet right now.” 
 
      
 
    And I knew I was. I was wet for him, and ready for him to impale me. Question was: was he going to do it right now? 
 
      
 
    And I didn’t have time to think about it much. He gripped my thighs and eased himself inside me. Very slowly. I felt his monster cock stretching my tunnel, and him burying himself inside me more and more. 
 
      
 
    I pinched my nipples. What he was making me feel was too much for me. My body responded in ways I never thought possible. 
 
      
 
    I squirmed as he started to fuck me, and his thrusts were so slow in the beginning. He didn’t want to hurt me. Not one bit. He was taking it all so slow my body began to squirm. He was fucking me so good, and I kept feeling my orgasm building up. 
 
      
 
    And then, he picked up pace and the bed began to creak. He was working me like a fucking rag doll, and in the meantime, all I could do was to follow his pace. I matched his movements and thought that this was it. The first time I was having sex. 
 
      
 
    I screamed loud to the point of feeling as if the whole room was shaking when he finally exploded. His dick throbbed and twitched so crazily I thought he wouldn’t be able to control himself. 
 
      
 
    His seeds poured inside me like a volcano in eruption phase, and I heard him grunting. “Fuck, Joy. You are so tight. Should have told me you are a virgin.”
  
 
    I almost asked why, but then my orgasm exploded too and I felt my pussy clenching around his member as if I wasn’t ever going to let it go. 
 
    
We were doing it without protection, rough and natural, and he was shooting his cum inside my damp womb. I felt my nipples hardening so much I thought they would never go back to normal. 
 
      
 
    And then, he pulled out and when I thought he was going to lie down with me. He pulled me and made me follow him somewhere. I knew where we were going and what we were going to do. He was finally going to make me the only woman he needed in his life, ignoring the age gap completely. 
 
      
 
    The End. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Don’t go just yet… 
 
      
 
    
     Sign-up to my Mailing List and read “Subduing the Woman of the House” for free! Check “Free Story” at the end for a sneak peek. 
 
   
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Public Entry 
 
    Chapter 1 
 
   Istepped onto the accelerator and drove right past him, a smile on my face. I knew he was going to be pissed. All policemen would be. 
 
      
 
    His siren was turned on, and he began to chase me. Alright, asshole, let’s see who is going to win this, I thought before sipping from my beer can. 
 
      
 
    If he was thinking I was going to stop, he had something coming his way. “Pull over, ass-” 
 
      
 
    Ahhh, he must have figured it out. I was a woman, not a man. He wasn’t going to call a woman an asshole in the middle of a road. It was deserted. It was just me and him here, but he wasn’t going to do something like that. 
 
      
 
    I was pissed off. I caught my boyfriend cheating, and he didn’t do it with a woman. He did it with a man! Fucking lunatic. All he wanted was to humiliate me. 
 
      
 
    Well, he made me feel pissed off, and now I had nothing to lose. Maybe that was just the alcohol speaking louder than my brain, but right now, I didn’t think about stopping. I didn’t think about pulling over. I wouldn’t. 
 
      
 
    My car was driving so fast I was thinking I was going to crash any second now. Good thing the road was devoid of turns so far. I heard him shouting again, his tone softer this time, “Miss, just pull over. Don’t make my job harder.” 
 
      
 
    Ohhhh, I recognized his voice. He was a man I knew so well. Alright, you big guy. I’m going to pull over now, and you are going to do everything I will be asking of you. 
 
      
 
    I released my foot from the pedal and turned the car, pulling it over by the road. I heard him doing the same, and watched on the side view mirror as he stepped out and came to me. 
 
      
 
    I knew his face. He was the man of my dreams. So much older, but there was something that impeded us from becoming more than what we were. I wished he would change his mind about it, but I didn’t hold my breath that such a thing would ever happen. 
 
      
 
    He knocked on the window, and I rolled it down. “I thought I taught you to be a better woman, Valerie.” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head slightly in disappointment. “Just do what you have to do,” I said. 
 
      
 
    He sighed and got me out of my car, taking me to the back of it. “I’m disappointed in you, and what you’ve just done deserves to be punished. You are not going to get out of this easily.” 
 
      
 
    “I never thought I would.” 
 
      
 
    He took me to the back of my car, and made me bend down my body on the metal. He was always a strong man, and I had a crush on him. Maybe I was doing this on purpose, but I let him do it. I let him take me to the back of my car and treat me like this. 
 
      
 
    “I’m going to have to search you right now. You okay with that?” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t have anything with me,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “We’ll see about that.” 
 
      
 
    He began to slide his hand along my ass, feeling every part of it. “Hmmm, do you like that?” He asked. 
 
      
 
    William knew what he was doing, but I didn’t know if he was doing it to make me feel even hornier for him. My desire to be fucked by him had always been with me. He was a stunning man in every sense of the word, and my crush on him was something I could never control. 
 
      
 
    I brought my ass closer to him, and his body was right on top of mine. Maybe he knew what was happening, but to be honest, I didn’t really care. He was going to learn what I was feeling one way or another anyway. 
 
      
 
    Fuck, his hand was just so good, and he kept on checking my ass with it. He stopped talking for a couple of minutes, and I wondered what was going on in his mind right now. Was he getting turned on because he could be seconds away from fucking his dearest one? 
 
      
 
    “Valerie, I want you to become a better woman, but you are not helping me.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m a bad gurl, and I like being that.” 
 
      
 
    He sighed and said, “You really leave me no choice.” 
 
      
 
    His hand was palming my ass when I heard the sound of him opening his zipper a bit. What the fuck? Was he… finally going to do it now? In front of whoever could eventually drive down this road and find us like this? 
 
      
 
    William was always the boring kind of man. I didn’t think he had it in him. 
 
      
 
    Well, now that I did know it, I was… shocked and excited. Very excited. 
 
      
 
    The last barrier to make us happen was now destroyed, and he was gonna do it. In public, or kind of. This place was so desolate I knew he was bored most of the time. 
 
      
 
    There was nothing quite like being fucked by a policeman, and Willian was one of the best in the region. He was a good officer of the law, and he made women like me so horny for him. I should be grateful I was his chosen one. 
 
      
 
    “You’ve forgotten how wrong this is?” I asked as his hands continued to palm my ass, and now I could feel the warmth from his bulge gracing it. 
 
      
 
    “Who cares about that right now? We are both adults.” 
 
      
 
    If I had any shred of doubt he was going to do it, it was now gone. He was going to fuck me in public, and he used the fact he needed to apprehend me as an excuse to get close to me. He never got this close to me before. 
 
      
 
    Maybe he was so bored he could fuck pretty much anyone right now. I knew he thought I was a looker, but I never considered he would rebel against his marriage this much. 
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter 2 
 
   William continued to slide his hand on my ass, just feeling the skin. I moaned and asked him to continue doing it. “Hmmm, little princess likes being handled this way?” He asked, but I didn’t answer him. It was one of those questions that needed no answer. 
 
      
 
    His hand was enormous, and he was making me feel so small. I could feel not only the light of the sun and the heat of the environment around us, but also his body almost on top of mine as he used his whole weight to make sure I wasn’t going to escape. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck, William. You are going to make someone pull over to check out what is going on here.” 
 
      
 
    Through his reflection on the back window of the car, I saw him smirking. “No need to worry about something like that.” 
 
      
 
    He continued to palm my ass, sliding his hand here and there. He was doing me so good, and I couldn’t help but moan again and again. 
 
      
 
    He slid one finger into my pussy, and said, “You are so aroused right now…” 
 
      
 
    “You know you can’t do this. Your wif-” 
 
      
 
    “She has nothing to do with this. Don’t worry about her.” 
 
      
 
    And fuck, how could I even worry about her when he was fucking me this good right now? 
 
      
 
    He teased my folds with his finger, just playing with it. “You are so young. I can feel that. You’ve never done it. You need a real man to teach you what it really is like.” 
 
      
 
    Truth be told, my boyfriend never had sex with me. Just one of the reasons we had a discussion today and I ended up here. I didn’t know he could figure something like that out only by teasing my folds with his finger, though. The act alone spoke volumes about his manliness. 
 
      
 
    His hand slid along my ass, gracing my cheek, and looking for the region he shouldn’t touch. One of his fingers did find my asshole, and I clenched it so tight. “Princess, that thing won’t be closed forever. Not for me.” 
 
      
 
    This was by far the least place one would look for, if he or she wanted to have sex. Middle of a desert road, farms and more farms surrounding us, and the heat of the sun making us both sweat. 
 
      
 
    But I couldn’t deny that, despite those things, he was making me so horny for him. My face was almost burning on the metal of the car, and I was still getting so wet right now. He knew what he was doing and every button he needed to push to make me his. 
 
      
 
    I was so his right now there was no point thinking I could make it stop. Did I even want to do that? Nah. I didn’t. This was by far the best thing a man ever did for me. 
 
      
 
    He was done playing with my ass, and I felt him lowering my pants down. Not all the way, though. Just enough so that he had more space to work with. His hand had calluses. Just one of the signs that reminded me of his absolute manliness. He was a man like very few in the world, and I was lucky he was mine right now. 
 
      
 
    One of his hands slid up to find my breast. I was so ready for this. He fumbled and palmed it for a couple of seconds. He was just playing with me right now. He was getting me ready for his inevitable penetration. 
 
      
 
    He was going to do it for the first time with me during his job, in the middle of a deserted road like this one. Everything he was doing was making me so much hornier for him. 
 
      
 
    “Willian, stop,” I said once I heard a car driving down to us. 
 
      
 
    “Hmmm? Ah, don’t worry about it,” he said, his tone so low I almost didn’t make out the words. 
 
      
 
    The car approached us and then stopped. William was on top of me in such a way the guy inside the vehicle couldn’t see what was really happening. 
 
      
 
    William turned his head and said, “Nothing to see here, sir. Move along.” 
 
      
 
    I could have begged for his help, but did I even deserve it? I was a bad gurl, just like I said to him no more than a couple of minutes ago. And now he was showing me what bad gurls like me deserved. 
 
      
 
    Maybe I should have become that a long time ago, had I known he was going to reward me with this. 
 
      
 
    The man drove away, leaving me with Willian. The older man I should never touch. To be honest, I wasn’t touching him. He was doing everything, taking the initiative. His hand continued to play with my breasts and drive me so wild for him. 
 
      
 
    I felt my orgasm just building up more and more. He continued to play with my pussy, my little nub not receiving an ounce of forgiveness, and his other hand was doing all kinds of wrong things to my breasts. The overload of sensations kept on driving me so wild for him. 
 
      
 
    My body rocked so hard I almost slipped off the backside of the car. “Whoa there, Valerie. I didn’t think you were so close. Should have taken my time with you.” 
 
      
 
    I was breathing so hard. Never before did I climax like that. It was almost like a tsunami wave that caught me off guard and took me with it, drowning me. 
 
      
 
    But Willian wasn’t going to stop. Not because of something like that. “I know you’ve got more in you, and I’m going to take advantage of that. You are not going to get off this easy. Should have thought better before breaking the law.” 
 
      
 
    And here I was, still lying down on the hot metal of the car, my older man fucking me in the middle of a rural road, and his bulge just toying with my bare ass. This was going to be like nothing I ever had before. 
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter 3 
 
   He unzipped his pants all the way now, but didn’t lower them down. I felt his bulge pressing against my butt. “Sweetie, I think it’s time to teach you something I should have taught a long time ago,” he whispered, my ears picking up not only his words, but also the distant cry of a bird. This place was not for what we were doing right now. 
 
      
 
    “Da-” I was saying, but he cut me off. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t call me that. You don’t want to ruin this moment for me right now, do you?” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. I wasn’t going to do anything he might disapprove of. I knew I did the wrong thing, and now needed to be punished. But such a thing was going to happen with the man that meant so much to me. 
 
      
 
    His bulge was Big. I never had sex before, but I was thinking he could have one of the biggest out there. Not only was it so, but it was also incredibly warm. There was some cold air running around our bodies, but his presence and his bulge were keeping me hot and ready for him. 
 
      
 
    My pants were lowered down a bit more, and my butt was fully exposed to him. He was gonna do it. Willian was going to fuck me right on this road, and there was nobody capable of stopping him. 
 
      
 
    He parted my buttcheeks a bit more, and then slipped his rock-hard dick in between them. He pressed forward, opening up space. I moaned. “Willian, please, you are going to hurt me.” 
 
      
 
    “Hush, woman. This didn’t even start yet.” 
 
      
 
    It would all be fine if he fucked me without all the other things he was doing to me right now. He kept on teasing my nipples, fumbling my breasts, and using his hands in other ways to bring me through another orgasm. I wanted so much for this to end, and I also wanted this to last for as long as possible. I couldn’t understand what was going on in my head right now. 
 
      
 
    His cock continued to make way through my skin, and he eventually found it. My dripping, damp pussy. “Fuck, Valerie. You are so moist right now. So fucking ready for this.” 
 
      
 
    He opened up a bit more space, and then eased his cockhead into my pussy. “So fucking tight,” he said before putting his first inch into me. He was so thick, and I gasped upon his entry. It was almost like being impaled by a metal rod, except that this one was warm and soft too. 
 
      
 
    He inserted more inches into me, driving me so crazy for him I began to make different noises as he fucked me. “Jesus, Valerie, you are a virgin. And here I was thinking you had some experience already.” 
 
      
 
    He breathed, and then continued, “Alright, I’m going to make this extra special for you. It has been a long time since I got to break the seal of a woman.” 
 
      
 
    He grunted, pushing more of his inches inside me. I moaned so loud some birds flew away to the horizon. Willian wasn’t only long, he was also so thick I could only estimate what his girth was. He was probably so thick I wouldn’t be able to wrap my fingers fully around him. 
 
      
 
    Once he reached the end of my womb, he said, “I’m going to do this the easy way, and you are going to remain silent, my little one. You got that? Silent. Not a peep.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded my head, but I was uncertain if I was going to be able to do that. Silent, in this dirty moment? He was hurting me so fucking much, even if I was liking it. I was enjoying and cherishing all this, but I didn’t know if I cou- 
 
      
 
    Fuck. 
 
      
 
    And he started it. His pounds were slow, but he was doing it. He was fucking his dearest one in the middle of a rural road, where everyone could see us. His mind wasn’t worried about that, though. He only wanted to continue to fuck me right now. 
 
      
 
    “Please, you are making me feel so much pain,” I cried. 
 
      
 
    “Hush, woman. You are feeling what is normal. All women feel some pain during their first time. Yours is nothing special. I have broken the seal of so many women. I know what I’m doing right now.” 
 
      
 
    And he continued it, his pounds still slow. I could feel my skin rubbing over and over again against the metal of the car. It was so hot, but my body was even more so. I still couldn’t believe we were doing it. William was fucking me, and he had a wife he was going to return to soon. 
 
      
 
    He was a policeman, and I was being devoured by him. That thought alone was enough to drive me so crazy for him. I felt my orgasm just building up, more and more, and I was certain I was going to come all around his hardness very soon. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck, so tight and innocent,” he said before pounding into me with greater speed, his pace increasing. 
 
      
 
    He was going to cum inside me. That thought alone also drove me wilder for him. He could make me pregnant. I wasn’t on a pill or anything of the sort. That could create some repercussions his wife would never accept. This was going to turn into something more than us having sex in the middle of a rural road. 
 
      
 
    And he continued devouring me, his pace not changing one bit now. He reached his limit, and I was going to reach mine. His balls continued to slap against my ass with force, and I felt it coming. 
 
      
 
    My second climax of the day came, and he was going to finish off too. His dick started to pulse, and seconds after, he was filling me with his thick sperm. It flowed down my womb when he pulled out. 
 
      
 
    It was all so quick. I didn’t notice it happening before it did. Willian pulled out and zipped up his pants. “Come on, Valerie. Time to go to jail,” he said before dragging me to his patrol car and surprising me in such a way I almost fainted. 
 
      
 
    Our lives had been changed forever. 
 
      
 
    The End. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Losing Control 
 
    Chapter 1 
 
   My friends were driving me crazy with their stories. Who were they to think they were better than me? We were all filthy rich, but at the end of the day, we all studied the same classes and neither had more money than the other. 
 
      
 
    But, they wanted to show off how many times they were fucked. There was this growing trend in college where the women were dying to have multiple guys fucking them in their asses at the same time. 
 
      
 
    Me being me, I was curious. I searched the internet to invite guys to fuck me, but that was easier said than done. They all had a common problem with me. I was a virgin and they didn’t want my first time to be rough. 
 
      
 
    Well, they were going to be very surprised. I was 21, but I wasn’t stupid. If my friends could be fucked, eaten and devoured, then so could I. All I needed to do was to swallow my pride and try to make one guy fuck me. 
 
      
 
    Then, the others wouldn’t have their reservations anymore regarding my virginity. With that in mind, I took a day off college and created as many accounts as possible online to offer myself for the right man. 
 
      
 
    I was a hard woman to please, so he needed to be a tough guy, and he also needed to be taller than me and strong enough to make me feel lightweight. I could never have sex without getting turned on by my partner. I would rather use a dildo to fuck myself in that case. 
 
      
 
    It took me hours, but I eventually found the right man. Taller than me by a head, muscles and more muscles, and a mean attitude that permeated his face. He was perfect. The only problem with him, though, was that he was much older than me, but that wasn’t too important. I would rather be fucked by someone experienced for my first time anyway, I eventually concluded. 
 
      
 
    Even if I had my reservations, he would probably make it better for me. 
 
      
 
    I took many photos for him. He wanted to find out what I was like without clothes on, and how could I refuse him? He was a gorgeous man, and seeing his photos on my phone drove me crazy for him. 
 
      
 
    My nipples were so hard when he sent me a photo of his cock which only showed part of it. Oh, he knew how to make someone horny for him, and the best part about all that was that I didn’t mind such a thing at all. 
 
      
 
    I tried to make the best poses possible, which was hard. I needed to hide my face, as he requested of me. He said he wanted to find out what I looked like in person, and I was fine with that. I knew what his face was like and it kind of felt like cheating, but me being me, I cherished that anyway. 
 
      
 
    God, I was so fucked up in the mind and so horny, but it would all be worth it if I would soon have stories to tell my friends so that they would stop thinking they were better than me. 
 
      
 
    I even took photos of my pussy for him, which he enjoyed quite a bit. He did say, though, that his name was something he would tell me only in person. I was okay with that. I did need a name to match with his face, so for the time being, while we prepared everything for the meeting, including condoms - possibly not? - and that sort of thing, I named him ‘Jake.’ 
 
      
 
    Someone who could read my mind would probably run as fast as possible from me right now, but that would be alright. I didn’t have to please everyone, only Jake. 
 
      
 
    And the meeting finally was about to happen. I parked my car in front of his house. Jake said he wanted me to come here. He said it would be more private and that there would be fewer chances of someone bothering us. 
 
      
 
    I knocked on his door and fidgeted while I waited for him. I was so nervous and felt so awkward. What would it be like to have dick buried deep inside my pussy? Or Inside my sphincter, if he were to become adventurous all of a sudden? 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t know without doing those things themselves, and so I gasped when he opened the door. “Name is Kace, but you named me Jake, so if you want to use that name, it’s fine. It’s nothing important to me.” 
 
      
 
    He didn’t waste time. Kace or Jake or whatever immediately grabbed my hand and pulled me with force into his living room, and then his hands were all over me in an instant. Gosh, was he hungry! 
 
      
 
    He kissed for seconds longer than he should, and then he kissed and nipped my neck, my shoulders, and started to undress me. I gave myself fully for him, and wished he wouldn’t stop. 
 
      
 
    And he didn’t stop. He took off my shirt, and then got rid of my bra. They were tossed somewhere so that they wouldn't get in his way. I couldn’t control his hunger, and we walked and stumbled against things in his living room. 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t even keep my eyes open. The hands all over my skin and the mouth that kept on kissing me again and again - it was all too much for me to take. I wanted him to keep on dominating me, but it was far too much. 
 
      
 
    I breathed hard and fast when he finally allowed me some space, but then he pushed me onto the couch, where I fell like a boulder. He was on top of me in an instant, and this was where the fun would actually start. 
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter 2 
 
   His hands were driving me crazy, but he wanted something else. His lips looked for my nipples, where he touched and teased them. One at a time. This man here, despite being a stranger, was treating me like he knew me for years. 
 
      
 
    His lips brushed against mine, and he proceeded to tease my ear lobe. He nibbled it for a couple of seconds, and his hand began to reach down to my core. I was so hot and I could feel how uncomfortable my panties had become. They were soaked through. 
 
      
 
    I did what I could, but under his relentless assault, everything was a confused mess. I did manage to find one of his shirt’s buttons, though, and then, one by one, I undid them. He removed his shirt an instant afterward, and I managed to grab it from him before he could toss it away as well. 
 
      
 
    For a moment, his eyes stared into me as he asked himself what I was about to do. But I wasn’t going to do anything that wouldn’t please him. I approached the shirt to my nose and sniffed it. His smell mixed with his cologne drove me crazy, and during this whole time, what I just did was one of the things I expected the most. There was nothing like the odor of an Alpha male. 
 
      
 
    Finally, we had some moments to breathe, and his eyes darkened when he noticed the kind of thing I was planning. Despite being horny, I wanted this moment to last, and so I ran my hand along his hard chest. 
 
      
 
    I needed to feel everything he had, every line and every curve that defined his manly body. He had next to zero body fat, and sliding my hand along his skin was like touching a stone. But it was more like a stone made of pure skin and flesh. 
 
      
 
    He was so hot and while he breathed, even though his head was a bit distant from me, I could sense his breath as it flowed around my body. His chest panted slightly, and it was just enough to make me even hornier for him. My nipples were so fucking hard and perky. 
 
      
 
    I had never felt like this before a man in my life, and what my friends told me was true. There was nothing like having the first time. 
 
      
 
    Kace grabbed my hands the moment I dared to move them all the way down to his pants. I was going to open up his zipper to find out what he had down there, but his eyes darkened once again, and I knew he was telling me ‘not right fucking now.’ 
 
      
 
    While he still gripped my wrists with force, he mowed my breasts and my lips with his mouth. His saliva made the regions where he devoured me slick, as if he was claiming another territory for himself and also telling me he would never allow another man to have me. 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t help but tilt my head back, close my eyes and moan. I wasn’t moaning for him to slow down, but to continue his relentless assault of kisses while his hard-on rubbed against my belly, creating shockwaves that ended at my hard nipples. 
 
      
 
    He sucked one of my nipples so much I thought I would squirt milk right then and there. He even bit it a couple of times to take me back to the real world, where all my senses were heightened. 
 
      
 
    I thought I enjoyed being in control of things, but what this older man, whose hair was already greying, was doing to me was making me change my mind. I wasn’t a powerful woman when I needed to be devoured. I was nothing more, in that case, than a damsel in distress. 
 
      
 
    But Kace was no machine, and he eventually stopped, giving me enough seconds to free my hands from his grasp and impress him by finding his pants. I opened up his zipper before he could do anything, and then I pushed him off me, where he fell over and landed on his back on the floor. 
 
      
 
    I was on top of him like a powerful lioness in the next instant, my hands tugging down his pants with force. I panted and sweated, but when I removed his pants and all that stood between me and his cock was his pair of briefs, I knew that it was worth it. 
 
      
 
    When I bent down toward his bulge with all the fervor and energy to burn I had, and wasn’t happy with only feeling, kissing and nibbling his balls through the fabric of the material. I needed more. I needed everything, and I wasn’t going to be satisfied with anything less. 
 
      
 
    But before I could do anything, he ripped his pair of briefs off him and tossed it over to me. I grabbed it and gave it a sniff, and then put it inside my dripping pussy after I took off my pants and panties. 
 
      
 
    It was all happening so fast that everything was a blur, and I couldn’t keep track of the events that were transpiring. 
 
      
 
    His dick stood erect and proud, and when I wrapped my lips around his cockhead, he grunted and moaned so loud I knew someone must have heard us. But I didn’t care about those things, and continued my assault on his most treasured prize. 
 
      
 
    I got tired of his immense dick in my mouth and so guided my pussy for his entry. Once it was all the way inside my womb, I started to ride him, and Kace didn’t hold anything back. He began to thrust his hips upward and downward, despite laying on his back. 
 
      
 
    And soon, his dick exploded and it was like a volcano erupting inside of me. So much sperm was squirted out that some of it oozed through the gaps between his dick and my core. I continued to ride him even while his release continued, though, not bothering to stop regardless of how sore my pussy felt. 
 
      
 
    However, despite being tired and panting, Kace grabbed his phone and messaged his friends to come. He read my mind and remembered why I came here. I wanted to be fucked by him, yes, but I also wanted many men to gang my backdoor, and he was going to provide just that for me. 
 
      
 
    And soon after, his friends knocked on his door, and he opened it, allowing their hungry eyes to look at me for the first time… 
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter 3 
 
   Ibarely had time to register who they were. One man had black hair, the other was blonde and the third was a ginger. They were all shirtless, with only their shorts on. Beneath that, I could see their hard cocks straining against the fabric. They didn’t even have underwear on. They came here for only one thing, one person, and I was so excited to lose my ass’ virginity. 
 
      
 
    I already lost the virginity of my pussy, and so now I only had one untouched hole. 
 
      
 
    The first man, the one with black hair that refused to tell me his name, grabbed me with force and put me on all fours on the floor. He took off his shirt, got on his knees before I could even breathe, and then eased his erection into my backdoor. 
 
      
 
    The man began to pound into my ass, and I was surprised that my body was so easily able to take it, especially since it wasn't even an inch away from being ripped apart. It all felt so good, so wonderful. I didn’t care that he was a complete bastard. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t care that he was a pervert, that he was a monster, and I didn’t care he was the first one about to fill my hole with his sperm. 
 
      
 
    My body was so sated I could do nothing but moan as he pounded into me. I wanted more. I felt him getting hard against me and my body tensed against his erection. And he pounded me harder and my muscles clenched against him, urging him on. 
 
      
 
    It was so fucking good, and I didn’t know how he could hold back, but I wasn't going to stop until he came. I wanted to taste it. I wanted to savor every single drop, even if that meant coating my fingers with his cum that he was about to pump inside my backdoor. 
 
      
 
    And I felt his erection throbbing inside of me as I shuddered with the pressure, and then he came with a loud curse. 
 
      
 
    The black-haired man was hard this whole time, and after seeing my pictures online, he was so horny it didn’t take him long to unleash his powerful sperm inside my tunnel. I begged and shouted for him to continue, but he had other plans for tonight, and his friends wanted their turns with me too. 
 
      
 
    Before I could even turn my head to see who was next, he was already behind me as his erection pressed into my hole. It was already stretched to its limit and his entry was a lot easier than that of his friend. I still screamed, though, but that only served to increase his appetite. 
 
      
 
    The man began to pound into my ass again, and again, and I let out a cry as I felt myself tightening around him. I tried to get control of the situation, but he wasn't having it. His thrusts had a rhythm to them now, and his cock was pumping against me, the movement sending me into orgasm. 
 
      
 
    I felt it building, the pressure building, and I started to come with his cock inside of me, milking him until I felt I was going to die from the sheer bliss of it. He groaned into my neck and kept slamming into me, the sound echoing through my head and bouncing off the walls of the small room. 
 
      
 
    His thrusts grew harder and needier until he came inside me, spilling into me. When he was finally spent, he slid out of me, and the sight of me like this made him smile. 
 
      
 
    There was, again, barely enough time to register what was going on when another brute showed up behind me and slapped my ass with force to ready myself for him. I wiggled my butt and waited for his rough entry, and I soon learned that he was the thickest and the longest of them all. 
 
      
 
    The other guys stood around us, jerking off while they watched their friend having his turn with me. His dick pressed hard against my sore and stretched anus, which if it had a mind of its own, it would now be screaming for some minutes of peace. However, even if it did have a mind, I wouldn’t want anything else other than its absolute destruction. 
 
      
 
    His thrusts were hard and powerful, and once again, I milked that man’s dick too as best as I could. He groaned and mentioned how tight I was, which in turn made me clench around his hardness with greater force. 
 
      
 
    And I felt his release coming, his dick pulsing like a caged animal inside of me. It soon happened as he emptied his balls. The substance was thick and hard to flow. Of all the men who fucked me that night, he was the most potent of them all, the most virile. 
 
      
 
    He slapped my butt twice before standing up and proceeding to jerk off in front of me. I looked around and found his friends doing the same, and I knew, then, what they were about to do. 
 
      
 
    I sprawled on my back, closed my eyes and kept my mouth open for their group release. They were going to cum all over me, to claim me as no other men could, and it was the best first time I could have ever asked for. 
 
      
 
    When it happened, the sound of their collective masturbation, moans and groans filled my mind with arousal, and so I came again for the nth time that night. I felt their cum spreading, falling, hitting me, and it was like I was in heaven. 
 
      
 
    Once we were done, we got dressed and took a shower together, where those guys also took advantage of me. I came back to that house many more times not only to have sex with those men again, but also with more of Kace’s friends, who themselves were more than pleased to have a petite, young and full of energy woman like me only for their collective pleasures... 
 
      
 
      
 
    The End. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Looting the Backdoor 
 
    Chapter 1 
 
   My eyes fluttered open, and I met the warm light that was coming from the windows. I was so groggy I didn’t realize this wasn’t my bedroom initially. The windows looked different, as did the wallpaper, the ceiling, the light bulb, and everything else. 
 
      
 
    I sat up on the bed slowly, rubbing my eyes in an attempt to fully wake myself up. Maybe this was a dream and I was still in my old, boring bedroom. It was the kind of bedroom no man had ever come in to fuck me. I lived with some pretty religious people, so I couldn’t do the thing I had been desiring my whole life. 
 
      
 
    I needed sex. I needed to lose my virginity, both in my mouth and in my other holes. I had watched far too many movies and admired far too many dirty photos, and they all made me think that was a thing I just needed, and that there was nothing that could replace it. The only problem was realizing I was never going to be enough for the men out there. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t have big breasts and my butt wasn’t something I was proud of. I needed to do something about that. Maybe a couple of operations would do the trick, but then, I didn’t have the money for that. 
 
      
 
    I got off the bed and looked around the room. Alright, this had to be some kind of mistake. Maybe someone took me here. It wouldn’t be the first time a friend of mine took me somewhere else to prank me. It wasn’t going to happen this time, though. I am going to walk out of here, and nobody is going to stop me. 
 
      
 
    But just when I passed by a large, body-sized mirror, I had to stop in my tracks. That hair color wasn’t black, my skin wasn’t that tanned, those tattoos weren’t mine – and I didn’t have any tattoos, to begin with – and those breasts and ass were far too big. Mine weren’t like those, and yet, now they were. 
 
      
 
    My face looked different too, and then- Oh shit, I knew this person. This was Jennifer Thomas, and she was one of the most famous and important porn actors in the world. What the fuck? If this was her and I was looking at the mirror right now, then… I was her? 
 
      
 
    Oh shit. How and when did this happen? What was going on? Who did this to me and her? And if I was in her body, did that mean she was in mine? Was she going to come here looking for me? 
 
      
 
    Just when I thought about going home to find out the answer to that, the phone rang. I picked it up and put it on my ear. “Hello?” 
 
      
 
    “Jennifer, get your ass in here! You are late and we need you right now.” 
 
      
 
    “Wait, what?” 
 
      
 
    “In the movie studio and don’t take a shower. The guys love you when you are more ‘natural’ and remember your character this time. She is supposed to be a virgin, so act as if you know nothing about sex.” 
 
      
 
    I was going to ask him a couple more questions when he hung up on me, leaving me wondering what the fuck I was going to do right now. I thought about going home and figuring out from then what to do, but then the religious people who lived there would kick me out. No way they would allow a porn actor like Jennifer to step into their property, and they knew who she – now I – was. 
 
      
 
    I liked Jennifer a lot. She was my favorite porn actor, and I had watched so many movies. Maybe she wasn’t in the body of anyone right now and could even be watching me in her body. Maybe she was hoping I was going to act as if I really was her and act in that movie. 
 
      
 
    I had no idea what life held in store for me from now on, but I couldn’t let Jennifer down. She could be wishing I was going to do the right thing, which was going there and acting in that movie. 
 
      
 
    Alright. A decision was made. I was going there, and I was going to be Jennifer Thomas. And I was… going to have sex for the first time. Well, not really for the first time, but for me, it would be like that. I had no idea what I would be doing, but I did have a pretty good teacher. Jennifer taught me so many positions and a lot of other things. 
 
      
 
    I had no idea what the movie was gonna be like. The director did mention something about many men, and so that meant it was going to be a ganging movie. Sweet! Not only was I about to lose my virginity there, but I was also going to have multiple partners, and they were all going to be hung. I could even be about to meet other actors I liked quite a bit. 
 
      
 
    Maybe even Roland Davis was going to be there, and he had a 10 inches monster with him… 
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter 2 
 
   Igot out of the car and walked to the movie studio. Everyone in here knew me. I waved my hand and smiled at them, always walking with confidence. I couldn’t let those people think I wasn’t Jennifer. That could mean the end of her career, and considering I showed up in her body, then that meant I could very well find myself in my old body soon too. Not something I wanted to happen, but it could. 
 
      
 
    I walked to the room where the other actors were getting their makeup done and doing some other things for the movie. That was when the director came to me, his nostrils flaring. He was so pissed off. Despite how afraid of him I was, I kept my chin tipped up. Jennifer was always a confident woman who didn’t let men frighten her. 
 
      
 
    “Put on the movie clothes and get ready for the first scene. It’s going to start in about 20 minutes.” 
 
      
 
    He didn’t even bother waiting for an answer from me. He just walked away with his hand holding what I imagined was the script. 
 
      
 
    Two guys then approached me. One was a foot taller than me, and the other was very buff, though not as tall. The first had black hair while the second was blonde. Despite their corporeal differences, they both made my slit so wet. I hadn’t been this close to men like them before in my life. Jennifer did, but she wasn’t here. 
 
      
 
    “Looking mighty fine, Jen,” one of them said, eyeing me up and down 
 
      
 
    I felt shivers down my spine. They wore nothing more than their underwear, and even with them on, they looked hung. They were big – no doubt about that, and they had the experience to make this movie stellar. 
 
      
 
    “And to think someone like you will have to play the role of the virgin,” the other said. His name was Randy, and he was the muscular guy. The other was Roland, who made my heart beat so fast. I had always wished to be fucked by him, and now, it was going to happen. I couldn’t believe my luck. Maybe God took pity on me and put me in here. 
 
      
 
    My pussy kept getting wetter while I looked at these men. They were like works of art, and each had things that made them stand out. They were men whose muscles appeared to have been sculpted, and their skins looked so smooth. I wanted so much to slide my hand on them. The thought I would soon do that made me water my mouth. 
 
      
 
    They were going to dominate me here in ways I never thought possible. This was going to be so much better than the movies I watched… 
 
      
 
    I smiled, remembering the last thing Randy said about me playing the role of the virgin. Yeah, that was going to be pretty fucking great. Jennifer was going to be stellar in this movie, and everyone would think she pulled off the impossible. A woman like her, with her experience, wasn’t supposed not to know what sex was like. Maybe God did actually decide to help two people at the same time with this one thing he did. 
 
      
 
    “Come on, Jen. Time to get ready for the movie,” Roland said before waving goodbye. He and Randy sat down in front of their mirrors which were just over a long table attached to a wall. I was left there, thinking about what it was going to be like to have my first time not only with one man, but with two of them, and I knew them so well. Their cocks were just so long and fat in the movies. 
 
      
 
    Well, no point thinking about that right now, I concluded before allowing the employees to put on my make-up and clothes. I was going to look like a college freshman, which was perfect for someone who didn’t have her first time yet. 
 
      
 
    The movie began, and Roland and Randy sat down on chairs. The room was kind of dark, but there was enough light to make out what was going on. It was actually part of the movie set, and outside of it were the cameras and the director, and he was taking notes while the movie began. 
 
      
 
    Randy said, “let’s start by taking off your clothes.” 
 
      
 
    And I did. I took off my shirt, making him smile. His hand went underneath his underwear, and he began to stroke his hardening cock. Roland did the same. 
 
      
 
    “Come on, babe. No point taking too long with this,” he said, his hand not underneath his underwear, but still massaging his dick to full hardness. They looked so manly, especially with their legs spread that wide and their growing desire for me painted on their faces. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t even have to try to pretend I didn’t know what I was doing here. My movements were clumsy and kind of silly while I took off my pants, showing them the skin of my legs. They both went ohhhhh as I stepped out of my jeans. I really must be looking like someone who never was in a situation like this before. They were all thinking Jennifer was pulling off the performance of her life. 
 
      
 
    I removed my ponytail holder, allowing my hair to fall on and around my shoulders. Both Randy and Roland went ohhhh again, their big hands still massaging their huge cocks. This room looked like a dorm room, and their make-up made them look younger than they were. Looting the Backdoor was a movie targeted for women and men who were in college, I guessed. 
 
      
 
    Breathing was so difficult right now. I had no idea what to do next. I still had my bra and pair of panties on, though I imagined they weren’t going to stay on for much longer. Randy and Roland were about to claim me, and I was going to become their plaything for the next couple of minutes. 
 
      
 
    How many times in a row could I orgasm? I was soon going to find that out. 
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter 3 
 
   Roland and Randy got off their seats, and surrounded me. Their breathing made it seem they were sniffing me, and I felt so small in comparison to them. These were men who were inches taller than me, and dozens of pounds heavier. They could crush me with their bare hands right now if they so wished. 
 
      
 
    I looked at the cameras, imagining my face looked like that of a scared woman who had no idea where she was and what she was doing – and that was me. I had no idea what to do now. The movie script didn’t tell me much, and I didn’t have much time to read it. This was supposed to be all-natural, after all. 
 
      
 
    Roland and Randy began to grope me, their hands all over my body. I shivered. This was the first time men like them were being this hungry for me. I remembered I was in the body of another woman, but that didn’t do much to make me feel more okay and more assured of myself right now. This all probably looked like one of those porn photos where the woman had a frightened look on her face while hungry men surrounded her. 
 
      
 
    Their hands continued to grope me, and Randy then began kissing my neck. I shivered. I hadn’t felt anything quite like this my whole life, and this was being so much more than I thought it would be. 
 
      
 
    “So innocent, so ready for me,” he said, his hand going down my backside, and then farther down and down until he reached my ass. His fingers played with my buttcrack for some time until he tore off my panties. I yelped. 
 
      
 
    Sensing I was too afraid of what they were going to do to me right now, Roland kissed me and enveloped me in his warmth. Meanwhile, their bodies surrounded me so much I imagined it was difficult for the cameras to focus on me. 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t do anything. I remained almost still, just kissing Roland back. At least the kissing was something I was a bit more used to. His body was just so muscular he kept making me feel smaller and smaller while I fought to continue breathing. It was so difficult to breathe because Roland and Randy occupied almost all the space around me. 
 
      
 
    I took a peek at the directors and the cameramen. Some had huge hard-ons underneath their pants, and they didn’t even try to hide them. Others were so mesmerized by what was happening they couldn’t even blink. They were all gawking at us as if they were seeing a porn movie for the first time in their lives. 
 
      
 
    I moaned when Roland took off my bra, exposing the rest of my body. That was my cue to get to the next part of the movie. I was glad at least that I could remember. How much time had already passed since this started? No idea, but things were getting so hot here, and my body and their bodies were getting slick with our sweat. We were all so much into what was happening here. No wonder everyone was so mesmerized by this movie. It was going to go viral on the internet. Of that, I was sure. 
 
      
 
    I got on my knees and took off their underwear, revealing to the delight of my eyes their big cocks. They were so heavy and thick. I assessed their weights with my hands, and I wished I had even more men like them here. My hunger for sex kept growing more and more. 
 
      
 
    “Damn, baby. And here I was thinking you were a virgin,” Randy uttered. 
 
      
 
    “Come on, take it all in,” Roland said, shifting and pressing the gland of his cock into my mouth. 
 
      
 
    I opened it as wide as possible for him, and he put it all in, deep throating me. I thought it was going to be more difficult, but it just slid in all the way, and I felt his rod touching the backside of my throat. To the cameras, I probably looked like the sluttiest woman in the world. 
 
      
 
    I did what I could to please Roland while he fucked my mouth. As for Randy, he didn’t stay still. He stroked his fat dick while his mouth delivered lustful kisses all over my body, his hand looking for my clit and stroking it over and over again. 
 
      
 
    I moaned while Roland’s shaft continued to ravage my mouth. They were bringing me closer and closer to an orgasm, and I felt it coming like a rising wave. They had no mercy for me, and their eyes were so dark with arousal. They wanted to make me remember what was happening here, and that I would. 
 
      
 
    My body rocked, making Roland’s cock slip out of my mouth when my orgasm swept through my body. I moaned so loud I noticed some of the cameramen struggling not to come in here and join in on the fun. They were all so impressed by my performance. Only someone who hadn’t had sex before, like me, could be pulling off what I was doing. 
 
      
 
    I gripped Randy’s monster shaft and put it right into my mouth, and then proceeded to open my legs well wide for Roland. He got himself on top of me and then shoved his big toy right into my backdoor before beginning to piston in and out as if the world was going to end and that this was our last fuck. 
 
      
 
    The whole movie set was filled with moans and grunts of sex. Even the director had stopped taking his notes and could do nothing but focus on the events transpiring in front of him. And just when another wave of orgasm took over my body, making it shake uncontrollably once more, Randy and Roland climaxed inside me, their cum so delicious, creamy and warm. 
 
    
When Roland and Randy were finished, their load spilled and oozed out of me. They had so much of it in their now empty balls. 
 
      
 
    The director then said I did so well he asked me how I was able to pull off that performance. I just told him I was a new woman now… 
 
      
 
    The End. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Soaked Through 
 
    Chapter 1 
 
   He was the man of the house. I was so short compared to him. He made me feel so small and, right now, he had a thing he wanted to do with me. He made me come to this dark room inside our house, and he made me wait for him. 
 
      
 
    For how long did he want me to wait for him? I didn’t know. I was so scared and nervous I forgot to bring my phone with me. It was just me now, and soon, it would be him and me. I had always drooled over John, despite what people might say about that, but never thought he would tell me he shared some of my feelings. 
 
      
 
    I remembered his voice when he spoke about the invitation. He wanted me to come here naked, and he wouldn’t have it any other way. I was nothing more than his innocent brat. I wasn’t the best he could have, but his dark eyes, when they met mine, spoke volumes about his desire to have me. 
 
      
 
    My whole body was itching to have him come, and I was counting the seconds. I didn’t even know when he would come and if I would know it beforehand - my head was such a mess right now I couldn’t hear anything. 
 
      
 
    John was everything to me. We didn’t know each other for a long time, but I knew him through someone special to me. She married him and then dumped him for another man. Now, we kept our friendship a secret from her. She didn’t know and would never know about this. 
 
      
 
    And it happened. I heard the door opening, and I readied my body for him. I was naked and that made me feel so exposed. That’s what he wanted. He wished to have me in a vulnerable state where I wouldn’t be able to think as I should. 
 
      
 
    I heard his footsteps as he approached me, and I thought I could feel his presence too, like a cloud of heat that kept on coming out of his body and enveloping mine. He didn’t come here with his boots too. He readied himself for this moment where we broke down every barrier that separated us. 
 
      
 
    His footsteps were heavy, but his gentle touch, once his hand found my back, was a contrast I didn’t expect. I moaned right then and there, and it was his name that I moaned. I couldn’t see anything. His presence and his touch were heightened because of that. 
 
      
 
    His hand slid down to my butt, but he stopped. Then, it slid up and waited right behind my neck. He pushed some of my hair aside and caressed the skin back there. His hand was so fucking warm and so smooth. I couldn’t resist it. 
 
      
 
    My clit was throbbing hard for him. I was getting soaked, and if I had panties on right now, they would be soaked through. 
 
      
 
    John, then, moved his hand to my breast and squeezed it. The force he used for that was just enough to make me moan his name again. I felt my knees wobbling, but didn’t lose my balance. I needed to be strong for the man of the house. 
 
      
 
    His fingers pinched my nipple, and then rubbed it a couple of times. The skin hardened. I felt my body itching and burning to have more of him, and when he hugged me from behind and pressed his monster erection against me, I almost did lose my balance. 
 
      
 
    His other hand squeezed my other breast. The force he used for that was, again, just enough to make me moan. I didn’t only moan his name this time, but for him to take me and claim me for himself. 
 
      
 
    He approached his head to mine and whispered into the back of my ear. “Not quite there.” 
 
      
 
    John was an old man. He was old enough to be my real daddy. We had a very close relationship. He bought me gifts and treated me as if I was one of his. This moment was something we had been waiting for a very long time, and it was happening now, finally. 
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter 2 
 
   His hand then moved down to my belly, and it stayed there, just shifting and feeling me. His raging erection continued to press against my butt. He wore his pants and underwear, but those things did almost nothing to protect me from him. 
 
      
 
    He began to rub his monster cock against my skin, against my ass, and I felt I was about to cum right here and now. I didn’t think it would come to such a thing. I didn’t think I would climax before the right time, but the thought of him being here with me, just teasing me, was making me think I wouldn’t be able to control myself. 
 
      
 
    His game was a simple one. He said he didn’t want me to do anything. He wanted to be the one doing everything, teasing me and touching me, and if I managed to contain myself, he and I would have a night we would never forget. 
 
      
 
    I waited and waited, and then his hand finally found my clit. My rosebud was throbbing so fucking hard for him. When his finger touched it, made contact with it, it was like fireworks exploded inside my mind. 
 
      
 
    But I didn’t cum - not yet. Not fucking yet. We still had so much to do here. 
 
      
 
    His finger only slightly slid back and forth on my clit. His teasing was maddening. He was doing it so slowly, and it was taking him so much time to get to the best part of this. He was an old school kind of man. He would have it his way, or no way at all. 
 
      
 
    It wasn’t long until I was right there, right on the verge of cumming, but I held the urge back. I didn’t want to disappoint the man of the house. 
 
      
 
    His hot breath continued to tame me, to melt my body before him. His rubbing erection was where it had always been. My buttcheeks had long parted for his entry. I was just waiting for it to happen. 
 
      
 
    Ah, fuck, for how long was this going to last? He was killing me on the inside. 
 
      
 
    And he rubbed my rosebud for what appeared to have been hours. I was lost in a confusion of thoughts, emotions and all kinds of things I had no control over. I knew he had already made me his when he declared what he wanted to do with me, but right now, I was nothing more than a husk of my former self. 
 
      
 
    In that short amount of time we spent doing that, all the teasing and everything that came with it, he turned me into his doll. I should be angry we were doing something so wrong and I was enjoying it, but I wasn’t. This all felt so fucking right. 
 
      
 
    And I felt my orgasm coming, building up, growing, and then… it exploded, and my whole body shook out of a pure desire for this forbidden older man who shouldn’t be touching me like this. He held me tight to him, and thanks to that, I didn’t fall over. For a couple of seconds, I had some moments to breathe and recollect myself. 
 
      
 
    But just when I thought it was over and I wouldn’t be able to have the unforgettable moment I was desiring this whole time, he whispered into my ear, “Not all is lost.” That was when I knew he was a kind man after all. 
 
      
 
    I thought John was a brute. When I was much younger, he beat me up so fucking many times. I was a brat. I didn’t do everything he demanded of me. When I needed to go out with my friends, I disobeyed him. He hated that about me. In a way, what he was doing now, it was him finally making me do what he wished of me and taming me in the process. 
 
      
 
    His fingers found my folds and I thought we were about to start it all over, but there was a certain determination in the way he was working me now. I couldn’t control him. His actions spoke for themselves. We were about to do it the wrong way, where people could see us if we got unlucky, and there was nothing I could do about that. 
 
      
 
    He picked me up and carried me. We were going to get dressed and head somewhere else to finish this, and we might shock the people who knew us... 
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter 3 
 
   Iunbuttoned his shirt, slowly unhooking the button. I tugged down his jeans and slid my fingers in his boxers. I wanted to feel his skin. I wanted to taste him. I wanted to get a feel for what he felt like inside me. 
 
      
 
    His erection sprang free, and I cupped it. It was hard and hot and ready for me. I lowered myself to kiss it and felt him press against my lips. My eyes popped open as I reached out to touch it. I wasn't ready yet. 
 
      
 
    I slid my hands along the thick length and up over the thick, hard shaft. my thumb found his balls, and I squeezed them, loving the feel of them so hard. He was so incredibly hard, and I stroked him, feeling the veins flex beneath my fingers. 
 
      
 
    He groaned in my ear and pulled me onto his lap. He began stroking himself, pushing my shirt up, letting his fingers stroke me through my bra, and my nipples hardened under his touch. 
 
      
 
    His fingers caressed my ribs, and I arched my back as he slid one hand up and down between my legs, teasing me with his fingers and my panties. he ran his fingers over my clit, and I pushed against his hand, wanting to feel him in my body again. 
 
      
 
    He gave a harsh laugh at my pleading cry, and his fingers continued to dance across my skin, pushing me higher and higher. I moaned at the sensations I felt, and his fingers stroked harder and faster. 
 
      
 
    He pulled my shirt up and over my head, exposing my stomach, and then he ran his fingers across my belly button and circled my nipple, making my stomach tighten. I reached down and grabbed his hands, pulling them away from my skin. 
 
      
 
    I gasped when he suddenly pulled one of my nipples into his mouth, sucking hard and flicking his tongue across it. I moaned in pleasure and pain as my body screamed out to his touch. He released my nipple and sucked my other one into his mouth, and then pulled my breast toward him again, sucking it with his teeth as I rubbed myself against him. 
 
      
 
    I screamed out as he squeezed my breast and continued sucking it. I could feel my body beginning to shake and I bit my lip, ready to orgasm again. His fingers were now tracing down my stomach and stopping at my sex. 
 
      
 
    I looked down at his face and saw lust in his eyes and I felt myself go wet as I watched his fingers slide back and forth across my wetness. I felt a surge of excitement when his fingers slipped into my panties and he pulled my underwear off of me, then slid his fingers into my folds, stretching me in all the right places. 
 
      
 
    I gasped when his fingers entered me and I bucked my hips against his hand as his fingers moved in and out of me. My orgasm felt intense and I moaned as I felt myself beginning to come apart. 
 
      
 
    I wrapped my arms around his neck and he pulled out of me. I watched in shock as he left me wanting so much more of him, and I realized that he was still hard. 
 
      
 
    I put his cock inside my mouth, and then started sucking hard, like he was begging me to take more. I loved him so much, and I wanted to make love to him forever. My eyes rolled back in my head as I started to lose it. 
 
      
 
    My body trembled as I sucked him inside my mouth, and I wasn't even aware of my body going limp. His fingers stroked my hair and his breath was in my ear when he spoke, and I felt him harden again inside me. 
 
      
 
    "I love you, Katie," he said, his voice heavy. I pulled back and looked at him, the tears falling down my face. 
 
      
 
    I was so happy to see him. I was so happy that he was mine. I stood up in a flash and held his face in my hands and kissed him, feeling the soft, wet kisses I could feel on his lips. He opened his eyes and looked at me with a tender look on his face, but his eyes were filled with worry for what all of this might mean for our lives. 
 
      
 
    I got on my knees and reached for his cock and began stroking him slowly, sliding my hand down and around him, feeling the tip in my mouth and licking up the base, slowly. I loved how it felt in my mouth, the taste of him, the texture of his skin, the feeling of his hard length sliding against my tongue, filling my mouth. 
 
      
 
    I couldn't stop stroking him, wanting to feel his body tense up as I stroked him in and out. He reached down and pulled my hair back so he could see me completely, his eyes intense and dark. 
 
      
 
    I grabbed him and slid him into my mouth slowly, not letting him go completely inside me. He groaned in pleasure as I sucked him hard and licked him all the way down to the base, then pulled out and moved forward again. 
 
      
 
    His hips moved against mine and I licked up the base and then back up to the tip. I took him deep inside me and moaned as he rubbed up against me, sliding in and out of my mouth with every movement. His breathing was heavy and his hand on my head was strong as I continued to lap at his shaft, enjoying the sensation of his body pulsing in and out of my mouth. 
 
      
 
    I opened my legs and he climbed between them. He bent forward, stuck his tongue out and licked my core. I gasped, his wet tongue slipping inside me and filling my channel. I moaned, my hips moving as I gave myself fully him, my thighs and the back of my legs flexing and shaking. 
 
      
 
    He kept lapping, and it was the sweetest torture, my mind turning to mush, my body moving in a dance that was so perfect it was almost painful. I felt the pressure on my clit, the pressure building. I was about to orgasm when he stopped. 
 
      
 
    I was gasping in the air as I felt myself come apart, his tongue still in me, and my body shivering uncontrollably. I could hear him breathing heavily, and I knew that he was close too. I felt his fingers running through my hair. I looked up at him, unable to believe that we had made love on the floor of the library in front of the windows, and his mouth was on my face, his hands on my breasts. 
 
      
 
    He buried his head between my legs, and I felt his tongue lapping at me hungrily, his teeth nipping my clit, and I was still shaking from the intense orgasm that was racking my body. I was completely spent, and he let out a soft moan. 
 
      
 
    He then gripped my thighs and pushed his cock into my cunt, burying his cockhead between my legs. it was too much; I knew it was too much. I screamed as he drove himself into me and my legs clamped around him as he plunged inside me with the force of a freight train. 
 
      
 
    His pace was fierce and quick and I couldn't have stopped it had I tried. The force of his thrusts seemed to take me over, and I wrapped my arms around him, my knees shaking with the force of it, and cried out over and over again as he pumped into me. 
 
      
 
    I felt him stiffen against me. I could hear his heart beating in his chest and it made me feel like I was drowning in him. He was going to kill me. I heard him moan my name, and his hands tightened on my waist as he shuddered. 
 
      
 
    "Fuck, Katie, you are a beast " he rasped into my ear, and I came in a hot gush of him, my body shaking with aftershocks. 
 
      
 
    His thrusts continued, pounding into me until I couldn’t feel my body anymore. I tried to catch my breath and struggled to calm down after he got his first complete taste of me. 
 
      
 
    One more pump and his eruption happened, and the force of his release pushed me over the edge again, my cry of release echoing in the stillness. I was still shaking from the aftershocks, my eyes closed against the warmth of his dominance, when he let out a hoarse groan and pulled out of me, still panting and sweaty, his fingers tangling in my hair. 
 
      
 
    Maybe it wasn’t enough, but we made many plans for the coming months. We would marry and there would be nothing anyone could do about that. He was the man of the house, the older one, the guy who I should never touch, and I was so fucking glad I crossed every line possible for him... 
 
      
 
    The End. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Palming his Inches 
 
    Chapter 1 
 
   We were laying down on our beach beds by the swimming pool. The sun was hot, but I would rather be here than in college. People walked by us without paying attention to us. Other than their conversations and the sound of them walking, the place was silent. 
 
      
 
    And I felt rather different today, as if something interesting and groundbreaking was going to happen any moment now. I knew better than to keep my hopes up for something I didn’t even know if it had a chance of happening, and so I breathed out loudly, catching his attention. 
 
      
 
    His name was John, and he and I had a long history together. He and I didn’t live together, but I knew the kind of man he was. He was married and his wife was beautiful, as she should be. No wife of his was ever going to be an ugly one that didn’t deserve to walk on this planet. 
 
      
 
    “Is something the matter, sweetheart?” He asked, making me feel even more like breathing loudly once again just to make him talk to me like that. 
 
      
 
    He worried about me in ways he shouldn’t. Our bonds, our history, and our friends didn’t permit us to have the kind of thoughts for one another I was having right now. He was out of my reach, but then again, we were a woman and a man. We were over 18 as well. Would it be too bad? 
 
      
 
    The fact was that it would be, but I couldn’t deny that his body kept on driving me crazy for him. His biceps, his abs, and his legs. I could see them all right now. I was wearing sunglasses. They were dark and thus, he couldn’t see where my eyes were pointing at right now. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I’m alright. I was just thinking,” I responded after waiting a bit longer than I should. 
 
      
 
    “If something is worrying you, you know I’m here for you,” he said, his eyes looking for mine, and I couldn’t help but hate that people would want to kill us if we ever did it. I couldn’t have sex with him, and yet, that was all my body was asking for right now. 
 
      
 
    “I know,” and that ended the conversation right then and there. I wanted some time alone with my thoughts, and time passed as I admired his body even more. 
 
      
 
    We had spread some sunscreen on our bodies, and were sunbathing to pass the time and get some color on our skins. God knew I was too pale and needed this. Likewise, he needed to get some tan and look even more stunning than his normal self. 
 
      
 
    He was such a striking man, and he had the personality to back it up. The way he walked, talked and carried himself ever very reminiscent of men I only saw in movies before. I wanted someone like him in my life to make me feel protected. 
 
      
 
    As a woman without much to fill my life, to make it complete, I was looking for the right man. I looked and looked some more, but never found one that could hold a candle to him. He knew me when I was very young and we developed a friendship that was quickly developing to something much more intimate. 
 
      
 
    People began to leave the swimming pool area and the sky changed to something with darker colors, and everything around us grew more silent. I was kind of bored, and the sun wasn’t as hot anymore. 
 
      
 
    My hand just began to kind of wander, and I lost sense of where I was. I knew I needed to take my sunglasses off right now and get up to leave, but I was so bored and I needed some sex relief. 
 
      
 
    My hand wandered some more and I found my breast. I played with it and then let my hand do whatever it wished. I kind of couldn’t control it anymore, or maybe that was just my way of telling myself I wasn’t being responsible right now. 
 
      
 
    I found a very hairy leg. I found its muscles, and couldn’t help but palm them and feel them some more. Gosh, that was such an arousing leg. I began to move up on it, and the more I felt it, the more I wished that was the leg of a boyfriend I didn’t have. 
 
      
 
    I reached all the way to his groin region, and found the bulge of the man. Oh Gosh, was it massive and frightening! And yet, I didn’t stop, I didn’t hold back. I continued to make my way upward to feel something I shouldn’t be feeling in a public space like this swimming pool. 
 
      
 
    I felt his cock. It was hard as a rock, and I palmed it. He wore nothing more than a pair of very thin shorts, and his dick was so veiny too. I could feel it with my fingers and the palm of my hand. He was hard because he wanted to do it with me. 
 
      
 
    I reached the waistband of his pair of shorts and I was going to do it. I was going to lower it and have my way with his man tool, but then he kind of squirmed and got off the… beach bed he was laying down on this whole time! 
 
      
 
    And I got off my beach bed in the same instant, my palms growing sweaty and my heart racing all of sudden. My eyes shot so wide I thought I would never be able to blink again. John looked at me with scared eyes. 
 
      
 
    But there was something else in them - arousal - and I couldn’t quite admit to myself that he enjoyed and allowed me to commit that mistake while he was very well aware of it. 
 
    
We were both breathing hard when he said it, “I think we should go and… and… forget about what just happened, okay?” 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t help but remain silent, but I also knew that was only the first step we took to something neither of us would be able to control. 
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter 2 
 
   And so, it happened. Quarantine happened. We were locked inside our apartment room, and tension was growing between us. It wasn’t tension of the violent type, but the sexual one. We were having more and more moments where his eyes caught mine, and where he had glimpses of me naked when he shouldn’t. 
 
      
 
    Thanks to the quarantine, his wife couldn’t be here with us. He and I talked over their phones, of course, but that didn’t end his sexual appetite. He needed someone in flesh and blood with him, and the only woman he could have in-person was me. 
 
      
 
    But I was forbidden. I was out of reach and he still felt ashamed because of that time he allowed me to feel his leg and his bulge while we were lying down on our beach beds by the swimming pool. He still didn’t forgive himself for that. 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t be certain about this, but I thought he was thinking it was normal for a woman like me to have a crush on him. I was young and never had sex. I was exploring my options and he knew all those things about me. 
 
      
 
    It didn’t help things he wore no shirt for a very long portion of the life we had together. Hot months were when he didn’t even put on a pair of shorts. It was common for him to walk around our apartment room with only his underwear on. 
 
      
 
    I had more than enough mental images to finger myself to oblivion, like I was right now, the tempting sound filling the room. I wasn’t worried he would hear anything, considering that he was sitting on the couch as he drank from his beer can and watched whatever the TV still had that wasn’t old shows being played over and over again. 
 
      
 
    I imagined him - and I shouldn’t be doing this - burying his cock hilt deep inside my dripping wet pussy, and asking me to fuck him back as he delivered passionate kisses all over my body. Could that thing ever happen? I didn’t know, but I would be lying to myself if I said the thought alone wasn’t working to make me reach my desired orgasm. 
 
      
 
    I had been fingering myself for no more than a couple of seconds - maybe around a minute or so at this point. I felt my internal fire burning so hot, and then my body shook and rocked when my climax wave took hold of me. 
 
      
 
    I moaned so loud I was sure he heard it. And to be honest with myself, I hoped he heard it all and would come here to satisfy a woman in need. Wife or not, forbidden or not, I was a woman and quarantine had been, so far, been very rough on me. 
 
      
 
    Maybe I was dreaming all of this, because, at this point, my mind was a mess and everything looked blurry, but the door opened and in stepped him. John, the older man I shouldn’t touch and have wrong thoughts about because people wouldn’t accept us doing what I was thinking of doing with him. 
 
      
 
    But he didn’t have his pants on, and his hand was stroking his semi as he stood right before the open door. Oh gosh, was this really happening or was I only imagining things? He walked over to me as his hand continued to stroke his big manhood over and over again. 
 
      
 
    His eyes locked with mine. I also didn’t have anything to cover my legs. I was bare from my belly button down, and all of this was so weird and right at the same time. That accident by the swimming pool was only the catalyst for what was happening at this very moment. 
 
      
 
    Maybe he wasn’t watching TV the whole time and was behind the door, stroking himself as he heard me masturbate. My long and loud moan was the catalyst he needed to make the right choice and come to me. 
 
      
 
    His eyes were also burning with a fire I couldn’t only attribute to his sexual appetite. His dick was so hard now and he kept on stroking to make it even harder. No wonder his wife loved him so much. His cock was gargantuan in its design, and he wasn’t afraid to fuck me now - not anymore. 
 
    
Without speaking, we all made a choice. I just had my orgasm, but I was sure I could do it again. I could make this step, forbidden older man so happy he would never need his wife anymore. 
 
      
 
    I was his brat and he took care of me so that, one day, we would be like this, seconds from doing the unimaginable and creating a wave of consequences we could never predict. Everything was going to change, and I didn’t know if the benefits would outweigh all the bad consequences. 
 
      
 
    He got himself on top of me in an instant, his hand studying and exploring my body as if he was going to lose me any moment now. I couldn't help but moan and keep on saying, “Don’t stop and don’t think about this. Let your primal instincts dominate you now. I’ve been dripping wet for you this whole time.” 
 
      
 
    Truth was, without the forced quarantine, we wouldn’t be having this moment. As his body began to grind against mine, I grew more and more certain about that. Who would have thought all we needed was to spend two weeks together without having sex? 
 
      
 
    And since I never had sex before, he was going to teach me and treat me alright. It was going to be rough and somewhat painful, but I knew it would all be worth it in the end. 
 
      
 
    Just when I was going to moan his name and ask him to fuck me rough, he murmured to my ear, “Don’t scream too much.” 
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter 3 
 
   His mouth was all over me in an instant, delivering the passionate kisses I had dreamed about. He kissed my lips, my ear lobe, my breasts, and my nipples as if they were all his. My body squirmed under his as not only I felt his immense presence, but also his cock and how it kept on threatening to impale me. 
 
      
 
    His head moved down, his lips brushing against my skin, and he began to suck on my nipple. I felt it hardening under the decisive touch of his tongue. He kept on touching it and sucking it as if it was a bottle with milk inside it. 
 
      
 
    He moved on to my other nipple, his body continuing to emit more and more heat. His tongue served and worked my nipple as his lips applied pressure around it. The sensation was overwhelming, and I felt my orgasm building up. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck, princess. You are so hot right now,” he murmured as his lips finally allowed me some rare moment to breathe. 
 
      
 
    It was nothing more than a second. He soon moved down to my belly, his lips brushing against my skin even more. I could feel his dick brushing against my pussy from time to time, colliding against it as his balls moved like two bells hanging from loose ropes. 
 
      
 
    John stuck his tongue out and started to lick my belly, making me squirm and close my eyes to face the ocean of sensations he was making me feel. I felt hopeless and so exposed under him I didn’t even know when he took off his clothes and also my shirt and bra. Everything was happening so fast. 
 
      
 
    He brought his head up and said, his tone now louder than before, “Don’t breathe too much, or else you are going to miss the best part of this.” 
 
      
 
    And I wished I could tell him there was no way I would breathe to the point of letting that happen, but I was so lost in my confusion of thoughts and feelings I felt even more hopeless than before. 
 
      
 
    I gripped his cock in the rare moment of lucidity I had, feeling not only his skin and his gargantuan geometry, but also his veins and how blood was being pumped over and over again through them. If I thought he was emitting a lot of heat this whole time, his dick was like a volcano about to erupt in the coming minutes. 
 
      
 
    I stroked him, making him moan and stop his assault on me for a couple of seconds. He loved my tiny hand around his member. I was stupefied by his size. His girth was so thick I couldn’t wrap my fingers fully around him. My pussy wouldn’t stand a chance against someone his size. 
 
      
 
    I withdrew my hand and he moved his head down, bending his body so that he was no more than an inch from my pussy. “Fuck, Aveline. You are dripping wet for me. We shouldn’t be doing this, but fuck it. I want this.” 
 
      
 
    He stuck his tongue out once again, and I felt shivers down my spine. We were so close from doing the unimaginable, and he would soon bury his dick so deep in me that once he pulled out, I would feel like I missed a limb. 
 
      
 
    He began to lick and tease my folds with his hot tongue, making it known to me how much he cared for me. He was caring and passionate at the same time, and he wasn’t wasting a single second with this. He was taking advantage of every moment he had to make love with me, and he was willing to make me orgasm on his face. 
 
      
 
    And I was reaching such a moment. I could feel my orgasm coming and coming. But it was soon contained when he moved his head away a bit and then gripped my thighs, his thumbs burying deep into my skin. 
 
      
 
    “Tell me you want this,” he said, his voice low and throaty. 
 
      
 
    “I want everything and all of you,” I said, trying to breathe even though doing so was hurting my lungs. 
 
      
 
    His eyes locked with mine once again, and I could feel the arousal in them once more. He wanted this more than anything in his life, and he wasn’t going to let his marriage get in his way. 
 
      
 
    I felt his dick coming inside me, one inch at a time, and he controlled his movement as he impaled me. He stretched my pussy so wide I opened my mouth wide and felt as if I was going to die once he was done with me. 
 
      
 
    Fuck, he was just so thick that not even his careful impaling of me was doing much to make me feel less pain. The pain was immense and it was taking over my whole body. I felt his inches coming more and more inside me, and I had to widen the gap between my legs even more because I needed to do something to feel like I could allow this to go on without thinking I would never be able to walk again in my life. 
 
      
 
    Once he was hilt deep in me, he said, “Don’t come too fast for me, pumpkin.” All I could do was to hope my body would be able to contain my growing orgasm. 
 
      
 
    But as soon as he started thrusting into me, ending my virginity once and for all, my body just gave up and I became his rag doll. I almost lost my senses right then and there. He thrust and pounded into me with force, now that he realized there was no point anymore being careful with me so that I would last. 
 
      
 
    But the most astounding thing was that I cummed again as my pussy squeezed his dick, milking it. He let out a primal and primitive growl as his dick pulsed inside me, his cum coming out in long ropes that almost seemed as if he was burning me with them. 
 
      
 
    John eventually pulled out of me, and his chest was panting. He spooned me as he and I fell asleep, and then the next day, we made promises to each other nobody should ever know about. 
 
      
 
    The End. 
 
      
 
    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… 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    More Like This 
 
    Every Inch She Can Take MEGA Bundle: 16 Filthy Stories of Man of the House, Brats, Hucows, Backdoors and MANY MORE 
 
      
 
    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… 
 
      
 
    And even more: 
 
      
 
    Tight Squeeze: Petite for Big Alpha Men of the House 
 
    Ganged, Used and Shared Bundle: 4 Ruthless Tight Backdoor Sharing Stories 
 
    Filling Her Rear: Aggressive BBW Backdoor Domination 
 
    Filling Her Rear: Aggressive Brat Sharing on New Year's Eve 
 
    Fed from Behind: Tight Squeeze in front of the Christmas Tree 
 
    Fed from Behind: Taken by Multiple Men on Christmas Day 
 
    Fed from Behind: Tight Squeeze by Multiple Men 
 
    The Throat Wrecker: Punished by the Man of the House 
 
    Fed from Behind: Rear Entrance Devoured by Multiple Men 
 
    Cheating Hands: An Unfaithful Massage Bundle 
 
    Giving Them Her Rear: The Man of the House Shares His Brat the Hard Way at the Gym 
 
    Giving Them Her Rear: Creamy for the Man of the House and his Hunk Friends 
 
    Bend Me: 4 FILTHY Bedtime Stories Bundle 
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