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Chapter 1: The New Job


“Thank you, please come again,” I said, handing the customer his purchase in a plain brown bag.

I gathered up the unsold items they’d tried and polished the fingerprints off the latex before hanging them back on the rack.  I’d never really enjoyed retail sales before, but this place was different… in more ways than one.

If someone would’ve told me a month ago I’d be helping customers decide between one type of dildo or another, I’d have sat on them until the guys with the white coats came to take them away in a straitjacket.

Of course, we had our own straitjackets on the shelf here (in a dozen different styles) but that’s beside the point.  I still felt awkward about selling this stuff, especially when someone asked me if I’d tried the various toys and restraints and could say which I liked better.

I liked being completely professional in any job I’d ever done, and not being able to give an informed opinion was a bit embarrassing, but not nearly as much as the alternative.  I picked up a dildo shaped like an arm with a fist on the end and tried to imagine how that conversation would go.

“Yes, ma’am, the triple vibrator action in this one will really rock your world, and with the external battery pack and remote, will keep you quivering in delight for up to eighteen hours,” I said to my imaginary customer.

“It sounds lovely, dear,” Mistress Lilith said from behind me, scaring me half to death.  “I’ll take two.”

“I’m sorry,” I said, quickly putting it back on the shelf.  “Those last customers kept asking if I’d tried any of these things and it was a little embarrassing.”

“Don’t be embarrassed.  Anyone who walks in here and asks real candid questions like that wouldn’t blink an eye at an honest answer.  It’s easy to tell the experienced customers from those who just came in here on a lark.”

“That’s true,” I said, thinking about some of the people who came in and were obviously uncomfortable.  If they didn’t make eye contact when they walked through the door, then they were just as nervous about being here as I was.

“Maybe you should try some of our various items,” she said with a throaty little chuckle.  “You might enjoy it.”

I secretly thought it was a tempting offer, but there was no way I could ever take her up on it.  It was bad enough when she tricked me with a pair of vibrating panties during my first night at the club.

“You first,” I countered, straightening my back with false bravado.  “I owe you one for what you pulled on me, and I’d love to see you standing in the front window with one of these monsters running inside of you all day.”

“Maybe someday, but not today,” she laughed.  “I’ve got some business to discuss with you.”

“Ok,” I replied, glad to get away from the awkward conversation.

“The custom clothes we ordered from Claire are ready, and we’re scheduled to do a photo shoot tomorrow.  I’d like you to help me with it.”

“Sorry, but I don’t think so.  It was bad enough having to get on stage in front of all those strangers.”

“You were great up there, and everyone loved you, dear.  Besides… this is a lot easier.”

“What would I have to do?”

“Help me restrain the models, position them during the shoot, maybe stand over them with a crop or whip… that type of thing.”

“That’s it?  No sex or kinky shit?”

“Not unless you want to,” she said, causing me to blush again.  “I’m just kidding… this is just a plain photo shoot so we can get pictures of Claire’s new latex line for the store.  Your new stuff is ready too, and if you were in some of the shots it would give you a lot of ‘street cred.’ with the customers.”

“Hmm,” I said, wavering a bit.

“If you don’t like any of the pictures with you in them, we simply won’t use them.  I think you’ll be great, though, so please think about it.  I’m even willing to toss you a five hundred buck bonus in cash if you help me with this.”

That decided me.  My car had broken down this morning and I had to take the bus to work.  The extra cash might be enough to let me fix it before payday.”

“You’ve got yourself a deal.”



Chapter 2: Fetish Model


I couldn’t believe how many custom things Mistress Grey made for me.  There were multiple sets of bras and panties, tops and bottoms, and all of it in shiny new latex.  The smell of rubber was almost overpowering, and I felt my nipples getting hard as I took a deep breath and inhaled the heady odor.  God, I loved latex.

As nervous as I was about being in a fetish photo shoot, I was excited to feel what a properly fitting outfit would be like.  Women my size can’t buy this stuff off the rack, and I’d never be able to afford any the custom stuff on my own.

I quickly unpacked all the boxes, sorting everything out onto a table by type so I could figure out what to wear first.  Almost without thinking about it, I picked up a hood that would hide my face and pulled it over my head.  Even in private, the anonymity made me feel better about putting on the rest of my kinky clothes.

It took me a while to get the eye, nose, and mouth holes positioned right, but it was definitely worth it.  I looked at the selection of bras next and passed over the ones that left my boobs completely exposed, or my nipples poking through small holes.  I wanted full coverage.

I was tempted by one with little nubs that’d rub against my nipples, but remembering what a pair of panties with those evil things had done to me, I added them to the reject pile as well.  A plain strapless bra would do for today, even if it did show off my headlights more than I cared for.

Crotchless panties, the ones with the evil nubs, and the one with built in dildos went to the side and I went for the plainest pair.  The tight latex gave me a rather prominent camel-toe, but I was planning on wearing a knee-length skirt today so it shouldn’t be a problem.

I put on a pair of thigh-high latex stockings, the skirt, and a pair of knee boots with five inch heels.  I needed to get those on while I could still bend properly since I’d be wearing a corset with my outfit.

Monica was available, and I had her come in to help me with my top since it zipped up from the back.  It wasn’t much of a top, having a plunging neckline that went down to my navel, but it helped hide my nipples and also compressed my upper arms enough to make them look toned.

There was a beautiful corset with half cups, and I gladly put it on so it would hide my love handles.  I easily fastened the front busks, but needed help with the laces.  Unlike the one I’d tried before, this one had some rigid boning in it and would take a while to get used to.

Monica was something of an expert, and kept pulling the laces until I threatened to sit on her if she didn’t cut it out.  She told me there was still another two inches left to go, but relented and tied them off where they were.  As tough as it was to breathe right now, I couldn’t imagine what another two inches would be like.

Long latex gloves went all the way up to the sleeves, and you’d have to look pretty close to see they weren’t part of the top.  She helped me with my makeup, polished everything to a mirror-like shine, and escorted me to the set.

Lilith was already there, instructing our two models in the positions she wanted them to take for the initial solo shots.  If I didn’t know better, I would’ve thought the form fitting catsuits they were wearing were painted on.  They fit every curve on their bodies perfectly.

“Good timing,” she said to me.  “We need a few still shots with all four of us, and then we’ll add some bondage into the mix.  You’ll be working with Lisa, here.”

Lisa was a gorgeous little thing of about a hundred pounds and five foot nothing in height, with long black hair and huge bazooms.  It felt weird posing with someone so small, since her face only reached up to my cleavage.  I felt even more like a giant than usual.

“We’ll be taking both stills and video as we work, but feel free to ask questions as we go since the video is mostly for screen-caps.  Just do what I do and try to relax.”

I nodded and accepted an inflatable gag from her, shoving it into Lisa’s waiting mouth and buckled it tightly in place.  I watched Lilith closely as she pumped it up, and matched her squeeze for squeeze of the inflator bulb.

I didn’t realize it, but my stronger hands and Lisa’s smaller mouth meant I inflated it far past her comfort level.  She was an experienced submissive, though, and didn’t complain.  I later wished she would’ve let me know, since it might’ve stopped me from a whole string of overzealous errors on my part.

I tied her wrists together behind her back, cinching it tight enough that circulation would be a problem if the shoot went on too long, but I couldn’t tell since she was completely covered with the catsuit.

I was also far too rough when I yanked her upper arms together and began tying them.  My huge hands easily crushed her elbows together and held them in place while I wrapped the rope around four times before cinching it tight.

It wasn’t until I had her ankles done and I pulled her into a tight hogtie that Lilith noticed something was wrong.  Lisa grunted out the SOS safe word code as I bent her too far, too fast, and we had to immediately stop and cut the ropes away.

I was instantly sorry once I realized what I’d done, and also mad at myself for not figuring it out on my own.  I’d never been in bondage before, and had no clue what a proper tie looked or felt like.

We had to give Lisa thirty minutes to recover before we could continue with the shoot.  The photographer said he got some good shots of the hogtie, so we wouldn’t have to do it again.  Thank God.

The next scene had me tying her ankles to her thighs in a ‘frog tie’ position.  I was careful not to overdo it again, but wound up with a sloppy tie and had to redo the whole thing twice before I got it right.

Lisa began screaming when I pulled her arm up behind her back for a reverse prayer tie, and I thought for a moment I dislocated her shoulder.  I didn’t, but her arm was so sore we had to call off the rest of the shoot.

I went back to the dressing room and punched a hole in the wall over my stupidity, and then flopped down on the couch and began crying.  I wasn’t used to being that incompetent, and it was both infuriating and embarrassing.

“What’s the matter, dear,” Lilith said as she strode into the room.

“I was a complete fuckup out there.  I had no clue what I was doing to the poor girl and I ruined the shoot.”

“Lisa’s fine and just has a pulled shoulder muscle.  She’s used to things like that happening, and probably would’ve been fine if she’d gotten a chance to loosen up beforehand.  It was my fault for pushing things too fast.”

“I haven’t got a clue what it’s supposed to be like, and wound up hurting her as a result.”

“Maybe we should tie you up someday so you know what it feels like,” she said, chuckling.

“Maybe you should,” I shot back, still feeling pissed.

“I was only kidding.  You’re right when you said you don’t know what it’s like, and I doubt you could handle it.”

“I can take anything you can dish out, girlie” I said, getting to my feet and looming over her.

“I doubt it,” she snorted.  “You wouldn’t last five minutes on the other side.”

I snapped.

“Hit me with your best shot.  You can even get that scrawny little girl to help tie me up, and if I tap out, you won’t have to pay me for the day.”

“I can do anything I want?  For as long as I want?”

“As long as my face stays hidden from the camera, I’ll take it with a smile and rub your nose in it later.”

“If we can save the ruined photo shoot, then I’m willing to give it a shot.  I’ll even pay you the model’s wages if you last the whole day without wimping out.”

“Do your worst,” I said, striding back to the set.

I’d show her who could handle what.  I hoped.



Chapter 3: The Other Side


“Lisa, gag her and put these cuffs on her wrists.  Hands in front and hook ‘em on the chain.  Pull the bitch tight while I go get a few things,” Lilith said before storming back out.

I held out my hands to let Lisa wrap the cuffs around my wrists, which took almost no time at all.  She held the gag up to me and paused.

“This is your last chance,” she said.  “Are you sure you can do this?”

I glared at her and leaned down with an open mouth so she could reach easier.  She shrugged and quickly filled my mouth with the foul tasting rubber bladder.  She pumped it up until it filled me completely, stretching my jaw like never before.

Still angry, I took the bulb and gave it another couple of squeezes to prove I could take what I’d given her earlier.  It was probably a mistake I’d regret after a few minutes, since my jaw was already starting to ache, but it made a point.

She fastened my wrists together with a carabineer clip and connected them to a chain above me.  She stepped to the wall and raised the winch until my hands were far above my head and I was barely able to stand without going on tip-toes.

“Being a fetish model can be tough, but it can also be fun,” she said to me as I struggled in my first bondage position.  “Try not to tense up any more than you have to, remember to breathe, and don’t forget to use the safe word if you even think there’s a problem.”

“According to her, she won’t need a safe word,” Lilith said, pushing a covered cart through the doorway.  “She told me to do my worst.”

“Oh my,” Lisa said, stepping away laughing.  “Can I watch?”

“You can both watch and help.  Start by getting rid of her shoes, panties and skirt.”

I was stunned.  I didn’t think things would go this far so fast, and looked at Lilith to see if she was serious.  She was staring at me with a gleam in her eyes, practically daring me to tap out.  My anger rose again and I resolved anew to take anything she could come up with.

I deliberately looked away and lifted my left foot to let Lisa take the boot off.  I found myself stretched a little tighter once my feet were bare, and couldn’t stop her from pulling my panties off if I wanted to.

I immediately felt the cooling that comes from evaporation, and realized I was wet down there.  I was getting turned on by all of this.  Lilith went behind me and put a wide and very tall collar around my neck that kept me from moving my head at all and forcing me to look slightly upwards.

It restricted my breathing a bit, but not enough to put me in danger of suffocating.  Then the two of them went to work on the corset laces, and I really knew what it was like to wear it properly.

My nostrils were flaring with each ragged attempt to get air in my lungs, and I felt light headed from the lack of oxygen until I started getting used to it.  As soon as I was breathing easier, they gave the laces one last pass and tied them off.  Holy shit, it was tight.

I could just manage to see myself in one of the screens the photographer had the video feed linked to, and couldn’t believe it.  The corset probably took four or five inches off my waist, and looked absolutely amazing.

“Spread your legs,” she commanded, giving me a tap on each thigh with a crop.

I spread them as far as I could, but it wasn’t easy since I was stretched so tight.

“More,” she commanded, hitting the insides of my thighs hard enough to make me grunt.

I stretched out with my toes as far as I could and spread a bit wider.  Metal cuffs immediately closed around each ankle and locked in place.  When they let go I tried to bring my legs back together a bit, but found them locked in place.  The cuffs were apparently part of a spreader bar.

I felt a hand touch me between my legs and start rubbing up and down my moist slit and over my clit.  It felt wonderful, but made it hard to stand still.  More and more of my weight was taken up by my wrists cuffs as my feet and legs started to give out.

“Remember, you can tap out any time,” Lilith purred.  “I’m going to give you a little taste of everything tonight, and this is just the beginning.”

I remained silent, so she took that as confirmation I wanted to continue.  She thankfully lowered me a few inches so my feet were flat on the floor and I got to recover slightly from the burning in my limbs.

“Lisa, an egg please, if you would be so kind.”

“Yes, Mistress,” she said.

A moment later and Lisa was kneeling in front of me, working a gel over and into my snatch and causing me to moan from the stimulation.  She pumped a pair of fingers into me for a minute and then pressed the egg in with one fluid motion.

It felt good, but distinctly out of place.  It was about the size of a regular chicken egg and just barely stayed inside me.  The only toy I’d ever masturbated with was a normal shaped dildo, and I kept thinking the egg needed to be longer so it would fill me the same way.  Then she turned it on and I stopped caring how weird it felt.

“Let’s go back to the other night when you helped me on stage,” Lilith said.  “I think warming your butt up with a flogger will give you a new appreciation of what it’s like to be on the receiving end.”

The first lash made me jump, but more out of surprise than pain.  She was starting off slow so I could get used to it.  Still feeling cocky, I thrust my ass out at her to give her a better target.  I’m sure she recognized it as a challenge, but didn’t change the pace; she was the one in charge.

Lisa began playing with the speed on the egg, turning it randomly up and down and never giving me the chance to figure it out.  She’d also rub my clit now and then, making me wild.  I forced my rising lust down and tried to concentrate on the lashing my ass was taking.

The continuous blows were starting to add up, and my ass was really feeling the burn now.  She might have been hitting a little harder now as well, but I wasn’t sure.

“Go get an eroscillator,” Lilith said, aiming between my legs once Lisa was out of the way.

I got about two dozen whacks directly on my pussy before Lisa got back, and although it hurt like blazes, it also made me hotter than hell.  I’d seen the eroscillator on the shelves before and thought it looked vaguely like an electric toothbrush.  I never dreamed it was as powerful as it was, but the second she started rubbing it over my clit I knew I was in trouble.

It was like driving full speed down the highway and suddenly hitting the nitrous.  I exploded into orgasm within a few seconds from the powerful vibrations directed with pinpoint accuracy against my most sensitive spot.

Halfway through my orgasm I felt the egg go up to full speed and Lilith began lashing me harder and faster.  Lisa mashed the tip of the vibe hard against my clit and held it there, causing me to immediately go into a second, more powerful climax.

They kept at it long enough I thought the aftershocks might build into a third one, but Lilith stopped things in time and gave me a minute to catch my breath.  It made me realize I was hanging completely from my wrists, and they were really starting to hurt.  The photographer said he was going out for a smoke break and would be back in fifteen minutes.

I managed to make my legs work again, and started feeling better as I recovered from my ordeal.  She wasn’t kidding when she said I was in for an education.  I felt her loosen the laces on my corset and I gratefully filled my hungry lungs for the first time in what felt like ages.

They took the corset completely off and unclipped my hands from above.  They removed the wrist cuffs and my top and bra as well, leaving me completely naked and exposed.  I started to panic a bit, but Lilith shushed me and told me to cooperate so they could finish before the photographer returned.

I was all for that, and meekly stood there to let them work.  The first thing they put on me was a girdle, and I immediately felt better, even though my titties were still hanging bare.  My hands were tied behind my back, and I paid attention to how the ropes felt when applied by someone who knew what they were doing.

My elbows were next, and holy shit did that hurt.  I vowed to be more considerate in the future, since it was a massive strain on my whole upper body, and they didn’t even have my elbows close together!

The chain was reconnected to my wrist tie and was slowly pulled up.  It easily doubled the strain I felt, and I had to do a lot of quick shuffle steps in order to keep my balance.  I was forced to lean forward to ease the pressure on my shoulders, and I was starting to sweat by the time they stopped.

I barely had a minute to get used to the position before the photographer returned.  Lilith told Lisa to keep me amused while she continued her work, and she immediately dove between my legs and attacked my pussy with her mouth, tongue, and the eroscillator.

She brought me to a fever pitch in mere moments, but backed off every time she thought I was about to cum.  It was maddening.  Once Lilith saw Lisa had me well in hand, she doubled over a rope and looped it tightly around the base of my left tit.

She did four tight turns around it, and it was getting painful by the time she finished.  She did the same thing to my other tit, and then tied a thin string around the bottom of each nipple.  It felt like my tits were going to explode from the pressure of the trapped blood.

She deflated the gag and removed the rubber mass from my mouth, along with a large buildup of saliva that I couldn’t swallow in time.

“How are you holding up, dear,” she asked me, rubbing my cheeks where the strap had been digging in.

“Oh, have we started yet?” I said with false bravado once my jaw started working again.

“We’ve only just begun,” she chuckled.

She forced a ring gag behind my teeth and buckled it extra tight.  It was smaller than the blow-up monstrosity, so it was easier on my jaw, but the straps were really digging into the corners of my mouth.

“Lisa, a number four, please and thank you.”

Lisa stopped tormenting me long enough to get something from the cart.  She started rubbing lube around my rosebud, and I began to panic again, knowing what was coming.  Sure enough, after a few minutes of stretching me with her fingers (and keeping me hot by rubbing my clit with her other hand) I felt something large and hard press against my rear passage.

If I remembered our store inventory right, a number four was one of the smaller ones, but it felt huge at the moment.  I thought for a second she might tear something, but then the widest part was past my sphincter and it sucked itself down to the base.

She went straight back to ‘keeping me amused’, not giving me any time to get used to the new intruder.  Once I was back on the very edge of cumming again, Lilith began flogging my now ultra-sensitive titties.

She did a quick and hard lash over the middle of each one, causing me to scream into my gag at the blinding pain.  I was a lot louder without the inflatable gag filling my mouth.  She waited until my screams died down and then repeated the dual blows.

After a few minutes of repeating that pattern, she changed to a weaker but faster pace that had me screaming almost non-stop.  I think I kept screaming for at least a minute after she stopped; my brain wasn’t working at full capacity any more.

She gave me several minutes to recover and regain my breath, although Lisa kept working me over so catching my breath wasn’t easy.  She reminded me I could grunt my safe word to stop at any time, but I stayed silent, other than a few moans due to Lisa’s attentions.

She took the loose ends from the strings around my nipples and tied them together, pulling them to the center of my chest until they were stretched and aching.  She held a set of clover clamps in front of my eyes until she was sure I recognized what they were, and then snapped them cruelly onto each nipple.

I howled again from the sudden lancing pain, and miracle of miracles, kept howling as it somehow pushed me over the edge into orgasm.

“That’s it, Lisa,” Lilith snapped.  “Keep her going now.”

The eroscillator mashed my clit again, and I gasped as a very
 large dildo was suddenly and without warning rammed deep into my pussy.  The sensations were overwhelming and I felt my orgasm blossom to a whole new level.

Lilith began attaching weights to the nipple clamps one at a time, until it felt like I had a pound of lead stretching them out.

“It won’t hurt as much if you don’t move around, so try to hold still,” she said once she finished.

That was easy for her to say.  Lisa was pounding me so fast and hard with the dildo, I thought it might be connected to a jackhammer, and my clit was still getting vibrated into next week.  All in all, it meant the weights on my nipples were bouncing around like crazy and I wondered if they’d eventually rip right off.  I came three more times in rapid order, and could barely get enough air into my lungs.

“Grunt once for yes, and twice for no.  Do you want me to take the weights off, dear?” Lilith asked.

I immediately grunted once.

“The next thing you need to learn is that there’s always a tradeoff when you ask for something to stop.”

She held up a thin rattan cane and waved it under my nose.

“There are five weights on each nipple, so I think five lashes on each breast is a fair exchange.”

She sat on the floor and began tapping my right breast with it.  Suddenly I heard a whoosh and a crack.  A second later and the pain exploded in my already aching breast.  She began tapping on the other breast before my scream even died down.

Pain lanced through that one when she struck a few seconds later, and then I felt her remove a weight from each clamp.  I came close to tapping out at this point, but then Lisa’s efforts ripped another orgasm from me and I was able to hang on.

Tears were running down my face by the time she’d finished, and she paused the action long enough to make sure she didn’t go too far.  She removed my gag and gave me a chance to call it off with no repercussions, but I decided if I made it through that, then I could make it through anything.  She assured me the worst was over and I said I could continue.

“Are you sure?  The next thing you need to learn is that you must always please your Mistress and thank her properly for your training.”

I thought I knew what was coming, but didn’t care by this point.  In a way, it almost seemed fair to return some of the orgasms they’d given me tonight.  I was slowly lowered to the floor and my arms were released.

They’d gone numb and useless sometime during that scene, and I couldn’t resist as I was rolled onto my back and my arms spread wide.  They must’ve had ropes already attached somewhere, since my arms were securely bound within a few seconds.

More ropes went around my ankles before the cuffs and spreader bar were removed.  Then they took the time to pull out all the slack until each one was equally taut.  I couldn’t move an inch by the time they were done, but this position was infinitely easier to deal with than the last one, and almost felt comfortable in comparison.

She stepped over my head and I could see her bare pussy glistening with the juices that had already run down her legs.

“Last chance to back out, dear,” she said.  “The shoot is over and this is more like overtime.”

I blew her a kiss and wiggled my tongue at her.

I started licking the moment she was in position over my mouth.  She let out a moan and began playing with my nipples.  I felt the string holding them together get released and the clamps were removed.

I howled in pain for each one, but she gently massaged them until it was just a dull throb.  It hurt a lot more when she untied the strings from the nipples themselves, but again she caressed them until the pain went away.

The rope around my tits didn’t hurt as much coming off, and the relief of having them free was incredible.  I felt Lisa crawl back between my legs and put her expert mouth to work.  I had some experience with women, but not much; I started to copy what Lisa was doing to me and had an immediate increase in the volume of Lilith’s moans.

Lisa might’ve been better at eating pussy than I was, but Lilith had been close to a boil all night.  I brought her off into a shattering climax within a few minutes, getting smothered for a while when she collapsed in ecstasy.

I came again while she was still recovering, her sweet, musky smell making it seem more delightful than ever.  She got up before I suffocated and changed places with Lisa.  I found Lilith had an equally talented tongue, and she gave me two more incredible orgasms before I made Lisa cum.

One orgasm was enough for her, and she stood, saying she hated to ‘cum and run’ but she had to get ready for a date tonight.  Lilith took her place and stayed there until I was too exhausted to continue.  I think she came three more times, but I lost track and it might’ve been four.

She released my arms and helped me to sit up.  She knelt behind me and let me lean back against her soft breasts while I recovered.  She kept her arms wrapped around me and nibbled my ear while I sat there, occasionally giving me a tender grope or caress.

I thought she might take it further, but eventually she finished removing my restraints and helped me to my feet.  She grabbed a pair of robes for us and guided me to the elevator going to her apartment.  A steaming bubble bath was already drawn in a tub big enough for both of us, and there was a bottle of champagne in ice within easy reach.

I soaked my aches and pains away and we washed each other down, staying in there for far too long, but enjoying it too much to leave.  The cold water eventually forced us out and we toweled each other dry before putting the robes back on.

I sighed as reality began to reassert itself.  I wasn’t looking forward to the long bus ride home after all I’d been through tonight.  Maybe I should splurge and call a taxi.

“You’re welcome to spend the night here,” she said to me, as if she was reading my mind.  “There’s plenty of room in my bed… if you don’t mind.”

She sounded like a nervous teenager asking someone out for their first date.  It was really cute, and so unlike her regular confident attitude.  How could I resist?  I guess I wouldn’t be taking that bus ride after all.
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Volume 29: The Reindeer Ponygirls

Volume 30: Wrapped Tight For Xmas

Also:

The Billionaire’s Bondage Club Series

Volume 1: Bondage and Power

Volume 2: Bondage Auditions

Volume 3: The Bondage Brat

Volume 4: Trained to Obey

Volume 5: For the Love of Bondage

The Bondage University Series

Volume 1: The Submissive Sorority

Volume 2: The Kinky Frat Party

Volume 3: The Taboo Teacher

Volume 4: Cheers and Cuffs

Volume 5: College Brats in Bondage

Questions?  Comments?  Concerns?

Please feel free to contact me: edwardlaste@gmail.com
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