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Don’t miss the first parts 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.

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.

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 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.

The End

Don’t miss the next parts of the story!

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

OEBPS/image_rsrcF4.jpg
: First Time

FFM FFF MFFM
Swingers
Menage






OEBPS/image_rsrcF1.jpg
Office
Domme
Series 3

= >





OEBPS/image_rsrcF5.jpg
Rita
Fury

3%
Siores 8

i





OEBPS/image_rsrcF2.jpg
BOOKS

Exhibitionism

MEM Menage
Bondage






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrcF3.jpg
\J






