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Prologue










Year of our Lord 2076, somewhere in North America.

Excerpt from the 37th amendment to the US Constitution as proposed and ratified by sixteen of the fifty-two states of the Union currently:





“A female of the human species is only to be understood in relation to what sets her apart from the modern human male. By the God-given gift of her body and its ability to carry forth the species by eliciting male excitement and bonding, and bearing the product of its seed, she is to submit to her nature and accept her engendered differences that exist but are not limited to her relative weakness in comparison to male power thereby delineating the natural order of things which requires the woman's absolute and complete submission to the male of the species. Her nature is essentially sensual and delicate thereby rendering her ready and predisposed to naturally understand the minds of the children she will be bearing and raising. Just as she exists to lend meaning to male power, it is the obligation and responsibility of the male to explain and keep enforcing the basic fundamentals of personhood to each and every woman he encounters, but especially those entering adulthood.”








When the cell phone rang,
 Sylvia was kneeling in the bathroom, in front of the toilet, dry-heaving with anxiety. She looked at the screen:

‘Unknown caller.’


Shit!


Shit – shit – shit! Why would Patrick be calling from someone else's phone right now? It could mean one thing and one thing only – his promotion had not gone through.


Oh, dear Lord!
 The tears she had heroically done her best to hold back for many, many days came in abundance now, splashing against the cold white porcelain. So much for discipline! So much for her long term resolution to stick to her exercise regimen. The regimen she had so determinedly established all the way back in high school with the long term goal of being in a position like this, here, now, today, but with a most definitely different outcome.

Shit-shit-shit!

Her gleaming new phone rang again, and Sylvia toyed with the idea of dunking it into the toilet. Surely it deserved it for daring to shatter her dreams like that? She had been waiting for the call all morning, her agreement with Patrick that he would call her first thing once he knew.

She hastily tapped the screen. "Yes," her voice was raspy, her throat sore from barfing.

She covered the phone and cleared her throat, then tried again. “Yes!?”

“Honey, are you okay?”

“Mom!” Sylvia closed her eyes and took a deep breath. Not Patrick.
 Maybe there was still some hope. Maybe he hasn’t called because he doesn’t know yet if he has got the promotion or not?


“Yeah... I – sorry, Mom. You caught me, I was eating in the kitchen, something went down the wrong pipe. I'm better now.”

“Jeez, honey, are you sure? You don’t sound too good. Sure you don’t want me to drive over?”


Hell no!
 The last thing she needed was mother – nervous, more agitated than herself and feather-brained to top it off. “No, mom, I'm fine. Why did you call?”

Sylvia realized the silence on the other side told her she'd been a bit too abrupt. She dialed it back a bit, but not too much, she needed the line free. No time for idle chitchat if that was what mother wanted now of all times. “Sorry, I am, I'm in a hurry, mom. What is it?”

“I'm sorry maybe I should call a different time –“


Maybe you should
 . "No, mom. Tell me now, you called already."

“Amber is in prison. There I said it. I guess there's no other way to put it.”


What? What the hell?


“Amber, Jack's fiancée?”

“Uhm, yes –“ her mother's voice faltering like it was her fault somehow. Suddenly Sylvia perked up. Perhaps today was going to shape up into a different kind of morning after all. Maybe there was still some hope. “I'm here. Tell me what happened.”

“Oh, honey. I don't know how to say it – you know how she is a political activist and all...”

“Yeah, I do.” Oh, this was going to be good. The little sniveling pretentious elite bitch never failed to point out how much this country needed social justice and reform.

“Well, apparently, they came for her this morning.”

“Who – they? Police?”

“Immigration.”


Shit!
 “Wow! What did she do?”

“She forgot to renew her visa, apparently.”

“But she is Jack's fiancée.”

“Yes, but she was on some sort of conditional visa status,” Her mom tried to explain. “Apparently they missed the deadline.”


Serves her right.
 “Poor thing. Is there anything I can do?”

“Uhm, I thought Patrick, you and Patrick, his boss –someone mentioned he was best friends with the secretary of Immigration?” Mom was more astute than Sylvia had given her credit for. She apparently had remembered an idle remark made at dinner once.

“You're right. How silly of me. Have you talked to Patrick?”

“I tried, but he isn’t answering his cell.”

“I'll call them right away, mom. Don’t worry. We’ll take care of this!”

“Oh, honey, what would I do without you?”

“You would do just fine, mom. Let me go now. I'm also in a hurry to hear back from Patrick.”

“Oh, oh, dear me, I forgot – today's the day, isn't it? How silly of me! I'll call you back.”










* * *




Sylvia had barely
 enough time to stand up from the cold bathroom floor, and the phone rang again. Patrick!


"I got it!"

"Patrick! Oh my God! Patrick –!" This was turning into the best day of her life!


Oh my God!


"Honey, we need to celebrate." Later she would think back to that phone call and how Patrick's voice sounded: weak, exhausted, as if he had been through the wringer, and wonder if she had to have pressed him for more information.

"Of course, honey. Months of celebrations ahead! A life with you is a celebration now," she added softly meaning it with all her heart.

"Oh, sweetie."












Chapter 1










The walls at Bill Lord's mansion were covered in pictures of children. So many children! Were they all his? Sylvia was riveted. “I don't understand – how old is his wife? I thought she was about my age.”

“Uhm, I’m not really sure.” Patrick turned around in the seat of the new luxury SUV trying to squeeze the big car in the tiny spot amongst the other luxury vehicles parked in the sumptuous courtyard.

“So how? How can he possibly have, what – twenty children? Was he married before? Are they – Oh, oh my God, are they all extramarital?” Patrick just shrugged.

Much to Sylvia's annoyance, her husband changed the subject to something stupid about the weather, and how it might rain and ruin his tux now that they were parked outside.

Sylvia gathered up her purse. Sometimes her husband exasperated her really bad. “Let's go, Sylvia.” Patrick had come around to her side of the car and held the door. “You look perfect,” he smiled, and she remembered how much she also loved him.

Why was he so stressed tonight though? It had to be that they had finally been invited over to the big man's house. She was being taken to meet his boss for the first time. That had to be it. There was no other way she could explain it. In every other way, she knew Patrick was as cool as they came under pressure. After all, it seemed from his daily descriptions of what he did at work, that he spent quite a bit of time assisting on Mr. Lord's projects in his immediate presence.

Was he nervous about her
 ? Sweet! Patrick was worried about the kind of impression his young wife would make on big man Bill. Sylvia almost giggled at that. How naive could Patrick be? Hadn't he realized that he had it all backward?!

She had married him
 to get to where they were now as a family. Her entire life since high school had one goal and one goal only – be the most beautiful, athletic, enthusiastic little catch out there. Then, grab the best hubby on the market. Because how else was a girl to make it, if not through her husband's upward mobility these days?! Of course, Patrick had nothing to worry about. She would do anything, and everything it took to impress Bill Lord with how good and solid a choice Patrick and Sylvia Emerson were.

A gaggle of kids swooped by their car almost knocking them both off their feet. Sylvia and Patrick giggled. Maybe it wasn't going to be so stressful after all.

Upon entering further into the expansive home, Sylvia was enveloped by a world, unlike anything she had ever experienced. She floated from one room into the next, chatting with other radiant beings of this exalted place, a river of cozy luxuriance, of beautiful ornaments, silk, and gold bathing them all. Here it was so easy to accept the notion that pesky annoying things like worrying about money and time didn’t even exist.

As she spoke with Tracy, the wife of one of Patrick's colleagues, Sylvia couldn't help but overhear conversations about ski trips, chartered planes, yachts, and oh this ‘Umberto – from that spa place on Lake Como – you know the one…’

Sylvia felt her heart beat faster and realized she was at home. She would do anything and everything to claim a permanent place amongst these exalted people. She had worked all her life for it and now, smiling and happy, she simply couldn't picture herself straying from her predetermined path. When Patrick came to take her to meet the host, it was holding his hand firmly trying to control her own excitement and leaping anticipation that she didn't merely walk, but glided after her smart go-getter husband.

Sylvia watched the tall, friendly man approach. He had short brown hair which was amazingly thick. Sylvia had heard that the host had to be at least in his sixties. Yet he looked not a day older than forty. He walked with an open gate and the incessant squint of someone in perpetual communion with the near hopeless complications of human affairs. His self-assuredness oozed from every fiber of his presence.




“The couple of the day!”
 Exclaimed Bill Lord and Sylvia found it hard to disagree with the man. In his eyes, she saw two dark pools of obsidian which scanned her slowly, meticulously – head to toe. Sylvia felt lightheaded. Sheesh! This man’s probing look-over was worse than those wardrobe-sized x-ray machines they had in some airports!

Then, weirdly, she saw him look over at Patrick. "Has she been sticking to her jogging schedule as we talked?”

“Yes, Sir,” Patrick replied.

Sylvia looked from Patrick to Mr. Lord and then back again. “Jogging schedule?”

“Yes, honey,” Patrick smiled, but she saw by the color of his cheeks he was embarrassed. “I told Mr. Lord how much you love to exercise.”

“Call me Bill, please.” Corrected Mr. Lord. “Since we are breaking the ice as it were. Why don't you join me? I want to show you the rest of the house.”

Then Bill took her hand, grabbed it really, in his bearlike paws and laughed. “Patrick told me a little more than that. He told me how you excelled in track competitions. I have to admit that now, seeing you for real, it does not surprise me – you have an incredible figure – such long legs. And perfectly proportioned.”

Sylvia blushed. She hadn’t been prepared to be quite the center of attention Patrick’s boss was apparently making her out to be tonight.

“Thank you, B-Bill.” Sylvia heard herself stammer like an embarrassed schoolgirl.

She was embarrassed, but she was also proud. In some way, being here amongst the cream of the social crop was the culmination of almost a decade of efforts starting in senior high school. She had poured her entire being into learning to shine not only academically but also physically.

Sylvia was a smart girl and had picked up early on on the traditionalist way society was going these days. She knew that if a girl wanted to succeed she had to use truly everything at her disposal. But, above all her looks. And Sylvia had looks to make even the most sought after supermodels feel threatened.

Her body was superb even covered by a sexy black cocktail dress. She had the sixth sense feeling that every man here tonight knew she was the most desirable of all.

Sylvia moved her head to listen attentively to what Mr. Lord was saying, her thick auburn hair swirling around, framing her face. Her hair was one of her favorite features, and she had let it grow almost to the small of her back. She was tall at a little over 5’ 9” in height and was in excellent shape, weighing a little over one hundred twenty-five pounds. She was athletic and had long, shapely legs that allowed her to run for hours when playing sports. They were also one of the main reasons that she looked so good in bikinis and cut-offs. Or a sumptuous dress for that matter as well.












Chapter 2










Being the prettiest girl here, and knowing it, made her feel on top of the world. She couldn’t help smiling!

It did help that she was only twenty, but as her mother had once said, one had to hammer the iron while it was still hot. Who knew for how long real men like Mr. Lord, would consider her young enough, and appealing.

A part of Sylvia was charmed by the old world grace with which Mr. Bill Lord handled himself as he took them on a tour of his sumptuous home. Sylvia found herself looking over his thick shoulders as she followed him down one exquisite corridor after another. Sylvia wondered if she had it in herself to actually sleep with the man if he so desired. What would Patrick say? She wondered whether it would bother her if her husband actually acquiesced to her being with his boss? Then she mentally chided herself about even dwelling on this. Why was she even thinking about it?

One thing that made an impression on her as they moved through the mansion were the regularly interspersed bodyguards. Sylvia had expected that a man as affluent as Mr. Lord would have house staff. But it surprised her to find how many obvious guards he had throughout the house.

Enormous men dressed business casual with what appeared to be refrigerator-sized chests manned almost every room and door. Their unsmiling eyes would barely glance over her as they passed by. For the first time, Sylvia wondered whether Bill Lord was not involved with more than simply running the financial consulting company her husband worked at.

Then, as they turned a sharp corner, Sylvia gasped. All the way at the end of the long corridor a beautiful woman was kneeling!

She was strikingly gorgeous.

And naked!




She had
 chains around her middle!

What the hell?!

Sylvia's hand slid to her mouth. The woman had clearly been crying – long streaks of mascara painted her cheeks, evidence of dried up tears. The woman was staring up at their direction, and Sylvia mutely stared back suddenly at a loss for words.

“Oh my God, what happened?!” Sylvia felt an urge to leap forward, to help, but a strong hand grasped her by the arm.

“Stay here, honey. Tiffany over there lost a bet is all. Nothing, really,” came Mr. Lord’s calm voice. “Actually, it was her husband who lost. He and his friends are playing a card game behind that door over there, and I think he might have bet a bit too much. You okay Tiffany?”

“Yes, Mr. Lord,” the young woman replied, but her voice indicated she was anything but.

Sylvia looked over at Patrick. He was staring wide-eyed and had turned beet red. Was there anything they could say? Making themselves small the young couple demurely followed their boss. As if reading her mind Bill turned and smiled. But it was a smile without warmth.

“Tell me,” Bill Lord stepped up close to Sylvia. He towered over her. He got so close that she felt her nose touch his chest and looked up. “Tell me, Sylvia, what do you think of traditionalist people?”

Such an open-ended question – Sylvia couldn't shake the terrible feeling it was a kind of job interview, an interview for her husband's position at work and their little family’s standing in life right now.

She could see in Mr. Lord’s big black eyes that he was evaluating her response and suddenly knew that perhaps her entire future rested on what she said now.

She decided to be open and honest. Every single day this past week Sylvia had researched Bill Lord as best she could, arming herself with all the information publicly available on the web. She knew how instrumental he had been in providing financing for the political campaign of the current president and the most conservative wing of the ruling party. She smiled inwardly.

“I have come to embrace traditions as the wisdom of the time, Sir,” she said never looking away from his steely probing eyes.

“Elaborate please.” She could feel Patrick squirm by her side but didn't dare look away.

“I am just a girl, sir," Sylvia looked down at her feet. "A housewife at that, sir. I-I don't have an opinion really." She was playing coy, and she knew it. She wondered if the two men by her could see through her efforts to appear demure.

“Still, Sylvia, sweetie, maybe you have an opinion?" Mr. Lord insisted.

She looked up. “This girl's opinion, sir, is, –"

Suddenly her mind drew a blank. She felt hot and flustered. Oh, my God, how could his eyes be so piercing!?
 She had seen nothing like them before in her life!

"Yes?" Mr. Lord was staring at her, his impatience obvious. She blinked. Just standing here by Patrick's boss made her feel so very overpowered and helpless that suddenly Sylvia was willing to believe all the gobbledygook she had read and been forced to recite in school about male empowerment and superiority, stuff she had been more than willing to ignore before.

She swallowed and took a deep breath. “It's this girl's humble opinion that men are strong, decisive, and to put it bluntly – ought to be given all the levers of power in government today,” she said firmly looking Bill Lord in the eyes now. She saw the big powerful man squint at the word she had used and felt the need to elaborate. "Given
 now, today! Not tomorrow! Because men will take what rightfully belongs to them because it is their nature to be decisive strong and willful, sir.” The man smiled.




It seemed
 to Sylvia she had nailed the answer. She had told him what he wanted to hear.

How weird that standing so close to him, in his home, with his guests and housestaff milling all around, she seemed to actually believe those words herself. It probably didn't hurt that there was a naked woman with a chain around her waist kneeling not too far either. Suddenly Bill Lord's eyes squinted and before she knew it his hand shot out and grabbed her by the throat and squeezed.












Chapter 3










The decisiveness of his action triggered her flight or fight response. Sylvia’s heart felt like it was going to burst out of her chest! Oh no! Mr. Lord was displeased! Clearly angry with something she had said! And she had been so sure it was exactly what he wanted to hear. If she were able to breathe, Sylvia would beg him to please have mercy and not fire her Patrick! But right now she couldn't even draw a breath, and suddenly her world began to grow dark around her.

Sylvia's mind was in shock, her eyes tearing up!

She gasped for breath, as she looked over helplessly at Patrick who had stopped and turned and was now simply looking back at what had to be the most disturbing scene in his life. His boss seemed to be choking Sylvia her screams of astonishment reduced to a gurgle as she was being strangled.

Then, as suddenly as he had grasped her throat, Mr. Lord released her, and she opened her mouth to gasp for air.

"This my dear is what it is all about – power. Don't look at Patrick. I know he's a man. Your man. Your husband. But he's merely a beta. I agree with what you just told us now. But have in mind that not all men are strong and willful. Most, in fact, are not." He looked at her meaningfully. She understood. Patrick was a beta. Not an alpha like his boss.




Mr. Lord’s eyes twinkled mischievously,
 and Sylvia thought she knew exactly what the mouse felt like in the proverbial claws of the cat intent on playing with its prey. "Something tells me that it's old news to you, sweetheart. Something tells me you have sensed it all along. I have the feeling you even like it rough. Because you like power. Don't you?" Sylvia's lips parted, but before she had a chance to respond, Mr. Lord bent forward and kissed her.

It was so fast like a switch had been flipped and for precious moments Sylvia simply found herself incapable of any sort of thought. The first thing that leaped back into her mind was that he was still kissing her and Patrick, her husband, was doing nothing!

With her side vision, she saw him accepting his wife's molestation, helpless like a little boy suddenly overtaken by events beyond his control.

Just then one of the myriad bodyguards accompanied by a mean-looking gigantic beast of a dog came around the corner from the side facing where Tiffany was still helplessly kneeling. Mr. Lord seemed to hear the jangling of the animal’s leash and relinquished his thrall on Sylvia’s lips. He looked over her shoulder, and Sylvia heard him call out Tiffany's name. “Come over here, girl. I have something to offer you.”

Even as he spoke to the young woman called Tiffany, his eyes never left Sylvia’s face. “Tell me, Tiffany dear, how much is it your husband owes in gambling debts?”

“Six thousand seven hundred dollars,” came the soft reply.

“That’s what he owes from tonight’s losses so far, dear. I want to know how much he owes in total?”

“Hundred and two thousand seven hundred eighty-three dollars –“ came the stammered reply.

“– And?!”

“And sixty-seven cents, sir.” The girl was fighting back the tears.

Looking at Sylvia, his back to Patrick, he smiled, “See, our Tiffany has a head for numbers,” Mr. Lord chuckled, and then after giving one last peck on Sylvia’s trembling lips, he turned to face the shivering young woman who had crawled up and was now kneeling by them.

“Tiffany, sweetheart, I believe I have been inspired by Sylvia here. I think she was shocked seeing you like that. Perhaps we can come to some sort of resolution.”

“Sir?”

“What if you were to take Buster here for a walk down to the yard. Listen to what able Mr. Spikes has to tell you about his dog. Be attentive and do what he tells you will please Buster. If you do well and do what you’re told and make Buster happy and relieved. Well, then I think I'll arrange it so that your husband's card debts are forgiven. In their entirety.”

As he spoke, Mr. Lord’s left hand moved to grasp Sylvia by her shoulder moving her sideways so that now she could see Tiffany's face which had turned ashen. Sylvia wasn't quite sure what her husband's boss was suggesting, but it couldn't be good judging by the young woman's reactions.

“Thank you. Sir.” Tiffany stammered nonetheless.

“Go on – take his leash, and go now.”

Sylvia watched as Tiffany gulped, her eyes glancing this way and that, and for the weirdest moment, she felt a deep sisterly sympathy for the beautiful creature who seemed to be just as cornered as herself in this infernal gilded cage of a palatial home that Mr. Bill Lord called his home.












Chapter 4










They walked up to a big heavy mahogany door. Mr. Lord stopped and motioned for Patrick to approach. He bent forward and whispered something in his ear. Patrick nodded, and for the briefest of moments, Sylvia was sure she saw Patrick's eyes brim with tears.

“Yes,” Patrick said.

“I need to hear you say the actual words, son,” the older man insisted his face still close to that of her obviously flustered husband. What were they discussing she wondered? Had work again somehow managed to intrude? Suddenly she felt very bad and sorry.

“Yes,” Patrick said. There was obvious tension and hoarseness in his voice. “I don’t mind, Sir.” Sylvia thought about trying to imagine what it was that had obviously perturbed her husband so much. He was usually so cool under pressure, she was now truly curious.

But before she had an opportunity to inquire her husband smiled warmly at her.

“Something turned up at work. Sorry, hon, I have to step in. If Mr. Lord doesn’t mind, I will go ahead and leave you in his able care.”

Sylvia’s jaw dropped.“But, Patrick –“

“Do not worry, Patrick, my boy. Thank you for allowing me to count on you. I knew you would come through. Don't you worry about your beautiful wife. I will definitely make sure she has an unforgettable time.”

“Thank you, Sir. Thank you for everything.” Patrick said. And again it was all Sylvia could do to not rush to him. He seemed suddenly so lost. Like a little boy.

Patrick turned to leave. Then he stopped himself and then looked at her, “Honey, I know you will be okay. Thank you, honey.”

Sylvia could only imagine the turmoil and thoughts roiling her husband's mind right now. He had just witnessed her being unabashedly kissed by the man he held in such high esteem – his boss. Did he feel betrayed by Mr. Lord's actions, or had he expected them all along?

Sylvia watched her young husband's tall, lanky figure slowly retreat in the distance as he walked the expanse of the giant hall before turning out of sight. Sylvia couldn't remember ever having seen him stooped like that. He literally seemed like he was carrying the burden of the world on his shoulders.

She sighed and turned to let the door close behind her back with a soft click which made her think of a spaceship airlock being secured in place. She jumped feeling the small hairs on the nape of her neck stand on end. Now she was alone.


Alone with the master of the house.
 They were in what looked like a study, and she saw Mr. Lord move to look over an electronic tablet on his desk. She decided she liked this office of sorts – it had all the rich furnishings that hinted at hidden power and potential. A couch, chairs, a couple of low cocktail tables, a small washroom off to the side – this ‘study’ was bigger and had more amenities in it than the tiny condo they shared with Patrick. Sylvia was fervently hoping that now that he was promoted, her husband would be able to put in for preferential consideration in securing a company-sponsored low-interest loan so they could buy a bigger home at last.






* * *




Sylvia wondered briefly
 why was it the door had to be closed? All the security no doubt. One of the petty annoyances that came with being rich. She smirked softly. Sylvia thought about it, and after a while decided that – yes – she could put up with that inconvenience – having the constant presence of one’s help and bodyguards milling about. A necessary evil. There were always people out there lusting for what they didn't have. Like it was rich people’s fault others hadn't had the discipline and put in the effort needed to get to where Mr. Lord was right now.

Mr. Lord cleared his throat. She looked up from the object of her immediate interest – a late Ming Dynasty vase.

“Mr. Lord, I couldn't help noticing all the beautiful children in the photos on your walls. If you don’t mind me asking, are these children nephews and nieces?” She turned around to face him.

“So nice of you to bring them up, Sylvia. No, not nephews and nieces, or grandchildren, for that matter either. They're all my children. Every single one of them.” He was smiling ear-to-ear, beaming with obvious pride.

“Amazing, Sir.”

“I know – you are curious – I will tell you they are all from different women.”

“Oh?!” Sylvia had no idea how to respond. Her eyes flitted to the heavy gilded frame of the floor to ceiling windows. They were ajar lifting the satin curtains with the delicate evening breeze.

Suddenly – a scream.

Sylvia had been making her way closer to where Mr. Lord stood and just then on hearing the obvious bloodcurdling yelp from somewhere outside she jerked and pushed something by her side.

Before she had a chance to engage her usually lightning fast reflexes honed by years of athletic prowess she heard a crash and winced. She looked to see the remnants of the gorgeous vase strewn across the floor.

“Bummer,” Mr. Lord growled. “A Ming Dynasty collectible. Very rare. Irreplaceable even. Pricey, I have to admit.” His face had colored, and Sylvia felt terrible.

He took a deep breath and seemingly steeled his nerves. He looked up at her smiling. “Just an object. What's the point of being rich if you have to worry about every single little item you have.”

“I-I'm so sorry –“

He waved his arm dismissively. “It was well insured if memory serves. I believe you just made me money tonight, honey. Now I will use the insurance, and I will buy a bigger better one, and I will always cherish it with my memory of you tonight here,” he chuckled, and she blushed feeling decidedly awful. Then Sylvia remembered the reason for her instinctive reaction.

“What was that scream, if you don't mind me asking?” she said kneeling to collect the pieces. He knelt by her, he was a truly big man, his bulk suddenly feeling like it came from all sides.

“Probably someone down on the field. Let me see,” he stood and produced a tiny sliver of a cell phone from a pocket. A brief conversation later he put it away. “Nothing really. Looks like Tiffany lost control of Brutus, the black dog. Someone had to get a hold of the beast before the animal could do some real damage.”

“Oh. So they have him back.”

“I'm not sure he was lost exactly. More like doing his own thing. Poor girl had no strength to stop him. But enough about that. Tell me when is it you plan to start a family yourself?”

“Start a family?” Sylvia stammered. The change of topic was so dramatic, it took her by surprise. “I'm only twenty, Sir –“

“Old enough to have a couple of brats by now, as far as I'm concerned,” the man countered.

It was true she supposed. Nowadays more and more of her classmates were getting married and getting themselves knocked up. It was a trend – regardless of economic situation, women seemed to be getting themselves pregnant earlier and earlier. Very different from girls her own age back in her mother’s day as she had told her once.

Back then girls would have saved themselves for as long as possible until the biological clock would make it virtually imperative that they mate ASAP.

“No, but seriously,” the man said and took a step closer to her. “A beautiful sexy young thing like yourself. You truly must procreate. Surely you don’t want to be depriving our species of your valuable genes?”












Chapter 5











More of this Traditionalist philosophy of his.


“I hadn't thought of it like that,” she admitted suddenly feeling a hot blush come over her face. It was beyond weird to be talking about such intimate family details with her husband's boss. Sylvia cleared her throat. “We've been waiting for a more financially stable time to start a family.”

“Such a quaint and outdated way of thinking, honey. A woman’s job is to warm her husband’s bed at night, satisfy his urges, whatever they may be, and raise his children. It’s simply the way of the world. God knows humanity tried to ignore what has been ordained by God, indeed Nature Herself, and now we are reaping the perils of our ancestors’ ways.”

“Have a seat,” the big man patted the couch by where he sat. Obediently Sylvia did as told modestly arranging her skirt as she assumed a place demurely by his side.

Oh God, Sylvia thought mortified. Now he was going to lecture her on family planning or something like that.

“I want to admit something to you,” the man said. “I do not hire people without doing diligent research on their backgrounds and families, especially their significant others. When we made an offer to Patrick, I was pleasantly surprised to learn about his wife. You, my dear. Both of you are attractive, young, married, smart, and well-educated if I might add. I can't understand why nowadays people like yourself are so reluctant to start a family.”

Sylvia opened her mouth to respond, but he lifted a finger.

“You probably tell yourself you don't feel ready financially or maybe even emotionally. But let me open your eyes to a couple of things, sweetheart. I call them the two modern-day fallacies afflicting young people of promise. One,” he lifted his thumb, “ is the psychological fallacy. You will probably tell yourself you should not have children until you’re old enough to be psychologically ready. You want to be responsible, mature,” he made his voice comically deep. “But this overlooks the fact that having kids is the best way to cause the maturation of one's character. Look at me.”

Sylvia politely lowered her eyes. “I have so many kids, twenty-three by the last count. Without them, do you think I'd be that driven to constantly be worrying about the bottom line, profit and maintaining and expanding my financial empire across five continents?!”

“Another thing,” he lowered his voice conspiratorially and brought his face closer to her, “in nature animals do not really want to have babies. They just want to have sex. And I would be the first to agree, we humans, are our own kind of animals. Babies are just a side effect of love and sex. As such why not let nature take Her course?”

“Oh gosh, Mr. Lord,” Sylvia stammered, “I am not sure what you mean –“

“What I'm saying is, and I firmly believe in what I just said, that you are responsible young adults and once you have a baby or ten –“

“Ten?!”

“Don't interrupt me! -You will do the right thing,” he smiled warmly. “It's a well-kept secret that many women enjoy being pregnant. You will see. Talk to Tiffany, if you wish.”

“Tiffany?”

“Yes. She had a baby less than six months ago.”

“Wow, she is so skinny.”

“I know. She is also very fit.” He looked at her, a funny sparkle in his eyes. “Just like yourself,” he smiled again. “I always make sure to pick physically healthy and fit young women.” He waved his hand, “anyway, you can take my word to the bank and that – talk to any woman, she will confirm it for you. Once a woman has children nature makes you more mature, mature enough to take care of the young brats,” he chuckled. His laugh was so benign and warm that suddenly Sylvia felt her tension abate and she smiled and then giggled as well.

Bill reached across the short distance separating them and gently caressed her face.

“So beautiful, so young. It is my privilege to be able to speak candidly with someone with so much potential like yourself, sweetheart.”

“Thank you, sir. Patrick has –“

“Don't talk about Patrick!” he cut her off. “At least not now. Your husband’s his own man. Now we are talking about you, your family, your life. Tell me to do you like sex?”

Sylvia gasped, covered her mouth, and gaped at him. Was he joking? Was it a trick question? He seemed absolutely serious.

“An honest question, child. Don't hesitate to speak the truth. I'm on your side here.” As if to reinforce his words, Mr. Lord reached and took her hands in his. Suddenly she couldn't help but feel like a child indeed. Like a young schoolgirl being gently guided by a big, stronger, much older mentor.

“Thank you, sir, but I don't know that I feel comfortable.”

“Why wouldn't you feel comfortable?” He eased back in his seat. “Don't I put the food on your table? After all, am I not the one who guarantees your family’s, indeed your extended family’s livelihood?” Sylvia looked at him.

“Yes you are, sir,” she spoke softly. “You are the reason we exist and can afford all we have.

He smiled again the sudden ferocious gleam gone from his dark eyes. “Please, if it wasn't me I'm sure someone else would have hired your Patrick right out of business school. After all, that's the reason you married him, no?” He wagged his index finger at her, and she blushed and nodded.

“I know an ambitious girl when I see one. Please rest assured Patrick's career trajectory with my corporation is guaranteed. The reason we are talking Sylvia is,” he bent forward again. His hands felt warm and big and strong. “I want to impart at least a little bit of what I see as my life's experience and wisdom on someone like yourself. Someone who is not unlike a kindred soul, if even if embodied in a much more beautiful and delicate form than old barrel-chested me.”

She smiled. He was amazingly good at flipping the on-off switch of his charm, and she felt flattered to be the object of his undivided attention tonight. “In your desire for material safety you are just like me, and I want to nurture you, take you under my wing as it were.”

“Thank you, sir.” She said after a long minute of silence.

“Good. It has been a long day, honey. I am loath to admit that I'm somewhat at the end of my spirits.”

“Oh?”

“Yes. A big dip in the stock market about a couple of hours ago.” He waved his hand dismissively. “There's one thing you can do to lift this old man spirits, though,” he looked up bright-eyed.

“Anything, sir.”

“Stand up, my dear.” Again, Sylvia obediently did as told. She found her knees felt weak as she fidgeted nervously in front of the powerful older man.

“Why?” He smiled up at her and leaned back in his seat at the couch.

“Why don't you be a doll and go bring me that heavy album from over there on the desk, honey?”

She brought the heavy album back and offered it to Bill Lord, but he gently guided it back into her hands. “Leaf through it, sweetheart. Look at the pictures.”

She did as told, finding it difficult and awkward standing there, holding the heavy book, as she turned its pages. Photos of a young man and what appeared to be his family met her eyes. After leafing for a couple of minutes with consternation, she realized that the pictures were of a younger Mr. Lord himself and what appeared to be one of his first wives and a gaggle of their children. Everybody in the pictures was so happy – smiling as they went about obviously enjoying multiple adventurous vacations in exotic locations.

“You can probably tell it's my family and me.”

“Everyone seems so happy Sir.”

“I like your observation. It is true, I was, and I still am in fact, very happy indeed. This is my French wife Giselle and a brood of the kids I sired with her.”

Then she flipped a page and to her amazement saw a slightly older version of Mr. Lord but still at least twenty years younger than his present age with yet another beautiful woman and more children. There was a likeness between those children and the previous grouping, and she realized those also had to be his!

“Yes, I can see you have made the intellectual leap to the correct conclusion. These are also mine. The girl here is the daughter of one of my groundskeepers. She was nice enough to have three more of my awesome little brats.”

“Wow, Mr. Lord!” Sylvia blushed violently. She kept leafing and by the time she was halfway done with the photo album she had been through the vacation photos of at least four different women, wives? Concubines? She wasn’t even sure of the appropriate way to think of them. And their respective sets of children, with the ever-present Mr. Bill Lord – ever older and ever so happy with them. What was all that about? Why is he showing me those pictures?



Surely he doesn’t want me to…
 A sudden weakness overcame Sylvia, and she felt lightheaded. Oh my God!


“You can put down the album back where you took it from and get me a drink on the way.”

Before she knew it, Sylvia was back with his requested cocktail that he took from her. He made her retake her seat by him and then having rested his glass on a table by the side of the plush leather couch, he turned to face her. What a strange man Patrick's boss was!

“I wanted you to see those pictures for a couple of reasons. One of them is I wanted you to appreciate me the way I used to look back in the day when I was younger.”

“You are still a very good-looking man, if I may say so, sir,” Sylvia said softly. The way her heart skipped a beat told her that much to her own surprise, she actually truly meant what she had just said.

“Thank you, honey. You’re too sweet. You see, I think as we mentioned earlier, we both understand the real reason why you married Patrick.” Her mouth opened and she was about to object to whatever insinuation Mr. Lord was about to make, but he lifted a hand and stilled her protest. “No, that is perfectly fine. In today's day and age, it is a testament to a beautiful young girl’s brains when she chooses a husband with promise for upward career mobility.”

“Thank you, sir. I-I guess…”

“Even if he's not prime genetic material.”

“Sir –“

“Don't interrupt me,” he growled, and Sylvia's submissive side responded to his rebuke by invoking a sense of guilt. “I'm sorry, sir.”

“Now, that's okay. But don't do it again or I will have to punish you. This is your last warning.” He wagged a finger at her and smiled, but something about the tone of his voice hinted he was not joking.


Punish me?! What a strange man indeed!
 Sylvia had never been so much as slapped, even as a child. For a moment her mind tried to imagine what it would feel like to be spanked by a strong man like Mr. Lord. Her thoughts made her blush go into overdrive, and without realizing it, Sylvia reached for a paper napkin that she then used to dab at her forehead.

“Here is what will happen now. You will start off by undressing for me. Don’t worry, I expect I will like what I see. We will then proceed on to an introductory session of lovemaking, you and I –“












Chapter 6










“Sir!” She couldn't help noticing that at no point was he asking her opinion or even permission tonight! And yet why was she finding this entire situation so frustratingly exciting?! He smiled seemingly enjoying her bewilderment. “I think you are in for a very fun time tonight. Also, you interrupted me again. I think we both know what that means.” Something in the way he spoke made Sylvia’s mind freeze. She simply could not fathom what to say in defense, “I –but Mr. Lord-“

“Shhh, honey. We’ll get to that later. Don’t you trouble yourself thinking about it now. Spanking your naughty ass will be simply another necessary step in your edification as a modern woman in my household. But now, please stand.”






* * *




“Undress for me.”
 He wasn't smiling. His eyes were like two powerful laser beams, and she felt like the proverbial deer caught in their headlights.

“Undress for me, Sylvia.” He said again. The silence built upon itself. The silence that made Sylvia's ears ring with the implications of what Patrick's boss was saying. Standing there, obedient and docile as he had ordered her, Sylvia knew that if she were to go ahead and do as this man wanted, one thing would inevitably lead to the next and tonight she would leave a changed woman.

At the very least she would have become an adulterer. What would Patrick say? And then another thought passed through her mind like a freight train braising through her consciousness leaving a crevice of turmoil in its wake:

Did her husband already know? Had all this been planned? The kids in the house, Patrick's disquiet earlier? She covered her face.

“It's an honor, sweetheart, embrace it. You have after all worked so hard to come to where you are now.”












Chapter 7










Sylvia stood on shaky knees and began to unbutton her top. Sylvia wondered if that was what reluctance actually felt like – a bittersweet feeling of resignation? She knew this was the culmination of her life until now. And yet she didn’t appreciate anything about having to disrobe before this man who wasn’t her husband but was his superior in so many ways that it scared her deeply.

The man had been right of course. Even if she had been too afraid, to be honest with herself and admit to the fact that her entire upbringing and trajectory through society had led her here, to this situation, which most would undoubtedly consider an unbridled success – to sleep with the top man in a company with global reach, there was that lingering annoying hesitation like she had tasted vinegar recently and it still jolted her tastebuds and made her cringe.

She pulled off her little black dress over her head and neatly folded it placing everything on the back of what looked like yet another priceless antique piece of furniture.

Now, naked, in underwear, and thigh-high stockings, Sylvia knew the delectable sight she undoubtedly presented for the older man. She could see in his sparkling-eyed if serious face he appreciated the lascivious image. Bill Lord nodded, and she reached behind her and unclasped her bra swallowing back the lump that had surprisingly materialized at the back of her throat.

Then it was Sylvia's panties' turn. It took them seemingly forever to slide down her long muscular thighs. She stepped out of them aware of how her taut breasts jiggled and placed the garment on the heap of other clothes.

Now all she had on were her shoes.

For some reason that was when she chose to look up and question the man’s resolve one last time. Something about being completely naked and barefoot alone with this immaculately dressed man old enough to be her father, in his home, made her feel small and very helpless.

“Everything must go, darling,” he answered her unspoken question. And so it was she was soon barefoot and naked like the day she had been born, standing before her husband's boss. She was shivering and trembling but not because it was cold but because she was afraid of the unknown. She was afraid of herself, afraid of what she expected she would have to do next.






* * *




It felt
 strange being completely naked like that. It felt doubly strange that she was doing it for a man who wasn't Patrick. She had never been naked for anyone but her husband before. Never. Patrick had been her first in every way. All that was about to change.

Another innocence gone forever. Standing naked in front of this man felt incredibly awkward to Sylvia. Somehow, more awkward even than had she been made to endure having her clothes ripped off for her. His steady gaze now felt like the source of a million fires across her skin as he slowly, with the air of casual ownership, gazed at every inch of her body, from her disheveled head to her painted toes.






* * *




“So tell me,
 do you like sex?”

She blushed violently and wiped a trickle of sweat from her forehead. She nodded.

“Speak, girl! I'm not a mind reader!” he chided her.

“Yes I - I do, sir” she stammered in response.

“Good. I don’t like doing things to people they don’t enjoy. And believe me, you will be getting lots of sex. Now show me how you like sex.”

“Show you?” She was flabbergasted. “How can I possibly…?”

“Masturbate for me, kid.” He leaned in. “Go ahead – sit down,” he motioned to the hard floor. “Spread your knees, masturbate for your master! Go on, now!”

Sylvia looked at him red-faced and obviously at a loss for words.

“Sylvia," the man looked sternly at the shaken young wife. “You do masturbate, don't you? A beautiful young woman like yourself?" Sylvia flushed a deeper shade of red.

"Mmmhm… uuhm…," she mumbled. And he chuckled.

"Judging by the blush in your pretty face, I would say the answer is yes. That's good. It's a healthy thing for a young woman to do.” Sylvia looked away quickly. "Go ahead now, show me how you masturbate."

Sylvia felt cornered not so much by what the man was saying but by her own actions and thoughts that had brought her here. To him.

He wanted her to masturbate for him! Masturbate for another man! The thought had never even crossed Sylvia's mind before. Outrageous, and yet so thrilling. However, Sylvia felt a deep reluctance at his idea. Even if she went ahead and did what he requested, she would forever be bound to Bill Lord's life. She would have shared that precious intimate moment with him and no one else. Not some boyfriend in high school, not even her husband had seen what Mr. Lord wanted her to do for him.

Of course, she masturbated. Quite frequently, in fact. But always in private. She was embarrassed by the possibility that perhaps her sexuality was somewhat elevated. She found it difficult to picture any of her prim and proper girlfriends imagining the things she did late at night when Patrick was asleep by her side when she sometimes let her hands roam her body for minutes on end bathing in the luxuriance of her sultry thoughts.

Her climaxes in these private moments which only she knew about had always been a quiet, intimate secret she kept between herself and her soul. But if she did this for him now all, this would change. Even if she were to walk away after that, every time she would think of pleasuring herself again, the specter of Mr. Lord's powerful presence would always be haunting her. This ominous prospect was frightening and exhilarating too.

Sylvia wanted to deny him that one wish, but she wasn’t sure she had the willpower to do so.

After all, she was simply a woman, an employee's wife, no less, and he was the boss. The man felt rightfully entitled to his power. He was self-made and led a life more complex and difficult than anything she could possibly imagine.

Things had changed for women from when her mother had been young. Back then, during the late twentieth and early twenty-first century, women had rights to refuse, and men could be taken to court for merely the hint of a fraction of what Mr. Lord was asking her to do right now!




Still,
 Sylvia wasn’t sure the changes in society which had taken place since her mom’s time were necessarily for the worse. There was power in being feminine and helpless. What better proof of that than the fact that her husband’s boss was here, alone with her, asking for her undivided adulation?

Sylvia’s bottom lip trembled. Her mind felt so overloaded, unsure, encumbered by questions and contradictory answers. She was a woman, he was a man – powerful, strong, much older, entitled, self-assured. Even if she had the power to refuse him, would she want to? Sylvia felt her vision get cloudy with tears as she looked up to meet Mr. Lord's dark glare.

His charisma was overpowering, and she knew she was going to be exactly the docile little creature he wanted her to be tonight. He was truly a man of significance. A remorseless man practiced at stealing young girls’ souls. So much unlike her husband.

Who was she to deny him anything? Who was she to say no
 , where so many countless beautiful others had so obviously and ardently opened their thighs and submitted their fertile bodies for him to saw his seed in?

Reluctantly the young wife brought one hand down and gently spread her feet and cupped her magnificent lush pussy.

“That’s a good girl. Take a seat on the floor and spread your knees so I can see how wet you get, baby," the man said mercilessly. With a soft mewling whimper Sylvia did as told. She positioned herself just so that he could gaze down on her as he relaxed in the plush seat of his expensive leather chair and she heard the ice shake in his glass of single Scottish malt as she heard him take a sip.

She knew he could make out her soft pink labia from his vantage point. Without thought, Sylvia rubbed her small hand up and down between her firm muscular thighs. She frowned and closed her eyes trying to escape if only for a moment just so that she could ignite her passions. She heard him open his fly, but she scrunched her eyelids shut as firm as she could doing her best to preserve the sanctity of her private little world she was trying to create in her mind.

Sylvia felt her passion slowly grow until its embers were ignited and she felt her fires roar to life.

“I want you to ask me for permission first,” the voice commanded, and it took her a moment to understand what he meant. Her eyes shot wide open. “Yes, baby girl. You cannot cum, not until you first ask for permission.”

This terrible man was going to be her end. Having reached the precipice she looked up at him, her eyes brimming with tears. “Sir, may I?”

“Only after you suck me off first, baby.”

“Do you want to see it?” Sylvia heard the trepidation in his voice.

He was excited.


Do I make him feel that way?


The realization made her tingle all over.

She nodded.

“Tell me you want to see it.”

“Please, may I see your penis?” And then softly she added, "Sir.”












Chapter 8










Her husband's boss stood and loosened his pants. He slid them off, and he kicked off his expensive shoes kicking everything sideways. He wore black boxer briefs. He smiled when she bit her lip and swallowed. Her big tits jiggled bouncing and swaying, nipples hard with anxious excitement in the chill of his study.

“Come to me, baby,” her husband's boss ordered as he resumed his seat commandingly on the couch. He spread his legs wide like an Emperor holding court and in many ways that was exactly what he was. Sylvia was but a naked girl about to kneel before him – not unlike a tribute wife, submitting herself, her beauty and honesty for despoilment and ruination.

On his say-so, she knelt down and moved in between his knees. He lifted his butt a fraction while she held her breath and hooked her thumbs and gently pulled on his waistband. Bill Lord's legs were hairy, his pubes – bushy. The shorts slid across his midriff quickly, and he gathered his knees as she closed her eyes blinking back tears that sprang down her cheeks as she pulled them all the way down to his socks from where she swept them off his feet.

He watched her trying not to look but she was too close, and her discipline failed her. When he spread his knees again, Sylvia took her first real look. This was her first penis other than Patrick's.

And it was a thing to behold.

Of course, Sylvia had watched porn like just about every other healthy girl out there. In spite of that, for a moment she had to blink and blink again for the swaying branch of flesh that sprang before her eyes seemed like it had sprung out straight from one of the most flagrant movies out there.

It was big
 . Huge
 . Enormous
 .

Much more so than Patrick's under the best of circumstances. She forgot herself, and her lips parted, and she swallowed in shocked amazement at the sight. In disbelief as if trying to comprehend how something like that could belong on the body of a sixty-year-old man her eyes swept up to meet his. His twinkle and grin confirmed the hideous reality, and she looked back down again, and this time she whimpered out loud.

Two long minutes passed – silence during which the young wife lost herself in the vision of earnest manhood raging ever bigger, prouder, thicker, heavier, more muscular before her eyes.

"You like that, little bitch? I see you enjoy looking at it. I can smell your pussy wet itself."

Bill Lord was familiar with how women got wet in excitement, but this one seemed to be getting that way from merely the prospect of sucking his dick, and this pleased him beyond measure. Without being told Sylvia reached for his penis.

"Slowly, sweetness. Curl your finger just behind the head and cup my balls with your free hand. There you go, little honey whore. Roll them inside their bag. Gently, bitch. Now kiss the tip of my cock. Kiss it like you would an idol.”

She licked her lips, tried to whisper something, but her voice failed her, and Bill Lord chuckled.

“That's precum. Don't be afraid of it. Lick it off and follow my instructions or I'll slap you silly.” More tears fell down her cheeks, but her eyes never left the one-eyed monster she was now obediently holding as told. She lifted Mr. Lord's penis and pointed the thick head at her lips. She submissively pressed her lips to its tip at his pee-opening and followed it up with her moistened tongue. She suckled there, and Bill Lord closed his eyes.

This was pure bliss.

What he lived for.

When he opened his eyes again, he saw her moving the fluid she had picked up from his cock around her mouth and then swallowing it. She looked up at him as if just now remembering he was also here and he smiled seeing her face turn a violent shade of red.

“Put the head back in your mouth, bitch, and keep sucking while you pump my dick with your hand. I will feed you more of my cock. Hopefully, before tonight, you will be able to take the whole thing.”

“No way,” she whined hoarsely but did as told.

"Sweet innocent girl,” he smiled and relaxed in his seat enjoying minutes of his employee’s young wife's diligent ministrations. “No teeth, remember. Don't stop sucking. Constant suction is the best." She was magnificent. Her mouth seemed to know instinctively what to do: watering, hot, tight, and eager, even as her trembling pouty lips slithered around his head as she struggled to envelop the broad crown and sealing tight as they formed a circle behind its ridge.

Loud slurping sounds filled the room as she worshiped him and he became shiny with her saliva. He kept his eyes mostly closed, but every time he would open them even a little he would see that her cheeks were diligently hollowed out with her efforts.

He knew she had to have given blowjobs before, but it sure didn’t feel that way. It felt as if the girl was sucking her first cock ever. Every moan, every little noise, and sigh made his heart lurch and his cock spasm in content excitement ejaculating little droplets of precum that she effortlessly allowed into her mouth.

She kept at it seemingly for hours but probably no more than fifteen minutes, and eventually Mr. Lord informed the kneeling naked bride he was close. He instructed her to keep going no matter what, and soon enough he roared a strangled grunt as his ass lifted and he began to spurt his ancient seed in her young mouth.

Sylvia's eyes were open unblinking like saucers, but she kept sucking as instructed and took every blast he gave her swallowing and accepting it all. More tears fell down her cheeks, and he knew these were the tears of realization that from now on her life had changed in profound ways. He kept spasming in her hot tight little mouth christening her gullet with his randy seed that she swallowed like she didn't know any better. It wasn't until his spasms abated that she, at last, attempted to lift her head off his cock but he shook a menacing finger at her, and so Sylvia stayed in place offering her mouth as a warm place for Bill’s penis to go soft and limp in.

He could see her flared nostrils, flushed cheeks, and fast breathing, and for a moment Bill Lord wondered if she wasn't about to explode with righteous anger, but then he realized that amazingly she was on the verge of actually coming!

She visibly swooned when he reached over to rub her head soothingly. She pushed herself closer into Mr. Lord. He liked that. She needed emotional support. Even though he was the source of her angst, he was also the only other human present. She whimpered softly.

“You want to be a good girl, don't you?” She hummed an agreement around his semi-hard member between her lips. Her eyes were moist, her face disheveled – her hair – a mess. She never let go of his dick. A good rule follower obedient and even though she didn't quite realize it yet – eager to please. He liked that in a pretty girl. But Sylvia was much more than that – she was beautiful.

Bill Lord thought about his pastime a favorite hobby one might say of using his employees’ spouses and girlfriends as his own personal concubines of sort. There was something not unlike breaking in a virgin for the first time when he claimed a young woman who had never cheated before. The newness of it made his lust grow tenfold, and even now at sixty-four years of age, he found things were no different than when he had first started almost half a century ago.






* * *




She was huddled
 in his lap. Head buried in his chest. Crying. He watched her reflection in the mirror positioned across the room for just that purpose. Even with only her back exposed from this angle, she was a thing of beauty. Her skin glowed with a radiance that bespoke of magic as if she was made of diamonds and bits of starlight. Her thick mane of hair was crumpled, and a mess, cherry imprints of his big hands were visible red and angry across her bottom and back and shoulders and neck where he had grasped her earlier. His cock was hard for her. He moved back a smidgen and saw her looking up at him still, all cheekbones and eyelashes. He grasped her chin tilting her face up to his. He pressed his lips to hers. She gasped and opened her mouth. They kissed for what felt like an eternity, he – demanding, she – yielding into his powerful nature.

"I need to spank you now."












Chapter 9










“Spank me…?” she echoed his words, her voice husky and rough from the blowjob she had just had to give. She spoke as if she was tasting the words on her lips.

“Yes spank you, honey. It is, I'm sorry to say, absolutely necessary.”

“But why!?”

She burst into tears now falling to her knees, the novelty of everything almost too much, making her feel like she was on the very edge of an abyss of a nervous breakdown.

“Spanking a girl is very necessary, especially in the first few months of her training.”

“What do you mean, training me? You can't train me. I am happily married. I'm practically a newlywed! You have to leave me, let me be!"

"Shhh, baby. You say all the right things. I love that in you. You say all the things you're supposed to say. But they are all things you don't really mean. You're my little bitch now, sweetie. You're my cock sucking little honey. From now on anytime I want you, you’re mine." He reached and touched her chin tilting her face. Their eyes met, and for a long time, he enjoyed subjugating her to stare at him even though she was clearly blushing and ashamed. "Say it, little bitch. Say you’re mine."

"I'm yours, Sir," Sylvia heard herself say. Her voice was raspy with tension and the abuse of her vocal cords. She looked away, her body dissolving into sobs. It was too much. Why had she agreed so easily?!?

“Yes, honey, you are.”






* * *




She still felt his taste
 – thick and very masculine in her mouth as she laid herself across his broad thighs for her first ever spanking.

“Have you been spanked before, Sylvia?”

“No, sir.” Her breath tickled where her lips brushed against his knee. It amused him to see how the girl was steeling her nerves for her perceived impending calamity. Her abdomen and breasts on his upper thighs, her head dangling down towards the floor, her hands holding on for dear life wrapped around his thick shins. Her lips and face were pressed against his legs seemingly without thought, the girl was looking for ways to suppress the screams she was expecting to produce.

“I can be very gentle with you, Sylvia, if you're willing," Bill Lord said.

Sylvia sighed in surrender. She knew she couldn't argue with him and a small part of her was beyond thrilled at the number and intensity of new and terrible experiences this man was submitting her to tonight.

“Please be gentle," she said softly. Bill smiled down at her. His thick hands gently brushed across her back. She was beautiful even from behind, her shoulders and upper torso – enough to make any sculptor dream of having her as a model to inspire him to greatness.

Bill moved his left hand to gently hold her by the neck as he pressed the palm of his right hand in between her tight bottom cheeks. Sylvia inhaled sharply when she felt his fingers softly probing her opening. The unusual position, her nakedness, the flagrant eroticism of everything made her heart beat like a caged rabbit about to thump a way out of her chest. Bill could feel her blush as her body became hot with anticipation. Sylvia began to squirm. She was soaked everywhere. Without warning, he delivered a sharp upward slap to a creamy hemisphere. The surprise was complete. She would have bolted out the building had he not been ready for it and moved his hand to tightly grasp her by the waist as he followed up on that initial chastisement with a second, stronger one across her other buttock.

"Oh…," She whimpered.

"Shhhhhh, sweetheart. You need it more than you realize."

“No sir please I’m –"

Slap… Slap… Slap…

He reigned in another half dozen spanks making her flesh bounce, causing her skin to pinken. She moaned kicked her feet helplessly but did little to actually move or even change her position. Bill Lord paused. He listened in on her cries and used the time he gave her to recover a measure of composure to press the tips of his fingers in between her luscious back lips that seemed so much hotter now.

“Oh God! Oh no!”

“Open your thighs, honey girl."

He chuckled to see how quickly she obeyed. Without hesitation, Sylvia scrunched her toes across the plush rug and moved her knees apart. His fingers slid up inside caressing her moist lips. Her body twitched with unbeckoned electricity rubbing her tummy against his hairy thighs. The tip of one finger explored the length of her, while another flicked playfully across her excited bud. She vibrated, and they both knew she was close. He smiled.

“Take a deep breath for me.”

“I – W-why?”

Slap… Slap… Slap…

Three strong spanks. One on each cheek, followed by one smack across her pudenda from behind.

She didn't scream this time. She hissed. Her body was one big knot of muscles. Her entire soul was vibrating – pussy, tits, belly – aching for more of his abuse. For his love. For a fuck.

His hand resumed his hold on her waist.

“Open your thighs wider.”

Then she realized her precariousness, “No!”

It was too late – Slap… Slap… Slap…

“Nahhhh!” She screamed and then she gasped.

All it took was one last slap, and then there was silence.






* * *














Chapter 10










The girl was fast asleep. She had fainted on the twelfth slap. He had intended it that way. He had aimed to impress her psyche without damaging her body. This had required knowledgeable openhanded slaps across her inner thighs such that her inexperienced mind had predictably rebelled and with one last loud scream her bladder had released wetting his legs in her sweet little golden trickle even as a soft gasp escaped her luscious lips and her body relaxed in a faint.

Only then had Bill permitted himself a gentle kiss between her shoulders. Gently he had picked Sylvia up in his embrace, his cock proudly swaying between their bodies, as he carried her into the small bedroom adjacent to his makeshift office positioned strategically just for that purpose. There he used a pre-positioned bowl of warm water to sponge the girl clean and dried her down before taking her back into the bed and sitting himself to gaze upon her somnolescent form as he waited for her to wake up.

Looking at the girl’s prostrate form on the ground he marveled at how tight and lithe her body was. She didn't appear to have any unnecessary muscle on her and yet was soft to the touch and jiggled in all the right places. Even though her legs were pressed tightly against each other, her thighs had a sweet natural curve where they rose up to flow into the tight buns of her ass.

He could have stared at her for as long as it took and so it was with a measure of disappointment that he saw the young bride's eyes flutter awake after merely a little more than a dozen minutes or so. He could tell she was disoriented at first and so he smiled and took the opportunity to join her under the bed sheets. He felt Sylvia recoil as his weight pressed in on the bed. He saw her instinctively squirm, purse her lips and swallow. Undoubtedly she could still taste him. This realization made his cock stir proudly. Even now a part of him was swimming in her tummy, cells ejaculated from his testicles were being digested, converted into parts of her body. And he hadn't even fucked her yet! Oh, what bliss!




She opened her eyes.


She was in a bed.

Whose bed?

Oh shit!

“I’m happy you’re back with me, honey.” The mattress vibrated and sank a little, and she felt the weight of his body join her in the Emperor-sized expanse of his bed. Sylvia tried to move from him and felt the heat and pain radiating from her bottom reawakened. The shame and memories of what had happened before she had fainted hit her consciousness like a freight train.

She shocked herself to find she had the interest to look down his body. She was even more surprised to see that he was still hard and from the looks of it quite ready for more of her attentions.

“Stand up, honey. Go clean up baby. There are a brush and toothpaste in the bathroom,” she felt Bill’s hands guiding her to sit upright and out of bed. “I don't want to taste cum on you when I kiss you while I fuck you in a few moments, sweetie."

Why wasn’t she as horrified as she ought to be, she wondered? For some unfathomable reason, Sylvia smiled at his remark and quickly padded across the room to the bathroom to use a wet towel to wipe her face fresh and brush her teeth as requested. She was quite amazed to discover that she actually liked the taste of him in her mouth. It wasn't exactly pleasant, but it gave her a sense of ownership she found she enjoyed.




“Sweetheart,
 I have been led to believe that not only you’re not taking any sort of birth control, but it is the most fertile time of your cycle, is that correct?” He spoke with the same tone of voice as someone discussing the weather or sports. The topic made Sylvia squirm.

She nodded and then cleared her voice. “Yes, yes sir.”

“Very good,” he said smiling. She wasn't sure why that was good or why it was any business of his at all but she was certain she was going to find out and for the time being she felt plenty overwhelmed as it was without having to inquire further.

Back in his bed, he moved his considerable bulk, and his face came to loom above her. “Kiss me, honey.”

Sylvia had hardly enough time to open her lips, and her mouth was once again invaded by the man who seemed so at ease with taking possession of every bit of her. She kissed him back instinctively at first, but then feeling little sparks of pleasure trickle down her neck and spine, she wrapped her arms around his bullish neck and gave herself to that kiss.

Mr. Lord's lips were demanding. His kiss was insistent and possessive, but also tender and inviting, and Sylvia found herself swooning. No one had ever kissed her like that before. Certainly not Patrick, all geeky and fumbling.

Bill Lord’s hands, big and slow, seemed to be everywhere. She could feel his kiss all the way to her toes. Kissing him back, she felt one of his hands slide down her neck and shoulders and caress her breasts. He squeezed them softly and ran his fingers across her sensitive nipples.

She took a deep breath inhaling through his mouth, and suddenly she felt her body move as if seeking out his caress. Then he shifted in the bed, and he was between her legs that she spread eagerly.

He broke their kiss and smiled at her. Sylvia was amazed that a man of so much bulk could seemingly hover above her so effortlessly as she gaped up at him. He caressed her face gently pushing back at stray curls of hair that had fallen across her cheeks. He kissed her nose, and then at the top of each cheekbone. Then her eyes, and she melted in his embrace.

He looked down at the beautiful twenty-year-old almost virginal wife: She was willing and ready to be truly fucked for the first time by a real man. He smiled and slowly moved down. He reached over and found a large firm silk covered pillow and signaled with his eyes for her to raise her butt which she did with eager readiness. When the pillow was under her buttocks, her womanhood was now lifted almost a foot off the bed. Mr. Lord liked to have a young wife's pussy cock high when he fucked her.

But first things first. He scooted back and brought his face down to the V between her legs. She gasped for it suddenly became apparent what he was about to do. It was something Patrick, and she enjoyed, and somehow it now shamed her that she would share this one act with this man – his boss. She knew she would not be able to keep her body from responding to it.

"Please," Sylvia tried to protest, but Bill ignored her. His lips kissed her downy mound, and his tongue snaked out and licked at the wetness below. Sylvia had propped herself up on her elbows looking through the valley of her breasts that shimmered with her anxious breaths. She closed her eyes and resigned to her fate, sunk back into the plush mattress surrendering her loins to Mr. Lord's attentions.

She tried her best to not think of her husband, about what she was doing, and what was about to happen.

She felt her husband's boss's kisses between her legs, and it was too much. She felt wetness bloom deep in her belly and trickle down to where it was eagerly suckled in with wet slurping sounds by Mr. Lord's expert mouth.

“Oh! Oh! Awwwh!"

He lifted his mouth just briefly, "Don't you dare cum without permission, little bitch. Not until I have my cockhead pressed all the way up against your cervix. That is when you will be permitted to cum. And cum you will, but only then, my honey pot. Or I will spank you.”

“Yes, sir,” she was on the cusp. Her body vibrating with pent-up tension. Oh God, how was she going to stand this without fainting?! The reality that this man put his lips on her sex was beyond personal. It was intimate and made her feel sad in spite of the thrill accompanying her sensations.

Now even if she ever allowed Patrick to do the same, her mind would always be comparing her husband’s efforts to the expert work of his vastly more experienced boss.

Mr. Lord's hands were on her thighs, just below her knees keeping them apart as he started kissing the insides of her thighs up and down and even to the edges of her outer labia. His lips were exquisite causing shivers to ripple through her.

Then he ran his flattened tongue – big and broad, all across the outer part of her vagina and she whimpered at the heat it conveyed. He did it again and again, feasting on her like an animal of prey.

Sylvia trembled. She bit her lips, squirmed and tried one last attempt to protest, but all it accomplished was a playful nip at the delicate skin hooding her most intimate bud of pleasure. A few seconds later she felt her master's tongue invade her folds and inspect its way upwards. This caused a sensation, unlike anything she had ever experienced. Even Patrick’s tongue appeared to be shorter than that of Mr. Lord.

It was as if he was performing some sort of magic on her vagina and now her entire body was bathed in delightful sensations emanating from where his mouth met her slobbering folds.

"Oh, oh, mmm, ungh!" Sylvia uncurled her fists from where she had grasped fistfuls of the bed sheets and brought her hands up above her head to pinch her palms. She did anything she could to distract herself from the pending climax she knew was so terribly near.

The man had told her to wait, and she didn’t want to disappoint him.

SLAP – SLAP – SLAP!

Her mind didn't register the openhanded smacks against her pussy at first.

When she finally felt them, her mind rebelled, and something deep inside her seemingly broke, and she again seemed to enter some sort of fugue state – her entire body relaxed, and she saw Mr. Lord smile contentedly.

He had achieved his goal and stopped her pending eruption.

His kiss across her chastised pudenda was like a kiss of life, and she gasped air and precious oxygen reanimating her thoughts at his behest.

"Aiiiie!” It was torture, but of the most delicious kind and Sylvia simply lay there vibrating in the bed – a victim of the man's merciless lips and tongue as he feasted on her most intimate elixir. When he finally relented, and she saw him wiping his chin with the cuff of his wrist, she gasped for she knew her defilement was soon to become complete.

Bill moved up and feasted his eyes on the womanhood displayed for him. It was like a sex banquet table as he sat back and surveyed his shy conquest. The young woman's snow-white thighs were spread wide, revealing rose like soft lips at the crux. Her knees were delicious. Her little toes perfect. Her face and body were the pictures of innocent beauty painted red with the color for lust, worry flashing across her pretty features.

He moved forward again and placed his thick proud member at her gates. She vibrated at his touch her breasts jiggling.

“Beg me for it.”

“Yes, Sir! Please!” Her voice was hoarse with agony. Bill withdrew a bit and her tear-soaked eyes opened even wider.

“Louder, sweetie!"

“Please, I need you to fuck me!”












Chapter 11










Sylvia heard herself utter the terrible words. She squeezed her eyes shut in shame. She heard him chuckle and felt his heat touch across her squelching womanhood. He moved his cock up and down her lips lathering it with her love wetness. Her whimpers proclaimed she was as ready as she was ever going to be.

He pressed in nestling the very tip of his crown in the hot entrance of the young woman's snugness. Bill took a deep breath, and so did she, and he brought his lips to her. With a growl, he began to force his thick cock into her tiny opening. Her mouth fell agape and yet her pussy tightened threatening to strangle the tip of his member. But he was unrelenting. After a couple of seconds, her folds started to flex and give way under his assault.

Every fraction of an inch he pushed felt like a mile in her velvety tightness. He kept going and then after a seeming eternity and wonderful shivers across the girl’s entire body he felt his cock head press up against the end of her love passage. He could feel his heavy balls slap against her ass and grunted with primal satisfaction. In that instant, their bodies were fused at their deepest.

She felt so tight to him, virginal, in fact, that he kept still for a long moment waiting for her womanhood to grow if even a little more relaxed around his proud column. The girl appeared to be entranced. He enjoyed staring at her face – an image of sweet pain as the tendons in her neck stood on end. Her head slowly fell back onto the bed, and her eyes kept blinking like a wounded creature back up at him.

“Oh it hurts, Sir. But don't leave me, please,” she said nonsensically, and he kissed her forehead and kept her pinned with his cock deep at the gates of her uterus pressing her to the bed until slowly the pain in her center lessened, and he felt her body relax. Bill chanced a look down at his member most of which was still firmly embedded in the girl’s body and to his surprise saw a sliver of a ring of dark red blood around its base.

Even though married, she had still been a virgin! At least from an anatomical perspective!

“Your husband must have not quite broken in your hymen, sweetie. His cock must truly be on the smaller side. But I seem to have done his job for him. Not to worry, sweetness. After this, you are no longer a girl.” Bill kissed her forehead again and looked down at the dazed young girl and shifted his weight forward. “You’re mine now,” he whispered, and with this, he wrapped his left arm around her legs and while still balls-deep, he pulled the pillow from under her butt and tossed it casually aside. “Now I will truly make you a woman, my sweetheart. No more adolescent lovemaking. After today you will know what fucking truly means!”

Bill smiled a malicious grin and fell forward onto her body.

Her feet fell to the side, toes stretched wide open as he began to thrust deep into her sweet tightness. Bill could feel his heavy balls slap against her firm butt every time he went in to the hilt. The girl responded by wrapping her small arms around his broad shoulders, holding on for dear life as his fucking slowly but surely gained in speed. He bent forward and possessively found a favorite spot behind her ear that he sucked on lustily marking her skin with a hickey there.

Time became a river as their bodies dissolved into the heat and sweat of the moment. “Yes! Yes! Yes!” The young wife screamed into Bill’s ear as she reached and tried but failed to grasp the man's buttocks while he fucked her in a blur without mercy into the bed.

“Did you cum yet, sweetie?”

“No, sir.”

“Good girl. Now get ready,” he ordered, and without breaking stride, she felt her loins explode as his speed accelerated. The friction, the wet sounds, the scent of sex imbued everything in her universe, and Sylvia suddenly stopped being anything else but a vessel – willing and overjoyed for this man's lusts.

Her eyes looked deep into his, and he stared at her as they both exploded into a unified cacophony of orgasmic bliss.

The man breathed a word in some ancient language she didn't understand and Sylvia's universe dissolved as his cock froze up, pressed snugly against her cervix as he began ejaculating seemingly endless ropes of white seed deep into her fertile womanhood.

They both kissed and relaxed into semi-consciousness. The last few minutes before she closed her eyes while she gazed at the powerful man as they fucked were what seemed like one long orgasm that seemed to wipe her soul clean of any remorse.

Her last thoughts were of content happiness as she nuzzled into the man's slumbering form and closed her eyes feeling his chest rub against her breasts. His penis was still ensconced deep in her trapping what felt like a sizable volume of his gift as the girl slowly relaxed.












Chapter 12










“Oh, God, you do have a sweet face don't you?”

“Thank you, sir.”

“And so polite. That will go a long way, sweetheart. Don't you forget your manners around me.”

“I will do my best not to,” she said.

“Good girl.”






* * *




“Now,
 sweetheart, it seems to me we are almost done with your preliminaries,” the big man said. “I know we made an unspoken deal, and I know you have been trying hard to be tactful about it. But do not worry. Your husband is in safe hands, and your family will be taken care of from now on out. All you have to worry about is pleasing me personally. Nothing else.”

“But Patrick –“ she moved her head from the crux of his chest so she could see him.

“Shhhh, now, sweetheart. Patrick, as I'm sure you have gleaned by now is well aware of circumstances. Unfortunately, he will not be picking you up today. You will see him in a couple of days. He had to go to Japan. He had to take care of company fires that needed putting out for me. Don't worry it was a promotion. From now on he is the senior VP for human resources.”

Mr. Lord's face – sweaty and flushed from his lovemaking exertions earlier, cracked into a broad smile. "Why don't you be a sweet little darling and say thank you like you mean it, sweetheart?"

"T – thank you, Sir," Sylvia heard herself echo the man's request. Her mind was doing cartwheels trying to grasp and comprehend what it was exactly that had happened with her life tonight.

Mr. Lord playfully smacked her butt in response. "Such a good girl. There you go – I love good little obedient housewives. Just keep doing that, and the sky's the limit, I tell ya. Oh, and that other pesky issue your family had with your sister-in-law – don't worry about it. She will be receiving something in the mail soon enough. Her appointment with the immigration judge has been rescheduled to reflect her outstanding moral character and desire to help our glorious country succeed.”


How did he know?


“Thank you, sir.”

“Of course, honey. Anything for you, sweetheart.”

"Sir?"

"Yes, honey." He was lying on his back. She was naked, sweaty, her legs wrapped around his left side, pressed in tightly, trying to preserve the heat generated by their vigorous lovemaking. Sylvia combed her fingers through the thick gnarls of his pubic hairs. His cock lay sideways up and across his lower thigh.

Her face was so close that some of his hairs tickled her nose and she sniffled every now and then. She was ogling this instrument of male power with something akin to veneration and newfound respect.

It had been in her and now lay resting – a monster victorious from a battlefield.

She had used her mouth to clean him after that. Sylvia shivered as her mind painted images of future agonies this man's penis would undoubtedly be bringing her shortly.

"Sir, I'm worried about my husband.”

"Don't be, child. Patrick is fine, sweetie."

"But… I am his wife… He is my –" Bill Lord's powerful fist which had been languorously playing with her thick curly hair tightened its grasp and with the strength of a force of nature bent her head down and guided her face to meet his cock which he presented to her lips with his right hand.

Her protest was brief and immediately silenced when her mouth was plugged with the tumescence of his hot prick. Sylvia whimpered but got the message. She stopped talking and obediently started sucking.

“There – that’s a good girl. Suck me back to life, sweetie. I got to have some more of that sweet pussy of yours before we call it a night."

Sylvia gave him a meek little nod.

“No hands, please. In fact, try to keep them behind your back.” Sylvia nodded again. His words, though polite, carried the weight of an order, not a request. Obediently she placed her hands behind her back and for the second time, that night took him in her mouth. By now it surprised her how his musky maleness was growing familiar to her. She closed her eyes allowing her mind to drift as she concentrated on pleasuring the most important man in her life.

He had been right earlier – sucking his cock did, in fact, take her mind off the momentous nature of her spending the night in the bed of her husband's boss. Sylvia swooned feeling him gently rub her neck. "Such a good girl.”






* * *




Sylvia's sleep
 that night was interrupted several times when Bill Lord awakened her to satisfy his insatiable libido. Each time she obediently kissed him deeply, spread her legs and let him fuck her silly. And she climaxed too. Sylvia awoke the next morning before her new master. It was still near darkness outside. Although she had only slept intermittently during the night, Sylvia found that after a night of intense sexual intercourse and multiple climaxes she was surprisingly well rested and felt rejuvenated.

The young wife’s eyes gradually adjusted to the twilight of the big bedroom and she saw Bill Lord's sleeping form beside her. Sylvia looked around the room and saw abundant evidence of the lewd debauchery from the night before. Empty champagne bottles, glasses were strewn across the table, her lingerie discarded across the furniture caused her mind to drift back to the previous day and night. Her young body had been put through a sexual marathon, and she could feel its effects this morning.

Almost completely awake now, Sylvia gingerly held her breath. Much to her frustration, she realized her legs were pressed tightly around one of his thick thighs. She had hoped to avoid unnecessary intimate contact. How had she ended up like that, she wondered? More importantly, how had she ended up in bed with her husband’s sixty-year-old boss?!

Her mind was hazy, her thoughts jumbled. Sylvia was finding it difficult to recall the sequence of events from the night before. Had Patrick left before or after Mr. Lord had kissed her? Had she flirted with her husband's boss and then elicited his attentions? Or was it the other way around? Oh, God!

Tears welled up accompanied by shame and overwhelming embarrassment, but she pushed them away, deep into her soul. Now was not the time to face her own self-incriminating thoughts. She had to get out of here – ASAP!

And then – Mr. Lord moved.

He was awake!

Oh no! Before she had a chance to formulate a plan or think of what to say she felt him take her hands in his and lead them down so that she had now no choice but to feel him, his hot, masculine flesh. He cupped her chin and lifted her face. Their eyes met. "Closer, baby," the man ordered. "You have no secrets left from me."

Then, with a deft movement that made her giggle in absolute surprise, he flipped her around and was now above her nakedness. He held himself up on his elbows, glowering.

Her giggles shocked her because she also felt tears pouring down her cheeks. How was it possible to cry and laugh at the same time, she wondered?

Sylvia did not struggle or fight him as Mr. Lord covered her with his heavy body and she felt her thighs being pried apart. Her shame was endless as she sensed the stickiness of his last night's arousal leak out from her body as he came to loom above her. He gently caressed her flushed troubled face.

She took a deep breath and crossed her ankles behind his rump. Her hands went around his neck, and she told herself it was merely to stop her body from being pushed up against the headboard.

They were so close – little more than a breath separating their faces, she could feel his growing erection nestled between her thighs, and she trembled to feel its heat enliven the soreness she felt between her legs.

She felt his eyes drinking her perfect trim body in. She was all his: every dip and curve, every thought she had.

Sylvia shivered.

“Shhh, baby,” his hands started roaming again. He leaned forward his hairy chest pressing against her breasts, he kissed the side of her mouth before nuzzling her throat. "Mmmyeah, I can taste you, sweetie.”

Sylvia couldn't stop the heat that erupted in her face, the knot in her stomach exploding into a roiling unease as his hands moved with the authority of ownership along her perfect skin.






* * *




The experienced man
 that he was, Bill saw Sylvia's eyes turn dreamy.

Next thing she knew was his fist painfully squeezing her springy youthful breasts. “Ouch! It hurts!” She tried to squirm away but failed.




“I know it hurts,
 silly girl. Stay with me, sweetheart. Stay in the moment.” And he then kissed her on the lips. His hands which moments ago had been inflicting pain were now those of a lover – gentle, caressing, soothing, exciting. “I want you.” He lifted his mouth from her she was panting. “I want you – here, now, thinking of me. Of us. Of yourself at this moment. Not in the future. Definitely not in the past. You should learn to take life by the horns and live in the moment. Seize the day and don't dwell on what might have been. Or could have been. Or should have been with your husband. For you it is imagination. The reality is the here and now. With me.”

He had moved deep in her body and was penetrating her with deep probing strokes of his proud babymaker.





Babymaker
 .
 She squealed at her own thought. She realized it was the word she had just come up with to describe this man's appendage that was even now deeply exploring her most intimate privates. Babymaker
 . He was intent on using it to fulfill its purpose on her if not tonight, then soon enough. She would be having his baby. Her hands went around his neck, and she opened herself to this man accepting her fate and him. He was going to be the father of her children.












Epilogue










Seven months later.

Sylvia held onto Amber's hand for support as they made their way along the picturesque city park. At seven months pregnant Sylvia wobbled along. She hated how her body had seemingly ballooned these last couple of months. Mercifully her brother's fiancée was sweet enough to come by every other day and accompany her on what was now their ritual of sisterly walks through the River Park.




“I will never be
 able to thank you enough, Sylvia," Amber gushed yet again. Her brother’s sweet Asian fiancée made it a point to thank Sylvia every time for her helping her out with immigration.

“Oh, gosh, Amber, you should stop that. They shouldn’t have arrested you in the first place. All I did was plead with a friend of Patrick's boss to intercede. It was the least I could do, honey. You would have done the same, I’m sure.”

Amber pressed herself up against Sylvia hugging her tightly in reply. At this point, they both understood each other kind of like sisters. Sylvia smiled thinly. Who could have predicted it, she wondered? Seven months ago she would have happily watched Amber suffer and struggle through the prison system if for no other reason then for the mere satisfaction that she thought her brother’s fiancée to be in a bad need of being humbled. What with her constant lecturing at all family gatherings about the perceived injustices of the draconian new government, etc., etc.




However,
 now Sylvia felt that Amber perhaps had a point. This recent realization scared Sylvia deeply, and she still refused to openly entertain any of Amber's suggestions when it came to politics. After all, who were they to think about things like that? Mere women, they had better things to do than fret over the day-to-day minutiae of government and the like. It still scared her, however, to think that deep down she now maybe agreed with Amber.

Ironically, the overnight stint in jail had done something to the petite young Asian woman’s psyche – she had come out much more demure and quiet once she had been released as a result of Mr. Bill Lord's assistance. Now they both hugged each other as Sylvia haplessly waddled on aided by sweet young Amber helping her along.




The end.













Also by Alex Carlsbad












Nina and the Devil





When the Devil wants to make a deal, don’t be the bait.

When Dark Lord Teon Strang comes to her door, Nina’s life is transformed instantly.

Nina dropped out of ballet school and had to fend for herself after her parents died in a car accident leaving her and her autistic brother to try and make it on their own. Instead of following her dreams, Nina got the basic degree that permitted her to teach at the local middle school and provide for her brother and herself.

She keeps her passion for dancing alive by finding outlets in forbidden ways.

Nina wanted to keep her promise to her mother to make the best of her natural talent which was to dance even if it was in a strip club. After all, they also paid well.

An ELA teacher by day and exotic dancer by night, Nina’s life has been precariously close to veering off the rails. She sees no hope until a dark stranger knocks on her door one stormy night.





Emily and Caesar: First Time in the Stables





Strong, virile Caesar, proud son of chief Obote is captured and brought to the mid-nineteenth century American South where he is sold to work in the sprawling cotton field plantations of the Emersons. Not one to surrender easily, Caesar finds the silver lining to every situation no matter how grim. The blonde hair and pale body of his owners are more than he can resist. What follows is his true enslavement by the bewitching charms of young Emily’s innocent beauty.





Defiled by the Sadistic Boss





Her husband betrayed her. Her boyfriend used her. Life wanted her to be perfect: a perfect mother, to let it be, ignore her husband and move on from her duplicitous Latin boyfriend. Trouble is she isn't perfect. She has cravings that no one can satisfy. When her Latin boyfriend Rodrigo's boss rolls around to kidnap and mold her into the perfect slave, Jamie discovers she is only too willing.



He has plans for the girl. She will be his servant, his shadow, trained and willing to serve. Seeing her now stroll along the beach – untroubled by her ignorance of her duplicitous husband and the agenda of her lover, Don Antonio knows she would be the perfect little abductee. Don Antonio Mendoza is an expert when it comes to training wayward little gringa girls. Deconstructing a personality and rebuilding her back again into the perfect woman is his specialty. He enjoys it as a hobby.



Alone with her lover, driving fast down the road away from her husband's house, they are nudged into a dark alley. Jamie’s boyfriend is a Latin gang member and calls the inner-city his home. She should feel safe. She does not. Nothing could have prepared Jamie for what Don Antonio has planned. And worst of all – her darkest desires find a diabolical reflection in the plans of the heartless crime lord.



Warning: If situations involving submission and dubious consent increase your heart rate, beware. This book might be a risk to your health!





Humiliating the Schoolgirl





Anna is an eighteen-year-old high-school student that is struggling to manage her time between applying for college, submitting scholarship applications and her two jobs moonlighting as a cashier and bartender at a local strip club.

She has also found it necessary to write and publish erotica novels that she sells to help support her ailing mother.

Life is tough and joyless until she falls under the dark influence of Jake, a professional dominant Master who has found a secret Anna will do anything to protect.





The Senator's New Pets





“A young submissive to warm an old general’s bed.”



He knew he was going to claim them both the moment he saw them. Eyes darting to and fro, hair disheveled, pretty clothes torn in rags where the ruffians had obviously attempted to have their way, the guilt in their eyes, the panic in their shivering bodies simply left him no choice. Two beautiful women, one young and innocent, and the other — in search of her true self.



Both of them on the run. From whom and why were distant concerns that would soon be elucidated anyway. Perhaps the trip to the whorehouse hadn’t been for nothing after all. Mounted on his black stallion the tall white-haired senator glowered down on the hapless women and marveled at his luck.





Sultan's Treasure





Beautiful young Jenny is helpless in the face of the anarchy overwhelming the world. Faced with war, famine and violence, she finds herself unable to survive on her own. Failure in this world is ultimate and unforgiving, often equal to painful death. Her weak-willed husband is of no help and so it is up to her to do what it takes to save their young family.



Pretty Jenny instinctively gravitates to strong, dominant men such as the Sultan, who can provide her safety. These men have taught her to associate their power with titillating excitement. Now she gets thrilled merely when ordered about by a dominant master. Jenny is desperately out of options. Without the protection of powerful men, her family will surely perish.

To prevent that, the young blonde concubine sees nothing wrong with doing her best to entice the most powerful men around to crave her.



Jenny has discovered an inner longing to please. A longing which she harnesses to become the perfect submissive for these powerful tyrants. She is keen to learn new and better ways to elicit her masters’ interest and excitement. So what if others consider her to be a woman of ill repute? Her fate is either that or complete destruction. Better humiliated and alive than proud and dead.



Jenny has come to associate the aggressive, demanding love of big, dominant men with something akin to spiritual fulfillment.



Three men:

Her Husband – young, weak, and indecisive.

Her Master – the Sultan, a tyrant of millions.

Her Master’s guest – a desert chief with no heart.

They all desire Jenny.



Her sensual nature holds the key to the survival of their line. Her submissive mind holds the keys to the sanity of their souls.

All Jenny wants is safety for her growing family. To protect it she is willing to be the submissive lisping plaything men want her to be.






* * *



Afterword

Thank you for reading Her Husband’s Boss
 .

If you enjoyed reading this book, you might also want to consider some of my other works. They are listed 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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