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OFFICE POLITICS

He lies bound before her, his smart mouth finally silenced. The improvised paddle is solid in her hand. Lust shivers through her.

Vera’s competing against the irritatingly attractive Mark for the same promotion. While his cocky comments often cross the line, she hides her dominant side and plays the corporate game.

When she wins and becomes his boss, Mark’s gibes only get worse. Vera snaps and reprimands him, to startling effect. He’s aroused. Suddenly, he’ll do anything she commands.

She’s longed to give him the punishment he so desperately deserves. But it’s even hotter than she ever imagined.


+++

“Hey, Vera. Think Jefferson’s getting close to a decision?”

Mark leaned a shoulder against the wall of her cubicle, one ankle crossed over the other, showing off another pair of his signature “power” socks. Today’s were a mind-bending orange she’d never expect such a macho guy to wear, but that was simply another facet of his boundless arrogance.

Unfortunately, as always, the arrogance worked for him, adding a layer of sexual magnetism to his already attractive looks. Tall and blond, he had the sun-tanned skin and build of a high-school quarterback who’d made sure to keep in shape as he entered his late twenties. And his suits were always perfectly tailored to show it all off.

Since they’d been competing for the same promotion for the past year, Vera’d made certain to up her wardrobe game too. It also allowed a little of her dominant side to peek through in a way that corporate America found acceptable. She regularly wore the black short-skirted business suits that were all the rage, finishing off the look with killer black heels and black hose.

She swung around in her chair, putting those legs on display now. Two could play the dominance game, and his gaze traced over them before he caught himself and jerked his eyes up to hers.

Gotcha, she thought.

“I don’t know, Mark. Why don’t you ask Mr. Jefferson?” She smiled sweetly and kept her tone neutral. As much as it went against her nature to be meek, she hid it at work, letting him always think he got one over on her. You never knew who might be listening, and she refused to let him goad her into saying something untoward.

But frustration welled inside of her. It had been a good three weeks since the two of them had finished their second round of interviews. There had been a couple of people from outside the company who’d been shortlisted for the Sales VP position as well, but the rumor mill said it was down to Vera or Mark.

If only their boss would make a decision already!

Mark huffed and offered her his most charming smile, which was pretty damn charming.

She hated the flutter it caused in her stomach. What was it about him that always got her going?

“Well, don’t worry,” he said. “When I’m the boss, I’ll take it easy on you.”

Vera imagined him on his knees, his smart mouth put to better use licking her instead. It was a fantasy she went to every time he got on her nerves, which had been happening a great deal over the past few weeks.

Showing nothing of her inner thoughts, she gave him a thin-lipped smile, “Good to know. Now, I have to get back to work.” She waved at her computer screen.

“Sure. Sure. I’ll let you get to it.” Yet he lingered a few seconds, his eyes flickering over her legs again, sending a shiver of awareness through her.

+++

As the afternoon sales meeting broke up, Vera scribbled a final few notes in her day planner.

“I can’t believe you still use one of those old things,” Mark said. He waggled his smartphone in front of her. “Get with the program, Vera. I’ll teach you some new apps if you need help.”

She looked up to find the conference room mostly empty, but Mr. Jefferson stood right outside the open door.

Mark’s eyes darted toward their boss, checking to see if his ploy had garnered the desired attention. The older man was indeed watching their little drama.

She imagined a completely different scenario: a bare-assed Mark strapped face down across the conference table as she whipped him into submission while the rest of the office watched.

With that pretty picture in mind, Vera let a little of her inner steeliness show. She pushed to her feet and said, “No need, Mark. I’m up on all the latest apps. I guess you missed the recent study that proved writing things down by hand is better for long-term memory retention. I can send you the link.”

As she sauntered past a sour-looking Mark, her heels made a confident rhythm against the office’s wood floor. She gave Mr. Jefferson a pleasant smile and nod even as she did a victory dance inside.

+++

The next morning, Vera’s computer bonged loudly to announce an urgent email: she had a meeting with Mr. Jefferson in ten minutes.

Her heart skipped. This was it. She knew it.

Her boss was going to announce the promotion.

She hurried to the bathroom to freshen up and took care to smooth her hair and reapply her lipstick. She wanted to look her very best no matter what the outcome.

Taking one last moment to pull her suit jacket perfectly straight, she looked at her reflection and thought: No matter what happens, always remember you are one bad bitch.

Shoulders back, she strode down the hallway, eagerness adding a spring to her step.

Jefferson’s executive assistant Tim waved her immediately inside. “He’s expecting you.”

“Ah, Ms. Saunders, as punctual as ever.” Mr. Jefferson stood from behind his antique cherry-wood desk with a wide smile that flashed bright in his dark-brown face. Gray frosted his dark hair, adding to the air of authority he wore as easily as he did his thousand-dollar suits. He walked over to the less formal sitting area in front of the office’s wide windows. “Please join me.”

She took a seat in one of the comfortable chairs, but found it impossible to relax. The short skirt might provide a power play against someone like Mark, but when it came to her boss, she needed to be careful. He was a straight shooter who never flirted or did anything untoward. So she kept her knees pressed carefully together in a show of being demure.

Fortunately, he didn’t keep her waiting long.

“I wanted to let you know first.” Mr. Jefferson’s brown eyes were warm with approval. “I would like to offer you the position as VP of Sales starting Monday.”

Yes! Delight bubbled through her chest. All of her hard work and careful reining in of her more dominant personality traits had worked.

“That’s wonderful news, sir.” She grinned.

He picked up a folder from a side table and held it out to her. “I had HR go ahead and any put together the offer, including salary and benefits.”

She flipped through the pages. The benefits were the company’s standard, but the salary was larger than she’d expected, and the year-end bonus structure promised to push it even higher.

He continued on in his deep voice, “I know you might want to think about it, but I’d like your answer by the end of the week.”

Letting a touch of her decisive, dominant side out, Vera met his gaze with a direct one of her own. “No need, Mr. Jefferson. I’m your new VP of Sales.”

“Excellent!” He stood and held out his hand. “You certainly know how to close a deal.”

After they’d finalized the details, he asked her to remain quiet until he announced the promotion officially at their afternoon meeting.

She therefore kept her expression carefully neutral as she left his office.

Mark sat in the waiting area. He took one look at her unsmiling face and smirked. “Better luck next time, Vera.”

She almost gave the game away by smirking. If he was so sure he’d gotten the promotion, he’d only set himself up for a bigger letdown in the moments to come.

Vera pictured him on his knees, his smart mouth filled with her puss instead of his cocky words.

He’d find out soon enough she’d already won.

+++

The afternoon meeting ended with a Mr. Jefferson saying, “There’s one final item I’d like to announce that didn’t make it onto the meeting’s agenda.” He flung a hand out toward Vera and said, “Starting Monday, Ms. Saunders is our new Vice President of Sales.”

The room broke out in applause, and everyone stood. Her former colleagues, soon to be her subordinates, swarmed around her offering their congratulations.

Yet Mark held back, standing on the edge of the crowd, his arms crossed over his chest so tightly his dark-blue suit jacket looked ready to pop at the shoulder seams.

Only once everyone else had left the conference room did he say a tight, “Congratulations,” without offering the normal handshake that should have gone with it. Then he spun about on his heel to march away, his bright-red power socks flashing like little pieces of anger made manifest.

She grinned.

+++

By Monday morning, Mark had regained a hefty dose of his usual cockiness. While the rest of her team banded together to get her moved into her new office in only a half hour, he noticeably held back, only making two slow trips carrying the lightest of boxes.

Still it was done.

Vera closed the door and stood in her first office, easily four times as large as her cubicle. Even though the company’s office space was modern and plain, this part of the remodeled older building had gorgeous wooden floors and decorative molding on the walls. It also contained multiple windows that let in lots of natural light, a large desk, and even an area where she could set a couple of chairs to make more informal seating like Mr. Jefferson had done.

She flung her arms out and strutted back and forth, filling the space with her presence and the commanding clack of her heels. This was more like it!

+++

As the week progressed, Mark’s reluctance to help grew into a series of snide comments, always said just a little too softly for her to fully catch. The other employees mostly ignored him at first. But by Thursday, it had become clear Mark was going to continue to be a problem unless she did something about it.

Late Friday afternoon, everyone in the cubicle farm gathered their things, getting ready to head out for the evening.

Vera left her office to have one last word with her team. “Great work this week, everyone. Enjoy your weekend because I’m going to expect you to hit even higher numbers come Monday.”

Most of the team chuckled as they filed past, but as soon as her back was turned a loud whisper cut through the air. “Just what we need. A rah-rah cheerleader.” Mark snickered, clearly amused by his own comment.

Vera came to a dead stop and spun sharply around. If he’d said it only to her it would be one thing, but the rest of the sales division were shooting each other knowing glances. That was the last straw.

“Mark, I need to see you in my office. Now.”

“Sure, boss.” He put the faintest touch of derision on the word. Not enough to call him on, but enough to be heard.

Once inside, she shut the door. Everyone should have left for the day, but she wanted to play it safe. If she called him on his shit in front of everyone, it might make him act out even worse in the future.

Instead of returning to behind her desk, Vera waved Mark into one of chairs in the small sitting area she’d set up. The she maneuvered her chair until she sat directly across from him.

When she crossed her legs, he mimicked the motion and sat staring at her. Today’s power socks were turquoise, and he hitched up his pant legs to show them off, as if daring her to comment. He wore a smug grin, but his jaw muscle bunched and released.

After stretched moments, Vera broke the silence. “I think you know why I called you in here.”

“Nope. I’m just a peon. As the big boss, you know everything, so why don’t you tell me?”

She pointed. “That is exactly why we’re here now. Ever since Jefferson announced my promotion you’ve been peppering your speech with a litany of passive-aggressive comments. It’s destabilizing our team’s camaraderie and interfering with productivity. I want it to stop. Now.”

“And if I don’t?” His eyes narrowed, and his mouth twisted into a mocking grin. “What are you going to do? Spank me?”

Vera sucked in a breath. She could stop the conversation here, report him to HR, and let them handle it. But how would it look if she already needed help managing her staff in the first week?

And the image he’d painted across her mind had her intrigued: Mark leaning over her desk, his bared ass turning red as she punished him. Vera’d hidden the dominating side of herself when at work, but she’d also been so focused on the job and winning the promotion she hadn’t made any time for extracurricular play lately.

She was so very, very horny.

She squirmed a little in her chair as the fantasy sent lust pulsing through her. God, how she’d love to get a little something back from him after putting up with so much of his shit for the past year.

He uncrossed and recrossed his legs, tugging down the fabric of his trousers.

But not quickly enough. The well-tailored cut was tight enough to clearly outline a noticeable bulge.

He was hard, really hard.

Something within her snapped. The full frustration of suppressing her real self for so long rose to the surface. Vera leaned forward and made her voice cold and biting. “What did you say to me?”

His eyes widened, and he swallowed.

“Speak!” she snapped.

His faced turned red. “I, uh… said… you could spank me?” The man who was never anything but cocky had become downright flustered.

She loved it.

“Is that a request?”

“Yes.” He blushed even darker, the highlights in his blond hair seeming even lighter in contrast.

Her heart thudded strongly in her chest as a wave of clarity washed over her. Vera knew exactly what to do. It was risky and stupid and forbidden and a million other things that all had to do with practicality and her career.

She ignored all of it.

Vera snapped her fingers and pointed to the floor. “Get down on all fours and crawl over to the desk.”

He almost fell out of his chair in his haste, and she had to suppress a laugh. Why had she never realized all of his bluster was a cover for what he really wanted? To be dominated.

Maybe a part of her had sensed it on some level. Why else would she have found such an irritating man so attractive?

She stood slowly, letting her body stretch even as anticipation built. It had been too, too long.

She strolled over to the desk, enjoying the confident and firm click of her heels on the wooden floor. When she came to a stop directly in front of Mark, she asked, “Are you ready to do everything I say?”

He grinned up at her, regaining some of his usual arrogance. Go figure. Leave it to him to be a pushy sub. “Yes, boss.” There was no derision in the word anymore.

“Remove my panty hose.”

His fingers snuck under the hem of her skirt, sliding up her thighs and sending shivers racing over her skin. He hooked his fingers in the waistband and dragged them slowly down her legs. When he got to her ankles, he paused and held still. She stepped out of the fine netting and back into her heels.

Mark’s breath came in fast pants, and he sat back on his heels, looking up at her and licking his lips. “Now what, boss?”

Vera frowned. “It’s high time for you do something constructive with that smart mouth.” She sat on the edge of her desk, spreading her legs. “Lick me.”

“Yes, boss!”

His hands reached for her skirt—

“Did I say you could touch me?”

He jerked his hands away as if he’d grazed an open flame. “No, boss.”

“Use your mouth and nothing but your mouth.”

Amusement flared through her as he tried to comply, gripping the hem of her skirt in his teeth in an attempt to drag it upward even though it was far too tight for that to work. Then her own impatience took over, and she slid her skirt up herself, letting the material bunch above the top of her thighs.

Even if she hadn’t had any partners recently, she still kept herself waxed smooth but for one narrow triangle over her mound shaped like an arrowhead pointed right to where she wanted him to go.

He leaned forward to blow a hot breath across her naked flesh, and his tongue flicked out to part her lips. Fire burned through her.

He lapped at her entrance, then speared his tongue inside. Her muscles clamped down on the delicious intrusion, wanting more. Then he pulled out and nuzzled his way upward to her clit. Delight shivered outward as he licked and sucked at the sensitive nub, setting it pulsing with need.

She watched greedily, the reality of him on his knees with his head buried between her thighs servicing her better than any of her fantasies. When he fluttered his tongue over her clit in a certain way, she moaned, a hot wave of tingling spiraling outward. “Yes, just like that.”

He licked again and again as the pleasure rose higher, the muscles of her stomach tightening in anticipation. Then he wrapped his lips around her sensitive nub and sucked, his teeth just grazing her, sending her up over the edge as pleasure filled her entire being.

+++

When she opened her eyes, Mark smirked up at her. “Did I do good, boss?”

Could the man never shut up? “I need to do something about that smart mouth.” She grabbed her hose and scrunched the panty part up into a ball. “Sit back on your heels and open wide.”

When he did, she shoved the wad of hose into his mouth, then wrapped the legs around his head and tied them tight.

One more thing would make the situation perfect. But with all her restraints at home, what to use…? Ah, yes! “Take off your socks.”

He hurried to comply, handing her the pieces of bright turquoise cloth.

She knotted the ends of them together. “Clasp your hands together in front of your face.” Once he was in position, she wrapped the socks around his wrists and tied them tight. He could cradle his hands against his chest or drop them down to his crotch, but neither position gave him much control over anything. “Power” socks indeed: her power.

She stepped back to admire the picture he made: his mouth and hands bound so prettily, his cock straining forward against the fabric of his trousers, bigger than ever. Yes, this would do quite nicely.

“Stand.”

He pushed up to his feet, a little awkward without the use of his hands. She unbuckled his belt and opened his trousers, careful not to touch him. He didn’t deserve it yet. The dark slacks dropped to pool around his ankles, leaving him in nothing but a thin pair of light-blue boxers, his erection tenting the front.

“Turn around and lean over with your forearms on the desk.”

Once he assumed the position, she pulled the underwear down, revealing his pale muscular ass. Anticipation filled her. It was going to turn so nice and red when she punished him.

Although she had an excellent riding crop at home, she kept no equipment at the office and would need to improvise. Vera picked up her day planner, zipped it closed, and ran her fingers over the smooth leather of its cover. It had a nice weight to it.

She gripped it with both hands on one of the short sides, leaving the bulk of the surface area free for maximum impact.

“You have been so very, very naughty.”

Thwack!

He jerked, moaning around the gag.

“You’ve spent the past month trying to make me look bad in front of Mr. Jefferson.”

Thwack! Now both cheeks were a nice pink.

“You’ve always underestimated me.”

Thwack!

“Now you’re trying to undermine me in front of my team. My team.”

Thwack!

“And I’m not going to put up with it anymore.”

She stopped talking then, focusing all of her attention on the spanking, her arms rising and falling in a hypnotic rhythm.

Mark’s ass turned bright red, and lust shot through her. She rubbed her thighs together, but the slight pressure on her clit only excited her more.

Then he leaned farther forward so he could rub his cock against the edge of her desk.

No, he didn’t get to come that easily. She halted her next swing. “Stop that! Hold your ass high!”

He jerked backward.

Thwack! Thwack!

He whined high in his throat, reaching the limit of what he could take.

She paused again, running her palm over the inflamed skin, feeling its heat. Someone wouldn’t be able to sit down comfortably for a few days. Vera grinned.

In fact…

“Turn around and sit on the desk.”

He quickly did so, but couldn’t hide his wince. Still, his cock waved big and proud, clearly having enjoyed his punishment.

Vera opened a desk drawer to dig in her purse, pulling out a condom. “Lie back.”

Mark’s eyes widened with eagerness, and he hurried to comply. His bound hands rested on his chest, pulling his elbows up and in. He’d have little control, just as she wanted.

She rolled the condom on with quick efficiency, not touching him anymore than she had to. He’d only deserve pleasure once he’d serviced her again.

Pulling her skirt up above her thighs, she climbed onto the desk and squatted over him, balancing on the balls of her feet. Before doing anything else, she pointed at his face. “You don’t get to come until I tell you it’s allowed.”

He nodded.

Grasping the base of his erection, she guided it to her entrance.

Then she slid down, letting her weight drop as his cock stretched her deliciously wide.

She paused at the bottom, enjoying the sensation of being filled. Then she braced her hands on his chest, bracketing his bound arms. She began to bounce, leaning forward to find the perfect angle. Yes, there! His head scraped across her g-spot with every stroke, sending jolts of pleasure through her.

He shifted his hips, trying to move as well, but it broke her rhythm.

“Hold still,” she snapped.

Mark froze below her, but his cock jerked inside her puss , her reprimand exciting him.

“You are such a bad, naughty boy,” she said and rode him faster.

He panted, his nostrils flaring.

Pleasure spilled outward at his response. He made such a good sub.

“I’ve imagined spanking you so many times when you ran that smart mouth.”

He made a gurgling sound deep in his throat, as if fighting off orgasm.

“But if you disappoint me now, I’ll never punish you again.”

He grimaced and strained to hold still.

Delight bubbled through her at his compliance, and she sped up again, slipping a hand down her front to stroke her greedy nub.

She bounced harder, ramming herself down on his cock, taking him deeper than ever. Pleasure built within her core in a hot tingle. Her fingers moved faster across her clit, and she pounded onto him, their bodies slapping together.

And she came, sensation radiating through her nerves in an electric tingle that made her spine arch as she threw back her head in a silent scream.

When she regained her senses, she sat on Mark, who was still hard inside her.

She met his desperate stare and said, “You can come.”

Vera held still, his cock buried within her. His hips snapped up, pushing him even deeper as he writhed below her. The tendons of his neck stood out in stark relief, and he gave a muffled scream.

+++

Vera slid off him and came to standing, smoothing her skirt back down into position.

Mark remained sprawled across the desk, perfectly still, though his eyes followed her every movement.

She pulled her blouse back on and buttoned it up, then stepped into her heels. Only once she’d fully dressed did she say, “You have my permission to move.”

He sat up.

She kept him sitting on the hard desk while she untied his hands, then she said, “You can removed the gag.”

He untied the hose, then slipped the damp mass from his mouth. She pointed to the wastebasket. The hose were a lost cause, but their sacrifice had been more than worth it.

She snapped her fingers and pointed at the floor, and he slipped quickly from the desk to kneel at her feet.

“Now, am I going to have any more trouble out of you?”

He hung his head. “No, boss.” Then he looked up at her, a hint of cocky mischief gleaming in his eye. “Though if slip up, you’d have to punish me again.”

Her lips twitched as she fought down a grin. A pushy sub indeed. “If you ever want this to happen again, it’ll be within the parameters I set.” She wagged a finger at him. “No more snide comments in front of the other employees. If you need to say something that’s going to get you in trouble, you bring it straight to me and no one but me.”

He nodded.

She made her voice steelier than ever. “You’re not allowed to give away any hints that we’re involved while we’re at work.”

“Of course.”

“Good. If you prove you can be a good naughty boy, I’ll consider bringing you home with me so we can play with better toys. Do you agree?”

“Yes.” He nodded eagerly. “You’re the boss.”

Vera waved him to standing and let herself smile as she ran a hand over his hot ass cheek. She gave it a little slap. “And don’t you ever forget it.”


OFFICE DOMME

Desire races through her as he squirms in discomfort. Her chastity command clearly chafes.

Ever since Vera showed Mark who’s boss, he’s much more respectful at work. Yet his smart mouth didn’t disappear overnight. Mark’s going to need extensive training if he’s going to be her sub, and Vera’s just the Domme to do it. A week-long chastity command is only the beginning.

He crawls on hands and knees before her. His every submission fills her with elicit pleasure.


+++

After only a week and a half in her new position, Vera finished off the afternoon meeting by presenting her team’s latest results, and Mr. Jefferson nodded happily. “Good, good. I’m glad to see you’re all settling in well with your new VP of Sales.”

She smiled at her boss, then let her eyes flick across the conference table to Mark. Handsome, and knowing it, he had the easy blond good looks of someone who’d always been popular. His tan face wore its typical cocky smile as he shot the cuffs on his perfectly tailored suit. He had an admirable athletic build and dressed to show it.

In truth, her new promotion hadn’t gone so well at first because Mark, her main competitor, had been something of a sore loser. But things had changed overnight when she’d put Mark in his place by giving him the punishment his bad behavior had so dearly deserved.

She let a tiny smirk curl the edges of her lips as she picked up her leather day planner and ran a hand across its smooth surface. She’d used it to spank his bare ass until it burned a bright red. The planner’s weight gave each hit a lovely, meaty thwack.

He’d almost been a model employee ever since.

As soon as Mr. Jefferson called an end to the meeting, most of her team headed out of the conference room. Vera lagged behind, finishing her notes for the meeting, then closing her planner and zipping its cover.

Mark’s eyes tracked her movements, latching onto the planner with a smirk. “You know, boss, I think I’m starting to see the benefit of one of those old-fashioned things.”

“Are you now?” She cocked an eyebrow, curious as to how deep of a hole he’d dig himself into with his smart mouth.

“Yeah. It seems a lot more durable than a phone.” His grin broadened as he waggled his high-tech device in the air. “Unlike this baby, I bet you could hit it against something and it’d come out fine.”

Oh, he wanted to play, did he?

Mr. Jefferson lingered by the door, where his assistant had met him for an update. So Vera held her tongue and kept her expression neutral. After a quick exchange, the other people finally left.

Vera stood and closed the door. She turned slowly, catching the way Mark admired her legs in their signature black hose and heels, the long length of them displayed by her short black skirt.

“You drew attention to this.” She held the planner up.

Mark remained seated, his eyes latched onto the day planner, watching its every move avidly. “Yes, boss.”

“Come here,” she snapped.

Her change in tone had him jumping up to trot around the table.

“You want to play it like this? You want to push me while we’re at work?” Vera scowled, pretending to be upset. She actually doubted anyone else had noted their conversation as anything out of the ordinary. After all, he’d tossed snide comments at her for years in a constant attempt at one-upmanship.

“I’m sorry, boss.” He smirked. “I guess you’ll have to punish me.”

This would not do. He didn’t get to demand punishment, especially not after all the shit she’d put up with from him in the past. Her time and attention were a boon to be earned. Time for a lesson.

She grabbed him through his pants, and his erection swelled against her palm. “This cock is mine. Do you understand me? No other lovers. No masturbating. If you have a wet dream, it had better be about me and you’d. Better. Not. Come.” She pulsed her hand around him in time with each final word.

“Yes, boss.”

Vera gave one last squeeze, causing his hips to thrust forward. Randy thing. A little chastity play would do him good. She spun around and opened the door to stroll away, leaving him hard and wanting.

Her lips twitched.

Mark was about to learn that he needed to prove he could be a good little sub.

+++

The next morning, Vera called Mark into her office. Sunlight streamed through the large windows, reflecting off the white walls and making the wooden floors glow a warm brown.

He took a chair on the other side of her desk, the sun picking out highlights in his blond hair. He crossed his legs so his trousers rode up to show off today’s power socks: a bright, canary yellow. “Morning, boss.” He grinned.

“Do you have the Cunningham account figures?”

He nodded.

She had him recite strings of sales figures, yet she let her fingers trail across the desktop. They lingered over the spot where he’d rested his forearms while bent over for his spanking, then again right where she’d ridden him to orgasm.

Mark’s voice grew more and more strangled, and his face flushed.

He uncrossed and re-crossed his legs, his tailored slacks outlining a noticeable bulge in the bright morning light.

Vera pretended not to see and waved him away when he finished with the sales numbers, ignoring the hungry glance he threw over his shoulder as he edged out the door.

Yet delight filled her.

+++

On Wednesday morning, she walked in to find him alone in the break room, his back turned as he waited for the coffee maker to finish.

The splats and sputters of hot water drowned out other sounds, and she took advantage to step close and murmur, “That cock’s all mine, yes?”

His head whipped around, his handsome face eager as his body leaned toward her as if pulled by invisible strings. “Yes, boss, only yours. I promise.”

“You’d better keep it that way.” She put an extra snap into her voice and spun about to saunter away, calling over her shoulder in a more normal tone that would carry to anyone listening. “Could you be a dear and bring me a coffee when it’s ready, Mark?”

“Yes, boss!”

She grinned.

+++

It started a small daily routine that reinforced his submission. As VP of Sales she now had a personal assistant, but it was Mark who brought her coffee.

When he entered her office on Thursday morning, he wore a knowing smirk. So he thought a little coffee would be enough to please her?

That would not do.

Vera waited for him to set the cup on her desk. Then she took a sip and immediately spat it back into the cup. “Unacceptable. Dispose of this and make me a new one.”

There was nothing actually wrong with the way he’d fixed it, but he needed to learn that he had to constantly earn her dominance instead of taking it for granted.

When he snatched the cup up and turned to go, she bit out, “Stop. I told you to dispose of it not waste it.”

His face scrunched with confusion.

“Drink it.”

He hesitated, his mouth opening as if to protest what she’d done to it. Her eyes narrowed. This was unacceptable. He should beg to drink her spit.

Then he tipped the mug to his mouth, taking deep gulps even though the coffee was hot. Mark finished it off, offering no complaint, and looked to her for approval.

She nodded permission for him to leave to fetch another cup.

When he returned, she pointed to the floor beside her desk and said, “Come here.”

After a quick glance at her door to make sure no one was near, she stroked her hand down the front of his fine wool trousers. “Good boy.” He smirked down at her and his cock twitched.

She waved him away. He hadn’t fully learned his lesson yet.

+++

Eight hours later when everyone packed up to head home for the night, Vera walked out to the cubicle farm. “Mark, Patel International’s CEO is currently in Japan, so they’ve scheduled our conference call for a half hour from now. I need you to gather everything you’ve been working on for them and meet me in my office.”

“Yes, boss!” He took off his suit jacket and slung it over the back of his chair as everyone else filed past. Then he got to work gathering and printing documents.

Vera returned to her office and opened all the pertinent spreadsheets, arranging them on her large computer monitor so she could find anything she needed with ease.

Mark knocked and entered, closing the door behind him. He carried a packet of papers, but held it loosely by his side, as if doubting their importance.

“Place them on the desk.”

Mark stood watching as she rifled through the documents, pulling out one or two items that gave her more specific information than she had. The phone rang, and she punched the speaker button. “Mr. Patel, I hope you’re enjoying your visit to Kyoto. I hear its gardens are spectacular this time of year.”

Mark frowned, and amusement filled her. He’d clearly thought the conference call was a ruse, expecting another punishment.

She continued talking to Mr. Patel, but gestured for Mark to come around the desk. She pointed to the floor. As he sank to his knees, she toed off her heels and rested one of her feet on his thigh. He took the hint and picked it up, his thumbs digging into the sole.

Vera bit her lip to keep from moaning. She loved the feeling of power her heels gave her and the wonderful things they did for her calves, but her feet took the brunt of her sartorial choice.

She left him there, massaging her feet for the entire call.

When she finally hung up, she pressed her free foot against his chest and pushed him backward onto his ass. He sprawled on the floor, his cock a hard ridge pressed to the front of his slacks.

The temptation welled to have him service her again, to bury that smart mouth in her puss and ride his face to her own completion only to leave him wanting.

But it might undercut his training to allow him too many liberties too quickly. Soon, she promised herself. Soon.

“You don’t have permission to touch me any more this evening,” she said with a dismissive flick of her hand. “You may go.”

His eyes tracked up her legs, hot with lust, and he opened his mouth in protest. Then he caught sight of her cool expression, and his mouth snapped shut. It seemed someone might finally be learning to reign in his smart mouth. Mark scrambled to his feet, mumbling a quiet, “Yes, boss,” as he headed for her door.

He was almost ready.

+++

By the time Friday rolled around, Mark vibrated with suppressed sexual energy every time Vera got near him. When her fingers grazed his as he handed her a morning coffee, he thrummed like a struck tuning fork.

For lunch, she bought pizza for her team, and they converged on the conference room. Adopting a “cool boss” vibe, Vera perched on the edge of the table, letting her legs stretch long before her, bare but for the thin layer of black hose.

She rolled her piece of pizza so the end formed a tube and took her time eating.

Mark sat nearby. Whenever everyone else in the room had their attention focused elsewhere, his eyes would ping pong back and forth from her legs to her mouth as if unable to decide which held more interest.

Vera ignored him, paying attention to more junior members of the team, asking them for details on some of their more recent sales calls.

By the time lunch was over, a fine sheen a perspiration coated Mark’s face, and he kept his chair tucked far under the table to hide his lap.

Once the others had made their way back toward the cubicle farm, Vera slid from the table’s top and dusted off her hands. She looked over her shoulder at him. “Are you coming, Mark?”

“Not yet, boss,” he said, his voice a little husky. “I’m going to have another piece of pizza.” He picked up a slice and took a hesitant bite, clearly full yet trying to hide it.

She suppressed a laugh, but delight filled her all the way back to her office. How long would it take for his erection to go down? she wondered.

Then in the afternoon meeting, she passed a packet of papers to Mr. Jefferson by leaning across Mark close enough for them to feel each other’s body heat, but without touching. She smelled his cologne, which meant he’d get a good whiff of her perfume.

His knuckles whitened as he clutched at the arms of his chair.

His obvious reaction shot desire hot through her belly. All of this abstinence had begun to have a cumulative effect on her as well, and she itched to spank that muscular bottom, turning the pale skin a fiery red.

Vera recrossed her legs, squeezing her thighs together and adding to the tingle of her clit. Then she forced her attention back to the meeting.

+++

In a repeat of the evening before, Vera waited for everyone to get ready to leave, then walked out to the cubicle farm to say goodbye to her team. “Good work again this week, everyone. As usual, have fun this weekend so your batteries are fully charged for Monday!”

Most people moved quickly for the main office door. Yet a drop-shouldered Mark plodded along, his feet dragging so that his electric blue power socks barely showed.

She let him almost reach it before saying, “Oh, Mark. I almost forgot. We have a follow up call with Mr. Patel. It shouldn’t take long.”

He turned, uncertainty clouding his handsome features. “Do you require any new files, boss?”

“No, the ones we used last night are adequate.”

She strode back into her office, her heels making sharp clicks on the wooden floor. When he followed her in, she said, “Close the door.”

He stood, uncertainty painting his face. Perfect.

She snapped her fingers and pointed to the floor. “Get on your knees.” If he were going to be her sub, she needed to create a few rituals for them, to get both of them into domination headspace. Having him crawl was an easy start.

He dropped to all fours, a relieved grin stretching his cheeks.

“There’s a gym bag in the closet. Fetch it and bring it to me.” After she’d punished him a week ago, Vera’d packed some special supplies. They looked innocuous and everyday, but they had some interesting alternative uses.

Mark crawled quickly across the hard surface, then back to her on three limbs while the fourth awkwardly carried the black bag. “What do you want me to do next, boss?” He looked up at her with his most winning grin, the look edging toward cockiness.

This would not do.

“You look ridiculous,” she snapped. “Go back and carry it in your mouth this time.”

That would shut that smart mouth and give him a needed dose of humility. It seemed that the prospect of finally being punished had brought some of his bad habits back to the fore.

The smirk fell from his face, and he turned to crawl quickly away from her, his power socks flashing bright blue where his trouser legs rode up. His ass looked round and inviting, its firm muscles pushing against the fine wool fabric. Her hand itched to reach out and slap.

Once at the closet, he hooked the handle of the bag in his teeth and made his way back to her, his neck straining to hold the weight, making the tendons stand out in long lines. A weaker man wouldn’t have been able to do it, but his athletic build served him, and therefore her, well.

When he reached her, he waited, the bag held high instead of dropped to the ground without permission. Maybe he was teachable after all.

She let him sweat for a few more seconds, then said. “You may set it down.”

He lowered his head carefully, depositing it on the floor. His spit gleamed on the vinyl-covered handle, and his lips were red and swollen, stirring heat in her core.

“Open it and lay everything out across my desk in an orderly fashion.” Vera sat down in her executive chair, tipping it back and stretching her legs out in front of her. Her skirt rode up, and he shot her several furtive looks as his hands dug into the bag.

Then his brow scrunched in puzzlement as he pulled out one item after the other: a back scratcher, Velcro packing ties, a tube of plastic wrap, and the ankle cuffs used for various machines at the gym, each jingling with D-rings. He’d clearly expected something more obvious, such as whips and flails and the like.

Amusement filled her, his confusion confirming what she’d thought: Mark didn’t have much, if any, experience. All these items were used because they looked innocuous. Only those in the know would realize they could serve other purposes. Even with the risks she took playing with Mark, she wasn’t stupid enough to bring any of her real domination equipment to work.

He placed the items on her desktop, then rearranged them a few times, clearly unable to see how they related to one another. She let him fiddle and fret for extended moments, then snapped, “Enough.”

Mark sat back on his heels.

“Take off your clothes.”

He went to stand, and she said, “Stay on your knees.”

“Yes, boss.” His grin was back as he stripped his tie from his dress-shirt collar.

She let him proceed. He’d learn his lesson soon enough.

His fingers flew down the buttons of his shirt, and the fabric fell open to expose his well-muscled chest and the tented front of his trousers. He went down on all fours to toe his dress loafers off, then opened his belt, the movements slowing as he caught her eye, his lips curling in amusement.

Yes, he had a nice body, but he also knew it, the cocky ass. Vera kept her expression bored.

His slacks gaped open, and his erection sprang forward, the swollen head the angry purple of long-thwarted desire. It seemed someone had kept true to her chastity command. Good. Very good.

After a little more shuffling, he crouched at her feet, naked, his cock bobbing with excitement.

She reached out to trail her hand over the items on the desk. What to choose? The ankle/wrist cuffs worked best with something to anchor them to, which she didn’t have available. Decision made, she picked up the plastic wrap.

“Stand up.”

He leaped to his feet, his expression eager.

Taking her time, she stood slowly, then circled his body. When she faced him again, she said, “Have you done as I asked?” She flicked the head of his cock with her finger, and he gasped, his hips jerking forward.

“Yes, boss.” His voice sounded strangled, and he looked down and away.

Ah, ha! It seemed someone might not be telling the truth after all.

Vera stepped close and lifted his chin until he met her eyes. “Are you lying to me?”

“Yes, boss.” He licked his lips.

“Who touched your cock? Another person?”

Mark shook his head vehemently. “No, boss, I’d never disobey you like that.”

A bark of laughter escaped her. “Of course you would. You’re exactly the type of man who’s used to getting what he wants. But nothing happens in this office unless it’s what I want.” She spun on her heel and walked away, settling into her executive chair.

Then she snapped her fingers and pointed to the floor at her feet.

He dropped, crawling to her on all fours.

“You touched yourself?”

He nodded.

“When?”

“Last night. After touching you, I couldn’t help my—”

“Stop! I didn’t ask for excuses.” She stared at him, eyes narrowed. “My only concern now is whether you deserve to be punished. Why should I waste my time on someone who refuses to follow orders and then lies about it?”

“Please.” He bowed low, clutching at her feet, his bare butt high in the air. “I’ll do anything.”

Someone looked so pretty when he groveled, his fine ass ripe for the spanking.

Decision made, she stood. “My panties. Take them off.”

He beamed up at her, his hands rising to hang in the air, waiting for permission.

“Good boy. You may use your hands.”

His fingers were hot and eager as they snuck under her skirt. His eyes widened as they brushed bare skin along the tops of her thighs, and his cock jerked, a pearl of precum forming on the tip. Vera smirked. So the man liked stockings?

He traced the line of her garters up to her waist and hooked the waistband of her underwear. They slid down easily, the satin smooth and silky on her skin. When the bright red fabric emerged into view, Mark’s breath hitched.

Little did the man know, but Vera had a range of lingerie a lot more exciting than anything she’d worn the last time they’d played. Though the panty hose had come in handy in gagging that smart mouth. Speaking of which…

“You need to prove to me that you can do more with that mouth than lie.”

“Yes, boss.” His lips whispered up her thigh, but that wasn’t what she wanted. Vera buried a hand in his hair and pulled him to her center, mashing her puss into his mouth. He opened wide, licking and sucking at her readily.

She held him there, making him eat her out as pleasure washed over her. His tongue fluttered over her clit, sending electricity shooting through her.

“Yesss. Exactly like that.”

He looked up at her, watching her face as his mouth continued to devour her in great gulps. Wet smacking noises filled the room, and her desire coiled tighter, burning in her belly.

“More!” She gripped his hair, pulling at it. “More!”

He opened his mouth wide over her and sucked, drawing extra blood to her clit and sending her up and over. Pleasure, hot and bright, lashed her nerves, and her entire body clenched tight, then released as she kept herself from screaming.

Her hand still buried in his hair, she held him to her, and his continued licks kept her body thrumming. As soon as it got to be too much, she shoved him away.

He sat back on his heels, his cock bobbing. “Did I do good, boss?”

“You lied to me.” She narrowed her eyes. “But it’s a start.”

She smoothed her skirt back down and said, “Now bring me the plastic wrap.”

He crawled to the desk and picked the tube up with his mouth to bring it to her. Yes, he was proving to be deliciously trainable.

“Stand.”

Mark got to his feet, and she took the tube from him. She pulled out the end of the wrap and started high on his chest. Circling him, she wound the clear plastic around his torso, locking his arms to his sides. She continued on, going lower each time until she’d confined him from shoulders to knees, leaving only one gap in the back to make it easier to bare his ass. When she tore off the end of the wrap with a ripping noise, he shifted uneasily. Then his eyes widened as he realized how little he could move.

Vera turned to put the tube on the desk, allowing her lips to quirk since he couldn’t see. When she spun back, her face was deadpan. “Now what should I do with you?”

He opened his mouth, but when she cocked an eyebrow, he snapped it shut. Good. Trainable indeed.

“Stay there.” She stalked off, knowing he couldn’t go far even if he wanted to. She grabbed a cup in the break room and filled it with ice.

Once she’d returned to the office, she tore a hole in the top layer of plastic over one nipple and slipped in a cube. He gasped. She repeated it for the other nipple. “Bad boys who lie have extra lessons to learn.”

Next, she ripped away at the covering over his cock, careful not to touch it. He hadn’t earned it yet. It sprang free, erect and interested.

Walking behind him, she peeled the plastic apart to expose his buttocks, firm and round and far too pale for her liking. It’s time to put a little color in them, she thought.

Vera snatched up the bamboo-wood back scratcher and took a couple of practice swings. It had been a while since she’d used it, but it sang through the air with a lovely whoosh that spoke of speed and power.

Her arm darted forward, aiming across the plumpest part of his flesh.

Smack!

His entire body jerked.

“You will never lie to me again!”

Smack! Smack! Smack!

Mark fought to hold still, standing as he was without support and unable to move his legs to steady himself.

When he took a little sliding step, she stopped. “Did I say you could move?”

He shook his head. “No, boss.”

She grabbed a cube of ice and walked around him. With deft hands, she slid it into the plastic in front of his balls.

He sucked in a breath and shifted his weight, his body instinctively trying to get away from the cold. But there was no where to go, and she hefted the back scratcher high and lifted an eyebrow.

Mark stilled.

With a nod, she returned to his back. The bamboo of the back scratcher was surprisingly sturdy, and it hit with a lovely force that held just the right amount of springiness.

Thwack! “Repeat my commands.”

“No one else can touch my cock.”

Thwack!

“I can’t touch my cock.”

Thwack!

“I’m not allowed to come.”

Smack! Smack! Smack! Her arm rose and fell in a wonderful rhythm timed to match his harsh breaths. The sound of the hits was so very, very lovely, spiking lust in her core. Stripes marked his ass in slashes of lovely red.

By the time the color turned solid, his entire body shivered with each hit and his breathing had gone ragged. He was nearing the end of what he could take.

Thwack!

His body bowed forward, and he let out a muffled scream.

It was enough. Anything more would damage his trust in her control.

After putting down the back scratcher, she grabbed a handful of ice and painted the cold cubes over his butt.

“Ah!” He jerked again.

“Quiet.” She dropped the half-melted cubes back in the cup and retuned to his front. “Now, what should I do with you?”

His cock jerked, the swollen purple head dewy with pre-cum.

She tugged up her skirt, letting him see the thigh-high stockings held up by black garters and her bare mound, waxed clean. “Is this what you want?”

His blue eyes darkened, the pupils blown wide, and he licked his lips. “Yes, boss.”

“Do you feel as if you deserve it after disobeying me?”

Mark winced, and his mouth opened and closed with nothing coming out.

She wanted to laugh at his utter confusion over which answer would get him what he desired. Digging through a desk drawer, she picked up a pair of scissors.

His eyes went especially wide when she crouched before him. But all she did was slice through a few layers of plastic wrap, freeing his legs while leaving his arms bound. All of the ice cubes had melted, leaving the plastic slick and wet.

Vera shoved him back into her executive chair, then dropped its arms to get them out of the way. Holding her skirt high, she straddled him.

When she rolled the condom over him, he groaned. She wrapped a thumb and finger just under his head and squeezed. “You don’t get to come until I give permission.”

“Yes, boss,” he said through gritted teeth, sweat beading on his forehead.

She held him to her entrance and sank down. Still wet from her earlier orgasm, he slid in easily, stretching her wide. Yes. It was good. Bracing her hand on his shoulders, she bounced, slamming down onto to him hard to drive his cock deep.

Mark groaned, the tendons of his neck standing out in stark lines.

Their bodies thumped together with meaty smacks, and sweat trickled salt into her mouth as she gasped for air. His musk, rich and male, filled her nose.

Pleasure roared through her as she used his cock, ramming herself onto it and taking exactly what she wanted. Fast and deep and oh so good.

Faster and faster she rode him, desire burning higher until fire exploded outward, filling her entire world with nothing but pure sensation. Her back bowed, her head tipped back in a silent scream.

+++

As soon as she came back to herself, she jumped off of him, smoothing her skirt down her thighs. Mark made a strangled noise deep in his throat, and his cock jumped as if searching for stimulation.

Vera considered leaving him like that. But part of the training process would be reinforcing that his pleasure came from her. “If you’d been good this week, you could have come inside me.” She picked up the scissors and cut the plastic wrapping his torso.

His arms fell free by his sides, his fingers curling.

Vera met his eyes. “Touch yourself. Make yourself come for me.”

He slipped off the condom and wrapped a hand around his cock. Mark moaned, and his hips jerked as he moved quickly, matching the pace she’d set when she rode him. His eyes were hot as he watched her watching him, and with three sharp tugs, his back arched up off the chair, streams of cum shooting into the air as he gasped.

Vera picked up her panties and stuffed them into her purse. “Clean this place up.” She strode for the door, where she stopped and turned. Since he’d failed his first, he needed another lesson in chastity. “And you’d better not touch yourself this weekend. Do I make myself clear?”

He said two wonderfully beautiful words, sending a zing of pleasure through her.

“Yes, boss.”


OFFICE SISSY

His face flushes red with humiliation as he shows off the lacy panties he wears. Lust spikes hot in her.

Mark failed his first round of chastity training. So Vera adds a new layer of dominance to her latest chastity command. Forced feminization. His submission at donning hot-pink panties fills her with delight, but is only the first step.

She thought she knew how erotic it would be to force him into a full set of lingerie and heels. She had no idea.


+++

When Vera entered her office on Monday morning, she’d barely made it more than a few feet before Mark hurried in after her.

“Morning, boss. I have your coffee.”

Her heels tapped out a sharp rhythm as she finished crossing the wide wooden floor. When she reached her desk, he stopped close behind her. She arched an eyebrow.

His handsome tan face flushed, and he took a step back, the bright morning sunlight glittering over his blond hair and highlighting the color of his deep-blue suit. It hugged his athletic frame, showing off his long legs and wide shoulders. Damn, the man was too good looking by half.

And he knew it. As her eyes flicked over him, he regained his cocky grin and held the coffee mug out to her. “Just like you like it, boss.” Steam rose from the cup, filling the air with the rich earthy scent.

She took a sip, letting the strong, bitter taste roll over her tongue. It was indeed exactly as she liked it.

His eager eyes searched her face, and she kept her expression carefully controlled. Mark was too new in his training to be given praise, not that such tended to be her style anyway. She didn’t want to undercut the progress they’d made.

Vera waved him away, not missing the disappointed look he shot her.

He made it almost to the door, his power-socks of the day flashing a searing hot pink in the sunshine. It gave her a fabulous idea.

Before he exited, she said, “Mark.”

He stopped and turned. “Yes, boss.”

“That last item we discussed on Friday…” She let her eyes flick obviously to his groin. “… how is it going?”

A bulge formed. “Exactly as you asked,” he said, his voice sounding a little strangled as he pulled his suit jacket closed to side his erection.

“Good.” She held out her hand. “Give me a credit card and all of your clothing sizes.”

“What?”

She raised an eyebrow and stretched her hand toward him.

He pulled out his wallet as he crossed the room, opening it reluctantly. The rectangular piece of plastic he placed on her palm was still warm from his body heat. Vera hid a smirk. It seemed someone didn’t like being financially dominated. Good. It would dig another hole in that cockiness of his.

She picked up her leather day planner and opened it to an empty page for taking notes. Handing it to him, she said, “Include your shoe size.”

Mark licked his lips as he pulled the pen from its holder and started to write.

Delight filled Vera as she thought of all the pretty, pretty things she’d make him wear. Her idea would add a delicious new element to her chastity command.

+++

When she had her office to herself, Vera pulled out her phone and got to work. She already knew of a couple of websites that specialized in feminine clothing made to fit men. One of them offered a same-day delivery service for an additional fee. Perfect.

She scrolled through page after page of options searching for the perfect items, laughing each time she added something to the shopping cart.

The total climbed to a few hundred dollars by the time she finished, and she typed in Mark’s credit card information gleefully. He’d been a complete asshole to her for years. Two short weeks of domination didn’t begin to make up for all the grief he’d given her.

It was a subdued Mark who entered her office an hour later with a second cup of coffee. He placed it on her desk and stood waiting.

She let him stew for a bit then said, “Yes?”

“I, uh…” He fidgeted, his eyes flicking over to where his credit card lay on the corner of her desk. “Are you through with my card?”

So someone had been watching his account online, tracking what she was doing. She suppressed a grin.

Vera picked up the card and held it out. When he grabbed the opposite corner of the small piece of plastic, she kept hold. He met her eyes. “I’m through for now,” she said and let go.

He backed away, nodding.

Vera hummed as she went back to work. The delivery would arrive at her apartment this evening. Tomorrow, she’d be able to put her plan in motion.

She couldn’t wait.

+++

Vera strode into the company office the next morning with a little extra spring in her step. She passed the cubicle farm, offering her team a jaunty good morning. When she spotted Mark, she didn’t try to hide her grin. After all, her fellow employees were used to seeing her smile. It was part of the normal façade she wore to hide her dominance.

Mark’s answering smile started out cocky then wavered a little. She suppressed a snort of laughter. Smart boy.

“Mark, we need to do a follow up on the Patel project. Please come to my office in ten minutes.”

He nodded, and she swept past, anticipation sizzling through her. This was going to be good.

When he entered at the appropriate time, a cup of coffee in one hand and a file folder in the other, he’d his typical confidence.

“Shut the door,” she said.

His too-handsome face broke into a smirk that lasted the entire way across the office. When he sat the coffee down in front of her, she pointed to the floor beside her chair and snapped, “Over here.”

He set down the folder and dropped to his knees, his light-gray suit jacket straining across his shoulders as he crawled to her. Good. It seemed at least part of her training had begun to sink in.

He waited in place, an expectant look on his face. She relished the disappointment he’d soon feel. He shouldn’t expect anything from her. Her punishments and attention were a boon to be earned.

“Take off your trousers and underwear.”

His movements were quick, his fingers popping open the clasp on his dress pants in haste. He toed off his shoes and shimmied out of his trousers far more gracefully than before. It seemed someone might have been practicing how to do so while on his knees. Excellent.

Once his boxers were off, he crouched before her, his cock erect and straining forward. He’d probably obeyed her chastity command for the weekend, but lasting for only a couple of days meant little. He needed to learn to go for as long as she wanted.

She stood, rolling her chair back and out of the way. Reaching under her signature black skirt, she eased a pair of panties down her thighs, letting them drop to her ankles in a bright splash of color. She sat.

“You may remove the underwear.” His fingers reached forward, and she snapped, “With your teeth.”

Mark snatched his hands back and went to all fours, bowing close to the ground so his ass raised high in the air. His skin was hot where it brushed hers through her black hose. Once he had hold of the fabric, she lifted her feet and allowed him to slide it free.

He sat back on his hunches, the hot-pink scrap of lace dangling from his mouth. She wanted to take a picture but didn’t. The wooden floor and filigreed walls of her office were distinct. If the photo ever got out, and in this digital day and age such things always happened, she didn’t want any proof of work-place indiscretions to come back to haunt her.

“Stand.”

He climbed to his feet, the firm muscles of his thighs flexing.

“Put on the underwear.”

He pulled them from his mouth, then frowned down at her. “What?”

She slapped a palm to the desk. “Did I give you permission to speak?”

Mark shook his head.

“You should feel grateful to touch something I wore.” She’d worn the underwear for exactly this purpose. “Now put it on or don’t.” She caught his eye and hardened her tone. “But know this: if you chose not to, it means we’ll never play again.”

His hand crushed the underwear as it fisted closed, and a muscle jumped in his jaw.

Glee filled her. Mark was such a “man’s-man” she’d known this would shake him. His brightly colored power socks were a sham, a pretend way to say he was too masculine to care what colors he wore. This would truly threaten that masculinity.

A series of expressions flickered over his face as he waged an internal battle. After long moments, he gave a sharp nod and bent over. He shook out the scrap of lace, sliding first one foot then the next into the waiting holes. As he stood, his hands slid the material up his long legs, Vera enjoying the view.

Finally he pulled them the rest of the way on. The lace, made of a stretchy material with a lot of give, clung to him, clearly showing the bulge of his erection. It was even better than she’d expected. He was flushed with embarrassment, his expression sheepish as his shoulders hunched inwards. Delight flared through her.

“Turn for me.”

He spun around, and his ass looked glorious. The hot-pink lace clung to him, outlining the fine firm muscles. Her hand itched with the desire to smack, but he hadn’t earned a punishment yet.

“You may put your trousers on,” she said.

Mark dressed, then reached over to pick his boxers up off the floor.

Vera pointed to the closet. “Put those in my gym bag. You won’t be needing them.”

When he took a step forward, she snapped, “On your knees.” They were still in domination space. He needed to respect that.

Remembering his place, he transferred the boxers to his mouth, crawled to the closet to put away the underwear, then crawled back.

She left him crouched on all fours while she answered an email. Then she flicked her fingers toward the door without looking at him. “You may go.”

It was a quiet, cowed man who left her office.

Just as she wanted him.

+++

Mr. Jefferson ended the afternoon meeting with an announcement. “I’m happy to report that we’ve recently acquired a new client, Fulstrum Inc.” His brown face beamed as he glanced around the conference table. He nodded to his assistant, and a new graphic appeared on the large wall screen. The colors were muted, the font outdated.

He continued by saying, “They want us to do a complete rebranding that will make them more competitive in today’s market. Any ideas for where we start?”

No one said anything, so he turned to Vera. “What does our new VP of Sales think?”

Graphics design wasn’t her purview, but she’d seen enough successful campaigns to have some ideas. “They need a logo redesign. The font should change, and they could update it with more vibrant colors.” She looked across the table. “What do you think, Mark? Would a catchy color, like say, hot-pink, help as part of the rebrand?”

His cheeks flushed red and his mouth opened and closed a few times as he shifted uncomfortably in his chair.

Vera kept her expression neutral even as glee filled her. She had no intention of making anything of Fulstrum’s hot pink, but she certainly liked to watch Mark squirm as she reminded him of the women’s underwear he wore.

When he’d gathered himself enough to speak, he said, “I agree the colors need to be brightened. Perhaps a sunny yellow?”

Jefferson nodded. “I’ll put our graphics team on it right away.” He turned to Vera. “Ms. Saunders, I’d like your team to take a deep dive into Fulstrum’s sales records for the last few years. Analyze them for the markets in which we can make the quickest gains.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Good meeting, everyone.”

People made a dash for the door while Vera lingered, scribbling a final few notes in her day planner.

When she finally looked up, Mark hovered by the door, clearly wanting her attention.

Vera rose to her feet and zipped her day planner closed. Smacking it against the palm of her hand, she strode toward him. Once close, she whispered. “Remember, no touching my cock. And you’d better be wearing those underwear in the morning. No taking them off.”

“Yes, boss.”

She let an extra twitch sway her hips all the way to her office, his gaze burning hot on her back.

+++

When Mark delivered her coffee the next morning, Vera waved him closer to her desk. “Prove you’re wearing them,” she said.

When he shot a quizzical glance toward the open door, she mimicked pulling them up above the waistband of his suit trousers. The panties had a lot of stretch.

He did as she asked, even though he winced, the distension putting pressure on his balls. The flash of hot-pink lace was too distinctive to be faked. He’d followed instructions. Good.

Delving inside her purse, she palmed another pair, these the bright yellow of some of his favorite power socks. She shoved them into his pocket and said, “Go to the bathroom and change into these. I expect proof when you return with my second coffee.”

“Yes, boss.” Mark frowned, and his voice carried none of its normal hearty tone. He’d probably expected her to give his boxers back.

When he returned an hour later with her second coffee, he showed her he’d changed into the new pair of panties.

Vera raised an eyebrow. “What’s wrong? I thought you liked canary yellow? Didn’t you suggest it in yesterday’s meeting?”

“Yes, boss.”

Vera smirked as he left her office, his steps so slow his bright-green power socks barely showed. Once he’d disappeared from sight, she gave a quiet laugh. He’d learn not to break her chastity commands. She doubted he felt much like masturbating in the mood he was in.

And if he thought he’d be wearing anything but women’s underwear this week, he was in for a lot of disappointment.

+++

When she found him alone in the break room later that afternoon, Vera sidled up behind him and whispered, “Such a nice ass. I bet it looks so pretty in those panties.”

She leaned back against the counter and slowly peeled a banana. Letting her voice resume a normal volume, she said, “Yellow’s such an attractive color, don’t you think?” Wrapping her lips around the fruit, she held it in her mouth.

He shot her a wide-eyed glance, and his erection sprang to life. Grabbing a newspaper off a table, he hid his lower torso behind it as his eyes continued to track her every move.

She smiled, her lips pulling back so he could see her teeth sink into the soft flesh of the fruit. He swallowed audibly, his Adam’s apple bobbing.

As she walked by him headed for the door, she muttered, “Remember my command.”

“Yes, boss.”

A note of enthusiasm had reentered his voice.

+++

On Wednesday, Vera made him wear lime-green panties cut high on the sides. When they had a sales meeting that afternoon, she made sure every slide she presented used the exact same color as a background.

Mark squirmed delightfully each time she changed slides.

On Thursday, the lace-trimmed panties were the pale lavender of a blushing bride. And Mark did blush when she had him close her office door and strip off his trousers to show her exactly how they looked.

On Friday, Vera pulled out yet another pair in light-pink silk. They were decadently soft. She had him change into them right in her office. His erection strained against the filmy fabric. She grabbed his cock and squeezed until he gasped, his hips jerking forward. “Have you followed my command?” she said.

“Yes, boss.”

“No one’s touched this cock? Not even you?” Her eyes bored into his, but unlike last week, he met her gaze with frankness.

“No one, boss. I did exactly as you said.”

Vera believed him. She released him and said, “Turn around.”

He presented that fine ass. “You’re so pretty in pink.” She gave him a firm slap that made him gasp again. Vera pulled the panties down, enjoying the pink of his skin where she’d hit. She wanted to turn it hot red, but such games would have to wait. Sliding the panties back up, she said, “You can go.”

Mark shot her a disappointed look, but pulled on his trousers and complied.

He was ready. She could feel it. Vera squeezed her thighs together as a shiver of delight ran through her. This evening was going to be excellent.

+++

Vera waited until everyone was packing up for the day then went out to the cubicle farm as was becoming her habit on Friday evenings. “Thanks for doing such a great job this week. Have a lot of fun this weekend, everyone. We’re going to tackle the next few years of Fulstrum’s records starting Monday morning!”

Teasing groans rang out. Fulstrum used outdated software that wasn’t compatible with her company’s systems, leading to a frustrating amount of raw-data entry.

“Mark,” she said.

His head popped up.

“I have another follow up call with Mr. Patel. Can you bring me the most up-to-date files?”

“Yes, boss.” He grinned.

She swiveled around to return to her office, allowing a smirk once no one else could see. Things weren’t going to go as Mark expected but instead exactly as Vera wanted.

He hurried into her office, a file folder tucked under one arm.

Vera said, “Close the door.”

When he reached her desk, she pointed to the floor in front of her. “Come here.”

He tossed the folder onto a chair and dropped to his knees to crawl over to her, his expression eager.

“Strip down to your panties.”

Some of the light went out of his eyes at the reminder of the underwear he wore, and she had to hide a smile. God, she loved humiliating him!

Mark shrugged out of his jacket and unbuttoned his dress shirt with nimble fingers. It slid from his shoulders to expose the wide breadth of his well-muscled chest. He toed off his shoes and unbuttoned his trousers, sliding them down his legs. With a slight twist of his body, he tugged off his socks until he squatted before her, wearing nothing but the pale-pink panties. The thin silk did little to hide his erection, and a dot of dampness had already formed at the tip of his cock.

“Fetch my gym bag.”

His ass swayed beautifully in the pink silk as he crawled away from her, and her hand itched with the desire to spank and punish. The tendons of his neck stood out in sharp relief as he made his way back to her on all fours, the handle of the gym bag clenched between his teeth.

He stopped before her, straining to keep the bag aloft, a sheen of sweat slicking his forehead as his face turned red. After a prolonged moment, she said, “You may set it down.”

Mark eased it to the ground and let go with a sigh of relief. His mouth was red and swollen and so very pretty.

“Open it.”

His hands reached out then paused as he looked to her for permission. She gave a sharp nod. The sound of the zipper rang through the room, but did little to cover his gasp of surprise.

The bag gaped open, exposing a pale-pink negligee, which perfectly matched the panties he already wore.

He snatched his hand from the bag as if burned, and he shook his head as he rocked back on his heels.

This would not do.

Vera slapped her hand to the desktop with a smack. “Do you think you’ve made up for last week’s transgressions so easily? You disobeyed me and then lied about it. Prove to me that you can do as I ask. Prove you deserve my time and attention.” She smacked the desk again. “Put on the negligee.”

Pained indecision flickered across his face.

Vera sneered down at him. “Get out and stop wasting my time.” She swiveled her chair away, dismissing him from her view.

“Wait, boss, wait.” Hands grabbed her feet and he bowed in front of her. “I’ll do anything else. You can spank me again or use ice cubes or tie me up or anything!”

The mere fact that he offered to undergo those punishments meant he enjoyed them too much for them to function as true discipline. No, a session of sissy dress-up was exactly what he deserved.

She kicked him away from her, anger running hot in her veins. “Don’t you dare try to bargain with me. This isn’t a negotiation,” she hissed. “What I say is law. Do you hear me?”

He groveled. “Please boss.”

“I’ve told you what I expect.” She stood over him, her tone glacial. “Comply or get out.”

Mark rose to a crouch, his face sweaty and red. He scuttled backward, and she thought he might leave after all. Then one hesitant hand reached into the bag and plucked out the negligee. “It’s so soft,” he whispered.

It should be. She’d ordered the finest silk.

He slid it over his head, and it settled around his torso in a perfect fit.

She said, “Stand up.”

The cut was perfect, the designer a genius. Tiny straps crossed his shoulders to hold up the thin pink confection which flared wide just above his hips. Somehow, the sweetheart neckline and flounced waist transformed his manly torso into something softer.

“Put on the shoes.”

At his quizzical look, she gestured to the bag.

Mark bent over, rummaging inside to pull out a pair of black pumps with three-inch stiletto heels. They each had a tiny pale-pink bow on the back.

A look of distress crossed his face, and she cocked an eyebrow and tapped her toe against the wooden floor in an impatient rat-a-tat-tat.

He had to hold onto the desk to slip them on and kept hold for the first few seconds as his ankles wobbled.

Vera pulled the small cosmetics clutch from the gym bag and stood. “Hold still.”

She brushed blush across his cheeks, giving them a pink glow. Mascara made his blond lashes thick and dark. To finish off the look, she slicked pale pink lipstick over his mouth in a color that matched the lingerie. Finally, she spritzed him with the most floral perfume she owned, a present she refused to wear herself.

His nose wrinkled as the heady scent of roses overwhelmed his masculine cologne.

Vera stepped back and took him in. “What a pretty, pretty girl you are.”

He grimaced looking down at himself with disgust, and delight filled her. If only she could take that picture! Then she had an idea. “Stand in front of the closet door.” Its plain wooden surface was nondescript, and as long as she zoomed in enough to not capture the distinctive plaster molding decorating the walls, she’d be fine.

Mark tottered across the room, the pink negligee swaying with every step.

Vera held up her phone and adjusted the frame. “Smile.”

He gave a sickly version of his usual cocky grin, so she barked, “You can do better than that. Put some feeling into it! Show me that pretty pink mouth smiling.”

His lips stretched wide. Good enough. She took multiple shots, then beckoned him to her. “Come and see what a beautiful girl you are.”

She maintained control of the phone as she swiped through the series of photos, letting him take in the overall effect of the shoes and lingerie, then showing a couple of close-ups that highlighted the make up.

He blushed a bright red, his shoulders slumping.

Glee filled her. This was exactly what she’d wanted.

After putting away her phone, she said, “So, you don’t appreciate all of the effort I put into buying your new clothes?”

His mouth opened then snapped shut.

“Speak,” she snapped.

“I can’t believe you wasted almost 500 dollars of my money on this… this…” His hand pulled up the floating edge of the negligee and shook it.

“So you don’t appreciate it.” She stepped close and grabbed his cock, which pressed firmly against her palm. He might be protesting a bit too much. “I dressed you in pink silk for a reason. You ignored my command and lied to me. This cock is mine now. Beyond relieving yourself, nothing you do with it happens without my say so.” She squeezed. “Do you understand me?”

“Yes.” His voice came out high.

She let go and waved at the desk. “Assume the position. You need to be punished for not appreciating my efforts.”

He glanced at the gym bag, probably expecting her to pull out some form of restraints. But this time would be different. This time she wasn’t going to make it easy on him by binding him in any way. No, he’d have to hold his body still using willpower alone.

Mark leaned over and braced his forearms on the desk, and the added height of the heels made his ass rise high into the air.

Vera slid the panties down just enough to expose his cheeks, firm and full and begging to be spanked. She reared back, letting her arm moving through a wide range of motion.

Smack!

Mark jerked forward even as her palm smarted. But her pain was worth it for the more intense sensation. His cheek pinked nicely.

Smack!

The other cheek now matched, but the color was a far cry from the bright red she longed for.

Smack! Smack!

Her hand stung, and she switched her stance to use her other hand, not wanting to give up the skin-to-skin contact just yet.

Smack!

He whimpered, and lust shot through her.

Smack!

Heat radiated from his cheeks, the pale skin of his ass turning a darker pink already. Vera picked up her day planner and whipped it through the air.

Thwack!

Mark flinched and gasped.

Thwack! Thwack! Thwack!

Vera set up a regular rhythm, working her way across the plump parts of his ass so no area went without attention for long. Desire coiled higher in her core with every hit, every whimper he let slip, every hiss of pain. A trail of wetness trickled down her inner thigh as her excitement built.

His ass turned a lovely red, and he visibly fought to not retreat from the hits. She’d taken him to his edge.

Thwack! Thwack!

He cried out, and Vera dropped the weighty day planner onto the desk with a thud. Her hand caressed his ass, the flesh hot, so hot, to the touch.

How to take him this time? They’d done the desk and chair already. “On your back on the floor.”

Mark wobbled on the heels as he tried to squat then fell on his ass with a yelp. He sprawled before her, splayed out like her very own dolly.

Vera pushed his shoulders flat to the floor with one foot before straddling him. When she pulled her skirt high, his eyes went wide and his cock jumped. She’d removed her underwear before calling him into the office and wore black thigh-high hose held up with garters, her waxed puss bare for him to see.

She stepped forward and squatted, lowering herself over his face. His breath came in hot bursts as he panted, and his mouth worked hungrily, lapping at her clit. Pleasure flashed through her. Vera buried a hand in his hair and held him to her, ready to get good use of that clever, lying tongue.

The makeup made his eyes huge as he watched her eagerly. He licked and sucked, moving faster and faster as the hand in his hair urged him on. Vera was close, so close. Seeing him so humiliated by the feminine outfit had already had her excited. She reached back with her free hand and pulled some of the silky fabric up to rub along his cheek.

His grimace of distaste did it. Fire shot through her, taking her up and over as she ground her puss against his face and rode his mouth.

She stood and stepped backward. He lay sprawled below her, his cock straining against the front of the panties, the pale pink darkened in a widening wet spot over the head. Her puss clenched, hungry to be filled. She wasn’t through using him yet.

After pulling a condom from her purse, she tossed into onto his chest. “Get ready.”

His hands almost dropped it in his haste as he tore open the plastic, but they moved with surety when they shoved down the panties and rolled the sheath over his length. He held it upright, the head swollen and flushed.

Vera stepped over him again, her heels clicking on the hardwood floor, the same floor his sore ass pressed into. She hid a grin as she lowered onto him.

His head stretched her wide as she bore down on him, using the wetness of her excitement to slide home. He grunted as she came down on him, and his cock twitched inside. She speared him with her eyes. “No coming until I give permission.”

He nodded, gritting his teeth.

She rose up to slam down, again and again, setting the pace she wanted as she chased another release. The floral perfume filled the air with roses as his body grew hot, and he panted, the tendons on his neck stranding out as he strained not to orgasm.

Vera’s heart raced as she bounced, and she braced her hands on his stomach, the pink silk gloriously soft to the touch. Faster and faster again. Mark made a series of incoherent noises, and pleasure swept ever higher in her, tingling across her skin.

She plunged onto him, driving his cock even deeper until it hit a magical place part pleasure, part pain. Electricity swamped her, rushing outward along every nerve and setting her body alight. Her back bowed as she choked back a scream, her puss clutching his cock.

+++

When she regained her senses, Mark’s cock jerked impatiently inside. Vera said, “Come for me, my pretty girl.”

The twisted grimace on his lips at the feminization turned into the wide O of orgasm when she squeezed her internal muscles.

Before he’d even stopped twitching, Vera climbed off him. She rolled her black skirt back into place and smoothed a hand over her hair. After taking one last look at him in all his girly glory, she picked up her purse to stride from the room, calling over her shoulder, “Your command still stands. No touching my cock. Now clean this place up.”

“Yes, boss.”

Vera grinned. He’d certainly learned his lesson this week. Yes, boss indeed.


DOMME DISCIPLINE

The grip of the paddle fills her hand with a promising weight as he stands bound and helpless before her. She’s going to make him scream.

The gorgeous sub Adonis and a group of his friends invite Vera to their sex club to discipline an abusive Dom. Playing the naive sub, Vera lures the Dom into her sting operation. Bound by his own arrogance, he submits.

Adonis watches worshipfully as Vera unleashes her full Domme and doles out an expert punishment.

Vera thought she was there only to dispense discipline. But the heated promise in Adonis’ eyes offers a reward of pleasure and service.


+++

On Friday evening, as everyone got ready to leave the office for the weekend, Vera strode out to the cubicle farm. “Have a great weekend, team. I’ll be away next week, but Mark will be running Sales in my place, and I’m sure he’ll do an excellent job.”

Mark’s handsome face broke into its typical cocky smirk, and he preened a bit as his coworkers looked at him, shooting the cuffs of his dress shirt so his well-tailored suit jacket pulled tight across his wide shoulders. “You picked the right man for the job.”

It seemed someone had become a bit full of himself. This would not do.

“I have instructions for you, Mark,” Vera said. “Please come to my office.”

She stalked back the way she’d come, Mark hurrying after her. When she stepped into her office, she said, “Shut the door,” without looking at him. Her sharp black heels struck firmly against the hardwood floor as she crossed the wide room.

She sat down behind her desk, rolling her executive chair back to give her space to cross her legs. Her black skirt rode up, exposing her thighs. He stopped a few feet away, his eyes devouring her legs.

“Show me your pretty panties,” she said. “Prove you’re wearing them.”

His face lost its smirk, and his fingers fumbled in their haste as he opened the front of his tailored trousers. He spread the gray fabric wide to display a triangle of bright-yellow lace. His face turned red, but his growing bulge told another story. He liked her control, liked the feeling of humiliation sissification brought.

They were at such a good stage in his training that she hated to do anything to disrupt it, but she had no choice. An email marked “Urgent” filled her computer screen. HR was hounding her to take a vacation. She’d spent the past year so focused on getting her promotion she’d not taken any time off. Now she’d be forced to.

A week away. She eyed Mark. Superficially he looked much as he always had: tall, well-built, handsome and cocky with it. He wore impeccably tailored business suits, his one burst of individuality a series of “power” socks in eye-searing colors.

Only now his panties gave his socks a fair bit of competition for most colorful accessory. She suppressed a grin.

Vera leaned back in her executive chair. “I expect you to successfully mange the department while I’m gone.” He’d been her main competition for the VP of Sales promotion. She’d won the job by being the best candidate, but he’d do as a temporary replacement.

“Yes, boss.” He nodded, an eager expression on his handsome face. “I’ll make you proud.”

That was more like it. She reached out to stroke a hand up his cock, pressing her palm into its firmness through the delicate lace. Mark gasped, and his hips jerked forward.

“What am I going to do with you?” She’d ordered a cock cage. Locking him in it would ensure he followed her chastity command.

But doing so wouldn’t tell her if he truly wanted to comply with her wishes.

And it was the thought of him aching with want and able to touch himself, but not doing so because of her command that had lust spiking hot in her core. She clenched her thighs together.

“This cock—” She gave a little squeeze. “—this cock is mine.”

He nodded.

A week without her there to enforce her chastity command would tempt him to disobey. She doubted he’d make it.

But, oh, her punishment would be glorious! Just thinking of it brought back memories of how he’d looked in the pink silk lingerie she’d forced him to wear. Desire shivered through her, making her clit throb.

Yes. She’d have a happy homecoming to look forward to.

“No one else touches it. You don’t touch it without my permission. Do you hear me?”

Mark swallowed audibly, then said, “Yes, boss.”

She snapped her fingers and pointed to the floor at her feet. She didn’t have time to play a full scene, but a little taste would do. He thought he was the man for the job? Let him prove it.

He dropped to his knees.

Vera uncrossed her legs, sliding forward and spreading her thighs until her skirt rode up to show the bare skin above her black thigh-high hose.

Mark panted, his breath hot on her skin as he leaned forward.

“Lick me,” she snapped.

He raised his hands, but stopped before touching, looking to her for permission. Yes, his training was coming along nicely. She gave a sharp nod.

His fingers teased across her skin, pushing up her skirt to hook in the waist of her underwear. As the tiny scrap of red satin slid slowly down, his eyes darkened, staring at her freshly waxed mound.

Impatient, Vera buried her hand in his thick blond hair and tugged him forward, putting that smart mouth exactly where she wanted. His tongue fluttered across her sensitive nub, hot and wet, sending jolts of pleasure through her.

She watched as he worshiped her with his mouth. The sight of him on his knees had her heart racing, excitement pumping through her veins.

His mouth worked at her, licking and teasing her clit. Her body longed to squirm, to push forward and demand more as delight filled her core. But she maintained her posture, her control. Instead, her hand clenched in his hair, and she pulled him even closer.

Mark took the hint. He opened his mouth around her, sucking hard. The tingling in her clit exploded. Her orgasm hit, sending her pulse racing as pleasure spiraled out from her center to flash fire across her body.

Vera let go of Mark and fell back in her chair, panting.

Mark knelt before her. His lips looked so beautiful, swollen and red from servicing her, still shining and wet with her juices. She planted a high-heeled foot on his shoulder and pushed until he sprawled at her feet, the head of his cock peeking out of the top of the lacey yellow panties.

“You have my permission to touch yourself.” She tossed her satin underwear onto his chest. “You may use these.”

One hand yanked down his panties while the other wrapped the smooth red satin around his cock. He hissed, his eyes fluttering closed in pleasure as he started to stroke.

“Open your eyes,” she snapped. She wanted him to fixate on her, to remember who controlled pleasure.

His gaze locked with hers, and his hand squeezed harder, moving faster and faster as he began to pant.

“Don’t come yet,” she said.

Mark’s face flushed, and the tendons on his neck stood out in sharp relief as his hand continued to move. He bit at his lip, his hips rocking in time with his hand.

Vera extended her foot, snugging the pointed toe of her shoe up under his balls.

He gasped, his mouth falling open.

She pressed higher and said, “Come for me, my pretty one. Come for me now.”

“Gah!” Mark’s whole body jerked as his hips snapped up. Cum jetted through the air to fall across his dress shirt and tie, coating them with sticky ropes of cream.

He collapsed back onto the floor at her feet, gasping and spent.

Vera tapped a few buttons on her keyboard and stood. “As for work, I’ve sent you my instructions for the coming week. I expect you to follow them to the letter. You have my cell phone number. Don’t abuse it.”

Her toe traced across his cock. “And as for other matters, his cock is mine. No touching without my permission.”

“Yes, boss.” He gazed up at her, sincere in his satiation.

She stepped past him and headed for the door without looking back.

+++

In a taxi on the way to the airport later that evening, Vera pulled out her phone. Scrolling through a popular Dom/sub forum she frequented, she opened an entry that had caught her eye a week ago. GrovelBoy4eva wrote:

Help! Some friends of mine opened a new BDSM club in my city because the existing one lets the pushier Doms ignore the restrictions set by the subs. The new place was fantastic for the first few weeks.

Then one of the problem Doms started coming around. He agreed to the rules, but he breaks them every chance he gets. More than one girl has gotten hurt, as in injury hurt.

My friends tried to make him leave, but this Dom has a lot of power in the scene. He told them he’d ruin their club’s reputation so badly they’d lose all their clients. My friends have sunk everything into this club. It’ll ruin them if it fails, so they let him stay. I want my safe play space back!

Vera had sent GrovelBoy4eva a private message few days before, asking for more details. When the response came back, she’d booked her flight. She always enjoyed Chicago.

And she certainly enjoyed punishing deserving men. Unlike Mark, she wouldn’t have to hold back. She squirmed in her seat, her vag aching as she imagined all the things she’d do to this Dom.

He liked to push boundaries and hurt women? She’d give him a taste of his own medicine.

+++

Vera arranged a meeting for Saturday night, and GrovelBoy4eva suggested an independent coffee shop only a block away from the club. When the sub arrived, he didn’t come alone. A small group crowded around the young man, pulling over chairs from nearby tables. “I hope it’s all right. Everyone wanted to meet you,” he said in a clear tenor as he took the chair directly opposite Vera. “I don’t know how to address you. I’m Ca—”

Vera held up a hand. “I don’t need to know your real name. What’s your scene name?”

“Adonis.”

She nodded. A name associated with male beauty and desire suited him. He was tall and lean, with the well-defined muscles of an endurance athlete. Black leather pants clung to his long legs, and his t-shirt had numerous strategic rips that showed teasing glimpses of skin. His warm tan skin gleamed, and his curly dark framed a face made for debauchery, with full lips, high cheekbones, and dark beautiful eyes.

“Then you can call me Mistress Reva or Reva.” It was her old Domme name from when she actively participated in the scene and the one she still used on the forums. But she hadn’t earned it yet with these subs, so she wouldn’t insist.

“Thank you, Mistress Reva.” He lingered over her name, rolling the R on his tongue and stressing her title with respect. A shiver of desire flashed through her. What else was that tongue good for?

She forced herself back to business. Vera drummed her fingers on the small wooden table and stared at the group. Even without the distinctive red silk scarf Adonis wore wrapped around one bicep, she would have recognized them as subs. It was written in the way their eyes didn’t make direct contact for long, in the careful way they held their bodies. These were well-trained subs, and ones who’d been immersed in the life for long enough for it to subtly change the way they approached the world.

A protectiveness rose within her, far different than anything the cocky Mark made her feel.

She picked up her demitasse cup and drained the last of her espresso. “Let’s go.” Vera stood.

Adonis looked up, his pretty brown eyes widening for a second before dropping.

“What is it?” Vera asked.

“You… you look like a Domme,” the young man blurted. “He’s not going to let you get close to him.”

Vera gave a little snort. She’d worn her favorite boots, the soft black leather wrapping her legs to just above the knee. They had a wonderfully high heel it was nonetheless easy to walk in, giving her the solid step of command. Her black leather miniskirt and sleeveless silk blouse looked plain at first glance unless you recognized the exacting cut of their lines. They’d been tailored to fit her perfectly, showing off her legs and toned shoulders.

The subs in front of her wore more obvious fetish gear, their bodies squeezed into PVC and leather that showed a lot more skin.

“I don’t have anything appropriate,” she said.

Adonis shot her a quick smile. “Don’t worry. We brought things. If you’ll let us?”

“Yes.”

Three of the young women followed Vera into the bathroom, where they pulled out micro-dresses and outfits that were little more than a collection of straps.

None of them met her standards.

Then she eyed the long coat one of them had on. “Can I borrow that?”

The young woman nodded and ducked her head, slipping the garment from her shoulders and holding it out. Vera hung it over the stall door, then unbuttoned her silk blouse. Stripping it from her body, she next peeled out of her skirt until she stood in nothing but her underwear. All in coordinating black, it was a very expensive matching bra and panty set topped by a garter belt and thigh-high hose.

She wrapped the coat around herself, holding it closed. Its length covered her from her chin to the top of her boots, but once at the club, she could let it hang open or remove it altogether to display a wealth of skin.

When she went back out into the coffee shop, she kept walking. Once out on the sidewalk, Adonis said, “May I see what you came up with?”

Vera faced him and opened the coat.

His eyes traced over her body, their intense gaze pressing against her skin. He sucked in a breath and bit at his lip.

Vera suppressed a grin. It seemed someone liked what they saw.

He said, “It’s perfect. The fact that you don’t have any PVC or fetish gear will make it even more believable that you’re new to the scene.”

Vera grinned, a feral display of teeth. “Let’s go.”

It was time to meet the subject of her impending wrath.

+++

Vera stayed in the middle of the group as the bouncer waved them into the club, aptly named Rope and Sin. The main room was smaller than that of a regular night club, but it also didn’t waste space on a dance floor. Groups of people dotted the room, the low lighting making everyone appear more mysterious and alluring. A bar ran along one wall with a couple of bare-chested bartenders doing brisk business. The woman wore nothing more than little crosses of black electrical tape over her nipples, and the man displayed a wide range of piercings. Electronic music played, but not loud enough to prevent conversation.

“I don’t see him,” Adonis whispered, glancing around a bit frantically.

“Calm down,” Vera said. “You need to act normal.”

“Yes, Mistress.” His breath was hot on her ear, and his conciliatory tone had her longing to drag him into one of the back rooms to show him exactly how much she deserved the title.

A Trainer walked quickly past, his ponygirl trotting beside him on all fours, her hands and knees covered with special pads that made them look like hooves. The Trainer held long reins connected to the bridle wrapped around her head and the bit lodged between her teeth. A little saddle nestled in the dip of her back right above her hips, and a tail of long black-leather flails waved jauntily from the butt plug buried in her ass.

People stepped back to give them room, and the Trainer had her run in a smooth circle centered on him. When he yanked her reins, the ponygirl reared, lashing her front hooves in the air. The crowd broke into quiet applause.

The whole thing gave Vera a lovely idea to use on Mark at some point.

Adonis leaned close, hissing, “That’s him. That’s Master David.” His eyes tracked a tall man cutting across the room.

People stepped out of David’s way, and scowls followed everywhere he’d passed. It seemed her little group of subs weren’t the only people who had trouble with the Dom.

He was a great bull of a man, with a barrel chest and massive shoulders. Intimidating. He had light skin set off by his fiery red hair, cropped close in an almost military cut. His handsome face wore a look of disdain as an air of self-importance rolled off him.

A spike of glee filled her. This was going to be fun.

+++

Vera outlined her plan, and the group sprang into action. Her online chats with Adonis had already clarified David’s type: the man liked to prey on new subs who wouldn’t realize he was breaking the rules of good D/s play.

As they moved forward, she waited for David to catch sight of them. Then she let the coat slip from one shoulder to fall wide, flashing a lot of skin. Opening her eyes and mouth in pretend shock, she jerked the heavy fabric back into place, covering herself as if embarrassed. She stared at the floor, shifting her weight from foot to foot in feigned discomfort.

“It’s working,” Adonis murmured. “He’s coming over.”

Vera fought to hunch her shoulders instead of standing straight and proud. A pair of large black leather shoes stepped into her line of sight.

“Who do we have here?” a deep voice asked.

Shit. She hadn’t made up a sub name.

Adonis said, “This is Cinnamon.”

Quick on his feet, this man. She liked that. Smart subs were much more interesting.

“Cinnamon,” David said, stepping closer. “Aren’t you a tasty treat?”

Vera hid her grimace and kept her eyes locked on David’s groin, using daydreams of spanking his balls as a distraction from his cheesy pick-up line.

Or maybe she should use teasing? She could lock him in one of the cock cages with open sides and let the subs take turns teasing him with their tongues. His pain would grow along with his erection: a fitting punishment for a Dom so focused on only his own pleasure.

David wrapped a meaty hand around her upper arm. “Would you like for me to show you what domination is all about, my sweet Cinnamon?”

She nodded and followed along as he dragged her to the doorway leading into the back, the other subs following. A hallway stretched out before her, multiple doors dotting its length. David stopped in front of the first empty room and turned. He eyed the group, a frown creasing his brow. “What are you doing?”

Adonis cleared his throat. “It’s her first time. She’s nervous. She asked us to wait.”

Vera shifted her arm, pulling the Dom’s attention back to her. She made her voice high and breathless and looked up at David through her eyelashes. “You want to play with me? No matter what I want?”

“Of course, baby girl.” He smacked her on the ass and tried to push her forward. “Now get in the room.”

Vera straightened and let a note of command fill her voice. “You heard him, everyone. He’s agreed to do whatever I want.”

The group rushed forward, multiple hands pulling the Dom into the room and over to the large St. Andrew’s Cross in the center. The cuffs were around his wrists in an instant, securing them to the tops of the large, sturdy X.

“What is this?” he bellowed, his face turning red as he tugged at the restraints.

Vera shrugged off the coat and held it out to its owner. Even more people had entered the room before closing the door, giving her quite an audience. She waved everyone away from David and stalked forward.

Understanding dawned across David’s face. “You’re not a sub.”

“And you’re not a real Dom.” Her lip curled. “A real Dom doesn’t prey on new subs. A real Dom doesn’t ignore safe words. And a real Dom doesn’t cause permanent injury.”

“What? I never.”

One of the women stepped forward. She turned and raised the back of her blouse, showing off the overlapping red lines of raised scar tissue from a whip.

David’s eyes darted from side to side, as if looking for allies. There were none in the room.

“This is where I give you a choice,” Vera said. “A choice you never gave your subs.” Her hand twitched, longing to wrap around one of the paddles hanging on the wall. Yet as much as he deserved to be punished, she refused to stoop to his level.

“I’ll let you out of those restraints right now, and you can leave.” Vera took another step forward, gazing into his eyes. She made her tone cold. “But you can never return.”

He opened his mouth

“Be quiet! I’m not done speaking,” she snapped. “Or you can stay and take your punishment. If you learn from it, maybe one day people will be willing to play with you again.” She spun around and walked away from him. “It’s your decision.”

“I… I…” He tugged at the restraints but couldn’t break free. Rope and Sin had indeed spent money on first rate equipment. He looked around again, noting how many people there were, how many would know he’d backed down, unwilling to face her punishment. His reputation would be ruined.

“All right,” he growled.

“All right what?” She didn’t want any misinterpretations.

“I’ll let you be Domme. This time.”

Her lips pulled back from her teeth in something that only approximated a smile. Then she set her team working. In short minutes, they had David stripped to his boxers and fully restrained on the St. Andrew’s Cross, this time facing inward.

“What’s your safeword?”

David snarled.

“What is it?” she snapped.

“Cinnamon.”

She snorted. So the asshole thought he was funny.

Adonis stepped up to her side, holding a range of paddling equipment like a nurse ready to assist a surgeon.

She gestured for one of the subs to pull down the boxers. The woman David had scarred stepped forward, eager to help.

His ass was a blinding white. She pictured it cherry red, a spurt of lust shooting through her.

Yet she plucked a flogger from Adonis’s arms, wanting to do this right. This was both lesson and punishment. A sub should be led into sensation gradually.

She snapped the flails forward, letting them flick across his flesh with sharp little stings.

Thwack! Thwack!

David flinched, but remained quiet. Vera worked up to firmer thuds, covering the meaty part of his ass and the tops of his thighs. She loved the way his skin pinkened and his muscles flinched. Every one of his reactions sang in her blood, fueling her lust.

She waved Adonis forward, enjoying the appreciation in his eyes, and exchanged the flogger for a paddle. The rectangular length of solid wood swished through the air, making a delightful sound.

But not as good as the one it made when it impacted flesh.

Smack!

David cried out, and delight shot through her. Her arm moved in a blur.

Smack! Smack! Smack!

He mewed, his hips rocking forward as he tried to retreat from the blows. But the bondage furniture gave him nowhere to go.

Vera’s heart raced, adrenaline surging as she worked over his ass. She had to force herself to reduce the power of each hit, not wanting to push him to the edge yet. He wasn’t getting off that lightly, not after everything he’d done.

Smack! Smack!

He yelled, and she squeezed her thighs together as her clit throbbed.

Smack! Smack!

Her vag clenched as he squirmed.

Panting, Vera took a step back. The eye of every sub in the room followed her. Most had a hungry expression on their face, but none were as hungry as Adonis. He stepped forward with the spanking toys, his hands trembling as he accepted the paddle from her hand. His eyes were hot on her, and he looked ready to drop to his knees at her smallest signal.

Lust, hot and overwhelming rolled over her, and she shuddered.

But she had a job to finish first.

Wrapping her fingers around the handle of a whip, she stepped into a clear part of the room. Her arm rose and fell, and the crack of the leather filled the air.

David shook his head, rolling it from side to side, but no safeword emerged. Good.

Her first hit bit into his ass cheeks, and he gave a little scream. A darker line of red formed against the pink, but she hadn’t hit hard enough to scar.

The whip slashed forward again and again, each strike sending lust boiling through her veins. David whimpered and writhed and began to plead. “No more. Please, no more.” But he didn’t say cinnamon.

She kept on. A fine tracery of lines crossed the meaty flesh of his buttocks without any overlap. Damn, she was good.

Vera struck again, and David cried out, high and sharp. She’d reached the end of his endurance. She could keep going, push him to say the safeword. But that wouldn’t be the proper way to end the lesson. No, let her show what it meant to be a good Domme, one who knew when to stop.

Panting, her panties soaked with want, Vera stepped away from David and lowered the whip.

The room broke into quiet applause, and Adonis’s beautiful eyes gazed at her worshipfully. “Thank you, Mistress. Thank you.”

+++

Vera ordered minimal aftercare and let the others tend to David. Then she caught Adonis’ eye and nodded to the hallway.

He thrust the armful of toys onto another of the subs and followed her eagerly into the empty room across the hall, shutting the door behind him.

He dropped to his knees. “How may I serve you, Mistress?”

She was too keyed up to play through another round of spanking, and the bulge straining the front of his leather trousers indicated he didn’t need any more play either.

A special chair stood in the corner of the room. It had a narrow seat with footrests on each side. Perfect.

She pointed, and Adonis crawled over to it, the muscles of his arms standing out in sharp lines. He was a truly gorgeous man.

Vera walked over to stand in front of him. “Show me your cock.” Simply saying the words as a command sent heat through her.

He gasped and gave a quick nod.

He sat back on his heels, his hips thrust forward. The soft leather parted under his eager fingers to expose bare skin. His long cock sprang forward, swollen, the head weeping with want.

Beautiful.

“May I undress you, Mistress?”

“Yes.”

His fingers were hot as they slowly slid the black panties down her thighs, and he smoothly pulled them off over the boots, showing skill and practice.

“Take a seat in the chair.”

He yanked his leather pants down, peeling them off quickly. She loved how he followed her orders. Adonis’ ass was a work of art. Maybe she shouldn’t have been so quick to forgo another round of spanking.

Her vag clenched, aching with emptiness and spurring her to a more immediate fulfillment.

Adonis arranged himself on the chair, taking the seat. He rolled on a condom, and his cock stood proud and tall.

Vera placed her right foot on one of the footrests and swung her left leg over him to find the other. Easing down to sit on his thighs, she gave an experimental bounce. Perfect. She should get a riding chair.

She rose above him. “Hold your cock steady.”

“Yes, Mistress.” His hand wrapped the base.

The words shot straight to her core.

Vera lowered onto him, his head stretching her wide with delicious pressure. She reared up on the footrests and pushed down, taking him deep as he removed his hand. Her body welcomed the invasion, loving the feel of his hard length filling her.

He gasped, his cock jerking within her.

“Don’t come until I do,” she ordered.

“Yes, Mistress.” It emerged a panted breath.

She braced her hands on his shoulders and really began to ride, using his body for her pleasure. She slammed down onto him, harder and harder, making the head of his cock hit something deep inside that twanged with an intense sensation that bordered on pain.

Oh, yes.

Plunging ever faster, she chased the rising tingle filling her core. Their bodies slapped together, Adonis grunting in time. Vera’s heart pounded, and she licked the salt of sweat from her lips.

His hips rose to meet her, rubbing his body firmly against her clit with each thrust.

Pleasure, hot and sharp, flashed from her core in a fire that burned across her body. Vera threw her head back, her mouth open in a silent scream as her vag clamped around Adonis’ cock.

He yelled, his hips snapping upward, lifting her higher.

+++

When Vera climbed off him, Adonis slid from the chair to his knees. He looked up at her with those gorgeous dark eyes. “Thank you, Mistress, for allowing me to serve you.”

She brushed her fingers over his cheek then across his lips. “You are a wonderful sub, my darling Adonis.”

“May I ask a question?”

Vera nodded permission.

“Would Mistress be willing to play with me again before she leaves Chicago? Perhaps a full session?”

Her eyes roamed the room with all its wonderful toys and equipment. Those combined with the chance to play with such a beautiful, well-trained sub?

“Yes.”

He pressed his forehead to the tops of her feet. “Thank you.”

Vera ran a hand through his thick hair and grinned. She had another six days in Chicago.

This was turning out to be quite the vacation.


SISSY MAID

He crawls before her. The short skirt of his frilly maid costume hides nothing. Anticipation shivers through her as she lifts the paddle.

Vera returns from vacation to find everything at the office changed. She left behind a humiliated and submissive sissy. Now Mark stands proud, her chastity command ignored. Worse, he’s spent the week undermining her authority with her sales team.

But she knows the truth he hides beneath his alpha male exterior, and she knows exactly how to make him submit.

His tongue sweeps across the wood floor. She never imagined how erotic it would be to make him clean up his mess.


+++

Vera hummed as she pushed through the office door, her mind still caught up in the joys of her vacation. Adonis had proved to be every bit as delightful of a sub as she’d imagined, and she’d spent the entire week being well served.

He’d not only gloried in her punishments and attention, the man had also proved a master with his tongue.

Lust tingled through her, and her vag clenched with remembered delight. They’d finished off their last evening together with two solid hours of dedicated oral worship. She’d orgasmed more in one night than some people did in year.

As was her due.

She let a smile break free, especially since such shows of camaraderie were perfect for maintaining her corporate façade. “Good morning, everyone!”

Her team glanced up from their various desks clustered in the corner of the cubicle farm. Yet their answering smiles and hellos held a note of hesitation.

What the hell is this? she thought.

She’d left behind a vibrant, dedicated team. Their numbers had only improved once she’d been made VP of Sales, and everyone had been productive and happy under her direction.

What had changed?

Mark sauntered in from the break room, a coffee cup in hand. He stood tall, his shoulders flaring wide. An immaculately tailored suit hugged his frame, showing off his enviable build to good effect. Blond and handsome and knowing it, he’d always been cocky. Losing the promotion to her had done nothing to suppress his attitude. Only her dominance and humiliation of him had had any effect.

His eyes glanced across the sales team, making sure he had everyone’s attention. “So you’ve finally returned.” He smirked.

Her jaw clenched. It seemed her week away had allowed someone had fallen back into his old, arrogant ways.

This would not do.

Vera kept her smile firmly in place. “Of course I have.” She walked toward her office, pausing by her assistant’s desk. “Set up an afternoon meeting with the entire team in the conference room.”

Tony said, “Yes, boss.”

“And set up a private meeting with Mark in my office in an hour.”

She strode into her office, her heels tapping confidently as she crossed the wide wooden floor. Anticipation and anger rushed through her.

Vera had a man to punish.

+++

No coffee arrived.

It seemed the little ritual of service she’d established with Mark had disappeared. Yet another indicator of trouble.

She skimmed the latest reports, experience allowing her to focus on the most salient points quickly. The sales numbers for the past week looked fine, and Mark had emailed her daily updates of the team’s progress, which she’d checked over the course of her vacation. So what was the problem?

Vera drummed her fingers on her desk then called Tony into her office.

As her assistant hurried in, tablet in hand, Vera said, “Shut the door.”

Tony sat across from her. Young, he had an earnest face and a gentle manner. He was a fantastic organizer and could type faster than she ever hoped to match. Tony also gave her compete privacy whenever she closed her door. He was the perfect executive assistant.

She’d only been his boss for a few weeks, since she hadn’t warranted an assistant until she received her promotion. But hopefully it had been long enough to garner some loyalty, especially since she’d promoted him out of the general secretarial pool.

She started slow. “Things were a little subdued when I came in this morning. I’d expected more of a welcome from the team.” She might only have been their direct supervisor for a short period of time, but she’d worked side-by-side with them for years, always doing her best to make sure every project succeeded for everyone’s benefit.

Tony frowned, his lips pursing as if he’d tasted something sour.

Vera leaned forward. “I want to make sure the team functions as a cohesive unit. It’ll be good for everyone. Please tell me what’s been going on.”

Tony let out a breath, and the words poured out. “Oh, god, boss. It’s been a thing while you were gone.”

She nodded for him to continue.

“It’s Mark. He… he’s been talking about you behind your back. Saying you’re not very nice and that he’s the one who deserved your promotion.” He flung a hand out to the side. “No one paid much attention at first, but he kept at it, day after day. Then he landed the Chung account, and Mr. Jefferson praised him in the afternoon meeting, and…” He slumped in his chair.

“The Chung account,” Vera said. “The Chung account which I had all set up before I went on vacation?”

Tony nodded, his expression miserable.

She’d worked late for days making sure everything was in place. Vera ground her teeth. How dare Mark? All he’d done was assure the contracts were signed.

Forcing down her ire, she kept her voice calm as she said, “Thank you for telling me, Tony. I appreciate your loyalty. When Mark arrives for his meeting, please make certain we aren’t disturbed.”

She had a few choice words for the cocky alpha male.

+++

“Yo, Vera.” Mark sauntered into her office and lounged the chair opposite her desk. He let his legs stretch out long in front of him, crossed at the ankles. His trouser legs rode up to show off today’s power socks, which were an eye-searing green.

“Yo?” She raised an eyebrow. “That’s an awfully informal way to address your boss… and your Domme.”

“Yeah, about that—”

“Quiet!” she snapped. “I’m still talking. What is this I hear about you taking credit for landing the Chung account? The account I spearheaded, not you?”

He pulled his legs back in and sat up straight, the smirk falling from his face.

“And then you badmouth me to my team, saying you’re the man for the job, not me.” She leaned forward, her voice growing icy. “So are you, Mark? Are you ‘the man’?” She made sarcastic air quotes. “Are you more dominant than I am?”

He shifted in his chair, his face going red.

“You aren’t and we both know it. What if everyone on the sales team knew the truth?” She held out her phone, the screen clearly displaying a photo of him in pale pink lingerie and heels.

His eyes went wide. “You’re blackmailing me with those?”

“No. These pictures are for my enjoyment only.” Vera wouldn’t stoop so low, and she didn’t need to. She knew what made him tick. “But they’re also a good reminder that I made you wear women’s panties and you loved it.”

“I didn’t love it.”

“You say that, but your cock said otherwise.” She chose a different photo and zoomed in, showing him the view of his obvious erection straining against delicate pink silk. “I made you wear pretty pink panties. And they got you amazingly hard.”

Simply saying the words had a bulge tenting the front of his trousers that rivaled the erection on the phone screen.

Triumph filled her, shivering delight through her muscles.

Vera said, “Now, you’re going to go into our afternoon meeting, and you’re going to make it very clear who really did the work on the Chung account.”

He gave a mournful nod.

“You’re going to stop badmouthing my promotion.”

Another nod.

“And then you’re also going to make it up to me on a more personal level.”

“How?”

“I’ll let you know. For now, give me your credit card.”

He reached for his back pocket, drawing out his wallet, his movements slow and reluctant. When he eventually leaned forward to hold the piece of plastic out to her, she snapped her fingers and pointed to the floor.

Mark slid from the chair and crawled around the desk to stop at her feet.

She left him on his hands and knees while she answered a series of emails. Only after a good fifteen minutes had passed did she deign to look at him. His knees probably ached from the hard wood. Good. It served him right. She needed to get the professional situation under control before she spent any more time arranging his punishment, but a little reminder of their power dynamic was exactly what he needed. “You may leave the card on the desk.”

He placed it carefully then crawled back around the desk before climbing to his feet. As he reached the door, Vera said, “Oh, and Mark. Bring me my coffee now.”

+++

Mark fetched her coffee, twice, over the course of the morning. He even brought her lunch into her office so she could eat at her desk while continuing to catch up on everything she’d missed. He looked at her expectantly each time, as if such tiny moments of service could ever begin to make up for what he’d done. He’d learn soon enough she had much bigger plans in mind.

When he turned from setting out her salad, she stopped him from walking away. In a quiet voice, she said, “What are you wearing?”

He didn’t pretend to misunderstand. “Boxers.”

She pursed her lips. “And the underwear I bought you?”

His weight shifted from side to side. “I uh… I got rid of them.”

Anger heated her blood. How dare he? Vera almost asked about her chastity command, but she could imagine he’d also broken it, and she didn’t need any more fury right now. She wanted the afternoon meeting with the team to go smoothly.

I’ll simply have to order him even more special clothing than I originally planned, she thought. Vera waved him away and pulled out her phone. With a few quick taps, she’d ordered more panties in his size, using his credit card to do it. She grinned.

+++

Fortunately, by the time she entered the conference room that afternoon, she received a much warmer greeting from her team. Everyone had arrived a few minutes early, so when someone asked her about her vacation, she made sure to tell them a very touristy answer for what she’d done in Chicago: The Art Institute, the deep-dish pizza, the lake.

She smiled, knowing the truth had a lot more to do with a well-stocked BDSM sex club and a sub who worshiped her. A sub who knew exactly how to treat his Domme, unlike the ungrateful Mark.

He squirmed as her eyes fell on him.

Mr. Jefferson bustled into the room. “Hello, everyone. I’m not staying, but I wanted to pop in and welcome our VP of Sales back.” The CEO looked at Vera, a wide smile splitting his dignified brown face.

“Thank you, Mr. Jefferson. It’s good to be back,” she said, playing the corporate game. “And you’re just in time. Mark has an announcement to make.”

Mark shifted uneasily in his seat. He tried to shoot the cuffs of his shirt, but the movement fell flat. He cleared his throat, his Adam’s apple bobbing. “I wanted to clarify some details on the Chung account. Vera did an amazing job setting up the deal before she left. I want to thank her for allowing me to finalize the paperwork.”

Smart, very smart. He’d given her credit without admitting he’d tried to steal it.

The rest of the team shot frowns his way. They knew what he’d been saying while she was gone, and they now knew he’d been lying.

That was what Vera really needed.

Vera pictured him in the costume she had in mind. She’d let his attempt to save face go for now.

She had plenty of plans for how he’d soon make it up to her.

+++

Vera strode into work the next morning. As soon as Mark saw her, he hopped up and hurried into the break room. Only moments after she’d taken a seat behind her desk, he walked in, a cup of coffee in hand.

“Morning, boss.” The word sounded so good, coming from his lips, their substitute for Mistress.

He set the cup on her desk.

“Come over here.” When he stood at her side, she opened her desk drawer to pull a pair of lavender lace panties from her purse. She’d used Mark’s credit card to pay for same-day delivery, and the package had been waiting when she’d gotten home the evening before.

Vera shoved the scrap of lace into his trouser pocket. “Put these on. I expect to see them when you bring me my next cup of coffee.”

His face turned red, but he didn’t protest.

She picked up her coffee and took a sip. It was strong and bitter, exactly as she liked it, but she spat it back into the cup. “This is unacceptable,” she lied.

Mark took the mug. With a grimace, he drank the hot coffee, too smart to protest about her spit. It must have burned his tongue, but he kept going until the cup was empty.

A frisson of delight ran through her to see him following her commands again.

“Bring me a new cup.”

He walked across the office, and just before he reached the door, she said, “And don’t forget your other command.”

Mark disappeared, only to return in five minutes, a fresh cup in hand. He sat it on her desk and stood waiting.

Vera finished her email before looking at him. When she did, she cocked an eyebrow. “Well, show me.”

He flushed even redder than before, and one of his hands disappeared under the waistband of his trousers to tug an inch of stretchy lavender lace up for her to see. His shoulders slumped slightly, his head hanging forward.

Good.

Vera suppressed a grin as glee filled her and waved him away.

+++

The next morning, Vera called Mark into her office for a meeting. “Shut the door.”

His tall body moved across the room, wrapped in another well-tailored suit. But it was what was underneath she wanted to see.

“Come here.” She waved him around the desk.

He grinned, probably thinking he was getting off light since she hadn’t made him crawl.

“Open your trousers. Prove you’re wearing your panties.”

Mark popped open the clasp and unzipped. Spreading the gray fabric wide, he displayed a triangle of red satin. Red satin already strained by his growing erection.

Good.

Vera reached out and grabbed his cock through the silky material, and it grew hard against her palm. “This cock is mine. Did anyone else touch it while I was gone?”

He winced. He must have hoped she wouldn’t bring up the chastity command. “Yes,” he whispered.

She squeezed, just a little too tight. “Who?”

“I did.” It came out strangled, and he refused to meet her eyes. He was hiding something.

“Who else?” she snapped.

“A woman—” She squeezed harder, and he gasped. “We met at a bar, and I…”

“Go on.” Ice filled her voice. She deserved all the attention she wanted from as many men as she desired. Him? He didn’t deserve even her attentions, let alone anyone else’s.

“I had sex with her,” he blurted.

She dropped her hand. This was a serious breech of her chastity command. This was much worse than masturbating. His punishment just went up a few notches.

“Leave,” she snapped. “I don’t want to look at you right now.”

As he slunk from the room, Vera pulled out her phone. It was time to put his credit card to good use.

+++

They continued the ritual for the next few days. Mark brought her coffee and proved he wore his pretty women’s panties.

On Thursday morning, Vera made him kneel on the hardwood floor beside her chair while she ignored him. She caught him admiring her legs in their signature black hose, the length of them exposed by her short black skirt. She kicked off her heels to allow him to rub her feet.

When he was done, his erection pressed against the front of his trousers and his face held an expectant expression.

“Has anyone touched my cock?” She ran her toes over it.

He sucked in a breath and shook his head vehemently. “No, boss.”

“Good.” Vera placed her foot on his shoulder and shoved, sending him sprawling backward on his ass. “Get out of my sight.”

He scurried out of the room, his quick movements sending shivers of delight through her. She imagined him in the costume that had arrived the night before. Tomorrow was going to be fantastic.

+++

Vera let Mark think he was going to get off without any real punishment right up until closing time on Friday. She walked out to the cubicle farm and offered her team a smile. “Have a great weekend, everyone. I want you fully rested and ready to go come Monday.”

They filed past, saying happy goodbyes. Her hard work this week had paid off. Morale had returned to almost normal.

Her eyes landed on Mark. The one who’d caused all the trouble in the first place. Her vag clenched with want as she imagined all the things she was about to do to him.

“Mark.”

He looked up.

“I have a few follow up questions on the Chung account. Please come to my office.”

His expression wavered, caught between hope and concern. But he said, “Yes, boss,” and hurried after her.

She continued across the office, her heels beating out a sharp rhythm on the hardwood floor. Without looking at him, she said, “Close the door.”

When she got to her desk, she spun around, snapped her fingers, and pointed to the floor.

Mark dropped to his knees.

“Fetch my bag from the closet.”

He crawled over to the closet and picked up the handle of the duffle bag with his mouth. At least some of his earlier training seemed to have sunk in. Maybe he wasn’t a lost cause after all. Not that Vera planned to stop playing with him anytime soon. She had too many punishments planned.

He made his way over to her, the tendons of his neck standing out in stark relief as he strained to hold the bag up.

She made him wait like that for prolonged moments until sweat beaded on his brow, and his head began to tremble. Only then did she say, “You may set it down.”

He lowered it to the floor then looked up at her, his mouth swollen and red and so very pretty.

“Open it and spread the contents out on the desk.”

Mark’s fingers fumbled the zipper, and a jolt of glee shot through her. He must have been thinking of the last outfit to await him in this bag: a full set of pale link silk lingerie.

He spread the purchases across the desktop. All in black and white, they made up the perfect French maid outfit. The sweetheart neckline of the black blouse dipped low. The skirt was amazingly short and made even more revealing by the layers of white lacey petticoats which held it up almost fully horizontal. There was even an apron of white lace and a little cap. A glossy pair of black pumps and fishnet stockings completed the look.

She’d used the same suppliers as before, so everything would fit him perfectly.

“Put it on.”

His mouth opened and closed, and he remained crouched.

“Don’t make me tell you again.” She stepped over to her executive chair and took a seat, crossing her legs and letting her skirt ride high.

Mark’s eyes flickered over her legs, his eyes growing dark. He shrugged off his suit jacket and began unbuttoning his shirt. His chest was beautiful, the muscles firm and defined and very masculine. But not for long. It would soon to be covered in a sweetheart neckline. She suppressed a grin.

He slipped out of his shoes and socks and wiggled out of his suit trousers until he crouched in nothing more than a pale-pink lacey thong.

He slid on the top, but struggled with the skirt.

“You may stand,” she said, too impatient to finally see the final result to wait for him to figure out how to dress while on his knees.

He stood and pulled the skirt up his thighs. The apron tied tight around his waist, laying on top of the skirt, its petticoats holding it out from his body like a tutu. His pink-lace wrapped erection was on full display. His face creased with distaste as he tried to push the skirt down only to have it spring back up.

How she loved to see it!

Then he had to lean against the desk to pull the fishnet stockings up. He clipped the little white cap to his head and slid his feet into the pumps.

“Walk for me,” she said.

He took a few tottering steps away from the desk. The heels and fishnet stockings made the long lines of his legs delightfully feminine. The petticoats held the back of the skirt just as high as the front, exposing his butt cheeks to full view. They were well rounded with muscle, the skin a pale shade that would turn a glorious red when spanked. Her hand itched, imagining the grip of the paddle.

But not yet. No, he needed to earn the boon of her punishment.

“You are my pretty, pretty maid.” Grabbing her phone, she stood. “Pose in front of the closet door.” It was the only nondescript part of her office, the walls covered with distinctive molding left intact when the old building was remodeled.

He grimaced as he stood there.

“That won’t do,” she snapped. “Smile for me, my pretty one. Show me how beautiful you are.”

The sweetheart neckline clung to the curves of his pecs, giving him the appearance of cleavage. Vera wanted to laugh. It was all so perfect!

She made him turn, and took a number of photos of his back with his ass showing clearly, only the thin pink strip of the thong marring the view. But that touch of pink made it clear he wore women’s underwear, so she couldn’t dislike it.

“Now clean the floor.” She pointed to the bucket of soapy water with a washrag draped over the side. Vera had purposefully kept the janitorial staff out of her office for the week with a note on the door. Mark had his work cut out for him. Which only served him right after all of his horrible behavior.

Vera watched avidly as he crawled across the floor, swiping at the wood with the damp cloth. He had to stop every few feet and pull the bucket to him so he could swish the rag through the soapy water.

He hung his head, seemingly keeping his eyes on his work. But Vera knew humiliation when she saw it. His ass waved in the air as he worked, the petticoat layers of the maid outfit doing nothing to hide it.

God, she loved this.

She returned to her executive chair and began answering emails. Ms. Chung had a few inquiries that couldn’t wait until Monday to answer. But Vera stopped every few minutes to check on his progress and to enjoy the view.

When he’d cleaned the entire floor around her desk, she said, “Stop.” She couldn’t wait any longer. “Fetch the other bag from the closet.”

She watched his ass sway as he crawled away from her. It beckoned, and anticipation made her heart race.

He returned, the bag handle clutched between his teeth, and she let him drop it to the floor right away.

“Lay everything out on the desk.”

Mark unpacked the Velcro wrist and ankle cuffs with D-rings attached to their sides, a long set of packing straps, and a wooden paddle.

He held it in his hand, his eyes bugging a little as he tested its weight. Vera hid her smirk. Someone just realized he was in for more punishment than he’d expected.

“Put the cuffs on your wrists and ankles.”

He moved slowly, reluctantly, but complied.

Vera had him stand. She used a packing strap to bind his wrists together, looping it through each D-ring before sealing it shut by pressing the Velcro tight.

Then she had him stand at the end of her desk. She kicked his feet wide then knelt to attach each ankle cuff to the desk leg using more of the packing straps.

Rated to hold up to 500 pounds, the straps wouldn’t let him get free, but she’d be able to release him in seconds if need be.

“Bend over.”

He leaned forward, bracing his forearms on the desk. The skirt hid nothing, and his ass was laid bare.

Vera picked up the paddle, loving the feel of its firm weight in her hand. She swished it through the air a few times, and it made a wonderful sound that spoke of power.

“You lied about my accomplishments, taking credit for them as your own.”

Thwack! Thwack!

Mark gasped, his body jerking.

“You badmouthed me to my team, undermining my ability to lead them successfully.”

Thwack! Thwack!

The paddle hit with a solid thud that sent vibrations running up her arm. His ass was already pink.

“You ignored my order to continue wearing the panties I bought and even went so far as to throw them away.”

Thwack! Thwack!

He whimpered, and something in her broke free. Her arm rose and fell, each strike landing solid as she alternated between butt cheeks. She also smacked the meaty part of the back of his thighs a few times, but only to prolong the play. The paddle was so solid, he wouldn’t be able to take it for long.

Yet he deserved so much more.

She wasn’t even going to touch the punishment for breaking her chastity command. No, that would come later.

Thwack! Thwack!

Mark cried out, a high keening sound that reverberated through the room.

Vera let the paddle fall to her side. Lust pulsed hot in her, and she longed to continue. But he’d reached his breaking point. If she pushed past it, he’d lose the desire to play.

And she had so very many plans for him.

Squatting, she freed his legs, the sound of the Velcro ripping free loud in the room.

She let him stand and freed his wrists. The pink lace of his women’s underwear had slipped down a bit, exposing the swollen and weeping head of his cock.

Vera settled back in her executive chair, crossing her legs.

Mark’s eyes tracked the movement, his expression hungry.

As if she’d let his traitorous cock anywhere near her. Time to disabuse him of that idea.  “You don’t deserve to touch me. Not after what you did.” She snorted in disdain and snapped her fingers, pointing to the floor.

He dropped to his knees.

“But I give you permission to touch yourself.” He’d think it a boon, but it was all part of her plan.

Mark settled back on his heels. One hand yanked down the panties, while the other wrapped around his cock.

The pink lace cupped his balls, the frills of the skirt surrounded his erection, and his legs were covered in the fishnets.

He made such a pretty picture as he tugged on his cock.

Mark panted, his face turning red. His hand jerked faster and faster, the head of his cock turning purple.

With a shout, his hips jerked forward, setting the frilly skirt swirling. His cum arced in a wide spray that shot sticky lines of cream across the floor between them. Mark groaned and fell forward onto his hands.

She snapped, “Back to work. Clean up your mess.”

He nodded, crawling backward to pick up the washrag.

“No! With your tongue.”

His face turned red, and his mouth opened and closed a few times in barely suppressed protest.

She reached over to the desk to run a hand over the paddle. “Do I need to remind you of how much punishment you deserve?” His ass was already bright red, shining pretty from his spanking.

His eyes flicked nervously over the paddle. The he dropped them and shook his head.

“Get to work.”

Crouching on hands and knees, Mark slowly lowered his head. Then he stopped, hovering a few inches off the floor, going no farther.

“What are you waiting for? I told you to clean up your mess!”

His tongue, always more than ready to make a smart-ass or cutting comment, flickered out hesitantly, barely touching the first string of cum.

“If that’s your work ethic, it’s no wonder I got the promotion over you.”

His shoulders raised, and he leaned in close, taking a big swipe with his tongue across the wooden floor. The creamy liquid disappeared as he worked his mouth. The strangest look came over his face.

Glee bubbled through her chest. Vera wanted to crow with delight at seeing his humiliation. But she held it in, unwilling to give him anything of herself, even her laughter.

He worked his way toward her, laving the hardwood with his tongue.

Excitement spiked hot in her, and she clenched her thighs together. But her greedy clit wanted more, demanded more.

When he finally stopped at her feet, she said, “Did you swallow it all?”

He nodded.

She grabbed his chin and yanked his head up. “Prove it. Prove you swallowed it all. Stick out your tongue.”

He opened his mouth wide, holding out his tongue. It was free of his cum, but swollen and red from hard use. It had never looked prettier. Desire shot through her again.

That lying tongue had one more service to accomplish this evening.

Vera leaned back and spread her legs wide. “Lick me,” she snapped. “Lick me until I come.”

Mark raised his hands, pausing before touching to look to her for permission. She nodded. He pushed the hem of her black skirt up, and she raised her hips slightly to facilitate matters. The fabric rose above the tops of her thigh-highs, exposing bare skin.

She wore no underwear.

He leaned forward, his breath hot on her skin. His tongue licked up her slit in one long swipe. Pleasure tingled through her clit as he touched her sensitive nub.

“More,” she said, fisting her hand in the hair of the back of his head.

His tongue flickered over her, sending delight shivering through her. His head bobbed over her center, the tiny maid cap trembling in time with his movements.

Sensation built as he worked at her, and the sight of the frilly skirt waving in the air only added to her delight. He licked and sucked and nipped at her with his lips.

Vera panted, sweat stickling salt into her mouth. The smell of her own sex filled the air, musky and rich, and her heart raced as her pleasure built.

Mark pressed his tongue to her hard, fluttering it over her clit. Delight shot through her. Her fingers tightened in his hair, and he wrapped his mouth over her, sucking hard.

Fire flashed along her nerves, setting her body alight. Her vag clenched in a spasm of joy. Vera threw her head back in a silent scream, unwilling to give him the satisfaction of making noise.

+++

As soon as she came back to herself, Vera let go of Mark’s hair and used a foot to push him away. She stood, smoothing her skirt back down over her thighs.

He sprawled back on the wooden floor, the frilly petticoats holding the skirt high and showing his semi-hardened cock.

Vera set one of her feet over it, pressing down. “This is my cock. No one touches it. Not even you.”

He nodded eagerly.

She gathered her purse and walked for the door. “Finish cleaning up before you leave, my pretty, pretty maid.”

“Yes, boss.” Mark’s voice rang out, filled with relief.

He thought it was over.

He had no idea.

She still needed to punish him for breaking her chastity command.

Vera grinned. Tonight had been wonderful.

Her next idea was even better.


SISSY PET

He’s on his hands and knees, a pretty little kitten all dressed in pink and white. His tail waves high in the air. Delight flashes through her.

Mark still needs to pay for violating her chastity and forced feminization commands, so Vera dives into her next punishment. Sissy pet play. But she doesn’t want something as masculine as a pony for Mark. No. She has an even better outfit in mind, one that turns him into a pretty little kitten.

She’d imagined him in the girly costume. But the reality of him leashed and sissified is hotter than sin.


+++

Vera strode into the office on Monday morning, a spring in her step. She had a man to punish, and it put her in the best of moods.

Mark leaped to his feet as soon as he saw her. “Morning, boss.” Tall and wide-shouldered, he complemented his athletic build by dressing in pristinely cut suits. He had the easy charm of a handsome man who knew it, blond and blue-eyed and tanned.

To all indications, Mark was an alpha male in his prime, yet she knew the truth. Underneath all that swagger and masculine clothing, he wore the women’s panties she’d forced him into. Or at least he’d better be wearing them. He’d already disobeyed her once on this matter.

But this morning, his eyes searched her face, looking for approval.

That was more like it. What a difference her dominance had made in his behavior in only one week. First she’d forced him into a frilly French maid outfit. After spanking and using him for her pleasure, she’d made him lick his cum from the floor. It had been glorious.

But it wouldn’t get him out of the rest of his punishment.

She swept past him to enter her office and strode across the hardwood floor, her heels tapping with authority.

Mark hurried in after her, a cup of coffee in hand. “It’s just like you like it, boss.”

Vera narrowed her eyes and took a sip. The hot liquid coated her tongue with strong bitterness. It was indeed exactly as she liked it.

She settled into her executive chair, crossing her legs and letting her straight black skirt slide higher. Mark’s gaze snapped to her thighs, which were covered in silky black hose. His eyes grew heated.

Maybe someone really had kept his chastity command all weekend.

“Come here.” She pointed to the spot beside her chair.

Mark stepped around the desk, keeping his back to the door.

“Show me,” she said, using her commanding tone. “Prove to me you’re wearing them.”

Mark’s face turned red as he reached into the front of his trousers and tugged up an inch of stretchy pale-green lace. But for all his embarrassment, his erection flickered to life, growing in front of her eyes.

Vera placed a palm over the firm bulge. “And this cock? Is it mine?”

“Yes, boss. Only yours, boss.” He nodded vigorously.

She gave a little squeeze and let her tone go icy. “You’re not lying to me again, are you?”

“No, boss.” He met and held her gaze instead of looking down and away.

Good.

She dropped her hand and waved him away.

His brow creased as anxiety filled his eyes.

Let him stew in doubt. He deserved it after his horrible behavior while she’d been on vacation. Mark had broken her chastity command, destroyed his women’s panties, and attempted to turn her sales team against her.

Once alone, she pulled out her phone and opened up a photo she’d taken of Mark’s next outfit. The week before, she’d purchased a few more surprises with his credit card than he’d seen yet.

Vera’s lips curled as she stared at the screen, and a hot flicker of anticipation warmed her belly. As wonderful as the frilly French maid costume had been, the new outfit was going to be even better.

+++

They settled back into their routine. Every morning, Mark brought her two cups of coffee instead of her assistant. Every morning, she checked he wore his pretty panties and reminded him of his chastity command.

By Wednesday she was bored. Friday felt too long to wait. It was time to have a little fun.

The afternoon sales meeting went well. Vera gave a sharp presentation that had Mr. Jefferson, the CEO, nodding and smiling. “Excellent, Ms Saunders. I’m pleased with all the progress you and your team have made over the past few weeks.”

When she retook her seat, Mark’s eyes lingered on her. Since she had his attention, she stroked the cover of her leather day planner. The solid volume had been the very first thing she’d ever spanked him with. Each strike had been a deliciously meaty thud that had sent satisfying vibrations traveling up her arm and had reddened his bare ass cheeks wonderfully.

Her fingers smoothed over the surface in a repetitive motion. It looked absent-minded, yet it was anything but. Mark stared transfixed for long moments, then shifted uncomfortably in his chair.

As the meeting broke up and everyone made for the door, he remained seated. Vera lingered too, pretending to take a last few notes. Then she walked around the table slowly, waving the day planner through the air. “Aren’t you coming, Mark?”

His eyes tracked the leather volume, and his face turned red. “No, I’m good.” He held up his sleek smartphone and pointed to the screen as if he needed to do something important. But his voice sounded strangled, and she caught a glimpse of the bulge tenting his trousers before he slid his chair even closer to the table.

Vera walked off, allowing herself a smirk where he wouldn’t see.

+++

On Thursday morning, Vera surprised Mark by following him into the break room when he went to fetch her a second cup of coffee.

She had to wait a few moments while one of the women from accounting poured her own cup of coffee and added a truly annoying amount of sugar to it.

Vera kept a smile plastered to her face even as her teeth ground together. Why couldn’t the woman stir faster? If anyone should find time precious, you’d think it would be an accountant, she thought.

Eventually the other woman snagged a donut from the box and left.

Vera bypassed the pastries to step forward and grab Mark’s cock through his suit trousers. It leaped to life in her hand, firming more every second. He sucked in a breath, and his eyes went dark as his pupils dilated with desire.

“Boss?”

She squeezed, and his hips jerked forward, grinding his erection into her palm. “Simply reminding you of whose cock this is.”

Voices sounded in the hallway.

She let go and spun around, walking away from him without looking back.

When he brought her coffee to her office a few minutes later, Vera was careful not to acknowledge his presence, no matter how hotly his gaze burned across her skin.

He hovered by her desk for stretched moments, but she continued to ignore him.

Only once he slunk out of her office, his steps slow and dejected, did she allow herself to look up.

It seemed someone still needed to learn that her attention was a boon she granted as she desired, not something he should expect.

That was fine. She smiled. It simply meant he needed more training with additional punishment and humiliation.

+++

Determined to take things a step further, Vera called Mark into her office at the close of business on Thursday. “We have a follow-up call about the Chung Account. Please gather all of the latest numbers.”

He hurried in a few minutes later, a file folder clutched in one hand.

“Close the door,” she said.

The evening sun shining through the windows lit his blond hair, and an eager expression covered his handsome face as he walked across the room. He was expecting to play. So yes, someone still needed to learn to set aside his personal expectations. Her desires were paramount, not his.

He stood in front of her desk, waiting for instruction.

Then her phone rang. She answered, sending it to speaker. “Hello, Ms. Chung. This is Vera Saunders. How may I help you this evening?”

A trickle of delight ran through Vera when Mark’s face fell.

As she listened to the other woman’s questions, Vera gestured for him to come around the desk and lay the latest spreadsheet printouts across the top. She had the report from a few days ago open on her computer screen, but Mark had the newer, rawer data.

He handed her form after form as Ms. Chung asked about each topic. Say what you will about the man, he made a good second to her first.

When she finally hung up the phone, Vera snapped her fingers and pointed to the floor. Mark dropped to his knees before her. Vera toed off her pumps and stuck out a foot.

His fingers were warm and firm as they pressed into the sole, rubbing away the pain of a day spent in heels. It felt absolutely divine, but she kept her expression carefully neutral.

After a while, she switched feet, settling back in her chair as his clever hands continued to work their magic.

By the time he was done, his erection pressed against the front of his trousers. A spurt of desire flashed through her as well. Having him on his knees servicing her tended to have that effect.

She longed to bury a hand in his thick blond hair, pull him forward and put that smart mouth to work pleasing her. Make him lick her until she came.

But no. It would spoil the build up to tomorrow’s fun.

“I’m done with you,” she said. “Gather your papers and go.”

Mark opened his mouth as if about to protest. She raised an eyebrow, and his jaw snapped shut. Smart man. He was proving somewhat trainable at least.

He stood and gathered his things.

Vera glanced up at him. “Do I need to remind you who that cock belongs to?”

“It belongs to you, boss.”

His shoulders sank as he walked slowly across the room. Vera had to fight down a laugh. He thought this was bad? Ha! She couldn’t wait for tomorrow.

+++

When Mark brought her first coffee on Friday morning, Vera called him around her desk for inspection.

His cock hardened as he slipped the front of his trousers open, straining forward against the pink satin panties he wore.

“Is this my cock?”

“Yes, boss.”

She narrowed her eyes. “No one’s touched it? Not even you?” The last time he’d given her a foot rub, he’d masturbated afterward.

“No.” He met her eyes, and his cock certainly seemed far too eager for action.

It seemed he’d been obeying his chastity command. Good.

She already had plenty to punish him for, and she didn’t want anything marring the scenario she had planned for this evening.

Vera wanted him panting and begging at her feet, leashed and punished until his butt cheeks were a bright red.

The image shot lust through her, and her thighs clenched.

But she kept her expression carefully neutral as she dismissed him from her office.

Let him stew a bit longer.

+++

As her team packed up to get ready to head out for the weekend, Vera walked out to the cubicles to give her normal Friday goodbye. “Great work this week, everyone. Have a fantastic weekend. Make sure you recharge those batteries because we’re going to hit the ground running come Monday morning.” Her team made a few mocks groans amongst the laughter as they filed past, heading for the main door.

Mark remained at his desk, but his eyes were glued to her. He’d clearly come to expect their Friday evening play sessions. But that was all right. Giving him a set time to look forward to would help him to maintain his chastity command, especially since she was making it harder on him by not using a cage.

Still, she couldn’t help adding one final bit of torture. After all, he deserved it after the way he’d betrayed her while she was on vacation.

Vera spun around and walked back to her office. She didn’t pause until she reached the door. Without looking over her shoulder, she said, “Mark, I have a couple of follow-up questions for the Chung Account if you could give me a few minutes of your time.”

“Yes, boss!”

He entered her office quickly, his long legs making short work of the distance. He stopped before her desk, tall and proud and wearing a perfectly cut men’s suit. His shoulders flared wide before narrowing in a V to his trim waist.

She paused to take him in for a few moments, letting her anticipation build. She was about to strip all of that masculinity away, and the thought filled her with delight.

“Shut the door.”

He hurried to comply.

She snapped her fingers and pointed to the floor, her first step in getting them both into the Dominant/subservient headspace.

He dropped to his knees and crawled to her.

She let him wait while she finished a few work emails. A little patience would be good for his discipline.

After a good ten minutes of making him kneel on the hardwood floor, she swiveled her executive chair to face him. “Go to my closet and fetch my bag.”

He crawled away from her, moving quickly. Once at the closet, he picked up the bag with his mouth exactly as she’d trained him. He held his head high all the way back, even though his neck muscles stood out in stark relief with strain.

Mark set the bag gently at her feet. His lips were red and swollen and so very pretty.

“Open it and spread everything out across the desk,” she said.

He lifted his hands to the bag, but looked to her for permission before touching. Good. He was learning. She nodded for him to proceed.

As the sound of the zipper faded, it made his gasp that much more audible as the sides of the bag gaped open to show a sliver of hot pink.

He grimaced, and a spurt of glee shot through her. This was to be a punishment after all.

His hands dove inside, and he pulled out a dress and spread it across the desk.

The outfit looked gorgeous, half anime princess, half kitten costume. It was an extremely short dress with a flounced skirt held out by multiple layers of white crinoline. The sweetheart neckline was cut wide, with poofy little sleeves that hugged the upper arms. Everything was in hot pink with white accents.

Next he spread out a pair of white fishnet stockings and a white lace garter. The platform heels were the exact same pink as the dress. There were even white lace gloves.

But the best parts were the items that changed this into pet play. A white leather collar and leash were first. Mark’s fingers lingered on the set of fuzzy white cat ears that would clip into his hair. His brow creased into a confused frown, and she had to stifle her laugh.

The he picked up the crowning accessory, a pink butt plug complete with a fuzzy white tail attached. His eyes went wide. “What is this?”

Vera frowned at him. “Quiet,” she snapped. “I didn’t give you permission to speak.”

He sat the butt plug down on the desk and rooted through the bag, finding nothing more. Then he sat back on his heels and looked to her for instruction, keeping his smart mouth closed for once. Good.

She said, “Take off your clothes.”

After kicking off his shoes, Mark peeled his suit jacket from his shoulders. His fingers made quick work of the buttons on his dress shirt, and he stripped it off to display his nicely muscled chest.

It was going to look fabulous wrapped in hot pink.

He shuffled around, pulling his trousers from his long legs and pushing off his socks. Soon he crouched before her in nothing but pink satin panties, his hard cock making a distinctive outline on the front.

As much as she loved how he looked in them, they’d only get in the way this evening. “Remove the panties as well.”

He pulled the waistband out and over his erection, letting it bob free as he slid the scrap of satin down his legs.

“You may stand and get dressed. Garter belt first.”

Mark climbed to his feet and held the lacey confection of straps up high, his face scrunched in confusion. Vera left him to sort it out on his own, enjoying the show as he struggled to get it on. The white fishnets rolled up his long legs, making them look wonderfully softened and girly.

When he’d connected the tops of the hose to the white garter belt, she said, “Put on the shoes and turn for me. I want to see you.”

He leaned on the desk to brace himself as he slipped on the hot-pink platform heels. Straightening, he took a tottering step, slowly spinning in place. The white straps of the garter belt perfectly framed his ass, which was deliciously bare above the hose.

Her hand itched. She was ready to spank.

But not yet. His humiliation wasn’t complete.

“Put on the dress.”

He lifted the dress up in front of him, a frown of distaste on his face. By the time he’d finished sliding the hot-pink fabric up his body, he was grimacing. The gloves covered his large masculine hands, the lace making them instantly girly.

Glee filled her.

She snapped her fingers and pointed to the floor. He dropped to his knees before her. Vera clipped the fluffy white cat ears into his hair. Then she pulled a stick of black eyeliner from her purse and outlined his eyes, adding a cat-like extension winging toward each temple. She finished off by drawing an inverted triangle on his nose and three long whiskers on each cheek.

She wrapped the white leather collar around his neck and let the leash dangle.

One last item.

“Turn.”

He began to stand.

“No,” she snapped. “On your knees.”

Mark spun around until his ass pointed right at her. The crinoline layers held the skirt up high, out of the way. Reaching into her purse again, Vera pulled out lube. She squirted a generous amount onto the butt plug.

She pressed the tip to his puckered hole, and he gasped and flinched away. “I never…”

“I didn’t give you permission to speak.” She slapped his butt cheek, a thrill tingling across her palm and traveling straight to her clit. “Hold still!”

He held in place, but his body shivered.

Vera teased him with the plug, working the tip in and out of him until his hips gave a little rock and he pushed backward.

Got you, she thought.

With a firmer shove, she seated the butt plug in his ass.

He hissed, his hips jerking.

The fluffy white tail waved in the air as he clenched and unclenched around the plug.

Perfect.

Vera’s heart raced, watching his pretty ass filled for the first time. She licked her lips. “Walk for me, pretty little kitty. Let me see you move your tail.”

Mark rose slowly to his feet, still unsteady in the heels.

But when he finally stood, he looked perfect. The crinolines held the skirt high so his fluffy white tail poked out clearly, framed by the white garters. The tail swayed with each step, his ass muscles tensing in delightful ways as he walked and the butt plug rubbed inside of him.

He reached the side of the room and turned.

Vera leaned forward, her breath catching in her throat. He looked even better than she’d imagined! The hot pink of the dress complimented his blond looks perfectly.

The little puffed sleeves hugged his biceps, leaving his shoulders completely bare. The sweetheart neckline clung to his chest, the middle dip adding a delightful touch of femininity. But the skirt was even better. Stiff layers of white crinoline spread the hot pink skirt wide, breaking up the masculine V of his body and giving him the appearance of wide hips. Humiliation dropped his shoulders and stained his cheeks red as Mark stared at the floor.

But his cock was hard, poking out from the nest of crinoline insistently.

Oh, she couldn’t wait to spank him!

“Stand in front of the closet door.” She picked up her phone and took a series of photos, having him pose and make little cat claws with his lace-covered hands. His expression remained glum, and she had to command him to smile, which delighted her. Vera finished off with pictures of him leaning over, his ass and tail high in the air.

Then she grabbed his leash and walked him in a circuit of the room before leading him to the desk. Normally, she liked it when the sub crawled on hands and knees for pet play, but Mark was so deliciously uncomfortable in the heels, she couldn’t resist making him walk in them more.

She sat on the edge of her executive chair, the leash still held firm. With a tug, Mark dropped to his knees before her.

“Meow for me, kitten. Beg for my attention.” He looked so good on his hands and knees, the fuzzy little ears on his head matching the tail waving in the air.

Mark’s brow creased and he didn’t immediately comply.

She yanked on the leash. “Now!”

“Meow,” he said. “Meow. Meow.” The sounds were sullen and unconvincing. That was all right. She could put that mouth to better work.

“Such a naughty little kitten, making a big mess while I was gone.” Vera spread her legs, letting her skirt ride high. “You need to use your tongue, clean things up.”

She pulled him forward. Pulling her skirt up her hips, she exposed the tops of her thighs, naked above her black thigh-high stockings. She wore no underwear, and Mark’s eyes burned as he stared hungrily at her bare mound.

Mark’s tongue flickered over her folds, sending a zing of pleasure through her. Her fingers clenched the leash, pulling him closer. She wanted more. She deserved more.

He looked so perfect as he licked her, his cute little kitten nose and whiskers only adding to the effect of his outfit. His mouth opened wide, his tongue darting forward.

Heat coiled in her core, and she shifted, spreading her legs wider even as she tugged him closer. He licked and sucked, his tongue plunging into her vag. Tingles swept over her as he put that smart mouth to work.

She yanked on the leash, wanting more. His lace-covered hands caressed her inner thighs, and the hot-pink dress filled her vision. Vera panted, her hearth thundering in her ears as the musk of her sex filled the air.

Mark’s mouth opened wide over her, and he sucked on her clit, his tongue fluttering over her sensitive nub in a blur. Her hips lifted from the chair as fire flashed along her nerves, setting her body alight with sensation.

+++

Vera settled back on the chair, letting the leash fall slack so Mark could ease away from her. After a few moments, she composed herself and stood, smoothing her skirt over her thighs.

“Stand.”

Mark tottered to his feet, and she led him to the end of her desk. Vera jerked on his leash until he bent over, his forearms braced on the desktop. She took the end of the leash and wrapped the leather around his wrists until there wasn’t any slack between his hands and neck. Sliding the loop at the end over one hand, she secured it in place.

He was bound, wrists to neck, tipping him farther forward. His ass was high in the air, the fluffy white tail standing straight out.

Her hand tingled. It had felt so good to slap him earlier. She’d always used paddles on him until now, but wanted a change. It’s time for a more personal spanking, she thought. Skin on skin.

She rubbed at his ass, sensitizing the skin. “You have been such a naughty kitten. Did you think last week’s punishment was enough for everything you did? Well, you’re wrong. Last week was for all the trouble you caused by undermining me with the sales team and trying to take credit for my work.”

Smack!

He jerked, the tail bobbling.

Ah, the tingle traveled from her hand straight to her clit. Vera clenched her thighs together.

“This week, you’re paying for not wearing the panties I got you while I was on vacation.”

Smack!

“And for throwing them away.” She didn’t mention how he’d broken his chastity command. No, she had plans for that punishment, and today wouldn’t touch upon them.

Vera tugged on the tail, setting his hips moving.

Then she really spanked him.

Her arm rose and fell, each slap tingling through her as his ass grew pink and warm under her hand.

Smack! Smack!

She shifted from ass cheek to ass cheek and hand to hand, spreading out the sting.

Smack! Smack!

Mark cried out, his hips shifting as if to get away.

“Hold still!” she snapped.

He couldn’t be done yet, she wasn’t ready.

She gave a couple of soft taps, lessening the sensation for a moment in order to draw the spanking out. His skin was hot and red under her fingers. The tail bobbed about, and the skirt framed his ass in a ring of frills.

“Such a pretty little kitten, all leashed and mine.”

Vera tugged on his tail, moving the butt plug within him, and he whimpered, his hips jerking forward. A glance from the side showed his cock, fully erect, the tip swollen and weeping precum.

He truly was close.

Smack! Smack!

Her right palm tingled.

Smack! Smack!

Her left palm burned with sensation, and delight sizzled through her as he cried out again. He’d reached his limit. She smoothed a hand over his ass, loving the heat of his punished skin. It was redder than his dress. She grinned.

Then she wiped all expression from her face and said, “Stand up.”

Mark tried to push off with his hands, but since they were connected to his neck, it didn’t work. He straightened slowly without using his hands, teetering on his high heels. Standing, he held his bound hands up in front of him, almost as if he prayed.

“Sit.” She snapped her fingers and pointed to the desk.

He winced as his sore buttocks touched the hard wood, but his erection sprang eagerly forward. She forced him back onto the desktop where he’d lain that very first time she’d ridden him. The full skirt under his lower back made his body arch. He looked so beautiful in profile, the frilly skirt of the kitten outfit standing up just above his swollen cock.

Grabbing a condom from her purse, Vera rolled it down his length.

Mark grunted, his hips pumping. He was hot and eager. It seemed someone truly had been obeying her chastity command for this week at least.

Vera climbed onto the desk and straddled him, pulling her skirt up to her waist. She was going to ride him, use him for every bit of her own pleasure. Mark licked his lips, his eyes fastened to her bare mound as she hovered over him.

“Meow for me, kitten,” she said. “Beg for it.”

This time he didn’t hesitate, and the sounds were enthusiastic. “Meow, meow, meow!”

She suppressed a smile. He was fully under her control. Perfect.

Holding his erection only long enough to get positioned, Vera slid down his cock. He stretched her so wide, the pressure was delicious. She bounced, going lower, letting him fill her in a hot tingle of sensation. When she hit bottom, she ground down on him, using his body to rub against her clit, sending electricity shooting along her nerves.

Mark made a noise, half pleasure, half pain. His ass must be killing him.

Vera suppressed a smirk and slapped the bare part of his chest rising above the sweetheart neckline of his girly blouse. “You don’t come until I say you do.” Her handprint turned pink like the dress.

“Yes, boss,” he panted.

“No words.” She slapped him again. “Kitten’s meow.”

“Meow, meow.”

Then she began to ride. She slammed down onto his cock, taking him deep, making sure he hit all the right places. Vera didn’t care what he wanted. She chased her own pleasure, using his cock and body exactly as she pleased.

Leaning forward, Vera braced both hands on his chest and moved even faster. She ground her clit against him each time their bodies slapped together. Fire filled her center as her desire coiled tighter and tighter. Sweat trickled salt into her mouth, and she panted, her heart racing.

Mark grunted in time with her movements, the tendons of his neck straining against the white leather of the collar as he tipped his head back. The hot-pink fabric clung to his chest. His arms jerked at the leash binding his wrists together, but she’d tied him too well.

He was completely at her mercy.

The thought sent her over the edge. Her orgasm spiraled outward from her core in a rush of tingling sensation. Her vag clenched tight around him. Vera ground her teeth together to hold in her scream, unwilling to give him the satisfaction of hearing her pleasure.

+++

She fell still, then pulled herself off him and climbed down from the desk, smoothing her skirt back into place as she stood.

His cock swayed in the air, its head swollen and demanding release.

Vera uncoiled the white leather leash from his wrists and let him stand.

He looked at her forlornly, his eyes zeroed in on her skirt-covered mound.

“You don’t deserve to come inside of me. Not after what you did.” She snapped her fingers and pointed to the floor. “Down on the floor like the pretty little kitten you are.”

He slid from the desk, crouching awkwardly in the heels.

“Onto your hands and knees,” she snapped.

Mark fell forward, bracing on his palms.

Vera strode around him, enjoying the view of his ass, the red skin offsetting the pretty little tail all in white. She pulled on it, sliding the butt plug out an inch before driving it forward again. He gasped, his hips jerking.

“Do you like that, my little kitty? Do you like your new tail? You may use your human words.”

“Yes, boss.” He hung his head as if embarrassed, but when she moved the butt plug again, he groaned, his voice filled with want.

The pink skirt flounced out around his hips, widening his shape. He looked so girly, delight filled her. She walked back around to sit in her chair, facing him.

“You may touch yourself.”

He sat back on his heels and splayed his knees wide, gathering the full skirt up around his waist. His erection jutted forward, swollen. After sliding off the condom, he fisted his cock in one lace-gloved hand, the other reaching back to squeeze his balls.

Mark grunted, his hand moving in a blur. The tiny sleeves of the hot-pink dress slipped a bit further down his upper arms, baring more of his chest. With both of his hands centered at his groin, his arms pushed his pecs together, making a delightful show of cleavage.

“You are such a pretty little kitty girl,” she cooed. “You may come now.”

“Argh!” His hips snapped forward, and a stream of cum arched out to splash across the floor between them, dotting the toes of her black pumps.

He fell forward onto his hands, panting.

“What a messy little kitten you’ve been.” She stretched her leg out to shove one of her shoes against his lips. “It’s a good thing kittens love cream. Lick it. Eat it all up.”

His tongue swiped across the leather, leaving behind a glossy sheen as he washed her shoe. Delight shot through her. When he finished with the first, she pushed her second shoe to his mouth. The dots of white disappeared under the lapping of his tongue, and he finished off by kissing the exposed skin of the top of her foot.

She planted her other heel on his shoulder and pushed him away from her. “I didn’t give you permission to touch me.” Vera snapped her fingers and pointed to the floor. “Now clean up the rest of your mess.”

He bent over, dipping his head to the floor. With his kitty whiskers and ears, he looked absolutely adorable following her commands. When combined with the leash, everything about this new outfit had quickly become her favorite.

His tongue swiped up his cum, licking along the long line of creamy white. The position made his ass stick high in the air, the tail waving back and forth. The skirt spread out around him in a cloud of hot pink. It was beautiful.

It took him a while, his tongue fluttering over the hardwood as the semen slowly disappeared. When he finished, he was right at her feet, and she picked up his chin. “Prove to me you swallowed it all.”

Mark opened his mouth, displaying his swollen and very red tongue but no cum.

Good.

She let his head drop from her hand then she planted a foot on his shoulder and pushed, toppling him back onto his ass. He sprawled across the floor, his skirt making a halo of pink and white around his waist. Vera stood and placed a foot on his partially deflated cock.

He winced.

“Who does this cock belong to?” she asked.

“You boss.”

She bore down a little harder, the heel driving into his balls. “Who else gets to touch it?”

He gasped. “No one.”

Lowering her foot to the floor, she waved him back onto hands and knees. Once there she picked up the leash and made him turn. She leaned over and unclipped the bulk of the fuzzy tail from the butt plug, leaving it with only the removal ring. She gave a little tug. “You’re going to wear your pretty kitty tail for me all next week. I expect to see both it and your new panties every single day.”

“Yes, boss.”

The butt plug would stretch him, get him ready for her. Because Vera had plans for how he’d finally pay for breaking her chastity command.

She smirked. Next week was going to be one wild ride.


SISSY STRAPPED

She bends him over the desk. Her new toy juts from her body, its firm weight ready for action. Lust coils in her belly.

Vera’s finally going to punish Mark for disobeying her chastity command.

She’s ordered an exquisite set of innocent white bridal lingerie for him. She also bought a new toy for herself: a special strap-on designed to ensure her pleasure.

He stands bent over in front of her, panting and ready. She thought she knew how hot it would be to take him for his first ride. She was wrong.


+++

As soon as Vera stepped through the main door of the office on Monday morning, Mark jumped to his feet to greet her. “Morning, boss.”

God, how she loved the sound of that. “Boss” had become their secret word for her domination of him, a word that could be said in public without anyone suspecting it really meant “Madam” or “Mistress” or “Domme.”

Mark was turning out to be a better sub than she’d expected. With a little more training and a firm hand, she might even consider taking him home with her for extended play sessions.

Until then, he needed to make up for his recent transgressions. He’d backslid horribly while she’d been on vacation. She’d already turned him into a sissy maid and a pretty pink kitten and made him lick his cum from the floor and her shoes.

Yet Vera had one last punishment left to dole out.

In front of the rest of the sales team, his tanned handsome face wore the confident smile of a man who knew he was good looking. Tall and blond, he had the build and charisma of a high-school football star who’d made certain to keep in shape. His well-tailored suit showed off his wide shoulders and narrow waist, the slate blue picking up the color of his eyes.

But she saw through the alpha façade into the heart of him. As much as he’d protest if asked, he loved when she forced him into frilly feminine clothes. His hard cock didn’t lie.

Mark dashed off to the break room to get her first coffee of the morning. She liked how eager to please he’d become. It was her due.

As Vera walked past the cubicle farm, she greeted the rest of her sales team. Tony, her executive assistant, waited at his desk outside her office. His pleasant face broke into a smile as he spotted her.

“Anything pressing?” she asked.

“The Patterson Campaign went viral over the weekend. Mr. Jefferson would like an update on the sales numbers for this afternoon’s meeting.”

Vera nodded and strode into her office, her heels clicking sharply on the wooden floor. Although she took pains to hide her stronger dominant tendencies in order to fit in at work, she still carried enough of a commanding presence to instill a strong work ethic in her team.

The CEO would get his numbers. She’d make sure of it.

+++

When Mark had brought her first cup of coffee, she’d been too busy compiling data to pay him much mind. By the time Mark arrived with her a second cup, she’d put together enough of a report to pause for a few moment.

He hurried across the office, eagerness hastening his steps. “I’ve got your coffee, boss. Just like you like it.”

After placing the cup on her desk, he hovered, clearly expecting to be noticed. That wouldn’t do. He should never think he deserved her time and interest as a matter of course. Her attention was a boon he needed to earned.

Still, it was time to confirm he’d followed her commands over the weekend.

“Shut the door,” she said.

He trotted across the office. If he still had the butt plug in place, it seemed he’d grown more used to it. Good. It would make this week’s activities all the better.

She suppressed a smirk. If only he knew what she had planned!

Once Mark stood in front of her desk again, she snapped her fingers and pointed to the floor beside her chair. It was her usual command that helped both of them get into the Domme/sub headspace.

He dropped to his hands and knees and crawled until he bowed before her.

“You’re wearing your panties and tail?”

He looked up at her, his expression eager. “Yes, boss.”

She narrowed her eyes. “Show me.”

He sat back on his haunches, his hands moving quickly as they opened his trousers. The slate-blue fabric parted to show the palest of lavenders, the fabric a sheer silk that did little to hide the erection straining against it.

Good. He was following her sissification command. Now for the rest. “And the tail?”

Mark rose up.

“No!” she snapped, pointing at the floor. “I didn’t give you permission to stand. You stay on your hands and knees like the pretty little kitty you are.”

His face fell, but he dropped back to floor. After some awkward fumbling, he shoved his trousers to his knees, the soft silk panties following. Then he crawled until his ass faced her. The removal ring of the pink butt plug stuck out from between his butt cheeks.

Mark looked over his shoulder at her, clearly expecting approval. That would never do. Following her commands should offer him enough reward, but he was turning out to be a greedy little sub.

“Turn back around and sit up.”

He crawled to face her and sat back on his heels. His hard cock bobbed in the air, jumping with excitement as she ran the pointed toe of her black pump up it. “And this cock? Did anyone touch my cock over the weekend?”

“No, boss. No one. Not even me.”

His expression remained open, and his eyes didn’t dart around as they tended to do when he lied. Also his cock was so very, very hard, the head swollen and weeping from the lightest touch of her shoe. She believed him.

But she couldn’t let him get too cocky. Vera waved a hand in dismissal. “Dress yourself and go.”

He said a sad, “Yes, boss,” and moved to comply slowly, as if expecting her to change her mind.

She didn’t.

A spurt of glee filled her at the way his shoulders slumped as he walked from the room.

+++

Once they’d all filed into the conference room and taken their seats around the long table, Mr. Jefferson started the afternoon meeting. “Due to all of your hard work over the last few weeks, the Patterson Campaign finally took off this past weekend.” His distinguished brown face split into a smile. “Ms. Saunders, if you would.”

Vera launched into her presentation, outlining the spike in sales Patterson had recorded for the weekend with a breakdown of the markets based on various regions. She clicked through slide after slide of data, finishing off by saying, “So as you can see, if we expand what’s working on the East Coast across the rest of America, we predict an even larger surge in sales for the coming week.”

“Excellent, just excellent.” Mr. Jefferson rubbed his hands together. “Thank you for putting together your report so quickly.”

“I have a good team,” Vera said. They’d always been solid workers, but ever since her promotion, she’d taken pains to manage them well. It was bringing out the best in everyone and really paying off.

The meeting continued with the other VPs making their reports. Vera paid close attention. She might be in charge of Sales, but knowing what was happening in the rest of the company kept her at the top of her game.

Still, she made sure to catch Mark’s gaze every so often. Each time she did, she stroked her hand over the leather of her day planner, letting her fingers linger in a caress. The planner was the first thing she’d ever used to spank him, an impromptu paddle she could carry anywhere. Which meant it provided her with the perfect method of teasing him.

His eyes tracked her movement avidly, growing hot. He squirmed in his seat as he did whenever aroused. Delight bubbled through her veins.

+++

Tuesday cemented their morning routing, with Mark bringing her coffee and Vera demanding to see his panties and butt plug.

This time when he turned on hands and knees to display the bright pink poking from his ass, she tugged on the soft silicone ring. He groaned, his body moving, straining for more sensation as she pulled the butt plug backward then let it snap forward again.

She played with him a couple more times, then slapped his ass cheek, leaving a nice pink palm print. “Leave me your credit card and get back to work.”

Mark looked over his shoulder at her, his mouth falling open as if to protest.

She raised an eyebrow and stared at him until he dropped his head forward again and followed her command. Once his clothes were arranged, he slid the rectangular piece of plastic onto her desk.

With one last longing look at the length of her legs exposed by her short skirt, her slunk from the room.

It was a walk of humiliation. He’d rightly guessed she was about to buy him another woman’s outfit. Little did he know she had an additional surprise in mind.

+++

Wednesday’s afternoon meeting provided a lovely opportunity for her to up her torment of Mark.

Mr. Jefferson said, “I’d like your assessments as to whether we should take on the Tietmeyer account.”

As they went around the conference table, hearing from various department heads, Vera prepared her notes. He’d sent them the information a couple of days ago, and Vera had taken one look at Tietmeyer’s sales records and done the assessment herself. When they got to her, she presented her findings, acknowledging that Tietmeyer had a lot of potential for growth if her company took over managing its day-to-day operations.

She wrapped up with a caveat. “However, if we take them on, we should charge an extra fee. Their sales records are a complete disaster. Someone’s going to have to go in and reorganize every single one of their files, cutting out all of the extraneous information and duplications.” Keeping her expression innocent, she watched Mark as she delivered her final point. “Mark could do it. I recently had him work on a side project for me. It turns out he’s got a knack for cleaning up messes.”

He huffed out a surprised breath, his eyes goggling at her. Then he blushed, hard, his face turning a bright red set off by his blond hair. He shifted in his chair, moving for long moments as if unable to get comfortable no matter what he tried.

Imagining his erection, Vera smirked. Hopefully everyone else would see it as a smile.

Mr. Jefferson beamed at her. “Excellent suggestion. Put together a report of how many hours you think the cleanup will take, and I’ll add the fee as an addendum to the contact.”

“I’ll get Mark right on that,” she said.

Mark nodded vigorously. “Yes, boss.” The words were music to her ears.

When the meeting broke up a few minutes later, almost everyone bolted from the room, eager to look busy in front of the CEO. Vera lingered, jotting down a few final notes in her day planner.

Mark remained seated as well.

She closed the planner, hefting the heavy leather volume in one hand as she rose to her feet. Veera waved it in the air at Mark. “Are you coming?”

His eyes tracked the day planner, growing dark and hot. He cleared his throat. “I’ll be along in a minute.”

When she rounded the table, he scooted his chair forward.

Yet he hadn’t moved fast enough to keep her from catching a glimpse of the erection tenting his trousers.

She smiled all the way back to her office.

+++

During Thursday morning’s panty inspection, Vera played with the butt plug again. Mark groaned and writhed as she teased his ass. God, she was going to have so much fun with him!

She’d tried on her new strap-on the evening before, unable to put off her anticipation any further. It was a special design, which made it expensive, but she’d used Mark’s credit card to purchase it.

The thick cock had jutted from her body, a solid eight inches of power.

Tomorrow she’d take that pink virgin ass of his and make it hers.

Desire shivered through her. It turned out Mark wasn’t the only one aching with want.

+++

Late Thursday afternoon, Vera had Tony arrange a last-minute meeting with Mark beginning only a few minutes before the end of the workday.

When Mark entered her office at the designated time, she said, “Shut the door.”

He complied and hurried across the wide room to her stand in front of her desk. The late afternoon sun painted him in light, setting his blond hair ablaze and picking up the bright blue of his tie, which he’d matched to today’s power socks.

Vera hid a smirk. Power socks, ha! She remembered the way she’d tied him up with a pair of them, turning them into her power.

Her vag clenched. She was tired of being patient. Not bothering to feign a business reason for their meeting, she snapped her fingers and pointed to the floor beside her chair.

Mark dropped to hands and knees and crawled over. The ritual worked as planned, putting him into a submissive mindset more quickly with each repetition. When he came to a stop in front of her, his expression was eager. He clearly expected for them to play.

She wanted to laugh. One of them was going to get some satisfaction, but it wasn’t going to be the disobedient little sub who’d broken her chastity command by sleeping with another woman. Oh, no.

Even though he no longer sniped at her with that smart mouth of his, she longed to put his tongue to good use. And what better use could there be than servicing her?

She leaned back in her executive chair and uncrossed her legs, spreading them a bit. Her short black skirt rose higher, exposing a peek of the lacey tops of her black thigh-high hose.

Mark eye’s devoured her legs, going dark as his pupils shot wide. He wet his lips with his tongue.

“Lick me,” she said, command filling her voice.

He lifted his hands but stopped with them hovering over her thighs, looking to her for permission. Good. He’d retained the lesson.

She said, “You have permission to touch me.”

Mark placed his hands on her knees, opening them as far as he could. Then his hands drifted up her legs, teasing along the outside of her thighs. When he reached the hem of her tight black skirt, she lifted from the chair so he could shove it up to her waist. The bare skin of her upper thighs and hips came into view, and he sucked in an excited breath when he saw she had on no underwear.

His fingers returned to her knees, sliding up her inner thighs as he pushed them apart. He licked and nuzzled the skin, moving ever closer to her center without touching her where she wanted it most.

Her skin burned under hid mouth, and as he maddeningly teased her, she became even more sensitive. When at last the tip of his tongue glided over her clit, electricity shot through her. Vera had to fight to keep still, unwilling to let him see the effect he had on her.

His mouth descended, his lips whispering across her flesh as his tongue fluttered against her entrance to glide up to her clit. Over and over, he kept licking, the pleasure building as he continued to tease.

“My pretty little kitty,” she said as he lapped at her.

Then she buried her fingers in his hair and held his mouth in place over her sensitive bundle of nerves. Her hips swiveled as she rode his tongue, taking what she wanted from him. The tingling reached a crescendo. Pleasure, hot and sharp, raced through her body, bowing her body as her head fell back in a silent scream.

When she came back to herself, Mark still knelt before her. His head rested on her thigh, and he wore a smug expression.

That would not do.

She shifted her leg. “Stop touching me.”

He jerked back as if burned, his mouth flying open. “I—”

She placed a foot on his shoulder and pushed him backward until he sprawled on his ass. “Do you want to finish that sentence?”

He snapped his mouth shut and shook his head, but couldn’t hide his look of disappointment.

Vera dropped her foot to the floor and stood. Once she’d smoothed her skirt back down her thighs, she toed the erection tenting his trousers. “This cock is mine.” She pressed down, her heel digging into him. “No touching.”

He grimaced, but nodded. “No touching, boss. Got it.”

She picked up her purse and stepped past him, striding for the door without looking back.

+++

Vera walked into the office on Friday morning wondering what she’d find. Today’s panty inspection would be the important one. Had Mark kept her chastity command after all of the stimulation of the evening before?

He certainly jumped to his feet as if eager to see her. “Morning, boss.”

When he brought her first coffee into her office, she said, “Shut the door.”

“Yes, boss.” He hurried to comply.

She snapped her fingers and pointed to the floor beside her, happy to see him drop to his hands and knees with alacrity.

When he stopped in front of her, she said, “Show me.”

The dark blue trousers hid lacy yellow panties. The swollen and red skin of his hard cock peeked through the eyelets. Perfect. He certainly looked as if he’d had no satisfaction.

Next he showed her the butt plug, the pink ring begging her to pull it free and fill him with something better. Something bigger.

Soon, she promised herself, her vag clenching. Soon.

The pointed toe of her black pump stroked his cock, and he gasped. “Did you touch my cock? Did you disobey me again?”

“No, boss.” He held her eyes, his expression sincere.

Good. He was truly ready to be her sub.

No more waiting. She’d take him this evening.

+++

By that afternoon, Mark quivered with want every time she looked at him. But that didn’t mean she planned to let up on teasing him. Oh, no. He still had a lot to make up for.

So when Mr. Jefferson asked for suggestions on how to keep the lagging Gutierrez brand from faltering, Vera spoke up.

“I know I’m not an advertising specialist, but I think the company needs to rebrand. They need to be cuter to attract their audience. Something like… oh, I don’t know,” she lied, knowing exactly where she was going with this. Her eyes turned to Mark. “How about an adorable animal? Something like a fuzzy pink and white kitten perhaps?”

He flushed red, his eyes going wide. Mark squirmed in his chair exactly as he did whenever he got an erection in public. The movement would make the butt plug rub inside him, turning him on even more. Delight filled her.

“That sounds like a fantastic idea,” Mr. Jefferson said, bringing her attention back to the wider room. He turned to Stacey Yamazaki, who headed the Advertising Division. “Why don’t you go ahead and have your team work up a few proposals so we can provide Gutierrez with a solution instead of just a problem?”

“Of course,” Stacey said, shooting Vera a thankful glance.

Vera gave a tiny nod. They were the only two women to make executive. If they didn’t have each other’s backs, who would? Besides, it never hurt to have allies.

Although that was only a small part of why she’d done it. She caught Mark’s gaze, letting the smile she wore for the others in the room grow a little more feral. He shifted in his chair, his face turning even redder.

Excellent.

+++

The end of the workday finally arrived. Vera walked out to the cubicle farm to say goodbye to her team. “Have a fabulous weekend, everyone.” She smiled wide, letting her excitement at the play soon to come shine through. “We’re going to hit the ground running bright and early on Monday, so get a lot of fun in over your break.”

People called out goodbyes and gathered their things, staring to stream toward the office’s main door. Mark lingered, slowly placing items in his briefcase.

One last tease, she thought with a spurt of glee.

Vera spun on the ball of her foot and headed for her office. She didn’t pause until she reached the door. Without turning, she said, “Mark, I need your estimate as to how many hours you’ll need to clean up the Tietmeyer sales record.”

“On it, boss,” he called out, his voice bright and happy. “I’ll bring them right to you.”

Her heels tapped confidently as she crossed the wooden floor, and Vera took a seat in her executive chair, anticipation bubbling in her veins.

When Mark entered, she said, “Shut and lock the door.”

He complied and hurried across to her desk, a file folder clutched in one hand.

“Put it here.” Vera gestured to the far edge of the desktop, then snapped her fingers and pointed to the floor beside her. In seconds, he was on his hands and knees, crawling to do her bidding.

She should draw this out, she knew she should, but she couldn’t wait any longer.

“Go to the closet and fetch my bag.”

He scurried across the floor, as eager as she was to being their play.

When he reached the closet and opened the door, he picked up the handle of the black duffle bag with his mouth and turned. His neck muscles strained, the tendons popping out as he made his way back, fighting to keep the bag high. He nonetheless sat it gently at her feet.

Good. His training was coming along nicely. And his mouth was so pretty like that, all swollen and red.

“Open the bag and lay the contents out on the desk.”

He lifted his hands but looked to her for permission before touching the zipper. Good.

She gave a sharp nod.

His hands trembled as he pulled out the white-lace bustier complete with silicone breasts. It was a gorgeous piece of engineering made to mold to his form. Then came a white-lace garter belt. Finally, he sat out the white satin pumps and sheer white hose.

He glanced at her, his brow furrowed, as if curious as to why everything was so much simpler than the last two outfits. What he didn’t realize was this was also a costume.

Only this time he was playing a virginal bride. Her virgin.

“You may stand to dress yourself.” She lacked the patience to wait for him to struggle with his suit while on hands and knees.

Mark stood, shrugging the dark-blue suit jacket from his wide shoulders. His tie followed, then his fingers made fast work of the buttons of his dress shirt. He peeled it from his body, displaying his well-muscled chest and chiseled abs. He looked so masculine right now.

That was all about to change.

His trousers fell to his ankles, and he kicked off his shoes to remove everything but his lacey underwear. They were pretty, but the bright yellow didn’t fit with his new role. And they’d only be in the way. She’d purposefully not bought him any panties for this outfit, wanting full access to his ass.

“Remove those as well.”

In moments, he stood naked, his cock jutting forward proudly, his shoulders wide, his hips slim. He looked every inch the alpha male.

She loved how that picture shattered as he fastened the white-lace garter belt around his waist, arranging it so the garters hung down the center of each thigh in the front and back. He leaned over to roll the sheer stockings up his long legs. Even the movement was feminine.

Vera enjoyed the show, the silky fabric adding a sheen to his skin that made his well-defined legs look so very pretty. He snapped the garters to the top of the hose and smoothed everything into place, his cock remaining hard throughout.

Then he lifted the bustier up in front of him, his face scrunching with confusion.

“Slide your arms into the straps from the back,” she said. “Then bring the front together to do up the hook-and-eye closures.” She’d purposefully bought him one he could put on and take off himself.

It took him a couple of tries, but he eventually got it wrapped round his back so he could fasten the front together. Once the bustier was in place, it became obvious the fake breasts needed to be shaped better. For all the time men spent obsessing over breasts, one would think he’d have a good idea of how to make them look. But when he tried, he only made them worse.

“Come here and lean over,” she snapped. Her hands reached into the top to reposition the pliable silicone, the backs of her fingers brushing against his firm pecs. When she finished, she took a few moments to stare at the pretty display he made leaning over. The white lace of the bustier hid the silicone padding, leaving nothing but the perfect view of two plump breasts. She cupped them in her hands, giving a soft squeeze. “What a nice chest you have. Now put on the rest.”

He straightened and stepped back.

Vera’s breath caught in her throat. He looked so good. There wasn’t a flared skirt to give him hips with this outfit, but the breasts more than made up for the difference. The curving mounds altered the entire look of his body, making his waist look narrow like a woman’s.

“Put on the shoes.”

He slid his feet into the white satin pumps, ones that would look at home on any bride who wore white.

Yes, she thought. It was perfect.

Vera leaned forward in her chair. “Walk for me, my pretty.”

His steps were a little wobbly at first, but the way his ass looked was perfect. The white garters framed it on either side, and the pink ring of the butt plug moved with every step.

She pulled out her phone and stood. “Stand in front of the closet door.” Even with cloud sharing turned off in her photo app, she wouldn’t chance taking an incriminating photo in front of the distinctively decorated walls of her office. The old plaster molding was far too unique.

Mark did as she commanded, and she had him strike pose after pose. Those from the front showed off his beautiful breasts and jutting hard cock. Those from the back were her favorite though, with that fine ass of his on display in all its glory.

That ass was going to be hers.

Lust shivered through her.

“Come back over to the desk.”

He walked toward her, a wary look on his face.

“There’s one more special surprise for tonight,” she said, unlocking one of her desk drawers. Vera retrieved a second purse, carried in special for today. It held only one item inside.

She held up the special strap-on, and Mark’s huge eyes latched onto the inky black cock waving from the front. “Is that—”

“Quiet!” she snapped. “I didn’t give you permission to speak.”

He swallowed audibly.

Vera unzipped her black skirt and let it fall to the floor. After stepping out of it, she perched on the edge of her chair to pull the strap-on over her black heels. It was a special design, made out of a harness that resembled a pair of black leather underwear that contained a double-ended dildo. Everything was in the inkiest black, her favorite color.

She stood, spreading her thighs. With a shove, she slid her end of the dildo into her vag, which was already slick with desire. Tingling delight raced through her as the dildo filled her, stretching her deliciously. Then she tightened the external straps, buckling them in place for added security.

The cock bobbed, extending from her mound with a solid weight.

Mark couldn’t tear his eyes away.

She stroked the dildo. “Do you know why you’re dressed as you are?”

He shook his head.

“It’s because you’re my pretty little virgin bride, and I’m going to take your virginity.”

“My virginity?”

“Your ass.” She stroked the dildo again. “I’m going to take your ass.”

“No,” he whispered as if he hadn’t meant to say it aloud.

A curl of anger threaded through her. “You disobeyed me. You slept with another woman instead of following my chastity command. Did you think I’d forgotten?”

He remained quiet.

“Well,” her voice lashed out. “Did you?”

“No.” He hung his head.

Vera picked up the day planner. “Bend over the desk.” She wouldn’t bind him this time. No, she’d make him hold himself still without any help.

Mark took up position at the end of the desk, leaning over and resting his forearms on the wooden surface. His ass rose into the air, the garters drawing white lines down each side as if showing exactly where to spank.

Smack!

The vibration traveled up her arm, setting her entire body vibrating.

Smack!

Both cheeks went pink, the barest flush of color on his pale skin. She was only getting started.

Smack! Smack!

“That’s for throwing away the panties I bought you.”

Smack! Smack!

“That’s for undermining me with my sales team.”

She paused for a moment, running her hand over his reddened flesh, enjoying the heat rising from it. The softer touch would also re-sensitize his skin, ensuring he really felt the next blows.

His body relaxed, his shoulders dropping.

Thwack! Thwack!

The heavy planner hit harder. She watched from the side, enjoying the way his breasts jiggled with every strike. Her little girly bride. She’d take him in every way.

Her arm rose and fell, the meaty thuds of the heavy planner tingling through her body and going straight to her clit.

Then Mark cried out, his body shifting away. He’d reached his end.

Vera dropped the planner onto the desk. No matter how angry she was, pushing him too far would only hurt his training. A good Domme knew how to walk the line between giving the sub what they thought they could take and what they could actually handle.

Besides, she wanted to get to the next part.

Smoothing a hand over his hot ass cheek, she grabbed the ring of the butt plug and teased him with it a few times. Once his hips began to rock, she pulled it from him. Mark gasped.

Vera sat it aside and plucked a condom and lube from her desk drawer. She rolled the sheath over her cock and squirted a huge dollop of lube onto her hand, slathering her cock with it until it gleamed. Then she painted an extra squirt over the tight little pucker of Mark’s ass. His virgin ass.

Her vag clenched.

“Kick off your shoes and spread your legs.” He was too tall as he stood now.

He complied.

Vera stepped behind him. She grasped his hip with one hand and used the other to guide her cock to his entrance. His puckered hole twitched as the head of the jet-black dildo touched it, but she pressed forward. After a few seconds, his muscles relaxed, and she slid forward. The butt plug had done its job, making him ready for her.

But not too ready.

He whined, high in his throat. She grinned, her lips pulling back from her teeth. Her cock was big.

Vera shifted her hips, rocking into him. Each movement made the other end of the dildo press more fully into her vag, and delight shot through her. She thrust again and again, going deeper each time, chasing her own pleasure.

Mark shifted, his body restless. The white lace of the bustier and garter belt covered his back, making him look both pretty and vulnerable. She gave his ass cheek a little smack, and the muscle bunched beneath her palm. “Don’t you worry, my pretty little virgin. I’m going to make it good for both of us.”

Vera pressed forward until her hips hit the back of his ass. Time for the next part. With the press of a few buttons, the double-ended dildo sprang to life, each half actually a vibrator.

A wave of pleasure washed through her as it set her g-spot tingling.

Mark moaned, his ass cheeks clenching.

She pulled almost all the way out. Shifting her pelvis a little, she pressed forward. Sensation filled her as the vibrator shifted inside.

Mark gasped. There. She’d found his prostate.

Vera griped his hips and began to ride. She plunged forward, penetrating him over and over, rocking on her feet to get the angle just right. Mark writhed and moaned before her, an innocent girl pinned in place by her big cock and loving it. The smell of sex filled the air, and salty sweat trickled into her mouth.

The vibrations built, setting her g-spot humming with heat and sensation. She thrust into him harder, their bodies slapping together, putting a delicious pressure on her clit with each hit.

“Touch yourself, my pretty little bride. Reach down between your legs and make yourself feel good.” Her hips snapped forward, pummeling his ass, her breath coming in pants as her heart raced.

His arm slid down, becoming a blur as he fisted his cock and began to work it furiously.

“Come for me, my innocent little virgin. Come for me now.”

Mark cried out, his body juddering below hers.

Vera pounded into his ass, striking harder and harder, setting her clit on fire with sensation. The vibrator ground against her g-spot, adding a humming layer of delight as she orgasmed. Electricity shot through her, blazing along every nerve. Her vag clenched repeatedly around the vibrator, wringing every last bit of pleasure from her body. She threw her head back, her mouth open in a silent scream.

+++

Vera’s hands dropped from Mark’s hips, and she slid her still rampant cock out of his ass. With a couple of taps, she stopped the vibrators, the sensation suddenly too much on her sensitized flesh.

Once she’d unbuckled the straps, the other end of the dildo slipped from her vag with an echo of remembered pleasure. She slid the black leather underwear down her thighs and perched on the edge of her chair to take them off. After disposing of the condom and placing the harness in a large plastic bag, she stuffed the entire assembly back into the spare purse. She’d clean it as soon as she got home, wanting to take special care with her new toy.

After all, she planned to use it again. Often.

Mark remained bent over the desk, his ass still red from her spanking. His breasts undulated with each deep breath. He’d splattered the desktop with his cum.

Vera stepped into her skirt and zipped it into place.

He finally stood, a little shaky on his feet even though he no longer wore the heels.

Vera took one last appreciative look at him in all his girly glory then caught his eye. “That was your final punishment for past transgressions. We can continue to play as we’ve been doing, or we can take things to a new level.”

Mark licked his lips. “What would that be?”

“We can create longer, more involved scenarios at my home. I’ll push you closer to the edge than I have been, but I’ll also let you choose a safeword so you can stop the play at any time.”

“I want to try it. I want…” His handsome face turned a glorious shade of red. Delight filled her. She could almost feel the heat of his embarrassment rolling off him. “I want more of this.”

So her little virgin had liked having his ass taken? Excellent.

She stepped closer and placed a hand gently on the top of his chest. “There would be other considerations, like aftercare.” Then she dug her fingernails into his skin until he winced. “But there will be no more trouble at work or breaking of my chastity commands.”

“No, boss, never.”

“You’ll call me Madame when we play from here on out.” Vera dropped her hand and hardened her tone. “And I want to make something perfectly clear: the chastity only works one way. Your cock is mine. I am not yours.” She had no intention of limiting her own desires. “Is that acceptable?”

“Yes, boss.” A pause, then he dropped to his knees without her having to ask.

She allowed him a small smile so he’d know he’d pleased her.

Vera picked up both purses and walked for the door, her heels clicking across the floor in a syncopated accompaniment to her confident stride. She called over her shoulder without looking back. “Clean your mess up before you go.”

“Yes, Madame.”

Vera grinned, finally hearing the two words that were even better than “Yes, boss.”


DOMME PUNISHMENT

He lies bound and vulnerable. The large plug is heavy in her hand as she shoves it home. He whines, the noise high and sharp.

The gorgeous sub Adonis invites Vera to a new sex club. A fake Dom has been abusing the female subs, and Vera’s exactly the Domme to do something about it.

Feigning submission, Vera dupes the fake Dom into a trap. His pride binds him in place even more tightly than the restraints. As Vera wields her paddle with expert precision, she dispenses a shattering punishment and cages him.

Adonis’ hot eyes follow her every move. Her body’s on fire. He drops to his knees, willing to service her every desire.


+++

On Monday afternoon, Vera walked out to the cubicle farm to wish her team goodbye. “While I’m away, Mark will be supervising the team, but I’ll also have my business laptop with me. For routine matters, email. If an emergency arises, text my personal phone. Have a great couple of days, everyone.”

Lots of nods and smiles as they all got ready to leave.

Mark watched her, his expression expectant. Tall and broad shouldered, he had the blond good looks of a high school star quarterback who’d kept fit. His perfectly tailored suits showed off his masculine build, and his outgoing demeanor was all cocky male.

But Vera knew the truth buried underneath. Mark loved being sissified and wore panties under that power suit. Even better, he loved being dominated by her.

“Mark, I have a few last items to discuss. Please some to my office.”

“Yes, Boss!” He hurried to follow her.

Once they were inside, she said, “Shut and lock the door.”

She strode across the wide room, her heels clicking on the wooden floor, a confident sound. Taking a seat in her executive chair, she said, “I’ll only be gone a few days, and I’ll be in contact the entire time.”

He came to a halt in front of her desk and nodded.

“I want a daily email with summaries of the numbers. And I want another email outlining what’s happening with the Luigi account.” Their newest clients were that annoying combination of clueless and demanding. She planned to keep an eye on things personally until her team could get the account squared away.

“Yes, boss.”

That was the end of office business. She snapped her fingers and pointed to the floor beside her desk, using their established routine to put them into the right headspace for play.

He fell to hands and knees with alacrity and crawled to her, looking up with expectant eyes.

Vera let her lips curl a tiny bit so he’d know he’d pleased her. Her recent pegging of him had taken their play to a whole new level, and she’d finally decided to make him an official sub.

Too bad they didn’t have time for a prolonged session this evening. Her flight out left outrageously early the next morning. Still, she should leave him with something to remember.

She uncrossed her legs. His eyes snapped to them, roving hungrily along the length exposed by her short skirt. “Lick me.”

He raised his hands until they hovered over her thighs, and she nodded her permission to touch. Mark shoved at her slim black skirt, and she lifted her hips so he could push it up to her waist.

His hands traced over the bare skin of the top of her thighs, exposed above her black thigh-high hose. With a wicked grin, he buried his nose in her mound, his breath hot through her red silk underwear. Pleasure pulsed through her clit. Then he shoved her underwear aside, his tongue dipping into her entrance.

As he continued to lick, the panties kept falling in the way. “Enough teasing,” she said, her tone commanding. She lifted her hips so he could slide her underwear down her legs.

Then he pushed her thighs wide and ran his tongue all the way along her slit, stopping only to flutter against her most sensitive nub.

Tingling jolted through her, setting her heart racing.

Mark watched her, his blue eyes locked to her face as he continued to lick and suck and tease at her clit. She panted, and the smell of her sex filled the air. He was getting so good at this, that smart mouth of his finally finding its real purpose.

Vera buried a hand in his hair, circling her hips as she rode his tongue. Then with one last strong suck, he made her back bow up off the chair. Her orgasm hit, spiraling out of her center to flash fire across her body as she gasped.

After a few moments, she let go of his hair. He sat back on his heels, his erection tenting the front of his trousers.

She stood and smoothed her skirt down her thighs before retaking her seat. Vera plucked her silk panties from the desktop and held them out to him. “Touch yourself. I want to see you.”

His hands were eager as they stripped open his trousers. The dark-blue fabric flapped wide, displaying the pale-green lace panties he’d already shown her that morning. His cock was clearly visible, straining the stretchy material, the head peeking out the top.

“How pretty you are in your girly panties,” she said.

Mark flushed, his cheeks going pink, but his cock jumped at her words. God that blush made her want to spank him and take his ass. They’d played on Saturday, but somehow the two days that had passed since then felt like ages.

He freed his cock, its hard length springing forward. With his hand encased in her red silk panties, he began to stroke. He moaned, his hips rocking, and his eyes fluttered closed.

“Open your eyes,” she snapped. She wanted him to see her, to know his pleasure came at her command.

Mark fisted his cock, his hand beginning to move in a blur. He panted, his mouth hanging open, and a faint sheen of sweat coated his face.

“Come for me, my pretty one,” she snapped. “Come now.”

With a groan, he shot his hips forward, and cum arced out in a stream that splattered the wooden floor between them.

Her mind flashed back to the times when her punishments had him licking his cream from the floor, but he’d been good lately. She wouldn’t spoil his training by being arbitrary, no matter how much she’d enjoyed the view of him licking the hardwood clean.

He collapsed backward in a sprawl. She stood and gathered her things. Looking down at him, she said, “I expect you to wear your panties every day. And no one touches my cock. Not even you.”

“Yes, Madame.”

She allowed a small smile. How she liked him using her Domme title!

Vera strode from the room with a swing in her step. She might not have gotten to spank Mark this evening, but that mattered little when a prime prize like an abusive Dom awaited her punishment.

+++

That evening, Vera stood in front of her empty suitcase and pulled out her phone. She logged on to her favorite Dom/sub forum and opened her direct messages history. Adonis had contacted her at the end of the previous week, spurring this trip.

She’d spent a week in Chicago playing with the gorgeous, well-trained sub. The man had one of the deftest tongues she’d ever come across. Simply thinking about the way he’d worshiped her with it had her vag clenching with want.

She opened the messages they’d exchanged. Adonis had written: My Dearest Mistress Reva, please forgive my impertinence for contacting you, but I have come across another situation that could use your expert touch.

A tiny thrill went through her to have someone use her old name and title from when she’d been a tougher, more commanding Domme. Explain, she’d typed.

My job has taken me to New York, Adonis sent. I have a few friends in the scene, so I went to the club they suggested. There’s a problem Dom. It’s just like last time. He’s abusing subs. Only this Dom is too smart to get caught. No one has enough proof for the club owners to do anything.

I will be in New York next week. She gave him the details.

Thank you, Mistress. I look forward to seeing you.

Her boss had wanted her to go to the business conference in New York, but she’d considered sending Mark in her place. Adonis’ message had changed all of that.

While her play with Mark had progressed nicely, she always looked forward to unleashing her full potential as a Domme. This would do nicely.

Vera strode over to her closet, ready to find something that would make her appear like a sub. Anticipation filled her. A trip with both a glorious punishment and Adonis to look forward to?

Excellent.

+++

In a taxi on the way to the airport the next morning, Vera pulled out her phone. She check the Dom/sub forum, and Adonis had sent her another message.

Dear Mistress Reva, everything is arranged. I and my friends will meet you on any evening you chose.

Why wait? Today was her travel day with the only conference event a cocktail hour meet-and-greet early in the evening.

Tonight, she wrote back. We do this tonight.

It is as you command, Adonis replied.

They finalized a meeting time and place.

Vera settled back into the seat, her mind already imagining all the wonderful scenarios she would perform before the day was done.

+++

Another city, another trendy independent coffee shop. Vera strode through the door and into the warmly lit space decorated with purposefully mismatched tables and chairs painted a range of bright colors. It shouldn’t have worked, yet it did, the room a rainbow of hues. The smell of coffee and cinnamon filled the air. The blast of steam from the espresso machine was the only thing loud enough to rise above the loud buzz of multiple conversations, which provided a background of white noise.

Adonis stood. True to his chose sub name, he was male beauty and desire personified.

He had richly tanned skin, and dark curly hair framed his high cheekbones, full lips, and dark beautiful eyes. Built like an endurance athlete, Adonis was tall and lean, every muscle carved with beautiful definition. A black fishnet t-shirt showed off his chest and shoulders, and black leather trousers hugged his legs. He was debauchery and sin made manifest in human form.

“Mistress Reva,” he said, looking at her with worshipful eyes. “Thank you for doing this.”

He pulled out her chair. As she took her seat, she studied the rest of the group. There were fewer people than last time, but every single one of them was a young woman.

Even without the clothing that bordered on fetish gear, she recognized them as subs. Their eyes didn’t make direct contact with hers for long before dropping. They held their bodies carefully as if ready to move at her slightest command. These were subs who’d been immersed in the scene for enough time that it had altered the way they interacted in the world.

A protectiveness rose within her, as it always did when she found well-trained submissives who were being abused. A true submissive gave of themselves freely. It wasn’t something any Domme or Dom should take advantage of.

Adonis leaned forward, sliding a cup of espresso in front of her.

She took a sip. It was bitter and strong, exactly as she liked it. He’d remembered. She gave him a small nod and said, “All right, explain the situation to me.”

“He’s new in town, but he’s been a Dom for years. He moved here from L.A.,” Adonis said. “We think he might have been run out of most of the clubs there, but it’s been hard to find out for sure.”

People in the BDSM community were often highly secretive. It was a protective measure to prevent prosecution by society at large. But it also let a few bad actors get away with undesirable behavior simply by moving to a new city.

“Go on.”

“He didn’t do anything for the first few months, or at least not that we know of, but then he started getting a few of the newer girls in rooms alone and…” Adonis spread his hands.

“Out with it. I need details if I’m going to make the punishment fit the crime.”

One of the young women, a redhead, whispered, “He’s been pushing the sex into places we didn’t agree to.” She grabbed the hand of the woman beside her and shot her a pointed look. The other woman nodded even though tears sparkled in her eyes.

“He put a dildo in Babygirl’s butt even though she’d told him beforehand she didn’t do that. Then he ignored her safeword.”

“Why didn’t you go to the club’s owners?” Vera asked.

Babygirl glanced up then away. In a quiet voice, she said, “He told me I didn’t remember things right. That I’d agreed to it while in sub space.”

Vera considered it. The almost delirious feeling some subs could obtain after a good spanking might alter their perceptions.

The redhead said, “Then we started to hear from more girls, all saying the same thing. He’d pushed them into using toys for double penetration, whether they wanted it or not, then claimed they’d agreed.”

Anger, hot and sharp, filled Vera, making her muscles tense. She ground her teeth together. Of all the shitty actions a Dom could do, this was one of the worst. Toys weren’t as bad as him using his cock, but it was still a violation.

“In fact, we now think he likes to purposefully pick people who don’t like anal.” Adonis grimaced. “Like he gets off on it.”

“How’s he figuring that out?” Vera asked.

“The club uses badges,” the redhead said. “The one with a whip means you want to dominate. The one with handcuffs means you’re a submissive. The one with lips means oral. The one with a dildo indicates vaginal. The one with a butt plug means you like anal. You can wear any combination of them you want.”

“I picked handcuffs and the dildo,” Babydoll said. “I didn’t pick the butt plug.”

The redhead said, “It’s the same with the other girls.”

Adonis looked at her. “No one’s been willing to go to the club owners yet. It’s a big club, really popular, and the owners aren’t…” He grimaced. “They aren’t very approachable.”

Ah, yes. She knew the type. People who’d made it big in the scene and thought themselves above it all.

“Well, it’s a good thing you know me.” Vera grinned, the expression feeling a bit feral. “Let’s get to work.” Everyone leaned in as she outlined her plan.

Once done, it was time to take care of her wardrobe. Although she’d chosen the most sub-like clothes she owned, that wasn’t saying much. Vera was a Domme through and through, and her wardrobe tended to reflect it.

She wore her favorite boots. Visually striking, they rose to above her knee, all in black leather. The heels were high, but she’d practiced enough that she could stride with confidence and command.

A black leather miniskirt showed a lot of bare thigh. Adonis declared it good, his eyes hot as they traced over her. Her shirt, however, wouldn’t do. It simply didn’t show enough skin. “I had everyone bring a few extra items,” Adonis said.

Vera herded the young women into the coffee shop’s single bathroom. “Show me what you suggest.”

Of the two items that would fit her, she settled on a top made out of little more than black leather straps. Vera stripped out of her bra and slid into the garment, repositioning it to cover her nipples. Then she stepped back for a look in the mirror.

The dark straps crisscrossed her light skin, appearing to show more than they really did. That was because three straps met in between her breasts and then fanned out to cover her nipples. In the end, it didn’t show more than most bikinis.

She deferred to the experts, asking the subs, “What do you think?”

“It looks good on you,” the redhead said.

Babydoll nodded, “He’ll like it.”

It would do. Vera slipped her blouse over it for the walk to the club.

Adonis waited on the sidewalk, his eyes searching her body as soon as she stepped outside. “Are you happy with your outfit, Mistress?”

“Yes. Let’s go.”

Even at night, New York City was brightly lit. Traffic noise and people talking filled the air, along with the smell of car exhaust and hot dogs from a food cart. Yet Vera still heard the confident click of her heels as she strode along the sidewalk.

A spurt of anticipation filled her. She couldn’t wait to lure the Dom into her trap.

And punish him.

+++

Bound to Beg stood only a block away.

Two huge bouncers waved them into the club’s small anteroom with a coat check. Vera shed her shirt and left it and her purse with the attendant. While the young man’s back was turned, she plucked a couple of badges from the baskets set out. She tucked the Dom one into the waistband of her skirt.

She instead clipped the sub button to one of the straps of her top, right over her left breast. It had a white background with a black handcuffs, and it stood out against the black leather, clearly visible. She attached the vaginal sex one right below it.

When she turned, she found Adonis looking at her outfit, hunger darkening his eyes. Desire shivered through her.

Everyone donned their masks. Vera’s was a plain black domino made out of leather that had been molded to fit her. Adonis’s was a dark metallic gold that made his tanned skin gleam. The contrast between it and the darkness of his hair and his black clothes was striking.

Then they stepped into the main room. Outside, it was a plain brick building. Inside, it almost resembled a regular night club.

A long bar ran the length of one wall, doing a fairly brisk business. Industrial music thumped in a hypnotic beat. The lights were dim, but not as dark as a regular club because part of the main room had been set aside for public acts.

A crowd clustered in front of the space.

A woman sat in a chair, her arms bound behind her, her ankles cuffed to the chair’s legs. She was naked from the waist up but for her silver lace mask. She had pale white skin and large breasts topped by tiny pink nipples.

A large black man stood beside her, teasing her chest with the flails of a flogger. The foot-long tails of black leather danced across her softly, readying the skin for more sensation.

Instead of striking with the flogger itself, the Dom tucked the handle into the pocket of his leather trousers and crouched beside the woman. He attached nipple clamps, making the woman squirm.

Smack!

His dark hand lashed out to spank her breast. Her pale skin flushed pink.

Smack!

His palm landed on her other breast. The woman gasped.

Smack! Smack!

He brushed his fingers across her skin, tugging on the clamps until she squirmed.

Smack! Smack!

The woman panted, her mouth gaping wide.

Desire coiled through Vera, and her vag clenched. Even though she typically played with men, this sub’s extreme responsiveness had the Domme inside her wanting to mark that pale flesh, to make the woman gasp and beg.

Adonis brought her attention back to the matter in hand by whispering in her ear, “He’s here.”

Vera swiveled to follow his line of sight.

A man cut through the crowd. Tall and lean, he had tan skin and short brown hair carefully slicked back with gel. His black domino mask obscured much of his face, but he was handsome with nice lips.

The better to lie with, Vera reminded herself. Handsome men often used their looks to sway women.

He wore an expertly cut suit of charcoal grey with a black dress shirt and tie. The only pops of lightness were the two white pins: one with a black whip, and one with a dildo.

Vera snorted. He didn’t even wear the butt-plug badge that would clarify he was a Dom looking for anal sex.

This man really is a predator, she thought. Anticipation spiked through her. It was time to put “Cinnamon” into play. Vera let her eyes drop to the floor and bowed her shoulders in slightly. It was hard to play a sub, and she wouldn’t be able to keep it up for long, but if things went as planned, she wouldn’t have to.

Unlike in Chicago, they couldn’t count on the Dom spotting her easily. This club was large, and there were a lot more people around. They’d need to be fairly direct in presenting her to the Dom.

“He usually heads to the bar,” Babydoll said, her voice a whisper as she kept her body tucked behind Vera’s.

“Then let’s intercept.” Vera nodded to Adonis, and they moved across the room.

They pressed close to the bar only a couple of feet away from where the man stood. Vera put a little wobble in her voice as she raised it to call out to the bartender for a club soda.

“You’re not drinking?” Adonis asked, following the script she’d whispered to him as they walked over.

“No. It impairs my judgment too much. I already get really out of it when in sub space. I don’t need anything extra.”

Adonis’ eye flickered over her shoulder, and his fingers pressed into her forearm. It was the signal. She’d gotten the Dom’s attention.

Suddenly a gray suit-clad shoulder shoved in between her and Adonis. The man’s eyes latched onto her badges with obvious interest. “Well, well, well, what do we have here?”

When the bartender sat down Vera’s club soda, the man waved it off. “She’s changed her mind. She’ll have a strawberry carbonated vodka.”

Vera ground her teeth to keep from snapping at him that she had not changed her mind, but she couldn’t break role. A fruity carbonated vodka drink? Please. He probably thought the sweet taste would make her guzzle it without realizing how much alcohol it really contained.

Pretending to drink, she brought the bottle to her mouth and tipped it up without opening her lips. She made sure to make a show of licking them as she pulled the bottle away.

“So, what’s your name?” He stared down at her, his dark eyes intense.

“Cinnamon,” she said, using the fake sub name Adonis had created for her in Chicago. “And what may I call you?”

Oh, he liked that, the hint of subservience. His eyes lit up. “You may call me Master Steel.”

Vera barely kept from laughing. Steel? Was this guy serious? God, it sounded like the kind of name a teenager would come up with. She faked another drink to hide her smirk, and by the time she lowered the bottle, she’d regained her composure.

The breast-spanking show finished to a round of applause, and a large mass of people suddenly swarmed the bar.

Steel grabbed her upper arm and tugged on her. “Why don’t we find someplace more private?”

“Okay.” Vera shot Adonis a glance as Steel manhandled her to the relatively quiet back corner of the room. Every time she glanced back, Adonis trailed behind by a few yards, but remained in sight.

“Now, my sweet Cinnamon, why don’t you tell me what you’re into?” Steel asked, not letting go of her arm.

Vera longed to break his grip and shrug free. Not long now, she reminded herself. Play the game just a little longer.

“Oh, I like spanking,” she said. Which was completely true, even if she was the one doing the spanking. “And costumes. Costumes and role-play can be fun.” In her mind, Mark crawled across the floor, an anime kitten in a bright-pink dress. What else could she tell this asshole to get him interested?

“Those are some of my favorite things as well.” He tossed back the last of his drink, and while he did that, Vera poured half of hers into an empty beer glass on the table beside them.

She made sure to giggle when he caught her eye. “Oh, I think this vodka thing’s going to my head!”

He smirked down at her. “Why don’t we get a room in the back?”

Vera nodded and let him lead her through an archway and down a long hall. Doors lined it, many closed. The open ones she passed had various types of bondage furniture. A few groups of people lingered, heads together as if discussing which room they preferred.

Vera spotted Babydoll and the redhead standing with two other women, so she stopped at the next open room near them. It contained a St. Andrew’s Cross and a spanking bench. Perfect. She pretended to try to pull her arm from Steel’s grip, but made certain not to put any real muscle behind it. Vera worked out. She might not have much bulk, but she was surprisingly strong.

“What’s wrong, my sweet Cinnamon?”

“I’m not sure I want this,” she said, making her voice high and breathy.

His eyes darkened. The asshole had just gotten more interested, not less. “What can I say to change your mind?”

“Do you promise the kind of spanking I want?”

Steel grinned down at her in way that bared his teeth. “I promise you all the spanking you could ever want.”

Vera straightened and lifted her free hand to peel his fingers from her flesh. “You heard him, everyone. It’s all the spanking I want.”

All of the people in the hall rushed forward, propelling Steel back into the room. Adonis hurried up, joining in. Vera shut the door.

“What the hell is this?” Steel bucked against the hands holding him. One of his arms swung free, clocking Adonis in the side. The sub grunted then captured the arm.

Vera stepped forward, her lust sparking higher the more Steel struggled. “This is your punishment. Now, what am I going to do with you?” She paced around the room. The St. Andrew’s Cross was tempting. The large X would hold him spread-eagle, but it limited what she could do to him.

She stalked over to the paddling bench. It was a unique design made to have the person lay bent over the top on their stomach and torso. The wrist restraints could be clipped down near the legs to keep him in place. The position would leave his ass high and vulnerable.

Yes. This is what she wanted for him.

“Bring him over,” she said, letting command fill her voice.

He struggled and resisted as the subs dragged him over to her.

Vera made a loud tsking noise. “What’s wrong? You don’t like it when someone disregards your wishes and does what they want instead?”

He glared at her. “You’re a goddamned Domme, aren’t you?”

Vera smirked. She removed the sub pin from her top and replaced it with the Domme one. “Now, you and I have a problem. You’ve been forcing toys into subs butts against their will.”

“So? What’s your problem? I never touched you.”

“My problem is you. You and your ilk give the lifestyle a bad name. You ignore proper practices and use BDSM as a way to abuse women.” She stepped closer, getting right in his face. “You’re right I’m a Domme. And people like you sully the title.”

He snorted and jerked against the hands holding him, but failed to break free.

“Now I’m giving you a taste of your own medicine.” She cocked an eyebrow and cast a dismissive glance over him. “If you’re man enough to take it.”

He bared his teeth. “I can take anything you can dish out, lady.”

There is was. His root misogyny. She wasn’t shocked. She’d counted on it and used it to get him to agree to her punishment.

“Strap him to the spanking bench.”

Restraints snapped around Steel’s wrists, and Babydoll shoved him face down onto the bench. Adonis crouched and attached the cuffs to the legs of the bench.

“Will someone please divest him of his trousers and underwear?” She didn’t want to issue that as a command, not wanting any of the abused subs to feel forced into touching their abuser in a way they didn’t want.

Redhead squatted down and undid the man’s trousers. When she stepped behind him, Babydoll joined her. Together, they tugged on the fabric until it pooled at his ankles. His boxer briefs soon followed.

His ass was pale and nowhere near as nicely shaped as Mark’s or Adonis’. But then, it didn’t need to be. Her thighs clenched together. The act of punishing a man like this would be excitement enough.

“Adonis, gather a collection of paddles and whips.”

He hurried to the cabinets lining the room. “Yes, Mistress Reva.”

“Babydoll,” Vera called the sub over and sent her to fetch another special item.

Steel craned his head to the side, watching with a dismissive look on his face. Until Babydoll turned from a cabinet with the largest butt plug in her hand.

“Oh, hey now!” he said.

“So you’re backing out already?” Vera made her tone mocking. “I expected as much.”

He clamped his lips together into a hard line.

She said, “I suppose you should pick a safeword. If you know what one is.”

“Bitch,” he spat. “My safeword is bitch.”

Vera grinned. “Perfect. Because I’m the baddest bitch you’re ever going to meet.”

Babydoll handed her the large black butt plug. It was a good eight inches long and its cone shape flared quite wide, nice and heavy in her hand.

Steel liked to shove toys into women who didn’t want it? Well, he was about to get a taste. To be nice, she let redhead squirt a little lube over the silicone. Vera stepped up behind Steel and pressed the tip to his ass. Unlike the slow care she’d taken with Mark, she gave a good shove. It slid in a good three inches, and Steel hissed, the muscles of his butt cheeks clenching.

Vera expected him to use his safeword, but he held on. There were so many people watching, many of them the women he’d abused. He obviously thought them weak. Well, she was prepared to show him his own lack of strength.

Without wasting any more time, she shoved the plug all the way in.

Steel’s body jerked, and he whined, a high-pitched, pained sound. Vera bared her teeth. If he said “bitch” now, she’d at least have the satisfaction of this moment.

But he kept quiet.

Good. Her hands itched to dole out a spanking.

Tonight’s punishment would not be a lesson in how to whip properly. No, tonight’s punishment would be a lesson in respecting boundaries. She wanted every blow to drive the plug into him, to mimic the invasion he’d subjected on others.

The removal ring of the butt plug stuck out from between his cheeks. A flogger or crop wouldn’t have much impact on it. She needed something bigger.

When she pointed to one of the items Adonis held, he handed her a wide wooden paddle. She swished it through the air with a satisfying sound. Yes, this would do nicely.

Smack!

She laid the paddle across both cheeks, hitting the butt plug and pushing it into him. Steel’s body jerked.

Smack!

Another lighter hit, judging his responsiveness. She had it now.

Vera raised her hand high, really letting the paddle swing.

Thwack!

The vibration traveled up her arm and set her entire body humming.

Thwack!

Steel whined, and the sound went straight to her clit.

Thwack! Thwack!

The firmer thuds covered the meaty flesh of his buttocks, turning them red. She loved the way he flinched, his muscles tightening around the butt plug. She loved the noises he made, gasps and whines from high in his throat.

Every reaction made delight sing in her blood, filling her with hot lust.

Adonis stepped closer, his eyes wide, taking in her every more with rapt attention.

Thwack! Thwack!

Steel cried out with each hit. He was nearing his end. It was typically bad form to push a sub all the way to needing their safeword, but for him she’d make an exception. He liked to ignore other people’s safewords? She’d force him to use his.

Thwack!

“Oh, god, please stop!” He twisted his body, tugging at the restraints, but unable to break them.

Thwack!

“Bitch!” he screamed, a sob in his voice. “Bitch!”

Vera stepped back, letting her arm fall to her side. She may have pushed him to this, but unlike him, she’d honor his safeword.

Adonis came forward to take her paddle, his eyes hot and worshipping.

Lust spiked through her, and her vag clenched with want. Yet she had one last thing to do before indulging.

Vera waved Babydoll forward. “Please bring me the item I gave you.”

The sub dug in her purse and pulled out a clear-plastic cock cage.

“Untie Steel and hold him upright,” Vera said to Adonis.

The redhead moved in to help, and soon they had the fake Dom standing, each holding an arm.

Moving quickly to prevent Steel from hardening, Vera crouched and slipped his balls through the back piece of the cage. Then she slid the enclosed tube over his cock. In seconds, the entire assembly was locked closed.

Vera straightened and pressed the key into Babydoll’s hands.

Tears filled the sub’s eyes, but she stood tall, her chin high. “Thank you.”

“What are you doing?” Steel asked, his horse voice containing with none of its previous fire.

“I’m letting someone more responsible than you control that cock.”

Then Vera spun on her heel and marched out of the room, which exploded in applause.

+++

Adonis hurried after her as she crossed the hallway and entered an empty room on the other side. He shut the door then fell to his hands and knees, bowing until his head rested on the tops of her feet. “Mistress Reva. You were as amazing as always.”

Lust shivered through her as he kissed his way up her boots. “Please allow me to service you, Mistress.”

“Yes,” she hissed, burying a hand in his hair.

His hands slid to the hem of her leather miniskirt, but it was too tight to push upward. Vera spun around. “You may remove it.”

The zipper lowered, and the skirt fell from her hips so he could pull it the rest of the way off. When she turned, she stood in nothing but her boots, the straps of her borrowed top, and a tiny black thong.

His eyes filled with heat as he looked up at her. “What would Mistress like?”

“I want you there.” She pointed to a bench with built-in restraints. “Naked. On your back.”

Adonis pulled his fishnet shirt off over his head, fully displaying his beautifully defined chest. Then he kicked off his boots and stood to peel his black leather trousers from his long legs. He wore no underwear, and his cock jutted from his body, long and hard and ready to please her.

Vera squeezed her thighs together as a wave of desire rushed through her.

Once he lay upon the bench, she secured his wrists so his arms stretched up overhead. After plucking a condom from a basket set out, she quickly rolled it down his length. Adonis grunted, his cock jumping in her hands, growing even harder.

Unclipping the snaps holding her thong in place, she let it drop to the floor. Adonis’ eyes latched onto her shaven mound, and he licked his lips.

Vera swung one booted leg over until she straddled him, her feet firmly planted on the floor. He lay below her, bound and under her control. The sight made her clit throb. Holding his cock in place, she lowered herself onto it.

He stretched her entrance wide, so wide. Her vag clenched, squeezing his cock, increasing the feeling of delicious pressure.

And with that, she rammed down on his cock, taking it to the hilt. Vera gasped, the burning pressure of the invasion devastating. Her inner muscles spasmed around his huge erection.

In seconds, she was moving again. She rode him, her fingers digging into his chest as she slammed into his body, hard and relentless. His cock filled her, going deep. And she loved it, her body begging for more.

After bracing her arms better, Vera tilted her hips to improve the angle.

He hit deep, deeper than ever, and delight jolted through her. He was so huge! He filled her completely, spreading her so wide it felt utterly wonderful.

Adonis writhed below her, his hips bucking up. The tendons on his neck stood out in sharp relief.

“Don’t come until I tell you to,” she snapped. Her pleasure came first.

He nodded, his teeth gritted together, his breath coming in fast puffs.

She panted, her heart hammering in her chest. Everything smelled of sweat and sex, and salt filled her mouth whenever she licked her lips. Sucking her fingers into her mouth, she wet them and reached down to her greedy clit. It throbbed, tingling like electricity where she touched.

His cock rammed into her, and her fingers blurred across her clit.

“Come for me, my beautiful Adonis. Come now!”

Her barked command sent him over. Adonis grunted, low and deep, and his hips snapped upward, burying him in her.

Vera gasped, her body locking rigid as her vag clamped down on his cock. Pleasure exploded from her center, and electricity burned along every nerve.

+++

When Vera climbed off of Adonis and released his wrists, he rolled from the bench to land on his hands and knees. He crawled to her and looked up with adoring eyes. “Will Mistress be in New York City for long?”

“Another two days.”

“Will you gift me with a play session?”

The work conference would keep her days full, but her evening schedule allowed for a little free time. What better way to spend it than playing with this perfectly trained sub?

“Yes.”

Vera sat a hand on his thick hair, her fingers pressing into his scalp.

As he knelt before her, shivering with pleasure at her touch, she let herself grin. A little quality time with Adonis and his amazing tongue would be excellent.

The End
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