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    Teaser 
 
    “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…” 
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    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    His Invitation 
 
      
 
   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 
 
      
 
    Only the Beginning 
 
      
 
   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 
 
      
 
    Fireworks 
 
      
 
   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... 
 
    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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