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‘Come for me,’ she said. ‘Come for Daddy.’

And I did.

Thick spurts shot out of my cock, splashing across my chest as she milked me with her hand. I was so lost in the moment that I didn’t even consider what she had said until later, when I had managed to catch my breath, but by then it was too late: Jen had fallen asleep beside me, leaving me to clean myself up.

I sat alone in the dark, wondering what it meant... and why it had turned me on so much.

When I woke up, Jen wasn’t in bed next to me; she must have been working an early shift. Had I missed her? No. I could hear her walking around the kitchen. I had to admit, I was glad. My mind was still spinning from the night before, and the most exciting handjob I could ever remember.

Perhaps, if it wasn’t too late, I might be able to repeat the experience before she went to work. My cock twitched appreciatively at the thought.

I walked into the kitchen to find Jen already dressed, working her way through a speedy breakfast. It must have been later than I thought. No chance of any morning relief for me, then.

‘I made toast and coffee,’ she said by way of a greeting. ‘You want some?’

‘Please.’

I pulled a charred slice from the toaster while she poured me a cup, and then sat down.

‘What happened last night?’ I asked. I had planned to be slightly more subtle about it, but I couldn’t stop thinking about what she had said. If I didn’t find out soon there was a real chance it might have driven me insane by the end of the day.

‘What do you mean?’

‘You know... when I finished. You called yourself Daddy.’

‘Oh, that. I thought you’d like it,’ she said with a grin. ‘Something a little naughty, that was all. Something to throw you out of your comfort zone a little bit.’

‘It definitely did that.’

‘Mission accomplished, then. Besides, you seemed to enjoy it.’

‘I did. I really, really did.’

She leant over and kissed the top of my head. ‘My little pervert. Just about anything will get you off when you’re in that state, won’t it?’

‘Looks like it.’

‘Good. What time do you get off work tonight?’

‘Six. Ish.’

‘Come straight home. I’ve got plans for you.’

‘Plans?’

She nodded. ‘A surprise I think you’ll like. At least ,if last night was anything to go by.’

‘Oh really? Should I get used to calling you Daddy, then?’

‘Maybe, maybe. I’m not saying either way.’

‘And what, I suppose that makes me your good little boy?’

‘For the moment. Things can change very quickly.’ She grabbed a piece of toast from off my plate and headed for the door. ‘Remember, straight home,’ she said. ‘You aren’t going to want to miss a second of this.’

‘OK. I’ll make sure.’

She blew me a kiss over a mouthful of bread and jam, and I smiled at the thought of what was to come.

The day at the office had dragged on like nothing I’d ever experienced before, but finally it was over. It hadn’t been helped by a stream of text messages from Jen, each one hinting more explicitly at what was going through her mind – and what would be happening once I got home.

The first text had come through at a little after quarter past ten in the morning, just after I arrived at work. I heard my phone buzz on the desk beside me, and quickly glanced at the message.

Looks like I forgot to wear underwear today. Whoops. Silly me xXx

Immediately, I felt my cock spring into life; Jen knew how much I loved it when she went commando. There was something about knowing that, wherever she was, there was nothing standing between her glorious pussy and the wider world that excited me even if I couldn’t see it myself.

In the ‘from’ field, the message announced that it had been sent from ‘Daddy’.

She must have got hold of my phone and changed her name before she left for work – maybe even before I woke up. Had I really made it so obvious how much of an effect that word had had on me? I must have done. There was no other way she could have known.

The texts came throughout the day, teasing me with promises of what was to come.

Just had to sneak off to the bathroom to make myself come. Couldn’t stop thinking about last night. Shame you weren’t here xXx

I can still smell my pussy on my fingers. Wish you were here to suck them clean for me xXx

And then finally – and most ominously:

Hope you’re ready for tonight. You’re going to need to be prepared xXx

The second six o’clock had arrived, I had been ready to leave, and I had made it home in what must have been approaching record time. Traffic had never seemed slower, and by the time my car pulled into the driveway I had spent almost an hour running various scenarios through in my mind. If it hadn’t been for my business suit, my cock would have been standing at full attention.

Jen’s car was already parked on the street, but as I opened the door there was no sign of her.

‘Jen?’ I shouted into the silence. ‘Are you home?’

‘Upstairs,’ she called back. ‘I’ve been waiting for you.’

Perfect.

If she was already in the bedroom, then that meant the evening’s festivities were going to start sooner than I’d thought. I ran up the stairs two at a time, but it was only once I had my hand on the bedroom doorknob that I heard her voice again.

‘Wait,’ she said.

‘For what?’

‘Close your eyes,’ she said, teasingly. ‘I don’t want you to see me just yet.’

‘What about what I want?’

‘Oh, honey,’ she said, with a playful lilt to her voice. ‘Today isn’t about what you want. That comes later. As long as you behave.’

If keeping my eyes closed would earn me anything like the promise that she gave me in those few little words, it would be well worth it. I let them fall shut, and then opened the door.

‘Good boy,’ she said as she saw me. I’d thought she might have been by the bed, but her voice was closer – right next to me, in fact. Her nimble hands rested on my chest for just long enough to get my attention, and then I felt her lean forwards and kiss my cheek. I motioned to kiss her back properly – anything for the feel of her lips on mine – but she pulled away playfully. ‘Not yet,’ she said. ‘I’ll tell you when you can kiss me. Understand?’

I nodded. ‘Yes Ma’am.’ It had been meant to sound sarcastic, but the words caught in my throat and stayed there. Jen and I had played around with a little light BDSM before, but usually I was the one in control – and even then, it was only mild things like holding her down as I fucked her. There was something in her voice that I’d never heard before. It was a quiet confidence, the sound of someone who knew she didn’t have to barter to get what she wanted.

She sounded like someone who had already won.

‘You’re going to behave, aren’t you?’

I nodded again in the darkness. Suddenly words seemed to fail me.

‘We’ll see about that,’ she said as she loosened my tie. She slipped it out from under the collar of my shirt and wrapped it around my eyes with one quick movement. Now, it didn’t matter whether I kept them closed or not: she had made a relatively effective blindfold out of what seemed like nothing at all.

‘Have you been reading up on this?’ I smirked, forcing myself back to some level of normality. It was just Jen, for God’s sake, not some dungeon-dwelling dominatrix. Why was I getting so wound up about it?

She pressed a finger to my lips. ‘If I wanted smartass comments,’ she said, her voice playful but firm, ‘I would have asked for them. Until I tell you to talk, you stay silent and let me do what I want with you. I told you – you need to behave. Do we have an agreement?’ I nodded silently, and at last she removed the finger. ‘Good,’ she said. ‘Now, we’re almost ready to begin.’

Almost?¸I thought, but I said nothing; she had made it perfectly clear that she didn’t want or need my contribution, at least not yet. My mind was soon distracted by the feeling of her slowly unfastening the buttons of my shirt, popping them free one by one. It didn’t take long before I felt her slip one hand inside, and I savoured the glorious skin-on-skin contact that followed. When she danced her fingertips gently across my body, I couldn’t help but smile with anticipation of what was to follow; as she ran them across my nipple, always so sensitive to her teasing touch, I let out a faint moan of pleasure.

Even though the tease was excruciating, a large part of me hoped she would carry it on. It seemed that my moan had managed to scare her away, though: as soon as she heard it, she withdrew her hand and proceeded to finish helping me out of my shirt.

Soon I was standing naked before her.

‘Much better,’ she purred. ‘It’s always such a turn on to see you like this.’ I didn’t know exactly what the ‘like this’ she was referring to was, but I could certainly guess: my cock was already hard, and I could feel it swaying in front of me with every movement, full and heavy with arousal. It was insane to think that it had only been that morning when I had come last. After a day of her teasing, it felt like it was a lifetime ago.

‘So… you certainly seemed to enjoy yesterday.’

There it was: the elephant in the room. ‘Yeah,’ I said. ‘I really did.’

‘Tell me what you liked so much.’

I could feel myself blushing, wondering how I had any blood left. ‘Well, you know. The handjob, obviously.’

‘And?’

‘And the teasing,’ I said. ‘The way you kept me on the edge until you wanted me to come. That was hot.’

‘You’re pretty when you beg,’ she said. ‘We’ll definitely be doing that again. What else?’

I froze. ‘You know what else,’ I said.

‘Say it anyway. Humour me.’

‘When you called yourself… you know.’

‘Say it. Be a good boy.’

‘Daddy.’ My mouth felt as dry as chalk. That one word seemed to echo in the stillness in the room, and Jen was in no mood to break the silence that followed. ‘When you called yourself Daddy.’

I felt her lips brush against mine. ‘There,’ she said. ‘That wasn’t so bad, was it? What did you like about it?’

I could feel my cock twitching again just thinking about it – the way her breathy whisper had sounded in my ear, the way she had seemed so confident. Of course, she could see just how aroused the thought was making me. That was why she was pushing it. She wanted to turn me on before she even touched me properly.

‘I don’t know,’ I said. ‘I liked how… confident you were, I guess. Confidence is always a turn on.’

‘I have another theory.’ Her hand traced a pathway down my naked abs, and then suddenly her fingers were playing lightly over the head of my penis. ‘I think you found it a little bit humiliating,’ she said, ‘and I think that turns you on more than you’re comfortable admitting.’

I shrugged. ‘I don’t know,’ I said again.

‘I do.’ She was playing with me more roughly now, taking my cock with a firm grip and pumping my shaft up and down in slow, deliberate strokes. ‘Look at yourself. You’re hard just thinking about it. Here you are, naked and blindfolded, completely helpless for me – and hard as a rock. You like being humiliated, because you like to give up control – and what’s more humiliating than surrendering yourself completely to another person?’

‘Nothing, I guess.’

‘I’m glad to hear you say that,’ she said. ‘Because I’m in control tonight. You’re going to do everything you’re told, aren’t you?

I nodded. ‘Yeah,’ I said.

‘And why is that?’

‘Because you’re in control.’

‘No,’ she said. Her hand slowed to almost a complete stop. ‘Because I’m in control what?’

‘Daddy,’ I whispered again. The word seemed to come from somewhere outside of myself, and for a second I couldn’t believe I’d said it – but the moan Jen gave in response told me it was no daydream. ‘You’re in control, Daddy.’

‘Good boy,’ she said. ‘Don’t think I didn’t feel how your little dick twitched when you called me that. There’s no hiding it now. Your cock never lies. You want to be humiliated, don’t you?’

‘Yes, Daddy.’

‘Say it properly.’

My face was hot, burning up under the embarrassment of it all, but there was no denying the effect it was having on me. ‘I want to be humiliated, Daddy,’ I said.

‘Poor little baby,’ she said. ‘You will be, I promise. I plan on seeing to that.’

She let of my cock then and I could barely hide my disappointment, but it didn’t last. I heard her rummaging in a bag across the room. ‘I bought a few little gifts for you,’ she said. ‘Thought you might need a little bit of an incentive to adjust to the way things are now.’ She was kneeling down in front of me, and for a second I thought she was going to take my cock into her mouth – God, what I wouldn’t have given for a blowjob – but instead she just tapped my ankle. ‘Lift,’ she said.

As I did, she slipped something under my foot, and then repeated it with the other. When she stood up, I felt her pull material up around my calves and then my thighs. It was underwear, that was clear, but it wasn’t like any underwear I’d ever worn before. It felt like satin and lace, impossibly smooth against my skin.

Women’s underwear, I thought. Nothing else felt like that.

‘Beautiful,’ she said as she caressed my cock through the material. My erection bulged awkwardly against the fabric, too large to be constrained. ‘Just a few more touches. Arms forward.’

I did as I was told, too stunned to do much of anything else. She slipped what felt like a bra up my forearms, and before long the straps were in place over my shoulders and the cups nestled against my chest. As soon as she had fastened the clasps behind my back, I felt her slip a stray hand inside and begin playing with my nipple. She knew that was a weakness of mine, and sure enough, despite the embarrassment of it all, I let out a moan of appreciation.

‘You see?’ she said. ‘You like this. Being dressed up for me. Daddy’s good boy.’ She smirked, and gave my nipple a playful tweak. ‘Or should that be Daddy’s good girl, now?’

I stayed silent, but suddenly the gentle stroking of my nipple became a tight pinch between her nails. I yelped in pain and tried to pull away, but she kept a firm hold. ‘I asked you a question. Are you Daddy’s good girl?’

‘Yes!’ I squealed. ‘Yes, I’m your good girl!’

‘Whose good girl?’

‘I’m Daddy’s good girl!’

She let go just as quickly as she had grabbed it in the first place. I could only imagine the look of satisfaction on her face: Jen always did love getting what she wanted. ‘Good girl,’ she said. ‘You’ll find the evening to be way more enjoyable for you if you pay attention from now on. After all, Daddy has quite a temper – and you wouldn’t want to make Daddy angry now, would you?’

I shook my head. ‘No, Daddy.’

‘Then be a good girl and lift up your legs again. One at a time, there you go.’

I did as I was ordered, barely even surprised as she slid a soft pair of stockings up my legs. ‘There,’ she said at last, once she’d finished adjusting the seams. ‘Now my little slut is all dressed up for the evening. Don’t you want to see how pretty you look?’

I nodded, but it was only to please her: suddenly I was extremely glad of the blindfold. The idea of seeing myself like this was more humiliation than I thought I could handle.

‘Say it,’ she said. ‘Or do I have to hurt you again just to get you to behave?’

‘I want to see how pretty I look, Daddy,’ I said. The more I said it, the more easily the word seemed to slip from my tongue. It was as though I gave up a part of my inhibitions with every repetition, becoming more and more comfortable in the role I had been assigned.

Except that was the whole point of this: I wasn’t supposed to feel comfortable. Everything Jen was doing – every word and phrase, every new piece of clothing she put on my naked body – was designed to make me as uncomfortable as possible. I knew that, and yet somewhere between those two extremes I was more aroused than I could remember being in months.

Jen span me around and faced me towards the back wall, pointing me in the direction of her wardrobe and its full-length mirror. ‘There,’ she said as she pulled the tie away from my eyes. ‘There’s my beautiful little girl.’

I didn’t know what to make of the sight before my eyes. The panties and bra she had picked out for me were a matching set in black, and they were just the kind of thing she would have chosen for herself. On her, they would have looked drop-dead sexy, the kind of thing that could make any red-blooded heterosexual man stop in his tracks – but on me, they looked ridiculous. Of course, that was the point.

She looked far from ridiculous, though, and as I turned to face her I could see just why she had kept me blindfolded. She was wearing an elaborate corset that pinched her already-slim frame into a tight hourglass. Beneath its leather curves she was wearing a pair of lacy French knickers that clung to her ass, and fishnet stockings under what she called her Domme boots: soft, black leather, calf-hugging, high-heeled slivers of perfection that she had bought at great expense two Christmases ago as a gift to herself and that she loved almost as much as she loved me.

To top it off, a series of buckles and straps around her waist held a large black dildo perpendicular to her. It stuck out like a flagpole from the side of a building, and even with my own erection straining against the fabric of the panties I could tell that it was slightly bigger than me.

She smiled as she ran her hands over it. ‘I told you I had a surprise for you, darling,’ she said, ‘but don’t worry: we’re not finished yet.’ In her hand was a tube of bright red lipstick, and she grabbed my cheeks and pulled me close. ‘Pucker up, baby-girl,’ she said. ‘It’s time for Daddy to make you beautiful.’

She drew a thick line of red around my mouth, but there was no effort to keep it neat: she wanted me to look like a slut, and that was what she got. ‘There we go,’ she said, smearing it with her thumb into a bright streak across my face. ‘Now you look just like a little cocksucking whore. What else could smear your makeup like that, after all? In fact…’ She didn’t wait for me to respond. Instead, she traced four letters across my face: W and H on my right cheek, and R and E on my left. With the red ring in the middle, it spelled out a single, simple word.

WHORE.

‘Much better,’ she said. ‘Now, let’s see if my little slut can read. What does that say?’

I blushed almost as red as the lipstick I was wearing. ‘Whore, Daddy,’ I said quietly.

‘And why does it say that?’

‘Because that’s what I am,’ I mumbled. ‘I’m your whore.’

‘That’s right, baby,’ she cooed in my ear. ‘You’re Daddy’s little whore-slut, and you’re going to do exactly as you’re told.’ She pointed down to the hard rubber cock that was swaying between her legs. ‘And I think you know just where to start.’

Her hand on my shoulder pushed me downwards, forcing me gently to my knees. As I let myself collapse, unable – unwilling? – to resist her, the cock she had attached to herself was suddenly at eye level, staring at me. It had looked large before, but as it rested just inches away from my face it seemed enormous.

‘Suck it, baby,’ she said. ‘There’s a good girl. We both know how much you like cock.’

I had never even considered it before, but the way she found it so easy to order me around made it easy for me to obey. I opened my mouth and let the head rest on my tongue. It had a bitter taste, the taste of unused rubber, but I knew she wouldn’t take that as an excuse. She placed a guiding hand at the back of my head and pushed me forward, inch by inch, until her cock was filling my mouth.

‘Mmm,’ she said. ‘Such a good little whore you are. Why don’t you take a look?’ She pointed across to the mirror, and I saw for the first time just how low she had made me. I was on my knees, dressed as a slut, my cheeks puffed out with her cock – and my own cock straining at the panties she had made me wear. Why was this turning me on so much?

I’ll get her back for this, I thought as I worked my tongue around the shaft. When this is all over, I’m going to throw her down on that bed and fuck her until she screams my name. That’ll show her who’s a real man.

But that seemed so far away, like a feather on a breeze: no matter how much I tried to focus on that, it slipped through my fingers, dancing around in the front of my mind but ultimately unattainable. None of that mattered now. Now, I was her slut. That was the only reality I needed to focus on.

She grasped a firm handful of my hair and pulled my head down onto her cock. It was too far: immediately I began to gag, but she didn’t stop until tears were rolling down my cheeks. ‘Take it, you little bitch,’ she said, over and over again. ‘Take my fucking cock.’ Eventually she released me and I gasped, collapsing onto all fours on the floor.

‘Well?’ she said as she watched me try and get my breath.

‘Well what?’

‘Thank me,’ she said. ‘Daddy just gave you a present. I want you to thank me properly.’

I gritted my teeth. ‘Thank you, Daddy,’ I said.

‘For what?’

‘For your cock. For letting me suck it.’

She smiled down at me and stroked my hair. It was a tender gesture, more so by comparison to how roughly she seemed to enjoy treating me. ‘I’m glad you think so, baby,’ she said. ‘Because I have something else in mind.’

Oh no…

She couldn’t have been thinking of that, surely? The strap on had stretched my jaw to what felt like its absolute limits. If she put it in my ass, she’d split me in two. There wouldn’t be enough lubricant in the world…

… and yet, when she gestured over to the bed, I crawled over placidly. I didn’t know if I could take what she had planned for me, but I knew I had to find out for sure.

‘Good girl,’ she said as I lowered my body to the mattress. ‘Displaying your little sissy-pussy for your Daddy. Making yourself available for her big, hard cock. Isn’t that what you want?’

‘Yes, Daddy,’ I said. I couldn’t quite believe the words as they came out of my mouth – but I was surprised to find that they were the truth. All I wanted in that moment was to feel her take me, to be part of the ultimate humiliation.

I wanted my wife to strip me of my masculinity completely and make me her little bitch.

‘Good girl,’ she said again. I heard the squirt of lube from the bottle we kept by the bed, and then her icy touch as she pressed one soaked finger against my entrance. Instinctively I tensed up, and she paused. ‘Shush, baby,’ she said. ‘Try and relax. This is going to be much more fun if you don’t tighten up, OK? Just let Daddy take care of you.’

Her words were soothing and her voice calm, and they had the desired effect: I forced myself to try and relax. She ran her lube-covered finger all around my asshole, and then with one firm but gentle push slid on inside.

I had never had anything in my ass before. Jen had never expressed any interest in anal and it had never occurred to me that it might be enjoyable to give as well as to receive, but the minute she broke through and entered me for the first time I felt a tremendous sense of closeness. This is what it must feel like, I thought. This is how it must be for a woman, to have that closeness – another person inside you.

Wordlessly she slid another finger inside me, and then another. Her dainty little hands were one thing, but even as she fucked me with those three fingers my mind slipped back to what was about to happen, and the size of the cock between her legs. Part of me was filled with a nervous apprehension, but another part of me just wanted it to be over with.

‘I want you to beg for it, baby,’ she said as she continued to tease me. ‘I can feel you pushing back against me. I know you want it – but I want you to convince me to give you your present.’

‘Please,’ I begged. My voice was sore and throaty from the rough fucking I had just received, and I had to force the words out. ‘Please fuck me, Daddy. I need it. Please.’

She placed the rubber head against my asshole, just teasing me with the threat of a sudden insertion, but then I felt an unfamiliar vibration. Jen moaned a little as a wave of pleasure hit her, and I realised that it was coming from the dildo mounted at her hips.

‘You didn’t think this was all for your pleasure, did you?’ she said as I tried to turn around. ‘There’s a little vibe in here that will make sure I have just as much fun as my little slut. After all, don’t you want your Daddy to enjoy herself?’

The vibrations ran all the way down the length of her cock, and I could feel it buzzing gently against my asshole. It was a strange sensation, but definitely a pleasant one.

She didn’t wait for me to answer. Instead she gave one steady push, and then she was inside me.

It wasn’t a rough entrance, unlike the way she had treated my throat. With the cock covered in lube, she took her time to make sure my asshole could stretch to accommodate it – but there was never any indication that she planned to stop until she was satisfied. Inch by wonderful inch I felt her slide into me, giving more than I thought was possible until I was clutching handfuls of the sheets below me.

‘Take it, baby,’ she said. ‘Take my cock. There’s a good girl.’

Just as I thought my limits had been reached, I felt the skin of her thighs against mine and I knew she had given me all there was to give. She withdrew slowly and I gasped, but just before I felt the head of her cock re-emerge from my ass she began pushing it back into me, faster this time. I moaned as her piston strokes became firmer and deeper.

Every single one of them seemed to say ‘I own you.’

I could feel her hands on my hips as she tried to gain leverage, her fingernails digging in as she fucked me raw. The harder she pushed, the more my mind began to swim with images of myself – all dressed up, being violated by the woman I adored.

And I loved every minute of it.

Eventually the pleasure that wracked my body was too much: my arms gave way and my body crashed onto the bed. The lipstick on my face must have been making one hell of a mess against the pillows, but by that point I didn’t much care. Jen made no effort to retreat. She collapsed down with me, her light body pressed against my back as her steady, rhythmic thrusts continued to force her cock deep inside me. Her hands grabbed my wrists and held them against the mattress in a show of dominance. I could easily have shaken her off, but I didn’t want to. I was too busy revelling in the control she had over me.

I began humping the bed, pushing my ass against her, meeting her thrusts. Every movement made my dick rub against the soft sheets and the softer panties, each one a gentle caress that drove me closer and closer to the edge.

Jen’s voice cut through the fog of my arousal. ‘Come for me,’ she said. ‘Come for Daddy.’

Had I asked out loud? No, of course not… I was way past the stage of being able to do anything but whimper and moan. She had just known, then – had sensed my desperation, had felt the tension in my body as the spring she had been winding finally reached its breaking point.

Come for Daddy.

Just as she had said the night before.

Come for Daddy.

I did as I was told.

My ass clenched as I let myself go, spurt after spurt of my orgasm filling the panties she had pushed me into. I didn’t care about fighting back anymore. All I needed was to let that wondrous feeling of fullness spread through my body, giving me over to her – my wife, my lover, my everything.

My Daddy, at least for now.

I felt her body shiver with the same excitement she had given me as the vibrator in the strap on did its work. The tiny bullet pressing against her clit made her body buck and writhe on top of mine, each movement pushing her into my drained body until at last, satisfied, she withdrew.

I saw myself in the mirror – my makeup smeared, my forehead with a patina of sweat, my breath coming in ragged gasps. I looked across at Jen, beaming with delight. Her cock stood out from her hips, still as hard as ever, waiting for the next time – because there would be a next time, of course. I wasn’t sure of much at that moment, but I knew I needed more.

‘Thank you, Daddy,’ I said.

She smiled and kissed me, not caring about the lipstick smearing my face.

Good girl, her kiss seemed to say – and right then, that was all I needed to hear.
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