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    Teaser 
 
    “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.” 
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    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    Mateo 
 
      
 
   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 
 
      
 
    Risky Invitation 
 
      
 
   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 
 
      
 
    Winner 
 
      
 
   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. 
 
  
 
  
   
    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… 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Similar Stories 
 
      
 
    His Harem: The Initiation 
 
      
 
    http://mybook.to/his_harem 
 
      
 
    When Julia accepted a job offer in the president’s house, she thought she knew what she was getting into. It doesn’t take her long to realize that the president’s harem is much more demanding and dirty than she initially assessed. She will have to face a couple of trials and compete against other vulgar ladies for his attention, but if she manages to achieve a sounding victory, she will have his full attention in his bed for one night… 
 
      
 
    “His Harem: The Initiation” is a short story of sharing, mischief, itchy woman parts and one young lady about to find out what it takes to get the attention of her Master. 
 
  
 
  
   
    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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