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“You've been awful grumpy lately.” Heather let the words slip out like slow release poison. “I think you need an attitude adjustment.”

She was seated in the living room in what had used to be my chair. I remembered what it was like sitting on the soft leather. Having not only the most comfortable seat in the room, but the best view of everything from the home theater, to the bay window looking out on the street outside, to the slave laying leashed and prostate on the hardwood.

Before Martin, it had been Heather on the floor displaying herself in lace and shadow. Heather who was leashed, unable to travel beyond the length of her chain without my assistance. Heather who took me in her mouth with only the smallest gesture to suggest it was in her best interest to not only take me in, but taste my fruit and my seed.

From the waist up, Heather looked … innocent isn't the right word. Even with her cream dress shirt buttoned to the top over the barely visible white bra. Even in the subdued makeup she wore to the office and the conservative necklace and earrings. Even with her hair pulled back into a librarian bun. There was a twinkle in her expression that told the world, at least any man looking, that she there was something far more interesting going on beneath the surface.

Below the waist was another matter.

I'd been the one to make her change her wardrobe. Instead of the loose broomstick style skirts, she'd preferred, I'd made her wear ones that were almost as long, but hugged her figure tight. Zipped all the way down, she could barely walk. Unzipped all the way, they gave access that any straight man would give his left ball to possess. Combined with hose and garter belt, and panties that definitely didn't match the modest utilitarian bra she sported.

She sat there, on what had previously been my chair, with the skirt unzipped all the way. After Martin, my access was different than it had been … had it only been two months ago? Instead of my hands and my dick being able to find their way between between her legs, it was my lips and tongue that went there now.

“I could do better if you moved the panties out of the way.” I looked up at Heather when I spoke. She loved making eye contact when I was beneath her. My cheek rested on her inner thigh. My chin brushed against the inside of her skirt. “How can I do a good job with all that … stuff in the way?”
“That is exactly what I am talking about.” Heather ran her fingers through my hair until she was gripping them at the scalp. “You aren't even allowed to see my pussy. But there you are, whining about how tough you have it having to lick me through my panties.”

“I'm sorry.”

“I don't think so.”

“I really am.”

“You will be.”

“You haven't …”

“Don't you worry your pretty little head about what I've done. I'm sure Martin will sort you out fast. He always does.”

That was what I was afraid of.

“What do you think he'll take away from you this time?”

“I thought I wasn't supposed to worry my 'pretty little head'.”

“You're running out of things you can hide at work. No more boy undies. Or body hair. God, I think you're smoother than me and I'm a real woman. Martin's given you a period and taken away your stand-up peeing privileges. To the outside world, you can still pass for a guy, I guess. Unless you leak.”

“That only happened once.”

“It happens to every girl.”

Some final ember of my manhood wanted to challenge her. Insist that I wasn't a girl. Assert the dominance I once had. Over my life. Over her. I imagined rising up from my humiliating position between Heather's legs, knocking her off my throne, bending her over, and showing her how much I wasn't a girl.

In my imagination, I wasn't wearing a pale pink chemise that danced around my shaved thighs. In my mind's eye, Heather's juices weren't coating my face. In this dream, I didn't know what Martin's cock tasted like. Couldn't remember the way he liked to wipe the spent tip on my cheek after he'd painted my face with his cum. Didn't know the degradation of being ordered to not wipe it off. Or feel the defeat of obeying that order and letting it crust and dry until next morning's shower.

My imagination may have one idea. My reality was vastly different. As weak as I'd become, Heather was more likely to bend me over than I was her.

Heather's phone dinged a notification. She pulled it out from the chair cushions and smiled wickedly when she read the text. “Martin will be here soon. How do you want to greet him? You know your options.”

“Like a man?”

“That came off the table the second Martin walked into our lives. Try again. This time, don't fuck around.”

Girl or dog were the only choices left. Martin liked to joke that it was really only one. That no matter what I chose, I was his bitch. It was hard to argue I wasn't with his sperm dripping off my nose.

Girl was quicker. I'd greet him at the door dressed femme, curtsy, and play the part of a female servant. The kind who's always on the brink of getting sacked. The kind who only keeps her job by putting out. Heather would probably keep me in the chemise. It was one of her favorites. She told me, she likes the way it flies up when I walk giving her glimpses of my bare ass. If I ask for panties, she tells me she would if I were a real man. If my cock was bigger, she'd say, I'd need panties to keep it from poking out from under the hem.

I wasn't man enough for panties.

Playing dog meant something more intimate. Less direct. I'd be naked and on all fours when Martin rang the bell. Heather would be in front of me in a looser skirt. One she could lift in the back with her panties pulled to the side. My face would be in her ass; kissing and licking it like the dog I was. I would literally be an ass-kisser hiding behind my wife's skirts.

Choosing girl took more courage. At least that's what I told myself. It put me in Martin's crosshairs from the moment I opened the door until he was done with me. That sort of attention was dangerous at the best of times. I don't know how much shit Heather had said about me.

Being the dog kept me hidden. At first. I'm not sure if being naked was any worse than wearing lingerie. The cut of the chemise neutered whatever masculine traits my body had left. Made my shoulders look narrower than they were. Covered my shaved penis. Somehow made my butt look more womanly. Naked, my dick would be flopping for Martin and the world to see.

I hoped, I could pass as a man then. It was easier at work. I could cover the panties and stockings, training bras and camisoles with my button-down shirts and three-piece suits. The more I changed, the more my work outfits felt like a costume. Something I was pretending to be. Drag. How long before I stopped looking like a man who'd been emasculated and started to look like a woman with mosquito-bite tits and an overgrown clit?

I hate to admit it, but the ass-kissing was a selling point to playing dog. As Martin's control of our lives increased, he took away more and more of my manly “privileges”. The first thing he took away was breasts. I was no longer allowed to see Heather's, or have skin-to-skin contact with them. I had to leave our bedroom when Heather changed tops. I had to knock before entering the bathroom when she was showering.

Breasts online or in movies were equally off limits. Heather installed software on my laptop to monitor the sites I went to, blocking anything with even a whiff of tit. My access to our streaming channels was set to the kids option. If she was watching something and I was in the room, I had to turn my head away at the first sign of lady nipples. The first week of this, I'd be sitting on the sofa beside Heather and she'd pull my face into her chest whenever something I shouldn't see came on the screen. Like she was rubbing my face in what I could no longer have. I'd been a breast man all my life. Having two layers of fabric between me and them was my very own Greek hell.

The second week, I lost furniture privileges in my own home.

I don't remember what I did to lose pussy. Martin had a very strict, very specific idea of what my sex life would look like after he entered our lives. I'd been allowed to sleep in Heather's bed. Heather's. He'd made it clear that it was no longer mine or even ours. I was allowed to sleep with my wife, but only sleep. My dick was not allowed in any of her holes. No sex. Oral, anal, or otherwise. Even hand stuff was off the table. The only relief I was allowed was ten minutes on the toilet to rub one out and flush it down immediately. I couldn't even jerk. I had to use the flat of my hand lubed with my own spit. If Heather was feeling bitchy, I didn't even get that.

I was allowed to see Heather in panties. I was often encouraged to feel her through them. Mostly to tongue her through the silk and cotton, but sometimes I was allowed to use my hands. To show her how wet she was at what she or Martin were doing to me.

I hadn't seen my wife's pussy in weeks. I hadn't seen any woman's vag, in real life or streaming fakery in that time.

Of the holy feminine trinity, ass was the one thing I still had access to. The one part of Heather's body that I could have any intimate contact with so long as my penis stayed out of it. I wasn't allowed to kiss her mouth, but I could spread her cheeks with my mouth and tongue her where I used to backdoor her. Last week, I spent two hours on my knees as she worked at her standing desk in what had been my home office.

Heather told me that the attention helped her through the worst of her period cramps.

If Martin took her ass away from me, this might be the last chance I had to kiss it goodbye.

“You're taking too long,” Heather said. “This isn't rocket surgery.”

“Girl.” I felt defeated saying it. “I'll be the girl.”

“Good girl.” Heather gave me the most condescending smile I'd ever seen in my life. A toddler didn't get looked down on as much. A dog wasn't as low in her eyes. A real dog. “I think you have enough time to get ready.

“Take off your pretties and hang them over the shower rod. You'll be putting them back on after you're done, and I don't want you ruining them if you have an accident. I want you squeaky clean for my man.”

The last part still hurt. I wasn't her man anymore. Martin was. I was barely her girl.

“That means soap and water as hot as you can take. I'll set a timer on my phone. Tell me when you've emptied all of your enema into your bum and I'll tell you when you can let it out.”

“Yes, ma'am.”

“And no rubbies. This isn't a treat, ya know.”

I stumbled to my feet and to the bathroom. I'm sure I gave Heather a great view of my butt as I walked away. I could feel the silk rise and dance behind me as the breeze my stiff march created lifted the hem.

I was fighting back tears.

Maybe, I really was a girl. I sure as fuck wasn't a man.

I used both hands to pull the chemise off. I was careful not to get any of Heather's juices onto the silk. The lingerie was beautiful, but it was a bitch to clean. I checked it quickly to make sure I hadn't missed anything that might stain. Satisfied, I neatly hung it over the shower.

“Don't wash your face,” Heather ordered from my old chair. “Martin loves the taste of my cunt on your lips.”

Martin was going to kiss me. That wasn't strange. It should be. Another man putting his lips on mine should be the weirdest thing that ever happened to me. Not something, I expected every time he dropped by.

What worried me was what was going to happen after that kiss.

Martin spent most of his intimate attentions on Heather. But not all. I don't know if he was truly bi, or if playing with me was part of his control. Part of his plan to emasculate me even further. Over the past few months, he'd used and humiliated me in ways, I didn't want to even think about. He'd used my mouth and fondled my junk. Smacked my ass and snapped my bra.

But he'd never fucked me.

Up until now, the enemas had been a once-a-week occurrence. Something Heather oversaw during some quiet time in both our schedules. Not when Martin was on his way to give me an “attitude adjustment”.

I let the sink run until I could barely stand the heat. I measured exactly the amount of soap for the mix. Heather would check later to see if I'd skimped. If I put too much, I wouldn't be able to hold it. I almost had an accident last time; Heather had me stand in a corner with a wet bar of Irish Spring in my mouth as punishment for not holding it in long enough.

I hung the bag a couple feet from my chemise on the same rod it was on. The clamp was shut off until I was ready.

“May I use lube please?” I asked my wife.

“What do you think?”

“I think, I'm being punished.”

“Smart girl. Because you asked nice, I'll let you use some spit.”

“Thank you, ma'am.”

There I was. Naked. Shaved as smooth as a porn princess. About to wet the end of an enema nozzle with my spit so it wouldn't violate my ass too much. And I was thanking the woman who was making me do it.

I didn't recognize my life any more.

I winced when the barely wet nozzle passed my sphincter. I was on all fours in the bathroom on the mat. When I was sure it wasn't going to come loose or leak, I opened the clamp and felt the heat of the soapy water fill me.

The hose was narrow and there was a liter of water for gravity to deliver. This wasn't going to be over soon. I held my ass up in the air and my arms down low. Almost like I was praying to the bathtub. I knew I must look ridiculous. When I looked over my shoulder at the floor-length mirror behind me, I wasn't shocked to see how pathetic I looked. How defeated. With my legs clamped together, I couldn't see my alleged manhood. My ass, pushed out to accept the invading flood waters, looked like a pornstar's pointed upwards to meet an incoming cock.

“It's all in, ma'am,” I called to Heather when the enema bad was empty and my bowels were full.

“Every drop?”

“Every drop, ma'am.”

“I'll tell you when you can release. If you can't hold it, I'll let Martin punish you. You love Martin's punishments, don't you?”

“I love you, ma'am.”

The worst part was not knowing how long Heather had set the timer. One liter was the upper limit to what a human being could safely hold. I knew from experience that it wasn't easy keeping that much liquid inside of you. I tried to remember when I'd had my last bowel movement. Tried to guess how much my body was adding to that liter. I wasn't thrilled with any of the answers, I came up with.

If I knew how long, I had to hold it, I'd at least have a target. I'd know what my finish line was. Even if the timer weren't in here with me. Even if I couldn't see it, I'd be able to countdown in my head. If I was conservative, that countdown would end a little after I passed the finish line.

I Mississippi-ed my way through five minutes and there was no word from Heather. I wasn't expecting it to be over that quick. A normal enema might be timed for just five minutes, but only if Heather had more important things for me to be doing.

Martin wasn't in a rush getting there.

My insides were screaming at me for release by the sixth minute. By the seventh, I could feel the flood waters pushing at my dam. On the eight-minute count, I thought I was leaking, but I looked dry when I stared back at myself in the mirror.

By the ninth minute, I knew that Heather had set a ten minute timer. It was the high end of what she put me through. It should've been what I expected from a punishment.

I was in tears at the eleven minute mark.

This wasn't fair. I hadn't done anything to deserve any of this. Not the enema. Not being made pussyfree. Not having to subject myself to the slow feminization that my wife and her lover decided was best for me.

I didn't deserve to be cuckolded.

I was balling at the thirteen minute point. Like my body had to flush fluids from me somehow and tears were just as good as the waters sloshing around in my girlish ass.

I stopped counting after that.

My world became my ass and the water pressing at my tightened sphincter pushing to be free. I let myself cry. I ignored the sound of my own tears as I strained to hear the one thing that could bring me relief.

“Time's up. You can go potty now.”

There was no dignity left in me. I scrambled to get up, slowing only to make sure I didn't spurt all over myself and the mat. I felt it all bolt out of me before I sat. Heard the fetid water splash down in the bowl before my butt made contact with the seat. I flushed before I was done, the stink was so bad.

“Any problems?” Heather asked.

“No, ma'am.” I let the rest spurt out of me as I waited for the toilet bowl to refill. This would take more than one flush. “It was close, but I didn't have any accidents.”

“Really? You had trouble holding it for five minutes?”

Heather was fucking with my head. There was no chance in Hell that was only five minutes. But I knew what I had to say.

“Yes, ma'am.”

“Get yourself cleaned up and out here in five minutes. Wait in the living room for Martin. Answer the door when he gets here.”

Heather was in the bedroom with the door closed when I finally got out of the bathroom. I was once again wearing the chemise. I spritzed myself with perfume in case there was any lingering smell from the humiliating enema I'd inflicted on myself.

It was my perfume. Heather wouldn't touch the stuff. Said it was too girly.

I knelt on my mat a few feet from the front door, staring at it like a dog awaiting her master's return. There was no one there to see or correct me, but I made sure to be in the expected position. Legs folded under me, heels pressed against my bare ass cheeks. Hands crossed, wrist-over-wrist in front.

I looked like a slave girl in a Hercules movie. I felt ridiculous.

There weren't any clocks in the living room. I was tired of counting out the time. I wondered what Martin would think when he saw me. It was obvious, I'd been crying. The smell of Heather's pussy was impossible to ignore. On my breath. On my face.

When the bell finally rang, I didn't bother asking who it was. I'd done that once and earned a slap for it. Martin didn't want me knowing who was on the other side of the door when I answered it like this. He loved the idea that I'd swing the door wide open expecting him, only to expose myself to the pizza delivery guy.

That happened once. He called me sissy and told me I had a nice butt. Heather made me kiss him for a tip and get his phone number. She promised to call it if I ever got out of line.

Was it ironic that Martin was shorter than me? Barely taller than Heather. A year ago, if someone told me that another man would dominate me the way Martin had. Cuckolded me. Made me suck cock and wear panties, like Martin had, I would've pictured a linebacker's build on an NBA frame. Not someone a couple inches my inferior.

Martin made me feel inferior. Probably because I was.

“Is that you, honey?” Heather called from the bedroom.

“I got your text.” Martin gave me a look from the doorway. He wouldn't let me close the door. Anyone else on this floor could hear what they said. Anyone in half the apartments could get a good look at the drama if they just cracked their doors. “It sounds like someone's been naughty.”

“I'm sorry, sir.”

“No one was talking to you.”

I started to answer back, but thought better of it.

“Can you punish her later?” Heather called from the other room. “I could use some attention. It's been forever since I had a man over.”

“Kandi.” My name was John, but no one called me that in Heather' apartment. “Wait in the hall. I'll deal with you later.”

“The hall?”

“Did I stutter, Kandi?”

“No, sir. It's just …”

“What?”

“The community college kids will be getting home soon.”

“So?”

“It's a small hallway.”

“Kneel at the door. If you're not there when I get back, you can spend the night out here. That way they can see you on their way to school as well. Is there anything confusing about these instructions?”

“No, sir.”

“You can be a ditz.”

“I am a ditz, sir.”

At that moment the door directly across from us opened. I'd seen the middle-aged tenant a few times over the years we'd lived there, but had never talked to her. She may have been my type in her prime, but she'd added a few pounds over the years.

I looked at her over my shoulder with a deer-in-the-headlights expression. Hers went from stunned shock to what-the-fuck bewilderment.

“Position, now!” Martin snapped his fingers and pointed sharply at the ground.

Weeks of training kicked in and I fell to my knees and assumed the same slave-girl position I had been in on the safe side of the door. Only now my half-bare ass was pointed towards a woman who was little more than a stranger.

“Maybe I could …”

My protest was cut short by Martin stuffing three fingers in my mouth. My eyes went wide at the thought of how this must look like to my neighbor.

“I apologize for Kandi's outburst, madame.” Martin wasn't speaking to me, he was speaking over me to my neighbor. “Her performance has left a bit to be desired of late. She clearly needs a bit more discipline. I hope she hasn't offended you.”

“No. This is … wow. I read about this kinda thing, but I never … Is he gay?”

“That's not for me to say.” But he looked right at me with his fingers down my throat like I was the biggest cocksucker to ever suck cock.

“I thought he … she was married.” The woman toyed with the buttons on her blouse as she looked down on me. There was a Christmas gleam in her eyes. “To a woman, I mean.”

“On paper, yes. Kandi is married to the lady of the house.”

“Candy?”

“Spelt with a 'K' and an 'i'. She thinks it suits her better. Even for a sissy, Kandi is a bit of a girly girl.

“Are you done out there?” Heather called from the bedroom. “I neeeeeed you.”

“Speaking of which. It sounds like somebody has to take care of Kandi's husbandly duties. I was going to leave her out here to think about what she's done. If that is a problem for you, I'm sure Kandi wouldn't mind waiting on the fire escape. Would you, Kandi?”

“Glorgh.” I tried to protest around the fingers; Martin just pushed them in deeper. A thin line of drool rushed down my burning cheek.

“No. I'm fine with her staying out here as long as you need. You don't mind if I ask her questions? I've never seen anything like this up close and I got a million questions.”

“Not at all,” Martin said to her, as a peer. When he looked down on me, his tone was much less pleasant. “Kandi. I want you to answer this lovely woman's questions completely and honestly, and follow any instructions that she gives you so long as they don't break any of your rules.”

“Rules? She has rules? Like this is a bondage thing?”

“Martin,” Heather stretch-sang his name out far longer than the two syllables warranted.

“Kandi can explain. Everything.”

“Yeah, it sounds like you've got your hands full in there.”

“Thanks for being so understanding.” Martin gave a neat bow before extracting his fingers from my mouth. He wiped them clean on my hair. “Perhaps you'll still be here when I'm finished with Heather.”

“Perhaps.”

She was flirting with him! My next door neighbor was flirting with my wife's bull. And I was being left alone with her in a very public hallway while he serviced her.

“Wow. Wow. Wow. Wow.” My neighbor jumped up and down for joy while small-clapping her hands together. “This is the … I can't tell you … wait right here.”

She flew back into her apartment not bothering to close the door. I heard her rooting around through other rooms just outside my line of sight. She was carrying a folding chair in one hand and something colorful and long in the other.

“Wow.” The stranger pushed her glasses back up her nose as she took her seat in the cramped hallway. I could smell the faint scent of her perfume covering a faint, but noticeable body odor. “I have always wanted to … wow.”

Seated in front of me now, I could recognize what she'd been holding in the other hand.

A dog collar.

The thing was thick and heavy. Too much for any dog apartment management would allow. Way too much for the thin nylon leash it was attached to. And way too pink to match the stark blackness of the collar.

“You're submissive, aren't you?” She smiled down at me.

“I don't want to be.”

“And I don't want my period, but there we have it. Is that man really going to …” she leaned in conspiracy-close and whispered the rest of the sentence in my ear. “ … fuck your wife?”

“yes”

“What's your name?”

“Kandi. Like he said.”

“I mean your real name.”

“John.”

“John what?” She scooched closer until I could smell the onions on her breath. I wondered if she could smell Heather's cunt on mine. “And don't think about lying. I'll double check on the mailbox. I know which apartment you come from.”

“John Franks.”

“And your wife's name is Heather?”

I nodded.

“Is that her nighty, you're wearing?”

“No, it's mine.”

“It's very pretty. Where'd you get it?”

“Miranda's.”

“The place down by the Village?”

“Did Heather help pick it out.”

I shook my head. “Martin did.”

“Is he your boyfriend?”

…

“I mean, obviously he's Heather's boyfriend. It just seemed like maybe she shared him with you.”

“I don't know.”

“Wanna know a secret?”

“Maybe.” I didn't, but I couldn't afford getting on her bad side.

“I don't have a dog.” She held the collar up with both hands. “I bought this monstrous thing.” She pulled in close again and whispered in my other ear. “For me.” She pulled her face back, looked me in the eyes, and nodded. “Yes. I like all this stuff. I wear it at least once a week. Sometimes more.”

“What's your name?” I asked.

“I don't think I want you knowing.” She must've seen me sideeye the stairs leading down the the mailboxes. “And don't even think about looking me up that way. I order you not to try to find out my name. Understand?”

“Yes, ma'am.”

“I'm not old enough to be called 'ma'am'.”

“I'm sorry … Miss.” I looked at her finger to make sure she wasn't wearing a wedding ring. I don't remember a married couple next door, but who pays attention to their neigbors? “It's what I call my wife. She likes it.”

“I bet she does. I bet she does. So it's a fetish thing? You calling her that?”

“It's … complicated.”

“I bet. Are there any other titles you get to call them? Maybe Mistress or Goddess? Or Master or Daddy?”

“Just ma'am and sir.”

When I started to look down at the floor, she slapped me. Strong enough, I felt it. Hard enough, anyone else on the floor must've heard it.

“Holy shit!”

Her expression went from “I can't believe, I just did that” to “that was so cool” in three heartbeats.

She dropped the collar and cradled her smiling face in her cupped hands.

“Oh, my god. I really just slapped a man. Out here. In broad … hallway. Did that turn you on too? Just a little.” She sat up straight and shook herself off like a cat getting out of the sink.

“I don't …”

The second slap was harder.

“Don't lie to me, Kandi.”

I nodded pathetically.

“Show me.” Her eyes darted to the front of my chemise then back to my face. “Be dainty about it. Use both hands.”

I could hear someone coming up the stairs. More than one someone. If they lived on this floor, they'd be in the hallway in seconds.

“You really must love getting slapped.” The stranger pulled back her hand much further than she had before. “And don't look away.”

I didn't have any choice. That's the kind of bullshit you tell yourself when you don't want to take responsibility anymore. I could've balked and taken the slap like a man. Sure, it stung like fuck, but this was a middle-aged woman who probably hadn't seen the inside of a gym since she picked her niece up from swim team. I wasn't about to get beatdown by John Cena.

I put both hands on the hem of the chemise before I remembered she'd told me to do it dainty. There wasn't much daintier than pinching the fabric between thumb and forefinger, curling up the three unused fingers and slowly lifting upwards until everything below my navel was exposed.

“Is that as hard as it gets?” Her expression was genuinely puzzled.

“yes”

“No wonder your Heather is in there with another man.”

“May I put my …”

I didn't get the rest of my request out before the three young women from down the hall walked off the stairwell. Community college let out early that day. They'd been laughing and messing around before they hit the hall. The first one stopped dead in her tracks with the second right behind her. The third wasn't aware of me at all at first. She bumped into her stunned friends and didn't figure out why they'd stopped until she looked past them to some perv in the hallway lifting his skirt to show them his dick.

Their eyes went wider than I thought humanly possible.

“Hi girls.” My neighbor-turned-cuckysitter had the decency to blush when she saw them.

They broke out laughing as they resumed their walk to their shared apartment. The redhead in the middle had to cover her mouth with both hands to keep it in.

“This is going to sound a bit odd.” Why was she talking to them? They were walking by. Doing their best to only rubberneck a little. Why draw more attention to this? To me? “Is there something wrong with this?” My neighbor made a dismissing gesture towards me.

“Everything,” the one in the middle answered through her hands. “That is pretty messed up,”

“Yeah … well. Oh … you think I'm … no … no. I meant his … thing. Are any of your boyfriends that small? Down there.”

“Lady, my girlfriend packs more than that.”

The eyes of the girl in the back of the line went wide and she shove/smacked the redhead who answered. I don't know if she was her girlfriend. All that mattered to me was, they kept moving on. They held off on their outburst until after they were behind closed doors. I couldn't make most of it out, but I got the gist of it.

“Does Heather or Martin do most of your training?” my neighbor-domme asked.

“Martin,” I admitted.

“He's done a wonderful job.” She took one last look at my shortcomings before telling me, “You can put it down now.”

“Thank you, Miss.”

“I don't know if I like that.” She picked the collar back up. “Martin mentioned, you had rules, Kandi-John. Do you have any rules against strange women collaring you?”

“I don't think …” I changed my mind when I saw her expression. She didn't give a fuck what I thought about anything. “No.”

“Do you want to wear my collar? For a little bit?”

“No.”

“Good. This will make it all the more embarrassing for you.” She clapped her hands together with the leather collar in-between. “Now be a good girl and lean forward.”

I didn't have any other choice.

“On the subject of my title.” She took her time positioning the collar to my neck. “I'm too young for 'Ma'am' (no offense to your Heather) and too old for 'Miss'.”

“Yes.” It felt wisest to agree.

“You know.” She looked up as she worked the leather around my neck. “When I wear this collar, I call myself the dirtiest things. Slut. Whore. Hussy. Ok, that last one sounds like a joke, but when I'm into it, I'm into it.” She leaned in close to tighten the collar and confess into my ear. “It makes me wet just admitting this to you. Is that too tight?”

“No.”

She sat back and admired her new toy. Me. In her Slut collar.

“Good.” She bopped me on the tip of my nose with the dog end of the leash before attaching it to the attached O-ring on my collar. “Now don't you look smashing.”
“Thank you.”

Why was I thanking her? That made less sense than anything else I'd done that day.

She wound the leash in her hands a few times until the lead was taut between us. “I'm not your Mistress, Kandi. I sure as Hell am nobody's Goddess. But there was one title I mentioned earlier that I rather fancy. Wanna know what it is?”

“Yes.”

“You lie like a rug, but I appreciate the effort. No. Of all the things we've said, I think I like 'Daddy' best. Know why?”

“Cause even though you're a woman, you're more man than I'll ever be?”

Daddy covered her face with both her hands, she was laughing so hard.

“Oh, god. That was … chef's kiss.” Daddy shook her head. “That was way better than what I had, Kandi. So much better. Yeah. Let's go with that. I, a subby little mouse of a woman, am way butcher than you'll ever be.”

I burned alive on the apartment entrance. Martin had only taken me out en-femme a couple of times before. More people saw me, but they were strangers. Correction, strangers who didn't live on the same floor in the same apartment building as me. That had been humiliating. This was mortifying. I wondered if any of the girls had taken pictures.

Shit! What if someone had a ring camera? I could be all over the internet in seconds. My boss could be watching me live.

“How long do you think he's gonna last?”

“I don't know.”

“Longer than Kandi?”

“Yes.”

“Say it then.”

“Much longer than Kandi.”

“Ooo. I like that.” Daddy ran a hand through my hair, slicking it back. Experimenting. “I hadn't meant for you to go all third person. Most people sound pretentious as fuck,” Daddy mouthed the f-bob instead of saying it outloud, “but on you it sounds so … bimbo. I love it.”

“Thank you, Daddy.”

Why was I thanking her? I still didn't have a good answer.

“Why doesn't Kandi tell Daddy her rules.” It sounded like maybe it was a question, but it was an order.

“Kandi.” I took a deep breath. This wasn't going to be easy. “Kandi isn't …”

“Wait.” Daddy pulled out her phone. “I'm going to want this for later.” She leaned in close for another quiet confession. “I am so going to masturbate to this tonight.

“Now go.”

“Kandi isn't allowed to fuck her wife anymore.” The weight of the humiliation was building up in me. I'd cried half-an-hour ago, why was I tearing up again so soon? “Kandi isn't allowed to put her Kandi-dick in any hole belonging to anyone. Girl or boy.”
“How does Kandi cum?”

“Kandi cums with Kandi's hand. Into the toilet. Kandi puts spit on Kandi's palm and makes rubbies until Kandi spurts in the bowl.”

Daddy grabbed my hand and spit on my palm. “Show me!”

“That's against the rules.”

“You need a toilet? And you can't go inside your apartment cause Martin is doing your wife. And you're not allowed to leave the hall to use mine.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

I could see the wheels turning behind Daddy's eyes. “Wait here.”

She left the chair there and her door open.

I heard something like pans clattering to the floor followed almost immediately by a muffled expletive. There was more clanging then silence. Than another muffled curse word.

Two minutes later I saw Daddy walking towards me carrying a metal dog bowl in both her hands. The way she carried it made it clear that there was something in it, she didn't want to spill. The way she kept the thing ahead of her, told me she found whatever was in it to be extremely distasteful.

Whatever liquid was in it (and Kandi had a pretty good idea what that liquid was) was a darkish-yellowish brown. I gave Daddy a look when she put it down in front of me.

“Yeah, I know. I need to keep better hydrated. I'm working on it.”

“Are you ordering me to drink your …”

“No! No. Do you want to drink my pee?”

“No. Absolutely not.”

“Is it against the rules?”

I was at a loss. The subject of drinking another woman's piss had never come up. So technically …

“Never mind. I don't want to see you drink … that. I want you to make … what did you call it? Rubbies. I want Kandi to make rubbies for Daddy. Can you do that?”

“I'm not allowed to …”

“If you're going to say, you need a toilet, you're kneeling right over one.”

“I don't think …”

“Good girl. Sluts like Kandi don't think. I peed in that. I say that makes it a toilet. If you don't agree I can pound on that door till Martin and Heather come out. Do you want that?”

What the fuck was wrong with my life? What the hell was wrong with people? Was everyone in the world a giant closeted perv? Or had I just got lucky and moved in across from the only switch in the town who looked like she crocheted in her spare time.

“No.” I don't know how I could feel any more defeated, but I did.

“If you run out of spit, you can dip your hand in …”

“I won't.”

“Perfect. Just let me move a few things.”

Daddy tied my leash off on the doorknob. Hopefully, Martin wouldn't pull too hard opening the door when he was finished screwing Heather. He could choke me unconscious with one good yank. She then picked up her chair and moved it back into her apartment, just past the door. She reached one hand down the front of her waistband and used the other to hold the door. She was going to masturbate to me rubbing off over a bowl of her fresh pee. If anyone stepped into the hall, she could close her door while I'd be stuck out in the hall looking like the biggest pervert to ever crawl out of hell.

“Perfect” was right.

“Go on, girl. Do your trick.”

Either she'd just eaten Italian or she hated vampires, because Daddy's spit smelled like garlic. That didn't bother me so much as the asparagus stink rising up from the bowl.

“I drink from that bowl,” Daddy whispered across the hall. “I mean, I used to. You can have it now.” Her hand was making steady circles in her pants.

At least she didn't have a third hand to video this.

I'm not sure how I stayed hard through all that. Maybe being on the smaller side made things easier for me. If that was true, it'd be the only time my tiny dick got me anywhere. The thought didn't cheer me up.

“Is that how fast you usually go?” I hadn't noticed, but Daddy was trying to match the speed of her strokes with mine. “I don't mean to criticize, but I don't see how you get anywhere going so slow. Is it because you're so small? Is it a circulation thing?”

“You're not helping.”

Actually she was. Over the past two months, I'd been conditioned to equate those kinds of putdowns and insults with sexy time. Great. I was Pavlov's pervy dog. Call me names and I sprout wood.

“I could.” She bit her lip and started to pull down the corner of her top. “Help you out. Just a tit. I mean bit.”

She wasn't wearing a bra. I closed my eyes before the shirt came all the way down.

“Come on. They're not that bad. I know you can't see, but I'm jiggling it up and down with my hand. It is very sexy.”
“I'm sorry.”

“I refuse to be body-shamed by anyone who thinks three inches constitutes an erection.”

“It's got nothing to do with you. It's against the rules. I'm not allowed to see boobs. At all.”

“Not even Heather's?”

“Especially not Heathers.”

“What about TV?”

“Nope.”

“Art museums?”

“I had to change my commute because of a statue.”
“That is so cruel.”

“You don't know the half of it. I'm not even allowed to vagina any more.”

“Really?” Daddy sounded genuinely skeptical. “Cause when I leaned in close, I could have sworn I smelled it on your breath.”

“That's … yeah. Heather. Heather lets me lick her through her panties.”

“And you're ok with that?”

“What else am I going to do?”

“Rebel? Buy a porno magazine on the way to work. Do they still make porno mags?”

“I don't know. And I wouldn't if they did. Martin …”

“Has you on a very short leash.”

“Yeah.”

“Ok. You can open your eyes now. The evil titty is back in her cage.”

“You're not just saying that to get me in trouble?”

“Cross my tits and hope to die.”

“Fuck me!”
Not only was her tit out, Daddy was topless. And Bottomless. And still rubbing herself to the same beat that I had somehow sustained.

“Wow. You really have been starved, haven't you, baby?” Daddy sat up straight in her seat pointing her breasts at me. “You're staring at my saggy C-cups like they're the last plate of ribs in a room full of hungry dogs.”

“Can you please …”

“Don't look away!”

Her speed surprised me. This time when she slapped me, her hand was wet.

“That's incredible.” Daddy looked from the red mark on my face to the effect it was having between my legs. “You not only kept your erection, you got a little bigger. How is that possible?”

“I ask myself the same thing every day.”
“If I punch you, will you cum?”

“Please don't.”

“Are you scared you will? Cum in my piss like a little freak.”

“Please.”

“Does everyone in your life know how truly pathetic you are?” Daddy knelt down and grabbed my leash. “Cause I think it's … wonderful.”

“Stop teasing me.”

“I'm not.” Daddy brushed a strand of my hair back. “I think what you're doing is beautiful. You should let everybody see you like this. Your co-workers. Your buddies. I'd love to be there when you come out to your dad.”

“It's not like that.”

“What's it like?”

“I'm doing this cause Martin made me. I'd never …”

Daddy stood abruptly and forced her way forward until her bush was almost up my nose. I had to back into the door to avoid breaking another of Martin's commandments. I ran out of room before Daddy. She left another wet splotch on my other cheek.

“I'm doing this for your own good.” When Daddy pounded on the door, I could feel it on my back. Feel it on the tug of my leash attached to the knob. Feel it in the footsteps coming towards me on the other side.

Daddy crossed to the other side of the hall and back into her room before I felt the knob turn behind me. She flipped herself around and stood naked in her door frame, legs and arms spread to maximize my view of her forbidden bounty. Last April, I wouldn't have given her two thoughts, naked or not. After two months breast and pussyfree, she was a goddess.

Martin didn't say anything when he opened the door. He looked from Daddy to me and back again. Examined the leash that tethered me to the door. Kicked at the piss bowl in front of me. Smirked when he saw what I was doing.

“It looks like you two had an interesting time.” Martin's tone was neutral, but I knew better. “Is there anything you care to confess to, Kandi?”

“I …”

“Yes, Kandi. Why don't you confess.” Daddy arched her back. It was magnificent. “Tell him everything.”

“I tricked Daddy into showing me her parts.”

“Daddy?”

“A pet name. And really, Kandi. I'm not that gullible.”

“No. I'm responsible.”

“Honestly, I think she's just in need of some attention, Martin. The poor thing's been begging for all sorts of things, negative and otherwise, since you left her here.”

“I second that emotion,” Heather called out from behind me. “It's nice to meet you.”

“You too.” Daddy crossed the hall and extended her hand over me to shake Heather's. “Your … do you still call her your husband?”

I tried to turn around and came face to crotch with Martin's semi-erect penis. I could smell Heather on it.

“Only when I have to.”

“Hey. The two of us got along famously.” Daddy pointed from her to me and back. “If you ever need a sitter, I could give you my number.”

“That would be wonderful. Kandi can be a real handful.”

“Well. Not literally.”

The two women laughed at Daddy's joke. Martin rested his semi against my cheek.

“Look … I'm sorry, I don't know your name.”

“Apparently, Kandi calls her Daddy.”

“I love it.” Heather's voice got high. She clapped at the thought.

“Ok. 'Daddy'. Martin and I were just about to give Kandi a little loving guidance. There isn't any chance you'd like to join in?”

“I would love to. Let me just pop over to my place to grab my clothes and close the door.”

“Take the keys, leave the clothes, and close the door.” Martin throbbed a little as he gave the order and I saw it all. Hell, I was so close, I could smell it.

“Yes, sir.” Daddy made a naughty jog back to retrieve her key and secure her apartment. “I can see why you girls love him so much.” She whispered down at me on the way back.

“Is that your piss, Kandi?” Heather asked as Martin and Daddy entered the apartment. She was wearing a sheet when I turned to look at her.

“No, ma'am. It's Daddy's.”

“I'm all done with it. You can have it.”

“You heard Daddy. Bring it inside and you can figure out what to do with it later.”

When the door closed, I was somehow the one with the most clothes. Martin and Daddy were naked. Heather was more covered, but it was hard calling a bedsheet clothes.

“Not to push back on your absolutely wonderful orders, Sir. But should I be covering up a little? Just to keep Kandi from getting into any more trouble than she already is?”

“You can come in here with me, 'Daddy'.” Heather opened the sheet towards Daddy. I couldn't see anything, but Daddy got a full view of the goods. “I just love that. 'Daddy!' It is so perfect.”

“Speaking of perfect.” Daddy bit her lip as she took my wife's body in. I assume that both were naked, but I couldn't see anything beneath my blushing bride's shoulders. “Kandi really gave up those titties?”

“What can I say, she's kinda a ditz. Now hop in here before you freeze to death.”

“Your lips say 'no', but your nips say otherwise. Get in here.”

Heather wrapped the sheet around both of them and hugged the older woman close.

“Is that what I think it is?” I was hard to tell through the sheet, but it looked like Daddy's hands were dangerously close to places, I was forbidden to enter. “Running down your leg?”

Heather's only answer was a weird smile and a quick head shake.

“I've heard about sleeping in the wet spot.” Daddy pulled a hand above sheet level and gave it a sniff. “I've never heard of anyone walking around in the wet spot.” Daddy licked her finger clean. “Or sharing it with her girlfriend.”

While the ladies were getting settled in their sheet, in their wet spot, and on the sofa, Martin circled me silently with his hands behind his back. His cock bounced obscenely before him. It was obvious, he'd just fucked my wife. He hadn't had that long to recover. Yet, somehow, his half-hard shaft was already bigger than I was full grown.

“You know why I'm here, don't you, Kandi?” Martin stopped in front of me and locked eyes. His left hand wandered past me, worked its way under the chemise and rested on my bare ass cheek. A single finger brushed my defenseless, thoroughly clean, hole.

“Heather says, I've been grumpy.”

“A grumpy boy or a grumpy girl?” Martin's eyes were almost hypnotic.

“A grumpy girl, I guess.” It was hard looking at him. He was like the sun.

“I see what Heather means.”

“What are you going to do to me, Sir?”

“What do you want me to do, Kandi?” His breath was so warm on my already stinging cheek.

“I don't know.”

“How did your cheeks get so red?”

“Daddy … slapped me.”

“A lot,” Daddy chimed in from the sofa. “I slapped her a lot.”

“Kandi, I want you to go over to Daddy and tell her, you've been a lying little whore. Beg her to slap you again. Ask for it hard. You want to be crying when she's done.”

Martin gave my ass a firm but gentle smack as he sent me on my way. Daddy was able to maintain a half-serious, half-stern expression. Sitting up straight, looking like a schoolmarm wet dream. Heather was gently laughing at the show I was putting on.

“Daddy, I …”

“No!” Daddy put up one severe finger. “No talking till I say you can.”

I nodded.

Heather leaned over and whispered something in Daddy's ear. I had no idea what she'd share. Whatever it was, Daddy could barely contain her laughter. She cupped the lower half of her face in her hands until she regained control.

“Alright, Kandi.” Daddy sounded very pleased with herself. “I think there was something you wanted to ask me.”

“Yes, Daddy. I really want …”

“Should she be standing?” Heather sounded mock innocent. “Seems to me, any ditz asking for a favor from her 'Daddy' should show more respect.”

“She has a point.” Daddy made a lazy gesture towards the floor. “Down you go.”

The hardwood was cold and rough against my knees. Still, it was better than the hallway.

“How's the view back there?” Heather called back to Martin. With my back to him, he'd be pointed right at my chemise-covered butt.

“Your husband is absolutely lovely.”

“You don't want another inch? I can make her lift the hem up as much as you want.”

“I prefer to unwrap my presents myself.”

“Kandi?” Daddy's tone suggested that I was responsible for this delay.

“Kandi has been a lying little whore. Kandi is begging Daddy to slap her for being a lying little whore. Kandi wants Daddy to slap her hard.”

“Oh, my god, that is so cute.” Heather leaned over to Daddy. “Was that third-person ditz thing, you're idea?”

Daddy nodded back at her.

“And what will you do for me?”

“Anything.”

“Anything? That's an awful lot of possibilities.”

“Whatever Daddy thinks is best.”

“What if 'Daddy' asked you to lick up her pee?” Heather leaned back on the sofa exposing as much of her chest as possible without flashing full tit. “It's, what, an hour old by now. It's gotta be cool enough to drink by now.”

I looked pleadingly from Daddy to Heather.

“How about a foot lick?” Daddy stuck a leg forward, exposing the bare foot out from under the sheet. “Does she like feet?” Daddy looked from Heather to Martin.

“She hates them.”

“Perfect.” Daddy wiggled her toes in front of my face. “Do a good job and I might give me that slap you were begging for.”

I lowered my head, stuck my tongue out, and gave the top of the foot a tentative lick.

“That was pathetic.” Daddy slid a little closer to the edge of her seat, forcing her foot right into my face. “I want to see toes in your mouth and a smile in your eyes. There are men who'd pay their left nut to be where you are.”

I took the two biggest toes in my mouth. Daddy pushed a third one through the gap in my lips. The smell and the taste were bitter. Off. Not as disgusting as the dog bowl of piss I rubbed over, but that was a low bar to pass. Daddy's feet were calloused, sweaty, and probably been in socks and shoes for most of the day before she ditched them. Daddy was obviously an active gal.

“You know, it looks like she's giving your foot a blowjob.” Heather made eye contact with me when I looked up at her comment, but she wasn't talking to me. “Kandi is such a little slut.”

“You think she can deep throat?” Daddy pushed her foot forward, almost triggering my gag reflex. Drool flooded past the invading toes, down my chin, and onto my chemise. How fucked in the head was I that my first concern was how I was going to get the stain out?

“That's a work in progress,” Martin said from somewhere behind me.

“You know what would be hilarious.” Heather reached a foot out from beneath the sheets and wiggled it under my lingerie. “When she was John, Kandi wouldn't touch my feet. She was about as close to opposite of being a foot fetishist as there could be. Wouldn't it be funny if we made her one?”

“You can't give someone a fetish.” Daddy looked down at me casually as she began pumping her smelly foot back and forth into my mouth. “I mean, I can foot-fuck her face all I want, but that doesn't mean she likes it. That's not the same thing. Is it?”

“Trust me, she's enjoying it.” Heather pressed my erection between the top of her foot and the lowest part of my belly. “I can feel her little clitty throb down there.”

“Is that true, Kandi?” Daddy leaned down so close, I could smell the garlic on her breath over the stink of her feet. “Is your little thingy going pitter-pat down there?”

“That's an awful lot of drool coming out of her. Kandi never drools that much when she's sucking your cock, Marty.”

“Maybe she doesn't like the taste of pussy,” Martin offered.

“I don't get … oh.” The penny dropped for Daddy. “You only make her suck you after you fuck Heather.”

“So far.” Martin sounded so damn smug, I could belt him. “There's nothing saying it has to be exclusively her pussy, I pound first.”
“You are so naughty.”
Was I overwhelmed? Yes. Was I missing things that were going on around me? Definitely. In my defense, it's not easy keeping track of three people topping you and making small talk about your inadequacies. Not while a woman you barely met was feeding me her foot like it was the last cock on earth.

The slap came out of nowhere.

If Daddy hadn't pulled her foot out at the last second, I would have bit her on reflex. Instead, she laughed at my pain and stuffed her slobber-coated sole on my face after she was done. It didn't take much for her to push me away.

“I'm done with you.”

When I started to crawl away, I felt the swift kick to my ass. The foot was dry. Did that mean Heather had been the kicker, or had Daddy used her other foot. Martin was waiting for me; I didn't have the time or the willpower to ask.

He sat in Heather's chair as naked as he'd been when I left him. When I reached his knees, I half expected him to pop his dick in my mouth. He'd already flavored it with Heather's pussy. That's what he usually did.

Instead he patted his lap until I figured out, he wanted me to sit there. I meekly stood, smoothed my chemise under me like a good girl, and sat on Martin's naked lap.

I'd never sat on a man's lap, clothed or otherwise. Standing, I had a couple inches on Martin. Seated, I felt tiny and emasculated. His hard on throbbed beneath me, poking my ass and balls. Strong hands wrapped around my waist pulling me into his chest until my burning cheek rode his heartbeat.

“Every time I've had to punish you, Kandi, I've either taken away something or made you do something you've never done before. Something that used to disgust you when you were a man.” Matin began bobbing me up and down on his lap, like he was trying to calm a small child.

“I replaced you between your wife's legs. I took away your boxers and made you wear panties. I've painted your face with my cum and made you tell me, you love it. Clearly that hasn't been enough. Clearly, you need something far more extreme.”

Martin's hand snaked under the hem of my chemise. His hand was slick, pre-lubed, as he palmed my tiny crotch in his huge hand.

“I know that you like this, Kandi. I can feel your clit twitch under me. Tell me, you like it.”
“I love it, Sir.” I writhed on his lap.

“The first part of your punishment is going to be simple. From now on, you are to have your toes and fingernails painted at all times. Heather will make certain, the colors match. If anyone asks you about them, you are to tell them the truth. I don't care if you love your girl-nails, or hate your girl-nails, you are going to tell people what you really think about them. And tell them that your man made you paint them that way.”

“My man?”

“I'm man enough for all of you.” Martin kissed my neck. “That's what you want, isn't it? That's the point of inviting me into your marriage. Your wife shouldn't be the only one to ride my shaft.”

“Please.”

“Please, what? Please, take me to bed and fuck away your virginity?”
“I'm not a virgin. I've had plenty of women. Plenty.”

“And disappointed them all,” Heather chimed in from the sofa.

“Girls lose their cherries to men, Kandi. How many men have been inside you?”

“That's not … none,” I finally admitted.

“By your own admission, you've been a grumpy girl.”

“Yes, but …” Maybe I could think straight, if he stopped rubbing me.

“Is that why you're so grumpy, Kandi? Because you're tired of being a virgin? I can fix that for you. If you'd like.”
“I don't know. I don't know.”

“Shhh. Shhhh. That's ok. That's ok. I know thinking's hard.” Martin's hand stopped where it was. Firm pressure molded my cock and balls into the space between my legs. Martin left two fingers parallel to my small shaft and teased me until I was close to exploding. “Stop trying to be smart. Quit trying to figure things out. You're not a man. You never were. You're more sissy than girl. I can make you a woman.”

Martin's slick thumb joined the other fingers jilling me off. The sensations were intense. Electric. There was no denying, I was close.

“I don't care if you experiment with your sexuality, Kandi. You can play lesbian with the girls all you want. As long as you follow the rules. But at the end of the day, I think we both know what has to happen. Somebody needs to claim you, and you need to be claimed. I could do you that favor, Kandi. I could be your man. Just say the word and I will make it happen.”

“Please,” I moaned into his chest. This was too much for me.

I rode his hand to the most intense orgasm of my life. A part of me left my body when the first waves of pleasure washed over me. Everything was frozen in time. Everything was etched into my memory. The smell of Martin's cologne mixed with his natural musk. The stunned exclamations of my wife and neighbor. Was it my imagination, or were they welcoming me into their feminine ranks?

I was sweating and shivering when the spasms finally ended. Martin left his hand on me the entire ride. My orgasm had puddled into his hand. I thought he was going to feed me my cum. It wouldn't have been the first time. But he closed his fist around my puddle before lifting me up in his arms.

Martin was far stronger than me. I couldn't have gone from a sitting to a standing position with him in my arms. Martin did it without breathing hard. I heard the sheets rustle behind us as the ladies followed us into the bedroom. I felt like a toy when Martin threw me on the bed.

I knew he wanted my ass and I offered it to him. On all fours. My hole pointed up at him as insistently as his penis had poked into me on his lap.

But that wasn't what he wanted. Martin grabbed my ankle with his non-cum-holding hand. He pulled me forward, tossing me onto my back in the process. I spread my legs. This was my man and he was about to prove it.

A pillow went under my ass. Then he smeared my jizz on and in my hole. “That's a good girl,” he told me. “Good and wet for her man.”

Martin was hard enough, he didn't need to be fluffed. That didn't stop him dangling his shaft in front of me and spanking my cheek with it until I wrapped my mouth around the tip. I felt him sigh as I danced my tongue around the head. Felt him grow inside me.

Soon he'd be in another part of me.

As he settled into missionary, he kissed me hard. His tongue invaded my mouth. Claiming me in ways, his cock hadn't. Establishing his dominance. Defining me as the sissy I was. Hinting at the woman I might become.

“Tell me what you want, bitch!” he growled into my ear.

“I want your cock. Inside me.” God, I sounded so girly. “Please, Sir.”

It might have been easier if spit and cum hadn't been the only lube we used. I might have taken him smoother, if I had ever had anything more than an enema tube or a tampon up my backdoor. Heather had joked about pegging me, but Martin had always shot the idea down. Was he prepping me for this? Setting me up for a more painful, humiliating deflowering?

“It hurts,” I cried. He wasn't even a couple inches in. He had to be eight.

“That's what girls go through, for their man,” Daddy said from the doorway.

“It'll be easier next time,” Heather assured me. “Trust me.”

My wife was watching me get fucked, but I was somehow still the cuckold.

Martin shut me up with three fingers in the mouth. I stared up at his focused expression as he pushed another inch into me. I whimpered into his hand. I felt like I was being split in two. My hole felt like it was on fire.

Tears weren't enough to get Martin to stop his forward thrust. I tried to relax, but so much had happened to me that day. It was easy to be overwhelmed; relaxing took effort. Maybe it would've been easier if I was horny. Maybe things would have flowed better if I hadn't spunked in Martin's hand. Maybe the endorphins would've cut the edge off the torpedo being rammed up my virgin passage.

“I'm going to put this inside you, no matter what, Kandi.” Martin's voice was calm. Reasonable. Other than the heavy breathing that came with being that horny. “You can relax and let me in, or you can clench and put yourself through hell. I don't care.”

Was this what childbirth felt like? Even a little bit? God, I am so stupid when there's a dick in me.

“That's a girl. That's a girl. Let me in. You'll like it, I promise. It's gonna feel so good when I get going.”

“That's what my first told me,” Daddy said to Heather.

“Don't they all?”

“Grant you, your Martin is bigger than mine. He's what? Half-way in?”

“Oh, please no. I can't … I can't …” I was blubbering on the bed. There was no way I could take any more.

“You want this.” Martin pushed another inch deeper.

Something deep within me gave. I don't know if it was physical, psychological, a combination of the two, whatever it was vanished. The pain was still there. I think, I'd be feeling this fucking for weeks to come. But the resistance wasn't there any more.

I don't think it was anything I did. I think Martin battered me down in every way a person could be battered. Kept going until there resistance wasn't an option. Until I was a sore ripped-up rag doll riding his dick.

And inside that ball of pain was a seed of pleasure. If I hadn't cum already, it might have been enough to distract me from rest of the ball. If I had the chance to get hard. As hard as I could at least. I might be able to salvage something more from this than sitting down funny for a week and a rectum full of my man's seed.

After he got balls deep the first time, Martin started back.

“I bled too.” Daddy sounded so nonchalant.

“I didn't. But I'd been using my Ken doll as a dil-doll since I was 12.”

“I'm bleeding?”
Martin didn't say anything, just kept pumping. Working up a steady gradually increasing pace. I may have thought I was fucked before. Now I was fucked literally.

“Just a bit, sweetie.”

“It's normal. We'll take you to the clinic tomorrow and make sure you're doing ok down there. A Kotex in your panties ought to get you through the night.”

“Better get her on birth control while you're at it.”

“Wouldn't it be funny if all three of us got knocked up at the same time?”

Heather was talking nonsense. I hated her so much at that moment. I'd given her so much. Sacrificed things that most men wouldn't even consider. For her pleasure. For her security. For her. And there she was mocking me. Joking about getting pregnant by another man. Insinuating that I was so much a girl that Martin's seed could sprout in me. Planting the idea that Martin could impregnate me like I really was some fertile virgin girl.

“Do you like the sounds of that, Kandi?” Martin grunted as he thrust.

“No. No. I'm a good girl.” God, I sounded weak.

“Not if I cum in you. Only dirty girls get cum in them.”

“Guess that tells you what he thinks of me,” Heather said.

“I'll be your dirty girl any day, Sir,” Daddy chimed in.

“You'd look good carrying my baby, Kandi.” Martin started pumping harder. Deeper.

“Look at him go,” Daddy sounded impressed.

“Wait till it's you on your back. It is truly sublime. His dick is to die for.”

“Kandi sure seems to enjoy the motion.”

“Pound. Pound. Pound. The hits just keep on coming. He's a human jackhammer.”

“But I'm not sure, Kandi appreciates our stud's endurance. Her eyes rolled into her head ten minutes ago.”

“Maybe she's frigid.” Heather pulled the sheet tighter around her and Daddy, pulling them closer. “You'd have to be a real ice queen to not be screaming at this point.”

“I didn't hear you scream earlier.”

“Kandi isn't gagged.”

“Maybe she's thinking up baby names. She is about to get a big load of baby batter injected into her any minute now.”

“If it's a girl, my vote's for 'Daddy'.”

“You are so sweet.”

The ladies' casual chat became background noise as Martin continued to pound into me. I alternated between being a raw nerve and a plate of warm jello with each thrust. There wasn't an inch of my body that wasn't on fire. The sensation of every drive wasn't limited to my ass. Martin's assault radiating to every fiber of my body. He was not only ruining my hole, he was ravishing my arms, my legs, my fingers, and my face.

“I'm going to cum.” Martin's thrusts picked up to an unholy pace.

I'm not dumb. I knew what was going to happen when his limbs started to stiffen as much as his erection. I wanted this over. I wanted him finished and out of me. I wanted to crawl under the covers and never look at any of these people.

“Yes! Yes!” I screamed. “Fill me!”

Martin came hard, fast, and long.

“Oh, my god! Oh, my god! Oh, my god!” I felt every spurt as he exploded into me.

Martin collapsed on the bed beside me, like a felled sequoia.

“That had to be a head trip.” Daddy's face was hovering over mine when I opened my eyes. “I could feel each thrust across the room. You ok?”

I nodded. Words were not wording yet.

“I think that ticks all the boxes.” Heather was already headed for the kitchen, dragging the sheet behind her. “I'll put the kettle on and see about some munchies.”

“What about you, John?” Daddy … no, Terry made sure to use my real name. “You need some space to process all that, or do you need a cuddle?”
I lifted my arms towards her in answer.

Terry slid beside me as naked as she'd been when “Daddy” tricked me in the hallway. Her touch was soft and gentle only holding me as much as I allowed.

“It hurt so bad,” I told her.

“I'm sorry,” Martin said from the other side of the bed. I was amazed he could string that many words together.

“Don't be, John loved it.”

“Am I really bleeding?”

“No.” Terry ran her hand through my hair. It felt nice. Normal. I needed that. “That's just something we said.”

“We can ask the nursing students to take a look, if you want,” Heather called from the kitchen. “I'm sure they're curious about how the scene went.”

“Let's see how you feel after you've rested a bit.” Terry put her head on my shoulder.

“Should I talk about it?” I asked. “God, it feels stupid to say that.”

“There's nothing stupid about it.” Martin had the strength to put his hand on my shoulder. “Heather and I've been doing scenes for years and we've never done one that intense or involved.”

“I love that you have so many fantasies.” Heather brought out mugs and boxes of tea bags and placed them on the dining room table. “Gotta admit, the male pregnancy bit lost me, but I adored being your hotwife. Even if I am married to the guy who 'cuckolded' you.”

“Thank you. All of you. That was more than incredible. After the shit with my job. And mom. I needed this so bad. I still feel guilty getting all the attention.”

“Hey, we got something out of this too.” Terry gave me a sweet kiss on the nose.

“Listen to your wife. I don't know what the ladies got, but I know what I did. Dude, you are tight. It was an honor popping your cherry.”

“Thank you for deflowering me. It was everything I wished it could be.”
“Awww.” Terry purred beside me. “Our husbands are so cute together.”

“Just do me one favor.”

“What's that, 'sir'?”

“Next time, let's do it right. Your balls full and your ass full of KY.”

“Anything you say, sir. Anything you say.”
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