

Femdom Fantasies #7:
Moment of Weakness
By Mark Adams
Moment of Weakness (Femdom Fantasies #7)
Copyright: Mark Adams

Published: March 14th 2015
All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in retrieval system, copied in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise transmitted without written permission from the publisher. You must not circulate this book in any format.



Table of Contents

Title Page
Moment of Weakness
Other Stories by Mark Adams 
The Complete Femdom Fantasies Collection
Panty Lover Collection #1
So Small - The Big Tale of a Small Man
Sissified - Sissy Fantasies Collection #1
Cucked
Straight to Gay - MM Conflicted





Moment of Weakness

That’s all it was and all it took, a moment of weakness turned me into little more than a possession, a pet.

Every summer the office takes on some interns. They’re young and they have minimal training but they also work for cheap and the company loves cheap labor. This year my team got two interns. Both of them female but they didn’t have much else in common. While Becky was your classic blonde bimbette, Ashley was all green hair, nose-stud, and punk clothing.

In their usual environments I’m sure they wouldn’t have anything to do with each other, but thrust into a stuffy office environment populated by people ten to twenty years older than them, they formed a bond. It always happens and it’s a good thing.

As a team manager, it was one of my duties to keep an eye on both girls. It wasn’t a hard task, they were polite, eager to please and, if I’m being honest, neither of them was hard on the eyes. I run a pretty informal office, plenty of joking, but all within the bounds of propriety. Sometimes it isn’t what you say that gets you in trouble though, it’s what you don’t say.

It was Ashley’s boots that started it. She came in one day proudly wearing a pair of leather combat boots. They weren’t suitable for work of course and I attempted to bring that to her attention in a light-hearted way.

“New shoes?” I asked her, my voice deliberately casual.

“Yeah, you like them?” She grinned back at me, her happiness with them obvious.

“Must have cost quite a bit,” I said, building up to my lecture on appropriate dress styles for the office.

“Yeah, most of my first paycheck went to buying them. I call them my Dominatrix boots!” She smiled. I stared at her, my mouth hanging open, my carefully prepared speech vanished from my mind.

“Your what?” Becky giggled in her high pitched voice.

“My Dominatrix boots. You know, kinky leather gear.” Ashley laughed.

I licked my lips, my pulse racing. Ashley didn’t know what fantasies she had triggered with her comments. I blinked and closed my mouth, hoping I looked a lot calmer than I felt. I needed to get back in control of this conversation as soon as possible.

“You’re not… umm… that… are you?” Becky asked uncertainly.

“How would I know? Never had a reason to find out.” Ashley answered Becky, but her eyes on me and there was a challenge to them that made me nervous.

“All right, enough messing about, you both have work to do.” Said my voice sounding gruff to my ears. They didn’t argue but headed off to their assigned tasks.

Heart pounding I retreated to my office, claiming that I had a lot of work to take care of, and shut the door. That had been too close and the worst of it was I kept thinking about Ashley in her boots, Ashley as a Dominatrix, Ashley doing all the things I’d only ever fantasized that someone might do to me. It was a good hour before I calmed down enough to feel fully under control and safe to go back out into the rest of the office. The next time I spoke to either of the girls I made sure it was all business.

Something had changed though, I could feel it. Ashley treated me just like she always had, listening to me, following my instructions, but something about the way she watched me, studied me, was unsettling now. I couldn’t escape the sense that she was looking for a weakness.

The change in Becky’s behavior stood out more. The blonde-haired ex-prom queen had always seemed ditzy to me but now it seemed like she giggled every time she saw me. I didn’t think much of it at first, but it soon became clear that the giggling started the moment I walked over to speak to her as though triggered by my presence.

As a man twice her age, not to mention her manager I shouldn’t have let that unsettle me, but it did. I stuck firmly to my role as manager, treating Becky with polite professionalism and ignoring the giggling in public. When I retreated to my office though and closed the doors, her laughter rang in my ears, I knew she was laughing at me.

Perhaps it was inevitable that Ashley’s boots, Becky’s laughing and my fantasies would all mix together in my head, but so long as they stayed there it was all harmless.

* * *

The tension in the office built slowly; Ashley’s calculating stares; Becky’s giggling; My fantasies. By the next week, visions of laughing girls clad in leather boots tormented me. More than once I found myself developing an erection as I sat at my desk supposedly working on a spreadsheet.

Fear accompanied my sexual excitement. If anyone spotted my behavior, it was surely a firing offense. But somehow that fear had no effect on my cock. Things couldn’t keep going this way and I was already planning to transfer the two girls to another team, I just had to come up with a good reason to justify it.

I knew it wasn’t fair to either of the girls, but I needed to protect myself. I had kept my fantasies and desires out of the office for years and I couldn’t let them creep in here now.

I don’t know if she guessed what I planned to do or if it was a coincidence, but on Friday evening, Ashley made her move.

I looked up at the knock on my office door, Ashley was standing in the doorway, looking in. For once she seemed a little uncertain, not the calm and confident girl who usually strode around the office like she owned the place.

And she was wearing her boots again today. Friday was casual day and while she had taken my hint and did not wear them during the week, she seemed to take satisfaction not only in wearing them every Friday but in pointing them out to me.

“Sit down,” I said gesturing to the chair across from my desk. “Can I help?” As I spoke I glanced past her out the office window. It was after five already and the office was clearing out quickly, it would be best to end this conversation quickly.

Ashley sat down, her eyes focused on my face in an unsettling way. She sat there silently, and I shifted with discomfort in my seat as the silence stretched out. She crossed her legs and my gaze shifted to the dangling boot. I pulled my eyes away and back up to her face, hoping she hadn’t noticed but the smirk on her face said otherwise.

“You like my dominatrix boots don’t you?” She asked. I didn’t answer but the way she emphasized the word dominatrix made my heart pound.

“You look at them a lot.” She continued. “What do you think about when you look at my boots, boss?” That last word delivered dismissively. “Would you be in trouble if people knew what you were thinking?” I felt my cheeks flush as I sat there silently, unable to answer safely.

“Don’t worry, everyone’s gone and I won’t tell.” If her words were intended to be reassuring, they weren’t at all. “Tell me what else you think about, it might be fun.”

I stayed silent.

“Do you want me to spank you?” Ashley smirked as she asked the question. My cheeks were hot now as I nodded wordlessly. Ashley laughed.

“Prove it.” She challenged me. “Kiss my boots.”

I licked my lips, my mouth felt dry. Almost against my will I rose to my feet and walked around the desk towards her. She made no effort to move, though there was a slight uncertainty on her face now. I stopped directly in front of her, hesitating.

Did I want to do this? She was fifteen or more years younger than me. She worked for me! The rational part of my mind said this was a huge mistake. But my mind wasn’t in control of my body.

Ashley’s smirk grew more confident as I sank to my knees before her and leaned forward pressing my lips to the leather of her boots.

“I knew it,” She laughed. “Strip Mr. Boss Man.”

I stood again and began to unbutton my shirt with trembling fingers as Ashley looked up at me, that smirk never leaving her face.

“You’re out of shape.” She commented as I exposed my chest and stomach. “Too much time behind the desk.”

I shrugged the shirt aside, burning with humiliation at her critique, knowing she was right. I unbuckled my belt, unzipped, and stepped out of my pants. Ashley giggled, staring at my bulging boxers.

“Horny bastard.” She snickered. “Let’s see what you’ve got old man.”

Cheeks red with embarrassment, I pulled down my boxer shorts, exposing myself to the twenty-year-old intern. Ashley giggled again, getting to her feet and walking slowly around me.

“Eyes forward.” She snapped as I turned my head to follow her. I obeyed instinctively, part of my mind amazed at how much control I had already ceded to this girl.

“Flabby, old, and… kind of small.” Ashley giggled. “It’s disgusting the way you leer at the girls around here. I can only guess the sort of things you’re thinking. But it’s not like I’m going to fuck you or anything, is it? I’m just going to play with you.”

I bit my tongue, wondering just how big a mistake I had made. A burning pain spread across my buttocks and I let out a hiss. Ashley laughed striking me again with what I realized was my own ruler.

“Say thank you.” She instructed me.

“T-Thank you Miss.” I stammered.

“Oh, I like that! It’s very important to show respect to your superiors. And I am your superior aren’t I Boss?” She struck me again with the ruler.

“Yes, Miss.” I gasped and she let out a peal of laughter, reveling in her control over me, then walked round in front of me and slapped my cock from side to side, toying with it.

“You like this don’t you Boss? It turns you on being spanked by a young girl doesn’t it?” She slapped my cock again and I groaned. “I told you I’d never done this before. But I’ve been thinking for the last couple of days and I’ve come up with all sorts of interesting ideas.” She smirked up at me.

She reached into her pocket with her right hand and pulled out a small binder clip. I gazed down at her a particularly stupid expression on my face as I wondered what she was doing. Seconds later as pain exploded in my right nipple, I realized.

“Does it hurt?” She giggled. I nodded. “Good.” She attached another clip to my left nipple and I whimpered. Her hands reached down and teasingly cupped my cock. “Ooh, I think I made it a little bigger.” She laughed.

I watched nervously as she reached into her pockets again. This time she pulled out two large paperclips. I looked at her in confusion, what could this devil girl have in mind for those? Leaning in towards me, her clothed body brushing against my naked flesh, she clipped my earlobes before stepping back to look at me.

“You look, ridiculous Boss.” She laughed, unable to keep a straight face. “You’re really going to let me do anything I want aren’t you?” I shuddered, unable to think straight between the pain and arousal clouding my mind. All I wanted to do was kneel before this temptress and stroke my hard cock.

Ashley reached over my desk and picked up two pens: the first a regular red sharpie; the second one of the extra-large black sharpies. I watched her nervously, wondering what her fertile imagination had dreamt up now. Part of me looking forward to the humiliation that was sure to follow.

Ashley pulled the cap off the red pen and leaned forward pressing the tip against my chest, writing slowly in large block letters. When she pulled her hand away I looked down and read:

PERVERT

Ashley stepped back and regarded her handiwork with a satisfied grin. She glanced down at my twitching cock and smirked.

“Over the chair.” She directed me. My heart hammering in my chest, I did as she had instructed, my hard cock pressing against the leather seat. I felt incredibly vulnerable as the young intern stood over me. I winced in pain as she struck my buttocks with the ruler again.

“Stay still.” She snapped in irritation, smacking me twice more with the ruler. I bit my lip, forcing myself not to squirm any further.

“Is this what you wanted?” She teased, spanking me again. “Is this what you’ve been fantasizing about?” I groaned, pushing my cock against the leather seat. Ashley laughed and spanked me again.

I felt the tip of the sharpie press against my buttocks, as she wrote something else on my flesh. I resisted the urge to crane my head around and find out what new humiliation she was inflicting on me.

Suddenly I felt something cold and plastic pressing against my asshole. My muscles tensed instinctively. Ashley pushed harder, forcing the extra-large sharpie into my ass. I groaned my cock twitching and throbbing as she fucked my asshole with the pen.

“Like that fag boy?” She mocked, moving the pen in and out. All I could do was moan from a mixture of pleasure and pain. Ashley laughed again, pushing the pen deeper into me. “What does it feel like? Taking it up the ass?”

I moaned, thrusting my cock against the leather seat. The humiliation and pain were almost unbearable and all I cared about was that I needed to cum desperately. Ashley giggled, my struggles amusing her.

“This is what the guys always want to do to me.” She said moving the sharpie in and out of my ass. “But only sluts take it up the ass, right Boss?” I just groaned.

“Do you want to cum now piggy?” She cooed, spanking my ass again.

“Please!” I gasped. She struck my ass three times in quick succession.

“Beg!”

“Oh god, please!” I started to babble. “ I need to cum so bad. Please let me cum Miss.”

“Tell me how much you like it.” She giggled again, relishing her power over me. “Come on Boss, tell me how much you like being my slave!”

“I love being your slave Miss. Please keep fucking my fag ass.” I gasped, thrusting against the leather chair, my cock ready to burst. “I’ll do anything you want. Just please let me cum.”

“Very good.” Ashley almost purred in triumph. “Now get down on your knees in front of me and stroke your cock. Worship me, Bossman.”

I eagerly slid off the seat and knelt before her, my cock jutting out from my crotch. I could feel the sharpie wedged up my ass, it only added to my humiliation. My hand wrapped around the swollen shaft of my cock.

Ashley giggled, standing in front of me, watching me debase myself for her. My hand squeezed and stroked my cock as she smirked down at me, one booted foot tapping on the floor. I sensed her impatience and jerked my cock faster, panting and moaning as the sensations built. Finally, I couldn’t take it any longer, with a last squeeze, I shot my cum onto the floor of my office while my intern stood over me.

As I knelt there recovering, he shame of what I had just done sinking in, she pressed my head down with her hand, the pushed it to the floor with her booted foot. I held still, not sure what she was doing, my face pressed into a pool of my own cooling cum; the unmistakable smell wafting into my nostrils.

“That was fun,” Ashley said cheerily, still holding my head to the floor. “I’ll see you on Monday Boss. Don’t forget to clean up your mess.” She emphasized this last with a press of her booted foot.

As she stepped away I pushed myself onto my hands and knees before reaching up to massage my neck. Before I could do any more I became aware of the sound of footsteps getting closer. Dainty, high-heeled footsteps. I raised my head enough to see a pair of black, high-heeled shoes come into view and then I heard a high pitched and horrifyingly familiar giggle.

“Ashley said you wanted to talk to me about a raise.” Becky giggled. “I can’t wait to hear your offer.”

I stared at the blonde girl in horror, still on my hands and knees. No excuse or explanation could cover up what had happened here.

“I didn’t believe it when Ashley told me you were into this stuff. I mean, I knew you were a pervert, constantly staring at my ass, but this! Well if you don’t want your boss to find out, I think you’d better make that offer really good.”

I opened my mouth, ready to offer her anything I could think of, anything she wanted. But she cut me off before I could start.

“First though, you really ought to clean up your mess.” She gestured to my cum on the floor with one hand, while raising her phone with the other. “I think we both want something to remember this by. On you go… piggy.”
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If you’re looking for something bigger, longer, and more satisfying, check out my boxed sets for more kink, more sex, and more delicious deviance.

The Complete Femdom Fantasies Collection

Twelve sizzling femdom stories in one boxed set! The Complete Femdom Fantasies features BDSM, erotic humiliation, cuckolding, creamy delights, pegging, and gay encouragement.

Explore every crevice and kink in this steamy collection.

Stories include:

● Serving Up My Dirty Little Secret - His wife is determined to tease his dirtiest fantasy out of him. And when she does, she sets out to make it happen. But does he really want her to serve him up a cream-pie? And just how far will she go to make it happen?

● Made to Wear the Brat’s Panties (A Panty Thief’s Sissy Training and Humiliation) - James should never have stolen Samantha’s panties. Now that she knows what he did she wants them back and she plans on making him pay for his perverted desires.

● Begging for More - Daniel’s arrogant treatment of the female students is tamed when he sets his sights one particular girl who isn’t impressed by his charms. She sets out to show him what it’s like to be fucked and used. Before she is finished with him, he is begging for it.

●  I’m Going to Take Your Wife - It’s obvious Mary is hot for Gary and Gary’s wife Stephanie doesn’t seem to mind, but will Mary’s husband admit his true desires and ask Gary to take his wife?

● Sissy Maid Pansy - Maybe it was a mistake to take the bet his wife made him? Because when he loses he has to spend the week as her pretty sissy maid. And now Claire is ready to explore every one of his secret sissy fantasies. The ones he didn’t know she even knew about.

And eight more freaky femdom tales guaranteed to heat you up. Cuckolding, humiliation, sissification, cream-pie eating, forced gay humiliation, and many more femdom kinks satisfied!

Panty Lover Collection #1

Collecting four installments of the Panty Lover series:

1) I Bought Them for You - Kate buys some sexy new panties, but she doesn’t plan on wearing them.

2) A Present for You - Kate has a present delivered for Mark at his work, what could it be?

3) New Panties for Mark - Kate takes Mark shopping for more panties, but what will her friend Amy say?

4) Halloween Panties - Kate takes Mark out to a Halloween party all dressed up.

So Small - The Big Tale of a Small Man

Brian’s visit to a massage parlor for relief results in his “little problem” being exposed to the women there and his humiliation in front of and by them. The humiliation spills over into his work life when one of his colleagues finds out about his size issues.

This collects all four parts of the novella So Small in a single volume. The story features femdom and small penis humiliation.

Sissified - Sissy Fantasies Collection #1

Three white-hot stories of sissification and feminization. Sissified collects three short stories in the Sissy Fantasies series together in one bargain package:

● Punished for Wearing the Wife’s Panties - When Ray’s wife finds out about his secret panty fetish she wants to know more. How did he start wearing panties? What does he do when he wears panties. And then there’s the matter of the punishment for secretly wearing her panties…

●  Sissified at Work - An arrogant boss receives a lesson in what it’s like to be a woman from his female employees. It’s humiliating being made to dress in a sexy skirt and parade around for the warehouse crew to leer and grope. So why is it turning him on?

●  Sissy Secret Exposed - When his old college flame Morgan comes to visit it doesn’t take her long to bring up an old panty wearing dare that he chickened out on. From there she easily guesses his secret and takes full advantage. How far will she take it? How far will he let her go?

Cucked

Three sizzling tales of cheating wives, illicit affairs and carnal lust.

●  Watching My Wife Cheat When Jeff discovers through his wife’s friend what Nicole really gets up to on her girls’ nights out he has to find out more. But is his curiosity driven by jealousy or by something else? Increasingly obsessed by thoughts of what Nicole gets up to when she goes out, he cannot resist the temptation to see for himself.

●  I Asked My Wife to Cuckold Me When Chris confesses his fantasies to his wife Sam, she take them even further than he could ever imagine. But just how far will Chris go to pursue his cuckold desires an what happens when Sam’s ex-boyfriend gets involved?

●  My Stripper Wife When Dave gets into debt it’s his wife Krista who has a plan to bail them out. But even though she claims she’s just waitressing at the strip club, Dave knows there’s more too it than that, and maybe she’s enjoying her new job a bit more than she should!

Straight to Gay - MM Conflicted

This steamy box set features three stories of conflicted first time gay passion. Men who have always considered themselves straight find their preconceptions challenged and their minds tempted by new thoughts as women encourage them to explore their other side.

If they give in to their fantasies what will happen?

● He Sampled Her Boyfriend - Sean’s always been a normal, straight-laced guy, into girls and beer. His friend Anna has a wild side though. When they end up drunk and watching porn together, she notices how much attention he’s paying to the guys in the video. Is he a little curious?

● My Wife Turned Me Gay - Dan’s wife Marissa has a fantasy involving two guys and she wants to see it happen. What starts out as a bit of rear-end teasing becomes much more serious when she brings her ex Logan into the mix. Dan’s never done anything with guys before and he’s not sure he wants to, but things with Marissa are so hot that she can get him to agree to just about anything. Including Logan.

● Going Gay for Gina - Roger worships the bartender Gina from a distance. He can’t stop looking at her curvaceous body and ample chest. He should go home to his wife, but he can’t stop coming to the bar to talk to her. Gina takes full advantage, flirting with him to get better tips, but when she hooks up with another bartender, Alex, things change. Alex is looking for more than Gina wants to give up and she needs someone to do it for her. Can she persuade Roger to give it up in her place? Will he go gay for her?

These Male POV stories feature MM, bi encouragement, creampies, femdom humiliation, and more.

Available at Amazon from Mark Adams
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