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1.

Carl liked to think that he kept his wife, Daisy satisfied in the bedroom. She never complained and he assumed this was at least a sign that he wasn’t doing too badly keeping up with her outrageous sexual appetite.  They had been married young and while he was mostly inexperienced before Daisy, he knew that Daisy on the other hand had had a rather adventurous few years before they had met. Whenever thoughts of jealousy began to surface, Daisy would lovingly remind Carl that he was the one she had chosen in the end. And that was the end of it. At least until one day, a year into their marriage, after a particularly brief session of lovemaking.

“What’s wrong?” asked Carl. “Wasn’t that good?”

Daisy smiled, trying not to hurt his feelings. “It was fine, Carl. It’s just…”

“Just what? Wasn’t that satisfying for you?”

“No, it’s not that, it’s just…well, I’d like to try something new. You know, get a little…kinky.” Her eyes lit up as she said the word and she smiled coyly. Images of handcuffs and French maid outfits flashed through his mind and he felt his cock twitch at the idea of his wife wanting to try out some of the decadent sexual adventures she had read about in those smutty e-books she kept on her kindle, the ones about the obscenely wealthy alpha males with a penchant for sadism and naïve college girls. 

Carl returned his wife’s suggestive grin. “You know, I’ve always wanted to do something like that, but I always thought it would be…I don’t know…disrespectful.”

Daisy shook her head. “Not at all! You’re a sweet guy, Carl, but sometimes a girl needs a little bit more, you know.”

Shaking off a sudden feeling of inadequacy, Carl kissed his young wife on the cheek. “Whatever you want, my darling. I want you to be happy.” 

Daisy clapped her hands excitedly, the gorgeous globes of her breasts jiggling in time. “Oh Carl, I was so afraid of asking. I thought you might think I was weird. I can’t wait! Tomorrow while you’re at work, I’ll organise you a special surprise for when you get home!”

Carl smiled, lean back onto his pillow and promptly fell asleep, thinking of what debaucheries Daisy might prepare for him. He dreamed of her tied to the bed, her ankles behind her head and her tight dripping pussy spread and at his mercy. At that moment, he could not possibly have known the depth of his stunning wife’s sexual depravity.


2.

The next day, Carl woke up early for work while Daisy lay asleep on top of the sheets of their bed. For a moment, he stood taking in his wife’s beautiful body sprawled over the covers. She was a tanned blonde bombshell with long toned legs and a deliciously round ass that seemed to be sculpted from marble and wrapped in amber silk. She lay on her finely carved belly and in her position, the side of one large smooth breast was visible pressed against the mattress beneath her silky armpit. She was a childlike and playful nymph in the body of a goddess. He wondered once again how she had come to choose him over the studs she had dated before him. She had dropped out of beauty school before graduation because of a family crisis and he had taken it upon himself to make sure that she would not have to work if she didn’t want to. He was fast climbing the ranks in the company in which he worked and they had long since decided that she would stay at home and look after their children once they came along. While he wasn’t a billionaire, he certainly earned enough to afford a comfortable lifestyle for the two of them. 

Carl showered, dried himself off and stood looking at his own body in the full length mirror that Daisy had erected in the bathroom. His shoulders drooped at the sight of himself. He was thin with narrow shoulders and very little hair anywhere on his body. He could never imagine why she would find him attractive, but he supposed that at least he could keep her happy with the money that he earned. His face was narrow with fine features and an almost feminine jawline that he kept hidden behind a neatly trimmed beard in order to appear more masculine. He puffed out his flat smooth chest and stood at full height. Even then he was slightly shorter than Daisy, a whole head shorter if she wore heels. He thought about what she had said the night before about a girl wanting more and made a vow to himself to start being more manly. He would join a gym and start lifting weights, he would try to be more dominant, he would try to be the man she wanted him to be. After all, she wanted him to take charge, tie her up and have his way with her, didn’t she? He made a note to even read the type of books she read and get an idea of how an Alpha would behave in the bedroom. Anything to please her. And, he reminded himself, he was going to enjoy his surprise tonight just as much as she would.


3.

That evening, when he arrived home, Carl strode up to the front door, determined to take Daisy by storm. Be a man, Carl, he told himself. Take charge. Be in control.

But before he had so much as placed his key into the lock, the door swung open. Daisy stood before him wearing formidable high-heel shoes that strapped all the way up her calf. She was dressed in a leather corset that pressed her breasts tightly together. Her crotchless panties revealed her smooth plump pussy lips and her hair was tied back in a tight bun. But what took Carl most by surprise was her demeanour. Got was the playful forest nymph, the ditzy potential bikini model, the shy girlish woman that he knew and loved. In her place, evident in her squared shoulders and stern aloof expression, was a woman he barely recognised. For a moment he was sure that this couldn’t be his wife, that this was a convincing lookalike who had somehow taken her place. 

Carl did his best to tear his eyes away from the intimidating character his wife had assumed and glanced around behind him to make sure the neighbours were catching an eyeful of his scantily clad wife. 

“Honey, I think we should go inside before the neighbours –“

Slap!

A swift hand ending in long fingernails painted a dark crimson swept across his face and cut off his words.

“Don’t you tell me what to do, slave. Get in here!” 

She curled her fingers around his neck tie and hauled him through the open door. She was surprisingly strong and easily overpowered him. 

“Honey –“ began Carl, but a disapproving scowl forced him to bite his tongue. He was surprised to find that he had suddenly sprouted the largest erection he could remember. The door slammed shut behind him and Daisy sashayed towards him. She held her face inches from his and he expected her to kiss him and burst out into girlish giggles. Instead she regarded him with all the contempt of a great bird of prey examining a worm.

“You shall refer to me only as Mistress. Is that understood?”

Carl shuffled nervously on the spot before remembering his mantra. Be a man. Take charge. Be in control. This was a test, he thought. He was sure of it.

“Now see here,” he said as firmly as he could manage. “I’m the man. I’ll be in charge.”

Daisy did laugh then, not her light tinkling giggles that Carl expected, instead her lips split apart in a sexy crimson sneer. Her laughter was harsh and mocking. “You aren’t a real man. Why don’t we both just stop pretending?”

Reading the obvious shock on Carl’s face, Daisy leaned in closer and in a mocking baby voice she said, “What’s wong wittle Carl? I thought you wanted to be kinky? You do want to please me don’t you?”

Of course, this is all part of the game, thought Carl. Okay. I can handle this. Just go with the flow, Carl.

“Of course I want to please you, Daisy,” said Carl in the most seductive voice he could manage under the circumstances. Again, the crimson fingernails flashed through the air and the flat of her palm cracked against his cheek. 

“What did you call me?”

“Mistress. I mean Mistress!” said Carl. He could barely keep his voice from quivering, such was both the excitement and the trepidation. 

“Much better,” she said. Gently curling her long fingernails through the hair of his beard. Carl allowed himself to relax slightly. “Now, take off your clothes.”

“I should probably shower first. It was a long day at work and –“

“Take them off now!”

Carl hurriedly kicked off his shoes and removed his tie, slacks and shirt. He had to admit, he sort of liked this new Daisy. 

Daisy looked down at the tent of his erection bulging out from the front of his undershorts. “It looks like someone likes being pushed around.” With her strong fingers, Daisy gripped Carl’s cheeks, forcing his lips into a humiliated pout. “Is your little faggot cock hard, Carl?”

Carl nodded not wanting to upset his Mistress again. 

“So you’re admitting that you’re a faggot? A little sissy boy?” 

Carl remained silent, not sure about which direction this was taking, but again not wanting another lashing. 

“I thought so,” continued Daisy. “Take off your underpants so I can see your tiny little ladycock.” 

Carl did as he was told. His cock hardening even further as it unfurled from its constraints. He would never have imagined how much those harsh words could turn him on, and yet his arousal was undeniable. His cock throbbed and thickened, stretching out and straining as far out in front of him as it would go. He had once read that shaving the pubic area was a good way of making the penis appear larger. He had decided then that he needed all the extra help he could get and so kept his balls and pubic V smoothly shaved. Looking down at himself now, he realised that rather than making his cock look bigger, it seemed only to emphasise what Daisy had said. 

“Look at that cute little weenie,” mocked Daisy. “I have just the thing to make it even prettier.”

From deep in her cleavage, Daisy removed a small pink ribbon. For a second her fingernails grazed the length of Carl’s cock and he thought he might explode semen all over her right then and there. With nimble fingers, Daisy proceeded to tie the ribbon into a bow around the base of Carl’s erection. Her eyes glinted maliciously at him as she tightened the knot tighter and tighter until the veins along the side of it bulged and the head turned a deep purple for all the blood trapped in it. Meanwhile Carl stood passively, his hands dangling self-conciously at his sides. 

I suppose if this is what she wants…he thought.


4.

Next Daisy led Carl up into the bedroom. A chair was placed in front of Daisy’s dressing table and she forced him into it. His legs were shaking with anticipation now and so provided very little resistance. From one of the cupboards, Daisy produced three sets of handcuffs. One was placed around his wrists and weaved through the sturdy back of the chair, holding his arms behind him. The other two were used to fasten his ankles to the solid wooden legs of the chair. He knew he was now helpless to anything she would subject him too. This sense of helplessness shot adrenaline through him and only added to the heat of arousal pulsing through him and straining his bound pink and blue penis. 

He could see her reflection in the mirror in front of him as she strode around him, eyeing him with a harsh critical eye. 

“Tsk tsk,” she said. “This won’t do.”

Carl caught sight of his own weary eyes. “What are you going to do to me, Mistress?” he asked.

“You’re a pathetic excuse for a man, but if my hunch is correct, you’re going to make a beautiful, if not passable woman. First things first, we’ll have to shave this scraggly beard you hide your femininity behind.”

Before Carl could protest, she had produced a hair clipper and glided it up cheek causing a large clump of hair to fall onto the floor. Too late to turn back now.

In minutes, his face was cleanly shaved for the first time in years, but she didn’t stop there. Using a razor, a bowl of water and some shaving foam, she shaved the small patch of chest hair he had been cultivating since he was eighteen, as well as the trail of light hair that ran down his belly. “Are you going to be a good girl while I shave your armpits, or will I have to use force?”

“I’ll be good, Mistress,” he promised. 

Pleased, she unlocked his hands momentarily and proceeded to shave under each arm. It tickled terribly, but Carl reminded himself how close that sharp blade was to the veins in his armpit and kept as still as he possibly could. He was completely under her control now. He felt that with ever stroke of her razor, he had lost his last remaining rights to masculinity. Now he was simply her strangle sexless little puppet and a part of him knew that as long as he submitted to her, she would be pleased and take care of him. 

Now completely hairless, he eyed himself in the mirror. He looked like an androgynous preteen. Was this her plan? To completely remove the thin veneer of masculinity that he maintained? In some strange way, he felt almost as if a weight had been lifted off his shoulders. He no longer had to pretend, no longer had to try to be the man in the relationship. He could simply be. Naked. Honest. Vulnerable.

“Aw, look at you,” said Daisy. For the first time there was a hint of kindness in her voice. “But we aren’t done yet, cutie pie. I’m going to dress you up pretty for your Mistress. Would you like that?”

Carl found himself nodding. In response he was rewarded with a brief warm smile. Daisy’s old self was quickly replaced once again by her dominatrix persona. 

“Close your eyes,” she instructed.

Carl did. Soft sponges caressed his cheeks and forehead, soft bristled brushes swept along his jawline and cheekbones and fine points tickled around his eyes and something gently combed his eyelashes. 

“Open your eyes,” said Daisy. “Let me introduce you to Carly.”

As his eyelids fluttered open, she placed a long brunette wig over his head. The transformation was complete. In the mirror, he stared into the soft eyes of a woman. A beautiful woman. The dark evening makeup around her eyes caused her irises to shine a brilliant blue and her full, crimson lips curled into a smile. The illusion was perfect. Only the slight, negligible bulge of his adam’s apple gave away the fact that he was in fact a man. Even the fact that he was shirtless, seemed to enhance the illusion of a fragile femininity, given his slender shoulders and smooth flat chest. 

“You’re beautiful!” exclaimed Daisy, once again momentarily returning to her former self. “Now I’m going to show you how a woman fucks.”

The pink ribbon around Carl’s cock tightened with excitement. Finally the moment he had been waiting for. He suddenly understood. Daisy didn’t want to her to take charge as a man. She wanted to make love with a woman. And since they were forever faithful to each other, Daisy must have thought that this would be the only way to fulfil her fantasy. Of course she knew that he would never have willingly dressed up in this way, so she adopted the dominatrix persona as a way of taking charge while getting him super horny in the process. It all seemed to make sense. 

Carl breathed a deep sigh of relief. Daisy smiled warmly at him before bending forward and planting a soft kiss on his painted girly lips.

He felt tingles rush through his belly and warmth flood his still straining cock. 

“Here,” she said, kindly. “Let me loosen that for you. It looks really tight.”

As her fingers released the tight knot, his cock filled with fresh blood. She let the bow stay wrapped loosely around his shaft, but it no longer caused him any discomfort. He smiled gratefully up at her. He had his old Daisy back and he was glad. This had been a heck of a learning experience, but he was glad they could go back to how they were. 

“That was fun,” said Carl. “I have to be honest, you had me worried there. Why don’t you unchain me and I can show you what Carly can do with her tongue.”

Daisy’s eyes filled with mock pity. “Oh, poor little Carly! Did you think that was all? You haven’t even put on the outfit I bought you!”

From the cupboard, Daisy removed a pink lacy negligee and fastened it around Carl’s feminine chest. The pink lace panties were harder to put on, given that she refused to uncuff his ankles, but after much ado, she managed to get them up his legs and cover his cock. 

“But how are we going to do it if I have these on?” asked Carl.

Daisy smiled, but before she could answer the doorbell rang. “I’d better get that. I don’t know if the neighbours are quite ready for Carly.” 

She started for the door, still wearing her corset and crotchless panties. “Don’t you think you should put a gown on?” asked Carl.

“Oh Carl,” she said. “Don’t be such a prude.” 

Before Carl could protest, Daisy had bounced away, leaving him chained to a chair dressed entirely as a woman. 


5.

At the sound of the conversation downstairs, Carl’s scalp began to prickle with dread. He could hear the deep timbre of a man’s voice followed by Daisy’s tinkling laughter. Who could be in my house, seeing my wife like that and making her giggle? And what’s worse, what if they happen to come up stairs?

No sooner had the thought crossed his mind that he heard Daisy’s light-footed skip up the stairs followed by the heavy footfalls of a man. He could hear the man speaking in a low, husky voice to Daisy – a voice that sounded awfully close to being seductive – but not the words he was saying, they were masked by both the distance and the fact that the man seemed to have an indistinct accent. 

Daisy finally reappeared in the doorway, still wearing her corset, but now her breasts had popped free and bounced with each step she took. Carl was about to reprimand her for indecency when a large muscled man appeared behind her. Carl’s breath caught in his throat. The man was olive skinned with great slabs of muscle packed on his shoulders and arms. His chest rippled and abdominal muscles seemed to be made of chunks of wrought iron. 

“Daisy? Who is this? What’s going on?”

“Just what I told you, Carly. I’m going to show you how a woman fucks. This is my friend Antonio. I thought we established, you don’t exactly count as a man, do you? Antonio is going to show you what a real man looks like. Isn’t that right Antonio?”

“That’s right, foxy lady.” Antonio turned a mocking eye to Carl. “It’s a pleasure to meet you pretty lady. I hope you like the show.” Antonio forcibly swung Carl’s chair around to face the bed.

Carl’s jaw hung open, speechless. Meanwhile, Daisy and Antonio, positioned themselves before him, Daisy immediately dropping to her knees in front of Antonio. “Let me see that massive cock of yours, Antonio.” 

With the same nimble fingers that tied the pink bow around her husband’s cock, she quickly undid Antonio’s belt buckle and the buttons of his jeans.

Antonio’s cock unfurled like the trunk of a baby elephant. Daisy giggled as it sprang forward and hit her in the eye. “Oh my gosh!” she exclaimed, looking up at him wide-eyed. “It’s bigger than I remember!”

Jealousy swirled around in Carl’s gut like acid while Antonio gazed down smugly at Daisy. Rather than taking Antonio’s head into her mouth immediately, she took some time to simply hold it by its base and admire it. The damn thing isn’t even fully erect yet and it’s already three times as thick as mine!

Antonio stroked Daisy’s silky locks out of her face, seemingly waking her from her reverie. She cupped Antonio’s balls with one gentle hand and with the other, she ran her fingernails up the shaft, gently scratching just below his head. Antonio’s massive cock slowly pulsed to full glory. The veins that ran up and down its length were thick blue cords. Its head was the size and shape of a plum. Carl guessed it must have been at least nine inches long.

Antonio flexed some inner muscle and his cock sprung up and down in time to the beat Daisy was tapping out with her fingernails. She giggled, gripped it tightly and fed it gradually into her mouth. Carl watched as strong hands, forced his wife to take another man’s cock deep into her throat. Daisy gagged, her tongue lapping against Antonio’s balls. Carl was caught somewhere between outrageous jealousy and wonder. From his front row perspective of the action, it seemed impossible that Antonio’s member could reach that far Daisy’s throat without being swallowed completely. Finally Antonio allowed Daisy a brief respite. She gasped for air. Streams of saliva hung from her mouth the tip of Antonio’s cock. Using her fingers to catch the streamers, she rubbed the saliva into Antonio’s shaft and grinned up at him. 

“Come on baby, let’s get this show started,” said Antonio, lifting Daisy to her feet and tossing her effortlessly onto the bed. Daisy giggled as she bounced to halt, her breasts jiggling magnificently with the landing. 

Carl, meanwhile was silenced by his own curiosity. He had resigned himself to his fate, but also could not deny how incredible aroused he was watching Antonio’s strong hands caressing his wife’s flawless body. And of course, Carl told himself, I want Daisy to be happy.

Antonio’s hands fitted easily around Daisy’s big breasts and he suckled on each one with the ferocity of hungry beast. With Carl, Daisy would set the pace, slowing him down when he got too carried away, but she seemed either unable or unwilling to do the same with Antonio. Antonio was a bull, aggressively charging towards sexual gratification. He hoisted Daisy up by the hips and plunged his face between her legs. There his tongue swirled with the force of a tornado. Daisy squealed and moaned uncontrollably.

Carl worked hard to bring Daisy to orgasm, which he did dutifully even if he came prematurely. Sometimes he would struggle for up to an hour until she finally gasped and admitted that she came. Now, here she was, screaming, “Oh, my God! Antonio! I’m coming!” after only a minute.

Antonio did not relent. He held Daisy’s hips in place as she writhed and ground into him, screaming in ecstasy. Carl watched helplessly as his wife came over and over again. He counted at least seven orgasms before Antonio dropped Daisy’s hips, pried apart her legs and thrust into her with one powerful motion of his hips. In this position, Carl could not see much besides Antonio’s powerful buttocks grinding into Daisy with the occasional flash of asshole. Carl found that he could not look away. 

Antonio lifted Daisy up onto him so that she could ride him. This she did with all the unbridled enthusiasm of a sex-crazed slut. Carl had never seen his wife like this before. Daisy tore her lustful gaze away from Antonio for only a brief moment and looked to Carl. “Don’t worry, sissy, you can have sloppy seconds.” If Carl had to be honest with himself, he couldn’t wait. He had never been so horny before in his life. He couldn’t wait to finally fuck his slutty wife again. Even the thought of fucking her after Antonio had stretched her out turned him on. 

Antonio and Daisy both laughed as they continued their frantic gyrations. Finally, Daisy collapsed onto her back, gasping for air. “I need a break. I’ve never come that hard or that many times before, you’ve completely exhausted me, Antonio,” she said looking deep into his eyes.

“But what about me?” asked Carl suddenly disappointed. I’ve been through all this only to be left out of the action? I’m so horny I’m about to explode in my panties!

Daisy turned her gaze to him. “I promised you sloppy seconds, didn’t I?”

Carl nodded.

“I didn’t say you could have my sloppy seconds though.”

“What?”

Daisy turned to Antonio. “Will you do the honours?”

Antonio licked his lips. “It would be my pleasure.”


6.

Antonio stood over Carl and pried his mouth open before squeezing his cock into Carl’s mouth. It tasted of Daisy’s sweet slick pussy juice and the musky flavour of precum. Carl let the man’s shaft slide down his throat. Isn’t this secretly what he had wanted? 

He found the feeling of the man’s member sliding down his throat, making him gag and gasp and splutter surprisingly enjoyable. The powerlessness, the helplessness, the humiliation, all mixed together into a complicated feeling of excitement. 

“That’s a good girl,” said Antonio, removing his cock and using it to slap Carl’s lips. “I think you deserve a little freedom.” Antonio undid Carl’s restraints and swiftly lifted him up and threw him on the bed next to Daisy, just as he had done to her earlier.

“This is going to be so much fun to watch,” said Daisy. She rolled off the side of the bed and from underneath it, produced a pink bottle of lube. She squirted a generous amount of it into her palm and proceeded to massage it into Antonio’s cock. Meanwhile, Antonio’s strong hands run up and down Carl’s feminine frame. They roughly tweaked his nipples through the lacy material and pushed his ankles back behind his head. Antonio tore at Carl’s panties with such force that they were ripped from his body and tossed aside, leaving his ass and bow adorned penis exposed. 

Without so much as a warning, Antonio licked one thick index finger and rammed it up to the knuckle into Carl’s asshole. Carl yelped at the alien sensation, but his ring quickly stretched to accommodate it. Slowly, Antonio began to move his finger in and out, swirling it around and curling it up against Carl’s prostate. He could feel his cock weeping with pleasure at this new and interesting sensation. Antonio’s big fingers were one thing, but how would that enormous cock feel in his ass? 

Daisy positioned herself onto her knees to get a better look at the action, she wrapped her fingers around Antonio’s monster and guided it slowly towards Carl’s asshole. Carl found himself moaning with anticipation. He was even getting into character. The fact was, he wanted to be fucked. He wanted to be Antonio’s little bitch. 

Carl could feel Antonio’s head pressing against the puckered muscle of his asshole. With one hand, Daisy held Antonio’s cock in place against Carl’s hole, with the other, she pinched Carl’s nipples. Carl looked up at her, her gorgeous tits flowing from her corset, then up at Antonio looking down with insatiable lust. “Fuck me, Antonio,” moaned Carl.

Antonio pushed his hips forward. The slick skin of his mushroom head parted Carl’s delicate ring and there was a moment where Carl thought he would cry out. The immense outward pressure relented and in its place was a feeling of overwhelming pleasure. Antonio’s cock filled him so much that it seemed to force blood into his own much smaller member. Carl’s cock flapped against his belly, surging upward with every one of Antonio’s thrusts. 

“Aw, look at that pretty little ass pussy being fucked,” said Daisy. Her voice was not mocking now, but genuinely awed. “Fuck her harder, Antonio. Fuck that pretty little sissy and make her ladycock bounce.”

Antonio complied, his rhythm become more and more intense. Every surge pulverised the g-spot Carl had never known he had. A strange sensation had started to build inside him. He felt at first that he needed to pee, but then he realised Antonio’s cock was about to force out his ejaculation right from the source. His body stiffened as he most intense orgasm gripped his body and wracked through him. Thick milky cum oozed from him and only his own belly. This seemed to push Antonio over the edge, he yanked his cock from Carl’s asshole with an audible pop and sprayed thick bursts of semen into Carl’s face while Daisy massaged Antonio’s testicles, milking every single drop out and onto Carl’s makeup, causing it to run in streaks down his face. 

Antonio growled one final time and flopped onto his back while Daisy lapped up the semen streaming down Carl’s face. “Oh, Carl,” she said, pausing in her frantic tongueing. “I’m so glad you agreed to be kinky with me. I hope that wasn’t too much.”

“Too much?” said Carl breathlessly. “Of course not.”

“Oh, Carl,” said Daisy throwing her arms around his neck, knocking his luscious wig skew. “You’re the best!”
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