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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.

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.

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 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.

+++

Vera strode into the office on Monday morning, a spring in her step. She had a man to punish, and it put her in the best of moods.

Mark leaped to his feet as soon as he saw her. “Morning, boss.” Tall and wide-shouldered, he complemented his athletic build by dressing in pristinely cut suits. He had the easy charm of a handsome man who knew it, blond and blue-eyed and tanned.

To all indications, Mark was an alpha male in his prime, yet she knew the truth. Underneath all that swagger and masculine clothing, he wore the women’s panties she’d forced him into. Or at least he’d better be wearing them. He’d already disobeyed her once on this matter.

But this morning, his eyes searched her face, looking for approval.

That was more like it. What a difference her dominance had made in his behavior in only one week. First she’d forced him into a frilly French maid outfit. After spanking and using him for her pleasure, she’d made him lick his cum from the floor. It had been glorious.

But it wouldn’t get him out of the rest of his punishment.

She swept past him to enter her office and strode across the hardwood floor, her heels tapping with authority.

Mark hurried in after her, a cup of coffee in hand. “It’s just like you like it, boss.”

Vera narrowed her eyes and took a sip. The hot liquid coated her tongue with strong bitterness. It was indeed exactly as she liked it.

She settled into her executive chair, crossing her legs and letting her straight black skirt slide higher. Mark’s gaze snapped to her thighs, which were covered in silky black hose. His eyes grew heated.

Maybe someone really had kept his chastity command all weekend.

“Come here.” She pointed to the spot beside her chair.

Mark stepped around the desk, keeping his back to the door.

“Show me,” she said, using her commanding tone. “Prove to me you’re wearing them.”

Mark’s face turned red as he reached into the front of his trousers and tugged up an inch of stretchy pale-green lace. But for all his embarrassment, his erection flickered to life, growing in front of her eyes.

Vera placed a palm over the firm bulge. “And this cock? Is it mine?”

“Yes, boss. Only yours, boss.” He nodded vigorously.

She gave a little squeeze and let her tone go icy. “You’re not lying to me again, are you?”

“No, boss.” He met and held her gaze instead of looking down and away.

Good.

She dropped her hand and waved him away.

His brow creased as anxiety filled his eyes.

Let him stew in doubt. He deserved it after his horrible behavior while she’d been on vacation. Mark had broken her chastity command, destroyed his women’s panties, and attempted to turn her sales team against her.

Once alone, she pulled out her phone and opened up a photo she’d taken of Mark’s next outfit. The week before, she’d purchased a few more surprises with his credit card than he’d seen yet.

Vera’s lips curled as she stared at the screen, and a hot flicker of anticipation warmed her belly. As wonderful as the frilly French maid costume had been, the new outfit was going to be even better.

+++

They settled back into their routine. Every morning, Mark brought her two cups of coffee instead of her assistant. Every morning, she checked he wore his pretty panties and reminded him of his chastity command.

By Wednesday she was bored. Friday felt too long to wait. It was time to have a little fun.

The afternoon sales meeting went well. Vera gave a sharp presentation that had Mr. Jefferson, the CEO, nodding and smiling. “Excellent, Ms Saunders. I’m pleased with all the progress you and your team have made over the past few weeks.”

When she retook her seat, Mark’s eyes lingered on her. Since she had his attention, she stroked the cover of her leather day planner. The solid volume had been the very first thing she’d ever spanked him with. Each strike had been a deliciously meaty thud that had sent satisfying vibrations traveling up her arm and had reddened his bare ass cheeks wonderfully.

Her fingers smoothed over the surface in a repetitive motion. It looked absent-minded, yet it was anything but. Mark stared transfixed for long moments, then shifted uncomfortably in his chair.

As the meeting broke up and everyone made for the door, he remained seated. Vera lingered too, pretending to take a last few notes. Then she walked around the table slowly, waving the day planner through the air. “Aren’t you coming, Mark?”

His eyes tracked the leather volume, and his face turned red. “No, I’m good.” He held up his sleek smartphone and pointed to the screen as if he needed to do something important. But his voice sounded strangled, and she caught a glimpse of the bulge tenting his trousers before he slid his chair even closer to the table.

Vera walked off, allowing herself a smirk where he wouldn’t see.

+++

On Thursday morning, Vera surprised Mark by following him into the break room when he went to fetch her a second cup of coffee.

She had to wait a few moments while one of the women from accounting poured her own cup of coffee and added a truly annoying amount of sugar to it.

Vera kept a smile plastered to her face even as her teeth ground together. Why couldn’t the woman stir faster? If anyone should find time precious, you’d think it would be an accountant, she thought.

Eventually the other woman snagged a donut from the box and left.

Vera bypassed the pastries to step forward and grab Mark’s cock through his suit trousers. It leaped to life in her hand, firming more every second. He sucked in a breath, and his eyes went dark as his pupils dilated with desire.

“Boss?”

She squeezed, and his hips jerked forward, grinding his erection into her palm. “Simply reminding you of whose cock this is.”

Voices sounded in the hallway.

She let go and spun around, walking away from him without looking back.

When he brought her coffee to her office a few minutes later, Vera was careful not to acknowledge his presence, no matter how hotly his gaze burned across her skin.

He hovered by her desk for stretched moments, but she continued to ignore him.

Only once he slunk out of her office, his steps slow and dejected, did she allow herself to look up.

It seemed someone still needed to learn that her attention was a boon she granted as she desired, not something he should expect.

That was fine. She smiled. It simply meant he needed more training with additional punishment and humiliation.

+++

Determined to take things a step further, Vera called Mark into her office at the close of business on Thursday. “We have a follow-up call about the Chung Account. Please gather all of the latest numbers.”

He hurried in a few minutes later, a file folder clutched in one hand.

“Close the door,” she said.

The evening sun shining through the windows lit his blond hair, and an eager expression covered his handsome face as he walked across the room. He was expecting to play. So yes, someone still needed to learn to set aside his personal expectations. Her desires were paramount, not his.

He stood in front of her desk, waiting for instruction.

Then her phone rang. She answered, sending it to speaker. “Hello, Ms. Chung. This is Vera Saunders. How may I help you this evening?”

A trickle of delight ran through Vera when Mark’s face fell.

As she listened to the other woman’s questions, Vera gestured for him to come around the desk and lay the latest spreadsheet printouts across the top. She had the report from a few days ago open on her computer screen, but Mark had the newer, rawer data.

He handed her form after form as Ms. Chung asked about each topic. Say what you will about the man, he made a good second to her first.

When she finally hung up the phone, Vera snapped her fingers and pointed to the floor. Mark dropped to his knees before her. Vera toed off her pumps and stuck out a foot.

His fingers were warm and firm as they pressed into the sole, rubbing away the pain of a day spent in heels. It felt absolutely divine, but she kept her expression carefully neutral.

After a while, she switched feet, settling back in her chair as his clever hands continued to work their magic.

By the time he was done, his erection pressed against the front of his trousers. A spurt of desire flashed through her as well. Having him on his knees servicing her tended to have that effect.

She longed to bury a hand in his thick blond hair, pull him forward and put that smart mouth to work pleasing her. Make him lick her until she came.

But no. It would spoil the build up to tomorrow’s fun.

“I’m done with you,” she said. “Gather your papers and go.”

Mark opened his mouth as if about to protest. She raised an eyebrow, and his jaw snapped shut. Smart man. He was proving somewhat trainable at least.

He stood and gathered his things.

Vera glanced up at him. “Do I need to remind you who that cock belongs to?”

“It belongs to you, boss.”

His shoulders sank as he walked slowly across the room. Vera had to fight down a laugh. He thought this was bad? Ha! She couldn’t wait for tomorrow.

+++

When Mark brought her first coffee on Friday morning, Vera called him around her desk for inspection.

His cock hardened as he slipped the front of his trousers open, straining forward against the pink satin panties he wore.

“Is this my cock?”

“Yes, boss.”

She narrowed her eyes. “No one’s touched it? Not even you?” The last time he’d given her a foot rub, he’d masturbated afterward.

“No.” He met her eyes, and his cock certainly seemed far too eager for action.

It seemed he’d been obeying his chastity command. Good.

She already had plenty to punish him for, and she didn’t want anything marring the scenario she had planned for this evening.

Vera wanted him panting and begging at her feet, leashed and punished until his butt cheeks were a bright red.

The image shot lust through her, and her thighs clenched.

But she kept her expression carefully neutral as she dismissed him from her office.

Let him stew a bit longer.

+++

As her team packed up to get ready to head out for the weekend, Vera walked out to the cubicles to give her normal Friday goodbye. “Great work this week, everyone. Have a fantastic weekend. Make sure you recharge those batteries because we’re going to hit the ground running come Monday morning.” Her team made a few mocks groans amongst the laughter as they filed past, heading for the main door.

Mark remained at his desk, but his eyes were glued to her. He’d clearly come to expect their Friday evening play sessions. But that was all right. Giving him a set time to look forward to would help him to maintain his chastity command, especially since she was making it harder on him by not using a cage.

Still, she couldn’t help adding one final bit of torture. After all, he deserved it after the way he’d betrayed her while she was on vacation.

Vera spun around and walked back to her office. She didn’t pause until she reached the door. Without looking over her shoulder, she said, “Mark, I have a couple of follow-up questions for the Chung Account if you could give me a few minutes of your time.”

“Yes, boss!”

He entered her office quickly, his long legs making short work of the distance. He stopped before her desk, tall and proud and wearing a perfectly cut men’s suit. His shoulders flared wide before narrowing in a V to his trim waist.

She paused to take him in for a few moments, letting her anticipation build. She was about to strip all of that masculinity away, and the thought filled her with delight.

“Shut the door.”

He hurried to comply.

She snapped her fingers and pointed to the floor, her first step in getting them both into the Dominant/subservient headspace.

He dropped to his knees and crawled to her.

She let him wait while she finished a few work emails. A little patience would be good for his discipline.

After a good ten minutes of making him kneel on the hardwood floor, she swiveled her executive chair to face him. “Go to my closet and fetch my bag.”

He crawled away from her, moving quickly. Once at the closet, he picked up the bag with his mouth exactly as she’d trained him. He held his head high all the way back, even though his neck muscles stood out in stark relief with strain.

Mark set the bag gently at her feet. His lips were red and swollen and so very pretty.

“Open it and spread everything out across the desk,” she said.

He lifted his hands to the bag, but looked to her for permission before touching. Good. He was learning. She nodded for him to proceed.

As the sound of the zipper faded, it made his gasp that much more audible as the sides of the bag gaped open to show a sliver of hot pink.

He grimaced, and a spurt of glee shot through her. This was to be a punishment after all.

His hands dove inside, and he pulled out a dress and spread it across the desk.

The outfit looked gorgeous, half anime princess, half kitten costume. It was an extremely short dress with a flounced skirt held out by multiple layers of white crinoline. The sweetheart neckline was cut wide, with poofy little sleeves that hugged the upper arms. Everything was in hot pink with white accents.

Next he spread out a pair of white fishnet stockings and a white lace garter. The platform heels were the exact same pink as the dress. There were even white lace gloves.

But the best parts were the items that changed this into pet play. A white leather collar and leash were first. Mark’s fingers lingered on the set of fuzzy white cat ears that would clip into his hair. His brow creased into a confused frown, and she had to stifle her laugh.

The he picked up the crowning accessory, a pink butt plug complete with a fuzzy white tail attached. His eyes went wide. “What is this?”

Vera frowned at him. “Quiet,” she snapped. “I didn’t give you permission to speak.”

He sat the butt plug down on the desk and rooted through the bag, finding nothing more. Then he sat back on his heels and looked to her for instruction, keeping his smart mouth closed for once. Good.

She said, “Take off your clothes.”

After kicking off his shoes, Mark peeled his suit jacket from his shoulders. His fingers made quick work of the buttons on his dress shirt, and he stripped it off to display his nicely muscled chest.

It was going to look fabulous wrapped in hot pink.

He shuffled around, pulling his trousers from his long legs and pushing off his socks. Soon he crouched before her in nothing but pink satin panties, his hard cock making a distinctive outline on the front.

As much as she loved how he looked in them, they’d only get in the way this evening. “Remove the panties as well.”

He pulled the waistband out and over his erection, letting it bob free as he slid the scrap of satin down his legs.

“You may stand and get dressed. Garter belt first.”

Mark climbed to his feet and held the lacey confection of straps up high, his face scrunched in confusion. Vera left him to sort it out on his own, enjoying the show as he struggled to get it on. The white fishnets rolled up his long legs, making them look wonderfully softened and girly.

When he’d connected the tops of the hose to the white garter belt, she said, “Put on the shoes and turn for me. I want to see you.”

He leaned on the desk to brace himself as he slipped on the hot-pink platform heels. Straightening, he took a tottering step, slowly spinning in place. The white straps of the garter belt perfectly framed his ass, which was deliciously bare above the hose.

Her hand itched. She was ready to spank.

But not yet. His humiliation wasn’t complete.

“Put on the dress.”

He lifted the dress up in front of him, a frown of distaste on his face. By the time he’d finished sliding the hot-pink fabric up his body, he was grimacing. The gloves covered his large masculine hands, the lace making them instantly girly.

Glee filled her.

She snapped her fingers and pointed to the floor. He dropped to his knees before her. Vera clipped the fluffy white cat ears into his hair. Then she pulled a stick of black eyeliner from her purse and outlined his eyes, adding a cat-like extension winging toward each temple. She finished off by drawing an inverted triangle on his nose and three long whiskers on each cheek.

She wrapped the white leather collar around his neck and let the leash dangle.

One last item.

“Turn.”

He began to stand.

“No,” she snapped. “On your knees.”

Mark spun around until his ass pointed right at her. The crinoline layers held the skirt up high, out of the way. Reaching into her purse again, Vera pulled out lube. She squirted a generous amount onto the butt plug.

She pressed the tip to his puckered hole, and he gasped and flinched away. “I never…”

“I didn’t give you permission to speak.” She slapped his butt cheek, a thrill tingling across her palm and traveling straight to her clit. “Hold still!”

He held in place, but his body shivered.

Vera teased him with the plug, working the tip in and out of him until his hips gave a little rock and he pushed backward.

Got you, she thought.

With a firmer shove, she seated the butt plug in his ass.

He hissed, his hips jerking.

The fluffy white tail waved in the air as he clenched and unclenched around the plug.

Perfect.

Vera’s heart raced, watching his pretty ass filled for the first time. She licked her lips. “Walk for me, pretty little kitty. Let me see you move your tail.”

Mark rose slowly to his feet, still unsteady in the heels.

But when he finally stood, he looked perfect. The crinolines held the skirt high so his fluffy white tail poked out clearly, framed by the white garters. The tail swayed with each step, his ass muscles tensing in delightful ways as he walked and the butt plug rubbed inside of him.

He reached the side of the room and turned.

Vera leaned forward, her breath catching in her throat. He looked even better than she’d imagined! The hot pink of the dress complimented his blond looks perfectly.

The little puffed sleeves hugged his biceps, leaving his shoulders completely bare. The sweetheart neckline clung to his chest, the middle dip adding a delightful touch of femininity. But the skirt was even better. Stiff layers of white crinoline spread the hot pink skirt wide, breaking up the masculine V of his body and giving him the appearance of wide hips. Humiliation dropped his shoulders and stained his cheeks red as Mark stared at the floor.

But his cock was hard, poking out from the nest of crinoline insistently.

Oh, she couldn’t wait to spank him!

“Stand in front of the closet door.” She picked up her phone and took a series of photos, having him pose and make little cat claws with his lace-covered hands. His expression remained glum, and she had to command him to smile, which delighted her. Vera finished off with pictures of him leaning over, his ass and tail high in the air.

Then she grabbed his leash and walked him in a circuit of the room before leading him to the desk. Normally, she liked it when the sub crawled on hands and knees for pet play, but Mark was so deliciously uncomfortable in the heels, she couldn’t resist making him walk in them more.

She sat on the edge of her executive chair, the leash still held firm. With a tug, Mark dropped to his knees before her.

“Meow for me, kitten. Beg for my attention.” He looked so good on his hands and knees, the fuzzy little ears on his head matching the tail waving in the air.

Mark’s brow creased and he didn’t immediately comply.

She yanked on the leash. “Now!”

“Meow,” he said. “Meow. Meow.” The sounds were sullen and unconvincing. That was all right. She could put that mouth to better work.

“Such a naughty little kitten, making a big mess while I was gone.” Vera spread her legs, letting her skirt ride high. “You need to use your tongue, clean things up.”

She pulled him forward. Pulling her skirt up her hips, she exposed the tops of her thighs, naked above her black thigh-high stockings. She wore no underwear, and Mark’s eyes burned as he stared hungrily at her bare mound.

Mark’s tongue flickered over her folds, sending a zing of pleasure through her. Her fingers clenched the leash, pulling him closer. She wanted more. She deserved more.

He looked so perfect as he licked her, his cute little kitten nose and whiskers only adding to the effect of his outfit. His mouth opened wide, his tongue darting forward.

Heat coiled in her core, and she shifted, spreading her legs wider even as she tugged him closer. He licked and sucked, his tongue plunging into her vag. Tingles swept over her as he put that smart mouth to work.

She yanked on the leash, wanting more. His lace-covered hands caressed her inner thighs, and the hot-pink dress filled her vision. Vera panted, her hearth thundering in her ears as the musk of her sex filled the air.

Mark’s mouth opened wide over her, and he sucked on her clit, his tongue fluttering over her sensitive nub in a blur. Her hips lifted from the chair as fire flashed along her nerves, setting her body alight with sensation.

+++

Vera settled back on the chair, letting the leash fall slack so Mark could ease away from her. After a few moments, she composed herself and stood, smoothing her skirt over her thighs.

“Stand.”

Mark tottered to his feet, and she led him to the end of her desk. Vera jerked on his leash until he bent over, his forearms braced on the desktop. She took the end of the leash and wrapped the leather around his wrists until there wasn’t any slack between his hands and neck. Sliding the loop at the end over one hand, she secured it in place.

He was bound, wrists to neck, tipping him farther forward. His ass was high in the air, the fluffy white tail standing straight out.

Her hand tingled. It had felt so good to slap him earlier. She’d always used paddles on him until now, but wanted a change. It’s time for a more personal spanking, she thought. Skin on skin.

She rubbed at his ass, sensitizing the skin. “You have been such a naughty kitten. Did you think last week’s punishment was enough for everything you did? Well, you’re wrong. Last week was for all the trouble you caused by undermining me with the sales team and trying to take credit for my work.”

Smack!

He jerked, the tail bobbling.

Ah, the tingle traveled from her hand straight to her clit. Vera clenched her thighs together.

“This week, you’re paying for not wearing the panties I got you while I was on vacation.”

Smack!

“And for throwing them away.” She didn’t mention how he’d broken his chastity command. No, she had plans for that punishment, and today wouldn’t touch upon them.

Vera tugged on the tail, setting his hips moving.

Then she really spanked him.

Her arm rose and fell, each slap tingling through her as his ass grew pink and warm under her hand.

Smack! Smack!

She shifted from ass cheek to ass cheek and hand to hand, spreading out the sting.

Smack! Smack!

Mark cried out, his hips shifting as if to get away.

“Hold still!” she snapped.

He couldn’t be done yet, she wasn’t ready.

She gave a couple of soft taps, lessening the sensation for a moment in order to draw the spanking out. His skin was hot and red under her fingers. The tail bobbed about, and the skirt framed his ass in a ring of frills.

“Such a pretty little kitten, all leashed and mine.”

Vera tugged on his tail, moving the butt plug within him, and he whimpered, his hips jerking forward. A glance from the side showed his cock, fully erect, the tip swollen and weeping precum.

He truly was close.

Smack! Smack!

Her right palm tingled.

Smack! Smack!

Her left palm burned with sensation, and delight sizzled through her as he cried out again. He’d reached his limit. She smoothed a hand over his ass, loving the heat of his punished skin. It was redder than his dress. She grinned.

Then she wiped all expression from her face and said, “Stand up.”

Mark tried to push off with his hands, but since they were connected to his neck, it didn’t work. He straightened slowly without using his hands, teetering on his high heels. Standing, he held his bound hands up in front of him, almost as if he prayed.

“Sit.” She snapped her fingers and pointed to the desk.

He winced as his sore buttocks touched the hard wood, but his erection sprang eagerly forward. She forced him back onto the desktop where he’d lain that very first time she’d ridden him. The full skirt under his lower back made his body arch. He looked so beautiful in profile, the frilly skirt of the kitten outfit standing up just above his swollen cock.

Grabbing a condom from her purse, Vera rolled it down his length.

Mark grunted, his hips pumping. He was hot and eager. It seemed someone truly had been obeying her chastity command for this week at least.

Vera climbed onto the desk and straddled him, pulling her skirt up to her waist. She was going to ride him, use him for every bit of her own pleasure. Mark licked his lips, his eyes fastened to her bare mound as she hovered over him.

“Meow for me, kitten,” she said. “Beg for it.”

This time he didn’t hesitate, and the sounds were enthusiastic. “Meow, meow, meow!”

She suppressed a smile. He was fully under her control. Perfect.

Holding his erection only long enough to get positioned, Vera slid down his cock. He stretched her so wide, the pressure was delicious. She bounced, going lower, letting him fill her in a hot tingle of sensation. When she hit bottom, she ground down on him, using his body to rub against her clit, sending electricity shooting along her nerves.

Mark made a noise, half pleasure, half pain. His ass must be killing him.

Vera suppressed a smirk and slapped the bare part of his chest rising above the sweetheart neckline of his girly blouse. “You don’t come until I say you do.” Her handprint turned pink like the dress.

“Yes, boss,” he panted.

“No words.” She slapped him again. “Kitten’s meow.”

“Meow, meow.”

Then she began to ride. She slammed down onto his cock, taking him deep, making sure he hit all the right places. Vera didn’t care what he wanted. She chased her own pleasure, using his cock and body exactly as she pleased.

Leaning forward, Vera braced both hands on his chest and moved even faster. She ground her clit against him each time their bodies slapped together. Fire filled her center as her desire coiled tighter and tighter. Sweat trickled salt into her mouth, and she panted, her heart racing.

Mark grunted in time with her movements, the tendons of his neck straining against the white leather of the collar as he tipped his head back. The hot-pink fabric clung to his chest. His arms jerked at the leash binding his wrists together, but she’d tied him too well.

He was completely at her mercy.

The thought sent her over the edge. Her orgasm spiraled outward from her core in a rush of tingling sensation. Her vag clenched tight around him. Vera ground her teeth together to hold in her scream, unwilling to give him the satisfaction of hearing her pleasure.

+++

She fell still, then pulled herself off him and climbed down from the desk, smoothing her skirt back into place as she stood.

His cock swayed in the air, its head swollen and demanding release.

Vera uncoiled the white leather leash from his wrists and let him stand.

He looked at her forlornly, his eyes zeroed in on her skirt-covered mound.

“You don’t deserve to come inside of me. Not after what you did.” She snapped her fingers and pointed to the floor. “Down on the floor like the pretty little kitten you are.”

He slid from the desk, crouching awkwardly in the heels.

“Onto your hands and knees,” she snapped.

Mark fell forward, bracing on his palms.

Vera strode around him, enjoying the view of his ass, the red skin offsetting the pretty little tail all in white. She pulled on it, sliding the butt plug out an inch before driving it forward again. He gasped, his hips jerking.

“Do you like that, my little kitty? Do you like your new tail? You may use your human words.”

“Yes, boss.” He hung his head as if embarrassed, but when she moved the butt plug again, he groaned, his voice filled with want.

The pink skirt flounced out around his hips, widening his shape. He looked so girly, delight filled her. She walked back around to sit in her chair, facing him.

“You may touch yourself.”

He sat back on his heels and splayed his knees wide, gathering the full skirt up around his waist. His erection jutted forward, swollen. After sliding off the condom, he fisted his cock in one lace-gloved hand, the other reaching back to squeeze his balls.

Mark grunted, his hand moving in a blur. The tiny sleeves of the hot-pink dress slipped a bit further down his upper arms, baring more of his chest. With both of his hands centered at his groin, his arms pushed his pecs together, making a delightful show of cleavage.

“You are such a pretty little kitty girl,” she cooed. “You may come now.”

“Argh!” His hips snapped forward, and a stream of cum arched out to splash across the floor between them, dotting the toes of her black pumps.

He fell forward onto his hands, panting.

“What a messy little kitten you’ve been.” She stretched her leg out to shove one of her shoes against his lips. “It’s a good thing kittens love cream. Lick it. Eat it all up.”

His tongue swiped across the leather, leaving behind a glossy sheen as he washed her shoe. Delight shot through her. When he finished with the first, she pushed her second shoe to his mouth. The dots of white disappeared under the lapping of his tongue, and he finished off by kissing the exposed skin of the top of her foot.

She planted her other heel on his shoulder and pushed him away from her. “I didn’t give you permission to touch me.” Vera snapped her fingers and pointed to the floor. “Now clean up the rest of your mess.”

He bent over, dipping his head to the floor. With his kitty whiskers and ears, he looked absolutely adorable following her commands. When combined with the leash, everything about this new outfit had quickly become her favorite.

His tongue swiped up his cum, licking along the long line of creamy white. The position made his ass stick high in the air, the tail waving back and forth. The skirt spread out around him in a cloud of hot pink. It was beautiful.

It took him a while, his tongue fluttering over the hardwood as the semen slowly disappeared. When he finished, he was right at her feet, and she picked up his chin. “Prove to me you swallowed it all.”

Mark opened his mouth, displaying his swollen and very red tongue but no cum.

Good.

She let his head drop from her hand then she planted a foot on his shoulder and pushed, toppling him back onto his ass. He sprawled across the floor, his skirt making a halo of pink and white around his waist. Vera stood and placed a foot on his partially deflated cock.

He winced.

“Who does this cock belong to?” she asked.

“You boss.”

She bore down a little harder, the heel driving into his balls. “Who else gets to touch it?”

He gasped. “No one.”

Lowering her foot to the floor, she waved him back onto hands and knees. Once there she picked up the leash and made him turn. She leaned over and unclipped the bulk of the fuzzy tail from the butt plug, leaving it with only the removal ring. She gave a little tug. “You’re going to wear your pretty kitty tail for me all next week. I expect to see both it and your new panties every single day.”

“Yes, boss.”

The butt plug would stretch him, get him ready for her. Because Vera had plans for how he’d finally pay for breaking her chastity command.

She smirked. Next week was going to be one wild ride.

The End

Don’t miss the next parts of the story!

SISSY STRAPPED

She bends him over the desk. Her new toy juts from her body, its firm weight ready for action. Lust coils in her belly.

Vera’s finally going to make Mark pay for disobeying her chastity command.

She’s ordered an exquisite set of innocent white bridal lingerie for him. She also bought a new toy for herself: a special strap-on designed to ensure her pleasure.

He stands bent over in front of her, panting and ready. She thought she knew how hot it would be to take him for his first ride. She was wrong.

DOMME PUNISHMENT – He lies bound and vulnerable. The large plug is heavy in her hand as she shoves it home. He whines, the noise high and sharp.

The gorgeous sub Adonis invites Vera to a new sex club. A fake Dom has been abusing the female subs, and Vera’s exactly the Domme to do something about it.

Feigning submission, Vera dupes the fake Dom into a trap. His pride binds him in place even more tightly than the restraints. As Vera wields her paddle with expert precision, she dispenses a shattering punishment and cages him.

Adonis’ hot eyes follow her every move. Her body’s on fire. He drops to his knees, willing to service her every desire.

International readers, find the entire series here:

OFFICE DOMME SERIES

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

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

Domme Vera Femdom

OFFICE DOMME TRILOGY ONE: Three Femdom Stories

DOMME DISCIPLINE: A Femdom Story

OFFICE DOMME SISSY TRILOGY TWO: Three Femdom Stories

DOMME PUNISHMENT: A Femdom Story

International readers, find them here: OFFICE DOMME SERIES.

Kinky Stories

PADDLE TRILOGY ONE: Three Sexy Spanking Stories

PADDLE TRILOGY TWO: Three Sexy Spanking Stories

DESIRE TRILOGY: Exhibitionism, MFM Menage, Bondage

DOMME DESIRE TRILOGY: Three Femdom Stories

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

Hotwife and Ménage

DOUBLE TRILOGY: Three Hotwife Stories

SWINGERS MENAGE: First Time FFM, FFF, MFFM

FIRST BEAUTIFUL TRILOGY: Three Hotwife Stories

SECOND BEAUTIFUL TRILOGY: Three Hotwife Stories

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


Other Stories by Rita Fury

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

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

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

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

DOMME DESIRE TRILOGY: Three Femdom Stories

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

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

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

International readers, find the entire series here:

DESIRE SERIES

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


Want sexy spanking stories?
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PADDLE TRILOGY ONE

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

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

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

PADDLE TRILOGY TWO

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

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

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

International readers, find the entire series here:

PADDLE SERIES

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


Want naughty hotwife and ménage stories?

DOUBLE TRILOGY: Three Hotwife Stories

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

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

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

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

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

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

International readers, find the entire series here:

DOUBLE SERIES

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


Want naughty hotwife stories?
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FIRST BEAUTIFUL TRILOGY

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

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

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

SECOND BEAUTIFUL TRILOGY

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

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

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

International readers, find the entire series here:

BEAUTIFUL SERIES

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


About the Author

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

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

Website   TwitterGoodreads

Find all of my stories here:

US Amazon

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

International Amazon Sites
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