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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.

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.

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.

OFFICE DOMME SISSY TRILOGY TWO: Three Femdom Stories

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.

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.

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.

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 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.

[This story takes place directly after SISSY STRAPPED. Link takes you to your local Amazon site.]


+++

On Monday afternoon, Vera walked out to the cubicle farm to wish her team goodbye. “While I’m away, Mark will be supervising the team, but I’ll also have my business laptop with me. For routine matters, email. If an emergency arises, text my personal phone. Have a great couple of days, everyone.”

Lots of nods and smiles as they all got ready to leave.

Mark watched her, his expression expectant. Tall and broad shouldered, he had the blond good looks of a high school star quarterback who’d kept fit. His perfectly tailored suits showed off his masculine build, and his outgoing demeanor was all cocky male.

But Vera knew the truth buried underneath. Mark loved being sissified and wore panties under that power suit. Even better, he loved being dominated by her.

“Mark, I have a few last items to discuss. Please some to my office.”

“Yes, Boss!” He hurried to follow her.

Once they were inside, she said, “Shut and lock the door.”

She strode across the wide room, her heels clicking on the wooden floor, a confident sound. Taking a seat in her executive chair, she said, “I’ll only be gone a few days, and I’ll be in contact the entire time.”

He came to a halt in front of her desk and nodded.

“I want a daily email with summaries of the numbers. And I want another email outlining what’s happening with the Luigi account.” Their newest clients were that annoying combination of clueless and demanding. She planned to keep an eye on things personally until her team could get the account squared away.

“Yes, boss.”

That was the end of office business. She snapped her fingers and pointed to the floor beside her desk, using their established routine to put them into the right headspace for play.

He fell to hands and knees with alacrity and crawled to her, looking up with expectant eyes.

Vera let her lips curl a tiny bit so he’d know he’d pleased her. Her recent pegging of him had taken their play to a whole new level, and she’d finally decided to make him an official sub.

Too bad they didn’t have time for a prolonged session this evening. Her flight out left outrageously early the next morning. Still, she should leave him with something to remember.

She uncrossed her legs. His eyes snapped to them, roving hungrily along the length exposed by her short skirt. “Lick me.”

He raised his hands until they hovered over her thighs, and she nodded her permission to touch. Mark shoved at her slim black skirt, and she lifted her hips so he could push it up to her waist.

His hands traced over the bare skin of the top of her thighs, exposed above her black thigh-high hose. With a wicked grin, he buried his nose in her mound, his breath hot through her red silk underwear. Pleasure pulsed through her clit. Then he shoved her underwear aside, his tongue dipping into her entrance.

As he continued to lick, the panties kept falling in the way. “Enough teasing,” she said, her tone commanding. She lifted her hips so he could slide her underwear down her legs.

Then he pushed her thighs wide and ran his tongue all the way along her slit, stopping only to flutter against her most sensitive nub.

Tingling jolted through her, setting her heart racing.

Mark watched her, his blue eyes locked to her face as he continued to lick and suck and tease at her clit. She panted, and the smell of her sex filled the air. He was getting so good at this, that smart mouth of his finally finding its real purpose.

Vera buried a hand in his hair, circling her hips as she rode his tongue. Then with one last strong suck, he made her back bow up off the chair. Her orgasm hit, spiraling out of her center to flash fire across her body as she gasped.

After a few moments, she let go of his hair. He sat back on his heels, his erection tenting the front of his trousers.

She stood and smoothed her skirt down her thighs before retaking her seat. Vera plucked her silk panties from the desktop and held them out to him. “Touch yourself. I want to see you.”

His hands were eager as they stripped open his trousers. The dark-blue fabric flapped wide, displaying the pale-green lace panties he’d already shown her that morning. His cock was clearly visible, straining the stretchy material, the head peeking out the top.

“How pretty you are in your girly panties,” she said.

Mark flushed, his cheeks going pink, but his cock jumped at her words. God that blush made her want to spank him and take his ass. They’d played on Saturday, but somehow the two days that had passed since then felt like ages.

He freed his cock, its hard length springing forward. With his hand encased in her red silk panties, he began to stroke. He moaned, his hips rocking, and his eyes fluttered closed.

“Open your eyes,” she snapped. She wanted him to see her, to know his pleasure came at her command.

Mark fisted his cock, his hand beginning to move in a blur. He panted, his mouth hanging open, and a faint sheen of sweat coated his face.

“Come for me, my pretty one,” she snapped. “Come now.”

With a groan, he shot his hips forward, and cum arced out in a stream that splattered the wooden floor between them.

Her mind flashed back to the times when her punishments had him licking his cream from the floor, but he’d been good lately. She wouldn’t spoil his training by being arbitrary, no matter how much she’d enjoyed the view of him licking the hardwood clean.

He collapsed backward in a sprawl. She stood and gathered her things. Looking down at him, she said, “I expect you to wear your panties every day. And no one touches my cock. Not even you.”

“Yes, Madame.”

She allowed a small smile. How she liked him using her Domme title!

Vera strode from the room with a swing in her step. She might not have gotten to spank Mark this evening, but that mattered little when a prime prize like an abusive Dom awaited her punishment.

+++

That evening, Vera stood in front of her empty suitcase and pulled out her phone. She logged on to her favorite Dom/sub forum and opened her direct messages history. Adonis had contacted her at the end of the previous week, spurring this trip.

She’d spent a week in Chicago playing with the gorgeous, well-trained sub. The man had one of the deftest tongues she’d ever come across. Simply thinking about the way he’d worshiped her with it had her vag clenching with want.

She opened the messages they’d exchanged. Adonis had written: My Dearest Mistress Reva, please forgive my impertinence for contacting you, but I have come across another situation that could use your expert touch.

A tiny thrill went through her to have someone use her old name and title from when she’d been a tougher, more commanding Domme. Explain, she’d typed.

My job has taken me to New York, Adonis sent. I have a few friends in the scene, so I went to the club they suggested. There’s a problem Dom. It’s just like last time. He’s abusing subs. Only this Dom is too smart to get caught. No one has enough proof for the club owners to do anything.

I will be in New York next week. She gave him the details.

Thank you, Mistress. I look forward to seeing you.

Her boss had wanted her to go to the business conference in New York, but she’d considered sending Mark in her place. Adonis’ message had changed all of that.

While her play with Mark had progressed nicely, she always looked forward to unleashing her full potential as a Domme. This would do nicely.

Vera strode over to her closet, ready to find something that would make her appear like a sub. Anticipation filled her. A trip with both a glorious punishment and Adonis to look forward to?

Excellent.

+++

In a taxi on the way to the airport the next morning, Vera pulled out her phone. She check the Dom/sub forum, and Adonis had sent her another message.

Dear Mistress Reva, everything is arranged. I and my friends will meet you on any evening you chose.

Why wait? Today was her travel day with the only conference event a cocktail hour meet-and-greet early in the evening.

Tonight, she wrote back. We do this tonight.

It is as you command, Adonis replied.

They finalized a meeting time and place.

Vera settled back into the seat, her mind already imagining all the wonderful scenarios she would perform before the day was done.

+++

Another city, another trendy independent coffee shop. Vera strode through the door and into the warmly lit space decorated with purposefully mismatched tables and chairs painted a range of bright colors. It shouldn’t have worked, yet it did, the room a rainbow of hues. The smell of coffee and cinnamon filled the air. The blast of steam from the espresso machine was the only thing loud enough to rise above the loud buzz of multiple conversations, which provided a background of white noise.

Adonis stood. True to his chose sub name, he was male beauty and desire personified.

He had richly tanned skin, and dark curly hair framed his high cheekbones, full lips, and dark beautiful eyes. Built like an endurance athlete, Adonis was tall and lean, every muscle carved with beautiful definition. A black fishnet t-shirt showed off his chest and shoulders, and black leather trousers hugged his legs. He was debauchery and sin made manifest in human form.

“Mistress Reva,” he said, looking at her with worshipful eyes. “Thank you for doing this.”

He pulled out her chair. As she took her seat, she studied the rest of the group. There were fewer people than last time, but every single one of them was a young woman.

Even without the clothing that bordered on fetish gear, she recognized them as subs. Their eyes didn’t make direct contact with hers for long before dropping. They held their bodies carefully as if ready to move at her slightest command. These were subs who’d been immersed in the scene for enough time that it had altered the way they interacted in the world.

A protectiveness rose within her, as it always did when she found well-trained submissives who were being abused. A true submissive gave of themselves freely. It wasn’t something any Domme or Dom should take advantage of.

Adonis leaned forward, sliding a cup of espresso in front of her.

She took a sip. It was bitter and strong, exactly as she liked it. He’d remembered. She gave him a small nod and said, “All right, explain the situation to me.”

“He’s new in town, but he’s been a Dom for years. He moved here from L.A.,” Adonis said. “We think he might have been run out of most of the clubs there, but it’s been hard to find out for sure.”

People in the BDSM community were often highly secretive. It was a protective measure to prevent prosecution by society at large. But it also let a few bad actors get away with undesirable behavior simply by moving to a new city.

“Go on.”

“He didn’t do anything for the first few months, or at least not that we know of, but then he started getting a few of the newer girls in rooms alone and…” Adonis spread his hands.

“Out with it. I need details if I’m going to make the punishment fit the crime.”

One of the young women, a redhead, whispered, “He’s been pushing the sex into places we didn’t agree to.” She grabbed the hand of the woman beside her and shot her a pointed look. The other woman nodded even though tears sparkled in her eyes.

“He put a dildo in Babygirl’s butt even though she’d told him beforehand she didn’t do that. Then he ignored her safeword.”

“Why didn’t you go to the club’s owners?” Vera asked.

Babygirl glanced up then away. In a quiet voice, she said, “He told me I didn’t remember things right. That I’d agreed to it while in sub space.”

Vera considered it. The almost delirious feeling some subs could obtain after a good spanking might alter their perceptions.

The redhead said, “Then we started to hear from more girls, all saying the same thing. He’d pushed them into using toys for double penetration, whether they wanted it or not, then claimed they’d agreed.”

Anger, hot and sharp, filled Vera, making her muscles tense. She ground her teeth together. Of all the shitty actions a Dom could do, this was one of the worst. Toys weren’t as bad as him using his cock, but it was still a violation.

“In fact, we now think he likes to purposefully pick people who don’t like anal.” Adonis grimaced. “Like he gets off on it.”

“How’s he figuring that out?” Vera asked.

“The club uses badges,” the redhead said. “The one with a whip means you want to dominate. The one with handcuffs means you’re a submissive. The one with lips means oral. The one with a dildo indicates vaginal. The one with a butt plug means you like anal. You can wear any combination of them you want.”

“I picked handcuffs and the dildo,” Babydoll said. “I didn’t pick the butt plug.”

The redhead said, “It’s the same with the other girls.”

Adonis looked at her. “No one’s been willing to go to the club owners yet. It’s a big club, really popular, and the owners aren’t…” He grimaced. “They aren’t very approachable.”

Ah, yes. She knew the type. People who’d made it big in the scene and thought themselves above it all.

“Well, it’s a good thing you know me.” Vera grinned, the expression feeling a bit feral. “Let’s get to work.” Everyone leaned in as she outlined her plan.

Once done, it was time to take care of her wardrobe. Although she’d chosen the most sub-like clothes she owned, that wasn’t saying much. Vera was a Domme through and through, and her wardrobe tended to reflect it.

She wore her favorite boots. Visually striking, they rose to above her knee, all in black leather. The heels were high, but she’d practiced enough that she could stride with confidence and command.

A black leather miniskirt showed a lot of bare thigh. Adonis declared it good, his eyes hot as they traced over her. Her shirt, however, wouldn’t do. It simply didn’t show enough skin. “I had everyone bring a few extra items,” Adonis said.

Vera herded the young women into the coffee shop’s single bathroom. “Show me what you suggest.”

Of the two items that would fit her, she settled on a top made out of little more than black leather straps. Vera stripped out of her bra and slid into the garment, repositioning it to cover her nipples. Then she stepped back for a look in the mirror.

The dark straps crisscrossed her light skin, appearing to show more than they really did. That was because three straps met in between her breasts and then fanned out to cover her nipples. In the end, it didn’t show more than most bikinis.

She deferred to the experts, asking the subs, “What do you think?”

“It looks good on you,” the redhead said.

Babydoll nodded, “He’ll like it.”

It would do. Vera slipped her blouse over it for the walk to the club.

Adonis waited on the sidewalk, his eyes searching her body as soon as she stepped outside. “Are you happy with your outfit, Mistress?”

“Yes. Let’s go.”

Even at night, New York City was brightly lit. Traffic noise and people talking filled the air, along with the smell of car exhaust and hot dogs from a food cart. Yet Vera still heard the confident click of her heels as she strode along the sidewalk.

A spurt of anticipation filled her. She couldn’t wait to lure the Dom into her trap.

And punish him.

+++

Bound to Beg stood only a block away.

Two huge bouncers waved them into the club’s small anteroom with a coat check. Vera shed her shirt and left it and her purse with the attendant. While the young man’s back was turned, she plucked a couple of badges from the baskets set out. She tucked the Dom one into the waistband of her skirt.

She instead clipped the sub button to one of the straps of her top, right over her left breast. It had a white background with a black handcuffs, and it stood out against the black leather, clearly visible. She attached the vaginal sex one right below it.

When she turned, she found Adonis looking at her outfit, hunger darkening his eyes. Desire shivered through her.

Everyone donned their masks. Vera’s was a plain black domino made out of leather that had been molded to fit her. Adonis’s was a dark metallic gold that made his tanned skin gleam. The contrast between it and the darkness of his hair and his black clothes was striking.

Then they stepped into the main room. Outside, it was a plain brick building. Inside, it almost resembled a regular night club.

A long bar ran the length of one wall, doing a fairly brisk business. Industrial music thumped in a hypnotic beat. The lights were dim, but not as dark as a regular club because part of the main room had been set aside for public acts.

A crowd clustered in front of the space.

A woman sat in a chair, her arms bound behind her, her ankles cuffed to the chair’s legs. She was naked from the waist up but for her silver lace mask. She had pale white skin and large breasts topped by tiny pink nipples.

A large black man stood beside her, teasing her chest with the flails of a flogger. The foot-long tails of black leather danced across her softly, readying the skin for more sensation.

Instead of striking with the flogger itself, the Dom tucked the handle into the pocket of his leather trousers and crouched beside the woman. He attached nipple clamps, making the woman squirm.

Smack!

His dark hand lashed out to spank her breast. Her pale skin flushed pink.

Smack!

His palm landed on her other breast. The woman gasped.

Smack! Smack!

He brushed his fingers across her skin, tugging on the clamps until she squirmed.

Smack! Smack!

The woman panted, her mouth gaping wide.

Desire coiled through Vera, and her vag clenched. Even though she typically played with men, this sub’s extreme responsiveness had the Domme inside her wanting to mark that pale flesh, to make the woman gasp and beg.

Adonis brought her attention back to the matter in hand by whispering in her ear, “He’s here.”

Vera swiveled to follow his line of sight.

A man cut through the crowd. Tall and lean, he had tan skin and short brown hair carefully slicked back with gel. His black domino mask obscured much of his face, but he was handsome with nice lips.

The better to lie with, Vera reminded herself. Handsome men often used their looks to sway women.

He wore an expertly cut suit of charcoal grey with a black dress shirt and tie. The only pops of lightness were the two white pins: one with a black whip, and one with a dildo.

Vera snorted. He didn’t even wear the butt-plug badge that would clarify he was a Dom looking for anal sex.

This man really is a predator, she thought. Anticipation spiked through her. It was time to put “Cinnamon” into play. Vera let her eyes drop to the floor and bowed her shoulders in slightly. It was hard to play a sub, and she wouldn’t be able to keep it up for long, but if things went as planned, she wouldn’t have to.

Unlike in Chicago, they couldn’t count on the Dom spotting her easily. This club was large, and there were a lot more people around. They’d need to be fairly direct in presenting her to the Dom.

“He usually heads to the bar,” Babydoll said, her voice a whisper as she kept her body tucked behind Vera’s.

“Then let’s intercept.” Vera nodded to Adonis, and they moved across the room.

They pressed close to the bar only a couple of feet away from where the man stood. Vera put a little wobble in her voice as she raised it to call out to the bartender for a club soda.

“You’re not drinking?” Adonis asked, following the script she’d whispered to him as they walked over.

“No. It impairs my judgment too much. I already get really out of it when in sub space. I don’t need anything extra.”

Adonis’ eye flickered over her shoulder, and his fingers pressed into her forearm. It was the signal. She’d gotten the Dom’s attention.

Suddenly a gray suit-clad shoulder shoved in between her and Adonis. The man’s eyes latched onto her badges with obvious interest. “Well, well, well, what do we have here?”

When the bartender sat down Vera’s club soda, the man waved it off. “She’s changed her mind. She’ll have a strawberry carbonated vodka.”

Vera ground her teeth to keep from snapping at him that she had not changed her mind, but she couldn’t break role. A fruity carbonated vodka drink? Please. He probably thought the sweet taste would make her guzzle it without realizing how much alcohol it really contained.

Pretending to drink, she brought the bottle to her mouth and tipped it up without opening her lips. She made sure to make a show of licking them as she pulled the bottle away.

“So, what’s your name?” He stared down at her, his dark eyes intense.

“Cinnamon,” she said, using the fake sub name Adonis had created for her in Chicago. “And what may I call you?”

Oh, he liked that, the hint of subservience. His eyes lit up. “You may call me Master Steel.”

Vera barely kept from laughing. Steel? Was this guy serious? God, it sounded like the kind of name a teenager would come up with. She faked another drink to hide her smirk, and by the time she lowered the bottle, she’d regained her composure.

The breast-spanking show finished to a round of applause, and a large mass of people suddenly swarmed the bar.

Steel grabbed her upper arm and tugged on her. “Why don’t we find someplace more private?”

“Okay.” Vera shot Adonis a glance as Steel manhandled her to the relatively quiet back corner of the room. Every time she glanced back, Adonis trailed behind by a few yards, but remained in sight.

“Now, my sweet Cinnamon, why don’t you tell me what you’re into?” Steel asked, not letting go of her arm.

Vera longed to break his grip and shrug free. Not long now, she reminded herself. Play the game just a little longer.

“Oh, I like spanking,” she said. Which was completely true, even if she was the one doing the spanking. “And costumes. Costumes and role-play can be fun.” In her mind, Mark crawled across the floor, an anime kitten in a bright-pink dress. What else could she tell this asshole to get him interested?

“Those are some of my favorite things as well.” He tossed back the last of his drink, and while he did that, Vera poured half of hers into an empty beer glass on the table beside them.

She made sure to giggle when he caught her eye. “Oh, I think this vodka thing’s going to my head!”

He smirked down at her. “Why don’t we get a room in the back?”

Vera nodded and let him lead her through an archway and down a long hall. Doors lined it, many closed. The open ones she passed had various types of bondage furniture. A few groups of people lingered, heads together as if discussing which room they preferred.

Vera spotted Babydoll and the redhead standing with two other women, so she stopped at the next open room near them. It contained a St. Andrew’s Cross and a spanking bench. Perfect. She pretended to try to pull her arm from Steel’s grip, but made certain not to put any real muscle behind it. Vera worked out. She might not have much bulk, but she was surprisingly strong.

“What’s wrong, my sweet Cinnamon?”

“I’m not sure I want this,” she said, making her voice high and breathy.

His eyes darkened. The asshole had just gotten more interested, not less. “What can I say to change your mind?”

“Do you promise the kind of spanking I want?”

Steel grinned down at her in way that bared his teeth. “I promise you all the spanking you could ever want.”

Vera straightened and lifted her free hand to peel his fingers from her flesh. “You heard him, everyone. It’s all the spanking I want.”

All of the people in the hall rushed forward, propelling Steel back into the room. Adonis hurried up, joining in. Vera shut the door.

“What the hell is this?” Steel bucked against the hands holding him. One of his arms swung free, clocking Adonis in the side. The sub grunted then captured the arm.

Vera stepped forward, her lust sparking higher the more Steel struggled. “This is your punishment. Now, what am I going to do with you?” She paced around the room. The St. Andrew’s Cross was tempting. The large X would hold him spread-eagle, but it limited what she could do to him.

She stalked over to the paddling bench. It was a unique design made to have the person lay bent over the top on their stomach and torso. The wrist restraints could be clipped down near the legs to keep him in place. The position would leave his ass high and vulnerable.

Yes. This is what she wanted for him.

“Bring him over,” she said, letting command fill her voice.

He struggled and resisted as the subs dragged him over to her.

Vera made a loud tsking noise. “What’s wrong? You don’t like it when someone disregards your wishes and does what they want instead?”

He glared at her. “You’re a goddamned Domme, aren’t you?”

Vera smirked. She removed the sub pin from her top and replaced it with the Domme one. “Now, you and I have a problem. You’ve been forcing toys into subs butts against their will.”

“So? What’s your problem? I never touched you.”

“My problem is you. You and your ilk give the lifestyle a bad name. You ignore proper practices and use BDSM as a way to abuse women.” She stepped closer, getting right in his face. “You’re right I’m a Domme. And people like you sully the title.”

He snorted and jerked against the hands holding him, but failed to break free.

“Now I’m giving you a taste of your own medicine.” She cocked an eyebrow and cast a dismissive glance over him. “If you’re man enough to take it.”

He bared his teeth. “I can take anything you can dish out, lady.”

There is was. His root misogyny. She wasn’t shocked. She’d counted on it and used it to get him to agree to her punishment.

“Strap him to the spanking bench.”

Restraints snapped around Steel’s wrists, and Babydoll shoved him face down onto the bench. Adonis crouched and attached the cuffs to the legs of the bench.

“Will someone please divest him of his trousers and underwear?” She didn’t want to issue that as a command, not wanting any of the abused subs to feel forced into touching their abuser in a way they didn’t want.

Redhead squatted down and undid the man’s trousers. When she stepped behind him, Babydoll joined her. Together, they tugged on the fabric until it pooled at his ankles. His boxer briefs soon followed.

His ass was pale and nowhere near as nicely shaped as Mark’s or Adonis’. But then, it didn’t need to be. Her thighs clenched together. The act of punishing a man like this would be excitement enough.

“Adonis, gather a collection of paddles and whips.”

He hurried to the cabinets lining the room. “Yes, Mistress Reva.”

“Babydoll,” Vera called the sub over and sent her to fetch another special item.

Steel craned his head to the side, watching with a dismissive look on his face. Until Babydoll turned from a cabinet with the largest butt plug in her hand.

“Oh, hey now!” he said.

“So you’re backing out already?” Vera made her tone mocking. “I expected as much.”

He clamped his lips together into a hard line.

She said, “I suppose you should pick a safeword. If you know what one is.”

“Bitch,” he spat. “My safeword is bitch.”

Vera grinned. “Perfect. Because I’m the baddest bitch you’re ever going to meet.”

Babydoll handed her the large black butt plug. It was a good eight inches long and its cone shape flared quite wide, nice and heavy in her hand.

Steel liked to shove toys into women who didn’t want it? Well, he was about to get a taste. To be nice, she let redhead squirt a little lube over the silicone. Vera stepped up behind Steel and pressed the tip to his ass. Unlike the slow care she’d taken with Mark, she gave a good shove. It slid in a good three inches, and Steel hissed, the muscles of his butt cheeks clenching.

Vera expected him to use his safeword, but he held on. There were so many people watching, many of them the women he’d abused. He obviously thought them weak. Well, she was prepared to show him his own lack of strength.

Without wasting any more time, she shoved the plug all the way in.

Steel’s body jerked, and he whined, a high-pitched, pained sound. Vera bared her teeth. If he said “bitch” now, she’d at least have the satisfaction of this moment.

But he kept quiet.

Good. Her hands itched to dole out a spanking.

Tonight’s punishment would not be a lesson in how to whip properly. No, tonight’s punishment would be a lesson in respecting boundaries. She wanted every blow to drive the plug into him, to mimic the invasion he’d subjected on others.

The removal ring of the butt plug stuck out from between his cheeks. A flogger or crop wouldn’t have much impact on it. She needed something bigger.

When she pointed to one of the items Adonis held, he handed her a wide wooden paddle. She swished it through the air with a satisfying sound. Yes, this would do nicely.

Smack!

She laid the paddle across both cheeks, hitting the butt plug and pushing it into him. Steel’s body jerked.

Smack!

Another lighter hit, judging his responsiveness. She had it now.

Vera raised her hand high, really letting the paddle swing.

Thwack!

The vibration traveled up her arm and set her entire body humming.

Thwack!

Steel whined, and the sound went straight to her clit.

Thwack! Thwack!

The firmer thuds covered the meaty flesh of his buttocks, turning them red. She loved the way he flinched, his muscles tightening around the butt plug. She loved the noises he made, gasps and whines from high in his throat.

Every reaction made delight sing in her blood, filling her with hot lust.

Adonis stepped closer, his eyes wide, taking in her every more with rapt attention.

Thwack! Thwack!

Steel cried out with each hit. He was nearing his end. It was typically bad form to push a sub all the way to needing their safeword, but for him she’d make an exception. He liked to ignore other people’s safewords? She’d force him to use his.

Thwack!

“Oh, god, please stop!” He twisted his body, tugging at the restraints, but unable to break them.

Thwack!

“Bitch!” he screamed, a sob in his voice. “Bitch!”

Vera stepped back, letting her arm fall to her side. She may have pushed him to this, but unlike him, she’d honor his safeword.

Adonis came forward to take her paddle, his eyes hot and worshipping.

Lust spiked through her, and her vag clenched with want. Yet she had one last thing to do before indulging.

Vera waved Babydoll forward. “Please bring me the item I gave you.”

The sub dug in her purse and pulled out a clear-plastic cock cage.

“Untie Steel and hold him upright,” Vera said to Adonis.

The redhead moved in to help, and soon they had the fake Dom standing, each holding an arm.

Moving quickly to prevent Steel from hardening, Vera crouched and slipped his balls through the back piece of the cage. Then she slid the enclosed tube over his cock. In seconds, the entire assembly was locked closed.

Vera straightened and pressed the key into Babydoll’s hands.

Tears filled the sub’s eyes, but she stood tall, her chin high. “Thank you.”

“What are you doing?” Steel asked, his horse voice containing with none of its previous fire.

“I’m letting someone more responsible than you control that cock.”

Then Vera spun on her heel and marched out of the room, which exploded in applause.

+++

Adonis hurried after her as she crossed the hallway and entered an empty room on the other side. He shut the door then fell to his hands and knees, bowing until his head rested on the tops of her feet. “Mistress Reva. You were as amazing as always.”

Lust shivered through her as he kissed his way up her boots. “Please allow me to service you, Mistress.”

“Yes,” she hissed, burying a hand in his hair.

His hands slid to the hem of her leather miniskirt, but it was too tight to push upward. Vera spun around. “You may remove it.”

The zipper lowered, and the skirt fell from her hips so he could pull it the rest of the way off. When she turned, she stood in nothing but her boots, the straps of her borrowed top, and a tiny black thong.

His eyes filled with heat as he looked up at her. “What would Mistress like?”

“I want you there.” She pointed to a bench with built-in restraints. “Naked. On your back.”

Adonis pulled his fishnet shirt off over his head, fully displaying his beautifully defined chest. Then he kicked off his boots and stood to peel his black leather trousers from his long legs. He wore no underwear, and his cock jutted from his body, long and hard and ready to please her.

Vera squeezed her thighs together as a wave of desire rushed through her.

Once he lay upon the bench, she secured his wrists so his arms stretched up overhead. After plucking a condom from a basket set out, she quickly rolled it down his length. Adonis grunted, his cock jumping in her hands, growing even harder.

Unclipping the snaps holding her thong in place, she let it drop to the floor. Adonis’ eyes latched onto her shaven mound, and he licked his lips.

Vera swung one booted leg over until she straddled him, her feet firmly planted on the floor. He lay below her, bound and under her control. The sight made her clit throb. Holding his cock in place, she lowered herself onto it.

He stretched her entrance wide, so wide. Her vag clenched, squeezing his cock, increasing the feeling of delicious pressure.

And with that, she rammed down on his cock, taking it to the hilt. Vera gasped, the burning pressure of the invasion devastating. Her inner muscles spasmed around his huge erection.

In seconds, she was moving again. She rode him, her fingers digging into his chest as she slammed into his body, hard and relentless. His cock filled her, going deep. And she loved it, her body begging for more.

After bracing her arms better, Vera tilted her hips to improve the angle.

He hit deep, deeper than ever, and delight jolted through her. He was so huge! He filled her completely, spreading her so wide it felt utterly wonderful.

Adonis writhed below her, his hips bucking up. The tendons on his neck stood out in sharp relief.

“Don’t come until I tell you to,” she snapped. Her pleasure came first.

He nodded, his teeth gritted together, his breath coming in fast puffs.

She panted, her heart hammering in her chest. Everything smelled of sweat and sex, and salt filled her mouth whenever she licked her lips. Sucking her fingers into her mouth, she wet them and reached down to her greedy clit. It throbbed, tingling like electricity where she touched.

His cock rammed into her, and her fingers blurred across her clit.

“Come for me, my beautiful Adonis. Come now!”

Her barked command sent him over. Adonis grunted, low and deep, and his hips snapped upward, burying him in her.

Vera gasped, her body locking rigid as her vag clamped down on his cock. Pleasure exploded from her center, and electricity burned along every nerve.

+++

When Vera climbed off of Adonis and released his wrists, he rolled from the bench to land on his hands and knees. He crawled to her and looked up with adoring eyes. “Will Mistress be in New York City for long?”

“Another two days.”

“Will you gift me with a play session?”

The work conference would keep her days full, but her evening schedule allowed for a little free time. What better way to spend it than playing with this perfectly trained sub?

“Yes.”

Vera sat a hand on his thick hair, her fingers pressing into his scalp.

As he knelt before her, shivering with pleasure at her touch, she let herself grin. A little quality time with Adonis and his amazing tongue would be excellent.

The End
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