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​Pegging Her Cub: A Gentle Femdom Romance


Introduction
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It all began with a bold, defiant spark—an impromptu dating event created to reclaim a restaurant space from a hateful extremist group ousted from their original venue. It needed to be an event so vibrant and unapologetic that it would not only deter the extremists but also inspire the staff to embrace it as a recurring celebration of empowerment and connection.

So, how do you turn away a gang of straight-pride, white-pride, religious extremists who are as demanding as they are entitled? You hit them in every single sore spot they have.

Enter Girls on Top, a female-led, female-dominant dating experience that radiates gentle femdom and heartfelt femdom romance. It’s a sanctuary where women of all identities, expressions, orientations, and beliefs take the lead, guiding their eager, admiring partners with confidence, care, and sensuality. 

These women hold the reins with grace and strength, their devoted partners revel in their surrender, and the sparks of trust and desire ignite unforgettable connections. Step into a world where dominance meets devotion, and let the romance unfold.

These women are in control; their dates love it, and so will you!
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Chapter One: Miranda
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Miranda had already circled the restaurant twice, her jaw tight as she glared at the line of protesters clogging the street. For six months, Girls on Top had been a beacon of defiance and desire, but these cultist jackoffs—spewing their bile since the second event—were a persistent thorn. She didn’t care to unravel their twisted logic; their garish signs and venomous chants were absurdly over-the-top, a caricature of hate that left no room for misinterpretation.

In stark contrast, a silent row of rainbow-clad sentinels stood with their backs to the restaurant’s windows, their smiles a quiet rebuke to the chaos. Their presence grounded Miranda, steadying the quiet confidence that simmered beneath her nerves.

Fortunately, her invite included instructions for a discreet backdoor entry—a cheeky nod from the organizers, no doubt—so she wouldn’t be forced to fight her way through the protesters. Ironically, without the protesters’ vitriol fueling her resolve, she might have driven past, her fear of rejection outweighing the thrill of Girls on Top. The event spoke to the very depths of her romantic and erotic core, but stepping into that world required courage. Had the jackoffs not made her so angry, had they not driven her to attend as much as an act of defiance as anything else, she wouldn’t be here tonight, determined not to leave alone.

She pulled around the corner and parked behind a bakery at the block’s end. Safe from prying eyes, she texted the number from her invite. Her heart raced as she awaited the reply, half-convinced it wouldn’t come. Less than a minute later, her phone pinged:

HS5

Hair Salon, five knocks. 

No signs marked the back alley, but Miranda knew the area well enough not to have to resort to Google Maps to find the salon. Stepping from her car, she smoothed her black bodycon dress, freeing it from her thighs. The subtle bulge of her strap-on pressed against the fabric—a bold declaration she’d never dared in public before. It stoked her anxiety, but also ignited a thrill deep within her. She was on display, a woman embracing her power, seeking the one who’d cherish her desires.

Her desire was on full display for that one special taker—a term she had chosen deliberately.

Her three-inch heels clicked sharply against the asphalt as she crossed the lot. The distant drone of the protesters carried faintly, but the alley was calm. Miranda’s quiet confidence grew, fueled by the absurdity of their hatred. She paused at what she was certain was the hair salon’s service entrance and knocked five times—HS5—as instructed.

The door swung open, revealing Nicole, the restaurant manager and visionary behind Girls on Top. Her brunette hair framed a warm, inviting smile, and she wore a tailored skirt, blouse, vest, and tie—an ensemble that radiated authority and approachability. She opened her arms wide. “Miranda! So wonderful to see you again.”

“Hello, Nicole.” Miranda stepped into the embrace, her hips instinctively pulling back, though she knew Nicole would never judge the bulge beneath her dress. “Still dealing with the vermin issue, I see. No luck with police support?”

“Haven’t asked.” Nicole pulled the door firmly closed behind them, locked two deadbolts, and led Miranda down a dimly lit staircase to the basement. “I refuse to give those assholes any validation. If it comes to it, I’ll hire private security before involving cops.”

Miranda felt a wave of safety wash over her. She’d navigated these reopened service tunnels before, a clever workaround for nights like this. Nicole’s fierce commitment to protecting this space—her refusal to let hate encroach—bolstered Miranda’s resolve.

“I admire the folks who walk through the front door, unintimidated,” Miranda said, her voice steady despite her nerves. “I almost joined them tonight, but it’s my first time packing, and... well, I’m a bit anxious.”

Nicole’s voice filled the tunnel with warmth. “No need for anxiety here, Miranda. You’re among friends, in a space built for women like you—powerful, assertive, and unapologetically in control.”

Miranda’s lips curved into a small, confident smile. “I appreciate you creating this, Nicole. A safe, open space where women can lead and love on their terms. It’s... empowering.”

They reached the tunnel’s end, and Nicole pushed open a door. Warm light and the lively hum of the kitchen above banished the tunnel’s chill, while the muffled chatter of joyful guests drowned out the protesters’ noise. Miranda’s heart lifted, her quiet confidence blooming.

Nicole paused, and Miranda nearly bumped into her. Turning, Nicole’s eyes sparkled with conviction. “Miranda, I’ve made it my mission to ensure Girls on Top is a haven for dominant women—women who lead with strength and heart. My team vets every attendee, scouring social media to keep out anyone who doesn’t belong. I personally ensure that anyone who steps out of line is gone. The men here tonight? I vouch for them as fiercely as I do for you.”

Miranda’s cheeks warmed, a soft flush of gratitude. “That means everything, Nicole.”

Nicole’s laugh was rich and reassuring, free of judgment. “What I’m saying is, if someone catches your eye—say, Zach—trust yourself. Take the chance.”

The mention of Zach sent a deeper flush through Miranda, her body thrumming with possibility. “I want to,” she admitted, her voice soft but steady. “But I’m scared of being let down. I’m not into heavy kink or extreme dominance. I’m a romantic at heart, looking for a partner who understands that my intimacy is about connection—pegging, not... anything else. Someone who won’t expect me to compromise who I am.” She sighed, the memories of past conquests weighing heavily. “Somebody who won’t think that, after being pegged two or three times, I somehow owe them a pity fuck.”

Nicole tilted her head, her gaze warm but unwavering. “And you think Zach could be that partner?”

Miranda laughed, a light, nervous sound that carried her growing certainty. “Oh, yes. He’s sweet, kind, and we connect on so much. I feel like he could be the one, but he needs to respect that my love comes with boundaries—he’ll never be inside me, but I’ll be inside him, regularly.”

Nicole’s wink was playful yet supportive. “Exactly. And that’s not selfish—it’s you owning your desires. The men here are drawn to women like you, Miranda—women who lead with quiet strength and open hearts. Trust that, and have the conversation with Zach to take things further.”

“I will.” Miranda stepped into Nicole’s offered hug, this time pressing close, drawing strength from the woman who’d built this sanctuary for dominant women to shine. “Thank you, Nicole, for creating a space where we can be ourselves.” She stepped back, smoothing her dress with a deliberate, confident motion, her fingers brushing the bulge that symbolized her power. Adjusting her posture, she stood taller, her forty-three-year-old frame radiating poise. “I think it’s time to claim my cub.”
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Chapter Two: Zach
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Zach couldn’t get enough of these Girls on Top events. The air crackled with an electric vibe, a heady mix of unapologetic desire and raw authenticity. Everywhere he looked, he saw men like himself—proud, submissive bottoms unafraid to embrace their desires—and confident, radiant women ready to lead them. Getting an invite had been no small feat; he’d answered probing questions about his social life and online presence, but he respected the vetting process. It ensured this space stayed free of gawkers or toxic alphas from work or the gym. Nicole, the event’s fierce organizer, ran a tight ship, and Zach trusted her to keep this haven safe.

He’d been to fetish clubs and kink parties, but none matched the open confidence and genuine connection here. This wasn’t about performative scenes or fleeting thrills. These people craved relationships—real, raw, and unmasked. No costumes, no pseudonyms, just authenticity. Who and what you saw was who and what you got.

What still surprised—and delighted—him most was how effortlessly the women blended together. Cisgender, transgender, and futa, all owning their power. Bulges pressed proudly through skirts, swelled in yoga pants, or teased beneath tight jeans. Here, no one tucked or hid; there were no social taboos to be obeyed. Instead, cis women packed strap-ons with the same ease as others displayed their bodies. 

And yet it was nothing at all like the half-naked women strutting around the fetish clubs. These bulges weren’t put
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