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    Teaser 
 
    “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…” 
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    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    Holding Back 
 
      
 
   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 
 
      
 
    Loosening Up 
 
      
 
   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 
 
      
 
    Breaking the Last Barrier 
 
      
 
   I unbuttoned 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. 
 
      
 
    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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