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1. 

I am almost done breast-feeding when my cell phone starts vibrating on the table. As is often the case when I have just nursed, I feel lightheaded and don’t even look at the caller ID. I assume it has to be my husband. 

“Hey John, I miss you, I just fed the baby,” I say placing Brian back in the crib. The voice on the other end chills me to the very core. Suddenly my legs almost give out and I have to take a seat. 

"I couldn't stop thinking of you, putita." 

I don't know what to say and so I nod meekly. 

“I can’t stop thinking of you too…"  Did I just say that? Oh my God! 

Then it occurs to me: "How did you get my number?" He is silent for a few moments. 

“I had to pull some strings, but it wasn’t too difficult. What are you doing tonight?” Now it is my turn to be silent. 

"Why?" 

"Because I want to know.” The quiet way he says it sounds more menacing to me than any amount of yelling. Something about his voice makes my insides turn to mush. I cannot explain what is it about him that attracts me so much. 

Is it the shadow of violence that seems to always hang over him, or the fact that he is so very alien to the life my husband and I have? I just don’t know and that uncertainty makes me doubt everything, even myself. 

“It is just me and the baby tonight. My husband is away on a trip for work.” 

Hearing myself I can’t believe it! It is as if somebody else has taken possession of my body making me say things that I know will come back to haunt me in the end. 

“I noticed that your front door can be unlocked with a code. Give that code to me.” 

I almost drop the phone. The brazenness of the man’s request takes my breath away. It is true that I had spent many hours since yesterday reminiscing of our encounter. But under no circumstances had I contemplated the idea of actually inviting this man over to visit me at home. His request is so

unexpected that I don’t know what to say. As silence fills the line, I can hear the man laugh softly. 

“I have to admit your innocence is charming, putita. But I don’t really have time for that. Not right now. If you don’t give me the code, I will break down the door tonight and let myself in. Then, when your husband returns, you will have to explain exactly what happened. I bet you still haven’t told him about what you did in the truck yesterday?” His voice is dripping with taunting sarcasm. 

“Please, I don’t even know your name…” 

“I told you to call me Master.” 

“Please, M-master, please let me be. I’m not going to say anything if you don’t. Just, please forget about me, forget that we met.” I hear the desperate strain in my own voice. 

“I’m sorry, sweet putita, but I cannot do that. See, hardly a waking minute goes by without my cock twitching with memories of your tight throat wrapped around it. You make my balls hurt. It is only fair that you take care of them now. Say nothing of José who has talked my ears off about your little pussy and how he wants to claim it again. Not that I will give him that opportunity for a long time yet. But anyway, I’m getting way ahead of myself here, and like I said, I don’t have very much time. Quit playing hard to get. 

You may not know it yet, but I already own you. And more importantly, deep down, you like it that way. After all, you want me to come over tonight. You told me as much just now when you said that John is on a trip.” 

Oh my God! How does he know my husband’s name? I never told him. What if these men are part of some sort of organized crime?  Oh dear God! 

“Okay, putita, if that’s the way you want it, here it goes… I will count to three, and then I will hang up. You will regret it deeply, I promise you, if that happens. One –” 

I whimper weakly and then I breathlessly rattle out the digits to our front door’s lock. Just then I hear the baby wake up in the room next to mine. 

Brian starts bawling with little baby cries of disappointment. My voice must have woken him up. He’s far from done with his full afternoon nap. 

“That’s my Good Girl.” Even though his words are almost mocking me, I

sense a budding wisp of excitement warm my racing heart. With my rational mind I know that this man’s opinion should have no influence on the way I feel. And yet his brief words of praise make me happy. For the millionth time since I met him, I wonder what kind of spell has he cast over me? 

“Before I go, you mentioned that you guys have a nanny that helps you out with the baby and housework. Tonight you will tell Maria that she can take the night off. Tell her to not come back until Monday morning. If she asks, think of something plausible that she will believe. I suspect you already guess that I can be a very dangerous man indeed. You don’t want to make me angry.” 

If I hadn’t been sitting already, I would have positively fainted. He not only knows our nanny’s name, but is also obviously well aware that John is not due back until after the weekend. He was just testing me when he asked earlier. A cold shard of panic blooms in my very center and I start whimpering with desperation. I know he can hear me. 

“Now, now, there is no need for that,” his voice is again genuinely concerned and almost supportive. 

“Please, M-master, please, don’t hurt my baby…” 

“Shush, little putita. Nobody’s going to harm anybody. If you do exactly what I say, I promise you nothing bad will happen to you, or your family. In fact,” I feel hesitation lace his words for a short moment. “I don’t want to get ahead of myself here, but if everything goes as planned, you will come out not only perhaps wiser on the other end, but also richer. But don’t worry about that now. Just do as I tell you and you will be fine. Okay?” 

I really have no idea why I should believe a word this man says. But I don’t feel I have a choice. 

“Okay,” I whisper breathlessly. 

“Yeah? Are you sure you mean it? I don’t want you getting cold feet and calling the police on me. That will be a very poor decision indeed for everybody. I hope you understand.” Somehow I appreciate that he is upfront with me like that. It is almost as if I’m reluctantly entering some sort of a pact with him. If I do whatever he wants from me, perhaps he will stick to his word. 

“I understand.” Then I remember to add the word that still sounds so strange on my lips, “Master.” 

“Good Girl. I think we will get along just fine, you and I. Put the baby to bed early tonight and have a light dinner but drink a lot of water. It is important that you are well hydrated. You will be having a very long night ahead. 

Okay?” 

I suppress one last whimper of resignation. I know that there is no point pleading and so I just gulp down my worries. “Yes, I understand. I will be waiting.” 

“Good girl. Cya soon, putita.” 

2. 

I feel my breasts sway beneath the sheer nightie I’m wearing as he wordlessly takes me by the hand and leads me up the flight of stairs to my bedroom. 

Even though I can see him carefully scanning this way and that, finding his bearings in the house, he is so self-assured that it almost feels as if I am the one visiting his place rather than the opposite. Finally, we enter the master bedroom with the massive king-size bed looming front and center, almost blinding me with the inevitability it implies. He turns me to face him. 

"You have been a very naughty girl," he says matter-of-factly. “But you already knew that.” He walks over to my husband's desk and seats himself in his chair. I know better than to move from where he has positioned me standing alone in the middle of the room. I visibly shiver as he relaxes back in the chair. 

"You know why I'm here. Don't you?" I look at him numbly and then look down at my toes which curl against the plush Persian carpet. "I asked you a question, puta! You shall not ignore me!" 

He growls and shoots out of the chair. The next thing I know he has smacked me across the left cheek and then backhanded me again across the right. I yelp and yet I somehow manage to stay on my feet. Somewhere deep inside I know he is just putting me through the motions of molding me into a good little docile submissive. More than a foot taller than me, he's so strong that if he chose to unleash his full force, one blow would certainly be enough to knock me to the floor. He’s holding himself back delivering the equivalent of little more than childish taps to my face. 

"Apologize and answer the question," he says towering tall above where I stand holding my burning cheeks. 

"I-I'm sorry, M-master." I whimper. "Yes I am a bad girl and I know why you are here tonight." 

"Good. So now let us continue." 

I chew on my bottom lip realizing that the two smacks I just received have broken what little resistance I might have been harboring. I watch him walk back to his chair, his lips drawing up in a snarl and I feel myself go white. 

This time before resuming his seat, he slowly but methodically begins taking off his clothes. He has his back to me and I watch transfixed his chiseled muscles ripple as he peels off his shirt. 

"You never told me your name, Jamie," he says and turns around to face me with his intense unsmiling eyes. "It is only proper that I know your name. My name is Rodrigo. After all we will be spending quite a lot of really intimate time together." He says those last words plain and easy, as if he's telling me about something he saw on the way to work today. "Don't you think it is appropriate that you properly introduce yourself and tell me your age.?" 

I nod quickly. I’m afraid of what he might do to me if I don't respond promptly to his satisfaction. I am well past wondering how it is that he knows my name and so much about me already. 

"My-my name is Jamie Smith," I stammer senselessly. "I am 19 years old." 

He slips out of his shiny black dress shoes and for the first time tonight I realize how differently he is dressed than when I first saw him partner yesterday. When he first walked in a few moments ago, I was so overwhelmed with having this strange dark dangerous man in my house that I didn't even pay attention to his clothes. But unlike yesterday when he was working the waste management truck, today he is dressed in dark slacks expensive shoes and an immaculate white cotton shirt. He looks more like some exotic affluent businessman rather than the dust-covered burly trash man from yesterday. For some reason this observation makes my anxiety increase. The longer I spend in this man's company, the more I am convinced that waste management is merely a pretense and I'm afraid to find out what his real job is. 

"What's your husband's name and where does he work?" He's not even looking at me as he slips out of his black slacks and folds them neatly on top of the small desk by his white cotton shirt there. 

"My husband's name is John, and he works as an assistant regional director at the second largest bank in the country." Rodrigo peels his socks off and I gulp dryly, my eyes riveted on his midsection as if I'm possessed by an alien spirit from some other wanton dimension. 

"Here, have a drink,” he says and pulls out a thin metal flask from the back pocket of his slacks. "I think you will need it." Without a moment’s hesitation

I take it and gulp a generous sip. Tequila! It tastes like liquid fire! It makes me choke and cough. Sweat blooms across my forehead and trickles down my cheeks. I can see him smile admiringly as he appreciates my shaking bosom as I desperately try to clear my throat. 

"One more," he orders me. "But take it easy now. No reason to rush. We have all night." I look up as I feel the palm of his hand on my forehead caressing back strings of matted hair. I take another gulp and somehow with it my life flashes before my eyes. 

I cannot even begin to comprehend why it is that I’m doing the things I'm doing for this man. I look at him grateful for his strong hand and the comfort, however transient, that it provides. It is not like John and me are poor. In fact, one might say we are fairly well off. Before I got pregnant with Brian, I was just another average stay-at-home doting young wife. Demure and smitten with my husband, I looked forward to our nights together and during the day busied myself keeping up the large house and property we own. But something about the pregnancy, perhaps the hormones it blasted through my body, dialed up what had once been a fairly average libido to unfathomable heights. 

Now I can scarcely go a couple of hours without having raunchy images of naked men and sex flit through my mind. Initially I had hoped that my sexual drive would slow down with time. But now almost four months after childbirth, it has remained unchanged. My desires are still smoldering like white hot coals in a foundry. A couple of days ago, without even thinking about it, I had walked out and actually flirted with two of our burly trash collectors. Maybe it is the shame of what I did next combined with the novelty that excite me so. But whatever the cause, as I look into Rodrigo’s dark eyes as he looks down on me, I know I will not only do everything he tells me to, but I will enjoy it as well. 

"Good girl," he says walking back to his chair. I can tell he’s well aware of my riveted stare on his well-rounded tight buttocks and loins as he takes a comfortable seat and crosses his legs twirling his toes. My mouth waters inexplicably and I swallow wetting my dry parched throat. 

“So tell me, Jamie, why did you marry so young?" He caps the flask of bourbon and places it back in his slacks. It occurs to me that he never took a sip himself. 

"I-I don't know – John and I met in high school," I explain. "We hit it off right away. At first we were simply best friends, buddies in everything we did. Our families knew each other well and so we spent not only school together but most of the weekends too. Then with time our friendship grew into something more," conscious of his deep dark knowing eyes on mine I blush and look down. "We became a couple in ninth grade and everybody kind of assumed it would be forever," I-I shrug. 

"I see. Have you been with any other man, other than John?" I don't know why I’m not offended by the intimate nature of Rodrigo’s question. 

"No," I shake my head. "I have only been with him." 

"So you have never had any other boyfriend? Remember, it is okay to tell me. 

I know how to keep secrets," the semi-naked hulk of a man in my bedroom says. 

"No, John is the only man I have ever dated." 

"I understand," Rodrigo simply says. “Are you tired? Your knees are shaking." 

I realize he's right. If he hadn't said it, I wouldn't have noticed. 

"I-I don't know… I'm not tired, but my legs feel weak," I say in a small voice. 

Something about Rodrigo's presence is not unlike being with a priest, but in a dark deeply sinful way. Like a priest, his voice and attitude seem to naturally make me share everything that's on my mind. I feel like a little girl being interviewed by her father. 

“Why don't you take a place on the floor. The rug is soft. You will be more comfortable like that." I nod at his suggestion and sink down to sit as directed. I blush deeply when I see him with my peripheral vision look at how my nightie rides up my thighs as I try to scoot around crossing my ankles in front of me and tugging down the hem of cloth around my knees. 

"No, not like that, Jamie," he smiles a little. It is amazing how even though his lips go through the motion, his eyes stay somber and dark as if untouched by the joy that flickers across his mouth. "A woman should not be sitting like that. It is not ladylike," he says matter-of-factly as if it is the most obvious thing in the universe. “It is much more appropriate for a woman to kneel, sitting back on her heels." 

I scrunch my forehead and once again do as told assuming the position Rodrigo wants me in. I immediately feel tiny tingles of excitement course down the nape of my neck. Kneeling on the floor like that, especially in the presence of a man seated in a chair above me, is a much more submissive and feminine position, and one that is sure to give pleasure to a dominant man. I cannot help noticing that his manhood at least appreciates my obedience. His waist is on the same level as my eyes and I can see him thicken and grow behind the sparse barrier of his crisp white jocks. 

He smiles thinly. "See what I mean,” he chuckles. “Like I told you on the phone, I have a problem that only you can resolve. No, don't look away. Look at me. Yes, like that. It is perfectly natural for a man to get excited when a young beautiful woman kneels submissively for him. I can see your eyes scanning my waist, undressing me mentally in your mind. The sooner you are done answering all my questions, the sooner I will allow you to peel away my underwear and unveil your prize." 

I feel my skin burning up in shame. I try to look away, but I cannot. My entire body is drawn to him as if by an overpowering force of nature. I bite down on my lower lip in one last futile effort, hoping that the sharpness of a little pain will help me clear my mind, bring me back to reality, get my thoughts away from the naked man sitting just a couple of feet away in my own bedroom. I shouldn't be talking to him. I don't know him. He’s most probably dangerous. For all I know he might be a thief, a murderer, a member of organized crime, a…  "An amazing lover." 

I can feel myself get wet and I can tell by his look that he knows how excited he makes me feel. I can tell he likes that. He engorges even more as we continue the makeshift interview. Rodrigo tilts his head sideways as if a deep epiphany has just crossed his mind. 

"You haven’t seen another man's cock other than that of your husband?" 

"No, I haven't. I don't have any brothers. My father is a very private man." 

Rodrigo nods his head still in thought. 

"I can tell that you love sex more than most women. Everybody's different and I find this very attractive. You probably don't even realize it yourself. 

Your husband surely has no clue. In fact, I am willing to wager that you are probably mortified by your own feelings that make you feel guilt and self-

loathing. But you shouldn’t. I’m here to save you from your own warped mind. That's okay, putita, because you met me. I will break down your moral limits and set you free to be the real little sexy submissive you are." He looks at me and his eyes glint in the darkness. "I've already taken your mouth," the dark man says, "so tonight, after you suck my cock, I will take your pussy, and when I cum, you will accept every drop I give you in your belly. Do you understand?" 

I raise my misting eyes to his and nod feeling a hint of a smile playing upon my lips. 

"Tell me, my sweet little naughty Princess, are you on any sort of contraceptive?" 

"No, I’m not," I say. "John and I have not yet decided on having a second child. When I am fertile he does it… he cums out of me.” 

“How easy was it for you to conceive the first time?” 

“I-I’m not sure. But we didn’t have to go for any sort of treatment, if that’s what you’re asking. It happened naturally after… After a couple of times…” 

Rodrigo nods appreciatively. 

“Nature has made you the way you are – lustful and fecund. As well as very attractive. If I was more religious, I'd say God wants you to be pregnant as frequently as possible and it is your duty to obey." 

"But –," for the first time tonight I feel the desire to protest. Rodrigo silences me with his penetrating dark stare. 

"You don't need to worry yourself about a thing. I will father your next child. 

I have already made that decision for you and there is little you can do. Even if you think you don't want it right now, with time you will know I am right. 

As I am sure you already suspect, I don’t really work for waste management," 

for the first time tonight he laughs out loudly. "Sometimes I wish I was. I could use the predictable simplicity of a job like that. For better or worse, however, I was playing that part yesterday to gather some much-needed intelligence about your neighborhood. Anyway, it is none of your concern. 

But I will just tell you this," he leans forward and points at me with his finger, "I am a very rich and powerful man with connections all through the county and the state. Once we know for certain that you are pregnant, I will set up a trust fund in the name of your child and give you access to it. I

promise you it will be more than enough to provide for the kid’s upbringing, healthcare and education. Your husband doesn't have to know it is not his child. As you might guess you are neither the first nor will be the last woman I impregnate. I don't know how long it is before a stray bullet or fate claim me, but I intend on making the most of my life. For me personally that means fathering as many children as I can with as many different women as possible. I have the means to ensure that every single one of them is taken care of financially and in any way possible. Now enough about me, I want to ask you a few more questions." 

He leans back in his chair, his hand lazily making its way to cup and stroke the very pronounced bulge between his powerful thighs. 

“You have already told me almost all I need to know. But why did you seek me and my partner out yesterday? And don't lie to me! Don’t try to hide behind some pretense that we made you do it. It will only serve to anger me and make me punish you." 

For some reason I feel this is the one question I'd much rather not answer. I look up at Rodrigo and feel my lips tremble but in his eyes I see his unbending will against which I am utterly powerless. 

“I honestly don't know, master. It is as if something had claimed control over me and I was powerless to resist it." 

"So you expect me to believe that you came to flaunt yourself before me as a result of some inexplicable desire?" In spite of his incredulous words there is no sarcasm in his voice, but merely deep curiosity. 

I nod. "Yes, master." 

"Did you expect to be fucked?" The word he uses is so very ugly that I am mortified and look down at the floor between my knees. 

"I don't know that I had a definite outcome in mind," I explain. My voice cracks and falters. "But I was looking forward to something like that," I say in a small voice. 

"Is that the way you feel now as well?" His question makes me realize that indeed – the same roiling lust makes my belly quiver with desire for this man's body. I squirm uneasy and feel my skin blossom in goosebumps. 

"Yes, I think so.” 

"Spread your knees wider on the floor and use your hand to rub yourself there," the lewd command makes me open my mouth in outrage but yet again before I know it my body is already executing his command. 

I shuffle a little on the floor and spread my knees wide. My trembling fingertips find my engorged clit eagerly waiting behind the thin cloth of my panties. My eyes roll back as I touch myself. Soon my hips begin gyrating against my hand, rocking up and down from the floor as I grind myself in abject humiliation for this man's obvious enjoyment. Just talking to him had exposed every hidden and secret part of me and even those dirty thoughts and desires which have been left unsaid feel as good as shared and in the open before his knowing gaze. 

I can feel him studying me in the darkness of the room. Every pore of my skin yearns for his attention. I am dying for him to claim me. My whole body craves sex like a drowning person craves oxygen. I feel tears moisten my eyes, I want him so badly. I feel the crescendo of my oncoming climax begin to overwhelm me when I hear his deep decisive voice bark out an order. 

"Stop! Now!" 

“When did you last nurse the baby?” His question is so separated from the roiling ecstasy of the moment that for a long instant my mind is short-circuited and I cannot form a coherent thought. Then I realize the reason for his inquiry. I hear Brian's little chirping voice from the kid’s bedroom down the hall. That explains the tingling sensation I have in my chest. My body has learned to respond to my baby’s little indications of oncoming hunger before I even register them consciously. 

"A couple of hours ago," I finally reply. 

"And you feed him every two to four hours, correct?" I nod. “Well then go take care of him, putita.” Rodrigo instructs me. “What are you waiting for? I am not going to listen to a crying baby while I'm busy putting his sibling in his mama's belly. Now, am I?" 

I roll my eyes and shake my head at the man's callous words. How is it that he can be so crude and insensitive in one instant, and so tender and

knowledgeable in the next? Rodrigo is a man of contradictions and there is no sense arguing with him. I hurry over to the baby’s room and help Brian to my breast. He drinks thirstily, his big blue eyes roll back in his cute little head no doubt enjoying the nourishment and the touch of his mother. Little ignorant baby, so very blessed to not know about the deeply wrong and carnal thoughts guiding his mother and the dangerous man in the house right now. 

Finally, Brian is all done suckling and while he drifts back asleep, I quickly change his diaper before swaddling him comfortably in a snug little papoose and put him back in his crib. 

When I turn, I'm shocked to find Rodrigo watching me silently from the door. 

“You forgot the pacifier,” he whispers gently. He’s correct, of course. “He’ll, have nightmares if you don't give it to him,” he says and somehow in that instant I know Rodrigo could be an excellent dad. 

Finally, I carefully close the door and take Rodrigo's proffered hand as he guides me back to my bedroom. The sense of his touch is pure electricity which makes the tiny hairs at the nape of my neck stand on edge. My legs feel rubbery as I walk the distance to my bedroom. The moment we are back I immediately fall to my knees. This time however Rodrigo makes me peel off my underwear and I feel the eerie caress of the occasional wisps of air across my thighs and nether lips as I lower myself down at my master's feet. I cannot help but stare up at him captivated by the sight. 

Everything about Rodrigo is perfect – from his thick jet black hair and severe but still somehow warm brown eyes, his massive jaw, the scar running across its side, his smooth wide chest, his dark complexion and sculpted abs, all the way to his beautiful toes. I watch the whole of him as if in slow motion as he just stands above me and cocks his head sideways as if taken aback by my adulation. His jaw clenches, then relaxes and I see him moisten his lips and raise his eyebrows at me in wordless command. 

I bite my lip and take a deep breath knowing that my next action will determine my fate. For the first time in my life I’m about to cheat on my husband in our own bedroom. Where yesterday I might have claimed that what happened was somehow caused by the unbearable heat outside that had made me lightheaded and the insistence of the two men, today there can be no possible excuse for what I am about to do. 

I am an adulteress. I can see beyond Rodrigo’s intense and dark demeanor. I know in the bottom of my heart that he will not force me if I say no. And yet, like in a dream, and I see my hands slowly go up and my jittery fingers find their way to the elastic band of his underwear which I begin to tug down. 

He stands tall above me scowling and scrutinizing me closely and then his hands are on my shoulders. Gentle, caressing, like butterflies made out of steel, they linger along my neck. I see him close his eyes as his fingers trace the contours of my shoulders up my neck and gently cup my cheeks. Then his hands are in my hair gently massaging my scalp, and then closing into a fist drawing slowly back until my face is pointed at the ceiling, his cock bouncing delicious and heavy against my chin and neck. He grabs the lower half of my face using only the strength concentrated at his fingers exploring and delving into my cheeks, jaw, mouth, and then tongue. 

Yesterday, when I took him in my mouth and swallowed his gift, he was gentle. Now I wonder, when takes me like a husband would a wife, whether his enormous cock will be an instrument of pain or pleasure. As he blindly but dexterously plays with my face and hair my mouth waters in submissive obedience for my master. 

The beautiful image of his cock as it spilled out in front of me when I pulled down the soft cotton of his jocks is all my mind can fathom. 

I gaze open-eyed up at the ceiling feeling the hot musk and wonderful presence of this glorious organ of maleness that right now rests like a heavy weapon on my shoulder while its owner has his way in the darkness. His cock is large, long and thick – crisscrossed with intricate patterns of veins and muscle. Finally, I cannot take it any longer. I run my hands which until now had been on to his knees for balance up and over his heavy balls that I cup and gently cuddle in my palms. 

"May I please you, Rodrigo?" I softly ask running my thumb from tip to base and back again. I hear the hunger in my own voice and feel deep gratitude when he gives me a sensual smile and nods. 

In that moment I decide that tonight will be about pleasing him more than feeding my own fires of lust. I steel my nerves and rein in my own eagerness as I lick my lips looking forward to the taste of his skin. I press my body in

closer to his and spread my legs around his feet as I take him into my mouth. 

I wrap my hand on his shaft and run my tongue over his head and trace his slit at its tip. His hands are frozen motionless in my hair as I move my head forward and back enjoying his taste. 

My tongue laps up his pre-cum and I moan in pleasure. I lose myself as I take him deeper and swallow him into my throat without even wondering how effortless it is for me to take him that deep. Suddenly I feel a cold wisp of air blow in from somewhere across my splayed thighs. It feels disconcerting and I jump and then I realize how wet I am down there. All the blood in my body has separated itself between my flushed neck and the delicate sensitive folds between my thighs. I hear loud whimpers fill the room and it is a long moment before I realize I am their source. I look up at my master and see him smiling down at me. My grip tightens around his buttocks as I take him as deep as I can. Soon my nose is pressed all the way up against his pelvis and I hear him groan loudly. I keep it there for as long as I can and then hold my breath longer still. 

I want him to feel my gift of love as I rob myself of oxygen for his pleasure. I can feel his long shaft respond to the deep massage my clenching throat muscles are giving it. Rodrigo tosses his head back and groans loudly, "Oh, God, you are a goddess. A goddess of love,” he hisses in between clenched teeth. I pull back drawing him almost all the way out of me until just his head lies heavy over my quivering tongue. 

He feels so exquisite as I explore his ridge with my lips and tongue, his shaft

– shiny and glistening in the pale twilight of the bedroom. A long string of saliva drips from his cock to the floor between my thighs and then I press myself back down on him. His sword is again sheathed in my gagging throat. 

His whole body quivers around me, his toes curling against the heavy Persian rug between my thighs. I keep doing this a couple of more times until I feel him straighten himself and sigh deeply. Reluctantly I hold his cock with two hands and lift my lips from it to speak. 

"Does that feel good, my Master?" 

He nods, those dark intense eyes of his piercing me to my very soul. 

"You are a gift, chicca. Come. Go lie on the bed,” he tells me gently brushing

back my hair from my forehead. 

I look down still refusing to let go of my grip on him. I can feel his heartbeat where my fingers try to encircle his proud cock that I gently caress and pump back and forth. 

"Yes," I say finally and stand, and still holding him there we walk the few steps to the giant bed waiting for my consummation. 

3. 

My growing obsession with Rodrigo takes over and becomes pure loving submission the moment the back of my thighs touches the cold cool satin of the sheets and I tumble back into the plush bed. Seeing him like that – dark, strong and powerful: a force of nature towering over me, fills me with the purest feminine desire to please him and find my own pleasure in his release. 

I can see in his eyes the visceral hunger to possess me and it makes my insides turn to mush with all-encompassing need. My lips part and I flush scooting back up the bed as he advances. 

His proud thick cock juts out in front of him and in the darkness of the room it is difficult to say whether the shiny reflections glinting off of his sword of flesh are caused by my saliva or by imaginary blood dripping in long thick strings down to between my squirming feet on the bed. His cock is like a yataghan, the weapon of a conqueror, a ravisher, and I am his prey. Then he steps forward and his size comes fully into view. He has grown even more since I had him in my throat.  How is that even possible?  Big and thick, purple and engorged, it seems inhuman in its size and thickness. At the very tip, on its slit, a droplet forms so pure and beckoning that I lick my lips without even realizing it. 

He kneels up on the bed and I open my thighs for him. He nods and bends forward gently placing one kiss after another all around my pubic mound. His big hands encircle the apex of my thighs on either side like manacles of flesh holding me open and splayed for him. And then his hot mouth closes in on my peach making my whole body explode in little fireworks of pleasure as I close my eyes. My head which until now I was craning up so I could watch what he is doing to me falls back. Rodrigo lifts one of my legs over his shoulder placing himself further down. And then his tongue – “Oh God!”  I yelp. His tongue is so long as it slithers into me like a tentacle flicking me deep, washing over my contours and folds past my entrance, and all the way into my hot tight gateway. My love channel pulses around him, my own wetness added to that of his saliva. 

I lose track of time as Rodrigo works at me for what feels like an eternity of pleasure. What had been frightful tension at the onset is slowly drained away and is eventually replaced by the lust and sexual anticipation of the moment. 

I can feel how much pleasure Rodrigo derives from feeding on me like that and this knowledge redoubles my own desire. His relentless patience makes me surrender completely to his power. In that long sensuous night, I am his forever. Much later, a loud moan escapes my lips. I squirm and turn my head unintentionally to one side and my eyes fall upon a picture of John and me on our wedding day. 

 Pain!  A dagger of shame stabs my heart making me almost scream as I bring the back of my hand to my lips and bite down on my knuckles. I try to catch myself and clamp my mouth shut. For a horrible moment I do not want to enjoy myself. I don't want to climax, but Rodrigo's pace, leisurely licking and sucking every inch of my, by now swollen wet and open peach, makes all my efforts perfectly futile. Guilt is everywhere in my soul. And so are ecstasy and lust. 

Soon I moan again and Rodrigo brings my other leg up on his shoulder. The shame is still there, but I no longer fight it. I close my ankles behind his back as he buries his face in my pussy. He goes on for what surely must be more than an hour licking all around, eating me out, as I feel the onset of my climax build up, my hips grinding, seeking him of their own accord.  How many women has he done this to before me?  It is as if I have fallen prey not merely to a man, but to some creature of legend. A creature whose only reason to exist is to claim the souls of the women he seduces. 

Then I hear myself whine piteously as he sits back, his legs between mine, his cock in hand as he strokes himself along its length which reaches all the way past my belly button. His balls feel hot and heavy where they rest atop my quivering slit. Then he lets his shaft fall on my belly and reaches forward for my breasts. First he molds them and then gently caresses them. I gasp loudly. 

"Shush, little one. Don't speak. Feel," he whispers huskily as he pinches my nipples roughly and then caresses them as if they are the delicate wings of a butterfly. Of my own accord I spread myself wider for him, my lips splitting to either side, rubbing up against his heavy scrotum. The sensation makes me sigh.  It feels so good.  Rodrigo has stopped moving except for his nimble fingers and strong hands that lovingly minister to my breasts which are pulsating with heat aching for him. I move my hips with little back and forth motions. With time my movements become longer, deeper as if I am fucking

myself up on him from below. Cupped by his strong fists my tits sway on my chest, my face glowing with sexual desire. 

Then I remember my husband John and his picture on the nightstand. My hips stop and my body freezes in place.  Oh my God what have I become?  But then a thought, desperate and irrational strikes me: "What if John actually approved of that what I'm doing? Perhaps it would bring him joy to see the pleasure I have found in another man?  The joy he cannot seem to give me himself. ” I look at his smiling face in the picture. My eyes are tearful and apologetic pleading with him to understand, to not condemn me. 

Rodrigo silences my inner struggle with his hand which takes the full firm globe of my right breast. He rolls his thumb over my erect nipple feeling the weight as he bends down and kisses it. I turn my head and our eyes meet. I am his. 

My body bends upwards to meet him like metal drawn to a magnet. I look down into the narrow canyon between my heavy breasts and the corded muscles of his broad chest. I cannot take my eyes off his shaft. He strokes it a few times and then presses down on the inside of my knees pushing them back and lining up his big throbbing manhood to my wide-open pussy. I feel my hands ball up in fists spread on either side of me holding onto the bedsheets for dear life as I feel the hot touch of his large head against my engorged wet petals between my legs. With exquisite slowness I see and feel him start to disappear into my quivering belly. My lips inch and curl their way up his hardness eagerly accepting him into my tight gateway. My eyes are glued to what's being done to my pussy. 

And then the strangest thing happens, my body starts struggling against the invader. It is as if I have suddenly become possessed by an alien spirit intent on dislodging Rodrigo from me.  But I do want him in me!  I almost scream in anguish at myself. It is as if a third person had joined us – Rodrigo, me, and my struggling quim. I think Rodrigo feels it too: the tight muscles on my arms standing out like ropes, and my abs flexing like crazy, and all this causes him to redouble his efforts to make his way into my body’s very center. 

My struggles against the invading member catch us both by surprise but judging by the vicious twinkle in his eye, I think Rodrigo enjoys the fight. I am deeply shocked with myself. Somehow, I feel honored that this strong

man from a different world I can only hope to understand has found me interesting enough to possess me and even breed me! And yet my body rebels against him with every last bit of strength it has. Maybe it recognizes the danger he poses better than me. 

Subconsciously my body seems to know that by allowing myself to be claimed like that, I am willfully accepting the transfer of my allegiance and ownership from my lawful husband to this man who is so forcefully making his way into my body. He presses down on my knees pushing them back up on either side of my chest bending me in two and pinning my arms down with the weight of my own thighs. I feel his thick heavy cock as it slowly but inevitably plows its way into me. I start moaning and hissing like crazy, twisting as much as I can, trying to prevent the inevitable, but my efforts only seem to work him in deeper. Rodrigo pauses for a moment to lick away droplets of sweat and tears from my eyelashes and cheeks. He stops, looks at me, and then just like that – gently kisses my forehead. 

“You are a beautiful woman, putita. You are meant to be mine,” he growls. 

“Here, give me your hand and hold my balls. They are full for you.” He takes my hand in his large fist and brings it in between our bodies filling it with his scrotum. His balls feel heavy and I whimper with the deep lust they create in me. I want to possess every last drop of what they have inside and take it into myself. 

“It might hurt, putita, but there is no other way. I have to claim you all the way for this to work.” 

I don’t even think to ask what would hurt but look at him wide-eyed and panting. I can't help but admire his beautiful body and face. His gaze is so intense – forceful like molten rock pouring out of a deep chasm, it takes my breath away. My mouth opens in a silent scream as he penetrates my body eliciting slow searing pain, as if I’m being branded with hot metal between my legs! And yet I cannot look away from his dark-brown eyes. He leans in on me, the muscles in his shoulders and chest contracting beautifully. His eyes don't leave mine. I am surprised to see this man who I hardly know looking down on me not with lust but with something else.  Longing, perhaps? 

"Oh!" I cry out as his thick manhood presses up against something inside of me. He stops then pulls slightly back and pushes in again delicately almost

lovingly nudging forward. He is so big! It hurts! 

"Oh… R-Rodrigo-" saying his name stops him in place halfway in. 

"Say it," he says in a low rumble. "Say my name." I gape and stare at him seeing the strain as he forces himself to remain unmoving above my doubled up body halfway inside my belly. 

"R-Rodrigo," I whisper and he closes his eyes slowly taking a deep breath. 

Again, he moves forward ever so slightly. Again, I whimper in pain. Again he stops. His mesmerizing eyes have a soothing effect on me in spite of the shock of his penetration. Maybe  because  of it. I feel as if I am entering a deep state of hypnosis. No longer are my lower pelvic muscles fighting against him even as I wince and jerk, my cries muffled as I bite down on my lips trying to adjust to his girth. My body has accepted defeat. Then suddenly, he stops having touched up against something inside that halts his progress. 

I look down in between our bodies and hear myself give a painful wail. He still has about a quarter of his length outside. I feel him work it back and forth and then push in again and I groan a muffled, "No, no, no…" I feel the gateway to my womb being filled like never before and stretched so far it feels ready to burst. I am panting, almost hyperventilating. I feel him gently kiss the tip of my nose. 

"I'm going to teach you something," his eyes crinkle at the corners. "You will hate me for it at first, but then you will love it. I promise." He moves down a fraction relieving the tension against my cervix. He lets go of my legs and captures my head in his hands. He kisses me gently and waits for me to catch my breath. Then without waiting anymore he leans his weight forward ensconcing himself into my peach. Of course he hits the same impediment again and I quail. 

"Please, you are too big!” I cry. 

"Shhhhh, sweetheart,” he says. Then gently he kisses away the two big tears gathered around my eyes and waits for me to peer up at him again. "How long has it been since you gave birth?” The question catches me completely by surprise and it takes me a long moment to wrap my mind around what he is asking. 

"I-I-, two almost… three m-months…" I stammer and he smiles. His smile is so roguishly beautiful, it makes my heart skip a beat. 

"I thought that's about right," he says. "I will enter your womb now. Your cervix is still soft and enlarged. Like I told you earlier, it will hurt, but there’s no other way. I know you can do it. I have to claim you. You have to take me, and accept me. All of me.” I shake my head “No” but he nods and reaches to put a finger across my lips. 

“Shush, baby girl. It will be painful but I will not cause you permanent damage. I promise. Trust me, okay.” I feel his heartbeat where my intimate channel is tightly wrapped around his throbbing thickness like a pressure cuff holding him snug, warm, and wet. His voice sounds loving and tender and look up to see his eyes have lost their angry intensity. "Trust me," he says again. "Take a deep breath, and let it out very slowly when you feel me touch your cervix. Just concentrate on breathing and I will take you to where you need to be. Breathing will bring you relaxation on the inside." 

I can hardly see his enormous silhouette through my tears in the darkness of the room as I obey his instructions. I nod my head. 

"Good girl," he says gently kissing me on the forehead. I draw a lungful as Rodrigo pulls back. I feel my inner lips reluctantly caress his retreating cock until he stops with just his massive head inside. My pussy lips feel so very stretched around him, but the intimate intensity is so overpowering that the discomfort starts morphing into pleasure. When he starts moving in again I exhale obediently and somehow relax myself enough that I feel him reach in deeper than before, all the way up against my cervix, without even the initial hint of discomfort. He kisses me gently pulling out and slowly thrusting in again, his lips hungry and soft, and yet demanding against mine. 

Then I feel him push forward in one slow unrelenting thrust and for a moment it feels as if my heart has stopped. There is agony – a tremendous otherworldly pain, but this time there is also this pure unadulterated syrupy sweet ecstasy which has suddenly flooded my arteries. I reach up around his chest feeling his muscles bunch and flex and then grab him as tightly as I can, pulling him towards me just as something inside my body opens up and I feel my body expand to accept another inch of him. 

What had started as a scream in my throat changes into a long groan, and then into a deep heartfelt moan. Rodrigo keeps his weight behind his unrelenting shaft and buries the last remaining inch of its inhuman length inside of me and my moan becomes a deep, high pitched keening sigh of

pleasure. He had just filled me completely like no one has ever done before. I open my eyes and look up at his face amazed. 

"I knew you could do it," he says, his eyes beaming. And I feel his compliment wash over me and re-double the deep primal joy I am experiencing right now. My whole body is drenched in sweat and my heart is beating at what feels like a thousand beats per minute. "Sweet girl, you did very well. You have all of me. Sweet putita," Rodrigo gently holds me in place giving my body a chance to adapt to this incredible invasion of its most private sanctuary. 

I draw ragged breaths and steal my energies to gaze down between my heaving breasts at our merged bodies. I cannot help but swoon in deep instinctive pride. After a couple of moments Rodrigo gently withdraws almost all of his length. He waits a couple of heartbeats and then slowly slides it back in. This time the resistance at that same point behind my bellybutton lasts only a second or two and before I have had time to wince he's all the way in again. 

"Breathe, breathe, breathe," Rodrigo repeats in a deep mesmerizing voice and I obey. The third time his head touches my cervix I am only able to block him for a second before I open up again and let him in. I have his entire length and girth and soon the pain is gone replaced only by the pure delight of the experience. I feel high as if I have taken some sort of drug and my eyes roll back as I allow Rodrigo to carry me forward toward the ecstasy ahead. His immenseness fills and stretches me hitting every single nerve overwhelming my senses in one instant and then bringing them relief in the next. His girth is so wide that I feel my clit pulled down along his shaft riding him every time he thrusts. Soon wet sloshing sounds fill the room and I begin feeling amazing things too powerful to put into coherent thought. I start crying like it is my first time having sex overwhelmed by the power of my emotions. 

His lips are back on mine and I feel one arm of his move around my shoulders as I wrap my arms around his neck. His tongue washes into my mouth with the same rhythm as his cock. We are moaning against each other's mouths, clinging tightly as I kiss him deeply, passionately. Then the first hints of my orgasm wash over me and I arch my back pressing my head back into the pillow behind me and gasp. It is as if I have been struck by lightning, the electricity of its power squeezing every last muscle in my body

making me flutter like a fish on dry land. 

"Say my name," he orders in a deep husky voice, and I obey. 

"Rodrigo, oh! Oh, Rodrigo, oh my God" I scream as the most intense orgasm I'd ever felt washes over me. He buries himself all the way in and releases his seed deep into my womb. My legs wrap around his waist and I cling to him as my pleasure feels to go on and on and on. 

A couple of moments later when my heartbeat and breathing begin to return to normal, I continue to hold on to him tightly and then start shivering and shaking like a leaf in the wind. My teeth chatter loudly and no matter how hard I try I cannot force myself to be still. He rolls carefully to his side and gathers me up close gently stroking my hair and kissing my cheeks. "It's all right. It's okay. Sweetheart." It feels surreal to be talked to so sweetly by a man other than my husband in my own house in my own marital bed. I blush and gasp and cuddle into the nook of his arm and seek the strength of Rodrigo’s warm comfort. 

4. 

We lie with our naked bodies intertwined in my large marital bed enveloped by the nippy cold air of the big silent house. It is almost time to feed the baby. My breasts feel heavy with milk. Rodrigo’s breathing is measured and slow. My hand has found its way between his legs where I am holding his heavy balls. Their weight gives me gentle comfort as I carefully massage them in my warm palms. 

"When is he coming back?” He asks. I look up to see the big dark man’s face in repose, his eyes closed as he is resting from our earlier exertions. 

"I don't know, sometime Monday." 

His balls are big and heavy and seem to be full of sperm again. I wonder how many of his little swimmers are making their way in my womb right now. He chuckles. “How do you feel, putita?” 

I close my eyes. “Sore, very sore,” I whisper against his chest. 

“I’m sorry about that,” he ruffles my hair. “I wish there was a way around it but I travel a lot and I need to make sure that whenever I cum in you my little swimmers have the best chance to do their thing.” 

I whimper something muffled against his chest unsure of what he expects me to say. 

“Are you going to tell him?” Rodrigo’s big hand is on my head playing with my long auburn curls. I open my eyes and look up at him. I shake my head. 

“From his picture I can tell he’s rather pale-skinned and blond. Do you think he might wonder if the baby has darker complexion?” I close my eyes and try to wish away the tears. And fail. I take a deep breath and feeling that he is expecting an answer look up at him again. My hand which until now had been gently cupping his heavy balls moves up to rub his resting but still thick and long shaft. 

“My dad is of Italian descent. His side of the family are darker skinned,” I say quietly. And Rodrigo gently laughs. 

”Just so you know, I have no problem with you telling him the truth. If you want me to, I can even find the time to meet with him.” The relaxed serious

manner of his voice sends a chill of fright deep through my body. I tense trying to imagine how John would react to being told that his wife has cuckolded him. What would he do? What would Rodrigo do to him? 

I look up at Rodrigo and adding emphasis to my motions along his shaft plead with him, “Please, don’t hurt John. I love him.” 

“You are a gentle soul putita, and I find that very sexy. No, don’t worry. I will not harm John, and I don’t have to talk to him unless you want me to. I have found that sometimes it makes things easier for the woman, but if you choose to keep it a secret, it is fine with me.” 

I sigh with deep relief and yet I feel mortified with the callous easiness with which Rodrigo alludes to the other times he has put his baby in the womb of an innocent couple’s wife. I ache to ask him how many times he has done it but cannot find the strength to form the words. 

***The end.***



Elizabeth, His Lordship’s Demure Body-Servant

Strong, big, dark-haired and severe, Lord Benjamin is scouring his lands for someone young and submissive, willing to do his bidding and follow his every wish. 

Naturally demure young Elizabeth quickly discovers that she simply doesn’t have the will to say No! Whatever Lord Benjamin wants, he gets. 

This story contains sexually explicit situations and is meant to be enjoyed by mature readers at least eighteen years of age. 



Milked in London

Jennifer and Ben are happily married and working on building their young family. A financial crisis unfortunately rends their idyllic life asunder casting the young blonde mother adrift and shell-shocked in search of a way to help her family survive. 

Mr. Costas, their neighbor happens to be able to suggest a solution. Hopefully, Ben will not find out how suggestible his petite engorged wife turned out to be. 



Schooling the Teacher

It was supposed to be a simple meeting with a concerned parent, but Laura discovers that Billy’s dad has something else entirely on his mind. The rich older billionaire is an expert when it comes to understanding human nature. He senses that Laura is desperately trying to control a wild sexual beast under her demure teacher facade. 

His professional instinct is proven right yet again when he provokes the young and reserved Ms. Hancock into submitting herself to him. 

Good thing their conference is scheduled last in the day for it will run into serious and hot overtime. 

This is a work of erotic romance intended for a mature audience of at least 18 years of age. 

Thank you for reading Filled by the Drug Lord. I hope you enjoyed it at least as much as I loved writing it. 

If you had fun with this book, please consider more of my works at my

Amazon Author’s Page. 

Probably the best way to contact me would be via Twitter: @AlexCarlsbad You can also find me on:

Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/alex.carlsbad

Email: alexcarlsbad@gmail.com

Please click here if you would like to know about future release dates and upcoming promotions. 

Your reviews are greatly appreciated! I can only imagine how valuable your time is to you. Writing even a couple of lines in a review to this book will not only inform me of your opinion, but also inspire me to keep writing for your enjoyment. I love reading your thoughts, feedback, questions, comments and even concerns. 
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