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This is a work of fiction.  Any resemblance to persons
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“Yes,” the wealthy and powerful man said into his
smartphone.  “I’m leaving the country later today.  My
flight lands in Paris at 8am tomorrow, and we’ll take it up at that
time.  Make sure my car is waiting when I arrive.  Last
time, it was fifteen minutes late.  I’m annoyed by such
delays.”

His name was Yves Savoir-Faire, and he was the Chief Minister at
the World Foreign Bank.  He stood nude in the bedroom of his
penthouse suite high atop the Ritz-Fabulous Hotel in Chicago. 
The carpet was deep pile and was kind to the soft undersides of his
pampered feet.  The floor-to-ceiling windows in front of him
gave a staggering view of the city’s late morning skyline. 
From up here, it really was a beautiful city.

“Yes, you heard correctly.  I missed the Circle of Eight
meeting.  I did it deliberately.  Yes, I know what they
will say.  But I cannot concern myself with that.  I have
enemies, all great men do.  So what?  When I am head of
the European Union, the talk will worsen, not
improve.”   

Yves stood with the phone to his ear.  The woman on the
other end, his underling, continued to speak, but Yves was no
longer listening.      

The bank was paying $5,000 a night for him to stay here. 
Of course that was natural - he was an important man.  He
looked at himself in the wall mirror.  He had an all-out,
throbbing, ram of an erection. He held it in his hand and pulled it
up for his own inspection.  He was not a tall man, barely
taller than some of the women who worked for him, but he did have a
thick, gigantic cock.  It was an almost freakish appendage,
completely out of proportion to the rest of his
body.      

And the body itself was good.  At fifty-eight years, he
liked to think he had taken care of himself and was still as
attractive to the opposite sex as he had been in his youth. 
Even more so - he was now at the height of his power.

“Okay,” he said, thankful that the phone call was finally
ending.  “I’ll see you then.”    

He rang off the phone and sighed.  During his career, he’d
grown accustomed to many things.  He expected the most
luxurious surroundings, anywhere he found himself.  He
expected the finest food, and the best entertainment - theatre,
dance, music - that any world-class city had to offer. 

Finally, he expected, and indeed demanded, complete obedience
from his underlings.  His slightest whim, especially sexual,
must be carried out immediately.  He was an alpha-male, a
dominant in a world full of submissives.  It was very
important that he be treated as such. 

He always insisted on this.  How else could he have risen
to such heights?

This morning, his last morning in America, he was almost
electric with excitement.  Rather than breakfast in the hotel
restaurant, he had ordered up a treat which he could enjoy here in
the privacy of his room.  It was a young black serving maid -
a very quiet girl -who he had noticed cleaning his suite during his
stay. 

He had gotten her name from the tag she wore on her
tight-fitting uniform.  Angelique.  It was a pretty name
for a very pretty girl.  Well, today she would finally get her
chance to work directly under him.  He hoped that she would be
equal to the tasks he would demand of her.  He had every
confidence that she would.

When he called the front desk, he requested her
personally.  He told them there were some things he needed
assistance with before he left for the airport, and he was
impressed by the girl’s attention to detail.   

She should be here in a moment.  Yves retreated to the
bathroom for a quick shower.  He knew how young ladies enjoyed
a man who smelled nice.   

 

* * *

 

Ding - dong.   
                 

The large bathroom was filled with steam when Yves heard the
doorbell to the suite ring.  It had a pleasant, musical
pitch.  Yves had just stepped from the shower, and the
wall-length mirror was so fogged, he could not see himself. 
He wrapped a plush white towel around his waist, held it closed
with one hand, and opened the door to the bathroom just a
crack.  His cock was at half-mast from the shower, so would
not be instantly alarming to anyone who saw the bulge.  He
peered through the crack in the door.

The girl let herself in.  Yes.  She entered the
bedroom tentatively.  Yves had a moment to drink in the sight
of her.  She was perfect - a pretty face with thick lips, full
breasts pushing against her blouse, a small waist, and a lovely,
enormous ass.  Dark brown skin and shapely young flesh filled
her ridiculous maid uniform.  The ass was made for Yves’s
cock.  Her skirt could barely contain it. 
  

“H’lo?” she called, in a voice with a subtle island accent.

Yves opened the door and walked out into the room.  Her
eyes widened at the appearance of the financier covered only by a
towel. 

“Oh, my,” he said.  “You came too soon.  I’m just
stepping out of the shower.”

“I’m sorry,” she said.  She averted her gaze now, focusing
instead on the tops of her own shoes.  “Shall I go out?”

Yves waved that idea away with his free hand. 

“Nonsense.  You’re here now and I’ve only got a very few
things for you to do.  I’m leaving for the airport in an
hour.  Angelique, is it?  You’ve been the girl cleaning
this room all week while I’ve been here, have you not?”

Already, the girl seemed wary.  “Yes, I think so.”

“You think so.  Terrific.  Now that we have that
squared away, here’s the first task I need you for.  Please do
it to the best of your ability, as I insist on exceptional
service.  Serve me well and I’ll put a good word in for you
with the management of this hotel.  All right?”

The girl shrugged, not quite sure.  “All right.”

“And how old are you?” he said.

“I’m twenty-three.”

He smiled.  She was very young, and looked even
younger.  “Twenty-three is a marvelous age.  You have a
long adventure ahead of you.  So, I have a very bad back, and
several of my travel items are under the bed where I can’t reach
them.  I need you to reach under the bed and pull out my bags,
some shoes I have under there, and whatever else you find.”

The girl walked over to the end of the king-sized bed.  She
pulled up the comforter from the floor.  She glanced back at
Yves.  “Under here?”

“Yes, yes.  Of course.”

She sank slowly to her knees, then bent over onto her elbows and
peered under the bed.  From Yves’s vantage point, about all he
could see was her ass pulled tight against her short black skirt,
and her lovely muscular legs in sheer stockings.  He moved
closer and stood over her.  Already, he was heightened
again.  His cock swelled with excitement.  She was on the
floor before him.  It took nothing to put her there. 

She pulled out a small gray carry case.  She pulled out one
loafer.  Then another. 

Yves removed his towel and let it drop silently to the carpet
behind him.

“Angelique,” he said.  “I left a brown leather wallet in
the top drawer of my bureau yesterday.  You might have seen
it.  There was money in it.  When I returned, some of the
money was missing.”

The girl stopped moving.  She remained there, on her hands
and knees, her head craned under the bed.  Yves stepped even
closer still.  He was right behind her now.  His erect
cock towered over her.  The issue of the money was all the
more delicious for being true.  He had left $1,160 in the
wallet.  When he came back to the room, $40 of it was missing
- an amount so pathetic a rich man would probably never
notice.  Ah, but the wallet was a trap for Angelique to fall
into, wasn’t it?  Indeed, it was.  And now the trap had
sprung! 

“I imagine your employers would be very sorry to hear of this,”
he said. 

She still didn’t move or speak.  Yves resisted the urge to
kneel behind her, pull her skirt up and poke his rod at her sexy
stockings and underwear. 

“Turn around, please,” he said instead. 

Angelique backed out from under the couch, and made as if to
stand. 

“No.  Stay on your knees, of course.”

 She slowly turned to face him.  His erection was
almost perfectly at the level of her mouth.  Her dark red lips
were like a second vagina.  His cock was no more than an inch
from her. 

“I don’t want you to lose your job, but I know you stole my
money,” he said.

She spoke very quietly.  “I will return it.”

He rolled his eyes.  “Dear Angelique, it’s much too late
for that.  You never should have taken it in the first
place.”

She swallowed some lump that was in her throat.  “Sir, I am
engaged to be married.”

He was fond of her.  He enjoyed looking down at her from
this angle, on her knees before his throbbing member.  She was
a beautiful young woman.  He ran a proprietary hand along her
head.  He curled his fingers into her thick hair. 
  

“In that case, we’ll just make this our little secret.”

Gently, but firmly, he pulled her head toward him.  She
resisted, but only for a second.  She knew her options. 
Refusal meant dismissal.  Yves would do it, too.  She
must have seen that in his eyes.  He would report her.

His erection was almost painful.  The head of his cock had
swollen to a giant size.  It seemed like it would never fit in
her small mouth.  He brought it closer, closer.  Ah well,
they would have to make it fit. 

“Please have pity,” the young woman said. 

“The strong have no pity for the weak,” Yves said.  “And
after all, it is only a few minutes of pleasure that I’m
asking.  It will keep you at this nice hotel and away from the
street.”    

A few minutes of pleasure meant she could keep her job. 
That seemed a plausible story.  Only, Yves wanted more than
just a few minutes from her.  He wanted more than just a
little pleasure.  He wanted her to pay for her crime, and he
planned to provide the punishment.

“Open your mouth,” he said.    
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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
Husband (2011)
Just how low will Miley’s husband go?

Will he allow himself to be tied-up while another man - a rich,
rude and hugely well-endowed man - sexually dominates Miley?

Will he go even lower than that?



	


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.









  

    [image: FeedBooks]
 
 
    www.feedbooks.com

    Food for the mind


  


OPS/images/cover.png
Isis Cole

The
rich
banker
takes
what he
wants.

Humiliated
Hotel Maid





OPS/images/logo-feedbooks.png
Eeedbomls





OPS/images/logo-feedbooks-tiny.png
E{;edbooﬂs





