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Don’t miss the first parts of the 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 and OFFICE SISSY.

Follow Vera on another adventure. Set between OFFICE SISSY and SISSY MAID.

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.

International readers, find the entire series here:

OFFICE DOMME SERIES

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


SISSY MAID

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

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

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

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

+++

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

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

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

As was her due.

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

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

What the hell is this? she thought.

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

What had changed?

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

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

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

This would not do.

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

Tony said, “Yes, boss.”

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

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

Vera had a man to punish.

+++

No coffee arrived.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She nodded for him to continue.

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

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

Tony nodded, his expression miserable.

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

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

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

+++

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

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

“Yeah, about that—”

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

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

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

He shifted in his chair, his face going red.

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

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

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

“I didn’t love it.”

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

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

Triumph filled her, shivering delight through her muscles.

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

He gave a mournful nod.

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

Another nod.

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

“How?”

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

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

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

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

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

+++

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

+++

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

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

He squirmed as her eyes fell on him.

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

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

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

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

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

That was what Vera really needed.

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

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

+++

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

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

He set the cup on her desk.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Bring me a new cup.”

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

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

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

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

Good.

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

+++

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

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

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

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

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

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

Good.

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

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

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

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

“Who else?” she snapped.

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

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

“I had sex with her,” he blurted.

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

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

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

+++

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

+++

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

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

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

“Mark.”

He looked up.

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

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

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

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

Mark dropped to his knees.

“Fetch my bag from the closet.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Put it on.”

His mouth opened and closed, and he remained crouched.

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

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

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

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

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

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

How she loved to see it!

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

“Walk for me,” she said.

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

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

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

He grimaced as he stood there.

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

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

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

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

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

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

God, she loved this.

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

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

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

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

“Lay everything out on the desk.”

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

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

“Put the cuffs on your wrists and ankles.”

He moved slowly, reluctantly, but complied.

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

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

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

“Bend over.”

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

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

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

Thwack! Thwack!

Mark gasped, his body jerking.

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

Thwack! Thwack!

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

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

Thwack! Thwack!

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

Yet he deserved so much more.

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

Thwack! Thwack!

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

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

And she had so very many plans for him.

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

She let him stand and freed his wrists. The pink lace of his women’s underwear had slipped down a bit, exposing the swollen and weeping head of his cock.

Vera settled back in her executive chair, crossing her legs.

Mark’s eyes tracked the movement, his expression hungry.

As if she’d let his traitorous cock anywhere near her. Time to disabuse him of that idea.  “You don’t deserve to touch me. Not after what you did.” She snorted in disdain and snapped her fingers, pointing to the floor.

He dropped to his knees.

“But I give you permission to touch yourself.” He’d think it a boon, but it was all part of her plan.

Mark settled back on his heels. One hand yanked down the panties, while the other wrapped around his cock.

The pink lace cupped his balls, the frills of the skirt surrounded his erection, and his legs were covered in the fishnets.

He made such a pretty picture as he tugged on his cock.

Mark panted, his face turning red. His hand jerked faster and faster, the head of his cock turning purple.

With a shout, his hips jerked forward, setting the frilly skirt swirling. His cum arced in a wide spray that shot sticky lines of cream across the floor between them. Mark groaned and fell forward onto his hands.

She snapped, “Back to work. Clean up your mess.”

He nodded, crawling backward to pick up the washrag.

“No! With your tongue.”

His face turned red, and his mouth opened and closed a few times in barely suppressed protest.

She reached over to the desk to run a hand over the paddle. “Do I need to remind you of how much punishment you deserve?” His ass was already bright red, shining pretty from his spanking.

His eyes flicked nervously over the paddle. The he dropped them and shook his head.

“Get to work.”

Crouching on hands and knees, Mark slowly lowered his head. Then he stopped, hovering a few inches off the floor, going no farther.

“What are you waiting for? I told you to clean up your mess!”

His tongue, always more than ready to make a smart-ass or cutting comment, flickered out hesitantly, barely touching the first string of cum.

“If that’s your work ethic, it’s no wonder I got the promotion over you.”

His shoulders raised, and he leaned in close, taking a big swipe with his tongue across the wooden floor. The creamy liquid disappeared as he worked his mouth. The strangest look came over his face.

Glee bubbled through her chest. Vera wanted to crow with delight at seeing his humiliation. But she held it in, unwilling to give him anything of herself, even her laughter.

He worked his way toward her, laving the hardwood with his tongue.

Excitement spiked hot in her, and she clenched her thighs together. But her greedy clit wanted more, demanded more.

When he finally stopped at her feet, she said, “Did you swallow it all?”

He nodded.

She grabbed his chin and yanked his head up. “Prove it. Prove you swallowed it all. Stick out your tongue.”

He opened his mouth wide, holding out his tongue. It was free of his cum, but swollen and red from hard use. It had never looked prettier. Desire shot through her again.

That lying tongue had one more service to accomplish this evening.

Vera leaned back and spread her legs wide. “Lick me,” she snapped. “Lick me until I come.”

Mark raised his hands, pausing before touching to look to her for permission. She nodded. He pushed the hem of her black skirt up, and she raised her hips slightly to facilitate matters. The fabric rose above the tops of her thigh-highs, exposing bare skin.

She wore no underwear.

He leaned forward, his breath hot on her skin. His tongue licked up her slit in one long swipe. Pleasure tingled through her clit as he touched her sensitive nub.

“More,” she said, fisting her hand in the hair of the back of his head.

His tongue flickered over her, sending delight shivering through her. His head bobbed over her center, the tiny maid cap trembling in time with his movements.

Sensation built as he worked at her, and the sight of the frilly skirt waving in the air only added to her delight. He licked and sucked and nipped at her with his lips.

Vera panted, sweat stickling salt into her mouth. The smell of her own sex filled the air, musky and rich, and her heart raced as her pleasure built.

Mark pressed his tongue to her hard, fluttering it over her clit. Delight shot through her. Her fingers tightened in his hair, and he wrapped his mouth over her, sucking hard.

Fire flashed along her nerves, setting her body alight. Her vag clenched in a spasm of joy. Vera threw her head back in a silent scream, unwilling to give him the satisfaction of making noise.

+++

As soon as she came back to herself, Vera let go of Mark’s hair and used a foot to push him away. She stood, smoothing her skirt back down over her thighs.

He sprawled back on the wooden floor, the frilly petticoats holding the skirt high and showing his semi-hardened cock.

Vera set one of her feet over it, pressing down. “This is my cock. No one touches it. Not even you.”

He nodded eagerly.

She gathered her purse and walked for the door. “Finish cleaning up before you leave, my pretty, pretty maid.”

“Yes, boss.” Mark’s voice rang out, filled with relief.

He thought it was over.

He had no idea.

She still needed to punish him for breaking her chastity command.

Vera grinned. Tonight had been wonderful.

Her next idea was even better.

The End

Don’t miss the next parts of the story!

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.
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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
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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
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DOUBLE TRILOGY: Three Hotwife Stories
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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.
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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.
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