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1. Mrs. Foster

That night Yuin slept a fitful rest. She had fallen in a faint after Mr. Foster’s cock had bottomed out into the deepest recesses of her unmentionable opening where, with reckless abandon, he had plundered her and spent himself. They had left her to recover after that and it wasn’t until she felt his wife’s gentle fingers brushing back stray strands of her auburn hair from her matted forehead, that Yuin’s eyes fluttered open. She became painfully aware of a pulsating numbness in her lower abdomen. Slowly her consciousness illuminated her mind and she retook possession of her body as it lay splayed and nude across the vast bed. It was just the two of them, her naked mistress, and her. No one else – no man, no lover, no pain – just the two of them. 

Yuin was a simple girl, and yet she knew her life would never be the same again. She looked up at the serious face of Mrs. Foster. She looked radiant, beaming almost, her eyes sparkling with love and tenderness. She was naked, her big beautiful breasts hard and beckoning, her body still glistening with the afterglow of her exertions from before. Yuin remembered that Mrs. Foster had been a famous actress once. Her dalliances and excesses had been the talk of the tabloids, until Mr. Foster had rescued her from the doldrums of rehab. Yuin was told that this previous lifestyle of excess was the reason she couldn’t have kids. Something beyond repair had happened during a crazy drug-fueled orgy. When Yuin’s master and mistress had politely sat her down and explained how grateful they would be if she acquiesced to becoming the surrogate mom of his child, Yuin had cried like never before. Of course she had agreed. Over the past month she had acquired a deep affection for the couple. Her love for the eccentric billionaire and his sensuous wife knew no bounds. 

This conversation had taken place a couple of days ago. Every twelve hours since then, Yuin had been made love to until her master flooded her womb with his potent seed. 

Now here they were – the two of them, the wife and the concubine, each of them trying to come to terms with their fates. 

Somehow, inexplicably to the young chaste girl, Yuin found the older woman’s face and lips inviting, her mouth welcoming and her skin glowing and beautiful. Feeling deep anguish, Yuin gently lifted her hand. Mrs. Foster met it midway and the two women interlaced their fingers. 

“You are beautiful,” the older woman said her breath washing across the au pair’s sweat-covered skin

“I looked at the horoscope tonight. You gave your master much pleasure and something tells me that its fruits are taking hold as we speak.” The young girl whimpered softly and the woman bent forward placing her lips on her mouth and kissed her deeply. 

It was as if a switch had been turned. The girl reached out and pulled the older woman down to her. 

Their tongues weaved against each other as their bodies melded together. They made love furiously right there, in their master’s bed where just moments ago, he had claimed the au pair’s small passage. 

Yuin gasped loudly when the woman’s hungry lips came down to lap at her hard puffy nipples. She splayed her legs invitingly as the strong hand of her mistress reached for her pussy. The girl’s chest rose and fell anticipating the delicious buildup of lust as her thighs began to quiver beneath the expert touch of the older woman. 

When the young servant girl felt her climax strike moments later, she screamed for dear life allowing her mind to swim with the flow of the contorting universe around. 

The two naked women lay intertwined for many minutes after that. The ceiling lights had automatically dimmed for the night, the expensive heating system of the house pulsing breaths of hot air across the expansive house. Somewhere far a horse brayed and the wind rustled against the trees sending spirals of leaves fluttering into the dark autumn night. 

“You need to stand and return to your room,” Mrs. Foster said, her voice soft but implacable. “He will

be back and needs his rest tonight. He has an important business meeting tomorrow morning. Come, sweetheart, I’ll guide you back to your bed.” They walked the short distance to the private elevator that shot down the four levels into the basement where the girl’s room was. Mrs. Foster tucked her in carefully swaddling the petite form in soft warm blankets. She clapped her hands and the lights abated and soon restless dreams overwhelmed the girl. 

Yuin didn’t wake up until late morning. She didn’t move but merely allowed the memories of the past weeks to wash over her. How was it that she had ended up here, in America, in that obscenely rich family’s house? It had all been just too easy, Yuin realized, wiping away a tear that had tried to make its way down her cheek. It wasn’t like she had any choice after all. 

2. Caught

One time, when she was in middle school, Yuin remembered all too vividly when one of the other girls had called her a slut. She had been old enough to know exactly what that meant, not that there was any basis for the name-calling — she had yet to kiss a boy for the first time back then. Still, she remembered it vividly because of the way it made her feel — her stomach had churned horrified at the thought that somebody considered her a terrible and disappointing creature. It was all untrue and so very unfair. She was deeply ashamed. 

Later, Yuin had never had time to date in the full meaning of the word. She had practice-kissed once with her best friend in high school but their experiment had been cut short when the other girl’s parents had come home early that night. 

People do change. Sometimes it happens when they are young, as they grow up. Other times, the change occurs unexpectedly when they are older and faced with an experience of such shocking proportions that they can never see the world the same way again. For Yuin it happened when she was seventeen, going on eighteen, and her mother walked in on her late one night. 

Yuin’s eyes had been closed as she lay back in her bed in the semi-twilight of the room imagining herself making out with the cute neighbor’s boy. His strong arm was wrapped around her shoulders holding her tightly as his free hand gently cupped her breasts while their tongues hungrily played with each other. 

Yuin had been lost in the moment and didn’t feel her mother’s ominous presence in the room until almost a full mortifying minute after she had entered. Later, the teenager spent countless agonizing hours wandering whether her mother had seen anything. She always came to the same inevitable conclusion. 

She had seen it all. The fingers trailing across her pussy, her soft little gasps escaping her taut lips... Yuin had quickly rushed to toss the blankets over herself, but the damage had been done. Neither of them ever spoke about the incident, but the girl knew that had been the night her mother had made up her mind to send her away. 

When a couple of weeks later a man with a camera visited them at home and Mrs. Shen made her daughter undress down to her panties and bra so he could take pictures of her, Yuin knew better than to protest. She followed the man’s directions as he made her pose, hands clasped behind her head in one provocative position after another. 

Yuin was the oldest of her six siblings and well aware of her mother’s high expectations. The older lady fully counted on her to not only help out with chores but also to earn money to support the family. They were so poor that it was less important how exactly she managed to do that than the fact that she was able to help bringing bread to the table. It was the same for all her friends in school many of whom were already spending weekends down at the tourist district helping to provide for their families. Yuin tried not to think of what her friends were asked to do for the men and women who had come from far and wide to visit the sex capital of the world. 

As she modeled for the photographer, Yuin thought of a wonderful movie she had once seen of a rich man who had fallen in love with a prostitute. It was a wonderful fairytale with a beautiful happy ending. Yuin strongly doubted that fairytale endings ever happened in Bangkok. 


***

The luxury limousine pulled up to a slow stop right in front of a whitewashed stucco little building on a busy street. Jeff Foster bounded out of it and was almost at the door of the shabby little house when a gaggle of boys bustled out almost completely ignoring him where he stood. 

“Oh! I'm so terribly sorry,” an elderly woman appeared bowing deeply in consternation. “My children… I so apologize.” 

“Not a problem. Mrs. Shen?” 

A sullen darkness came over the woman as she bowed again. 

“Yes. You must be Mr. Foster.” He bowed in return and smiled. 

“May I come in?” 

“Of course, please follow me, sir,” the woman's English was good with a

delightful lilt and the soft Rs so typical of people whose first language was Chinese. 

He followed her into a homey little room. 

This was where it would happen. White curtains with delicate embroidery framed the windows through which a balmy soft light filtered bathing the interior in mellow warmth. 

“Would you like some tea?” 

“Please.” 

He took a seat on the small couch, careful to move back heaps of toys that the kids had dropped there. Somehow, miraculously the house wasn't quite as hot as he had initially expected. It had to be because of the graceful and bushy palm trees towering all around on the outside. Still, he took off his jacket and neatly placed it on a chair nearby. He checked the time. Another ten minutes or so, and the reason for his visit would be coming back from school. Not a lot of time but it would have to do. 

“Thank you,” he took the proffered cup and had a sip. 

Jeff Foster never ceased to be amazed how simple solutions often proved the best. In the hot stultifying climate of summertime Bangkok his instinct would have been to fill the house with powerful air conditioning and have it run 24/7. However, Mrs. Shen, clearly unable to afford the equipment as well as the electricity that would be necessary to run it, had opted for a more traditional cooling method — hot tea. 

Somehow, the scalding liquid made his body shiver in delight as it slowly trickled down his throat eliciting natural mechanisms that acted to cool him down. Add that to the wonderful hydrating effect of the tasty and healthy beverage, and you had a true miracle solution. Too bad that tea was a well-established custom with depleted business opportunities. Very little money was to be had in growing plantations and delivering it to market. Much less so than convincing people that they needed expensive and wasteful air conditioning units and the plethora of support and infrastructure that would be required to run them. How sad that new technologies mostly worked to make people like him rich and little else. 

They both remained silent for a while allowing time to build the rapport necessary for the transaction to commence. Finally, he spoke. 

"You do know why I have come here, right?" The woman nodded soundlessly, her eyes centered somewhere in the indeterminate distance. 

"Yes." 

"Do you think she is ready?" She turned to face him, her eyes suddenly very wide. 

"No. Of course she isn’t… But I thought you wanted her that way." Notes of panic had arisen in her voice and the CEO felt it necessary to lift a hand in a placating gesture. 

"I know she has no idea who I am and what exactly she’ll do for me," he spoke in a measured voice forcing a calming and controlled cool into it. It wouldn't do to unnecessarily frazzle the woman. The girl would be quick to pick up on her mother's anxiety anyway and it was important to reduce its effects as much as possible. From his experience in boardroom negotiations he was well aware of how well people responded to a smooth self-assured delivery. 

He smiled. "Let me put it that way: Do you think she is in an agreeable mood today?" 

The woman's lips parted as if to say something but then she stopped herself and nodded. 

“Good. When we spoke earlier on the phone, you indicated your belief that your daughter is particularly…, How shall I put it… Predisposed, to sensual stuff?" He was well aware of the deep awareness his piercing dark eyes cast when he focused their graphite stare on someone. The woman squirmed with obvious discomfort, sighed deeply, reached to smooth back a stray strand of hair and then having centered her blank look on him, spoke, carefully enunciating every word with unbridled perfectionism. The CEO got the distinct impression that she was both conflicted by ebullient pride as well as mortified by stultifying shame. 

"My daughter is one of the best students her high school his ever had," she started. Jeff Foster leaned back in his seat and settled into a state of polite observation. He wasn't exactly sure how being a great student in high school answered his question in any way but he decided to humor Mrs. Shen at least

for the moment. He nodded and made a deep humming noise in the back of his throat as if to encourage the woman to continue. 

“She is what I think men like you like in a young girl: innocent and curious. 

She can maintain a conversation. Also, she…” A deep crimson blush suffused the cheeks of Mrs. Shen. “I have noticed her please herself at night.” 

Excellent, he thought. This was promising news. 

"Very well then, one more question, I know you showed me her medical file, I assume she is still a virgin?" He shot the woman a sharp glance which Mrs. 

Shen studiously avoided. 

"Yes she is." 

“No worries. I'll check myself later, but more to the point, when was her last period?" Jeff Foster was well aware that his questions were deeply mortifying for the traditional and uncomplicated woman, yet he felt it important that she took full responsibility for what was happening. How she tried to rationalize it after the deal was done, was her own business, but as far as he was concerned, he wanted to make sure she understood the gravity of it all. 

"I-I'm not sure… I think you have to ask her yourself." Just then the entrance door cracked open and the woman actually breathed an audible sigh of relief. 

“There is my beautiful daughter!” Mrs. Shen beamed and for a moment the CEO wondered whether Yuin wasn’t actually going to be much better off with him rather than under the influence of her mother’s misguided ideas. 

3. Mr. Foster

It was almost one month exactly after her session with the photographer that the American man came to visit them at home. At first that is exactly how she thought of him – simply as the  American. He could have come from any other country in the world, but something about the way he carried himself and his unquestionable self-assuredness made her certain he was American. 

They didn’t tell her his name and no introductions were made. He was a presence that had suddenly materialized in the middle of their living room changing everything about that safe wonderful place she had until then known as her home. 

She felt him before she saw him, sensing his expensive cologne when opening the door to their house on her way back from school. Her mother and the American were seated at either end of their small couch and Yuin had to only see the obsequious smile of her parent to know that life would never be the same again. 

The moment she saw him, she felt her heart skip a beat and her breathing got really sharp. Pins and needles blossomed across her extremities making her nerves tingle. She looked down at the floor flushed and embarrassed at her sudden inexplicable reaction to this man's presence. She couldn't understand it and felt mortified by it. For a split second she even wondered if he felt the same way too. She saw her mother's lips moving as both her and the man watched her. They had obviously asked her a question for they were both staring at her and clearly waiting for an answer. Her heartbeat had risen up into her ears and she was panting almost to hyperventilation and couldn't for the life of her make out what was said. Her eyes teared up as she suddenly felt blinded and overwhelmed. 

Next thing she knew the man had stood up from the couch and had come to guide her forward his hands gentle and warm at her shoulders. She barely had enough strength to take a couple of steps before kneeling on the floor like a little bundle panting feverishly. She had never before been so close to fainting in her entire life! 

“Excuse me, Mrs. Shen, may I have a glass of cold water for the girl, please?” His voice was deep and yet sonorous. She felt as if she could hear him in her very chest. 

“Of course, Mr. Foster,” her mother replied making her way to the kitchen. 

Reluctantly Yuin forced herself to look at the man. Big, elegant hands, clean and strong, and clearly manicured were the first thing she noticed. This man was not accustomed to any type of manual labor. Yuin somehow managed to stay steady and keep it all together, her arms --demurely by her side as she steeled her breath. Her eyes slowly made their way up to his face. When she met the dark vibrant eyes of the visitor however she couldn’t resist the deep soul rendering shiver that washed over her spine. The man was watching her intently and she saw a thin smile stretch his handsome mouth. She felt her body tense strangely captivated by the American’s poignant intensity. 

Later, she would think back to that first moment and wonder what it was about the man that had so grabbed her attention right from the start. He wasn’t exceptional in any outward way that she could tell. There wasn’t one particular feature of his face or line of his chest that Yuin could point to as setting him apart from the crowd of men, young and old, that routinely gawked at her as she walked back home every day. 

Maybe it was the fact that everything about the way that this man was put together seemed flawless. His sandy brown hair, his deep tan that appeared better suited to a surfer half his age, his chiseled face with the vaguest hints of scars on his left cheek, made him look like an exotic God of some sort to the young girl. 

His eyes felt strangely powerful and Yuin felt her body turn to mush. She wondered if there was anything about her that this man couldn’t tell simply by looking at her. As she stared back at him frozen in time and space. He smiled, his eyes almost paternally warm. His lips looked so soft, beautiful even, as they spread framing his perfectly straight white teeth. Yuin found herself wondering whether nature hadn’t somehow balanced all this outward beauty in the man by endowing him with some a deeply horrible soul. It didn’t help that she could tell he was probably rich, and maybe even obscenely so. 

“Hello,” he simply said and smiled. 

“H-Hello,” it felt so strange talking to this strange older man seated there on the couch above her smiling down as she lay puddled on the floor. 

The man looked severe with angular features and a broad chin. His face carried a deep dark aura about it that Yuin couldn't quite understand but chilled her to the core. 

She could clearly see him studying her intently as he gazed down. “When a man introduces himself, it is only polite for a girl to tell him her name.” He arched his brow but his voice remained soft and polite. 

“I-I’m sorry, my name is Yuin,” she stammered awkwardly. Just then her mother returned with the ice water on a tray and more tea. 

“Ah, here -- have some water. It will make you feel better,” he stood and offered her the cup. Cold water had never tasted so good. 

A few minutes of silence passed during which her heart slowly regained a more measured beat as she took a moment to calm herself. 

“Do you know why I am here?” His voice was deep and measured. She felt his words wash over her like warm tropical ocean waves. 

“No, sir, I don’t know,” Yuin replied. She tried to keep her eyes on the ground except when she spoke. 

“I can see that your accent is quite negligible. Mrs. Shen, your mother, has agreed to allow me to hire you as our maid. You will be coming with me later tonight to the airport. We have tickets to Seattle. Now please tell me how old you are for real?” 

“Eighteen, am eighteen,” Yuin said shooting her mom a brief look.  Seattle? 

 Seattle! 

“I just find it hard to believe… 18 years old and yet you look so very young… perhaps it’s me, I must be the one getting old. Every year that passes, everybody seems to look younger and younger in comparison.” 

He chuckled. He had stepped up to stand within a couple of inches of Yuin. 

She felt the impulse to scoot back from the domineering presence of the tall man. The girl looked pleadingly over to her mother seeking some sort of relief. Just then the elderly woman appeared to be studiously looking away, however. 

“So innocent, so sweet. Tell me now one more thing, sweetheart. But please promise to be honest, because I can tell when people try to hide the truth,” the

American had brought his lips to within touching distance of Yuin’s ear. His breath smelled like mint and that indescribable aroma of someone who had recently had a bountiful dinner. “Have you ever been with a boy before?” 

The girl’s eyes grew big. “With a boy, sir?” 

“Yes, as in sex, do you understand?” The American was getting impatient now. Yuin fought the impulse to push back and scurry away, she wanted to run as far and as fast as she could. Her mind froze and somewhere deep within her she wondered whether that was what they meant when a character in a book had the look of “a deer in headlights”. 

She also knew with instinctive certainty that if she continued answering this man’s questions, her life would irrevocably start to tumble down a path from which she would have no hope of finding her way back. 

A chasm leading to a universe very different from anything she had pictured in her naïve childish hopes had suddenly opened in the very center of her mother’s living room. 

“No. I haven’t…” Yuin answered in a small voice. 

“Good.” The American almost didn’t smile, pivoted and went to sit back down on the couch. “Stand tall please,” he said, his voice almost bored and yet measured and implacable. Yuin hurried to comply. Clearly the man was a person accustomed to having his orders executed promptly and without question. The girl shifted uncomfortably on her feet looking once again to her mother who met her eyes and nodded meekly. If there was to be had any respite it wouldn’t be coming from her. Yuin glanced at the American and to her chagrin saw a thin wisp of a smile cross his lips. 

Mr. Foster gazed with appreciation at the delightful creature that stood in front of him. He could clearly see the firmness of her thighs as she hesitantly shifted her weight from one foot to the other. Her desperate glances at her mother thrilled him deeply. The girl had not yet acquired the glassy-eyed stare typical of downtrodden people beaten down by life. The CEO didn’t like people like that. 

Yes, she was a good selection, he thought. He had done well to listen to his wife in choosing her. She had been one out of many dozens of girls they had considered. But both him and his wife had quickly narrowed their search down to quiet little shy Yuin. Even though she was on the wispy side and

petite even in comparison to the other Southeast Asian girls, there was a certain strength that beamed from her lively eyes. 

He could tell that she had small, pointed breasts beneath her t-shirt. Her dark auburn hair was soft and long, still girlish in appearance, her features – –

delicate and soft. He absentmindedly brought his hand to his waist digging his nails into the thick black leather of his belt. Her apparent frailty invited torment and he found it necessary to summon extra discipline kicking his sadistic thoughts to the curb, at least for the moment. Yuin was destined to be so much more than a mere plaything. If she accepted his offer, she was to become a virtual family possession, a precious item that would be doted over by everyone in his household. He had to force himself to treat her with the appropriate respect. There would definitely be time for other things later. 

He marveled at the natural innocence of the girl as she involuntarily bit her lip, her deeply emotive hazel eyes flitting up to meet his penetrating gaze. 

She was sizing him up and he was fine with that. He wondered how much her mother had told her but then remembered how traditional and conservative Mrs. Shen was. 

He guessed that Yuin was probably genuinely clueless as to the main reason he had come to hire her. She probably suspected something sexual was driving him, but Mr. Foster was prepared to wager a million dollars that the truth would shock her. 

“Tell me sweetheart, would you mind doing housework?” He carefully asked suddenly interrupting Yuin‘s helter-skelter thoughts. She nodded meekly but seeing his frown spoke out loud. 

“Yes… I frequently help out my mother at home.” His frown only deepened and it took Yuin an instant to correct herself. 

“Yes, sir.” 

The frown vanished replaced by a warm smile. Her insides suddenly thrummed with excitement that she had managed to please this big strange foreign man. 

Her first submission. Mr. Foster was impressed. She had instinctively felt his displeasure and grasped for the one correct response guaranteed to please him. Her future Master was starting to genuinely like her. 

As she waited she noticed him reach into the inside pocket of his jacket and produce a stack of 4 x 6 photos. “As you have probably surmised by now, we’re kind of having an interview. I want to ask you a couple of questions if you don’t mind. I want to see how you think and react. Would that be okay?” 

She nodded meekly wondering what choice she had. 

“Let me ask you, sweetheart,” he said his voice deep and resonating in his large chest. “I want your opinion. I am looking to hire an assistant at one of my Asian companies and since you are a young girl in touch with what people your age find interesting and exciting, you might be able to help me decide on the right person,” he smiled. “Tell me what do you think of these pictures.” The man’s long angular fingers fanned out across the table spreading a bevy of black and white photos of men of different ages. “I need somebody who can be the face of the press department at one of my company’s branches in Japan. Tell me who do you think I should pick.” 

“But please be sure to choose carefully,” he added and his voice acquired a deeply malicious undertone. His dark eyes sparkled with amusement as he looked at her puzzled expression. “Please keep in mind that these people work for me. I see most of them on a daily basis, and I will make sure they know whose decision it was. This is a highly sought-after position and I’m sure that those who don’t get it will be quite pissed that I allowed a nobody like you to make the decision. I like doing that you see because in such situations it is that much easier for me to shift the blame to you. It is also good for company morale,” he smiled icily and her tummy squirmed with fright. “I will definitely allow those who want to come take up their grievances with you later. So go ahead and tell me now.” 

Oh dear God! Now that he had her attention, Yuin noticed that many of the men’s faces bore a certain unbridled harshness or even malice in their eyes. 

She shuddered to think how they would treat her if they knew she had picked someone other than them. Would this man, Mr. Foster, let them have their way with her? No he wouldn’t! 

Would he? Instinctively she realized that maybe Mr. Foster was playing mind games with her. There were perhaps more than twenty photos spread out on the table, twenty candidates for one job! No matter what she did, whoever she picked, for whatever reason, there would be hell to pay later. Or maybe not. 

Maybe it was all a test, and the man was just trying to see how she behaved

under stress. If that was his intent, he was succeeding admirably. Her whole body was trembling now. 

Gingerly, she reached out and picked up one glossy photo of a stern-looking young man. “Him.” 

“Why? What is it about him that drew your attention?” Mr. Foster casually asked. Never lifting his eyes away from her, he collected the pictures and put them back in his pocket. 

“Nothing, really,” Yuin blushed. “I don’t know anything about any of them. 

If the job is that important, I am sure that you wouldn’t allow me to choose someone who is not properly suited for it. Any of these men is probably more than qualified. It is just a test… Of me.” She added breathlessly. Warily, she looked up and saw the American’s big smile. He nodded without saying a word. 

4. Chastised

“Very well, my dear. Please come closer and turn around. I want to feel your hair. It looks so lustrous and soft.” She gasped in frustration and after a long moment finally moved forward towards the couch. 

“Daughter, be respectful,” her mother’s flat voice said. “Mr. Foster just made you a compliment. Be a good girl and show the man we are not barbarians.” 

A deep blush flooded Yuin’s face covering her in a coppery complexion. 

“Thank you for complimenting me, sir.” Her voice was exquisitely sweet and made his cock throb painfully. 

“That is perfectly okay, sweetheart.” She felt him pass his big strong hands through her hair and heard him grunt his approval. 

“Your mother tells me that you are no stranger to exploring yourself.” He could feel the heat radiating from the petite teenager as a deep shiver traversed her tight little figure where she stood between his knees. His hands washed across her body and came to rest on the small of her back atop the gentle curve of her delicious little rump. She was at a genuine loss for words now, a silent hiccup – the only sign that she had actually heard his words. 

He could only imagine the thoughts racing through her mind. After all, she had only just met him. It was unthinkable for anybody in her own culture to be asking her questions like that, let alone a foreigner in her mother’s home, in her mother’s presence! And yet here she was being virtually interrogated by this man, a rude rich American. Oh how humiliating the whole experience had to be! 

Finally, with a small movement of her head, the girl acquiesced to his unspoken question. 

“So in spite of this, you expect me to believe that you are still a virgin?” The man asked unabashedly his big hands completely encircling her tiny waist now. 

“Yes, sir. I – I am,” Yuin replied her voice tiny and full of complaint at the intimate nature of his question. She almost jumped when he reached up and cupped her face in his big hand. 

“Don’t you look over your shoulder and seek help from your mother, young woman,” the American suddenly chastised her. His voice had acquired an

aggressiveness she hadn’t heard before. The deep rumble of his chest made the tiny hairs on the small of her back stand up on edge as tingles shot up and down her spine. 

“Your mother was the one who reached out to me seeking my help. She considers you almost an embarrassment and perhaps even a liability. I will be the first to admit that as a foreigner, I know very little about your culture, and yet I’m under the impression that the oldest sibling in a large family such as yours, a family lacking the stabilizing influence of adult male presence, if I may add, is expected to at least try and emulate her mother’s example and strive to become a pillar of stability and hope for her younger brothers.” 

A whimper escaped Yuin’s lips. She was being sternly berated by this unknown man, her mother’s silence -- a silent acceptance of his treatment. 

“I’m not your father and so it is not my place to chastise you. At least not yet,” he added ominously. “But I cannot blame your mother for wondering what kind of example you hope to set by pleasuring yourself within earshot of your younger siblings. What if they had been awake? What if they happened to hear their older sister’s carnal gasps?” 

Mortified Yuin covered her face with her hands and started sobbing loudly. 

This was too much! He knew everything! Her mother, the one person she trusted more than anybody else in the entire world, had told this stranger her most intimate secret! The shame was unbearable. She might as well die now, Yuin thought. If this foreigner had been allowed to know, chances were her secret was public knowledge. Oh Lord! 

The American let her stand and cry for a couple of minutes. He marveled how innocent the young girl was. She was completely oblivious to everything but her own misery right now. 

Her sniffles and quiet sobs struck a chord somewhere in the deep dark soul of the CEO and gently he let go of her waist taking her by the arm instead. She looked up, her eyes still awash with tears but now sparkling with shaky curiosity. Without a word he made her turn to face him and then having placed her tiny palm between his enormous hands he gently curled it into a fist leaving her thumb sticking out. 

The close proximity of her body made his cock stir. Carefully and like in a trance, he took her hand and brought it up to her lips which parted as if of

their own accord taking her thumb into her mouth. Her face was moist with tears but her lips sparkled as her cheeks hollowed out as she suckled on her thumb. 

Jeff Foster was gratified when he saw the enchanting innocent creature’s tremors of anxiety visibly subside and her breath grow deep and concentrated as she blinked away the early onset of tears. She tentatively looked up at him trying to guess his next move. 

His cock was seriously hard and for a moment he wondered whether he shouldn’t check and see if the girl’s pussy hadn’t gotten wet as well. But after a short deliberation he decided to put it off for later. There was no hurry. 

None at all. He sat back admiring the way the soft light filtering through the curtains bathed the girl in shimmery sparkles and edges. 

At sixty-five, Jeff Foster was quite proud to have never felt the need for the little blue pill. Now, watching the petite teenager tremble at his words, he chuckled silently wondering if the opposite wasn’t in fact called for. 

Somebody had to have invented the pill that reducedthe libido of a successful man. He shot the demure Mrs. Shen a sideways glance wondering if the elderly matron hadn’t noticed his pronounced hardness. No, she hadn’t. The traditional older woman appeared quite preoccupied with the tribulations of her own daughter to pay him any attention. 

Mr. Smith couldn’t help but be amazed at some people’s horribly misplaced priorities. The doting mother was so very concerned with maintaining her family’s perceived honor, that she was willing to send her daughter off to become some white man’s glorified live-in concubine. Jeff shook his head silently. 

He could imagine the elderly woman was troubled by her daughter’s newly awakened sexuality and what it might spell for her small family’s continued well-being in their traditional society. She was trading her daughter to him just so she could preserve the good name of her family. Whatever that meant given the circumstances. 

On the other hand, however, Jeff reminded himself to not feel too bad for the woman. He was providing them an extremely lavish compensation for little Yuin. Not to mention that he wasn’t half the monster he could have turned out to be. Jeff Foster was nothing like some of the closet serial killers and

sadists that he knew for a fact roamed the streets of Bangkok. 

He shuddered to think what some of these monsters would like to do to a delicate creature like her. Yes, it could have been so much worse for the girl. 

He smiled. 

“You’re a very lucky young woman, you know that?” He said finally releasing his hold on the shaking girl. She almost vaulted backward, clearly relishing her freedom. The girl’s obvious displeasure at being handled by the strange man didn’t escape her mother’s notice. When she raised her voice to swiftly berate her daughter in Chinese, a language the family spoke in private, it was all Yuin could do to not faint from embarrassment. 

Mr. Foster had learned the language a while back when he had been stationed as a young man in Taiwan and so decided to intercede in the same language. 

“Thank you, Mrs. Shen, please let the sparrow be.” 

Both women turned at him in obvious surprise. The mother smiled and bowed politely clearly impressed. However, it was her daughter’s wide-eyed wonderment that truly warmed the heart of the CEO. Jeff suspected that thoughts of hope had suddenly flowered in her anxious mind. Oh, how gullible people were, especially the young. The more desperate their circumstances, the more they grasped for straws. Right now Yuin was probably thinking that perhaps things were going to turn out well, after all. 

Maybe she was hoping that Mr. Foster was just another quirky older man, maybe a rich professor with eclectic tastes. Maybe all he needed was a pretty young Asian house sitter. 

Ha! 

Mr. Smith’s smile broadened. 

It was time to dispense with the silly pleasantries and do what he had come halfway around the world to do. He already knew more about Yuin than she did herself. He had seen her nude photos, read her medical chart and even had his family physician look it over as well. He and his wife had both done their research and concluded that the girl was perfect in every sense. 

Their hopes about her potential as a sexual vixen were elevated once they learned the real reason her mother was in such a haste to have her daughter shipped off abroad. The girl’s natural desire to masturbate had put her in trouble with her narrow-minded and traditional parent. This faux pas on her

part had moved her to the very top of Jeff and Jennifer’s list of prospective live-in sex vixens. All that remained to be done was to ascertain the girl’s sensuality. 

It simply wouldn’t be acceptable that they paid all this money and spent all that time to have the girl turn out to be a dud in bed. They were paying through the roof for a young, maybe immature, East Asian sex goddess, and they would be damned if they didn’t get their money’s worth. Jeff found it troubling that the girl was still a virgin with no obvious boy waiting in the wings to marry her. Was she overly shy or somehow frigid? A lesbian? He could live with her being a lesbian, just so long as she was sensually attuned to sex. 

The CEO cleared his throat and her mother took that to be a sign that he probably needed a moment to speak with Yuin in private and stood. She put a hand on her daughter’s shoulder, leaned in, and kissed the girl’s tremulous cheek. 

“You will be a good girl, I know that. You will do it because you want to please. You will do it for the family.” The woman hesitated, looked back at the big American billionaire and then again at her daughter. 

She started speaking rapidly in a local dialect of Thai and Mandarin that was completely incomprehensible to the American who had not grown up on the streets of Bangkok. 

“But you will also do everything this man wants you to do because it is good for you.” The older woman’s fingers dug painfully into Yuin‘s shoulder. The girl looked up into her mother’s eyes and saw her own tears mirrored there. 

“Everything! Eventually you will learn that what may taste bitter to you now, in the beginning, will slowly grow in sweetness. This man has a good heart. 

He doesn’t quite know it yet, but I can sense it. You and him, are like two parts of a jigsaw puzzle. Fate has gifted you with some very unusual and interesting desires. With time you will learn to accept them and then, many years from now, maybe you will forgive an old mother for making a difficult choice.” 

Her mother’s voice cracked, overwrought with emotion. Then suddenly, the older woman turned and walked out of the room. Yuin reached up to wipe her tear-streaked face and realized how deeply she already missed her mother, 

silly traditional notions and all. 

Mrs. Shen had barely left the room when the man looked up. His eyes seemed to bore to the very core of Yuin’s soul. 

5. Undressed

She was wearing a simple white T-shirt and jeans that even though tight and demure, revealed way too much to the austere looking man's probing eyes right now. 

"I want to see you get fully undressed for me, sweetheart," he growled. 

Somehow, amazingly, his words didn't surprise her. She had almost expected him to say something just like that. Yuin didn't flinch, didn't even question herself, but took a small step back from where she had been standing and squirmed out of her small tight white sneakers.. The man smiled and relaxed back in the couch. 

"I can see in your eyes that you probably have quite a lot of questions right now. Don't worry, this is perfectly understandable. I can also see that you are smarter than most. I strongly suspect that your intelligence has frequently been misinterpreted as immodesty and disrespect. Don't worry, sweetheart, I appreciate smart girls. I truly do." He shot a meaningful glance towards the kitchen door which had been firmly closed when her mother had left the room. "Let me promise you that with time, all your questions will be answered. But first things first, I want to make sure that you are exactly what I expect you to be. It is in the best interest of everyone." 

As he spoke, the girl thought she was able to feel a hint of warmth and caring in his otherwise businesslike voice. As she undressed for the man, a strange, not entirely novel feeling had materialized from somewhere, eliciting little tingles of excitement throughout her body. Her lips were sealed tightly as her mind tried and then failed to reconcile the unwanted, pleasurable sensations trilling her insides. 

She blushed hotly. In some ways, she almost preferred that he had jumped and disrobed her himself, ripping her clothes off without giving her a say in her own shaming. It was so much more humiliating to her that he had ordered her to undress herself. Then her belly tightened in understanding when she realized that was probably the reason he had was making her do it. This man was so unbelievably different from any of the teenage boys and even other males Yuin was accustomed to seeing in her neighborhood. 

The CEO sat back and took a sip of his tea. From his serious eyes she could tell that she had his undivided attention. Suddenly, for the very first time in her life, she felt a strange kind of power, unlike anything she had ever experienced before. An older man, strange, powerful, rich, handsome and clearly used to getting whatever his heart desired was sitting right there in her own living room riveted on her every movement, breath and sheen of sweat across her glowing soft skin. 

She saw the man take a deep breath and wondered what a man like him thought when he watched a girl less than half his age undress as he had ordered her. She watched him carefully replace the cup of tea on the table and clasp his hands tightly in his lap nodding for her to start. 

She moved her hands down and sucking in her lower lip in a fruitless effort to alleviate her consternation, Yuin slowly pulled down the zipper holding her plaid skirt in place. The sound was not unlike a tiny explosion in the silence of the living room. The garment tumbled to the floor and she stepped out of it. Yuin’s heart skipped a beat when she heard the man's intake of breath. She risked a peek through her auburn hair that fell in a curtain across her face. His dark expression had darkened like a thunderous cloud. She felt a sudden and overwhelming desire to please this powerful man who had traveled so far just to be here with her. 

Next came her tight white little t-shirt that she gingerly peeled over her head letting it fall behind her neck. In nothing but a soft pink bra and lacy panties, she timidly swept back her hair and looked up. 

He saw the question in her eyes and nodded. His rugged face still looked as stern as ever, but his deep dark eyes had softened. Every inch of skin that the girl had revealed begged to be kissed by a man's discerning lips. Everything about her was exquisite from her perfect little body to the shyness with which she was displaying it in selfless obeisance. 

He brought his hand up to her face and gently pinched her pretty cheeks. 

“Keep going, beautiful.” 

Yuin reached behind her back and unclasped her schoolgirl sport bra. Jeff gasped audibly at the sight of her beautiful little breasts as she unveiled them for the first time. A deep flush covered her face and chest and he realized

then that no man had ever seen her like that before. Her skin radiated in youthful exuberance. Her nipples stood proudly erect. They looked almost disproportionately big as they rose atop the peaks of her delicious little mounds begging to be kissed. 

The rich American saw the girl pull down her panties and smiled to himself. 

Yes, she was a natural submissive indeed. She had already come to terms, at least subconsciously, with the reality of her new life and was already going through the motions of submission without even realizing it. It now occurred to him that he had yet to hear one word of protest or reluctance from the girl. 

As she shimmied out of her panties a deep auburn bush of soft curls revealed itself proudly framing a very pronounced mound with thick outer lips and surprisingly developed inner ones. The CEO felt his mouth water at the sight of the girl's pudenda. He was no expert, but if anatomy was anything to go by, the girl was very obviously predisposed by her very physique to be very sensuous. Having shed all her clothing, she straightened and centered her eyes somewhere on the wall behind him. Jeff allowed her to stand that way for a full minute without saying anything. 

He could only imagine the thoughts racing through her innocent mind right now. She probably wanted nothing more than to grab her clothes and run away as far as she could from him. He could see the pastiche of different emotions as they alternated across her expressive face. 

"How long has it been?" He watched as her innocent eyes betrayed her lack of understanding and waited patiently until he saw the first glimmer of mortifying suspicion illuminate the girl's young features. 

"Sir?" Her voice was gentle like droplets of spring rain across a mountain lake. 

"How long has it been since you first started giving yourself pleasure down there," he asked and saw the girl's lips lose their luscious red color paling to almost match her skin as she looked down. 

He knew the question mortified Yuin and for a long, delicious moment, he enjoyed her squirming discomfort. There was more to his torment, however than merely putting the girl through her paces. Jeff could tell by her pronounced nether anatomy that the young girl had been at the it for more than a couple of years now. It fascinated him to think how early it was when

she had first discovered the joys of self-gratification. For a mind-blinding moment he imagined her caressing her labia eliciting tremors of pleasure from her still growing sexual anatomy. 

She was eighteen now and he knew that with continuous attention, a girl's nether lips would grow with time. He also was well aware that most of Yuin's compatriots enjoyed a somewhat more modest anatomy between their legs. 

He made a mental note to himself to see if he could gain access to the medical files of her mother somehow. It would be helpful to see the way the older woman looked so he could compare and attempt to glean more about Yuin that way. Still, even if she had somehow been born with overly enlarged lips, their mere existence would have certainly predisposed the girl towards self gratification. He was certain of it. 

The CEO smiled and watched as the girl again tried to hide behind the thick waterfall of curls that tumbled across her face — a natural shield that nature had provided to hide the nubile creature from her future master's attentions. 

He allowed the silence to build for a couple of minutes watching her shift her weight uncomfortably from one bare foot to the other as she stood there in the middle of the rapidly darkening living room. The sun set rapidly at that latitude and he didn't mind the growing shadows appreciating their ominous nature. He could hear Yuin's mother yelling something at the young boys as she prapared dinner for the family. Routines had to be followed. A family had to eat regardless of happenstance. Even if it meant giving the strange American billionaire in their living room free reign over her nubile daughter. 

He reached out and took another sip of tea. 

"I am in no rush and I know your mother will wait in the kitchen until I call her back. We can stay here for as long as you wish." 

The CEO gave the girl time to let the meaning sink in. "I will wait for you to answer my question when you feel you are ready. Just remember, please, that I want the truth, and nothing less." 

"Just two months ago," she blurted out looking at him through teary eyes. She brought her hands forward clasping her fingers over her eyes. 

Jeff clucked his tongue and shook his head side to side. 

"Now you are just being disrespectful, plain and simple," he said his voice suddenly matter of fact and serious. "I do not have to be any sort of expert to

know you are lying. One look at your stretched lips down there," he said pointing at her pussy, "and anyone can tell that this has been going on for many years now. No! Don't try to argue with me, young lady. I warned you that I wanted the truth and nothing less. I have to say this is a rather inauspicious beginning. I had one simple request and you didn't follow it.” 

The girl was shaking her head side to side little whimpers of protest escaping her tightly pressed lips. 

"Your disobedience and lies have cost you a spanking across the buttocks." 

Yuin's mind reeled at the man's words. She had never been spanked in her life! Even though traditional and conservative, her mother had never laid hands on any of her children, not even when they were little. Yuin suppressed a sob and nodded. She would have begged the man to relent or even called out to her mother for help, but she instinctively knew that this was all part of his assessment. Her mother had instructed her to be strong, to bear up, and take it no matter what. She had to do it. She was going to do it for her family, and after all, perhaps she even deserved it. 

How else could she explain to herself the tingles that had now grown into a persistent heat between her legs. Before today such sensations would only come about after deliberate and long gentle caresses in the privacy of her own bed, usually late at night. Never during the day, let alone in front of some strange man in the middle of the house. Yes, she was a slut. She needed to be spanked for that, if not for lying. 

"Yes, Sir," she heard herself say in a husky little voice. 

6. Tasting him for the first time. 

Yuin moved forward, but the man lifted a restraining hand stopping her in her tracks. "Before we do anything, I want you to go and ask your mother for a bottle of olive oil." He didn't elaborate and so after a mortifying moment Yuin bent to pick up her skirt and shirt from the floor. 

"No!" the man barked. "I didn't say you could dress yourself. You have to learn to listen carefully to what people order you to do, and follow it precisely. Now you have earned yourself an extra strike." 

Yuin brought her hand to her mouth stifling an anguished sob. "Now, when you go in the kitchen, I want you to also ask your mother for three wooden clothespins like the ones you use to hang up the laundry to dry. Go now and hurry back if you don't want me to punish you even more." 

The girl bound up and left to follow his instructions. Jeff knew full well that he had ambushed the girl into her transgressions. It was part of the test however and so far she was doing admirably well. He couldn't wait to call his wife and tell her how cute and eager to please young Yuin had turned out to be. He could hear some muffled whispers from the kitchen and the door opened and closed briskly as the girl ran back to stand visibly shaking in front of him. Silently, she handed over the three clothespins and the bottle of oil to her tormentor. He admired her strength and was smitten with her efforts as she was visibly fighting to control her emotions and do his bidding. 

"You can put the clothespins on the ground for now," he said. He patiently waited for the girl to complete his order and look at him expectantly again. 

"Roll up the carpet, please. But be careful, I don't want you to mess up your mother's living room." His voice was matter-of-fact and cold, as if directing a construction worker at a site. He watched a deep crimson bloom across Yuin's cheeks. He could see the girl visibly fight with herself. 

This morning when she had left for school, she had been just another young woman. Now, in the space a couple of hours since she had returned home, her life had decidedly taken a turn sideways, and here she was naked — doing the bidding of a strange foreign man. And when she was done following his orders, he was going to spank her! His cock throbbed with excitement and then he almost had to suppress a grin as he became aware of the deep musky scent emanating from the girl. He was not the only one excited right now! Oh

what a beauty and how lucky he was. 

He admired her body as the girl struggled to move the heavy furniture to the sides of the room so that she could then roll up the carpet. Her breasts were still small and not fully developed. Unlike his wife's full bosom, this young woman's breasts were so small that if he ever wanted to spank them, he wouldn't be able to use his hands, it would be too awkward and difficult to achieve the right angle for a proper smack. He would have to use a strap. The CEO took a deep breath steeling his racing heart. There were so many ideas flitting through his mind that he had to rein himself in. He reminded himself that today was merely the first of many encounters — one of many delectable moments to follow. 

Today was merely a test run, an experiment. He marveled at the irony that even though she didn't realize it, it was precisely her innocence and obvious embarrassment that elevated her above all other potential candidates for the position he was seeking her to fill. Right now, the CEO wasn't really interested in playing with the girl, so much as putting her through her paces to test her responsiveness. He could already tell that she was a truly marvelous creature. One who was soon going to enter a life that would be eminently suited to her natural predispositions. 

"That is good enough, sweet girl," he said as she finished pushing the big heavy rug up against the wall. "Now give me the bottle please." 

Yuin cleared her suddenly dry throat realizing her punishment was about to begin. Jeff took the oil from her and sitting forward on the couch poured a generous amount in the palm of his left hand. "Come stand closer to me here between my knees," he instructed her. He saw her tense up visibly as she squared her shoulders looking straight ahead. She was smart. She already knew what he was about to do. 

Gently, he took his hands and ran them down the column of her graceful neck spreading the viscous liquid along her beautiful soft skin watching carefully as goosebumps popped in its wake covering her body head to toe. Her already long and hard nipples grew tighter as he took his time spreading the emulsion across her innocent skin. When his hands came down to her breasts, they at first, merely washed over her skin. He carefully squeezed her nipples and smiled seeing the vein in her neck begin to pulse more earnestly. He spread the gelatinous oil all across her front making her abdomen and chest

glisten in the twilight before taking her nipples between his forefinger and thumb in each hand. 

Then he pinched them, hard. The girl gasped, her toes curled, her fists tightened, but she stayed in place, gently swaying closer towards him. 

Interesting, Jeff thought, she moves closer to me, not further. 

As she submitted to having her breasts handled for the very first time in her life, Yuin felt her mind inexplicably wander off. It was as if she had become two entirely different persons in that instant. One, an innocent girl being manhandled by the big strange burly man in the middle of her own home, and another — enjoying the experience from the side, and wondering in an almost clinical way whether the man would be angry when he discovered how much she actually hated to cook. She had told him that she helped her mother with housework which was true enough but she suspected he wanted someone whose heart was more in it than her. 

His primal need was urging him to reach out and kiss her taut peaks with his lips, but he knew better. There was no rush after all. Time was on his side. He knew that right now she was probably doing her best to shield him from her intimate emotions undoubtedly roiling through her anxious little heart. He could almost hear its drumbeat inches away in her tiny chest, his eyes virtually seeing all the way into her body where the fist-sized organ tremulously pumped away sending blood and oxygen to her brain in response to the anxiety he was undoubtedly causing her. 

He looked up at her. Her eyes were wide and she was staring down at him. 

"There is a depth in her," he thought. "She has a complex soul." He realized he couldn't wait to learn more about his new little acquisition. 

For her part, Yuin was deeply conflicted about the thoughts streaming through her mind. A part of her felt horrified and indignant at being made to undress and shame herself before this stranger, and yet, there was a growing part of her that was actively resonating to the unspoken tenderness that emanated from the big man sitting on her mother's couch. 

The initial revulsion at her mother's obvious idea that she was to submit to him was slowly chipping away and Yuin was beginning to feel a familiar tingle in her lower belly. She pressed her knees together in frustration. Maybe her mother was correct. Perhaps she was a slut! Yuin's pussy burned and her

nipples got hard with pent-up desire. Imperceptibly, her body swayed forward and her skin made contact with the man's fingertips. His touch was like flipping an electric switch. 

The tears that had previously been flowing down her face, had now dried up and Yuin felt her mind center itself in the moment. The anxiety fell away like a shroud as her subconscious gleaned the importance this man was to play in her future. Yuin felt split in two — her conscious mind resigning itself to the backseat as it acknowledged the decision that had already been made by her vastly more powerful subconscious. Time slowed down to a standstill and she saw this man for what he truly was – – her future master. She knew she was going to submit to him in every way and allow him to rule over her life and her body now and well into the future. 

In this instant Yuin realized that he would also be the first man who would make love to her and maybe even the last. He would be the one to take care of her and provide for her. He would be like a God unto her. 

Yuin felt her eyelashes flutter deeply conscious of his gaze upon her naked body as she breathed out hissing through pursed lips as she surrendered into his gentle touch where his hands lightly spread the oil across her skin. Her entire body quivered at the sensation of becoming an object for this man’s adoration. She knew she had been given away and her new master was putting her through her paces. He was slowly but inevitably claiming her flesh as his very property, and yet she discovered she was okay with it. 

Yuin's mind lit up with imagined images of his manhood. Her mouth watered as she imagined what it would be like to taste him. Yuin had never seen a cock before and had spent many a night daydreaming of what it would be like to have one touch her, how it would taste, how it would feel as it pushed past her lips and into her mouth. Reality was catching up fast with her imagination. 


***

Her body had resumed trembling in his hands. It was a sight to behold, its now glistening skin, flashing back reflected light from outside making her look like a goddess from times immemorial. The more he studied the girl in his grasp, the more he concluded that there was something vastly different about her. 

He looked up and saw that besides the uncertainty and anxiety which overwhelmed her moments ago, now there was also a definite hint of desire illuminating her features. The girl was so much smaller than him in size, that even though she was standing and he was sitting, their eyes were almost at the same level. He noticed her take a small girlish breath as he moved in closer. She licked her lips and tilted her head slightly sideways. She was breathing quickly, her hot breath washing over his entranced face. Her eyes were big and she was looking straight at him as if drinking him in. She whispered something inaudible. 

He arched his eyebrows quizzically. 

"My master," she whispered again and closed her eyes parting her lips. 

The CEO’s heart soared. There was absolutely no doubt what she was offering him. 

His mouth hungrily closed in on hers and he felt the girl shudder in pleasure beneath his hands which right now had come to rest on the small of her back. 

Her mouth was hot and wet and his tongue was welcomed by her soft inexperienced one as she searched out to touch him. 

He felt the girl melt in his arms, and noticed, how in spite of her best intentions, she pressed herself up against him, surrendering completely. 

He knew she had never kissed before. 

Very tentatively she unclenched her tiny fists and reached to place her hands around his neck. She had touched him unbidden, but right now he didn't mind. Not at all. Perhaps she was intuitively searching for a way to placate him so that he didn't spank her bum later. No matter. Whatever the reason, she was a natural seductress. 

As far as he was concerned, Yuin had just aced the test he had come all this way to submit her to. It was time to bid her mother goodbye and help the young girl pack up and get ready to leave for the new life that awaited her half a world away. She didn't know it yet but Yuin had a plane to catch in less than eight hours from now. A one-way trip to the United States, where her new home and a very eager Mrs. Foster awaited for them both. 

With superhuman effort the CEO started to pull back, still luxuriating in a couple of last playful twists of his tongue as it washed across the insides of

her hot little mouth. He was surprised however, when the girl’s naked arms around his thick neck pressed back holding him flush in an embrace of sorts. 

This caught him completely by surprise and he realized that there was a decision to be made. 

He almost smiled. Jeff Foster was always the Top when it came to lovemaking. Never the Bottom. And yet, this young virgin was clearly attempting to assert a more dominant role. How interesting. He knew that if he agreed to the girl's wish to make love to him right now, he might throw her indoctrination off course. She might develop ideas above her station which would then have to be chastised out of her later. 

Fully aware of that danger, after a short moment of deliberation, her master decided to give up to her budding lust. It was his prerogative to choose whether to acquiesce to her desires or not. The future was his and there would certainly be plenty of opportunities to straighten her out later. In fact, he now knew he looked forward to it. Yes, it was going to be quite a lot of fun – their little game of cat and mouse. He would lead her on, allow her to believe she had a hope of controlling the dynamic, when in fact…

He relaxed in her embrace and allowed himself a brief smile as he delved with renewed vigor back into enjoying her first kiss. 

Yuin was relieved. Every added moment spent luxuriating in the exquisite delight of her life’s first real kiss, was a moment longer spent away from humiliation and certain chastisement. She was having trouble bringing herself under control. It was like her body had a mind of its own sending tendrils of emotion that made her want to cry in one instant and laugh hysterically in the next. She felt as if she had been transported through a gate into a parallel universe and was now tumbling down a vast bottomless chasm where nothing was defined and everything was new. 

A man old enough to be her father was kissing her! And yet, she didn’t mind. 

Not in the slightest. She actually enjoyed it. He exuded a power and boldness that filled her with an undeniable sense of excitement and promise for what lay ahead. She wondered if that was what it felt like when people got high on drugs. There was also a sensitivity to him that she found touched her deeply. 

She thought of the deference this man was clearly accustomed to receiving. 

Maybe once she entered his employ, people would respect her too? Yuin

found herself wondering whether people in America respected rich men's concubines. Did they even have concubines in America? 

She was flattered by his interest in her even though she didn't quite understand why that was. Yuin didn't think her body was perfect. She was of the opinion that her hips were a little too wide, her breasts somewhat too small and her feet and her figure perhaps too girlish and petite for a real man to adore. 

Then Yuin thought about how she would often lie in bed, allowing her mind to drift. She would think of boys and naughty stuff, and revel in the hot wet sensations between her legs that these thoughts would elicit. It would make her writhe and moan, until tired and wrung out, she’d fall into a deep sleep. 

Perhaps it was precisely this lustful sensuality, the reason that had her mother worried sick, that was the cause for this man's attraction to her? 

The more she surrendered herself to their kiss, the more Yuin came to the conclusion that this man could somehow sense her wild secret side. He had come all the way to Bangkok because he could feel, could see the thoughts she had always until now kept to herself. 

Somehow fate had found a way to intertwine their lives. It was becoming increasingly obvious to Yuin that following her body's desires was going to be her destiny, and perhaps even her salvation. As she pressed her naked body against the man, and kissed him passionately, she could clearly feel the burning lust he exuded. It radiated so powerfully from him that it caused her skin to grow hot with reciprocated need. 

Suddenly she felt an embarrassing wet feeling between her legs. Oh no! She sat back on her heels and brought her hands to her crotch in embarrassment. 

Had she peed herself? Oh, the ultimate shame! Surely her future master wouldn’t stand for that one second longer! No man would tolerate a girl who soiled herself like that, she panicked! Through the drape of black hair that had fallen across her face, she looked up at him trying to shield herself from the reproach and disappointment she feared she would see in his face. What she saw however stunned her deeply. 

He was smiling! Yuin decided that she loved the way her master smiled. 

Suddenly she felt a yearning for his touch. She had sat back and their first skin on skin contact had been broken. Oh, how much she wanted it to resume

now! It was as if he read her thoughts because he leaned gently forward and pressed his lips against hers and she allowed him to enter her mouth again. It was a hungry, desperate kiss and she didn't move holding her body paralyzed in place as she allowed the feelings coming from her mouth to wash in and over her and infuse her very soul as her lips softened and moistened. His tongue swept in possessively and she heard herself moan quietly. 

She whined in disappointment when he gently moved back. "I will touch you down there now," he said placing his hand that felt so cool and soothing across her lower abdomen just below her navel. "Spread your legs wider," he ordered, his voice soft but stern and the girl complied immediately allowing his fingers to brush past her soft dark triangle touching that spot on her body that suddenly made her forget everything. 

This time when their lips joined again, her moan was more desperate. He responded with a deep growl of his own. She felt him reach out with his free hand and gently push back on her shoulders guiding her to the floor. Like in a trance she laid herself sideways across the cold hardwood luxuriating is the power of his body as he stretched himself out beside her. 

"Suck on my tongue," he suddenly ordered. She didn't know enough to be shocked, but obeyed him cautiously sucking at first and then harder. "You can touch me," he said huskily, his lips brushing against hers as he spoke. 

She obeyed immediately feeling his corded muscles everywhere she touched. 

She stroked his arms and discovered that they were far bigger and more muscular than she could have ever guessed. He had taken off his jacket moments ago but still had his soft, white, cotton shirt that made him appear so elegant in the gentle light of the living room. Yuin was surprised that he could be so muscular and heavily built underneath the cloth. 

Quiet little whimpers of intimidation escaped her clenched throat as her master leaned back on one elbow and unbuttoned a couple of buttons along his white shirt. 

"Touch me more intimately," he growled again his voice rough and she obeyed again, a tiny part of her wondering what was happening. 

She was stroking and touching a man in the middle of her mother's living room a few paces from the kitchen where her young siblings could be heard noisily helping their mother with dinner. But somehow it all felt natural to

her. In fact, she was yearning to do just what the man ordered and follow his will. It felt good and rewarding on a level she had never experienced before. 

She reached one hand up in against his chest, and stroked down across his chiseled stomach. He took her other hand and kissed it fervently before placing it back around his neck. Yuin experienced a sort of out-of-body sensation as for the first time she reached in to touch his thick, rough pubic hair below his navel. 

He allowed her to wrap her fingers around him. He groaned and then grinned. 

"Not yet. Not here on the floor. Not like that." He leaned in and she felt his hand drift down her belly careful and determined as it traveled over her anguished skin. The tingle between her legs made a screaming reappearance causing her pelvis to jump up off the cold hardwood floor and meet his touch. 

She mewed softly like a kitten when she felt him capture her sex and his fingers trace lines about her slit. He was gentle but firm as he stroked up and down across her most intimate area causing her body to shudder. Frequently his fingers would linger on her tightened love knot before occasionally washing down across her lips making her eyes roll back as little gasps escaped her clenched lips. 

“Now go lie yourself on the couch. Tummy side up. Prop your feet up on its backrest. I want your head hanging down off its side.” His voice had acquired an almost mechanical cadence that she couldn’t imagine disobeying. She scurried to obey his instruction. 

It felt both awkward and outrageously exciting to do the things she was doing, naked in the middle of her mother’s living room. Even the material of the couch felt strange and rough against her skin as she sat and then turned around so that her legs pointed upwards and her head hung off the couch making the world appear upside down. Her long auburn hair spilled onto the floor like a shiny waterfall. 

Yuin was still feeling lost, overwhelmed with the novel sensations assaulting her body when the loud nise of her master's belt buckle as it dropped to the floor drew her attention rudely to the present. To the fact that he had unbuttoned his slacks and was in the process of taking them off! Oh my God! 

Oh my God! Oh my God! 

He is going to fuck me! 

Next, with deliberate motions, he unbuttoned his shirt and having neatly folded it, placed it carefully upon the precisely folded pants. 

He kicked the coiled up belt to the side and then tugged his underwear down. 

His cock was epic! It hung thick and heavy between his legs. His skin glowed like polished marble, his abs chiseled like those of an athlete many decades younger than him. His broad hard chest proudly proclaimed the man's awesome strength that she guessed he could wield in an instant if for any reason he felt displeased. Yuin realized she had been holding her breath which escaped in a noisy hiss when she saw how his biceps bulged as he lifted his cock and slowly stroked it. Her womb pulsed causing unknowable agony to blossom in her virginal pussy. A hot pulse of need struck her making her mouth water as images of what this man could do to her with his cock flooded her mind out of nowhere. 

She was speechless. Yuin realized her throat was dry, and yet her mind was swirling with angst and words of horrified exultation but she simply lacked the self-control to form the sentences aching to spill. All that would come out from her tightly pursed lips were little moans, gasps and whimpers that she couldn't help noticing had an immediate and very pronounced effect on the man's rapidly growing manhood. 

Suddenly, without the hint of warning or preparation, he reached down and slapped her viciously across the soft inside of her upper thigh. 

"Ouch!" She yelped. Slap! 

He smacked her other side, just as strongly, without even the hint of remorse. 

Immediately she jerked her legs wider apart mortified at being made to spread herself that way. She couldn't help noticing the red imprint of her master's large right hand slowly develop across her girlish skin. 

"Keep your legs spread for me," he said. “Always. I want to always have an unobstructed view of what is mine!” 

He stepped closer to her and then, amazingly, pivoted around, swinging his leg over her face, bringing his butt up against her head. Slowly he squatted down and with stupefied amazement she realized he was spreading his taut ass cheeks apart as he brought himself down on her face. 

Somewhere far above, she saw his huge manhood sway like a knotted branch of an ancient oak. His enormous balls filled her view almost blotting everything out. Everything except his big dark star between his cheeks. 

He didn't have to say a word. Instinctively, she opened her mouth, stretched

her tongue, and licked. She wanted to do it. It felt natural somehow, and she obeyed her deepest desires. 

Tentatively at first, she flicked the little black hairs lining his most intimate parts, and then, as he brought himself down against her mouth, she nibbled, and suckled, and then — finally — pushed in deep. Immediately she was rewarded with a loud groan which sounded like thunder emanating from his big cavernous chest. 

Loud, wet sounds filled her suddenly claustrophobic universe. With small licking motions, her tongue lapped up against her master's increasingly wet opening as she gave herself to the experience. It wasn't until a couple of minutes had passed that she realized how clean and fresh the man actually was. And the more she thought about it, the more she felt surprised at the contrast. Something that she had initially expected would be so dirty, was, in fact, so pristine and welcoming. She redoubled her efforts and felt thankful when his hands came around to grab her by the hair tightly holding her head up against him. Then she French kissed him washing with saliva his silky entrance. 

"Oh, baby…" She heard him say from up above. 

"Let your tongue slip in gently and then back out," he guided her. “Dart your tongue in and out, penetrate me as fast as you can using just your tip." 

She traced her tongue up and down his orifice ever so gently, full of warm breath. She marveled at the intimate heat and passion she was sharing with him. Suddenly she wanted nothing more than to make him feel her love. She wanted him to imagine her sensations as she worked her tongue obediently in deeper wriggling it as far as she could against spots within his body she had never known existed. She took long languid licks left and right, and up and down, alternating between laving the skin then delving deep. She heard him sigh and felt him relax into her. 

Encouraged, she kept on varying the pressure and depth on instinct. 

Sometimes she used the broad flat side of her tongue and sometimes just the very tip as pointy as she could make it. She would trace around the wrinkled opening as if studying every little part of skin as it radiated from the center. 

She wanted to please him and show him how good she could be. 

Suddenly, and much to her consternation, he lifted himself up and turned to look at her saliva-smeared face. 

“Are you okay, sweetheart?” He asked. She didn't know what to say and so

merely nodded. 

“It is never just about me. Remember that. I enjoy when my lover is having fun too." 

"Yes, master." 

"Good girl." 

“Do you want a glass of water?" She nodded and immediately he stepped off and walked over to the coffee table. His cock swung beautifully and for the first time today she didn't feel ashamed anymore. Instead, she looked up admiring it. 

"Sit up and drink,” he ordered and as she swiveled to obey and took the cold glass of ice water he stood by her gently brushing back strands of hair from her flushed face. 

"I want you to fill your mouth with as many ice cubes you can fit in it. Do you understand?” She was puzzled, but once again, she obeyed. He carefully took away the glass and put it on the table. 

“Now take me,” he said and pushed in deep into her mouth in one fell swoop burying himself as far as his cock with fit. 

The sensation was out of this world! Like a hot thick piston of molten metal delving through an iceberg. Her tongue washed over his velvety hardness. 

She gagged and he groaned. 

He didn't move at first but merely allowed the heat of his manhood to add to that of her body slowly melting the ice chips away. Cold water trickled down her throat and she gulped, and as she did, he pushed and much to her surprise, his cock pushed past her tight ring at the back and entered her neck, something she would have never known she was capable of until now. 

Perhaps it was the ice or the amazing novelty of the situation, but she actually forgot to gag and he pushed further. 

“Arghhh!” He was so gentle and yet so insistent and she was so very overwhelmed that she merely took him and accepted him and submitted to the overpowering presence of him within her small tight little neck as he plunged deep with within its graceful length. 

Yuin found herself start to pleasure the hard rod in her throat and mouth with more purpose. As he pulled back and let go of her hair, she followed him, letting her soft lips slide along the ribbed surface as she explored her master's cock for the first time. She let her tongue caress it feeling her master’s eyes

upon her naked form, caressing her shoulders, enjoying her efforts as she worked to pleasure him. Her entire world had suddenly become reduced to the soft skinned but steel hard manhood between her lips. Her master’s hand came back to rest on her head and she heard him moan softly. Some deep preternatural instinct told her that the end was near, the dividing line between her innocent inexperience until now and what she would become after she subsumed his seed was about to be crossed. Again his tip found its way into her throat as his hips started to rock back and forth. She looked up and saw his almost pained expression. His eyes were closed, his cheeks had turned a light shade of pink. 

When his cock began to throb, she was ready. It pulsed and jerked as his hot seed spurted filling her mouth. Without being instructed, Yuin knew exactly what to do and began to swallow it resigned to accepting it as nourishment which would become part of her. Her master moaned. His grasp on her hair became tighter as he pressed hard down embedding his still pulsing cock deep within her. "Arghh! Arghh!" He exclaimed as he rode the pleasure that she had just gifted him. When his member’s dance in her mouth finally seized, he released the girl's head letting her carefully let go of him. 

7. Her first spanking

He moved back, his hands leaving her body when Yuin realized how desperately she needed him. She was left drenched wanting so much more, craving what her body had never had. Like a being deprived of oxygen craves fresh air she reached out and grabbed hold of his sleeve. 

“Please, master,” she said, her voice barely a whisper but laced with sparks. 

“Take me away…” The girl whispered almost imperceptibly. 

“What?” 

“Please, master, please take me away from here. I want to fly away with you. 

A million miles away from here…” 

He couldn't believe his ears. He bent forward and grasped the girl swiveling her around on the floor to face him. 

"Look at me!" He peered at her irises but they didn't seem dilated, and yet the way she was talking, her dreamy glassy-eyed expression, seemed so much like that of an addict who had just received her hit of ecstasy. Her skin was flushed, she was panting, almost hyperventilating, and yet there was a sincere lucidity in her open face which, when he saw it, made him breathe a sigh of relief. He knelt by the girl and gently pushed back her matted hair from her forehead. 

“I want to go away with you master,” she took his hand almost making it appear like the paw of a bear in her tiny hands. She turned it and gently but fervently kissed his knuckles. He had no words to reply but merely nodded and for the first time today felt the floor give way beneath his feet. 

“Oh, precious child,” the words escaped before he knew he had spoken them. 

“But, you are already mine. It is done, no matter what happens next, nothing can break the bond of those first memories with me.” She looked up at him dreamy-eyed, his taste is still filling her throat and mouth, imbuing her universe with his texture and essence. She had no idea what he was saying but believed him with all her heart. "I still need to punish you for lying to me earlier," he said softly. She nodded meekly, took a deep breath and righted herself on the couch. 

“I’m going to spank you. It will be painful and uncomfortable, especially as this is your very first encounter with corporal discipline. Suck on your thumb for me. I want you to imagine it is my cock. You will derive soothing strength from it. Picture it. Imagine it. Do you understand what I'm telling you, little Yuin?” 

“Yes, master, I understand,” she said in a small quivering voice. 

“Let me hear you start sucking then,” he ordered and soon the small room was suffused with wet slurping sounds. 

“Good girl. I will use the palm of my hand and spank your ass only across its cheeks this time. It is an introductory chastisement that will serve to set you on the path of submission. It is not meant to cause you severe pain. Not just yet. That will come later,” he said and his voice made her tremble. 

Silently the CEO made up his mind to name the girl Mandala. Like the Tibetan object of meditation, she was clearly destined to be his plaything. To be transformed, if not destroyed by him, to be ruined and then build up again. 

She would be uncomfortable but that was the nature of her place. With time the girl would learn to gag for him. To take his cum in her eyes, allow it to run into her hair and mouth, her holes stretched beyond belief, pounded and abused until she thinks she can't take anymore. But she would accept it and bear it with humility cooperation and gratitude for she's made that way. 

Pinned under her master’s weight spread and begging for his pleasure her place was not to complain but to provide comfort solace and pleasure, give him everything and anything he ever wanted before he even asks. 

Peace for her would only come after complete and abject surrender, when everything else fades away and there's nothing but passion and questions. 

Then and only then, through his worship by submission, venerating him with her body, would she find purpose. 

A small whimper escaped the girl’s lips as she eagerly and loudly suckled on her thumb. He took an instant to marvel at her glistening body and the way it looked in the twilight of the dim living room as she offered herself up for her first punishment. By the way she visibly shivered, he could tell she had never been spanked before. He made up his mind to be gentle for it wasn't so much the pain but the experience of that first punishment that was important to teaching the girl her new place in life. 

Amazingly, however, regardless of her obvious consternation, he could feel the powerful scent of musk emanating from her excited triangle. From where he was standing, he could discern little shimmering droplets of moisture materialize across the tiny brown hairs lacing her nether lips. 

Yuin’s humiliation vanished for an instant when his hand connected for the first time. 

"Ouch!" 

She squeezed her eyes shut so tightly at the novel sensations that a couple of tears actually squirted out onto the couch.  She was being spanked! 

Spanked for the very first time in her life! In her mother's living room! While she was next door cooking in the kitchen. 

Slap! 

"Nggghh." 

She tried desperately to stifle her voice. Yuin was quite sure that if anyone entered the room right now, she would probably drop dead with mortification and shame. 

Slap! The pain which at first barely registered with her overwhelmed mind, kept growing exponentially with every subsequent strike. With consternation Yuin realized that her new employer clearly knew what he was doing as he landed strike after strike across the very same spot on the left side of her behind. 

Slap! 

"Oh God!” She hissed through clenched teeth. “How many more?" 

"As many as I think you need," came the humiliating reply. She hunched her head. Yuin had not realized that she had spoken out loud. 

Slap! 

Finally, he changed his position and started striking her on the other butt cheek. The hot, uncomfortable, searing sensation that immediately shot throughout her body washed and resonated with what she had felt from the

chastisement on her other side, growing exponentially as it did. It felt like waves coming together to batter a pristine shore. Her mind skipped onto a different plane of existence and Yuin felt herself enter a trance. 

Slap! 

Somewhere far away her mind wandered whether her mother could hear the sound his hand made as it struck her buttocks. Deep within her tummy intimate girlish parts of her anatomy started awakening and Yuin realized how much deeper her humiliation could get. 

“I can sense that you like what I am doing." Had he just said that? Oh God! 

Slap! 

He could see her struggle to stay silent. Her master felt awed by her will as he watched her breathless and squirming fight to maintain her position. He realized that she was desperately searching for the right words to say that would make him stop. Searching and failing. Soon both her ass cheeks were a delicious shade of red. It would be many days before she would be able to sit down and not think of her first spanking. Finally, he stood up straight and gently tapped the small of her back. 

“All done. That was the last one. For now," his words sounded almost tender. 

"No more pain for my sweetheart. Turn around and let me hug you." She swiveled and immediately pressed herself into him like a child seeking solace. She buried her face in his chest as soundless sobs convulsed her small frame. Lovingly he kissed the top of her head and gave her all the time she needed to come to terms with the emotions roiling through her innocent mind. 

“Come, lie down on the couch. You have earned yourself a little gift,” he said. “After that, you will take a shower, dress and bid farewell to your family. It will be a long while before you see them again." 

 And when that happens you will be a different woman altogether. 

She used the back of her hand to wipe her face before silently sitting back down on the couch. He loved how unconditional and trusting was her attitude. Not once had she contested his orders or questioned him. 

“Put up your feet on the cushions and spread your legs wide." He waited patiently until she complied, and then kneeled on the floor inches away from her worried center. Now, with his cock sated and hanging momentarily tired between his legs, it was time to gift his innocent little submissive her first orgasm. 

Much would be demanded of her in the days, weeks, and months ahead. It was important to give her someone else, someone to replace her mother, a person upon which she would fix her mental center of gravity. As an experienced BDSM trainer Jeff Foster, was determined to bind her to him. It was a process which would be complete only when the girl had made an honest and selfless commitment of true bondage to her new master. The sooner that was accomplished, the sooner young Yuin would be able to fully devote her energies to her training. 

He could tell that the first glowing sparks of adoration had been lit within the girl's impressionable mind. Now he would begin fanning them until she revered him like a God. He smiled. He looked deep into her eyes trying to silently convey to her his deep feelings of affection and caring. He brought his mouth down and kissed her deeply. Slowly. His left hand caressed her stomach and then delved into the hot wet crevice between her thighs. Yuin moaned into their kiss, spreading her legs wide to grant him the access he wanted. 

Slowly, tenderly, he caressed her innocent quim. Through the soft carpet of auburn curls, he found the tiny, hard button of pleasure at its apex, pinching it first softly, then slowly increasing the pressure until the girl sighed deeply and arched her back. 

"Oh my God,” she tried to say but her words were muffled as he passionately explored her mouth, laving his tongue over hers. Her master knowingly pushed in the tip of his index finger careful to not harm her pristine barrier of innocence. He could feel the girl's lower lips loosen and then open, granting him access to her moist passageway. Her breaths started coming in shorter labored gasps as he expertly urged her to a climax. 

As waves of ecstasy washed over her and her body began to pulse and vibrate beneath him, little anguished cries started escaping her clenched throat. He never broke their kiss as he drove Yuin to the height of passion using only his

mouth and hands. This girl was something special and he was intent on gifting her the best possible first experience of ecstasy. Soon Yuin was writhing and moaning, her young muscled thighs vibrating like butterfly wings as she opened herself up for the big man whose muscled chest gently but relentlessly pressed her down into the couch. 

He used all his vast experience and skills deliberately pushing her past any limits she might have thought she could endure. As she surrendered to the swell of passion, she closed her eyes, clenched her belly, and tried to imbue her kiss and make it speak for the ecstasy she was experiencing. Yuin loved the way she felt and submitted herself completely to the moment. He was doing most of the work and so she drifted on into a dreamland becoming his vessel in the sexual sea of lust upon which he had suddenly cast her. 

The rhythm was breathless, faster than anything she ever thought possible. 

Yuin closed her eyes letting him shock her with one climax after another as her inner muscles clenched and relaxed, and the rest of her suddenly became boneless and soft. Finally, after what felt like hours but couldn’t have been more than minutes, when he was done, she fell off to the side and curled into a tiny naked ball as she succumbed to an overpowering lethargy. The last thing she saw before sleep claimed her consciousness was his glorious smile. 

As he bent down to kiss her mouth and push back her hair with tenderness, she thought how she couldn’t wait to become his woman for real. 

The end. 



The Au Pair

This is the night! 

This is the night eighteen-year-old Yuin finally comes into her own and makes her boss happy. His wife is there too, and so is the protection detail. 

Yuin, the young Asian au pair has been through a lot these last three days. Tonight will make what happened before seem like simply rounding first base in comparison. 

The story is meant for mature readers at least eighteen years of age. 



Taken by the Oligarch

Annabelle Smith is young, naïve and inexperienced. She's out of options. Her brother needs medical care but it requires money, and she has none. For a young girl with no money and no hope, there is only one thing to do: apply with Sterling-Silver Financial for a line of special credit. They are open-minded and their application process is tailored to every individual's strengths and weaknesses. 

This is a story of a dark dystopian future. 



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. 

Thank you for reading Claimed to Serve. 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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