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Ever wanted to experience your own Billionaire Daddy BDSM Fantasy?

Ever wondered what it would be like losing your virginity in a hardcore gangbang?

Want to know what it feels like to be used and humiliated by bullies?

Ever wanted to let your doctor have his way with you?

Want to feel dominated by a sugar daddy?

Ever had a crush on a teacher?

Want to feel what it’s like being a biker gangs mistress?
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Taming His Wild Mistress

Dusk started to fall over Two Stone, casting a grey and purple haze over the desert and the small  buildings erected there. At the old church on the corner of the street, I sat on a railing. The bell  tower rang once, indicating that it was 7:30 p.m., the last bell toll after sunset. 

I needed to get back to my parents' house, which was across town. Even though I earned enough  money working at the church to support the family, they didn't accept the fact that I didn't live  anywhere else with a husband. 

There was a commotion somewhere on the outskirts of town, and there was a hollering in the air.  When I heard it, I hitched up my skirt to keep the fabric from getting stuck in the low-hanging weeds  and brambles that lined the path. A coyote laughed somewhere in the plains, and I made my way  home and to the lighted portion of the street with what was left of the daylight. 

The commotion began as soon as I crossed the first block, which was less than a half-mile from my  house. As they trotted down the lane, a group of horses and their riders were snickering. The bounty  hunters swore and cussed like drunkards as they rode down the lane. 

The one in front of the pack murmured, "Blazes, kid." 

As a brisk breeze blew, I clutched my blouse's long sleeves, dismissing those men as lowly wolf whistlers who preyed on the town's teenage girls. "Do you mind if we come over here for a second?"  The burly man intervened, preventing me from continuing down the streetlight-lit road. 

"I'll be damned," I muttered softly to myself, trying to get away from the guys. “They should be  doing something else,” I reasoned, given that all they wanted was a small portion of the  government's money in return for capturing criminals. To divert their attention, I jumped over a low lying fence bordered by darkness, but when I returned to the lighted lane, I was greeted by a  burgundy horse staring me down. 

"Ah, see, this one's out here airin' her lungs," a scrawny fellow on a dun stallion said, guffawing. "I'm  sure she's the one." 

"I beg your pardon," I said, trying to get away from the crowd, but I was shocked when I looked up  and saw myself staring down the barrel of a revolver. I stared at the thick finger tentatively resting  on the trigger, unable to talk. 

"No, that can't be her; she couldn't be that bored to be running around here right now," one of  them reasoned. 

"This is her," he said, his gunned hand refusing to bow as he drew a wrinkled snapshot from a folded  piece of paper from a pocket. He handed it to the man next to him, who had dismounted and put  the dusty snapshot in front of my face. He narrowed his eyes as he looked at the dim picture of the  woman. I stood perplexed, unsure of what was going on around me. 

"I'm telling you, Cook, this is the one." When he realized I wasn't going anywhere, he lowered his  rifle, and I figured it was time for them to wonder who in the world they thought I was. 

"Hey, hey!" I exclaimed. As they began to tie my wrists from behind, I tried to protest. "What the devil is going on? I haven't done anything! All I want to do is get back home!"

"Sure, you haven't, Miss McIntyre. We'll have to rush you down to the sheriff's office, and then  you're free to go wherever you want." 

"My name is Adelaide Preston, not McIntyre," I said, meaninglessly in the midst of the hunters' boyish  commotion. They gathered quickly without noticing me and threw my tiny body onto the back of one of the horses, as if I were an unruly drunkard. I protested a few more times, but it was in vain as  they precariously balanced and bound me while driving down the road in the dark, surrounded by the scent of horse feces and human sweat. As they moseyed down the road towards the sheriff's office, my heart thumped within my chest as I lay behind a mysterious man who reeked of tobacco. 

"All right, girl," the gruff leader said as he lowered me from the horse's back. Knowing I wouldn't fall six feet face-first into the gravel made me feel a little better. They hooted as if I were a prostitute  flirting on the corner. "We're just going to hand you over to Mr. Lancaster, and he'll look after you."  As they pushed me into the dark building and unlocked the door, I decided not to say anything. I  wasn't looking forward to having to describe this to my parents when I returned home, smelling of  horses and wearing a dusty skirt. 

"I'm not sure what you're talking about, sir. I swear on the life of my mother." I was made to stay in a  room with just one lamp in the corner. My face was flushed, and I had a sob in my voice, as though I  was about to cry. "I was just walking home from the church - I was working there - when these men  came and picked me up and didn't tell me anything about what I had done." It was late, I hadn't  eaten in hours, and I was now all the way across town. 

"Cora McIntyre..." he said. A man mumbled in the dim light of the lamp, scribbling something on  some paperwork strewn around his desk. I sat in the chair facing him, the office door closed behind  me, and one of the purveyors who had taken me there stood outside. 

"I'm Adelaide Preston, and that's not my name. I swear, I live at the end of the street where the  church is located. My family has only been here for a short time. I'm not sure if we have all of the  required documents. But I've never done something wrong in my life." 

The sheriff stared up at me, as if I was cracking a joke. "Wait, what?" He gave me a wide-eyed look.  "See, what I have here is that twenty-year-old Cora McIntyre walked into Bell's Grocery on High  Street at 7:15 p.m. this evening, pulled out a six-shooter taken from her father, and robbed the  entire cash register." He shuffled the papers in his hands. "Are you saying that's not you?" 

"I already told you. Adelaide Preston is my name, and I live in town." 

"My boys told me that you had said that. But I can't seem to find it in any of my files.  How reasonable." He got up to double-check, looking behind him for the town documents in a  drawer. "If you are who you say you are, are you sure you have all the requisite papers filed?" 

I stuttered, not wanting to tell him about how I was born outside of the country and out of wedlock, something my parents had been ashamed of for nearly two decades. They had told me that my birth  certificate had been lost in a fire when I was a kid, but I now knew the facts. For the time being, the lack of paperwork made it difficult for me to work there without losing my employment. My family  would lose one source of income if the sheriff found out. 

"I... they've got to





















































Elle Amori
d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





