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      Thank you for reading my collection of femdom erotica shorts! This is the first collection of stories from my femdom erotica blog. If you enjoy what you find in the pages of this book, be sure to visit my website: www.AdaWorthingtonFemdomErotica.com for more free sexy stories, toy reviews and more.

      

      When you subscribe to my news letter you can receive an exclusive femdom erotica story about a dominant police office! And be the first to learn about new free stories and the latest femdom books.

      

      Happy Reading!
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      The party raged around me, if you could call it that. From my perspective it as just a bunch of drunk horny guys trying their best to find the drunkest girl in the pack to pick off and get alone. That only made my task easier. I wasn’t here to mingle. I had already made that mistake once.

      A week earlier, I had been a fresh faced and bright eyed, freshman at the University of West Virginia, a far cry from my small, suburban town of Doylestown Pennsylvania. Like most of the girls, I had stars in my eyes about the hot, muscular frat boys. I learned how wrong I was pretty quickly. When I got to my first frat party, the floor was so sticky with spilt beer, that each step was labored as I pulled my doc martins up off the floor. A

      Regardless of the lack of worthy eligible men, I agreed to head to a bedroom with the cutest one. He didn’t have to be a conversationalist for me to use him for a good time. Unfortunately, even that was seriously lacking. He had been drunk, sloppy, and far too fast.

      The night had been a waste, and I vowed to never go to another frat party to get my kicks again. I found there were much better places to find more attentive men. But that was before I pulled up Instagram the next day and saw my half naked form splashed all over my feed. Sometime while I was getting dressed, he decided to take a pic so he could brag to all of his friends. So, I had to break my promises to myself in order to deal out some revenge.

      I surveyed the crowd and found him sitting on a disgusting couch, covered in all kinds of mystery stains, with his arm around some girl’s shoulders. He leaned in close and was whisper shouting in her ear to be heard over the music. The girl looked very pleased with the attention.

      I stepped directly in front of him, hands on hips. “Hey Mark, how’s it going?” I asked.

      He looked up at me, annoyed that I was cock blocking him. “Hi,” he said as if he didn’t remember me. He probably didn’t.

      “I had so much fun last weekend. I thought we could have a repeat performance,” I said. His eyes grew wide with excitement before he remembered the girl in his arm and glanced at her. “I don’t mind if your friend watched.”

      His face lit up like a kid on Christmas, while her face formed a disgusted mask. She forcefully pushed his arm off him and huffed away. I shrugged.

      “Too bad. Come on,” I said reaching out my hand. He didn’t hesitate to put his hand in mine and follow me through the crowded house. Whistles, slaps on the back and cat calls surrounded us. I rolled my eyes, not disguising my disgust. None of it would matter soon enough.

      Once in his room, I closed and locked the door behind us and dropped my bag on the floor.

      “Get undressed,” I demanded. He eagerly obliged pulling off his shirt to reveal chiseled abs. Why were the pretty ones always so insufferable? He moved on quickly to his belt, whipping it off and pulling his pants down. His cock was already hard and ready.

      I stepped up behind him, running my hand first along his chest, then his muscled back. “Let’s have a little fun. Shall we?” With that, I locked a hand cuff around his right wrist before quickly snapping the next one in place. There was a long chain connecting the two cuffs, so he could bring his hands along his sides, but not any further than that.

      “What the fuck?” He nearly shouted.

      “Shhh,” I said, walking around the front of him and pressing my finger to his lips. “You wouldn’t want anyone to hear you right?”

      “What the fuck,” he whispered this time.

      “You wanna get laid or not?” I said. He sullenly shook his head yes. “I thought so. Then you will do everything I say.” I reached into my bag and pulled out a leather collar and a long leash. He glared at me as I fastened the collar around his neck. “I have a special surprise for you.”

      I dragged him across the room and tied the leash off on the doorknob of the bathroom before going back to my bag.

      “What are you doing?” He asked.

      “Giving you the night of your damn life,” I said. I shimmied out of my skirt, letting it drop around my boots, to reveal black see through panties, a garter and thigh highs. Then I stepped into my strap on.

      “What the fuck?” He said eyes going wide.

      “You really need to work on your vocabulary,” I said.

      “What are you going to do with that?” He asked.

      I crossed the room and pressed my finger to his lips again, “You need to be seen not heard, buddy or else I am going to have to punish you.”

      “Punish me? What could be worse than what you already have planned?” He asked, craning his neck to try to get a better look at me.

      I lifted up my hand and brought it down hard on his ass. It stung a little, but I’m sure not as bad as his ass did where a big red handprint developed. He let out a whimper.

      “Jesus,” he said.

      “Don’t be a baby,” I said, opening a bottle of lube to rub on the dildo strapped to my hips. “You are going to really enjoy this. At least I know I am.” I pressed the dildo into his ass. His muscles tensed as he groaned. I pulled the dildo out before pressing it back inside of him again until my hips were pressed against his ass. I started pumping in and out, harder and faster. I reached around and found his cock was impossibly hard.

      “Oh god, please,” he moaned.

      “Please what?” I asked.

      “I don’t know,” he practically cried. I continued thrusting into his ass faster and harder as his breath came in gasps and his body tensed. I let my fingers play across his shaft as he involuntarily moved in rhythm with my hips. “Oh god, I’m gonna cum,” he said. I let go of his cock and pulled the dildo out, bringing a frustrated groan from his lips as cum dribbled from his cock onto the carpet.

      “No!” he cried. “Come on!” He looked down at his semi soft dick and nearly cried over his ruined orgasm.

      “Don’t get ahead of yourself buddy. You think you get to cum before I have gotten my kicks?”
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      “Is there a problem officer?” She asked looking up through her open car window with wide innocent eyes. The back road stretched endlessly into the blackness of night. She hadn’t seen another car for miles. She knew that she had been flying well past the speed limit, but she wasn’t about to admit that to the young officer standing at her window.

      “Do you know how fast you were going?” He asked.

      “Oh gosh, I don’t know. Probably about 35,” she lied.

      “I would like to see your license and registration, and you can step out of the vehicle,” he said.

      She reached over to the glove box and grabbed out her paperwork before pushing the car door open. Her high heeled shoe landed on the rough pavement revealing thigh high, fishnet stockings beneath a tightly fitted, low cut black corset dress. His eyes traveled from her high heels, up her legs and hips, to her breasts, before finally settling on her eyes. He swallowed hard.

      “Officer,” she said, closing the gap between them and pressing her body close to his. “Is there a problem?” She whispered the final part of the question as her lips brushed lightly against his own.

      “I…um..no,” he said, distracted by her hands now running up his uniform shirt.

      She pushed him back suddenly. He stumbled a step before looking up to see her swinging his hand cuffs on her finger with a sly, evil smile painted across her red lips.

      “You wanna have a little fun?” She asked approaching him again. He walked backward trying to keep space between the two of them until he found his ass pressed up against the hood of his cruiser. “You got a dash cam in this cruiser?” She asked.

      He nodded. “Yes. You wouldn’t want the boys back at the station seeing anything now would you ma’am?” He asked nervously.

      She lifted her eyebrows and leaned in close so her soft lips brushed his ear. “Wouldn’t I?” She asked as she snapped the cuffs around one of his wrists before pulling it tightly behind him to encircle the other wrist in the cool metal, so that both of his hands were cuffed behind his back.

      “What? You can’t…” he cried. But she had already moved on to unbuckling his belt, zipping down his fly and forcefully pulling his blue uniform pants down to his ankles. To her amusement, his large, thick cock was already hard. She grabbed his balls firmly bringing a gasp from his lips.

      “I can do whatever I please,” she said, kissing him hard against his lips. When she pulled back, he looked at her with a glazed over expression. She lifted the skirt of her dress revealing black panties and a garter holding up her thigh highs. She slid her panties down and stepped out of them revealing her naked pussy underneath.

      “Oh my god,” the officer whispered before she pushed him back against the hood of the car with his cuffed arms trapped beneath him and feet still on the ground. She propped one foot onto the bumper of the car before she stuffed her panties into his mouth and shoved his head back against his cruiser. She didn’t need his pathetic pleas to interrupt her good time.

      She pressed her wet pussy against his hard cock, grinding up and down along his shaft as he groaned behind his makeshift gag. She put her hands on his chest and leaned her full weight against them, so he couldn’t get the leverage to move while she angled her hips to let his hard cock slide inside of her. Her pussy slammed down on his cock, rocking the car beneath them and pressing his body harder against the grill and hood of the car. She rode up and down on his cock, thrusting herself harder and harder. She let out an animalistic groan as her orgasm pulsed through her body. The officer’s body went rigid with anticipation as his breath came in quick gasps, his orgasm about to spill over.

      She pulled away just in time to leave his hard cock without any stimulation, ruining his orgasm. Small drops of cum dripped from the head of his penis as he groaned in frustration.

      “Well, this has been fun, but I best get going. Have a good night officer,” she called as she turned to walk away. He stood up, pants around his ankles, and hard cock on display as he waddled toward her panties still in his mouth and hands cuffed behind his back. Her only regret as she drove away, leaving him standing helplessly on the road was that she could watch as his fellow officers retrieved him.
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      “Hey sweetheart, don’t forget the pool cleaner is coming today,” my husband said as he made his coffee, straightened his tie and hurried out the door. “You probably won’t be able to use it for a few hours.”

      “Yes dear,” I said absentmindedly as I scrolled through the latest posts on social media finding nothing of interest. All of my friend's lives were as boring and predictable as mine. Sure, we went on lavish vacations and could buy all the latest fashion trends, but day to day, my life was pretty lack luster.

      Once Charles left for work for the day, I wandered the house with its cool marble tile and ridiculous double staircase trying to decide how I wanted to keep myself occupied. I picked up and put down the same book about three times, I turned on the TV and flipped through the afternoon soap operas for about ten minutes before I had enough of the cliche. Up in my bedroom, I looked out the back window over the pool. Maybe I could take a quick swim before the cleaning person came.

      I put on my little red bikini, although I didn't really need it in my own back yard, grabbed a towel and headed out back. By the time I stepped outside, the cleaning person had arrived.

      A young man, who couldn't have been more than eighteen or nineteen years old was walking through the back gate carrying buckets and cleaning supplies. He wore a tight t-shirt that detailed every bulge of his muscles along with little red shorts that highlighted his bulge.

      Suddenly, my day just got a whole lot more interesting.

      “Hey, there,” I said.

      He looked up startled as his eyes grew wide at my nearly naked body.

      “Um, hi,” he said awkwardly. “I'm here to clean the pool. I didn't realize anyone would be here.”

      “Don't mind me,” I said setting myself up on a lounge chair closest to him. While other bored housewives might have been content to simply watch, I had other plans.

      I watched as he set up all his materials, and when he bent down to get a sample of the water to check the chemical levels, I stepped up beside him, towering about his kneeling form. His eyes traveled up my legs, stomach and breasts before settling on my eyes. I held my hand, holding my sunglasses, out over the pool before dropping them in.

      “Oops,” I said. He looked from me to the sunglasses slowly sinking to the bottom. “Be a dear and fetch those for me?” I asked in a sing song voice.

      “Yes, ma'am,” he said. He didn't hesitate before he threw off his shirt and dove into the water. As he swam to the depths, I sat down on the edge of the pool, legs spread, so when he came back up, he surfaced between my open thighs. He looked at me with a mixture of embarrassment and burning lust.

      “I was pretty bored before you showed up,” I said. “How about you entertain me a little?”

      He nodded looking from my face to my crotch before reading between the lines and pulling my suit off to reveal my naked pussy before he squeezed his face between my thighs and started tentatively darting his tongue across my opening.

      “That's not going to do,” I said as I grab the back of his head and pressed his face hard against my pussy. He groaned as all of his senses filled with me. Using his tongue, nose, and chin, he ate me out as the warmth grew between my legs until my orgasm spilled over, leaving me trembling. I let go of his head, letting him take a quick breath before I kicked him away from me, so he dunked under water briefly.

      “That wasn't bad, but I really think you can do better,” I said as he splashed up from the water, gasping for air.

      “Yes, I can do better. Please let me,” he said.

      “I'm not going to waste my time relying on you to do a good job,” I said as I stood up, water dripping down my legs from where they had dangle in the pool. I stepped over to his pile of supplies and rifled through before I found a long thin hose. “Lie on the lounge chair.” I pointed to one of the wrought iron chaise lounges that surround the pool with its overpriced cushions that were probably imported from Italy or some bullshit. He lifted himself out of the pool, letting the water run down over his muscles. His tight shorts, even tighter with his large cock pressing against the thin fabric. He looked at me with worried eyes before lying down on the chaise.

      I started by wrapping the hose around his neck, so if he tried to move, he would choke himself. Then, I wrapped it tightly around each wrist before tying it to the chair.

      He looked at me with wide terrified eyes as I ripped his shorts off to reveal his trembling cock. I enjoyed the sight and feel of him for a moment as I stroked his cock. Then I climbed on top of him, slowly lowing myself on top of him. He let out an animalistic groan at the sensation of my wet pussy tight around his cock. I raised my hips up before slowly lowing them again, enjoying the sensation of him filling me again and again. Then my phone rang.

      With a sigh, I reached over and grabbed it, pressing the green answer button and putting the call on speaker.

      “Hello?” I said still moving up and down on the pool boy's cock.

      “Hey, sweat heart,” Charles said through the speaker of the phone. The pool boy’s eyes were wide with terror as I continued to bounce up and down on his cock.

      “What's up honey?” I said.

      “Did the pool boy come yet?” He asked.

      “He's here now,” I said with a smirk.

      “Oh good, I wanted to ask him to check on the solar heaters for me,” he said.

      “Well, here I will have you talk to him,” I said. I placed the phone on the pool boy’s chest while I leaned forward and practically smothered him with my breasts, as I rode up and down his cock, letting my orgasm build.

      “Hello,” the pool boy practically groaned.

      “Hi, yes,” Charles said in his usual pompous way. As he started talking, I tuned him out. He was lecturing the pool boy about something. Every so often he asked a question and the pool boy mumbled or groaned out an answer. His face was a grimace and his muscles where tight as he fought of an orgasm.

      “Is that something you can do?” Charles asked.

      “mmhmm,” the pool boy mumbled between gasping breaths. I start riding him harder and faster, pumping his cock in and out of me before my own orgasm spilled over. I let out a quiet moan as I gasped for breath. I continued to ride him watching his pleasure and discomfort grow.

      “I couldn't hear that. Speak up, boy,” Charles said in his condescending way.

      “Yes,” the pool boy shouted as he orgasmed inside of me.

      “Good,” Charles said.

      “Talk to you later, honey,” I said as I hung up the phone and climbed off the pool boy. “Well, that wasn't bad, but I didn't give you permission to cum. We will have to work on that,” I said with a wink.
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      Wanna meet at my house before we go out tonight? I typed in the text, hesitated for a moment and then hit send. I had been on exactly two dates with Sam so far. Three was my magical cut off. No one I had met yet had made it past three dates. Most hadn't made it past one or two. I didn't like to waste my time, so as soon as I so much as suspected a red flag or an incompatibility, I kicked them to the curb, as gently as possible of course. But that was the world of on-line dating. You had to be ruthless and discerning. Sam had made it to date three.

      Our first date had been the typical drinks which we extended to dinner because I was having a good time. The second date had been mini golf, which I hate. It was almost a deal breaker. But somehow, he managed to be charming. More importantly, he was tolerant of my frustrated cursing, trash talk and my belittling his own mini golf skills. That was a good sign.

      Tonight, however was the real test. I couldn't possibly continue to date someone if they didn't meet my stringent requirements in the bedroom, hence the text asking him to meet here first.

      My phone buzzed with his response: Sure. I wasn't surprised. What guy wouldn't want to meet before going out. The real test came when he actually showed up. I headed upstairs to get ready and await his arrival.

      When the doorbell rang and I answered it, Sam's eyes nearly fell out of his head. I wore my leather corset that didn't have enough coverage to keep my breasts from spilling out the top. Beneath that I had black panties, thigh high fishnets and black leather boots that reached to past my knees. I grabbed him by the shirt collar and pulled him in.

      “I...I... wasn’t expecting,” he began.

      “Shhh...” I said pressing my finger to his lips. “Good slaves are seen not heard.”

      Again, I thought his eyes might fall out of his head. I dragged him across the room and threw him down onto the couch. I lifted my boot onto the back of the couch, so that his face was level with my pussy his ear was pressed against my thigh. I leaned in close letting my breasts fill his view. He didn't know where to look or what to do with himself.

      “I thought it was important to let you know that I have certain standards for the men I date. I have graced you with my presence for two dates now and now you owe me,” I said.

      “Owe you what?” he asked with both awe and fear filling his voice.

      “I told you that good slaves are seen and not heard. Now take off my panties,” I said, lowing my leg. He dutifully pulled my panties down over my hips and ass then slide them down my leg, keeping his eyes on my naked pussy the whole time. Once my panties were on the ground, I stepped out of them and picked them off the floor. I lifted my leg back up and shoved his face forcefully into my slit. He didn't hesitate to press his tongue into my opening and start licking greedily. I immediately felt a warmth growing between my legs as I pressed my hips harder into his face until he was pressed against the back of the couch and struggling to breath. He brought up his hands and cupped my ass. Before sliding his fingers inside of me while licking. I moaned, tilting my head back as my fingers clawed through his hair. My hips moved in time with his pulsing and darting tongue until my orgasm rippled through my body. I let out a guttural shout before stepping back on shaking legs.

      “That was amazing,” he said leaning back against the couch sighing.

      I shook my head, “clearly you are a slow learner. My slave should be seen and not heard.” I forcefully shoved my panties into his mouth. His groan was muffled. “Much better. Now get undressed.” He nodded wide eyed as he quickly stood and pulled off his shift, followed by his pants. His cock was thick and rock hard. He awkwardly balanced on one foot after the other as he struggled to pull off his socks. When he stood, I slapped hand cuffs onto his wrists, securing them behind his back. He tried to talk behind the gag, but it came out as garbled nonsense.

      “Let's go,” grabbing him the collar and brining him into the basement. I flicked on the lights as we navigated the steps and came out into my full sex dungeon.

      I pulled a chain off the ceiling and connected it to his cuffs. The result was that he sorts of dangled forward as the chain pulled his arms back and up at an uncomfortable angle. I looked over my array of toys and considered what would be the best test of his willingness. I decided on a butt plug and cat o' nine tails. I lubed up the butt plug and pressed it firmly against his ass. He let out a shocked yip behind my panties as I forced the butt plug up his ass. His cock trembled with the pressure. I glided my fingers over it gently. He closed his eyes at the sensation. I followed the gentle touch with a hard smack of the whip. He screamed behind the gag.

      I spent the next several minutes touching him gently, sensually before hitting him with the whip. Then, I dropped the whip and pulled out the gag and unchained him. He stood stunned, hard and desperate.

      “I... ummm...” he began. “Am I allowed to talk now?”

      I laughed. “I'm hungry. Let's get some dinner,” I said. He looked bewildered as a smile spread across his lips.

      “Ok,” he said. He followed me up the stairs with a little strain to his walk as he negotiated the butt plug still up his ass.
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      I pushed open the heavy oak door to my boss's office and sighed. When the office had been updated a year of so back to meet more modern concepts of office places, everyone else got glass doors and glass walls--all open concept. But not my boss. He threw a tantrum about traditions and classic architecture, blah blah blah. I knew exactly why he wanted to keep the solid door and walls, and I suspected other people at the office did too. I happen to walk into that reason as I entered to drop off paperwork that needed his approval.

      He stood behind his big oak desk with a new, young secretary sitting, in front of him. Her legs were crossed, but her skirt was up high enough to show off her thighs and her blouse was untucked. My boss's hand played at the hem, tickling across her skin while she giggled.

      “Hey Doug,” I said dryly. The young woman startled and hopped off the desk, her cheeks burning red. She smoothed her desk and looked between me and Doug. “Don't be embarrassed. I've seen it a hundred times. I don't judge.”

      She squeezed out what might have been an apology or just an anxious muttering. Either way, she hurried out of the office.

      “Liz,” Doug said sighing and massaging the bridge of his nose as if a headache had instantly developed. “You need to stop doing that.”

      “Stop what? Working...at work?” I asked dropping the folder onto his desk.

      “Barging in here,” he said.

      “Guess you should invest in locks,” I said.

      “You know, if you really wanted to advance your career, you might consider being...warmer, more agreeable,” he said. I couldn't stop the cackle that left my mouth at that statement.

      “You mean I should sit on your desk and let you put your hands all over me?” I asked.

      “Certainly, wouldn't hurt,” he said lifting his shoulders and spreading his hands in a shrug.

      “I'll think about it,” I said. And that was exactly what I did. Doug was an attractive guy. Getting with him wouldn't be utterly repulsive aside from his proclivities for young new hires with a drastic power differential, so I decided I would turn the tables. Change that power dynamic a bit.

      The next morning, I walked into the building and headed straight for Doug's office. I pushed open the door, he was already busy with some other woman--different from yesterday. I could see his hard on pushing against his pants from across the room as he played his fingers across her low-cut blouse.

      “You know, Doug,” I said loudly interrupting the intimate scene. The girl gasped and covered herself although there was nothing to cover. “I thought about what you said yesterday, and decided I am game.”

      Doug's eyes widened to the size of saucers. “Um...ok.” he sputtered before collecting himself. “You want Heather to stay?” he asked hopefully.

      I shrugged. “She is welcome to stay and watch if she is into that thing,” I said looking at heather. She shook her head and hurried out of the office. “Maybe next time,” I called after her.

      “You aren't nice,” Doug said.

      “I was being serious,” I said.

      “So, you changed you mind?” he asked, lifting his eyebrows suggestively.

      “I sure did,” I said crossing the room and meeting him across from his desk with him on one side and me on the other. He nodded and eyed me up and down. I reached out my hand motioning for his. He held out his hand, grabbing onto mine, and I slapped a handcuff across his wrist.

      “What the fuck?” he said, bringing his second hand to pull at the metal now restraining his wrist. With his other hand in reach, I snapped the other side of the cuffs around it and pulled hard on the short chain between them until he was bent over and pressed flat against the hard wood of the desk. I connected a longer chain to the middle of the cuffs and crawled under the desk where I shackled his feet together and tethered them to the long chain. The end result was Doug bent over the desk, unable to stand, with his hands and feet shackled together around the desk.

      I stepped back admiring my handy work. “That will do nicely,” I said.

      “Are you out of your mind?” he asked.

      “You know, Doug, you should try being warmer. More accommodating,” I laughed. His face was pressed against the desk, and he had to twist and crane his neck in order to try to get a glimpse of me. I quickly walked behind him and yanked his pants down hard, so they pooled in a crumpled pile at his ankles above the shackles. I reached my hand around and found that he was still rock hard. I didn't know if he was excited from his earlier wrist, the idea of getting with me or being cuffed to the desk, but either way I was happy to see it.

      I dropped my bag beside me and unbuttoned my blouse, “I'm unbuttoning my blouse, Doug,” I narrated. “I am unclasping my bra. My tits are spilling out and my nipples are hard, Doug.”

      Doug groaned in frustration which only made my smile grow. “Now I am pulling down my skirt and my panties,” I said as I stood in nothing but my thigh highs and heels. “I am so wet Doug.” I reached my finger between my legs and played with my clit bringing a moan to my lips. “Now I am touching myself.”

      “Wait, what? Why? What are you going to do?” he asked. I didn't bother answering him. I reached into my bag and grabbed out one of my favorite toys. It had a butt plug on one end and a dildo on the other. I lubed it up and pressed it firmly against his ass. He groaned and squirmed. “Stop! What are you doing?”

      “This would be easier if you relaxed,” I said. He groaned again as I pressed the full length of the butt plug into his ass. Then I lifted one heel onto the desk, grabbed the sides of his ass and slid the dildo into my wet pussy. As I did, the butt plug jostled in his ass, and he let out a mix between a groan and a scream. I started thrusting hard against the dildo, my hips slapping against his ass as the butt plug slammed into his ass.

      “Oh God, please stop!” he shouted. “You can't do this. I will fire you!”

      I laughed “No you won't. You are enjoying this too much,” I said between moans as I continued fucking the dildo hard and fast.

      “No, I don't. I don't like this,” he groaned through gritted teeth. I reached around and wrapped my fingers around his hard cock.

      “I think your dick would say otherwise,” I said. “Seems to me like you really really like being fucked up the ass, Doug.” I started slowly stroking his cock as my own orgasm built.

      “Oh god no. Don't touch it,” he said. I stroked harder and faster, matching the rhythm of my hips.

      “Tell me you like it, Doug,” I demanded.

      “No,” he shouted.

      “Tell me you like it!” I said again. I could feel his body tense as he grew closer to orgasm.

      “I like it. I like it,” he shouted as cum shot out of his cock and his body shook with orgasm. I moaned as my own orgasm sent waves of pleasure through my body. When the last wave of orgasm finished. I stepped away from Doug.

      “That was fun,” I said unlocking his cuffs. I would leave him to manage the butt plug on his own. “We should do it again sometime.” I put on my clothes and walked out of the office, leaving him staring at me in disbelief a dildo still sticking out of his ass and cum dripping from his cock.
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