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Controlled by Her: Fantasies and Femdom

A Twisting Fantasies story

'Remember that thing we talked about? Amelia's away all weekend. Go to her room - you'll know what to do. Mel x'

Adam reread the scribbled note. Then a second time, and a third. There was nothing more to it, but he immediately knew what it referred to.

In the month since meeting on a dating app, Adam and Mel had been hooking up a few times each week. Their relationship was nothing more than casual and physical, but for both of them that was for the best. Half the time they were together was spent fucking in bed, or on the couch, or on the floor. The shower too, a couple of times. The other half of their time together was occupied by much needed rest as they recovered their breathing and relaxed their muscles before the next round of intensity.

One morning, after an evening of unsurpassed ecstasy during which Mel lost count of the number of times she had orgasmed, their relationship shifted gear. In between bobs of her head down the length of Adam's shaft, Mel asked, "What's your biggest fantasy?" She returned nonchalantly to her blowjob, which worked wonders to both soothe the ache from the previous night's activity while also fixing Adam to the bed in a state of unrelenting pleasure. He struggled to think of an answer as Mel sped up, plunging down from tip to balls, demonstrating Adam's most loved skill of hers. He always struggled to make a coherent sentence when Mel’s mouth was wrapped so tightly around him, and she knew it.

In one last display of skill, Mel eased down the remaining inch of Adam's cock until it had all but disappeared from view, reaching into her throat. She spluttered and coughed, having never before been able to deepthroat Adam's six-and-a-half-inch cock, and so she had to slowly raised herself off it. Adam groaned as his hot throbbing cock, now covered in a sheen of saliva and precum, met with the cool air in Mel's bedroom. Noticing how desperately it wanted to be touched, she took it in her hands and began to slowly stroke. From behind her tangles of blonde hair, her piercing blue eyes looked up at Adam's and she repeated her question: "What's your biggest fantasy?"

Unable to say no to the woman lying between his legs, giving him excruciatingly rounds of pleasure with every firm stroke and transfixing him with her glistening eyes, Adam had no choice but to answer her question, completely and to the full extent of the truth. "I've always wanted to be dominated by a woman," he said in between shallows of air as the pleasure in his cock steadily rose. "I want to be tied to a bed and be teased by a beautiful dominatrix. I would do anything she'd say and submit to being her sex slave."

Mel smiled and sped up her strokes. She kissed the underside of the cock head, sending a shiver running up Adam's spine that pushed him close to the edge of orgasm, then she asked, "Would you like me to be your dominatrix?"

"Yes."

Mel just replied with "Good." Adam's simple answer was all she wanted to hear. Her hands tightened around his cock and accelerated their movements up and down the length of the shaft. Caught off guard by the increased intensity and overwhelmed by the thought of Mel fulfilling his most desired sexual fantasy, Adam's body shook as he neared a body-shaking orgasm. Feeling the built-up pressure in his cock, Mel lowered her head once again, now more confident in her deepthroating abilities. Adam's hips buckled and pushed into Mel's throat. Waves of ecstasy pounded throughout Adam's body and released from his cock. His cum spewed out with tidal force as Mel held herself down on the pounding organ. She felt each shot hit the back of her throat one after another as he moaned in pleasure. Once Adam’s orgasm had subsided and he lay motionless on the bed, exhausted, Mel rose up and off his cock. She held his hot load in her mouth.

Not being one to swallow, Mel kneeled between his legs and let the cum drool out of her mouth and onto her pale perky breasts. Adam watched, entranced by the display. Mel was gorgeous and she proved time and time again an effortless ability to make him feel amazing. He never wanted to let her go.

It had been two weeks ago since that day, and not a moment had gone by that Adam had not thought about it. Mel's eagerness at living out his fantasy had lifted a weight off his shoulder. In Adam's experience, finding someone he could have more than just vanilla sex with was always challenge, and since Mel had broached the topic he knew he would leap at any opportunity to explore his fantasies with her. It was all the more devastating, then, that now he had the right person to be kinky with there was no longer an opportunity to perform those kinks. Adam's cramped flat and nosy flatmates provided no potential for intimacy. Most of their sex was therefore at Mel's, but there the greatest obstacle was her housemate, Amelia.

Mel and Amelia had been friends since college and had moved into together after graduating. Their house, in fact, was owned by Amelia's parents, although it was one of several of their properties and Amelia had full run of it undisturbed. Mel was therefore extremely grateful that Amelia allowed her to stay free of board, and the two women got on well. The only issue was Mel's privacy. Normal sex was fine, but Amelia was constantly around working from home, making most of their activities restricted by to Mel's room. Despite her initial enthusiasm, Mel was adamant to wait to play out Adam's fantasy until they had a lot of time alone so they could be loud. Not wanting to push his luck, Adam agreed, and for two weeks he waited, with Mel teasing him every now and then by bringing up what she might do to him.

The wait, then, was over. They had a weekend alone. Adam read the note a final time and went to Amelia's bedroom.

*****

The house always impressed Adam. Secluded from the surrounding suburbs, the walk up its sweeping driveway filled Adam with anticipation, knowing that each time he entered the house he'd soon be having amazing sex with Mel. That day that he found her note, Adam had expected to be meeting her in the house. Instead, he knocked the door to no answer, but noticed the corner of the note sticking out from under the front door mat, along with the key.

He let himself in. Having spent some time in the house, Adam liked to think he knew his way around. Amelia's bedroom, however, was one of the few places he had not been in, having only chanced a few glimpses inside from along the hall. The entryway, with its broad staircase leading to the four bedrooms upstairs, always reminded Adam of something belonging to an old mansion fit for a murder mystery.

Having never before been alone in the house, its draughty windows and floorboards that creaked with each step contributed to a surprisingly eerie atmosphere. Adam ignored his concerns and approached Amelia's room, eager to see how his fantasy would come to life.

He pushed open the heavy wooden frame and stepped in. Amelia had transformed the master bedroom into an immaculate space of style and class, befitting her glamorous lifestyle. A divan and coffee table occupied one side while a makeup table and ornate vanity took the other. One door led through to an ensuite and another, Adam guessed from Amelia's frequent mention of it, opened into an impressive walk-in closet. It was the four-poster bed in the middle of the room, however, which drew his attention. Up close, it was more impressive than ever. It's dark wood frame for the majestic look of the room, and its luxuriously detailed purple drapes were tied back to allow Adam to find a second note placed on the silky-smooth golden bedsheets.

'Everything you need is in the footlocker. Don't forget the gag and blindfold. I'll be back soon and won't be happy if you're not secured and naked like we talked about.'

Seeing the same spidery handwriting rid Adam of his doubts. He thought Mel could have been teasing him with a prank, but looking inside the mahogany footlocker proved that she wasn't. Inside he found four shackles, a ball gag and a blindfold - everything he needed to fulfil his fantasy. He didn't know when she managed to buy all these; she did well to hide it from him.

Adam read the note again. Not knowing how much time he had before Mel returned, and not wanting to first chance he had to live-out his fantasy, Adam got to work. First, he stripped, struggling to undo each button of his shirt as his fingers trembled in anticipation. Nevertheless, he was soon completely naked and was surprised by how hard he'd become, imagining the events to come. He stuffed his clothes in the now empty footlocker. Then, ignoring the blood pumping through his cock, he prepared the shackles by attaching one to each bedpost with their ends free for his wrists and ankles. He lay on the bed with his head resting on a plump pillow, glad to find each chain to be at a comfortable length, then placed the gag and blindfold beside him. Everything was ready.

Adam reached and secured his ankles. The restraints, like manacles, fit surprisingly snuggly and allowed for easy adjustment. When satisfied with their tightness, he put on the gag, finding the ball an effective way method to prevent his speech, while still allowing audible moans. Next, he secured his left wrist, leaving his right arm as the only free limb. The blindfold was next to go on, and it's heavy and thick material effectively blocked out all light. Finally, he reached for the final cuff. In his blinded state, it took some effort to slip his wrist into position. Without having considered the immobile state he was putting himself into, Adam tightened the lock and lay back. He was trapped, naked and spread eagle on the bed.

He panicked first, wondering what an idiot he was to put himself in this situation. It could be dangerous, couldn’t it? But he trusted Mel. This was what he had dreamed of for year, and it was finally going to happen. His erection didn't let up either, and he felt it point up at him with every pump of his heart. For now, though, he could do nothing. Mel would be back soon, and until then his anticipation would continue building.

*****

It was twenty minutes later, or so Adam estimated, that he heard the front door slam. His cock had gone soft during his wait, but the thought of Mel returning stirred life back into it. Adam's arms and legs had remained remarkably comfortable in his spread position, though the sound of footsteps coming up the stairs had him shifting and stretching as much as he could with his restricted limbs, preparing for what might come.

She reached the top of the stairs and Adam lay still. Footsteps approached, then the bedroom door creaked open. She moved towards him with slow and purposeful steps. His body tensed and he felt her presence standing over time. His cock grew firmer, desperate to be touched. As he began to grow restless, he felt nails run along the side of his body, from hip then up to his nipple. He groaned into his gag, almost embarrassed by his involuntary audible response.

Her fingers remained where they were then pinched his nipple, which had also become erect in the coolness of the bedroom. He moaned again. The fingers released their grip. Without any touch, he strained against his bonds once again, urging for the next feel of her skin on his.

She moved round the bed. The mattress subsided in between his spread legs as knelt over him and inched towards his torso. He felt the warmth emanating from her body's position between his thigh. Any closer and she'd be perched right on his lap. Imagining her proximity to it, his cock throbbed even harder.

For a moment they were both motionless, waiting for the next move. Then the nails returned. Both hands scratched gently up his thighs, sending vibrations through his body. Her finger lingered an inch away from his throbbing cock. The teasing caused his heartbeat to accelerate, which in turn led his cock to twitch unrelentingly. Her fingernails continued their work. They moved in spirals, threatening to finally touch the awaiting cock and balls, but instead they moved lower, reaching down and drawing lines up and down his exposed taint. He shivered in response. Before the sensations became too much, she moved away and gradually brought her nails back down to his knees.

He felt her shift position. What was next? He wanted to ask her but knew it wasn't worth the effort to moan into his gag. Something new began to tickle him. The curtains of her hair cascaded onto his thighs. She leaned over him and stray strands fell over his cock which twitched as a result of its first touch. He couldn't help but groan, as if pleading for her to touch him properly. Perhaps she read his mind, or knew exactly the meaning behind his muffled sounds, as she lowered her head over his waiting member.

The feeling of her hot breath had his cock pulsing as he strained his muscles, trying to reach up to her warm mouth. Recognising his eagerness, she waited. Then her tongue lapped at the engorged head, tasting the drop of precum that had formed. He groaned at this first real touch. Her tongue licked the length of his cock, down to his balls then back up to his head. Then, as if bored of all her teasing, she opened wide and consuming the head of his cock. Her mouth, warm and tight, had him shaking with pleasure. She bobbed down half the length of his shaft before coming up, then performed the action again and again in smooth and metronomical repetitions.

Each motion brought him closer and closer to an orgasm which he had felt building since she first entered the room. He squirmed and shuffled as much as he could. He wanted desperately to spit out his gag so he could release at least some of his pent-up energy in shouts of climactic ecstasy. But the ball gag remained firmly in place, just as her mouth remained tightly pleasuring his cock. As he grew close to an edge, imagining Mel's blue eyes staring back and enjoying the sight of him struggle, she ended her blowjob in one smooth motion. Out of her mouth, his cock lay desperate for more. The orgasm that had been so close instead subsided as all stimulation was ceased. A muffled shout of frustration echoed through the room.

His heartbeat calmed down while she stayed kneeling in her spot. Then she moved again, lifting her legs over to straddle his lap. From the silky nakedness of her legs, he guessed she was naked, at least from the waist down. The thought of her tight body sitting there had his cock pulsing, desperate to be fucked. When she shifted forward, the soft lips of her pussy pressed down on his shaft. Using one hand to lift his cock into position, she lowered herself onto him. Slowly, she was filled with his cock, and she sat still with it throbbing in her tight vagina.

He wanted to thrust his hips and finally fuck her after all the torturous build-up he had endured, but she remained planted on top of him and pushed his shoulder into the bed with her arms. If they were going to fuck, it would be at her speed. But she didn't fuck him yet. Rather, she leant forward. The slight movement was an agonising tease for his cock. Her head hovered over his. She kissed his cheek, above and below the straps of his gag, then tugged his earlobe with her teeth. She sucked at his necked, leaving behind a small love bite. Then she returned to her face. He felt her fingers reach up and under his blindfold. With one smooth motion she removed it. He blinked as he adjusted to the light. The eyes looking back at him were deep and brown. They weren't Mel's - they were Amelia's.

*****

Adam panicked a twisted as much as he could in his bonds, but Amelia remained firmly planted on top of him and with his hard cock tightly inside her. His surprise and anger only seemed to increase the intensity of his erection as blood pumped through him harder and faster.

"Hello Adam," Amelia purred, smiling at his position of weakness. Her smooth voice sent chills through him. "Weren't expecting me, were you?" She laughed as he shook side to side as hard as he could, but all his effort achieved was tiring himself out.

When he stopped struggling, panting into his gag, she continued: "Don't struggle, slave. You're being teased and dominated but a beautiful woman - isn't this your biggest fantasy?" Adam groaned as she started grinding against him, his cock pushing up and down inside her. "What's the matter? Did you think your secret was safe with Melanie? She tells me everything. In fact, she asked me to tell you she'd be late home tonight. Of course, I said I'd pass on the message, but when she comes back I think I'll say you never showed up. Maybe you didn't appreciate being stood-up by her."

Adam didn't know how to respond, not that there was any way to do so. Amelia continued riding him, leaning back to sit upright on his cock. Only then did Adam see her in her full and unobscured nakedness. Her mane of glossy black hair spilled down her shoulder and over a pair of voluptuous breasts. Adam had often tried to imagine what they look like from the glimpses of them under her clothes, but now they were on display to him their symmetry and beauty exceeded his expectations. Below them and her toned midriff, Amelia's smoothly shaved crotch gyrated with the lips of her pussy tightly gripping Adam's cock. He couldn’t help but stare, enjoying both the view and the pleasure of each gyration.

"Like what you see, slave?" She increased her tempo. "I know you do. I've caught you glancing at me. Considering all the energy you spend with Melanie, I'm surprised you're the least bit interested. But what am I kidding, of course you'd take any chance you could to admire a body like this. You're a bit of a perv really, aren't you? Mel even said you suggested a threesome once? How delusional are you?. Your horny cock blinded you. That’s how you got into this position in the first place.”

Adam shook with rage. Rage at Mel for sharing his secrets, anger at Amelia for deceiving him like this, and frustration at his own body for enjoying the whole experience. He was once again getting closer to an orgasm. It was only then, however, that he noticed a camera to the side of the bed, setup on a tripod and pointing at him with a blinking red light.

"Ah yes," said Amelia, seeing the new look of panic on his face. "That's for my insurance. You should be grateful to me, slave; I am fulfilling your fantasy. But this little recording we're making is just for my benefit. If you tell anyone about this, I’ll post it online and everyone you know will see your pathetic hard cock. So, you’d better keep this between us. Don't even tell Melanie. Understood?"

"Mmhhhrrghh."

"I'll take that as a yes." She laughed. Her body continued fucking him. "Now we're on the subject of agreements, I have a proposal for you. Though you don't really have any choice in the matter. You will agree to be my sex slave. It won't be like your fantasies, I can promise you that, but if you serve me well there may be enjoyable moments for you. If you don't agree, I guess I'll tell Mel that you fucked me. I doubt she'd be all that happy with you then."

Amelia stopped her movements. She felt his cock pulse inside her, getting closer to cumming. "I'll sweeten the deal for you, slave, because I could hop off you right now and leave you aching and desperate to cum. If you agree to be my slave, I'll let you cum here and now. It's a real privilege to cum inside me, let alone have your cock in me in the first place, so you'd better think carefully."

Adam groaned, eager to release all his pent up cum but unsure of what his future would hold if he agreed to her deal. What he knew for certain was that he couldn't let the recording be shared by anyone. And right now the only thing on his mind was cumming.

"What will it be then? Will you be my slave? Nod if your answer is yes."

Adam nodded.

"That's the correct choice, slave." Amelia started to fuck him again. Harder and faster his cock slid in and out of her. Already he was close to the brink of orgasm. She increased her intensity, bouncing up and down on him. She moaned in pleasure just as he did. Her chest grew red and her own pleasure built up. But Adam's climax had almost been reached. He groaned into his gag, unable to stop the rising pleasure, and Amelia ignored him, riding him harder and harder. Accepting his fate, Adam braced himself.

As Amelia's pussy continued to slammed down on him, his reached his. Cum shot inside her. Shot after shot spewed up and out of him in shuddering eruptions.

Amelia continued fucking him. "You will make me cum, slave."

Adam screamed. His sore cock was still filled with blood but ached with each thrust. It begged for Amelia to stop. His sensitive head grew sore inside her. Adam screamed, trying to beg her to stop but she wouldn't. She kept fucking him. On and on, until finally she burst out in an ecstatic moan, her mouth apart and her eyes rolled back. She rode her way through her orgasm, milking every pleasure second out of it, before collapsing on top of her new sex slave.

*****

"First rule to remember, slave," Amelia panted. "My pleasure comes before yours. If you can't hold back, you will suffer."

Adam's cock burned hot from its overstimulation. Gradually it lost its hardness, and as Amelia lifted off him it flopped onto his belly, looking more red than usual.

Adam's juices leaked out of Amelia's vagina and drooled onto his cock, painting it a sticky white. As he recovered, breathing deeply through his nose, Adam watched Amelia. Now that his horniness had been completely eradicated by one of the most intense orgasms of his life, he realised the truth of his situation. Amelia had blackmailed and fucked him, but he liked it. She was his dominatrix. She had fulfilled his fantasy.

As if knowing this, Amelia said, "You should thank me. But be warned: you are my slave now, and things aren't going to be as you've imagined. I'll give you an orientation later. Mel should be back soon so you'd better stick tight, and you'd better not make a sound."

She got off the bed and went to the camera to check its footage. Adam admired the sight of the round ass that had just been planted in his lap. Despite being completely soft, he couldn't deny how gorgeous Amelia was. Seeing him staring, she moved back to the bed. "Now, now, slave, you'd better calm down. Just relax, I'll be back to check on you soon." With that, she untied the drapes hanging from each side of the bed. They fell into position one by one, eventually leaving Adam inside a gloomy bubble with no view of the rest of the bedroom.

He listened as Amelia moved around the room then into her ensuite. The sound of her running shower relaxed him. He had a moment to rest, looking at the outcome of his wildest fantasy. His cock was covered in his sticky cum. It had dripped onto his stomach and onto the golden bedsheet. A milky pool had formed in his bellybutton. The sound of the front door opening once again filled him with a new nervousness. Adam knew it must be Mel this time. What will happen if she finds him here? As his semen dried, he realised what a mess he was in.


Keep up to date with the rest of the Twisting Fantasies series by following the author’s blog:

https://rileypaine.wordpress.com/
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