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“Good little girl,” Big Bob said.  “That’s a good girl so
far.”

Daniel Sessla sat at a booth in the back of a wood-paneled
restaurant a few blocks from the beach.  It was daytime, but
strangely shadowy and dim in that far back corner.  The
waitress rarely seemed to find her way back there. 

Daniel’s wife, Miley, sat just to his left in the booth. 
Across from them sat Big Bob, until twenty minutes ago a total
stranger.  Right now, Miley was sucking the middle finger of
Big Bob’s right hand.  They had met Bob here, in this public
place, because that’s what you did when you had just connected with
someone through an internet ad. 

The ad had said:

Young, attractive, straight couple, married, seeks dominant
male.  She: sexy, toned, eager.  Has been bad. 
Needs a firm hand to discipline her.  He: needs to learn
how.  You: strong, fit, well-endowed, experienced. 
Willing to teach him how to punish a naughty girl and make her
behave.

There’d been an onslaught of email responses, so many that
Daniel had been slightly overwhelmed by them all.  But Big
Bob’s response had cut through the clutter.  It had consisted
of a photo of his muscular lower torso, with a massive, thick,
erect penis in a powerful hand.  The text had been directed to
Miley, and read simply: You will whimper and moan.  I will
teach him to make you obedient.    
         

Upon seeing the email, Miley had burst into laughter. 
“Let’s meet that one first,” she said.

So now here they were.  They’d all had some appetizers and
a beer, chatted a little, and then just about a minute ago, Bob had
started giving Miley commands. 

It had happened suddenly.  In fact, Daniel had been getting
ready to leave.  He didn’t think Big Bob was right for
them.  For one thing, Bob was too big.  He stood probably
six foot three, and he seemed rock hard with muscle.  His
shoulders were broad, his wrists were thick, and his hands were
huge and strong.  He wore a crew-cut.  He had an almost
military bearing about him that intimidated Daniel.  He looked
right at both Daniel and Miley with piercing eyes. 

Big Bob was a dominant, all right.  He was just a little
too dominant. 

Well, more than thirty men had answered their ad for someone to
teach Daniel how to dominate Miley, and Big Bob was only one of
them.  There were still plenty more.  It would have to be
one of those. 

Daniel was just about to stand up, when Bob abruptly said:

“Miley, I want to do a little test run here in the restaurant,
just to see what I’m working with.  I’m pretty selective about
clients, so I want to get a sense of how well you handle
orders.” 

“Okay,” Miley said agreeably. 

Daniel glanced at her.  She was pretty, his wife. 
Devastatingly so.  She had long black hair that fell like
ravens across her shoulders and down her back.  She had high
cheekbones and an upturned nose, like a princess.  Her brown
eyes were wide and innocent.  Her skin was pale and she tended
to wear dark lipstick, like today’s ruby red.  And her
body?  Well, let’s just say a body like Miley’s would make a
man put up with a lot.  Round, beautiful ass.  Big full
breasts.  She had a lot of body to play with.  She was
showing it off today in a pair of tight blue terry-cloth pants and
a T-shirt that said PIMP across her rack.  No bra, so the
nipples poked rudely in the air conditioned restaurant. 
  

Naturally this whole adventure had been her idea. 
  

“First, I want you to take my middle finger and suck it,” Big
Bob said.  “That’s right, just like you would if it was my
penis.  Go ahead.”

“Now hold on a second,” Daniel began. 

“That’s all right, babe,” Miley said.  “It’s just his
finger.”

“Good,” Big Bob said.  “That’s exactly right.  Let’s
not worry about Daniel right now.  He’s the student. 
He’s here to learn.”

“I just… is this the right place for this?”

Big Bob barely glanced his way.  “Don’t you worry. 
This is the perfect place.  Any place is good to begin to
learn obedience.  Now come on, Miley.  Let’s see what you
got.”

As Miley started in, Daniel glanced nervously around the
restaurant to see if anyone noticed his wife licking and sucking
this big stranger’s finger.  So far, no one had.  There
weren’t many people down at this end of the dining room.

The sucking went on for a little while and Daniel noticed
Miley’s face start to flush.  She let out a low moan. 
Bob began to push his finger deeper into her mouth now, in and out,
rhythmically. 

“She gets off on performing oral,” Bob said. 

“Yes, she does.”

“That’s good.  Very good.”  To Miley he said: 
“Are you starting to get wet?”

“Mmmmmm,” Miley said, her mouth around the finger.

Big Bob glanced at Daniel.  He smiled.  “This is where
it gets interesting, Daniel old buddy.”

Daniel resented Bob calling him “old buddy.”  They had met
for the first time just a short while ago.  They weren’t old
buddies.  And he resented Bob taking these liberties with his
wife.  Imagine, he had asked her if she was wet.  It was
beyond the pale!

Yes, they had placed an ad, and Bob had answered.  And yes,
Daniel did figure that it meant sooner or later someone would take
liberties with Miley, and yes, probably right in front of
him.  But he also figured he would participate in some way, or
even direct the action.  Bob was asserting too much control
right off.  And Miley, of course, seemed to be enjoying
herself.  Daniel didn’t like where this was going. 

He fought the urge to stand up and tell Miley that they had to
leave right this second.  He fought the urge because he knew
that it would irritate her, and he would knew it would make him
seem weak in front of both of them.  He would look like the
one who wouldn’t play along.  He would look like he was
afraid. 

And he was afraid.  He felt a trickle of nervous sweat run
from his underarm down the inside of his shirt. 
  

“So Miley,” Big Bob said.  “What I want you to do now is
slide under the table.  Don’t worry about anybody
looking.  There’s a long tablecloth.  No one will be able
to see.  Just slide right under there, get on your knees, and
position yourself between my legs.  And when I pull my penis
out, I want you to take it in your mouth just like you’re doing
with my finger now.”

Daniel started to say something, but Bob held his free hand up
in a STOP gesture. 

“Hold on, Daniel.  Just trust me on this.”

Miley held Bob’s right hand with both of hers.  Her mouth
was still on his jutting finger.  “Is it the same as the one
in the pictures you sent?”

“The very same.”

“I don’t know if I can fit it in my mouth.”

“Do your best.”

Daniel had trouble finding his voice.  “Miley.”  It
sounded like a croak. 

Big Bob gave Daniel a piercing glare.  There was a threat
in his eyes, like a threat of violence.  His eyes looked like
an approaching storm.  “You want to hire me?  You should
welcome this.  You placed the ad, not me.  This is how
it’s done, Danny boy.  This is how you show her who’s in
charge.”

Miley gave Daniel a mischievous glance.  She was so
pretty!  She was so destructive.  Sometimes he felt that
she was leading him to his ruin.  She was breaking him. 
He should get up and walk away from here.  He should walk away
and never look back.  But he wasn’t going to.  He knew
that.

“This is what we want, sweetheart,” she said.  Her voice
sounded dreamy and far away.  “This will be good for us.”

“Miley,” Daniel began again. 

“Get under there, girl,” Big Bob said. 

Miley lowered herself in the booth and slid beneath the
table.  Daniel watched her go.  In a few seconds, she
disappeared completely behind the tablecloth.  Daniel had a
terrible sickness in the pit of his stomach.  He stared at the
spot where she’d been sitting a moment ago. 

Inside his pants, there was a stirring.  He was becoming
aroused.  His wife was about to suck another man off, right
here in public, under the table at a restaurant.  Miley had
cheated on him before, yes.  This was part of why he needed to
discipline her.  But she had never cheated right in front of
him.  It was too horrible for words.  He wanted to run
screaming from here.  He wanted to attack Big Bob, but
frankly, Big Bob was too big and strong to attack.  So Daniel
just sat there with his own miserable erection. 

The hard-on ached inside his jeans.  It pressed insistently
against his leg.  He stared helplessly at Bob.

Bob’s demeanor had changed.  His eyes narrowed.  His
jaw hung slack for a moment, but then he managed a grin. 
“She’s started,” he said.  “She is a naughty
girl.”

They sat staring at each other, the same goofy grin pasted to
Bob’s face.  His breath quickened.  He grunted, just a
bit. 

“Oh my God.  She has a good mouth.  Good at
sucking.”

Daniel didn’t know what to say.  The interview had passed
into the realm of the surreal.  “Thank you,” he said
awkwardly.

“She’s put you in this kind of position before, no?”

“What position?”

“Well, the position of getting cuckolded by another man while
you sit idly by?  That’s how she’s been bad?”

Daniel hesitated.  He felt a little breathless
himself. 

“That’s Okay.  You can tell me.  We’re all friends
here.”

“I need to get control of her.”

“Well, don’t you worry, partner.  I’ve got just the
thing.  She’ll wish she never acted this way.  We’ll make
it so she obeys your every command.”

“Okay,” Daniel said.  This really was a new low.  He’d
found himself having a conversation with the man getting a blow job
form his wife.  And agreeing with him!  Maybe he would
leave her tonight.  Just put an end to all this
suffering.  Miley was poison.  He knew that now, if he
hadn’t known it before. 

“You should watch her,” Bob said.  “Yeah, just pick up your
side of the tablecloth and get a look.  See what your wife is
doing.”

Daniel didn’t want to look.  And yet… there was something
interesting about all this, wasn’t there?  There was something
about it that was a turn-on, right?  Or else he’d have never
let it come to this.  It was humiliating, certainly, but it
was also… exciting.  Why else would he have an
erection? 

He lifted the tablecloth just a touch. 

Miley was there on her knees, working between Bob’s legs. 
Bob had the top of his jeans undone.  His member was huge, a
veiny, ropey thing, like a snake.  Her mouth was on the head
of it.  She sucked and licked.  It seemed like her mouth
was too small to get much more of it in there.  But for Bob it
wasn’t enough.

“I’m not your husband, girl.  Really suck that thing.”

Bob put his hand on the back of her head, pushing it deeper into
her mouth.  Daniel watched as he stuffed her face with
it.  He held her face there another few seconds, then let her
go.  She gasped for air.  But a moment later, she had her
mouth on the giant head again.   

“Now Miley,” Bob said.  “When the time comes, I want you to
get real messy under there.  Don’t rest on good manners. 
I want to see a messy face when you come back up.  You
understand?”

“Yes,” Miley said. 

“Yes, sir,” Bob said.  “You call me sir.”

“Yes, sir,” Miley repeated. 

She went back to work, licking and sucking.  Bob pushed it
in deep again. 

Daniel watched the whole thing.  At the end, Bob pulled out
and fired his semen onto her face.  There was a lot of
it.  One shot, two shots, three, four.  Miley got very
messy indeed.  She reveled in it, rubbing Bob’s huge member
all over her cheeks. 

Daniel sat back.  Incredibly, his own orgasm was rising
within him.  He tried to sit still, to make it not happen, but
his throbbing cock rubbed between the fabric of his jeans and his
leg.  He closed his eyes, but all he could see was Miley’s
dripping face.  He couldn’t control it.  A spasm passed
through his body, and he came in his pants.    

“Come on up, Miley,” Big Bob said after a long moment had
passed.  “Let’s get a look at you.”

Daniel opened his eyes as Miley climbed up next to
him. 

They sat there, then, the three of them.  It was a public
restaurant, and Bob’s semen hung off Miley’s chin like a white
beard.  It was on her cheek, right below her eye.  There
was a streak of it in her hair.  Her mascara had run
black.  There were tears of exertion in her eyes. 
       

“How does she look to you?” Bob said.  “Because she looks
pretty good to me.”

Daniel said nothing.  He couldn’t think of a single thing
to say. 

“You nearly choked me to death,” Miley said.  She made no
move to wipe her face with a napkin.  

“Did you have an orgasm?” Bob said.

“I had like four of them.”

Bob shrugged.  “So I guess it was worth it then.” 

Abruptly, he slid out from the booth and stood up.  He
looked down at the two of them like a king addressing his
subjects. 

“I tell you what.  I have to run, but I like what we did
here today.  I’m willing to work with you folks.  I’ll
give you a five hour session for $400.  I think that’s a
pretty fair rate.  It’s basically a hundred dollars an hour,
with the last hour free.  I think you’ll both get a lot out of
it.” 

He backed away from the table.  “You know how to reach
me.  I’ll wait to hear from you.”

With that, he turned and walked out of the restaurant.  A
minute later, he passed by out on the street.  He waved at
them through the window.

Daniel and Miley sat together in the booth, Bob’s sperm still
decorating her face.  Daniel realized that Bob had stuck them
with the check for the drinks. 

“He expects us to pay him?” Daniel said.

Miley touched a finger to the thick goo on her face.  “I
think it might be worth it,” she said.

 

* * *








 

Big Bob Krayne pulled his red Porsche 911 convertible into the
circular brick driveway in front of his oceanfront home.  For
a moment, he gazed at the place: big, white, ultra-modern design,
with wraparound decking, and a hot tub overlooking the water. 
Indeed, there were ocean views from nearly every room in the house
- the walls in the living room and master bedroom were basically
floor-to-ceiling windows. 

No doubt about it.  Big Bob liked to live large and
in-charge. 

Today’s action with Daniel and Miley promised to take it to a
whole new level.  He’d never met anyone like them.  Oh,
he’d met plenty like Miley, but none like Daniel.  Almost
right away, Bob had sensed he could push the envelope with
Daniel.  He hadn’t known he could take it quite as far as he
did, but he went for it anyway, and no one had stopped him. 
The wife had given him a messy blow job under the table at a
restaurant, while the husband watched and barely protested. 
Not because he wanted to see it happen, but because he didn’t know
how to say no. 

That was out of sight.  There was very little in this life
that Big Bob liked more than owning people.  He liked it more
than he liked owning houses, or cars, or companies.  And he
had just discovered a whole new way of doing it.  He realized
that before this was over, he was going to own Miley and Daniel in
ways he, and they, had probably never even dreamed.  That was
what happened when passive, submissive types ran across people like
Bob.  He was going to push this thing all the way to the edge,
as far as it would go.  It would be up to them to put on the
brakes, and they would never do it.  That was a wonderful
thing.      

Bob entered the house. 

His wife, Sun Yi, was home.  She stood in the living room
in a flowered sun dress.  She was slim and beautiful and
looked like a flower herself.  Behind her, through the giant
windows, late afternoon light dappled on the ocean.  The views
were positively panoramic.

Sun Yi had a padded pommel horse mounted to the hardwood floor
in the center of the living room.  A young woman, nude, was
bent over the pommel horse, legs spread, ankles securely fastened
to the legs of the horse, wrists fastened in front of her. 
The young woman wore a leather mask, obscuring her face. 
Blonde hair flowed from inside the mask.  The woman had quite
a nice body - firm, high breasts, nice apple-shaped ass.

Sun Yi was working up a light sweat spanking that reddened ass
with a sorority paddle.  The young woman gasped and moaned
with each swat.

The sight of it heightened Bob again.  It had shaped up to
be quite a day.  He walked up to Sun Yi and they shared a long
and deep kiss.  He was nearly a foot taller than his petite
wife. 

“How was your lunch?” Sun Yi said. 

“It was good.  Better than I expected.  What’s going
on here?”

Sun Yi gestured at the woman.  “This worthless slut is my
assistant.  We lost the Abrams account because of her dumb
mistakes.  I had her come over so I could show her what
happens when you do things wrong.”

Bob ran his big hand over the curve of the young woman’s
ass.  The woman flinched at his touch.  The skin was raw
and tender from the spanks she had taken.  She said something
plaintive, but her voice was muffled by the sex
mask.   

“Jeez,” Bob said.  “You beat her butt pretty good. 
She must have really screwed up.”

“Yes, she did.”

Bob slipped his hand between the woman’s legs.  Her thighs
were glistening wet.  Her slit was soaked.  He slipped
his middle finger and his forefinger inside her.  It was hot
in there, like a jungle, like a raging fever.  She groaned as
he fingered her.  He pulled out and rubbed her juicy clitoris
just a bit.  She was so wet, so turned on, that it would be
easy to just pull his hard-on out right now and slide it in there
like he had his fingers.  In fact, that’s exactly what he
decided to do. 

“Do you mind if I take a poke at this?” he said. 

Sun Yi shook her head.  “Please do.” 

She went around to the front, grabbed the woman’s head, and
unzipped the leather mask.  She pulled it off the woman’s
head.  The woman’s face was red from the difficulty breathing
inside the mask, and sweaty from the heat. 

Sun Yi reached behind her own back and unzipped her dress. 
She let it fall to the floor, revealing her slim, nude body. 
She took the girl’s face in her hands.  “Now you’re going to
get fucked by a big dick, you know that?  And you’re going to
lick my pussy.  Because that’s how you have to learn.”

Bob had already unzipped his pants.  He pulled his rod out
and it was raging and throbbing, almost painful.  He rubbed it
on top of the bent-over woman’s ass.  He slid it between her
legs and rubbed around in there.  She began to writhe her body
against him.  She let out a low moan.   

“Wait,” the woman said.  She practically gasped it. 
“Please wait a second.  I have a boyfriend.”

“But you’re all wet and horny,” Bob said.

“I know.  I know.  But…”

No sense getting into a big debate about it.  Bob slid his
cock inside her.  She was so ready that the first plunge went
all the way in, extravagantly deep.  She groaned again and
pushed herself hard against him.

“Don’t worry,” Bob said.  “We’re going to give you right
back to your boyfriend when we’re done.”

In answer, the girl moaned. 

Sun Yi pulled the girl’s head down by her hair.  She held
the girl’s mouth between her legs.  Sun Yi could be very
stern, much sterner than Bob tended to be.  “Get that tongue
out and lick,” she said. 

The girl did.  Soon she was lapping and sucking at Sun Yi’s
pussy, while Bob did her from behind, driving her harder and
harder.      

Within moments, Sun Yi’s face turned red and she began to
shudder.  She pushed the girl’s face deeper between her
legs.  “Yes,” she said.  “Yes.  Get your tongue all
the way in.”

“Please don’t tell,” the girl said between gasps.  “Please
don’t tell my boyfriend.”

“He won’t mind,” Bob said.  He pulled his shirt off. 
Both of these ladies were covered in a fine sheen of moisture, and
he was beginning to work up a sweat himself.  “Just tell him
you had to do it to keep your job.”

Sun Yi stood across from Bob, very close.  She shook her
head.  “It’s not even true,” she said.  “I fired this
slut twenty minutes ago.  Right after I tied her up.”

Hearing that excited Bob.  He pumped the girl even
harder. 

“Babe,” he said to Sun Yi, “that is very hot.”  They shared
another deep and passionate kiss while Bob pumped Sun Yi’s former
assistant from behind.  His cock glistened from her
secretions.    

Despite how perfect the setup was, in the midst of it Bob found
himself thinking about Miley and Daniel.  And when he finally
came, firing his load across the girl’s round ass, it wasn’t even
her that he was focused on.  Instead, he was imagining all the
things he would do to them.   

 

* * *








 

“Daniel, can’t you do anything right?”

Miley was a little bit tired of her husband Daniel. 

If she thought back, she could remember that were things she
used to like about him.  Three years before, when she first
met him, he was funny.  He was good looking and had a good
body from working out.  He still had a good body, though it
was just a touch paunchy nowadays from all the beer and wine he
drank.  And he wasn’t that funny anymore.  He’d been out
of work for six months, and now he was more of a whiner than a
funnyman.  He spent a lot of time on the couch. 
Sometimes, when she came home from work early, she found him
sitting there, playing video games. 

She was in the kitchen now.  She had asked him to make the
chicken tonight, but of course he had left it to burn.  He was
too busy watching basketball on TV.

“I forgot, okay?” he said from the couch.  He stared at the
TV and did not look at her.  There was an edge to his
voice.  Of course there was.  Miley suspected that Daniel
was still smarting a little over what had happened yesterday at the
restaurant.  In fact, he was quietly seething. 

She had tried to bring it up a few times since then, but she
couldn’t get anywhere with him.  She had no intention of
apologizing.  She had tried to talk about it because she
wanted to go forward.  She thought $400 was a small price to
pay to insert a little excitement into their lives.  And if it
brought a little more humiliation on Daniel, so be it.  In
fact, all the better.  The thought of that big man from
yesterday, with his gigantic cock, stuffing it in her, dominating
her, doing it to her in every way, while Daniel stood by and
watched… boy, that turned her on.  It made her want to reach
inside her jeans right now and start playing with
herself. 

“You know what, Daniel?  Who works all day around
here?  Me, that’s who.  Who pays the rent on this dump,
and keeps the lights on?  Me, that’s who.  And you can’t
do a simple thing like make a chicken.”

Miley had reason to resent Daniel.  A year before, she’d
found out that Daniel was cheating on her, in fact had cheated on
her for over a year.  They were still practically that
point.  He broke it off when she found out, but he refused to
go to counseling.  He said it was simply a mistake, it
wouldn’t happen again, and if she couldn’t handle it, then they
should just break up.

She’d thought about breaking up.  She’d certainly
considered it.  But then she decided to break Daniel
instead.  She would make Daniel her long-term project. 
It had now been a year in the making, and was coming to its
culmination. 

She had cheated on him before, yes.  Since he’d lost his
job, she’d had sex with three other men, not counting Big Bob who
had answered the ad.  The first two she’d kept secret from
him.  They were just practice.  The last one she had told
him about.  It was his ex-boss, the one who had fired
Daniel.  The boss was an overweight, arrogant prick, and he
thoroughly enjoyed himself with her body.  She’d told Daniel
she did it to try and get his old job back.  But that wasn’t
why.  She didn’t want Daniel to get a job.  She wanted
Daniel to feel increasingly worthless, and helpless.

She thought of that day at Daniel’s old office.  She’d sat
across from Daniel’s old boss, Ed Neem.  For a young guy, he
looked bad - the result of sitting at a desk all day, under harsh
fluorescent lighting, while eating junk food.  He wasn’t
exactly fat, but he certainly carried some extra weight around his
waist.  He was shaped sort of like a pear.  He wasn’t
exactly sweaty, either.  But there did seem to be something
shiny about his face and his balding head.  He had the cuffs
of his dress shirt folded back away from his wrists.  His
wrists and the backs of his hands were very hairy.

Miley, on the other hand, knew what she looked like.  She
looked like a sex bomb, one that was about to go off.  She
wore a short, electric blue mini-dress and high heels.  She
wore stockings that didn’t quite reach the hemline of her
skirt.  She had the top buttons of the dress unbuttoned. 
She sat across from him at a little conference area in his office,
legs folded high.  They both sat in plush chairs.

“I’m sorry,” Ed Neem said, sounding as if he wasn’t sorry at
all.  “There’s just nothing I can do for Daniel.”

“Nothing at all?” Miley said.  She raised her
eyebrows.  She felt wicked, wicked, wicked.  There was
something about the whole set-up that was unbearably sexy to
her.

“I’ll tell you the truth, Miley.  Daniel was just about my
worst employee.  I have a small company here, and everybody
has to carry their own weight.  Daniel’s not a very good
designer.  And he’s lazy.  It’s not a good
combination.”  He held his hands in the air, as if this were a
robbery.  “I mean, short of some kind of sexual favor, I can’t
imagine ever bringing him back on.”

Miley smiled.  She never looked away from Ed Neem’s
eyes.  “What kind of sexual favor did you have in mind?”

Ed Neem said nothing at all for ten full seconds. 

“Is that what this about?” he said.

“It’s not about anything, Ed.  It’s about finding a way for
Daniel to get his job back.”

The fat man smiled.  “Call me Mr. Neem.”

Miley shrugged.  “Mr. Neem.”

He put his hands on top of his head, leaned back and looked up
at the ceiling.  “Well, you know, if someone got on their
knees in front of me, I might consider bringing Daniel back.”

Miley moved off the chair and went down to the floor.  She
walked on her knees over to the fat man’s chair. 

He began to undo his belt.  “You know,” he said. 
“It’s a tough economy right now.  I’ve been laying people off,
not hiring.  I can’t really guarantee when I might hire
someone again.”

He unzipped his pants.  Miley caught a glimpse of
tighty-whitey underwear in there.  He slid the waistband down
and pulled out his erect cock.  It wasn’t long, but it was
thick.  Kind of like its owner. 

“But you would consider Daniel when that time came?”

“I would consider him, yes.”

She took the cock in her mouth.  Slowly, she began to slide
her mouth up and down on it.  It felt good and fat against her
tongue. 

“I would consider a lot of people, actually.  Daniel would
be one of them.”  The fat man’s voice sounded breathy and
low.  He put a meaty, sweaty hand against the back of her
head. 

She was aroused herself now.  Very, very aroused.  The
sex was one thing, the whole begging for a job scenario.  That
was a turn-on.  But the real turn-on was that a conceited jerk
like Ed Neem would never be able to keep this to himself.  In
a short while, Daniel’s former co-workers would know all about
it.  Daniel could never come back here, even if Ed Neem had a
job for him.

“Then again, Daniel would be low on the list.”

“But anything’s possible,” Miley said around a mouthful of
cock.  She gazed up into his eyes, hopefully giving him the
little girl lost look.  “Isn’t it?”

“Anything’s possible, darling,” Ed Neem said.  “Just keep
sucking.”   

Now, at the apartment, Miley smiled at the memory.  She
regarded Daniel.  And she smiled at how small he was becoming,
how very, very, very small.      
  

“You can’t live without me, Daniel,” she said.  You can’t
make it on your own.  You haven’t worked in ages.  You’ve
let yourself go.  My God.  I give you an allowance every
week.  You know what?  I need a real man to have sex with
me, Daniel.  A real man to do me the way I want to be done,
and now I have to hire someone to teach you.”

He did look at her then.  His face was a mask of rage, but
did she also spy tears in her eyes?  “I’ve tried to be good to
you,” he said.  “But that’s not what you want.  You want
to be used and abused, and have people call you a slut.”

“I want to have orgasms,” she said.  “That’s the whole
point of sex, isn’t it?  To enjoy it?  And you’re not
helping me enjoy it, Daniel.  So you know what I’m going to
do?  I’m going to pay this person Big Bob, or whatever he
calls himself, to come over here and teach you how to make it
happen.  And if you can’t bear that, I suggest you pack up
your things and leave.”

That always got him.  His face hardened.  Daniel had
nowhere to go.  Where was he going to go?  Back to Ohio
and move in with his mother?  Miley supposed he could, but he
probably wasn’t ready for that yet. 

“Is that what you’re going to do?” he said.  “You’re going
to throw me out into the street?”

She nodded.  “I’m at that point with you, Daniel.  If
you won’t do this thing for me, then I don’t see any other
choice.”

For a moment, Daniel said nothing.  He stood on shaky
legs.  Maybe he was a little drunk.  “Okay,” he said
finally.  “If that’s what you want.  You want to be
dominated and treated like a whore?  You want me to be this
man’s assistant while he ties you up and drops another load on your
face, okay.  And I’ll do it to you, too.”

He reached down and began to undo his belt. 

Miley held up a hand light a stop sign.  “Not so fast,
sport,” she said.  “Not until after you learn to do it the
right way.”  She went into her bag and came out with her cell
phone. 

“You call him,” she said, handing Daniel the phone.  “I
want you to be the one.  The number’s on the table there.”

 

* * *








 

Bob felt good as he climbed the stairs to the second floor
apartment where Miley and Daniel waited for him.  The building
was kind of seedy, in a run-down part of town, and the hallways and
stairwell smelled somehow like boiled cabbage, but none of that
bothered Bob.  He was looking forward to today. 

He had taken the Porsche out for a fast run along the coastal
road this morning.  Driving like that, hugging the curves,
digging that wide sweep of ocean, the wind against his scalp, the
car powerful and responsive under his control - all of this
reminded him of the kind of person he was.  He was aggressive,
dominant, a hard-charger.  He was making things happen. 
He was acquiring things - buildings, toys, people.  Miley and
Daniel were low-hanging fruit for him to pick.  He would spend
the day consuming them. 

He reached their landing, and knocked on the door with his
elbow.  In one hand, he held the handles of a zippered canvas
goody bag, filled with toys they might need today.  In the
other hand, he carried an expensive bottle of red wine he’d brought
for the occasion.  In the pocket of his jeans, he carried a
small plastic baggie with one crushed-up sleeping pill
inside. 

On the other side of the door, someone slid the peephole open
and took a look at him.  He thought of how he appeared to that
person.  Tall, muscular, in a skin-tight black T-shirt. 
Head shaved almost to his scalp.  Square jaw. 
Closely-cropped goatee.  Hard, no-nonsense eyes.

The door swung open. 

It was Miley.  She stood there in a very tight red
mini-dress, with a black choker around her neck.  The dress
came to mid-thigh.  The straps of her garter belt showed
beneath the hem line, and then her stockings began.  She wore
red high-heels on her feet.  The dress revealed the outline of
her body, and the revelation was a nice one. 

Bob hadn’t been sure the other day in the restaurant.  She
had looked cute that day, and her mouth had performed well, but now
he was sure.  Miley was a stunner.  She had a lot of nice
body to play with.  And she looked ready to play. 

“Hi Miley.”

She smiled.  “Hi, Bob.  Do you want to come in?”

“That’s why I’m here.”








 

How low does Daniel finally go?

 

Tied-up and forced to watch his wife
dominated and degraded by rude, crude and hugely well-endowed
Bob?

 

Even lower than that?

 

 

If you liked this excerpt, please buy
HUMILIATED HUSBAND in its entirety on Smashwords
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Who is Isis Cole?

 

Isis Cole is the pen name of a critically-acclaimed and
bestselling author.  Her other writings, written under her
real name, have appeared throughout the world and in numerous
languages. 

 

Can you guess who she is?

 

She has also been an exotic dancer, a bartender, a publicist,
and an advertising executive.  She loves to travel, and has
visited more than 40 countries.

 

HUMILIATED HUSBAND is her second short erotic novel.  Her
first is HUMILIATED
TEACHER.
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	Humiliated
Teacher (2011)
Just how low will Mrs. Heath go?

Karen Heath is the new teacher and guidance counselor at Truman
Junior College. She’s young and weak and inexperienced, and the
kids walk all over her. Soon after she begins her job, Mrs. Heath
stumbles in on an after-school sexual encounter between a boy and
two girls in a locked equipment room. The boy is Trent Fox, the
most well-endowed male in the whole school. He has a magnetic power
over women, and soon Mrs. Heath falls under his spell.

Their torrid, kinky affair takes place entirely within the walls
of the school. She willingly becomes Trent’s secret toy. He makes
her do things she has never done during five years of marriage. She
debases herself for him, and craves any private humiliation he can
dream up. But when he decides to give her to the basketball team to
satisfy a debt he owes one of the players, will Mrs. Heath let
Trent push her past every limit?

FOR ADULTS ONLY.



	


Humiliated
Hotel Maid (2011)
The rich banker takes what he wants. And what he wants is the
maid.

A story of sexual depravity, ripped from today’s headlines.

Yves Savoir-Faire is the Chief Minister of the World Foreign
Bank. He is a domineering man, enormously wealthy, with a powerful
sense of entitlement. He is hugely well-endowed. During his stay in
a luxurious Chicago hotel, he casts his eyes upon the young maid
assigned to his room. She is Angelique, an ebony beauty from the
islands.

When he leaves some money out in the room as a trap for her, she
steals the money and falls right into his hands. To save her job,
she must serve him however he demands. He degrades and humiliates
her, penetrates her in every way, uses her as his plaything, then
prepares to leave her behind. But she has a surprise in store for
him, destroying his dominance with one quick stroke.

Humiliated Hotel Maid will arouse you and leave you spent. Its
surprise twist ending will make you groan with pleasure.



	


Baby
Sister (2011)
Graphic, kinky, torrid sex. ADULTS ONLY.

The Baby Sister. Her big sister just brought home a black
man.

Mia and Lacey are rich, spoiled, entitled young women. As little
girls, they used to share everything. But now, as adults, they’re
rivals.

Mia, the older sister, has always been the smart one. Lacey, the
baby sister, has always been the pretty one. They’re sharing the
family lake house this weekend, and Mia has brought her new
boyfriend with her. He’s Orlando, a big, beautiful, well-hung black
man. Mia and Orlando like to play sex games together - games of
bondage, dominance, and humiliation. Orlando is the master, and Mia
is the toy.

When young, innocent Lacey witnesses their sex, she decides she
wants to play, too. More than play, she wants to degrade and abuse
her big sister. And Orlando wants to teach her how.

When their mother arrives, they all find themselves in very
compromising positions.



	


Erotic Red
Riding Hood (2012)
For adults only.

Red Riding Hood is a naughty young woman. Now, she has been sent
away to live with her Auntie. As she walks to Auntie’s house
through the dark woods, the big, bad Wolf sees her. He decides he
must have her - first, as his sex toy, and later, as a tasty snack.
Erotic Red Riding Hood is a fantasy re-telling of the classic fairy
tale.
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