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About Cuffed: Her Secret Desire:

I realize it's that I've just handed him complete control of my body, given him absolutely everything that I am and told him he can do whatever he wants with it. The bulge in his jeans is massive, his breaths are quick and deep. He wants me so, so badly, and I've given him free reign to take me in whatever way he deems ideal.

For years, I've dreamed of being the damsel in distress, the lady with the heaving bosom bound to the tracks, waiting for her man to rescue her. It's such a counter to my normal, dominant personality — but I can't help what I want, and what I want is to be dominated properly. As a petite college freshman, I've just never had the courage to ask for it.

Until now. Until Brandon.

He's everything I want: gorgeous, tall, and already carrying a little bit of a dominant streak. So I'm hoping when I present him with these handcuffs — while wearing nothing but this long coat — he'll know exactly what to do.

This erotic short features bondage, BDSM, new adult action, male domination, female submission, and a whole lot more. Enjoy!

–

An Excerpt:

He turns slowly, and sees the handcuffs and blindfold placed neatly on the bed, near my pillow. Even in the dim light, they find a way to glint.

There's a pause. He stares at the cuffs and blindfold. I stare at him. My heart pounds away in my chest, and for the moment I feel helpless in a way I hadn't wanted.

When he turns back toward me, though, the look in his eyes tells me my fears were completely unfounded. His expression is still every bit as ravenous, but now tinged with something else: with curiosity, with the gleam of possibility.

“Really?” he says, and I nod slowly.

“I hadn't figured you for the type,” he says, and reaches over to grab one pair of handcuffs. He holds them in his hands, weighing them, inspecting them.

“How do you figure?” I say quietly, certain I already know the answer but wanting to hear him say it.

He thinks for a few seconds, turning the cuffs over in his hands before responding.

“You're so in control all the time,” he says. “You enjoy being in control, you like knowing what's coming, you're very—”

“Dominant,” I say, finishing his sentence, and he laughs softly.

“Yes,” he says. “Dominant.”

“I'm a whole bunch of things,” I say, letting the coat fall off my shoulders to the floor. “I'm dominant. I'm naked. I'm so wet for you, you wouldn't believe it. But most of all ...”

I hold my hands in front of my chest, fists clenched, wrists together, and extend them out to his hands and the cuffs held within.

“Most of all,” I say, looking up at him, “I'm yours.”


~1~

I'm not the type to get nervous. I don't intimidate easily. It's a point of pride for me, something I wear like a badge. People see me — a petite college girl with big eyes and a pretty smile — and they think I'm some delicate pushover. I love surprising them, defying their expectations.

I'm telling you all of this because I want it to mean something when I tell you that I'm nervous right now.

Maybe nervous isn't even the right word. Maybe anxious is more accurate. Either way, there's a flipping and flopping in my gut that I can't shake, and it has an awful lot to do with the blindfold and two sets of handcuffs sitting on my bed right now.

I first met Brandon about a month ago, at the very first meeting of our university's student-run literary magazine. Just as I'm not the type to intimidate or get nervous easily, I'm also not the type to fall hard for anybody.

Brandon, though? Brandon I fell hard for.

He's tall. Way taller than me, of course, but that doesn't say a whole lot. He says he's around six foot four, which would put him a solid foot and change over me. When I hug him, my head meets with his sternum.

I love tall men. I love the way they make me feel, like they could toss me around if they wanted to. I like when I get picked up, when I can ride someone while they pin me against the wall, my weight entirely supported by their hips and legs.

Brandon's not an awkward kind of tall, either. He carries it well. He's lithe but not lanky, with the sort of build you'd see on a swimmer.

Come to think of it, I don't know if he swims. It would make sense. I love tracing the muscles of his abdomen with my finger, running upward until I get to his nipples and the clearly defined line of his pectorals. I adore every inch of him — and that includes the impressive number of inches he's packing below the belt.

That's one of the truly great things nobody really talks about when it comes to being a tiny woman: what a more average-sized woman thinks of as a big cock, a woman my size thinks of as huge. I love barely being able to get myself around him, having to brace myself when he fucks me hard, having to use both hands to stroke him when I'm sucking him off. I revel in it, that feeling that I'm just a tiny little thing and I have to ascend him, to scale him in order to truly pleasure him properly.

It's a direct contrast to my normally much more dominant personality, and it's something we've had a whole lot of fun with — but there's an aspect of it that I haven't quite told him about yet.

See, as dominant as I am outside of the bedroom, and as much as I love being an active participant for when we fuck and fuck hard, there's a part of me — a part I haven't told anyone about — that wants more than anything to be tied up and helpless while someone ravages me.

I think Brandon's that someone. But I don't know how he's going to react when he gets to my dorm room and finds me waiting in nothing but a long coat, with two pairs of handcuffs and a blindfold sitting on the bed.

The tiny, metal elephants in the room.

He has been so open to everything else, things I haven't tried with anyone else before but found so, so enjoyable with him, so I can't imagine he's going to react poorly — but this is one of those fantasies I haven't discussed with anyone, one of those things I've so badly desired ever since I first hit hit puberty and found myself rubbing the crotch of my shorts whenever there was a damsel in distress on the television.

I pictured being her, being helplessly bound, waiting for someone to come save me. I pictured them getting there and taking their time cutting me free — or, better yet, taking advantage of the situation and climbing on top of me, kissing me, caressing me, entering me, my whispered pleas of “no” being betrayed entirely by the way my body writhed and responded to their touch.

I hadn't been brave enough to try it with anyone in high school, but now I think I've got the right situation, the right man, and all the privacy I could ask for.

I want him to take me, hard and fast, while I can't do anything about it. I want this so badly I can taste it. And, hopefully, it's only a few minutes away.

There's a knock at the door. My heart leaps into my throat.

Here we go.


~2~

When I open the door, it's with the front of the long coat bundled just shut enough to preserve my modesty in case someone happens to be walking by. He's standing there, beautiful as ever, towering over me and looking down into my saucer eyes.

Only for a second or two, though. That's when he notices there's nothing on under this long coat. His eyes drift downward, then back up into mine.

“Well hello,” he says, and I pull him into the room, shutting the door behind him.

He's already gripping my shoulders and kissing my neck, and I'm already wet. The heat of him standing so close to me, the bulge in his jeans pressing hard against my stomach, the feeling of my bare skin — now exposed, thanks to the coat swinging open — against his body, even if it he's wearing clothes for now, is incredible. I shut my eyes to accommodate the arousal it generates within me, the power of it flooding through my veins. My heart pumps hard as our lips dance, my skin feeling flushed.

He pulls his body away from mine for a moment, looking down and pulling the coat's flaps aside. I'm exposed to him fully, my small, thin body — tiny breasts with pert, pink nipples, a flat stomach leading down to a shaved pussy — now in full view, there for him to examine as long as he wishes.

“This is a wonderful little surprise,” he says, the look on his face positively ravenous as he seems to want nothing more than to grab me and put me against the wall, supporting my entire weight on his thrusting pelvis and huge cock. He wants to be inside of me.

And he'll get that. He'll get all of me. But first, I have something I want to tell him.

He starts taking the coat off of my shoulders, but I stop him and place a hand on his chest.

“I have another little surprise in store for you, dear,” I say, and push gently on his chest to lead him backward, toward my bed. If everything goes the way I want it to, it's one of the last dominant actions I'll perform all evening.

“Is that so?” he says, slowly backing up.

I imagine how beautiful we must look right now: me, so tiny, my coat flowing behind my naked body, with a firm hand on his chest as he, so tall and domineering in stature, is forced backward.

When he finally reaches the bed, I bring my hand slowly down his flat torso, feeling the tone of his muscle under his shirt.

“Look at what's on the bed,” I whisper to him, and the small struggle he has with looking away from me gets me even hotter. To be that desired, that wanted, is so unfathomably arousing.

At the same time, I'm as nervous as I can ever remember being. He's only seconds away from reacting to the surprise I have for him, and it's taking all the self-control I have to avoid distracting him in some other way and taking the whole thing back.

He turns slowly, and sees the handcuffs and blindfold placed neatly on the bed, near my pillow. Even in the dim light, they find a way to glint.

There's a pause. He stares at the cuffs and blindfold. I stare at him. My heart pounds away in my chest, and for the moment I feel helpless in a way I hadn't wanted.

When he turns back toward me, though, the look in his eyes tells me my fears were completely unfounded. His expression is still every bit as ravenous, but now tinged with something else: with curiosity, with the gleam of possibility.

“Really?” he says, and I nod slowly.

“I hadn't figured you for the type,” he says, and reaches over to grab one pair of handcuffs. He holds them in his hands, weighing them, inspecting them.

“How do you figure?” I say quietly, certain I already know the answer but wanting to hear him say it.

He thinks for a few seconds, turning the cuffs over in his hands before responding.

“You're so in control all the time,” he says. “You enjoy being in control, you like knowing what's coming, you're very—”

“Dominant,” I say, finishing his sentence, and he laughs softly.

“Yes,” he says. “Dominant.”

“I'm a whole bunch of things,” I say, letting the coat fall off my shoulders to the floor. “I'm dominant. I'm naked. I'm so wet for you, you wouldn't believe it. But most of all ...”

I hold my hands in front of my chest, fists clenched, wrists together, and extend them out to his hands and the cuffs held within.

“Most of all,” I say, looking up at him, “I'm yours.”


~3~

He stares down at me, the cuffs in his hands. I stare up at him, my hands together, my eyes wide. I can't tell if I'm shaking or quivering. Maybe both.

“Get on the bed,” he says, and the look in his eyes immediately shifts to something I haven't quite seen from him yet. Something powerful, something raw.

I realize it's that I've just handed him complete control of my body, given him absolutely everything that I am and told him he can do whatever he wants with it. The bulge in his jeans is massive, his breaths are quick and deep. He wants me so, so badly, and I've given him free reign to take me in whatever way he deems ideal.

I slide by him, my eyes never leaving his, and get onto the bed. He turns as I do so, drops the cuffs onto the bed and takes off his shirt in one smooth, quick motion. Just like that, the moonlight from the window catches every ripple and line on his gorgeous torso in just the right way. He's a photograph, he's artwork. 

And he's standing over me, his shoulders rising and falling with his breath.

He grabs one of the pairs of handcuffs as I slide into position, laying flat, my head on the pillow. He latches one side of the first pair of handcuffs around the bedpost on the top right corner of the bed. He quickly grabs the other pair of handcuffs and does the same around the bedpost on the top left corner of the bed — one set on either side of me, the better to spread my arms out with.

He looks down at me as if to ask if I'm truly ready. I look up at him, bite my lip, and nod.

He reaches down, grabs my wrist and leads it over to one of the cuffs. He slides the cuff against my wrist gently, and it the open arm of it swings around and clicks into place.

A few tightening clicks, and he's got me locked in. It's only with one arm, and he hasn't taken advantage of it yet, but I couldn't care less. This is such a thrill for me already, knowing my long-held fantasy is finally going to play out, that even the opening salvo of it is enough to get me writhing against the sheets, wanting to dig my fingers between my folds and rub myself until I explode in ecstasy.

He grabs my other wrist within his massive hand and brings it over to the other pair of handcuffs. Again, he slides the cuff against my wrist gently, the open arm swings around, and everything clicks into place.

He tightens the cuff with a few more clicks, and each one hits me like a gentle lick of my clit. I moan, my eyes shut, my chest thrusted outward.

He responds by reaching down and grabbing one of my erect, sensitive nipples, pinching it gently between his thumb and forefinger. It shoots through me like an electric bolt, and I jerk in response.

I gasp. My eyes open, and he's looking down at me, command and control in his eyes. The moonlight creates a beautiful blue glow around him.

I feel the air on my naked body, chilly across my exposed torso and hard nipples. My armpits, previously growing hot from my own body heat and the warmth of the coat, are now fully exposed, their vulnerability just another beautiful reminder that I am, for the first time in my life, submitting to a man by letting him bind and take me however and wherever he pleases.

As he stands over me, I know for a fact I am not shaking. I am quivering. The difference to me is staggering: It is the difference between feeling nervous and feeling so turned on I cannot control myself; the difference between not knowing what's coming and knowing that whatever comes will be anything and everything I have wished for it to be.

I look up at him and I pull on the cuffs. They don't budge. I feel my biceps and shoulders tense, flexing hard against the power of the metal, but I know for a fact they aren't going to get me anywhere. I am truly stuck. I will not be getting out of this without his say-so.

The thought of it has me so wet, my pussy glistening, that I can feel myself dripping. I want him inside me, I want him to take me, I want him to act on his instincts and do something about it.

Instead, he stands there and traces a finger up my ribcage, along my breasts and up my armpit. It tickles lightly, and I flinch. He smiles, and it's a sinister thing that lets me know without question he's aware how much dominion he has over my flesh right now.

He pinches my nipple again. I gasp again. He sits down on the bed and leans in to kiss me, and I am lost in the beauty of my own submission.


~4~

He kisses me hard, his lips pushing fiercely against mine, and I do my best to return the force. He pulls up from my mouth and kisses along my cheek all the way to my jawline, along the back of it, finally reaching my neck. I can feel his breath, hot and sticky, and it makes me suck air through my teeth.

He kisses down my neck, traveling along my anatomy, like a map he's tracing, his lips and tongue slowly dancing down to my collarbone and shoulder. I shut my eyes, my mouth open in pleasure and anticipation.

He travels further down, moving at first between my breasts and then to one side as he kisses gently around the nipple, brushing my areola, making me shudder — and then finally my hard, sensitive nipple is between his lips. I gasp, and pull hard against the cuffs once more.

He flicks at my nipple with his tongue, pinches it gently between his lips. When he comes up for a brief second or two to kiss elsewhere, I can feel the chill of the air across the wet skin of my nipple and it only serves to drive me even crazier.

He's back to work now, licking and nibbling, teasing, making me want to beg. I don't, though: I am silent, with the exception of my gasps and moans.

He traces down one side of my abdomen, along the bottom of my ribcage, accommodating my shuddering and twitching as he does so. I can feel his skin on mine now, his shirtless body sliding along my legs as he moves slowly, slowly downward.

I'm tugging hard on the cuffs again. My wrists hurt from the strain, but I don't care. I want to grab his head and force him further downward, into my cunt. I want to pull his hair and lead him where I want him to be. I want to force him to hurry — but another part of me yearns for him to go even slower, to prolong this feeling, this anticipation, for as long as possible.

He has traced all the way down to my hips now, the scruffiness of his five o'clock shadow tickling my hip bone as he kisses along it. I shift gently under him, wriggling my hips, trying to draw his attention to my mound. I want more than anything right now for him to bury his face in me, and he knows I'm longing for any kind of release so he's more than happy to just keep teasing and moving slowly, deliberately.

He slides a bit further down and parts my legs, pushing my knees out to either side.

I'm spread wide for him now, and he is within inches of everything I want him to do — everything I'm giving him, everything I'm offering, everything I hope for him to take. He can see me, wet, dripping, glistening in the light from the window.

He looks down at my pussy and then up at me, my eyes directly on his, my lower lip bitten harshly, my brow furrowed in the ultimate expression of anticipation.

Do this. Please. Do it now. You have no idea how much I want this, how much I've been waiting for this. You can't possibly understand the depths of my longing.

He runs his fingernails down the insides of my thighs, tracing all the way from my knees down to just inches from either side of my desperate cunt.

I shudder and moan, the pleasure rolling through me sharply and without restraint. I don't care that my legs are free to move. I'm not going to move them. They're under his command, just like the rest of me, and if he wants them to stay where they are then they are there to stay.

I look up at him. He smiles down at me.

“Are you ready for me?” he says, tracing a finger lightly around the lips of my pussy, barely touching me but setting off fireworks in my belly all the same.

“Yes,” I say.

“Yes what?” he says lightly, taking his finger away. I lunge forward with my hips, desperately trying to get his touch back, and he pulls away to make sure I don't.

“Yes, sir,” I say, my eyes pleading, my lip pouting.

He nods, smiles, and buries his face deep in my pussy.


~5~

The low moan of pleasure I'd been uttering off and on the entire time turns into a full-on scream of ecstatic bliss as he runs his tongue and lips up and down my folds, nibbling and licking and lapping, the scruff on his face only adding to the myriad sensations. I'm helpless against the current of pleasure firing through me with incredible ferocity. I'm driftwood, soaked and vulnerable.

He licks at my shaved pussy, lifting the hood of my clit with his fingers and running his tongue directly over my most sensitive of spots, drawing tiny, delicious circles around it as it shoots jolt after jolt through my body. My muscles tense and relax, seemingly at random, as I give up any semblance of control I had left.

This is him, playing my body like an instrument. This is me, rolling and writhing to the symphony.

I shudder and gasp and throw my head back, sweat beading up on my brow despite the chill of the air, my arms tired from pulling on the handcuffs so hard and so often.

He continues licking, moving south from my clit and finally into my folds, between my labia, letting his tongue dart into me and flicking it gently inside of me. He's breathing me in, he's breathing into me, he's tasting me and I'm powerless to do anything about it.

And I wouldn't want to do anything about it.

I feel my juices run over his face and I look down at him, only the top half of his face visible, staring up into my eyes from behind my mound. I look down at him, my eyes wide, my mouth agape.

“Yes,” I barely manage to gasp. “Yes, yes, yes!”

He repositions himself and slips his fingers inside me, and yet again I'm struck with a level of pleasure I hadn't imagined achieving on this night or any other. I feel his fingers get wet with my juices and slide into me, feel him run them along every ridge and bump inside of me.

I brace myself with my legs, curling my toes and flexing every muscle I can, struggling to contain the energy boiling up inside me.

He curls his fingers, moving them at an ungodly pace, and I can feel the orgasm welling up within me like a great wave just looking for a place to break. It powers its way upward, surging from my throbbing cunt, threatening to sweep me away the moment I give it the chance, the moment he deems it okay for me give it the chance—

And as he continues to work his fingers in and out of me, his tongue doing a lovely dance all over my clit, my ability to hold the orgasm back any longer is completely shattered.

I feel it everywhere. I feel it on my nipples, on the sensitive skin of the inside of my upper arms, along my neck, on my collarbone, in my hip bones and the delicate skin of my feet — every inch of my skin is electric, alive with the fires of ecstasy and delirious happiness in bondage. It rolls through me, breaking hard inside of me, muscular contractions firing seemingly at random as my body quivers and thrashes to try and get a handle on the overwhelming sensations zipping through it.

A few seconds in, I realize I'm screaming — a throaty, powerful, intense yell the likes of which I could never reach on my own, without him guiding me, without his loving fingers probing me, without his tongue licking at me. It seems to only make him want to push me further, push me harder, and I struggle mightily in the handcuffs, trying desperately to get some sort of control over the situation and my reactions to it.

But I have no control. I have no way to gain control. I offered him all of that, and he took it all away from me with a smile on his face and a thick, hard cock in his pants.

And as I somehow manage to make it through the other side of the orgasm, exhausted as if I'd tried to swim against a riptide, my thoughts run exclusively to that thick, hard cock, and what I want him to do with it.

“Fuck me,” I whisper harshly, and he looks up from my pussy. “Fuck me right now, please please fuck me.”

He pauses, then kisses me once, directly on the clit. It makes me flinch.

He then sits up, gets off the bed, and begins to take off his pants.


~6~

I bite my lip hard and watch as he undresses, the final remnants of his clothing falling to the floor as his body practically glows in the moonlight. He's an Adonis, a brilliantly built specimen, and he's all mine — or, rather, I'm all his.

I spread my legs, eager for him to get started, eager to feel that huge, throbbing cock inside of me, but he doesn't immediately climb onto the bed. Instead, he reaches over for the blindfold.

I'd forgotten it was even there. I'd spent so much time with my eyes closed I don't know how much of a difference it would have made, but suddenly, as I stared at the blindfold in his hands, I thought about how incredible it might be to have absolutely no control over what I could or couldn't see. Sure, I had clenched my eyes shut an awful lot, but this is beyond that — this is knowing for a fact I couldn't unclench my eyes unless he wanted me to.

This is precisely what I want.

“Lift your head up,” he says, and I obey. He leans down and kisses me on the lips. I taste myself. I'm pleasantly bitter, and ever so slightly sweet. He then slips the blindfold over my head and secures it over my eyes.

It hugs my features nicely, and the initial fears I had of it somehow slipping off easily are completely allayed. I shake my head a few times to make sure it's not going anywhere, then settle back down onto the pillow.

I feel him get onto the bed. I feel his warmth along my legs.

“Are you ready?” he says gently, and I nod in anticipation.

Everything I've longed for from the moment I picked up the handcuffs, everything I've wanted since that very first time I reached my hand down my pants while watching a damsel in distress with her wide eyes and heaving bosom, every urge I've had to suppress for the sake of not scaring a guy off, is finally being realized, finally being achieved, finally being sated. I'm nearly beside myself, the anticipation is so great.

He parts my legs even further, and I feel his stomach slide along me, rubbing along my mound as he slithers into position above me. I clench my hands into fists, my heart pounding, my blood flowing powerfully with desire.

And then, finally, I feel it: the heat of it, the bluntness of it, his massive, hot erection poking at my folds, taking what juices it can find to help ease its entry into me. I inhale sharply and move my hips, trying desperately to guide him inside me even more quickly, but he's not buying into it and I am forced to wait patiently as he takes his time, rubbing the head of his cock up and down the lips of my pussy, teasing me, tantalizing me.

“Fuck me already!” I yell, now almost frantic in my desire, in my need for his hot length.

“You will get what I give you when I decide to give it to you,” he whispers harshly into my ear. I feel his breath on my neck and moan in response. This dominant, commanding side of him is new to me, and I am beyond pleased to have brought it out so spectacularly. 

Finally, without any kind of warning, he is apparently done with making he wait. He thrusts into me, all at once, his entire length and width sinking deep inside of me as I'm forced to stretch and accommodate his size. He gasps in pleasure, and I gasp with some lovely mix of surprise and pleasure and pain.

He only thrusts a few times before deciding he wants to try and get in deeper. He lifts one of my legs up onto his shoulder, somehow spreading me even further, making more room for his torso as he slams it into my grateful cunt over and over, the force of it knocking me deeper into the mattress. 

He's moving like a beautiful, well oiled machine now, each powerful surge of his cock making me moan a little bit louder, a little bit louder, a little bit louder.

He owns me. He's taken me, body and soul, physically dominated me into submission. Even if it was at my request. How could I ever go back to being fucked regularly now? Now that I know what it's like to be fucked as a submissive, as someone helpless to someone else's whims? It isn't possible.

As his grunts of pleasure and force grow quicker and more frequent, I realize he's about to come. Normally this is where I would maneuver myself on top of him, grinding my hips into him, feeling him buck under me as I threw my arms up and grabbed my hair in bunches, eyes slammed shut with pleasure. 

But there would be none of that today. He'd seen to it, and I was going to ride this orgasm out however he pleased.

The grunts grow louder, more pronounced, faster. Each one punctuated another thrust, and I feel his hands gripping my thigh and hip tightly.

This is it this is it this is it ohhh my fucking God this is—

“Come for me! Come all over me!” I yell, straining against the handcuffs. 

My lovely boy being as he is, he obliges. 

He lets out one last, massive groan of ecstasy and effort, pulling out of me. I gasp sharply at the combination of sensations: the first is his huge cock pulling out and away from my pussy, while the second is a hot stream of come landing directly on my stomach and breasts.

I shudder as it contacts my skin, reveling in the contact of it, of knowing I couldn't have done anything about it. 

He collapses onto the bed beside me, and I feel the sweat on his skin as he pants for air. I'm barely getting enough oxygen, myself, and we take a minute or two to rest before he places a hand on my upper thigh and squeezes gently. 

He pulls the blindfold off, and suddenly the dim light that I'd last been privy to has been replaced with an incredible brightness. It fades back to normal as my eyes adjust, and there he is, so beautiful, with such a warm smile on his face. 

“How are you?” he says, and I chuckle at the silliness of the question. He does the same. 

“How did you enjoy being the dominant one?” I ask him.

“I could get used to it,” he says. 

And I raise an eyebrow, because if he's truly into being a bondage top as I had hoped, the goodies I'm keeping in a bin under my bed are going to be well received. 
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Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00VGVHYQU

My Kinky Study Buddy:

Link (US): https://www.amazon.com/dp/B00VC4F3NW
Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00VC4F3NW

The Billionaire's Kinky Secret:

Link (US): http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00VAPIDL2
Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00VAPIDL2

Stuck: My Freshman Bondage Awakening:

Link (US): http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00V5PQGF2
Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00V5PQGF2

Anything You Say, Officer: Detained:

Link (US): http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00V7RG59K
Link (UK): http://www.amazon.co.uk/gp/product/B00V7RG59K

My Roommate the Dominatrix:

Link (US): http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00V2MO0OW
Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00V2MO0OW

Showing Her the Ropes: The BDSM Shop Chronicles:

Link (US): https://www.amazon.com/dp/B00V1K17Y6
Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00V1K17Y6
 

As more Addison Price titles come along, this space will be filled with more information about what they are and where to find 'em. Also coming soon: A mailing list, so you can keep abreast of any new releases.

Please Review!

If you've taken the time to read all this way, I'd love — love, love, love — if you could take a little bit more time out of your day (or evening) to write a review for this book. A few reviews can go a long way, so please consider it!

Thanks for Reading!

cover.jpeg
CUFFED

HER SECRETDESIRE






