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1. 

“You want what?” 

“I’m sorry, my hermano. It is not my fault the parcel is not yet ready.” 

They had to speak in code. Who knew if these pendejos from the FBI might be listening. “We need to keep up pretenses at least for a little longer. You know that.” 

Rodrigo groaned at the cell-phone. It sounded more like a sound a bear might make than a human. His brother was right of course but hell if he was going to simply jump at doing trash collection in some chinga gringo neighborhood just like that. They had acquired the legitimate subcontract for waste management in one of the better neighborhoods of the city precisely as a way to foray into a new market for their  product. 

“…Plus, it will give you an opportunity to scope out the neighborhood. 

You know how good you are at spotting “opportunities.” His brother was laying the flattery on thick but Alejandro was right, he did have a good instinct when it came to spotting potential mules or innocent-looking distributors for the drugs they had to sell. 

Their boss needed the extra territory if their cartel was ever to make it north of the border. Rodrigo and Alejandro were the spearhead of the new operation. 

“Fine, but you better give me someone to do the heavy lifting. Hell, if I’ll spend the day emptying fucking trash all by my lonesome.” 

“Take Jose. You know him. He’s a good worker, plus he knows how to use his pistoles if the need arises.” 

“Cool. You owe me,” Rodrigo chuckled. 

“I do. Ciao.” 


***


2. 

 I have it all but I want more. 

I trace my fingers along my husband's back exploring the relief of his body and I wonder how it is that he is able to find the time necessary to be so fit and yet work so hard to pay for all that we have? "Mmmm… sweetheart," he sounds half-asleep. No wonder -- it's not even four-thirty in the morning. My fingers find their way down his back past his ribs under the blankets, down, down, down… I moan softly and I realize it sounds more like a growl deep in my throat. 

He turns and smiles and I cannot hold myself back. I dive into his neck and pepper it with kisses and then move down to his chest. I feel him press up against me. He's always so hard in the morning. 

"Sweetheart, the baby?” 

“He’s sleeping,” I kiss his chest, suckle on his nipple, “I fed him one hour ago,” I elaborate. 

“Mmmm…” he moans. I know all the hot spots across his body, the ones that make him grow in ecstasy for me. We were sweethearts in high school and before me he was a virgin. His body is my playground, and I love it. I make sure to come play every day. Every day at least once. 

I wasn’t always that way. I used to be a chaste and shy girl, petite and bony. My pregnancy changed all that. When I delivered baby Brian, my figure changed. I lost most of what I had gained but the pounds that stayed stuck just so that my A cups became C, and my ass, well let’s just say I have gotten used to turning heads as I walk down the street. My pregnancy changed me deep inside too. Now I'm insatiable. 

“Oh God… you will make me cum," he groans as he presses his fingers through my hair. He has this thing that drives us both insane. He loves to suck on my long auburn curls, taking them in his mouth, chewing and sucking as we make love. I giggle and laugh and mount him under the covers pushing him into me. I have become quite proficient at massaging him with just my belly muscles. All those delivery classes I took have paid off, you could say. Lots of free time will do that to a young woman who has recently given birth to her first child. The room is dark and our eyes are closed. We know our bodies by heart even though our minds are still mostly asleep. 

Soon, I feel him grow inside of me and I know time is running out. I barely move my body concentrating my entire soul on milking him with my

silky tightness. "Nghhh, mmmm, oh dear God," he gasps. I feel droplets of milk dribble from my breasts onto his chest as my husband floods me with his sperm. 

I want more though. So much more. I haven't climaxed with my husband since before I gave birth. I have it all, and yet I don't. 

3. 

John falls back asleep. I wait with practiced patience, my head against his chest until his heartbeat settles and his breathing becomes relaxed again. 

Slowly I untangle myself from him making sure to cover his naked body comfortably preserving the heat of our lovemaking as I leave the room. On the way out I grab my hairbrush and pad down the hardwood floors as I make my way to our downstairs living room. There I come to stand in front of the antique floor-to-ceiling mirror. It is a wedding gift from his mother. 

I look at the reflection and see a young nineteen-year-old brunette. She stares back at me in the twilight of early morning. Her skin is covered in sweat and she's naked, not even wearing earrings. Sparkling brown eyes flash back at me with lust as she brings the handle of the brush up against her pussy. "Unghhh,” she moans as she squats down against it. First a little and then some more. Soon she takes it all within her chalice as her free hand comes up against the apex of her valley to unveil the hard nubbin of ecstasy. 

"Gnnn," she moans her heavy breasts quivering. 

As she gyrates against the handle which pistons in and out in slow rhythmical movements, her husband is asleep and this will do at least for now.  It has to.  Then slowly again, with loving care, she withdraws it and brings it up tasting herself. She makes it wet again passing the handle deep in her mouth before bringing it to resume her excitement. Delight, soft and tender, washes over her as the motions of her hips milk the object for all it is worth. "Oh-oh-oh!" Deep guttural moans escape her throat as powerful instincts take over. She pleasures herself thinking of nothing but lust and heat and ecstasy. 

I flash my eyes at the mirror again to see the girl’s ruby lips moist with excitement part as I gasp for oxygen. Then for a very brief instant of pure joy I am the elemental female, a goddess incarnate: free and wild as nature intended, a preternatural mother to one and all. The pleasure is still great even if still somewhat lacking. There is no rush of submission, no tenderness, no warmth—just pure satisfaction. I fall to my knees in a little bundle to the floor. Minutes pass and then it's time to start the day. A deep sigh and I'm on my feet again. 

4. 

“We have another letter from church.” John is going through the mail as he usually does at breakfast. “I think they really miss us. Especially Father James. How long has it been now?” 

“Um…I can tell you,” I reply. “Almost exactly twelve months to the date.” 

John looks up at me puzzled. “How can you be so sure?” 

I shrug and reach for some grapes. “I don't know. I think something changed when I got pregnant. I haven't felt the urge to go."  That and the little problem that if I went, the good old priest would guilt me into going for confession.  Not that I can blame him. I used to be a good little churchgoing housewife, lining up with all the neighborhood pious for Sunday confession after Sunday mass. No way I will go now. In a way I’m doing Father James a favor. Maybe even saving his life. I laugh silently. I'm sure my confession would bring the poor elderly priest to within inches of a heart attack. 

I stretch out and grab a bagel from the plate by John. I’m wearing one of my old soccer T-shirts from high school. It barely fits me now and I enjoy its tightness. The way it keeps my breasts snug and close almost like a bra. I chuckle softly seeing my husband’s eyes grow big, but then, unfortunately, he immediately forces them away and back at whatever he’s reading. Too bad. I carefully start smearing the white whipped cream on the bagel and take a big bite. 

“Last night, while I was nursing the baby, I read online that there is a new trend in boutique hotels in Europe,” I say lightly. John looks up intrigued. 

We’ve been planning to take a European vacation soon and I know he could use the break from work. 

"Oh yeah… What trend?" John takes a sip of orange juice. 

“Well apparently, they have started installing chains and manacles, on the beds over there. I read it has become standard practice. I guess hotel managers must have gotten tired of silly American tourists bringing their own and trying to enact scenes from Fifty Shades.” I smile innocently. 

I can see in John’s eyes that he’s completely at a loss. “You know, like in

BDSM, when the chick is on her back? Spreadeagled, and tied down?” His eyes bulge almost out of their sockets and for a moment I think he’ll choke. I can’t help it and start bawling with laughter. 

Finally, he manages to gulp down the orange juice he had in his mouth. He shakes his head. "Jesus! You never cease to surprise me,” he laughs. 

“Sometimes I think you’re just so darn kinky. Perhaps even too kinky for me.” I smile simply, but as always he doesn’t get that he is right. I’m much too kinky for my dear sweet John. It is just too sad that his idea of getting wild with me is going down between my thighs for five minutes during foreplay. 

His pager buzzes. "Oh shit I have to go. My meeting with the CEO of the company we are acquiring was rescheduled to an hour from now. Sorry honey, I have to run." I sigh deeply and offer him my cheek that he pecks hurriedly before almost literally flying out the door. Is it me or does he seem almost relieved to be going to work? For the first time it occurs to me that maybe I scare him. He’s afraid of me. Afraid of what I might stir up, what I might evoke in our prim and proper suburban little family. 

Just then I notice the local waste management truck pull up by our driveway and begin emptying our trash. It is Thursday and Maria, our house sitter, has already taken out the trash cans. Out of nowhere it occurs to me that the man working the truck would probably appreciate some cold lemonade. It is the middle of July and the hot humid heat is already rearing its ugly head outside. 

5. 

I am halfway to the street, when I realize that the dark blue T-shirt I'm wearing is soaked through. Why am I sweating like that? God, it is so hot! 

Every breath I take feels counterproductive making me hotter on the inside. It is as if every step I take, is a step deeper into a hot humid sauna. With embarrassment I look down to see the logo of some European soccer team mockingly cling to my wet skin beneath. I’m not wearing a bra. I blush crimson realizing how clearly delineated my thick nipples engorged from nursing appear beneath the wet cloth. I slow down and then realize that by now it is probably too late to go back. I don’t want to look silly, ironic as that may be. Instead, I push on. 

My body must be making oxytocin, the love chemical, like there's no tomorrow. I can tell because my nipples feel tight, my breasts tingle and my whole body is awash in a warm fuzzy feeling.  Oh. My. God.  I can see the man’s body ripple beneath the simple uniform shirt he’s wearing. My steps falter as I realize that the image of the tall strong swarthy man covered in tattoos has caused a tightness behind my navel. Sparks fly where my womb is as it tightens with girly tingles. 

I press on. 

I remember that last night John stuffed some of the leftover broken up concrete from the work on our backyard patio at the bottom of one of the trash cans. I know he shouldn’t have and I told him so but he ignored me. It probably weighs a ton. I saw John struggle to carry over one small bucket of concrete debris after another. And yet, this man lifts it all up, using nothing but his hands in sublime effortlessness. Whoosh, everything tumbles down from the trash can into the large compactor bin of the truck. Wild white clouds of dust billow up. I'm almost there and yet I slow down in embarrassment. I see the man’s lips mouth something. 

"What the fuck!" He stares in angry bewilderment at the heap of boulders he has just dumped. He shakes his head side to side in anger and reaches over to his back pocket to pull out a notepad of red notices. 

"Yo, José, you have a pen? I can't believe it! These assholes have dumped their construction waste into the trash." 

"Seriously?" I hear the rough voice of his partner boom from the inside of the truck. The whole vehicle shakes as a giant comes down and walks up to where the first man is standing. 

“You got to be shitting me. I cannot believe they did it again. Not after all the notices we gave them last month to stop doing it." They don't speak loudly but their voices carry and I hear every word. I’m mortified. 

"Yep. I’m going to write them up." 

I keep on walking. 

I don’t know why, but instinctively I know with absolute certainty that my life is about to take off in an entirely new direction. Walking down from our house to the sidewalk through the humid hot girdle of the brown lawn I am walking to my destiny. 

As I step close to the truck and into its shade, a sudden chill captures me in a cold black veil and consumes the last tendril of warmth from my body. A deep shiver shakes me and I see the big hulk of a man turn in my direction. 

He raises a curious eyebrow. 

"Miss," his voice is both callous and warm, deep and resonant. He looks from my face to the silly ice cold glass of lemonade in my hand and then back to my face. “Is this your trash, ma’am?” 

“Uh-huh,” I nod. “Is something wrong?” 

“You betcha, something’s wrong,” he scoffs. “You shouldn’t be dumping no rocks in the general waste bin. You have been warned a couple of times already. This is your official citation from the city. I’m sorry.” He scribbles quickly something on his red official notepad, tears off the piece of paper that he then hands me. 

I take it mindlessly and then I see him looking at my hands still holding the ice cold lemonade. 

"I-I thought you might like some-, something cold, refreshing," I'm stammering. Suddenly I see myself as if from the side, suddenly available to all, available to anything life might throw my way. I see them looking at me. 

Scanning me. My face—open with high cheekbones and expressive eyes, I am told, my hair—heavy, a soft wavy burdensome mass that comes down

like waterfall to my waist, my figure… I tingle. 

"Hey, lady," I follow his eyes to my chest.  Oh my God! 

"Oh my God!" I gasp and almost drop the tray. My boobs are  leaking milk! 

The darn lemonade glass tilts and as if in slow motion, I see the man smile broadly as he drops his pen and paper and deftly grabs hold of the glass before it hits the ground. 

“Oh God, I'm so clumsy,” I say. The man's eyes are glued to my chest as he brings the glass up to his lips and drinks. "Yum, yum, yum, delicious even though there is something better you could have offered me," his face pointedly still undressing my obscenely wet T-shirt with his eyes. The universe seems to constrict around me as for a horrible moment my mind freezes and I have absolutely no idea what to say. Somewhere in the background I hear quiet chuckling. Now they are both looking at me and I curse the moment I thought of coming out to see them. 

I look down at my shirt once again to realize that it is wetter than before. 

Both men are now staring too. "It is so hot," I say without conviction. They nod. 

"It looks good on you," the smaller one with the ice-cold eyes says. The other one wordlessly sips a long gulp of lemonade. Then he hands the glass to his partner. "You are a pretty woman. You can dress any way you wish. It suits you… even if your clothes are wet." I look at them and then I look at the truck and then again at them. 

We just stand like that staring at each other for what is probably no more than a couple of seconds but feels like an eternity to me. Finally, I see them realize they are getting late for their schedule and just as the big dark one opens his mouth to say something, I blurt out, "So is it very hot inside, in your truck?" I blush deeply. And look down at the ground. With my peripheral vision I see the two men look at each other wordlessly and then after casting a quick glance at his wristwatch, the smaller one of the two, the boss says, "Want to see? It is cooler in there." 

I know exactly what he is suggesting. But I nod  yes. 

Before I know it, I have climbed up into the surprisingly clean and spacious cabin of the truck. I almost burst out in hysterical giggles but manage to stifle them. These two men are probably the roughest, most dangerous people I have ever met in my entire life. Judging by their myriad of tattoos and haunted eyes I'm willing to bet that they are both ex-cons. And yet right here in front, in their truck, hangs in pristine beauty, a gorgeous little statue of the Virgin Mary. It looks like today will be one of those days where nothing makes sense at all. 

The door shuts and for a moment a barely discernible distress suddenly grips me, the light of early morning suddenly dims but only a little. 

Everywhere the shadows grow longer and a slight deafness or fog of sound descends. My body freezes in place and for a long and excruciating moment I feel as if time has stopped. A deep thrumming in the back of my head grows and grows until I realize that my heart is about to burst out of my chest and I gasp filling my lungs with much-needed oxygen. I take the breath that the presence of these men had just robbed me of. Outside I had a good chance to see the man who had emptied the first trash can. Now here inside, seated between the two, I could easily not only see but feel the intensity of his partner. Where the first man looked big and strong like some tattoo covered hulk, the second one is even bigger. But it is his eyes that have claimed command over my very core. Like two iridescent orbs of twinkling green outrageously set in the head of some exotic statue that belongs best on some Pacific island, he looks right through me and for a moment I feel naked as never before in my life. His intensity is paralyzing. He has eyes that seem able to burn through iron. 

The two men are not big on words I notice as they just sit back and look at me. I squirm a bit as I try to find a comfortable place on the long seat between them and a massive console of levers probably meant to control the mechanical device on the outside of the truck. 

The moment I climbed in I knew what was going to be the end result. I was going to get thoroughly and exhaustively fucked by two brutish men whose names I didn't even know. What scared me however were not the men, but rather myself.  I wanted it to happen. I was looking forward to it. My body was ready. My pussy was wet. I could feel it. I suspected they could feel it too.  It was true what the leader said about it being a little cooler inside. In

fact, it was so cold, the contrast with the sweltering heat outside was so large that I felt my body convulse with a series of shivers. The cabin was big and I felt it positively spacious but when the two men climbed in on either side of me, I felt as if their mere presence inside has somehow pulled space in on me. 

I was now the focus of the entire universe. I am theirs to do with as they wished. My hair clung to my cheek, dense with condensed moisture in the cold air of the truck. I felt my face grow pink. I don't know if I looked at them any different, but I must have because I felt the two men bristle on either side of me. 

"Undress, little girl," the big one growled. Somehow and in spite of all the bulk and at all power that these two men possess, I feel their hesitation. It is like children allowed within touching distance of something extremely precious, they are both holding their breath, afraid they might break me.  Oh but how I want them to try.  I feel some sort of tingle of fear now when I see their eyes harden, their faces beam with the onset of irrepressible determination. I wonder why I'm here. It must be desire, but I'm not sure. 

Maybe it’s destiny. I feel it is what is expected of me somehow. I need to satisfy an urge, become a whore, the whore that my husband will never let me be. 

Their eyes are continuously scanning me up and down and I can see their hulking forearms squirm and writhe. I know they both are dying to see me naked. In this moment it is as if something deep, ancient and unstoppable awakens within me. Without saying a word, I grab hold of the bottom edges of my T-shirt and pull it off just like that. I play the moment for all it is worth as I carefully fold the wet garment and place it on the dashboard. Finally, I sit back giving them both a close and unobstructed view of my bulging milk-laden breasts. The two men react just as I had subconsciously imagined they would, staring silenced, their mouths agape. 

I look pointedly at the one and then the other as if saying "Come on boys! 

Or do you need a special invite?" 

The challenge has been issued and they both growl, "Oh my. Yeah." 

Rivulets of cold sweat trickle down my forehead and face dripping onto my quivering breasts where they mingle with milky white droplets of my milk. 

Then I slowly rise up from the hard seat and as both men’s eyes silently lock onto my hands I grin wide knowing I hold the power now and tug down my

tight shorts. They slide down my wide hips and toned thighs taking my underwear with them. 

I swear to God I am as surprised as they are to have put myself between them like that. But it’s too late for any kind of remorse. There is no going back now. Exposing my huge breasts swaying with milk in the cramped cabin of a trash truck, surrounded on either side by two heavyset rough men, I am certain that nothing will ever be the same ever again. 

"Do you have a baby at home?" The smaller, meaner looking man asks softly. 

"Yes I do,” I whisper softly. “He’s asleep.” I don’t even know what I’m telling them that. But it is my next words that really shock us all. "My boobs really hurt. It is so unbearable I cannot wait for him to wake up." If I hadn’t been so overwhelmed with the moment, I might have actually laughed at the expressions of the two men who looked like two schoolboys on Christmas morning. 

6. 

His cock is beautiful. All I can think of all of a sudden is how my lips would close around it and how he would feel when I take him in my mouth. 

I know funny I should be thinking of John in this instant. He always says that I love and hate with equally fiery passion. I know he's right. It is because of my hot Latin blood that I get from my mother and the moody sentimental vibes I get from my very Irish dad. Right now all my genes are screaming in absolute synchrony that I am smitten with this man's ugly veined thick dark crevassed cock! As I lovingly bring my hands up to explore the leader’s manhood while he relaxes back against the seat his partner's hands explore my body. 

I think that is probably how it feels to be made love to by a blind man. His eyes are his hands, their touch—his vision as they start tenderly caressing from my slender feet to my ankles, up my sculpted calves to my thighs, leaving no room for imagination as they caress up and up the shapes I have laid bare for them to conquer. I can feel these hands delight in the moist freshness of my skin and the firmness of a young lithe body. I moan and whimper and center my attention on the cock in my hands. 

It is growing, and growing, and growing, and is profoundly exciting to me. 

The tip of my tongue flicks out and wets my lips. I raise my eyes to his and in his stern face I see the unspoken command and I nod. He leans back again and puts his hands behind his head. Without further ado I cup the man's huge balls and gently lick his sack. Not a tentative brief lick but a wide swath of wet tongue feeling his balls and gently suckling them into the cradle of my hot mouth. I do that repetitively, alternating from testicle to testicle enjoying his maleness. I adore his cock. I revere it and I want him to know it. Then I hold him up straight taking a delicious moment to marvel at his size before returning my tongue to his scrotum and laving it with saliva. I bring the big pillar of manhood right at my face and tease the tip of my tongue into his slit at the end. Then I take his fat head into my mouth as I close my lips around the crown. 

As my mouth bobs along his still somewhat soft cock, a couple of strands of my long brown hair fall across my face. The rough tattoo-covered man

sweeps them back behind my ear thoughtfully. I roll his balls in one hand while wrapping my fingers around his shaft with the other. I take a moment to fill my lungs with air, open my lips, and push his dick further in into my mouth. His hips rise a little to help. I can feel him thickening rapidly and each trip down, I can take less and less. Soon the man is rock hard and all I can take is the head as my lips can barely engulf the cylinder behind it. I can feel my cheeks dent as I suck. 

He tastes so good. I can feel his gentle hand in my hair guiding me as I warship him. I wonder what the man behind me is doing in that instant. As if he read my mind, I hear him gasp. "Dios mio look at her! She's a natural." 

I speed up sucking harder and moving faster. I gag often but I relish it and try to force as much as I can of his potent cock deep in my throat. I love that his penis is too much for me. It makes me feel so fragile and out-of-control, inadequate and incomplete, except when I have him in my mouth pleasuring him and his friend. I work hard to please him and soon I can feel his massive balls lift from my palm drawing up tight at the base. 

Then I hear him groan, "Here it comes, putita," and I whimper and suck for all that I’m worth. He explodes in my mouth his hips jerking and jumping from the seat as I hold onto his hard muscled thighs taking him as deep as I can. My throat swallows again and again, my lips sealed tight around his flesh. He coats my mouth and my throat with his seed, his cream tasting potent and thick and delicious and I drink him down like sweet honey. 

I suck so hard my cheeks dent deeply and I hear myself mewling in desire drinking him in straight from the source. Finally, he relaxes, his motions quieting down but I still keep him carefully in my mouth. Finally, he guides me off his penis and I look up at him swallowing the last remnants of his cream. He says something that I can't quite understand but it sounds like praise. His words are tender on my years and I look down and blush. 

"Thank you," I whisper. 

“Come sweetheart,” he says and guides me to turn around. Slowly as if they have done that before the two men position me so that my butt is on the seat, my back leaning against the man whose cum I just swallowed. I open my thighs wide as the second one moves in covering me like in a sandwich of

flesh. His cock is glorious but I don't see it, just feel it as it rubs against my lips. 

7. 

As the second man pounds into me he keeps talking. 

“Aren’t you a slutty little suburban housewife. I will flood your pussy. 

Prepare yourself to be made pregnant again. Oh God you are so wet… Hear that,  jefe? Hear how her pussy sloshes? Oh Dios mio, sexy little putita…

We’ll make you pregnant again and then come over to your place to drink your milk dry.” 

His words don’t quite register with me in that moment. I am too overwhelmed to understand exactly what is happening with me. Like a doll in the wind, I am buffeted by the force of this man as he slams all the way in again and again pounding against my cervix. John has never been able to reach it and now it feels like I am losing my virginity all over again. It is something out of this world. Something entirely new but heightened by the heat, the dirtiness, the words of these men and their actions which has enveloped not only my body but also my mind in a warm fuzzy blanket of pure lust. 

Just then my climax slams with the force of a tornado against my seized-up mind and my breasts start spurting little streams of white milk which promptly cover the inside of the truck in a shower of white droplets. 

“Sheesh, little girl, perhaps we will have you come down to wash out the truck tonight, huh? Over in the yard.” Laughs the man plunging inside of me. 

I can see him look up at the other man against whose chest l lean. “Jefe, why don't you suck on her tits. Empty them so she doesn’t make a mess.” Then he looks down on me and I think I can see tenderness for the first time surface in his deep green eyes. “Sweet putita, don’t you worry about the truck,” he says taking my face in his big hard calloused hands. “Just relax and enjoy the ride.” 

Finally, the guy feeding at my breast is done. He has emptied everything I had in my left tit which has visibly shrank and felt strangely empty and light on my chest. He looks down at me and through tear-soaked eyes I can see milk trickling down his chin. I still have my arms wrapped around his thick thighs and so it is only too easy for him to bend down and kiss me. Open mouthed and deep. First his tongue plays with mine, before taking my lower lip and sucking on it and nipping it gently. His hands never stop exploring my breasts tweaking and pulling on my nipples squeezing out what little milk remains. Without thinking I reach down and grab his large cock. It is still soft

and tired having jetted its seed in my tummy but I still love the subliminal comfort touching it gives me. I squeeze and pump his shaft as I marvel at his strong chest and how it rises and falls as he attempts to catch his breath. 

The big dark man’s cock feels relentless, like a force of nature slamming into my very center again and again, opening me up beyond belief. Even though his cock is slightly less thick than that of his boss, it is actually longer, a reality which immediately is abundantly apparent as he keeps battering my cervix. Suddenly I feel him lunge forward and push in embedding himself all the way into the very center of my body where a warm heat tells me he has flooded me with his babymaking sperm. 

I just don’t care. I am a vessel, a cup for them to fill. Darn the consequences. As he makes slow passionate love to me with long languid strokes bottoming out each time he leans in and just like that, bites my shoulder. I gasp silently and yet his little act of sadism feels almost natural to my wanton submissiveness.  I come. 

Finally, he pulls out and smacks me once, twice, three times across the face without any force, almost as if playing some sort of a game—reddening my cheeks and bringing tears to my eyes. I’m not sure why he does it but I like it. He didn’t say anything but merely glowers at me, and then nods. I know we are done. It is time to go. 

8. 

“Before you go, putita," the boss reaches out and takes my hand. His touch is firm but somehow soothing, like a child taken by the firm but gentle hand of her father. I look puzzled as I can see him take one of his heavy silver rings slipping it off his small finger with great effort. Then without missing a beat he carefully but decisively places it on the forefinger of my right hand. 

“This is very precious to me,” he says. “Keep it for now. As a memento. 

Okay? I will be back to get it. Don't you lose it or give it to anyone.” 

Suddenly he takes my face in his hand squeezing my cheeks as his iridescent green eyes peer down seemingly into my very soul. “If you lose it, there will be hell to pay understood?” 

I nod meekly unsure of my voice. "Good," tonight you will call me at that number before going to sleep.” Again, I nod wondering what I had gotten myself into. He uses the pen from earlier to scribble a number of the palm of my hand. "Go now,” he says and turns around buttoning up his pants. For all intents and purposes I no longer exist to these two men. They are done. 

What have I gotten myself into? What are these men going to do to me? 

They know I will never tell anyone of what happened today. They can make me do any depraved thing their dark hearts desire.  And I would love it…

I put on the wet tank top and my soaked denim shorts almost like an afterthought. I'm too dazed to realize what is going on, as I move like in a dream. "Go now we have to hurry it is almost past our lunch break." They chuckle. 

I step down from the truck. I'm just about to turn around and walk away when a thought crosses my mind. I smile and shoot a piercing glance at the smaller, meaner of the two, the man whose hot spume I can feel deep inside writhing as if alive, deep within my tummy. The one who I think is the one in charge. 

“Sir?” I don’t even know their names. How crazy is that? He looks at me, smiles, and takes down the window. 

“What's up sweetheart? Want some more already?” I look down and blush

deeply. 

I shake my head “No.” I feel a little white glob trickle out from between my lips and slowly begin its journey down inside of my thigh. “It is just that I don’t know your names.” My cheeks are now positively glowing beet red. 

What am I doing still talking to these two monsters? 

A long moment of silence passes filled by the sound of the low rumble of the powerful truck idling. “You don’t need to know them. To you, we are your masters. You will only addresses us as master or sir.” I see his eyes catch a stray reflection of sunlight which make them sparkle with mischievous intent. I lower my head and nod demurely. 

“Yes, master. Thank you,” I add suddenly wishing for the ground to open beneath my feet and swallow me up whole. 

“Not a problem, putita. We will be seeing you again. Thank you for feeding us.” 

I nod silently and step back to watch as he puts the truck in gear and proceeds to manipulate the mechanism into picking up the previously neglected trashcan and emptying it. As the truck pulls away from my driveway it is all I can do to not waive. 

I look at the time. 

It is almost time to feed the baby. 


***




My Submission to the Doctor

I am my Master’s lamb. 

I am his to use and guide. Like clay in his fingers, he will mold me into the perfect young submissive. I have no experience with men and all my life ahead to make up for it. Old enough to be my father, he will bend me to his will until I learn my place. 

Volume 1 of Lena’s Journey



Taken by the Inquisition

 In the early days of the Holy Roman Inquisition, its agents still had a lot to learn about the secrets of the female body, what made a woman writhe in passion, what made her gasp in anguish. With the devotion of true zealots, they worked hard to fill these gaps in their knowledge. Often, they would ask for the help of willing women to be their test subjects. 

Katie is one such woman. The politics of her father land her in the clutches of the dedicated agents of the Inquisition. When they offer her freedom, in return for some private tutelage, humiliated and ashamed, her choice is all too easy to make. 



Laura’s Submission

This is the story of Laura’s awakening to a life of service. 

It all happened like in a dream. 

She met a man — strong and ruthless who would claim her from the drudgery of daily life and bring her excitement and intrigue. 

 This novella contains volumes 1-6 of the “Laura’s Submission” series. If you have read them, then you most probably do not need to buy this book. 

Thank you for reading Trash-Man's Toy. 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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