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BAD NEWS AND TROUBLE
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Emily gazed up at the intimidating building, which looked to her like a giant, erect member. She resisted the urge to turn around, feeling her discomfort and lust reflected in the structure's ominous shape. Once inside, she pressed the elevator button, impatiently tapping her foot as she waited. When she glanced in the mirror, she raised her eyebrows, surprised at her reflection. She had chosen to wear a thong today, something she was unfamiliar and uncomfortable with, yet there was a strange thrill in the secret knowledge that others would never know what she was wearing underneath her clothing.

The place where her father's boss worked was imposing any way the young college freshman looked at it. The entire building seemed made of thick tinted glass that allowed one to see out but hindered people from looking in.

It was a massive office with high ceilings, dark wood walls, and priceless, original works of art in gold frames. As Emily was warmly ushered into her daddy's boss's office by his secretary, the pieces on the wall made her think back to high school art classes. She recognized a Pollock and a Warhol. Was it all genuine?

She took a deep breath and walked right in.

"Good morning," Emily said nervously.

Mr. Foxx looked up from his desk and nodded at her. "Come in, Emily," he smiled and gestured for her to sit across from him.

Emily sat gingerly and crossed her legs, trying to conceal her discomfort.

“Emily, I'm so happy you could make it!” Randolph Foxx beamed from behind a sleek, stylish desk. Something about the way he smiled made Emily’s face heat up.

“Susan, did you have a chance to offer Emily refreshments?”

The assistant glided through the room with effortless grace, her toned body accentuated by her statuesque frame. Her porcelain skin, finely crafted features, and shining hair gave her an almost angelic radiance.

Emily felt her heart drop as the two divine beings shone their attention on her, making her feel insignificantly small and unworthy. Every inch of her was consumed with a heavy sense of inadequacy, yet she couldn't help but feel strangely comforted by their gaze.

“Thank you. I'm fine. I stopped by immediately when you called… I-I have an appointment with daddy’s physicians at the ER in less than an hour.” Emily’s voice faltered, and she cleared her throat, hoping they hadn’t noticed how frayed her emotions were.

A shade fell across Mr. Foxx’s eyes, “Oh, dear! How is your father doing? Any better?”

Emily took a deep breath and tried to steady herself. “He is stable. I count my blessings, sir.” She sniffled, and Susan handed her a box with Kleenex.

“Thank you, Miss. I just don’t really know what I could do. Daddy’s stroke was so out of the blue. I think it’s awesome the doctors took him in to be treated at Saint Mary’s. The best hospital in the city should be able to help daddy recover.” Emily sniffled again and dabbed at her eyes.

Mr. Foxx nodded at Susan and stood. A warm smile of concern was on the much older man’s face as he walked around his gleaming desk. “Here, sweetheart, let’s sit on the couch over there. I can only imagine what you’re going through.”

“Susan, I still think you should offer Emily those refreshments. If you could also call St. Mary’s and have them reschedule her meeting with the nurse, that would be great.”

“Of course, Mr. Foxx.”

It took a moment for Emily to realize that her schedule had been changed just like that.

But why?

Emily's breathing quickened as she sat paralyzed with fear. She looked into the man's eyes and saw a dark, predatory gaze that seemed to pierce her soul.

“Emily, I wish there was a way I could make things easier on you," he said, moving closer and cupping her hands in his. His palms felt like burning fire embers against her skin, so hot yet oddly soothing. She felt herself trembling with a strange mix of terror and comfort.

“What’s happening? What’s wrong, Mr. Foxx?” She didn’t trust her voice to speak more assertively than a soft whisper.

A deep frown darkened the man’s face. She was a fair bit skinnier than the last he saw her. It had been at one of the company picnics when Emmett, her dad, had brought her. She had grown taller and lankier since then. Quite a bit more athletic, judging by her long, lithe legs, his mind’s eye could glimpse through the business casual pants she was wearing.

He sighed. “I don’t know how to say it in terms that are not hurtful, given the circumstances. I’m sorry, sweetheart. I will just tell you like it is. I hope you’re strong and mature enough to understand I mean well.”

“Sir?”

His eyes, Emily noticed, were almost perfect black.

"We discovered that your father has been embezzling from the company." Emily gasped. "It's simply too much money and has been going on for too long. I'm sorry, but your daddy must be let go, sweetheart. It has been happening for many years, but we just realized it. I'm so terribly sorry, sweetheart." Emily's vision clouded. Tears started pouring down her face.

"But, but – how?" She heard herself say.

She wasn't quite sure what happened next. Her entire being regressed into that of a little girl. Next thing she knew, Emily was whimpering like a child into the chest of Mr. Foxx’s expensive shirt.

It wasn't until many minutes later that Emily finally realized she had just heard the soft click of the office door in the background.

"Here," Mr. Foxx gently pushed her back from his chest and held a cold glass of water. It was misty from the ice in it. "Little sips, sweetheart. Remember, you can be stronger than that." Then he started talking, and Emily sniffled and listened.

He told her about the vast sums of money that had been missing for some time now. The company had only realized it recently. It had taken an outside forensic accounting firm to help them comprehend that the culprit was none other than one of their most trusted employees – her daddy.

"I will try to delay the inevitable and not make it public as long as possible. Unfortunately, your father's benefits have been terminated as of last night. It might be why the hospital called to schedule your meeting this morning.”

"Oh my God, they're canceling his health insurance. We're out on the street!" Luckily she had put the glass of water back on the table, or she would have dropped it as the cold hard reality of her situation struck home.

Time seemed to fly as she fell totally apart.

When she returned to a modicum of her rational self, Emily realized how grateful she was for Mr. Foxx. She did not really know the man. Indeed, this was only her second time seeing him in the flesh. The other was once at a company soirée. Her dad had taken her as a stand-in for her recently deceased mother.

The middle-aged CEO was going above and beyond what anyone could have expected from someone in his place. Emily realized that Mr. Foxx had cleared his entire morning schedule for her. Tears of gratitude started flowing again.

"I'm sorry, I'm so sorry," she gulped. "You're being so kind. Letting me know like that. There is simply no way I could ever repay you."

“Well, actually…"

Emily looked up. Something about how he said it made the hairs on the back of her neck prickle.

“Sir?” It almost looked like he was blushing all of a sudden. How weird.

“I truly wish there was something else I could do. More innocent…” Mr. Foxx cleared his throat now.

“I guess I’m trying to say I wish we had this conversation under different circumstances. But…” The older man leaned back on the couch and straightened his pant leg. “Let me just say that that’s not an idea I got on the spur of the moment. But last night, I spoke to my wife. You have to understand, I love Tricia a lot. With all my heart.”

Emily was at a complete loss now. “You told your wife about my daddy’s transgressions? His financial shenanigans?”

Mr. Foxx nodded. “I’m telling you that, sweetheart because she immediately felt sorry for you. You see, even though you may not know it, you’re like the daughter we never had. All these years, all this time, I’ve worked with your father; he has told me about you. With my wife Tricia, we doted over you as you grew. When your mother passed we….”

For a moment, Mr. Foxx seemed lost in thought. “Let me just say that your father’s promotion at the time was the least I could do to ensure stability in your life.”

“Wow…” Emily just gaped at him.

“Yes.”

Emily looked at him again, finding it hard to believe what he had just said. “Thank you, I guess….”

He reached out and gently but firmly caressed her cheek. His warm hands felt good, and again Emily found herself seeking out the soothing contact.

“That was not how I had planned to inform you. In fact, Tricia and I had been counting on your father to keep it all between ourselves.”

“Wait, he knew?”

Mr. Foxx shrugged. Maybe not every detail, but I’m sure he suspected. He didn’t tell you the pony he got for you was Tricia’s idea. Did he?”

“No way!”

“Yes, honey.”

“I thought it was all him. I thought it was all daddy’s efforts to get my mind off my mom’s cancer.”

Mr. Foxx waved a hand. “I’m sure that’s how he thinks of it now. If you were to ask him now if,” Mr. Foxx cleared his throat. “Pardon me – I meant when he gets well again. By then, I’m sure he will have internalized the idea and probably even convinced himself it was his all along. Personally, I can’t see anything wrong with that. He is your parent, after all.”

“But you paid for it, for everything?”

Mr. Foxx nodded.

“But why are you telling me all this? Thank you for everything you have obviously done for me. I can’t help feeling there is another shoe about to drop.”

For the first time since she had come in that morning, Emily saw the man grin. She decided she preferred his happy face to the stern, severe expression from before.

“See –you have spirit and strong will, and they will help you land on your feet. All you have to do is trust your gut and follow your intuition.”

“You’re not answering my question. I want to know what more is to learn today. I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be. You’re right. There is something else. Tricia and I spent most of last night talking and, quite frankly, racking our brains on what we could do to get you out of this devilish situation. You have to understand we’re what you might consider very traditional people, and we do believe in what you might call fate. What your dad did is terrible. Even though he probably found a way to rationalize it for himself, it’s certainly not Tricia and my place to shield your family from the consequences. Even if we could. It would be aiding and abetting a crime and setting a terrible precedent in the company.”

Mr. Foxx moved to sit straighter on the couch and gently took Emily’s hands in his again.

“More importantly, it would run the risk of teaching a young person like you that bad things like your father’s actions might have no consequences.”

“I don’t understand, Mr. Foxx. I would certainly not accept any assistance from –“

“Silence, girl! Don’t interrupt me again.” He didn’t raise his voice, but the steely undertones with which he said it sent chills down Emily’s spine.

“I-I’m sorry. Please, pardon me.”

He nodded and continued, “I’m telling you all this because Tricia had an epiphany. After thinking and hoping for just such a stroke of brilliance last night, we realized that perhaps your predicament might have a silver lining for all of us.”

“I did mention you’re like the daughter we never had.” Emily nodded at a loss now as to where this conversation was going. “Well, that is not for lack of trying. If you see what I mean. We cannot have our own children, and Tricia cannot conceive.”

“Oh.” Still, though, Emily was grasping and failing to understand why the CEO was telling her all this. “I’m so sorry to hear all that.”

“Well, I told you because you can help.”

“Pardon?”

“Tricia and I are wondering whether you might want to be a surrogate mother of our child, Emily.”


YES SIR
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As Emily lay in bed, the tears streaming down her face, she replayed the events of the evening.

Mr. Foxx, her father's long-time CEO and mentor had asked her to be a surrogate mother for his wife. Emily found herself in shock at the request and could not believe what she had heard. On the one hand, she felt honored by the powerful man’s offer; on the other hand, she felt utterly taken aback by it. No matter how often Emily ran the scenario through her mind, it didn't seem real. She had felt like she must have misheard him at first- men his age were usually more involved with their adult children or even their grandchildren!

Yet there he was, asking her - the daughter of his long-time employee - to be a surrogate mother for his child.

Growing up, Emily had been taught to always respect her elders and to never make any waves. She felt something honorable in this request, yet deep down, she knew it wasn't right.

Mr. Foxx must have seen the shock on her face because he kindly patted her knee and told her to take some time and think about it before sending her home.

Emily sprinted home, her heart pounding against her chest like a jackhammer and her feet pounding against the pavement in protest. The hospital visit loomed in the back of her brain, threatening to rob her of sleep as she lay in bed. She lay sobbing into her pillow. Finally, she was swallowed up by an abyss of fitful slumber. She knew all too well the conversation that awaited her and her father at the hospital: they would cut his healthcare off unless they could make a payment. Emily felt powerless to face the hospital administration and their cold-hearted policy, despair coursing through her veins.

In the middle of the night, Emily’s phone chirped loudly with a text message. It was from Mr. Foxx. A link to a webpage detailing the short biographical snippet of a young woman offering herself to become a surrogate:

‘Meet Margot, a young, fit, and incredibly flexible twenty-one-year-old! She’s an athlete who runs track and competes in triathlons. But more than being an amazing athlete, Margot dreams of one day being a mother. And she’s ready to make that dream a reality for you! Whether you’re looking for a surrogate or want her to be the biological mother, Margot is your girl. Her medical file is attached below – all shots and tests are up to date, and she’ll have everything done again. Best of all, her body remains pure and untouched – she’s still a virgin everywhere! Don’t miss out. Enquire today!’

Soon after Emily was done reading, a second text arrived from Mr. Foxx: “Let me know when you’d like to meet and discuss.”

Discuss? Emily wondered.

Actually, yes – she never had an opportunity to even ask a question. If she agreed, would that mean Mr. Foxx would take over paying for dad’s healthcare?

What about the potential criminal charges against her father for embezzlement at the company? Could Mr. Foxx make those go away? All this, in return for Emily, offering him and his wife with her young womb for their baby?

What about whether she was even compatible with their biological details? Now that she thought about it, Emily remembered reading that some women’s immune systems simply were incompatible with the child they were carrying. It could result in miscarriages and terrible disappointment.

So many questions, and it was already so late at night… Emily’s overworked and emotionally exhausted mind could not cope.

A blazing ray of sunlight shone through the blinds, igniting the room with a fiery brilliance as her cell phone shrieked, startling her awake. Squinting at the clock on her nightstand, it revealed that noon had already come and gone!

“Global Inc., It’s the office of Mr. Foxx,” the voice was crisp and to the point. Emily thought she recognized it.

“Susan?”

“Hey, Emily, how are you, sweetheart? Are you holding up?”

“I’m trying.”

“Could you come in this afternoon? Mr. Foxx was hoping you could see him at about 2 PM.”

Emily was unprepared for the speed with which events were happening in her life now.

“Uhm, sure, I have to check with daddy at the hospital.”

“We already did. He is stable. I think it’s better if you come in to see Mr. Foxx here first. I’m not supposed to inquire, but I want to reinforce and encourage you to decide before you come in.”

“Oh.”

“Yes. I think it will all work out, sweetheart.” Why was everybody calling her sweetheart all of a sudden? “I’ll see you at two. Be on time. Mr. Foxx really hates tardiness.”

"Okay."

Making a decision proved to be easier than she thought it would.

Really, Emily decided the decision had been made for her. The ability to save her father lay within her grasp, and it wasn’t like she could just ignore that. Whatever daddy had done wrong was beside the point, and it was up to Emily to save him now.

It was an arrangement that would bring joy to an older couple and provide her father with the care he needed. Even though it seemed strange and wrong, Emily knew it was the only way to save him. She took a deep breath and steeled herself for what was to come.

“I will – I will be there.”

"I have a lot of questions!" Emily announced as she entered the room with excitement.

“Very well,” Mr. Foxx nodded. He didn’t smile, which made her wonder if she had said something wrong?

“Excellent,” he nodded and sat back.

They were in the company boardroom. It was huge, and the walls were inlaid with mahogany panels that went up to the ceiling, giving that room a medieval look in the otherwise ultramodern office building.

He was seated, and she was standing, squirming in her flat shoes. He hadn’t invited her to take a seat.

Most frustratingly, another short, balding man had just walked in. He was seated on Mr. Foxx’s right-hand side and was busily looking through printout stacks. Suddenly she felt very out of place.

Mr. Foxx smiled. “Before we discuss your questions, I should probably mention that my wife Tricia and I espouse a traditionalist lifestyle.”

“Oh.” Emily realized this was the second time he was mentioning that particular point. She wondered what he meant by traditionalist?

His smile was thin and perfunctory as he looked at Emily. He seemed different from the way she remembered him yesterday. His eyes were increasingly like an eagle about to pounce on a mouse. Should she read up on traditionalist lifestyles and philosophy first?

“Susan will provide you some materials later.”

“Oh?” Emily sounded so dumb, even to her own self. “Great. Thank you.” She heard herself squeak.

The man nodded, looking with evident dissatisfaction over at a folder he had opened on the long conference table before him.

With some degree of astonishment, Emily realized that Mr. Foxx had been obviously sure of her acceptance. It was like he had known before even she did that she would agree to bear his child for him!

How had he known she would say yes?

Almost immediately, Emily silently berated herself for the silly question. Of course, he would know! He could read her like an open book. The man earned his living by being able to forecast markets thousands of miles away. Indeed he could predict the decision of a stressed-out, borderline-impoverished young girl barely out of adolescence!

“My assistant Susan has set up your schedule with the company. Did I mention – you work here now?”

She gaped at him. She was barely out of high school! She had only graduated a couple of weeks ago!

“Yes, Emily. As of this morning, you’re one of our employees. You will be a junior associate at Global Inc. Your healthcare benefits are backdated and include your father. You will be working off-campus, however. Orientation for you starts at 4 PM sharp with Tricia, my wife. You will be given a questionnaire to fill out and further instructions. Susan will drive you to the address. Don’t be late.”

“Yes, sir,” Emily felt herself out of breath. Everything was happening so fast! “Thank you, sir!”

“Sure. Good girl. Now go. I’m busy with Mr. Xavier, our accountant here.”

Mr. Foxx was no longer the sensitive and gentle older mentor from before. The man sitting at the head of the highly polished deep mahogany table was all business angles, edges, and raw power. He turned to talk in hushed tones with the balding man by his side, and Emily realized she had been dismissed. It wasn’t until she saw Susan open the door and wave at her that she realized her questions would have to wait.

Could Tricia Foxx answer some of them instead?


ORIENTATION
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The drive was the most luxurious one of its kind Emily had ever experienced. Susan insisted that Emily take one of the high-end company limos.

“No sense running the risk of your jalopy breaking down and you being late, honey,” the tall blonde bombshell had said.

Emily almost protested that her car was not a beater. Still, she dropped it when she realized that the high-energy woman had a point. And after all, Emily wanted to satisfy Mrs. Tricia Foxx.

In her mind, Emily pictured her as a sweet, somewhat flustered housewife. She was perhaps rich and slightly spoiled but full of hope that young Emily could help her with the unusual family predicament. Emily knew the terrible angst involved when having a child did not come easy to a family.

Even though Emily’s mother passed away when she was still little, she remembered mom telling her how precious and loved she was because of how much effort she had put into making her. Her parents had not had the financial resources necessary for fertility treatment, so prayers and persistence had been it. Little Emily had been the answer, and her parents had cherished her with all their hearts.

That’s why none of this nonsense with her father’s embezzlement made sense now. Emily simply could not imagine daddy acting to endanger himself and, through that – her in such a manner. Unfortunately, now that Mom had passed away a couple of years back from cancer, Emily had no one to ask for advice. Either way, Emily again reaffirmed in her mind that she would not let dad go down for some stupid misjudgment at the end of his hard life.

“Emily, sweetie, I’m so happy you’re holding up so well.” Susan smiled. Her presence at the other end of the expansive limo's plush leather seat imbued Emily with optimism. The tall blonde athletic woman seemed to exude confidence and femininity with every word and gesture.

“Here,” she said, offering Emily a business card. “This is my personal mobile number. You can call me anytime, and I mean any time you have questions or doubts.” Susan stressed and looked intently into Emily’s eyes. “Okay?”

Emily nodded, feeling her curls bob around her face.

“Good girl,” Susan’s smile grew even brighter.

“I almost forgot.” Susan reached into her purse and handed Emily an impossibly thin tablet. “It is already set up for you.”

She swiped a long, manicured finger across the screen and handed it to Emily. “Could you please answer those few questions as soon as possible?”

“Now?”

“Please,” Susan said emphatically. “The results will be emailed straight to Mrs. Foxx so she can review them before we arrive. The Foxxs are nothing if not practical and perfectly organized, as you will find out.”

“I think I see what you mean already,” Emily said as she started answering the questions on the screen.

“Age?” ...

“Level of Highest completed education?” ...

Every question was followed by a multiple-choice scroll-down she could select by tapping. The questions started innocently but soon took a turn for the dramatically more intimate.

“Have you ever had vaginal sex?” ...

“If yes, when was the last time semen was exactly ejaculated into your body?” ...

Emily’s head jerked up, and she glanced at Susan. Mercifully the lithe blonde seemed preoccupied with her laptop and was typing at lightning speed. Emily sighed and again chose to be the promising young woman she had been brought up to become. She started answering the questions as fast as she could.

Almost half an hour later, Emily was finally done. By now, the limo had meandered out of the city and was zooming silently through the picturesque countryside. Emily stared aimlessly out the window, her mind wandering in a relaxed, dreamlike state.

Finally, they drove up to a formidable iron gate sturdily anchored by massive stone pillars on either side. Emily watched as the gate swung open when the car approached, revealing an enormous property – the top of the mountain – which they entered.

As the car slowly started its trek up the side through a series of switchbacks, Emily looked forlornly to see the gate close behind them. They traveled at least a few miles before she even got a glimpse of the house, a mansion positioned at the top of the mountain. The car parked at the front, and a stout little middle-aged woman dressed in a maid's uniform walked out to hold the door. Emily was led into a grand atrium, fronted by dark marble statues on either side.

Next thing she knew, she was being ushered into an exquisitely furnished side room where Mrs. Tricia Foxx was seated on a richly appointed couch. The door closed with a soft click behind her back, leaving young Emily to stand uneasily before the matronly woman.
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“Oh gosh, you’re so petite!” Tricia was anything but the disheveled housewife Emily had expected to meet. She appeared much older than Emily had been expecting. And much more stern-looking.

“Why don’t you go ahead and undress for me, sweetheart?”

The words were spoken politely, almost in a conversational way. Still, the voice indicated she was not used to being ignored. Emily understood the request was an order. She shivered visibly and couldn’t help but feel like a thing and not a person.

Emily could feel her eyes begin to fill with hot tears. She had not been prepared for that! First, the questionnaire in the car, and now this.

“I-“ her attempt to protest was cut off when Mrs. Tricia Foxx’s face somehow grew sterner. She gazed like a matron school principal from centuries ago at the squirming girl standing before her.

“Yes?” The voice of Mrs. Foxx sent cold shivers down Emily’s spine.

She’s like Cruella Deville, the evil character from the hundred and one Dalmatians incarnate! Emily thought. Then with shocking surprise, she realized her fingers were already busy unbuttoning her shirt.

This had to be a test. It just had. No way, these people would treat her like that for real, and they were merely testing her.

Mr. Foxx had said as much. Today was her first day with the company. He had thought so much of Emily that he had hired her on the spot. And undersigned her dad’s healthcare in the process. He had turned a blind eye to whatever shenanigans her father had committed. It was all a test of Emily’s commitment to the company and the Foxxs.

That was orientation. So what if it was being done at their residence? Susan was here after all, and Emily had been brought over in the company limo. She would go through with it and prove herself to Mrs. Foxx. Emily sincerely hoped her initial hesitation did not reflect poorly on her later when Tricia reported their first meeting to her husband.

Emily thought she saw a thin smile fleet across Mrs. Foxx’s face once she was done and placed the last of her clothing folded on a neat little stack by her bare feet.

Emily stood frozen in place for a couple of minutes. Mrs. Foxx took her time intently looking over every bit of her: her bare youthful breasts, narrow hips, tight tummy, and coltish thighs.

Emily fidgeted nervously, forcing herself to keep her arms at her side. She was being appraised, and it felt deeply humiliating. Emily shuddered beneath the harsh, evaluating scrutiny of her naked body.

“Your breasts are small, but you have long legs and high cheekbones. Your thighs and chest will fill out naturally when you have the baby, and I promise you that. Pretty face and athletic physique,” she continued, “I can tell by the muscles in your legs and shoulders that you like to exercise.”

“T-thank you,” Emily stammered softly. It was awkward standing like that, naked for the seated woman’s probing eyes.

“Thank you for taking the time to answer the questions I sent you. It was constructive. Could you turn, please?”

When she did, Emily gasped to see Susan silently standing by the door.

“Hello,” Emily stammered. How long had Mr. Foxx’s administrative assistant been standing there? Overcome by shame and shyness, Emily reached for her clothes.

“I haven’t given you permission to dress yet!” Mrs. Foxx’s voice was like a whip – stern and slicing with barely suppressed anger.

“I-I’m sorry,” Emily squeaked. Immediately she dropped her clothes to the ground and resumed facing Susan with her back to the formidable older lady.

Susan smiled warmly.

“There you go, good girl,” Tricia Foxx said, and Emily found herself basking in the stern matron’s acceptance.

Emily saw Susan look over at Mrs. Foxx and nod in approval.

“Good,” the old lady said. “So now that we have determined your eligibility, sweetheart, we must clarify a few things. Yes?”

“Please, go ahead and turn around once more for me now. First, you will always address Mr. Foxx as sir or master and me as mistress or ma’am. Is this understood?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Emily heard herself agree.

“We find it best to maintain proper decorum, especially now that you are a company employee. This is important despite the intimate nature of your relationship with your boss. There might be a tendency for you to develop feelings for him. Ladies are naturally emotional and predisposed to developing an attachment to our man. Call me old-fashioned, but I find this perfectly natural. The reverse is not to be expected, though.”

“You will find that my husband is very pragmatic, and his interest in you is strictly bound by your signed agreement. You know what he's expecting from you, and you also know what to expect from him.”

“Will my daddy be let go?”

“Let go?” Mrs. Foxx frowned and looked up, clearly unhappy with the interruption.

“Will his health insurance be continued? And will the charges against my father be dropped?” Emily was surprised by the stoicism and resilience she didn’t feel but could still hear in her own voice. She met Tricia Foxx’s icy glare and waited.

“This will be discussed later, perhaps when your master joins us and is disposed to converse with you on such a matter. We should probably agree to cross that bridge when we get to it. If I permit myself a moment of,… uhm, familiarity, sweetheart… I would be extra careful as to the moment you choose to ask this question?”

“Oh.”

Tricia Foxx nodded. “Quite so indeed. You certainly don’t want to catch him in a bad mood.”

“Oh… Okay…”

“Now, if I may, more importantly, let's discuss your pregnancy. After all, your willingness to experience motherhood and allow us to keep the child is why we are having this conversation in the first place.”

Suddenly Emily felt borderline outraged. Mrs. Foxx was almost making it sound like she and her husband were doing her a service.

She blushed and felt terribly out of her depth. Flustered and alone, Emily’s nakedness somehow made her feel more vulnerable.

“Why?” Tricia Foxx looked up from her notes. The older woman’s eyes scanned back to Susan before looking at Emily’s increasingly embarrassed face.

“Getting pregnant from Randolph, my husband, is not why you’re here?”

“No… That’s not it… It’s just that I thought I was… Oh… I don’t know,” Emily suddenly felt tears welling up.

“Shhhh, child,” Tricia Foxx said softly but sternly. “Look at me and tell me, do you not want to be a surrogate mother of his baby?”

“I do, I do,” Emily repeated.

“There,” Tricia Foxx’s thin mouth smiled for the briefest of instants. “You said it. And I couldn’t agree more. If you only knew how grateful my husband and I would be once we would have the little pink bundle in our arms. But I think we’re getting ahead of ourselves.” Mrs. Foxx looked back into her notes. “I think we need to first discuss your health and nourishment.”

“Ma’am?”

“You will be given a strict list of what you may and may not ingest regarding food, drinks, or otherwise. Given your health's importance to us, your master’s head of security and chauffeur has already obtained your medical file from your primary care physician. No reason to look so shocked, sweetheart. It wasn’t really up to you to sign off on it. You approved us to do background checks and any other investigations as we saw fit when you signed up as an employee for the company.”

Emily saw Mrs. Foxx pick up a sleek Electronic tablet in her lap. She blushed to realize it probably contained more private information about herself and even her medical history, such as it was.

“I think we can all agree that the health and safety of the baby you will be carrying are of primary concern to all. Yes?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Very well,” the woman kept flipping through screens that Emily could not see on the tablet. “You will be issued guidelines on what you can eat and drink and your new sleeping schedule. You should do your best and treat those recommendations virtually sacrosanct, or our agreement is off. Furthermore, at any point, you should be available for inspections at home and upon your body.”

A cold draft blew in from across the open expanse of the house's interior, and Emily shuddered visibly. Her hands flew to cover her breasts, and her nipples tightened from the cold, but then she dropped them back by her side. She didn’t want to get that stern look from Mrs. Foxx again.

The old matron kept looking at her device. “Once you have conceived, you will be assigned an appropriate due date, and it’s your job to try and stick to it.” Mrs. Foxx’s voice sounded austere and very formal, almost clinically so.

“Of course, we know that the first pregnancy seldom goes as planned, but from now on, there is no such thing as a private life for you. Not any longer. Once your date has arrived, your labor will be induced by traditional means. Do you have any questions?”

It occurred to Emily that at no point had Mrs. Tricia thanked her. She hadn’t even hinted that she was grateful in any way for Emily’s sacrifice.

“Traditional means?”

“Yes. I will explain exactly what I mean by that in a minute. Your question is the perfect segue, sweetheart. But first, you must sign that you do not contest what we have discussed. Then will discuss the traditionalist aspect now. Here, sign here, and here please.”

Susan reappeared by Emily’s side and placed a thick folder of paper printouts on the table before her.

“Why do I need to sign?” Emily felt eminently out of her depth, even asking that question. Here she was – naked as the day she had been born, about to sign who knows what legal fine print in the home of the boss of the multinational corporation where her father worked.

“Just legalese,” the woman waved her hand. “I’m afraid that’s what the world has come to. For all I know, all this legal jargon might as well have been written in Greek,” Tricia Foxx scoffed. “Still, we can’t but try and abide by the times we live in. You and me both. After you sign, I will witness.”

Obediently Emily felt she had no choice but did as told and signed everywhere they had highlighted for her to do so in the relatively thick printout.

No sooner was she done when Susan came again to take the document.

“Oh, my gosh, Mrs. Foxx,” Susan gushed as she reached to collect the signed pieces of paper. “I so adore your exquisite taste, ma’am. Every time I’m so lucky to visit your home, it is a true blessing.”

“Why, thank you, Susan,” Tricia Foxx’s face cracked into a semblance of a grin.

“Ma’am,” Susan was oblivious to the nude girl between them. “The sculptures in the foyer are truly out of this world, oh gosh, remarkable.”

“Thank you, dear. You’re quite correct. They’re both done by Isabel Baker of the Tokyo school.”

“Oh my God, such beauty,” Susan blushed visibly.

Emily frowned. She did not remember noticing the works of art Susan was referring to, and she had been so preoccupied with her plight that she had to have walked right past.

“And they cost a fortune, dear, I hate to admit. But it is all well worth every penny. Fine art always is, my dear. Don’t you forget that!” Tricia Foxx wagged a finger in Susan’s direction. “One day, when you can afford things of that nature yourself, you will understand why I consider this money well-spent.”

“Thank you, ma’am.” Susan took a moment to look at the documents she had collected. “Looks like we have it all here. Unless you need me for something else, Mrs. Foxx, I will have these copied and notarized and back with you by tomorrow.”

“Thank you, sweetie. I’ll see you then.”

Mrs. Foxx smiled back at Susan as she left. The housewife’s expression changed visibly when she turned to Emily again.

“Now, sweetheart, I think I should answer your questions about traditionalist life.”
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“The man you have chosen to father your baby has rather particular tastes, honey. Please don’t tell me you are too clueless to have realized as much.” Tricia, Foxx laughed.

The older woman waved her hand at Emily and tapped the couch by her side. “But I should perhaps be more specific. Come. Sit. Let’s chat. You can leave your clothes where you left them on the floor for now.”

Emily was intimidated by the ease with which the matronly lady could imbue her voice with congenial friendliness in one moment and transition to icy imperious determination while ordering her about in the next.

She padded across the room and sat as told. The couch felt cold and foreign on her skin. She kept her knees pressed against each other, her hands in her lap.

A stout little lady dressed in a housemaid uniform silently and, much to Emily’s consternation, brought in a tray of biscuits and finger food. She placed them on a small coffee table by the couch on Mrs. Tricia's side. She came back with a gleaming silver pot of steaming tea.

Tricia Foxx took the biscuit, added some jam using a small silver knife, and took a bite. Emily realized she hadn’t been offered food or asked if she preferred tea or coffee.

“I’m sorry, honey,” the woman said as she washed back a tiny bite of biscuits with her tea. “It’s best your stomach is empty until the deed is done that first time tonight, sweetie.” Emily almost jumped when the woman’s bony hand tapped her naked knee in emphasis. What was she implying?

“Randolph loves his woman in every way,” the woman said calmly.

Tricia Foxx’s hand gently tapped Emily’s bare knee again, suggesting it was all for the best. “It is only appropriate to let our men do what they feel is best in such situations. And in case you’re wondering if that’s his first time siring a child out of wedlock, it isn’t.” Emily’s mouth dropped at that piece of news.

“Yes. What my Randolph is about to do with you tonight, he has done many times before. Thankfully, we have the means to support the fruits that result from his efforts,” Tricia Foxx laughed. “I don’t object because I believe he is blessed and deserves many offspring, even if I can’t provide them myself.”

“I am pleased to facilitate the process, you see,” the woman smirked. “A man like my husband – brilliant, successful, powerful. The world should be paying us for his contribution. The way I see it, I’m just permitting him to give back at least a little of what God gave him in spades.”

Emily looked straight at Mrs. Foxx’s pale blue eyes, which seemed sparkling with the fire of her convictions. The older woman smiled back at her.

“As traditionalists, my husband and I believe everything should be done naturally in the most traditional possible way.”

Now Emily was really shocked!

“But, I-I thought I was going to be a surrogate for both of you, ma’am?”

“Oh, sweetie. I wish I could. I truly do. Surely you were aware of my inability to be with child?”

“Yes, but I thought I would simply host the product of your egg cell and his sperm.”

“So clinical,” Tricia Foxx chuckled. “My body suffered when I was young, and I cannot produce eggs of my own, sweetie.”

“Oh, I’m so sorry to hear that.”

“You are such a darling.” The woman reached out and gently squeezed Emily’s knee. “But that’s where you come in. Your beautiful young body is physically able to do what mine can’t.”

Emily felt her mind reeling from the consequences of that information. They expected her to become more than just a surrogate for their child. They expected her to be the other half of the union that would produce only that child.

“You want me to sleep with Mr. Foxx!”

“I can see you are in a little bit of shock. But I just know you will get over it soon enough.”

Emily had never thought about Mr. Foxx like that.

“He is so much older than me and wants to have sex with me until I conceive his baby!”

Mrs. Foxx simply nodded.

Emily stood up. The world seemed to be spinning about her. She felt weak, lightheaded, and very out of her depth here.

“Maybe I should go,” she said softly. It sounded terrible; she had come so far and humiliated herself so much! Suddenly Emily’s knees gave out, and she crumpled to the floor.

“I'm sorry, I'm so sorry, Mrs. Foxx! I let you down!” Emily covered her face with her hands, tears falling through her fingers. “But I don't think I can do it.

Through bleary eyes, Emily looked up to see the woman come to stand by her. She blinked and saw Mrs. Foxx offer her a hand.

“Walk with me, child.” Like in a dream, Emily did as told and stood on restless legs. For the second time tonight, she reached for her clothes. “You don’t need these,” the older woman told her. “We are safe and private at our home here. Let me show you.”

Numbly almost like a little brainless robot, Emily followed the woman out of the room, down the small entranceway through an open glass door, and into the beautiful backyard that looked down on the vast estate. Out, not too far, a herd of horses was grazing.

Emily gasped. It was so beautiful and pristine!

Emily felt Mrs. Foxx’s presence by her side. For a minute, both women silently admired the view. “You can see now why my husband and I like it here.”

“So peaceful!” Emily couldn’t help herself but feel better and smiled.

“Indeed – nature at its finest,” Mrs. Foxx agreed. Just then, as if on cue, a massive black stallion reared up on his hind hooves and mounted a mare.

Mrs. Foxx laughed when she saw Emily’s reaction. “Our new filly Jenny has come on heat, and Caesar is honoring her as nature intended. With any luck this time next year, we’ll have a beautiful new little addition to the herd prancing around.”

“Oh,” Emily blushed suddenly, very self-aware.

Mrs. Foxx turned to look at her. The older woman's eyes were full of intense concentration. “Please understand, dear girl, nature is nature, and we must follow our fate. Each and every one of us. I honestly do not mean you any disrespect by the comparison. Still, whether you’re a woman or a beautiful filly, it isn't too different. Your body is crying out for male attention. And the time has come for your mind to learn to accept that. It is for your own good. Fate has brought you with us.”

“Ultimately, of course, it is your choice what you do. But I hope you dare to face your fate.”

The woman’s hard eyes had softened somewhat, and she was smiling warmly at Emily.

“Come,” she took her hand and, to Emily’s immense surprise, brought her in for an embrace. She held tight until the girl felt herself melt into the older woman’s motherly warmth.

“I know you must be missing your momma, sweetheart,” Mrs. Foxx gently held Emily's head to her bosom. “You're safe with us, baby,” she said softly.

Emily wasn't sure how much longer it was until she finally got her emotions in check. Finally, she took a deep breath.

She looked up. “I’m sorry.”

“Whatever for, child?”

“I made your front wet….”

Sweetie, you will find those to be the first of many tears to come. Nothing to be shy or afraid of. I’m here for you.” Mrs. Foxx smiled. “You feeling better? Do you feel strong enough to meet your man now?”

Emily nodded gently. “Yes, ma'am.”

“Trust me,” the older woman squeezed Emily's shoulder, not unlike a concerned parent would. “Once you’ve been with him that way,” Mrs. Tricia Foxx smiled reassuringly, “you will be certain to want more. Hah,” the bigger woman waved her hand. “It is like an addiction, sweetheart. Terrible and very, very naughty.” She giggled.

Emily needed help understanding and wasn’t sure she even wanted to understand. Walking naked hand-in-hand with Mrs. Foxx, her resolve flagged and was about to falter when the woman turned just before reaching the door into the house.

“Here, sweetheart, one thing before we enter.”

“Yes, ma'am?”

“When you see Mr. Foxx next, sweet girl, I want you to do a deep curtsy for him, do you understand?”

“A curtsy?”

“Yes, Deep and slow to the ground as far as possible. Can you do that for me? You will be so happy to see you signal your submissiveness like that.”

“Uhm, sure.”

“Fantastic! Come on in, then. I think I can hear his car in the driveway.”

Emily felt pulled back into the house, where they ran into her father’s boss, and he had just placed his briefcase by the kitchen table and turned to smile at them.

“Ladies! Why aren't you just the prettiest sight ever!”

His words made Emily blush so intensely that even her breasts turned pink.

Until this moment, no man had ever seen her naked. Not even the erstwhile boyfriends she had indulged in furtive kisses in high school. But despite her humiliation, she saw the smiles and interest of her hosts, and they gave her hope and courage to stay her ground.

“Anything we can do to make you smile, husband,” Mrs. Foxx beamed at him and walked over to give him a peck. Then she turned, and both spouses watched a violently blushing Emily do her curtsy.

If it wasn’t for the tears that obscured her vision and her racing heartbeat, which made her ears thrum with emotion, Emily would have appreciated that much more the applause the Foxxs burst into.

“Outstanding!” Mr. Foxx appeared so delighted that Emily was almost willing to forget her own shame and humiliation.


AT HIS SERVICE
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Dumbfounded and numb, she watched him unbutton his belt and pull down his fly. Still standing, he shimmied out of his trousers and kicked them off before he sat back down. She watched him look up and nod, imperiously telling her it was okay for her to approach.

Emily knelt before his knees, which he spread, and shimmied forward. She took a deep breath. Her heart was pounding in her temples as she saw herself reach out and slip her fingers into the waistband of her boss' underwear.

Without uttering a word, the middle-aged billionaire lifted his hips, and the young woman gulped as she slid down his briefs along his thick muscled legs. She was trembling when she dropped the garment onto the floor.

Emily felt overpowered by a desire to be submissive and meek. She felt her senses being assaulted by the powerful scent of this naked man – a male in his absolute prime. Not like some boy almost barely out of childhood, but a man through and through with the strength and will to prove it.

What she saw was an eyeful! His belly was on the chubby side, but the rest of him spoke of excellent stamina and shape. Then her eyes settled on that terrible thing that caught her attention. His cock was resting between his legs like a coiled python in repose. Without realizing it, Emily brushed back at the sweat from her forehead and dry-swallowed.

How could something like this ever fit anywhere inside a woman’s body? In a trance, mindlessly, Emily reached out and touched it.

It felt hot and heavy. His skin here was much darker than the rest of his body. It was smooth and warm, and when she gently caressed him along his column, he growled, letting her know how much he liked her tender attentions. For several long minutes, no sounds broke the Silence.

Amazingly he was still clothed, just as he had been earlier that day when she met him in the office.

Naked and kneeling, Emily gently held the shaft in her hands, barely able to encircle it in her tiny fists as he grew more massive. She found herself slowly pumping it. She felt the manly scent of him. Her tummy squirmed, and she felt the most humiliating wetness between her legs.

She held his penis and stared at it.

“It’s okay, Emily,” his voice was deep and reverberated. “Tricia said you haven’t done anything like that before. It’s okay to be anxious. I’ll help you, and I want you to kiss it.”

She was a couple of inches away from the head of his long penis. Her big round eyes stared at it, mesmerized. She looked up into his dark expression and shuddered.

“I-I’m not sure I can,” she sounded so girlish and ridiculous. Emily hated it.

“It’s going to be okay, Emily. I promise,” he said, his voice full of caring. “We’ll go slow at your own pace. This, all this, is the best part, like discovering new things. And it will only get better the more you do it. Now, give me your lips on me, sweetheart.”

Emily’s nerves tangled and twisted in a terrible, hot, warm, and vaguely aroused way. Her stomach tightened. No sense in avoiding the inevitable. After today she would probably do this rather frequently, she then decided. And the sooner she got over that first time, the sooner it would hopefully feel less terrible.

Hopefully.

Emily leaned forward and kissed the tip. Just briefly. And then, a smile full of wonder and mischief surprised them both as it spread across her lips. What a sight!

A picture of pure innocence to the man before whom she was kneeling, Emily had become both an angel and a whore, a virgin and a witch, all at the same time.

The next thing she knew, she opened her mouth and took him inside. She was shocked to realize it wasn’t as terrible as she thought. She tasted his precum for the first time and found it salty-sweet but not unappealing. After a few moments, she felt strangely drawn in by it. Her tongue milked and squeezed at his penis without thinking of what she was doing. Emily was rewarded with more of his essence and deep chest growls from above.

Emily lowered her face until half his shaft was buried into her mouth.

She tried to push forward and gagged but stayed on the penis through some superhuman effort.

“Ah, so good!” The man growled but didn't move in any other way.

Emily breathed through her nostrils as she forced herself to stay on him. His shaft rested on her tongue even as it grew wider and hotter somehow.

Emily’s heart was pounding furiously. She was going down on a man’s penis!

It was so terribly shameful and demeaning! Just then, her mouth betrayed her excitement and flooded with saliva soaking his crotch with it.

"I-i'm so sorry!" Emily gulped and looked up.

Instead of the forgiveness Emily sought, the man snarled down at her and flicked the tip of her nose.

"Keep going," he said, adding a word she did not quite get. She whimpered and put her head back down to the task.

She pushed forward, acting on pure instinct. The tip of his penis thrust into her throat as her entire body tensed. Emily held still for the most prolonged moment, trying to suck in air through her flared nostrils. His precum wetted her mouth now in abundance, and she kept swallowing.

Emily looked up and saw him watching her pretty face with her young lips wrapped around his broad shaft. She instinctively stroked and sucked while he simply sat – legs spread, arms on the armrests of his chair.

Soon enough, she sensed his penis grow and vibrate a few times in preparation. He was on the verge. Emily blinked back tears. She felt his scent and heat grow warmer and more intense because of her efforts.

Finally, he reached a point where he could not hold out any longer. Instinctively the man gripped the back of her head and held her still.

Deeply ashamed of what was happening, Emily felt the shaft spasm and flood her mouth with warm thick semen. It was hot, and she swallowed it, but her boss had not finished ejaculating. Emily let it happen because she knew it was expected of her.

The first time his penis erupted and sent a thick hot pulse of his semen deep into her mouth and down her throat, Emily gagged a bit, but just in time, Mr. Foxx’s hand grabbed her by the hair and held her in place. Emily was too taken aback to fight.

She meekly swallowed even as she gagged a bit, but Mr. Foxx held her head as his penis continued to throb, and more of his warm seed christened her mouth with its foreign maleness for the first time. She swallowed it, closing her eyes and trying to not think about it.

It was a peculiar taste – salty but different from his essence initially. In that way, it was thrilling and fascinating to the girl. She was excited to be tasting a man's seed like that!

When she looked up to meet his eyes, her mouth still on his cock, she found it reassuring to see him smiling down on her. He was obviously satisfied, and she had done well.

“Good girl,” he finally let go of her hair. “Oh, gosh, Emily,” he was breathing deeply now. “Yes – fucking, yes. A very good girl indeed.”

Emily kept sucking as he stroked her gently. She blushed and closed her eyes, causing tears to spill down her cheeks. He stroked her hair as she peered up to look at him.

She took him out of her mouth and softly kissed the tip of his proud penis where a drop had slipped out. The man held her in both hands and gently kissed her forehead. She was still panting from her efforts.

“Did I do it the way you wanted, sir?” Her anxiety was evident in her voice.

“Oh, yes, absolutely, sweetheart!”

He was genuinely impressed with this innocent woman’s honest efforts. Most young women would have by now attempted to establish familiarity and call him by his name. But Emily obviously had the discipline and intelligence and remembered following Mrs. Foxx’s directions earlier. He could see she was trying to keep a respectful tone regardless of what she had just done.

“Thank you, sir,” Emily whispered softly.

Mr. Foxx couldn’t resist but gently cupped her face in his huge hands and caressed her flaming red cheeks. He wondered how someone so innocent and pure could have gone so long without good male companionship? He could feel himself start to grow hard again as he decided he would soon change that.


CALL FROM THE ER
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Emily was still gulping back the strong taste of his thick semen when the hospital called. She could tell by the distinctive ringer of her phone. Emily froze.

They rarely called!

She had been dreamily transfixed by what she had just done and was much more shocked when she heard the ringer go off! She recognized the ringer, which she had set to alert her when calls from the hospital numbers came.

“Yes?!” Her voice sounded raspy and hoarse. She looked up and met the eyes of Mr. Foxx. He smiled encouragingly and nodded. She was still naked.

“Doctor Michaels for Mrs. Emily Schatz, please?”

“It’s me! Is something wrong with my father, Emmett Schatz?!” Emily desperately tried to sound less tense, but it was a battle she couldn’t win.

“Oh, no, no! Your dad is stable and doing as expected. Which is great under the circumstances, of course.”

Emily let out an audible sigh of relief.

“I apologize if I called at a bad moment. I can call you later.”

Emily cast another anguished look at Mr. Foxx. She watched him gently rearrange himself and was in the process of closing the fly of his pants.

“Absolutely not, Doctor Michaels. What can I do for you?”

“It looks like your dad is being moved into our newest, most modern hospital wing.”

“Pardon?”

“Our hospital has a wing for VIPs,” the doctor started speaking faster, almost mechanically. “It is named after the company where your father works. Management called to say that he is to be transferred there. Care should remain the same. That’s assuming you’re satisfied with the current level of service?”

Silence.

Finally, Emily realized the physician was asking if she was happy with his care for her father.

“Of course,” she stammered and cleared her throat. “Absolutely! Are you kidding! We are so happy with your help –“

“Great! Great.” The doctor seemed genuinely relieved. “Well, your father will be transferred to what is best you think of as a six-star hotel suite with a maid and staff to boot. That’s in addition to the nurses and me, of course. They’re assigning some of my other patients to other colleagues as we speak. That way, I can free up my time and concentrate on your father.”

Emily thought she could detect a slight annoyance now in the doctor’s voice.

“Thank you so much!”

“Not a problem, Ms. Schatz. It looks like his company must really value him as an employee. You’re fortunate, my dear.”

“Thank you, sir.”

A cold shiver ran down Emily’s spine, and she gulped again. Why did Mr. Foxx’s sperm have to taste so strong?!

“Is there anything else you need on my side?”

“None at all,” the doctor said. “Just informing you is all." Then he stopped himself. "Oh, actually, there is one last thing – it looks like I have been asked to let you know that all his bills will be handled through the insurance at the company. So you shouldn’t have to worry about that anymore, and it has been taken care of….”

“Great. Thank you,” she stammered. The doctor hung up.

Emily had never felt more out of control in her life. Suddenly her knees, where she had been kneeling on the cold hardwood floor of Mr. Foxx’s home, hurt like hell, and she looked around for a seat. She really needed to take a moment to breathe and think.

Emily felt a levitating feeling as her boss suddenly picked her up. Her instinct was to wrap herself around his body, holding on tight as he carried her upstairs through the vast expansive house.

Emily squeezed her eyes shut and tried to brace herself for what would come next. She felt his big strong hands covering her bottom from below, holding her up as they slowly made their way up the endless stairs.


TAKEN
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He placed her lying on his bed. Emily's entire body was humming in anticipation. Her nervous system was electrified. Emily watched Mr. Foxx slowly shed his clothes. For the first time, the girl noticed things like how his chest hair was different colors at different places, and he had a thick scar running down the side of his left shoulder almost all the way to his elbow. She wondered about asking him how he got it. When she met his eyes, she realized he was looking at her as she watched him. This reciprocity sent shivers through her body, and she saw herself through his eyes. Emily watched a man's body shimmer in sweat for the first time in her life because of how she made him feel.

“Please, I…”

“Shush, baby. Don't talk.”

Emily sighed. What could she say anyway? Her muscles felt like molasses. Her mind was no better.

“Gosh, you're so beautiful, sweetheart.” His voice was solemn, almost like he didn't expect her to respond.

However, she felt obligated somehow. “Thank you, Mr. Foxx.”

It struck him then that she didn’t even know his first name. Or if she did, she still felt too awkward to use it. He looked down at her. He held himself up, his powerful shoulders holding him like an old oak tree hovering above her tiny frame.

"So precious," his breath tickled her lips, and she made a slight sound near his mouth.

He reached for her face with one hand, his finger wandering up to her sweet, wet mouth. He saw the hesitance in her eyes. But then she opened her lips and sucked at his digit. Her small hot wet tongue felt alive as it massaged his fingertip. He groaned.

Her mouth made a wet popping sound when his finger came out as he slowly, almost reluctantly, descended her body. Emily whimpered, seeing his head inches above her most intimate center. “No,” she whispered, but he kissed her right there, and her world melted.

He kissed her right upon the hood that protected her tiny little girlish bean of pleasure.

Emily hissed through clenched teeth.

"Yum," he growled. She could feel his breath. “You taste so fresh,” and he kissed her there again, but this time, his lips lingered. His tongue played, tickling and laving forbidden, naughty places all over her.

Her toes curled in.

Emily exploded into her first-ever climax caused by a man.

She convulsed and vibrated like a million volts were running across her body. Her vagina liquified into what felt like a waterfall pouring out of her center.

Her hands flew to his head. But his mouth never let go of its conquest where he suckled at the apex of her legs, at that most intimate and shameful spot.

It was terrible.

It was unforgettable.

And yet, he kept his face there and kissed and worshiped at her gushing gift.

Emily wasn't sure if perhaps she might have fainted a little because the next thing she knew, the world was back in contrast, and the man was on top of her.

His chest leaned her coltish body into the bed. His face was so close, they were touching. Emily tried but failed to focus on his eyes, and then she tried again.

She squealed but found herself unable to move.

“Sir? Oh, Sir?"

"It's my right, Emily. You are in my bed. Having you as a man claims a woman is my right," his voice was assertive and stern as he kissed her tears. "Don't deny me, girl. You're delicious everywhere, sweetheart. Mine."

Her mind was continuously short-circuited with the sensations of his body pressing in from all sides, touching her everywhere, always for the first time.

He nuzzled her neck, kissing her and playfully biting. But then his little nips became more insistent, and Emily meekly accepted the hickeys the man gave her, marking her as his. Her breath that had evened out from her orgasm now came in little gasps while Mr. Foxx had his way nibbling her ears and feasting along her delicate youthful skin.

Something moved between them, and Emily sucked in a breath when she realized that it was his erection, and it was growing. Panic filled her innocent heart. She had willfully come into this man's bed, and now he would claim her as only a mighty man could.

More tears flowed, and he kissed them all away, whispering soft, soothing sounds as he lay on top of her, his weight making her lightheaded. He looked her in the eyes, and Emily felt the thickness of his manhood pressing at her tight little wet center. Emily tried to pull back into the bed from him, "Please, sir, give me a minute…." He kissed her on the nose, and his cock caught into her. She gasped.

She hissed, and just then, he pushed in a little more, and she felt him slip for the first time inside her body.

It hurt! She had expected pain but wasn't ready for the burning. She winced, and he withdrew a little. Their eyes locked. He was looking at her.

His eyes were intense and commanding, and the young virgin could feel the heat radiating from them as he looked deep into her own. His movements were measured and exacting, as if he wanted to savor each moment and ensure she felt every inch of him.

She could see his irises flicker as he made decisions. Then he slowly pushed in again, stretching her unused body, teaching her to adapt and accept him as her man, the soon-to-be father of her baby.

Mr. Foxx's body was warm and muscular as he leaned against Emily, his chest pressing her into the bed as he kissed her tears. His erection was hard and unyielding, pushing in as he moved closer.

He was a muscular man with a commanding presence, making Emily feel scared and aroused. His body was tense, his muscles straining against his skin as he moved with her. His large hands grasped her curves, embracing her closer to him.

His skin felt rough and warm, pressing into her without hesitation. His manhood was unyielding yet controlled as he pushed forward against her tightness.

Emily's arms quivered around his back, and she realized she was embracing him. The agony was unbearable, but the delicious forbidden pleasure was also expected.

Emily's skin flushed with heat, her pulse racing to the surface. Her entire body ached for urgent fulfillment. He was struggling to control the yearning.

He swallowed hard and slowly pressed in again. Emily did not protest but clung to him and locked her arms around his broad torso, pulling him closer.

“Oh my!” he whispered, “you're so unbelievably tight. You’re going to destroy us both!”

She groaned and squeezed her eyes shut as tears trickled down her face.

“You are too big for me, Sir.”

His hips responded instantaneously by plowing in further just as he kissed her. Emily accepted the hot air of his lungs as they breathed together.

Emily's heart fluttered frantically against his thick chest. Her hands, unable to hold around his vast torso, moved to squeeze his powerful buttocks instead. He growled, and she felt him circling his hips, opening her body for him. It was terrible and exquisite all at the same time.

His hands let go of her head and moved down her body to hold at the inside of her knees, opening her up like a morsel. He pressed her legs into the bed, which caused her pelvis to fly up against his.

She squealed, her mind suddenly sharpened by the new pain and novel discomfort. She saw him sit up, and he looked down at where their bodies were united by his manhood's thickness. “I'm not even at your barrier yet,” he gasped almost in astonishment.

Holding her feet to his face with one thick hand, he gently kissed her soles and nibbled her toes. Emily found it strange and ticklish, but she liked it, and it distracted her enough that she relaxed a bit.

Soon he was even deeper in her body, and she felt him touch her virginal gateway. He kept using his thumbs, rubbing her feet and holding her toes as he rocked his pelvis back and forth. "Shush, it's okay, sweetie."

Emily blinked up at him. He seemed so full of caring. Slowly he laid himself on top of her again, allowing his weight to push her deep into the bed, and kissed her.

Emily meekly accepted his kiss. She felt him smile into the kiss. Then he broke it off and looked at her. “I need to hear you repeat it. Do you give yourself in mind and body to the task of becoming a mother to my child?”

“Yes,” Emily heard herself squeak. She felt his penis flex, where it was at the gates to her body.

Her boss smiled. “Say it louder for me one more time, and I need to hear more conviction, sweetie.”

“Yes, I want to give myself to you and become a mother to your child. Please, Sir.”

His smile became huge. “Good! Let us make it so.”

And then he kissed her neck with a distracting, almost painful kiss and broke through.

A small whimper escaped her, and her transition was complete. Emily clung to him as she submitted to his plunder. Soon he was all the way pushing at the back of her girlhood. She could feel his wiry hair press and rub against her almost completely bare girlish lips.

Emily grunted with the unexpected fullness. He kept kissing her as he held himself deep inside before slowly sliding back out again. He withdrew almost all the way out before Emily felt him guide himself back into her.

It was agonizing because he opened her on every plunge, almost like it was the first time. He would hold himself deep inside her belly for a moment and then slowly resume his seesaw motions, his body snug against hers.

Wet with his sweat that kept raining down on her, she watched him lift himself on his thick arms, relinquishing his hold of her legs. His speed gradually increased until his body became a blur. Emily’s initial soreness increased, and then her pain became blunt agony. She squeezed her eyes shut and focused on the sensations emanating from how his tiny hairs kept rubbing at her engorged apex. It was just enough pressure to make it feel good.

Soon enough, the painful strokes became wet, slurping motions, and Emily felt herself start to bloom, open, and relax. Her lover cupped her face and leaned in for a kiss. Bringing his lips to her ear, he whispered through pained breaths, “Just relax and let me claim you, sweetheart. We are almost there.” Emily was about to start praying for him to end it when he finally collapsed on her with a roar.

She felt him throbbing spurt after spurt deep in her belly. It was an indescribable sensation full of life that she would have never dreamed possible before tonight.

It was long before Mr. Foxx started withdrawing himself out of her tightness. Something about the way their bodies separated, the wet slurping sounds, and the harsh, severe predatory look on his face shocked the young girl so deeply that Emily climaxed almost instantaneously.

She felt lightheaded from the shame of what she had just done. She had submitted to this man, to her boss – a man who was older than her father even. She had just allowed him to release his pent-up desires straight into her untouched body and now, most probably, put his child in her tummy, bonding her to him forever.

When her climax crescendoed, Emily relaxed into a state of semiconsciousness and fell into a deep restless sexual slumber.
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Emily woke up slowly, blinking back the cobwebs of sleep. She was naked beneath the heavy covers and wasn’t exactly sure how long she had been out of it. She gingerly moved in the vast empty bed and looked around.

Judging by the light, or rather a lack of it filtering in through the curtains, it had to already be evening outside.

Emily winced as soon as she attempted to move beneath the heavy blankets. Her entire body felt tired, like she had been jogging for miles, and her crotch felt especially bruised and sore. She gasped when she realized that the terrible nightmare she had awoken from was not a dream but reality. Her entire body was sweaty, and the thick, pungent odor of lovemaking hung in the room.

A small part of Emily still couldn’t believe what she had done. Grimacing, she reached down and gingerly touched herself between her legs. It hurt!

She pushed the blankets aside and took a peek. A soft gasp escaped her lips when she spotted the current state of her womanhood.

Gone was the girlish and dainty view she was used to seeing every morning between her legs when she showered. Instead, her vagina was red, engorged, swollen, glistening, and angry-looking. Her innocent scent was replaced by something heavy and musky that immediately brought up the image of the man in whose bed she was.

With ever-increasing consternation, Emily saw that between the thick folds of her vagina, now sealed by drying fluids, she could see a small white string poking out. She gingerly pulled on it and felt a familiar feeling deep inside.

A tampon!

She had no recollection of inserting it herself! It felt thicker and longer than the tampons she was used to. Then she noticed how full and sloshy she felt deep inside, behind her navel. It was mortifying!

She was carrying Mr. Foxx’s sperm trapped within herself!

Millions of his little tadpoles, swimming about in her tummy, seeking to find her egg to fertilize!

She almost pulled the tampon out in outrage, but something stopped her.

Inexplicably, she felt uncertain about what to do next. Emily felt hesitant and didn’t want to anger the man who had done that to her. They had both worked hard at it. Emily felt her skin grow warm with the shame of remembering her whimpering sounds and excitement. Now the fruit of his efforts was in her body, trying to become a part of her.

Did she have the right to let it slide out and go to waste? Would he be disappointed if she did? She was much more inexperienced. Perhaps she should ask him?

Emily decided to go downstairs and find him. She didn’t really dwell on the consequences of her actions.

She would submissively ask for permission before doing what she thought was necessary with her own body. It wasn’t until much later that she would recognize how profoundly the vigorous lovemaking she had been submitted to had already transformed her impressionable mind.

She wrapped herself in a towel, and barefoot, on weak legs, she padded across the hardwood floors.

Downstairs, Mr., and Mrs. Foxx smiled at her from the long mahogany table where they appeared to be having a late dinner.

“Well, hello there, sleepyhead,” Mr. Foxx smiled at her warmly and reached over to break a piece of bread.

The Foxxs seemed to be back in their regular evening clothes. It made Emily feel awkward standing barefoot and naked, wrapped in a towel like she was. The long thick tampon that sealed her well-exercised womanhood did not help her self-esteem. Emily decided to wait until a few minutes later, at least before she broached the question she had come to ask.

“Come on in, honey, join us.” Mrs. Foxx waived her in. “You must be starving after all that.”

The woman’s words made Emily’s cheeks turn fiery red. Had she heard it all?

“Don’t worry about the towel, sweetie. You know what we agreed on earlier. And the house is certainly warm enough for you to walk around as bare-bottomed as a child.”

Mrs. Foxx filled a plate with steak and sides from the table's choices as she spoke. “There, have at it. I want to see you put some meat on those bones, darling. You’re just so skinny!”

“Uhm, okay, I guess.” Emily was feeling truly quite hungry. She sat on the other side of Mr. Foxx, facing his wife, and dove into the plate in front of her.

They both actually chuckled, seeing her appetite. Emily giggled, realizing the joke was on her.

“Vigorous sex will do that,” Mr. Foxx said, sipping his red wine.

Emily had no time to blush before Mrs. Foxx changed the subject. “Tell me, dear, have you considered the baby’s name?”

This completely stopped Emily’s thoughts. “N-no, ma’am – I thought it would be up to you and Mr. Foxx.” Darn it! Why couldn’t she stop blushing?!

“So sweet,” Tricia Foxx smiled warmly. “Randolph and I feel that you deserve to pick it. Just so long as you don’t pick something too modern or outrageous.”


EPILOGUE
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Emily stood in front of the mirror in the bathroom and wiped the fog away so that tiny water droplets ran down her reflection. She was naked almost every day now that she had moved to live full-time at Mr. and Mrs. Foxx’s home.

She touched herself, gently moving her hands across her belly as she turned to see herself in profile. She was more prominent now. Rounder and swollen with the new life inside of her. She looked at her skin, which was still young, tight, and smooth, albeit with stretch marks here and there.

She tried to remember how she looked all those eight months ago, which felt like an eternity now when her tummy had been flat and impossibly soft in comparison. Her eyes fell to her breasts, and they were different too. Swollen and heavy, with puffy brown nipples that sometimes ached and grew hard for no reason. Her milk was starting already, tiny drops of clear liquid appearing occasionally, her body getting ready to nurse Mr. Foxx’s child that was growing within her.

Emily’s cell phone rang with the distinctive lullaby signaling Mr. Foxx was calling. “Sir?”

“Baby.”

She whimpered. It was their way of greeting each now that she had come under the complete spell of the man.

He chuckled. “I have good news, sweetheart.”

“From the hospital? About my father?” Emily couldn’t stop herself. She hoped the doctors would call any day now with more good news about her real daddy’s progress and recovery.

Mr. Foxx cleared his throat. He's well. I’m sure he's well. The experts call the office to provide updates.

Emily forced herself to sound chipper regardless. She knew it was important to keep showing her dad’s boss how happy and grateful she was no matter what. He had so much important stuff to deal with. “So something else, then?”

“Yes, baby. The forensic accountants we hired to analyze our financial issues nine months ago were up to no good, I’m afraid, baby.”

“Oh? How so?”

“Apparently, they have been indicted on fraud and other stuff like that.”

“Oh! So, my father did not –“

“Exactly,” Mr. Foxx interrupted. “Your father, Emmett Schatz, is as innocent as they come. That accounting firm had set it up to make him look like it was all his fault. Scapegoats for their shenanigans. I thought you'd want to know.”

“Oh. Great. I see.” Emily didn’t know what to say.

Silence filled the line. Emily didn’t know what to think.

She had agreed with Mr. Foxx’s suggestion to have his child. But now was her sacrifice… pointless, almost?

“I love you, baby.”

“I love you, daddy,” she cooed back.

“I'll see you tonight when I get back home. Tricia says you are starting to produce some delicious sweet surprises already.”

“Yes, daddy.”

“Can't wait to have a taste.”

“Me too, sir,” Emily giggled.

The end.
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AFTERWORD


Thank you

Thank you for reading Having His Heir.

If you enjoyed reading this book, you might also want to consider some of my other works. They are listed on my Amazon Author’s Page.

The best way to contact me would be via Twitter: @AlexCarlsbad

You can also talk to me via email at :

alexcarlsbad@gmail.com

Your reviews are greatly appreciated! I can only imagine how valuable your time is to you. Writing even a few lines in a review of this book will inform me of your opinion and inspire me to keep writing for your enjoyment. I love reading your thoughts, feedback, questions, comments, and concerns.

AC
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