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In Control

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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This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental. To comply with legal regulations, it is important to note that this ebook contains explicit adult content and is intended for readers over the age of 18. By reading this book, you acknowledge that you are of legal age to view and consume such content in your jurisdiction.
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All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. For permission requests or any other enquiries, you can write to the publisher via Instagram instant message service: @elleamori

The author retains all rights. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system without permission in writing from the author except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. 

The unauthorized reproduction, sharing, or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and can be punishable by up to five years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000.
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The Secret Life Of A Dominatrix

It was July at the time. Summer is slowly dying, with the shadows increasing by the day. Outside,  somewhere in the maze of suburban streets, a lawnmower droned. As the afternoon progressed, the  heat of the day had faded, and the air hung motionless and murky. Between Amy's legs, I was  exactly where I wanted to be. 

She didn't give me much of a choice, to be sure. Amy, my wife, has complete control over the  bedroom. She has slowly tightened her hold on our sex life since she discovered this fetish of mine  and hers. And I think it's fantastic. 

We spent a good portion of today shopping. It's a fresh way for her to torture and humiliate me,  dragging me around from store to store while she puts on clothes and shoes and treating me like her  errand boy. "Fetch this in a smaller size," she'll say, and off I'll go to get it for her. She loves to take  me to the shoe store and parade around in crazy heels since she knows how much I like seeing her in  seductive shoes and boots. ""If you're good today," she'll continue, flashing that mischievous smile  that makes my chest tense, "maybe I'll let you choose something out for me to wear." Of course,  with my permission." Yes, of course. 

She let me purchase her a pair of boots today, so I must have been good today. Knee-high black  patent leather boots with a five-inch heel, front laces, and side buckles. Amy's closet is quickly filling  up with sultry shoes, but these boots may be the hottest pair yet.  

As we drove home, she asked, "I guess you can't wait to see me in those boots, can you?" "No, I'm afraid I won't be able to," I enthusiastically stated. 

"The problem is that they aren't particularly comfy." 

"That's ok; you won't be walking much in these." She burst out laughing. "That is correct. And if I need anything, I can just send you, and you'll run to fetch whatever I want like a good boy, won't  you?" 

"Yes," I said. I know what's going to happen when she talks like this. I can tell the difference in her  voice between the loving wife I have in public and the hypersexual mistress who rules over me  behind closed doors. She answered gently, without looking at me, "Yes what?" I knew exactly what  she was looking for. 

I said, "Yes, Miss Amy."  

"Louder!" she exclaimed angrily.  

"Indeed, Miss Amy!" I screamed. I caught a glimpse of her smile out of the corner of my eye. She  leaned against me as she shifted into the passenger seat.  

She said in my ear, "Such a good kid," and I felt her hand on my crotch. "Aren't you thrilled to be my  little bitch once more?"  

"Yes, Miss Amy," I murmured, my voice cracking as she massaged her palm against my thickening  cock in a short circle. 

"Then say it," she commanded. "I am extremely delighted to be your little bitch, Miss Amy," I added.  

“And you're going to do everything I say."  

"And I'm going to do anything you say."  

"You exist just for my enjoyment for the rest of the weekend."  

"I simply exist for your amusement, Miss Amy." As she immediately moved her hand away from me,  I groaned. "That's all I've got to say about it. Do we want you to get overly excited and make a mess?"  

"No, Miss Amy," I say.  

"Oh my God, I'm soaked."  

I strained to keep my eyes on the road as I heard her fidget in her seat. She put her finger to my lips  and murmured, "Here." I could detect her scent on it. I encircled it with my lips and tasted her  excitement. She guffawed.  

"You just can't get enough, slut?"  

"I'm afraid I won't be able to, Miss Amy."  

"Well, then," she murmured, shifting in her seat once again, "better hurry." I guess I don't need you  after all if I make myself cum before we get home, do I?"  

I caught a glimpse of her hand slipping inside her tight-fitting pants out of the corner of my eye. As  she masturbated right next to me, the car began to fill with the scent of pussy and the sound of her faint moans. 

It was the quickest we'd ever gotten home from that mall, but it seemed like an eternity. I carelessly  swung into our driveway and killed the engine. Amy took her hand away from her slacks. Her face  was flushed, and she was breathing more quickly than usual.  

"You're in luck," she said with a smile. "We were on the verge of making it. However, you owe me an  orgasm now."  

"Of course Miss Amy" I said with a grin. " 

"All right, I'm going inside," she murmured as her breathing slowed. Bring everything in, then strip  down and wait for me. By the time I'm ready, I want you naked and on your knees, understand?" I  answered, "Yes, Miss Amy." I had a feeling I'd be saying nothing else for the next day and a half. 

"Please come around here and open my door." She's brilliant at it, finding small ways to reinforce her dominance over me, the small humiliations that both of us relish. I stepped out of the car and walked around it to open her door, as any good chauffeur would.  

"Do my pants up again," she demanded. As she watched, smiling up at her obedient husband, I bent down and reluctantly pulled up the zipper on those skintight jeans. I extended my hand to her and  assisted her out of the vehicle. She walked inside without saying anything. I grabbed her shopping  bags and chased her down.

The door to the bedroom was shut. I quickly stowed the suitcases and stripped off my clothing. Amy,  my twenty-seven-year-old wife, does not worry me. She is as devoted to me as I am to her. Miss Amy, on  the other hand? I'll admit that Miss Amy makes me a little nervous.  

I waited, and waited, and waited. As directed, I knelt naked on the floor, my erection pointing  towards the bedroom door, towards her. She enjoys keeping me waiting. 

The bedroom door opened after what seemed like an hour but was probably only five minutes. Amy  took a step forward, her red locks fluttering about her shoulders. A black push-up bra that laced up  the front held her pale breasts high on her chest. I stood there spellbound as she strolled towards  me, her double D breasts jiggling with each stride. She didn't wear anything else. Her pubic hair had  a tiny crimson powder that was clearly evident. The fact that she was barefoot was my main  disappointment. 

She came to a halt in front of me and tossed a pair of underpants onto the floor where I was  kneeling. They were the same ones she wore to the store.  

"You've messed them up," she stated emphatically. "You're going to have to clean them," she ordered.  

I answered, "Yes, Miss Amy."  

She said, "Put them in your mouth." The damp underwear was balled up and shoved between my teeth. Through the thin linen, I could taste her juices.  

She looked down at me and said, "That's better. I hope you are not here to only talk." 

"No, Miss Amy," I tried to say, but all I managed to muster was
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