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Don’t miss the first parts of Vera’s story!

OFFICE DOMME TRILOGY ONE: Three Femdom Stories

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.

Also includes:

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

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

International readers, find the entire series here:

OFFICE DOMME SERIES

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


DOMME DISCIPLINE

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

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

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

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


+++

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He nodded.

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

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

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

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

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

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

He dropped to his knees.

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

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

“Lick me,” she snapped.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Don’t come yet,” she said.

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

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

He gasped, his mouth falling open.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

+++

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

+++

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

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

“Adonis.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What is it?” Vera asked.

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes.”

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

None of them met her standards.

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

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

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

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

Vera faced him and opened the coat.

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

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

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

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

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

+++

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

+++

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

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

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

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

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

Shit. She hadn’t made up a sub name.

Adonis said, “This is Cinnamon.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What? I never.”

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

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

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

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

He opened his mouth

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

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

“All right,” he growled.

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

“I’ll let you be Domme. This time.”

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

“What’s your safeword?”

David snarled.

“What is it?” she snapped.

“Cinnamon.”

She snorted. So the asshole thought he was funny.

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

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

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

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

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

Thwack! Thwack!

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

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

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

Smack!

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

Smack! Smack! Smack!

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

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

Smack! Smack!

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

Smack! Smack!

Her vag clenched as he squirmed.

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

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

But she had a job to finish first.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

+++

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He gasped and gave a quick nod.

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

Beautiful.

“May I undress you, Mistress?”

“Yes.”

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

“Take a seat in the chair.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

The words shot straight to her core.

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

He gasped, his cock jerking within her.

“Don’t come until I do,” she ordered.

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

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

Oh, yes.

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

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

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

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

+++

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

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

“May I ask a question?”

Vera nodded permission.

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

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

“Yes.”

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

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

This was turning out to be quite the vacation.

The End

Don’t miss the next parts of the story!

Vera’s back in the office:

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.

The End

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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