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Don’t miss the first part of their story!

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.

International readers, find the entire series here:

OFFICE DOMME SERIES

Link takes you to your local Amazon site. Trilogies located at bottom of page.


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.”

The End

Don’t miss the next parts of the story!

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.

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.

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.

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.

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 make Mark pay 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.

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.

International readers, find the entire series here:

OFFICE DOMME SERIES

Link takes you to your local Amazon site. Trilogies located at bottom of page.

Click below for your next story or check the following pages for full descriptions.

Domme Vera Femdom

OFFICE DOMME TRILOGY ONE: Three Femdom Stories

DOMME DISCIPLINE: A Femdom Story

OFFICE DOMME SISSY TRILOGY TWO: Three Femdom Stories

DOMME PUNISHMENT: A Femdom Story

International readers, find them here: OFFICE DOMME SERIES.

Kinky Stories

PADDLE TRILOGY ONE: Three Sexy Spanking Stories

PADDLE TRILOGY TWO: Three Sexy Spanking Stories

DESIRE TRILOGY: Exhibitionism, MFM Menage, Bondage

DOMME DESIRE TRILOGY: Three Femdom Stories

International readers, find them here: PADDLE SERIES or DESIRE SERIES.

Hotwife and Ménage

DOUBLE TRILOGY: Three Hotwife Stories

SWINGERS MENAGE: First Time FFM, FFF, MFFM

FIRST BEAUTIFUL TRILOGY: Three Hotwife Stories

SECOND BEAUTIFUL TRILOGY: Three Hotwife Stories

International readers, find them here: DOUBLE SERIES or BEAUTIFUL SERIES.


Other Stories by Rita Fury

Want kinky femdom and exhibitionist stories?
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DESIRE TRILOGY: Exhibitionism, MFM Menage, Bondage

TANGLED DESIRE: An Exhibitionist Story – She’s suspended in midair, held open and ready for him to take her any way he wants.

BOUND DESIRE: An Exhibitionist Story – She stands bound before him, helpless with desire. He’s going make her beg.

TRIPLE DESIRE: An Exhibitionist MFM Menage Story – Sensation overwhelms her. She’s pressed between two men, both focused on her pleasure.

DOMME DESIRE TRILOGY: Three Femdom Stories

DIFFERENT DESIRE: A Femdom Story – She waits breathlessly as the dominatrix adds restraint after restraint to the man’s body, her entire being quivering with blossoming want.

DOMINANT DESIRE: A Femdom Story – He stands bound before her, his bare skin begging for a spanking. Her body tingles with anticipation as she raises her hand.

DOMME DESIRE: A Femdom Story – He’s spread eagle before her, bound and awaiting her touch. Lust shivers through her. She cracks the whip, the audience gasping in surprise.

International readers, find the entire series here:

DESIRE SERIES

Link takes you to your local Amazon site. Trilogies located at bottom of page.


Want sexy spanking stories?
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PADDLE TRILOGY ONE

PADDLE GAMES – Desire shivers through her as he touches her. But she wants more. Taking a chance, she hands him his paddle.

PADDLE ON – The position holds her splayed wide, ready for him. She squirms with want as he picks up his paddle.

PADDLE PLUS – As he slips a blindfold over her eyes, she aches with anticipation. What toy will he use first?

PADDLE TRILOGY TWO

PADDLE PRIMER – Blindfolded, she’s at his mercy. He’s going to use every toy this time.

PADDLE PURE – He’s teased her all day, leaving her squirming with desire. Now she’s finally going to get the attention she craves.

PADDLE PERFECT – He touches her in new places. Her desire sparks hot. It’s her first time… and it’s amazing.

International readers, find the entire series here:

PADDLE SERIES

Link takes you to your local Amazon site. Trilogies located at bottom of page.


Want naughty hotwife and ménage stories?

DOUBLE TRILOGY: Three Hotwife Stories

SEEING DOUBLE: First Time Hotwife – His callused hands glide across her skin, raising shivers. Want pulses through her. It’s the first time a new man has touched her in over a decade.

ON THE DOUBLE: First Time Rear Entry – He touches new places, setting her nerves alight. It’s her first time… and it feels glorious.

DOUBLE THE FUN: First Time Stranger – Desire spikes through her. The man touching her is a complete stranger. She doesn’t even know his name. And she wants it like that, all dirty and forbidden.
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SWINGERS MENAGE: First Time FFM, FFF, MFFM

SWINGING TRIPLE: First Time FFM – Sensation overwhelms her. The man presses hot against her back as the woman kisses her passionately. Her husband watches every heated touch.

LESBIAN TRIPLE: First Time FFF – One woman licks her chest while the other caresses her from behind. She’s lost in sensation as desire overwhelms her.

SWINGING FOURSOME: First Time MFFM – Her husband presses into her from behind. She spreads the woman’s thighs, mouth watering for a taste. The other man moans as lust flares through them all.

International readers, find the entire series here:

DOUBLE SERIES

Link takes you to your local Amazon site. Trilogies located at bottom of page.


Want naughty hotwife stories?
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FIRST BEAUTIFUL TRILOGY

HIS BEAUTIFUL WIFE – She starts the video recorder. Pleasure shivers through her as her coworker touches her. It’s so naughty and wrong.

ONE BEAUTIFUL LIE – Her coworker’s huge body holds her pinned to the wall. Lust shoots through her. Anyone could see.

HER BEAUTIFUL LIFE – Her gorgeous coworker bends her over the end of the couch. She squirms with lust. Her husband’s only a few feet away.

SECOND BEAUTIFUL TRILOGY

A BEAUTIFUL START – The stranger kisses her with heated intensity, his hands grasping her hips. She shivers with lust. This is exactly what she needs.

A BEAUTIFUL SURPRISE – The stranger’s body pins her to the wall. She squirms with want. Being watched is the hottest thing she’s ever done.

A BEAUTIFUL FUTURE – The stranger’s dark hands trace hot across her skin. Lust races hot through her body, growing with every touch.

International readers, find the entire series here:

BEAUTIFUL SERIES

Link takes you to your local Amazon site. Trilogies located at bottom of page.


About the Author

I write steamy stories of women discovering the type of sex they crave with gorgeous men able to fulfill their every desire.

Thanks for reading! If you enjoyed this story, please leave a quick review on Amazon or Goodreads. Reviews mean a lot to independent authors and help other readers find stories they’ll like.

Website   TwitterGoodreads

Find all of my stories here:

US Amazon

For readers in other countries, this link will take you to your local Amazon Site:

International Amazon Sites
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