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    Teaser 
 
    “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…” 
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    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    Jealousy 
 
      
 
   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 
 
      
 
    My First Time 
 
      
 
   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 
 
      
 
    Hardcore Backdoor Stuffing 
 
      
 
   I barely 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... 
 
      
 
    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 
 
      
 
    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… 
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