

    
        
          Deeper Addiction

        

        
        
          Holly Deeper Fantasies, Volume 3

        

        
        
          Isis Cole

        

        
          Published by Isis Cole, 2025.

        

    



  	
	    
	      Also by Isis Cole

	    

      
	    
          
	      Erotic Fairy Tales

          
        
          
	          Erotic Red Riding Hood

          
        
          
	          Erotic Snow White

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Holly Deeper Fantasies

          
        
          
	          Deeper Underground

          
        
          
	          Deeper Abduction

          
        
          
	          Deeper Addiction

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Stallion

          
        
          
	          Humiliated Husband

          
        
          
	          Humiliated House Guest

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Fire Goddess (Book #2 - a Mama Brigitte Thriller)

          
        
          
	          Sex Goddess (Book #1 - A Mama Brigitte Thriller)

          
        
          
	          Humiliated Teacher

          
        
          
	          Humiliated Hotel Maid

          
        
          
	          Humiliated Rich Girls

          
        
          
	          Humiliated Fun Pack, Volume 1

          
        
          
	          Messy Jessy

          
        
          
	          Slaves of Big Foot

          
        
          
	          Erotic Fun Pack

          
        
          
	          Traffic Stop

          
        
          
	          Spanking Amber

          
        
          
	          Humiliated Brat

          
        
          
	          Humiliated Cop

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Isis Cole’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Also By Isis Cole

Deeper Addiction (Holly Deeper Fantasies, #3)

ONE

TWO

THREE

FOUR

FIVE

ABOUT THE AUTHOR

Sign up for Isis Cole's Mailing List


This is a work of fiction.  Any resemblance to persons living or dead is strictly a coincidence, and takes place only in the imagination of the reader. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

ONE


[image: ]


“What do you want, money?”

Roberta Neels was sitting in the back room of a restaurant, across the table from another woman.  The other woman said her name was Holly.

They were at a booth.  It was daytime, but strangely shadowy and dim in that far back corner.  The waitress rarely seemed to find her way back there.  Lunch hours were over.  There were only a handful of people in the restaurant. 

Holly was a hot blonde, not unlike Roberta herself.  That’s how Roberta thought of her when she first saw her: “hot blonde.”  Blue-eyed and pretty, in a skin-tight and clingy blue dress, and a light blue sun hat.  She had been sitting at the table by herself when Roberta first walked in.  

Out of nowhere, just yesterday, Holly had called Roberta on her private home phone line.  How she had obtained that number was anyone’s guess.  

“I know something about you,” Holly had said.  “I know you embezzled money from your employer.  A lot of money.”

Now, sitting across the square table from her, Roberta stared into her adversary’s hard eyes, looking for a sign of what the dollar figure might be.  She had never seen this woman before in her life.  She had no idea what the woman knew, or if she was just a front for someone else.  

Things had gotten very dicey, very suddenly.

Holly nearly laughed.  She gestured at the bottle of wine on the white tablecloth.  

“Have a glass.  It’s good.”

Roberta took a glass and poured some of the wine.  It sparkled, very clear.  She could use a small amount of relaxation here.  This was a stressful situation.

“How much?” she said, taking a sip of the cold drink.  It was dry and delicious.

Holly shrugged, just a bit. 

“I’d say you took about six hundred thousand dollars over two and a half years.  Not a king’s ransom, but enough to put you in a lot of trouble.  You could do some prison time.  Your reputation would be publicly destroyed.  And certain other... facts, let’s call them, about your past might come to people’s attention.  Does that sound right?”

Roberta’s heart skipped a beat.  Whoever this person was, she knew a lot.  She knew way too much.

Roberta shook her head.  “How much do you want?”

Holly laughed then, a musical sound.  

“I don’t want any money.  I already have money.” 

“Good,” Roberta said.  “Because I have news for you, you’re not going to get any.  I don’t work there anymore.  I don’t even know what you’re talking about.”

Roberta watched as Holly took a genteel sip of her wine.  

“If you don’t know what I’m talking about, why did you come here today?”

Roberta had no good answer to that.  Of course she knew what the woman was talking about.  Roberta had stolen money from her former employer, Felson Properties.  Was it six hundred thousand?  She thought that sounded right.  It had been the perfect crime, or had seemed so.  Until that phone call yesterday.

She was rattled.  She felt her body shaking, the tiniest amount.  She had worn a dark blue business suit to this meeting, high heels, her hair pulled back.  She was just the same as this stranger, a hot blonde, but this was her power costume.  

This was how she used to dominate meetings, by downplaying her sexuality and playing up her aggressiveness.  Her sexuality was normally so powerful, it was obvious to everyone what she had.

Right now, she had nothing.

“Do you think it matters that you don’t work there anymore?”  Holly said.  “You’ve only been gone three months.  Do you think they’ll just forget about you now?  Do you think that when they find out about what you stole, they’ll say that’s just fine?”

“What do you want?” Roberta said.  “If not money?”

“Isn’t it obvious what we want?” Holly said.  “We want you.”

Roberta stared deeply into those pale blue eyes.  She felt a tingling sensation all over her body.  The woman had raised the specter of “we.”  She wasn’t in this alone.  Where was this other person, or people?  Who were they?

Had they worked at Felson with her?  Had they been watching her the whole time?

As if to answer that question, a man appeared.  He was a tall man with broad shoulders.  He slid into the booth, and positioned himself next to Holly.  He was very handsome, with a beard, but of indeterminate age.  He might be 35, he might be 45.  His eyes were darker than hers, and piercing.  He wore an open-throated dress shirt.  

Holly made no effort to introduce him.

Roberta had never seen him before. 

He looked at her with a sort of mirth in his eyes, as if there was something funny about her.  Roberta felt very weird now.  A strange sensation began to come over her.  Maybe she shouldn’t have had any wine.  It was going to her head.

She took another sip of it, nonetheless.

She felt exposed now, worse than before.  At least two people, complete strangers, knew what she had done.  How many more were there?

She was about to stand up and simply leave, when the man said:

“Bobbi, I want you to do something for me.”

Bobbi.  That was her nickname.  They knew everything about her.

His voice was deep, and quietly confident.

“I want to see how well you can follow orders.”

Roberta looked at Holly.  

“You’re going to blackmail me?”

Holly nodded slowly.  “Yes.  Isn’t that what you’ve been craving?  Isn’t that what you’ve always wanted?  Someone to come and take control of you?”

Roberta felt a blush creep into her face.  She said nothing, but she felt her mouth hanging open.  She was numb.  She was in shock.

The answer, of course, was yes.  They must know that, too.

“Well, now we’re here,” Holly said.  

“I’m a married woman,” Roberta said absently.

“Yes,” Holly said.  “But that doesn’t matter.  Your husband doesn’t know the real you.  Not the way we do.”

They stared at each other for a long moment. 

“Bobbi, I want you to take my middle finger and suck it,” the man said said.  

He held out a big and strong hand to her.  The nails were well manicured.

“That’s right, just like you would suck anything else.  Go ahead.”

“Now hold on a second,” Roberta said. 

“It’s all right,” Holly said.  “It’s just a finger.”

She wanted to do it.  She wanted to suck the finger.

Still, she hesitated.

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

Roberta glanced around, but no one seemed to be watching them.  The nearest patrons were a silver-haired older couple at a table across the room.

“Don’t worry,” the man said.  “This is the perfect place.  Anywhere is a good place to begin to learn obedience.”

Slowly, Roberta took his middle finger into her mouth.

* * *
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HOLLY WATCHED THE WOMAN sucking Master’s finger.

She was pretty, this woman Roberta.  Devastatingly so.  Of course, Holly had studied her before now.

She had long blonde hair that fell across her shoulders and down her back.  She had high cheekbones and an upturned nose, like a princess.  Her blue eyes, a slightly deeper shade than Holly’s own, were wide and innocent.  

Roberta’s skin was tanned, mostly from a salon, and she tended to wear dark lipstick, like today’s ruby red.  And her body?  She had a round, beautiful ass.  Big full breasts.  She had a lot of body to play with.  She had tried to hide this with the conservative suit she had worn today, but it did no good.

She was the perfect catch.

The sucking went on for a little while and Holly noticed Roberta’s face.  The blush that had begun there a moment ago was deepening, and now had moved down her neck.

Master began to push his finger deeper into her mouth now, in and out, rhythmically.  

Roberta let out a low moan.  

“She enjoys performing oral,” Master said.  

Holly nodded.  She felt the heat rising within herself.  “Yes, she does.  You might even say she has an oral fixation.”

“That’s good,” Master said.  “Very good.” 

To Roberta he said:  “Are you starting to get wet?”

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

Holly was getting wet, too.

Master smiled.  “This is where it gets interesting.”

“So Roberta,” Holly said.  “What I want you to do now is slide under the table.  Don’t worry about anyone looking.  There’s a long tablecloth.  No one will see you.  This man is going to take something out.  And when he does, I want you to put it in your mouth.  Just like you’re doing with that finger now.”  

Roberta licked the shaft of the
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