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    Teaser 
 
    “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…” 
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    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    An Accident 
 
      
 
   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 
 
      
 
    Even More Bored 
 
      
 
   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 
 
      
 
    Don’t Hesitate 
 
      
 
   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. 
 
      
 
    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… 
 
  
 
  
   
    Ganged, Used and Shared Bundle: 4 Ruthless Tight Backdoor Sharing Stories 
 
      
 
    http://mybook.to/ganged_so_much 
 
      
 
    An extreme backdoor sharing bundle that you don’t want to miss. Rear entrance exploration, innocent and petite bimbos, first-time brats, and hardcore man of the house - this collection has all of these things, and so much more! Click on the book and read the first chapter or two; it’s completely free. 
 
      
 
    Don’t also miss the synopses for the included stories: 
 
      
 
    Giving Them Her Rear 1 
 
      
 
    If people were to learn that naughty Lynda let five men gang her from behind, her reputation would be demolished... 
 
      
 
    Giving Them Her Rear 2 
 
      
 
    Chris was never the kind of man who wanted a quick taste of a woman. He needed to have it all, again and again, and if any man were to stand in his way, then God help him. In any case, he didn’t have much to worry about that: not many men would dare to stand up against a man as large and dominant as him anyway. 
 
      
 
    Birdie was virgin, barely-legal, and also completely unprepared for what was about to come her way. She found herself being taken by the Alpha’s dirty wishes for her, and there was no stopping him once things began to heat up. 
 
      
 
    Giving Them Her Rear 3 
 
      
 
    Camelia has had wild, forbidden feelings for Don, the Man of the House. She has one plan that she is willing to put into practice, but she will only do so if she can convince Don to invite his hunk friends as well. It’s gonna be tough and rough for her rear end, but she willing to do everything to make Don cross that taboo line. 
 
      
 
    Giving Them Her Rear 4 
 
      
 
    Melanie had always had thoughts for Mike that she should not have. Things didn't become better when he invited her to the gym that he likes to go to. Her bodies will touch, and she wonders if she will be able to resist him this time. He is forbidden, but when feelings talk louder than her rational mind, she will do things that she, in other circumstances, would not. 
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