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______________________________________________________________________

I grabbed the drycleaning out from the back of my car, rushing back up to the office. Ms. Harper had asked me to pick up her dry cleaning an hour ago — but I was stuck in traffic for what seemed like an eternity.

Ms. Harper was the most famous lawyer in the city — hell, probably the most famous person to come out of it. She had been the lawyer for a dozen high-profile cases — never losing a single one.

It was my dream to be her intern — even if it meant grabbing her coffee and laundry.

I tossed the laundry bag over my shoulder, her suit in my other hand. If there was so much as a crease in her suit — it’d be my head.

I had only been interning for less than a month — but she had already shouted at me countless times. Even the smallest mistake or misstep could be cause for a lecture. It was hard work — but it would all be worth it.

I stepped off the elevator, my heart racing. The office was eerily quiet. Everyone else had gone home for the day. Only a few lights remained on. I approached Ms. Harper's office at the end of the hall, suit and laundry in hand. I took a deep breath and knocked softly.

"Come in," her stern voice called out.

I opened the heavy oak door. Ms. Harper's office was dimly lit, the city lights twinkling through floor-to-ceiling windows. Dark wood paneling and leather-bound law books lined the walls. A massive mahogany desk dominated the room. Ms. Harper sat behind it, her red lips pursed as she looked up from a stack of papers.

"You're late," she said coldly.

Her tailored blazer hugged her curves. Her silk blouse was unbuttoned just enough to make my cheeks flush. I stammered an apology, transfixed by her piercing gaze. She beckoned me closer with one manicured finger.

I rushed over, but my foot caught on the plush white carpet. I yelped, tumbling to the ground.

“Ah!”

I slammed against the carpet but managed to hold the suit up off the floor. Unfortunately, the laundry bag fell open — spilling the contents all over the white fur carpet.

I froze, mortified. Right before my eyes was a pair of delicate lace panties. Black and sheer, with intricate floral patterns. They looked so soft, so feminine. I couldn't tear my gaze away. My cheeks burned as I imagined Ms. Harper wearing them. The way they'd hug her curves. How they'd peek out from under her pencil skirts.

My heart raced. I knew I should look away, but I couldn't. I reached out, my fingers brushing the silky fabric. They felt even softer than they looked. I gulped, a tingling sensation spreading through my body. This was so wrong but so intoxicating.

"What do you think you're doing?" Ms. Harper's sharp voice cut through my daze. “You buffoon. You can’t even walk right.”

I jerked my hand back, stammering. "I-I'm so sorry Ms. Harper! It was an accident, I swear!"

I grabbed the underwear, feeling the softness against my touch as I tossed it into the laundry bag. I picked everything up — my heart racing as she sneered at me.

The woman draped one leg over the other, her black leggings hugged her calves as she brushed down her skirt.

She sighed as I sheepishly handed her the bag of laundry and her suit.

The corners of her lips cracked into a smile as she reached into the laundry bag, her red nails glinting in the dim light. My breath caught as she slowly pulled out the lace panties, dangling them from one finger. The delicate fabric swayed gently, hypnotizing me.

"These seem to have caught your attention," she purred, her eyes locked on mine.

I gulped, unable to look away. The sheer black material stretched between her fingers, the floral pattern intricate and alluring. I imagined how they'd feel against my skin, soft and silky.

"I...I'm sorry, Ms. Harper. It was an accident," I stammered.

She stood up slowly, panties still dangling from her hand. Her heels clicked on the hardwood as she circled around her desk. I held my breath as she approached, towering over me.

With a devious smirk, she held the panties in front of me. “You know… I never really liked this pair… I think it would look even better on you.”
I gasped. “L-look better on me?”

My mind was racing. What was she…

“Yes. Now, how about you put them on for me.”

The delicate panties hung from her fingers. The fabric was so thin, so delicate.

I stared at the lacy panties, my heart pounding. They looked so soft, so feminine. A strange urge came over me. I wanted to feel them against my skin.

"I... I couldn't," I whispered, but my eyes remained fixed on the delicate fabric.

"Oh, but you can," Ms. Harper purred. "And you will."

My cheeks burned with shame, but I felt a tingling excitement. This was so wrong, so humiliating. But I couldn't resist.

With trembling hands, I took the panties. The material was even softer than I imagined. I glanced at Ms. Harper nervously.

"Go on," she commanded. "Put them on."

I hesitated, then slowly unbuckled my belt. This was mortifying, but thrilling. I slid my pants down, face flushed.

My cock bulged up against my boxers, throbbing under her gaze as Ms. Harper licked her lips.

“Look how hard you’re getting… You want to put my panties on, don’t you?” She asked, her voice husky.

I gulped, suddenly the roomy office felt suffocating. I couldn’t tear my eyes off the panties — it was like they were calling me — begging me to put them on. Just the thought of the sheer, soft fabric hugging my thighs and cock made me shiver.

I nodded. “I… I want to put them on~”

The words hung on my lips shamefully. The blush filled my cheeks as my cock throbbed — desperate to break free from my boxers.

“Good. You’ll look so pretty wearing them.” Ms. Harper said, strutting back to her desk. “But I don’t want that hard cock of yours to rip them…”

Ms. Harper opened her desk drawer and pulled out a small metal device. My eyes widened as I realized what it was –- a chastity cage. She smirked as she approached me, the cage dangling from her fingers.

"We can't have that naughty cock of yours ruining my delicate panties," she purred.

Before I could react, she yanked down my boxers. My erect cock sprang free, bobbing in the cool air of her office. Ms. Harper's eyes gleamed as she gazed at it.

"My, my. So excited already," she teased.

In one swift motion, she grasped my shaft. I gasped at her touch, my hips involuntarily bucking. She tutted disapprovingly and tightened her grip.

"Hold still," she commanded.

I whimpered as she manipulated my cock, shoving it into the tight metal cage. The cold steel pressed against my sensitive flesh. It was snug - almost painfully so. Within seconds, my erection began to wilt.

"Perfect," Ms. Harper declared, snapping the lock shut with a decisive click. “Now you’ll be the perfect little slut.”

I stared down in disbelief at my caged member. The metal encased me completely, with only tiny gaps for peeing. My cock strained uselessly against its prison.

“F-fuck.” I groaned. My cock was throbbing — but the cage held me nice and snug.

"Now you're ready for your pretty panties," Ms. Harper said with a wicked grin.

I tentatively stepped into the panties, sliding the silky fabric up my legs. The lace tickled my skin as I pulled them higher. My fingers trembled as I eased them over my thighs.

I gasped as the delicate material stretched over my ass. The panties hugged my curves, the lace pattern emphasizing my feminine shape. I could feel every inch of the soft fabric against my sensitive skin.

My caged cock strained against the front of the panties, creating a small bulge. The steel cage felt cold and restrictive, a stark contrast to the warm silk encasing my hips.

I looked up at Ms. Harper, my cheeks burning with shame. Her eyes raked over my body hungrily. I felt so exposed, so vulnerable. But a thrill of excitement coursed through me.

"Turn around," she commanded. "Let me see that cute little ass."

Her words echoed in my head like a command that I dare not disobey.

I spun, slowly spinning to face away from her. The cool air hit my bare skin as the panties left most of my cheeks exposed. I heard Ms. Harper's sharp intake of breath.

"Bend over my desk, slut" she purred.

I leaned forward, bracing myself against her desk. The position made the panties ride up, nestling between my ass cheeks. I shuddered at the sensation.

Ms. Harper's hand came down hard on my exposed cheek. I yelped, more in surprise than pain. The sting quickly faded to a pleasurable warmth.

"Such a naughty little slut," she murmured, caressing where she had spanked. "Getting all excited wearing my panties."

I moaned softly, pushing back against her touch. Despite my shame, I was achingly aroused. My cock strained futilely against its cage, desperate for stimulation.

“Dirty slut, you love being humiliated, don’t you?” She chuckled.

I nodded, arching my back as the pain and pleasure from her spankings filled my head. “I… I love it!”

She chuckled. “Dirty little slut.”

Her words were humiliating, but they filled me with pleasure that I couldn’t deny. I bit my lip, feeling the precum oozing from the slit in my cage.

Ms. Harper's hand cracked against my ass again, sending jolts of pleasure through me. I whimpered, torn between shame and arousal.

"Stand up and face me," she ordered.

I slowly straightened, turning to meet her intense gaze. Her eyes raked over my body, lingering on the lacy panties hugging my hips.

"Take your shirt off," she commanded. "I want to see all of you."

My hands trembled as I grasped the hem of my shirt. I paused, suddenly feeling vulnerable.

"Now," Ms. Harper snapped, her tone brooking no argument.

I quickly pulled the shirt over my head, tossing it aside. Cool air hit my bare skin, making me shiver. I stood there in just the delicate panties, my caged cock straining against the lacy fabric.

Ms. Harper circled me slowly, drinking in the sight. I felt so exposed, so feminine. The panties accentuated my slender waist and the curve of my hips. Without my shirt, I looked softer, more delicate.

She smirked, walking to the laundry bag. The woman bent over, her skirt hugging her legs and ass as she grabbed a delicate red push-up bra.

“Here… This will make your tits look delicious.”

She handed me the pushup bra.

Blush filled my cheeks as I took it, slipping my arms through the bands. The fabric hugged my chest — my nipples pushing up against the lacy fabric as Mr. Harper circled around me.

“Let me help…”

I gasped as she snapped the bra on — the fabric snug to my chest. The cups in the bra pressed my pecs together — making it look like I had a nice rack on my chest.

She smirked. “Perfect. Such cute little tits.”

The woman licked her lips, eyeing the bulge in my panties. “Just a cute mound as well. You truly do look like a sexy little slut.”

I whimpered at the comment.

I should have been humiliated, being feminized by my boss, but instead, I felt amazing. The panties and bra hugged my body like a hug — pushing up my ass and tits.

I felt… Womanly… It was euphoric.

Mr. Harper tossed back her hair as she sat back down on her chair, draping one stockinged leg over the other. Her skirt rode up her thighs — revealing more and more of her sculpted thighs and calves.

My cock throbbed — or at least, it wanted to.

“My feet ache… come and give them a nice rub.” She said with a naughty smirk as she lifted one foot. Her black sheer stockings gripped between her toes.

I nodded, falling to my knees. “Y-yes, ma’am.”

“And call me mistress…” She smirked.

I gulped. “Y-yes… Mistress…”

“Good girl.” She purred.

I knelt before Ms. Harper, my hands trembling as I reached for her foot. Her stocking-clad toes wiggled invitingly. I gently grasped her ankle, marveling at how delicate it felt in my hands.

"That's it, pet," she purred. "It’s been such a hard week…”

I began to massage her foot, working my thumbs into the arch. Ms. Harper let out a soft moan of pleasure. The sound sent shivers down my spine. My caged cock strained against the lacy panties.

I worked my way up to her calf, kneading the toned muscle. Her stockings were silky smooth under my touch. I could feel the warmth of her skin through the sheer fabric.

She leaned back, her thighs spreading.

I couldn’t help but steal a glance under her skirt. I gulped, staring at her black panties that hugged her pussy so delicately. Even under her skirt — I could tell how wet she was. The smell of her musty grool filled my nose — making my mouth water.

“Such soft hands…” She purred. “You were made to be turned into a slutty girl, weren’t you?”

I whimpered — unable to disagree. The feeling surging through me — it was like a typhoon of shame mixing with a hurricane of sheer pleasure — and with my cock locked away — I felt more feminine than ever.

The woman smirked, clearly amused at the control she had over me. “Take my stocking off…”

I nodded obediently, my fingers trembling as I grasped the top of her stocking. Slowly, I rolled it down her leg, revealing her smooth, tanned skin inch by inch. Her toes wiggled as I slid the sheer fabric off her foot.

"Good girl," Ms. Harper purred. "Now the other one."

I repeated the process on her other leg, drinking in the sight of her bare skin. Her feet were delicate and perfectly manicured, the red polish on her toes gleaming in the dim light.

She flexed her feet, wiggling her toes. "Mmm, that feels so much better. I've been on my feet all day in court, you know. My poor toes are aching."

I gazed up at her, entranced by her beauty and power over me. She smirked, lifting one foot to my face. “Don’t you want to make me feel good?”

I nodded, blushing. “Yes mistress… I’ll do anything.”

“Anything?” She asked, her foot pressing against my face.

I moaned, inhaling her sweet and salty scent as her silky soft soles rubbed against my face.

"Clean them," she commanded. "Use that eager little tongue of yours."

My cheeks burned with humiliation, but I couldn't resist. I leaned forward, extending my tongue. Tentatively, I licked along the sole of her foot. The taste of salt and leather filled my mouth.

"That's it," Ms. Harper moaned. "Worship my feet like the good little slut you are."

“Mmh… I love worshiping you, my Mistress.” I moaned, not caring about what a dirty slut I sounded like.

Encouraged by her words, I grew bolder. I lashed my tongue between her toes like a whip, savoring her taste and scent. My caged cock throbbed uselessly as I licked and sucked at her feet.

The woman laughed at me. “Pathetic little slut.”

She kicked at my caged cock with her other foot. I whimpered, back arching. Just the tiniest contact with my caged cock was enough to make me moan.

“You’re leaking so badly… Disgusting.” She commented as my precum oozed through the cage and panties — rubbing on her foot.

The blush on my cheeks was searing red as her toes wiggled in my mouth. Ms. Harper stroked her fingers through my hair. “Good little sissy slut. Keep licking, filthy girl.”

I purred, her praise sending shivers through my spine.

“God… Just watching you is turning me on so much…” The woman leaned back, slowly lifting up her dress.             

She was right, her black panties were moist with grool as she spread her thighs. The delicate fabric hugged her pussy like a second skin — hints of her labia lips and curly black pubes peered out past the edges.

With a smirk, she pulled her toes out from my mouth. I panted, saliva on my chin as the taste of her sweat lingered on my lips.

“I can’t even contain myself. You’re just too cute.” She purred, wiggling on the seat as she slowly pulled her panties down her sculpted thighs.

I whimpered, staring at her pussy as it came into view. Her lips were nice and wet, blooming like a flower after spring rain as she dragged the fabric off her feet.

With a devilish smile, she leaned back, spreading herself fully for me.

My mouth water staring at her perfect pussy. The curly pubes crowned it perfectly as each breath caused her lips to bloom — teasing the pinkness inside.

“F-fuck~” I moaned, unable to hold back as her salty scent filled the air between us.

She laughed. “God, I can see your cock throbbing… Trying to bust out of it’s cage.”

She groaned, leaning back as her skirt scrunched around her waist. The woman’s long, slender fingers circled her clit, rubbing gently. “I bet you want to fuck me, don’t you?”

I nodded, “S-so fucking bad…”

“Too bad. Little sissy sluts don’t get to fuck.” The woman sneered. “Though… that tongue of yours did do a good job cleaning my feet… Perhaps my pussy and ass could use that same treatment.”

Slowly, her smile grew and a wicked glimmer sparkled in her eyes. “Lay down… On your back.”

I obeyed without hesitation, lying back on the plush carpet. My heart raced as Ms. Harper stood, towering over me. She stepped forward, planting her feet on either side of my head. I gazed up in awe, drinking in the sight of her powerful legs and glistening pussy.

She grinned down at me wickedly, holding her skirt bunched around her waist. Her scent was intoxicating, filling my senses. I could see every detail of her perfect pussy - the glistening folds, the swollen clit, the neatly trimmed hair.

“Be useful for once, slut. I expect that tongue to work overtime…”

I nodded eagerly, my mouth watering. "Yes Mistress, please..."

Slowly, teasingly, she lowered herself onto my face.

As soon as her wet cunt hit my mouth, my back arched.

“Oh!” She purred, “That’s it…”

Her thighs pressed against my cheeks as she settled onto my mouth. I lapped at her hungrily, savoring her tangy sweetness. My tongue explored every fold and crevice, circling her clit before plunging inside. Above me, Ms. Harper groaned with pleasure, grinding against my face.

Her thighs suffocated me as she sat squarely on my mouth. I couldn’t so much as breathe — but at this point, I didn’t care. I needed to pleasure her.

"That's it," she gasped. "Use that dirty little tongue like a good sissy.”

I redoubled my efforts, desperate to please her. I sucked her clit between my lips, flicking it with my tongue. Her thighs trembled on either side of my head — clamping around my face like a vice.

She rode my face harder, her juices coating my chin. I was lost in the taste and scent of her, my world narrowed to the paradise between her legs. My caged cock strained painfully, leaking precum into the delicate panties.

“Fuck.” She groaned, reaching back as my tongue buried into her cunt, flooding my tastebuds with salty grool. “You’re leaking so fucking bad.”

She gave my caged cock a slap, causing a muffled moan to escape my lips into her wet pussy.

My mind melted away, the shame, filth, and sheer pleasure of it all was too much. Her aroma filled my lungs instead of air as her weight pressed into my face — my nose buried into her curly pubes as her thighs cuffed my face.

“That’s it…” She praised, moaning between breaths. “L-lick me~”

My cock throbbed wildly against the cage, emasculating me as I worshipped the woman’s cunt.

“Mmmh… Now my ass, slut.” She chuckled, shifting her weight. I gasped, grool and spit covering my entire face as she aimed her tight asshole over my mouth. My tongue lashed out again, stroking up and down her nice, puckered asshole.

“Ohhh yes!” She moaned. “Good girl! K-keep going!”

Ms. Harper ground her ass against my eager tongue, her puckered hole twitching as I lapped at it hungrily. I circled the tight ring of muscle before plunging inside, tasting her. She moaned loudly, rocking back and forth on my face as her perky and firm cheeks hugged my wet face.

The sloshing sounds filled the air, mixing with her moans like choir bells.

"That's it, you dirty little slut," she panted. "Worship my ass like the pathetic sissy you are."

Her hand reached back, slapping my caged cock through the delicate panties. I whimpered into her ass, the mix of pain and pleasure overwhelming. My hips bucked involuntarily, desperate for more stimulation.

"Look at you, so desperate," Ms. Harper taunted. "Your little clitty is leaking so much. These pretty panties are getting ruined."

She ground down harder, nearly suffocating me with her perfect ass. I gasped for air whenever I could, but mostly focused on pleasuring her with my tongue. I alternated between her dripping pussy and tight asshole, savoring both holes equally.

Ms. Harper's fingers found my nipples through the lacy bra, pinching and twisting them roughly. I moaned into her, the sensations sending jolts straight to my aching cock.

"Such sensitive little tits," she purred. "Just like a real girl."

I felt so feminine, so submissive beneath her. The cage prevented any hope of an erection, leaving me soft and pliant. The panties hugged my curves, reminding me of my new place.

Ms. Harper's thighs began to tremble as she neared her peak. She ground down harder, using my face for her pleasure. I licked and sucked frantically, desperate to make her cum.

"Oh fuck, I'm going to cum all over your slutty face," she groaned. “Take it like a good girl.”

I gripped the carpet, my mind melted as her entire body shook with euphoria.

“Ahhh!” With a loud cry, she climaxed. Her pussy gushed, coating my chin and neck with her juices. I lapped it up eagerly as she shuddered above me. The grool was so sweet and thick, like syrup that coated my entire mouth.

Finally, she lifted off my face. I gasped for air, my face a mess of her cum and my saliva. Ms. Harper smirked down at me, clearly satisfied.

"Not bad, for a sissy slut," she said. "Maybe you're good for something after all."

“Th-thank you, mistress.” I groaned, cock aching as I licked the grool and spit off my trembling lips. My eyes were still glazed over as pleasure filled my mind. Bring my Mistress such pleasure had brought me the same euphoria. I wasn’t a very good assistant… but I was a perfect little sissy.

“How about you come over tomorrow? I have a real man visiting, and I think I’m going to need my sissy to clean up after he’s done.”

A shiver shot up my spine, “O-of course… Mistress. Anything you want.”

“Good.” She smiled, staring at my caged cock underneath her stained panties. “Keep the cage on. I don’t want my sissy pleasuring herself without my permission.”

************             

I showed up as the moon lit up the cloudless sky. Under my pants, I still had my chastity cage on. It was painful and emasculating. My cock was leaking nonstop — balls full from Ms. Harper’s humiliation yesterday.

With a deep breath, I knocked on her front door.

It didn’t take much time for Ms. Harper to answer, swinging the door open with a wide smile. “There you are sissy… Just in time.”

She wore a fluffy white bathrobe. Her black hair was luscious and flowed down her back like a river.

“My man just left… and he made quite the mess.”

She grabbed my hand, pulling me inside. Her house was massive, all sleek modern design and expensive furnishings. We passed through a grand foyer with a crystal chandelier and marble floors. My shoes clicked on the polished stone as she led me down a hallway lined with abstract art.

The living room was equally impressive. Floor-to-ceiling windows looked out over the twinkling city lights. Plush white carpet covered the floor. A huge sectional sofa dominated the space, its leather upholstery gleaming in the soft lamp light.

As we entered, the musky scent of sex hit me. My eyes widened as I took in the scene. The couch cushions were askew, clothes strewn haphazardly across the floor.

But what really caught my attention was the large wet spot in the center of the couch. Even from across the room, I could see the glistening sheen of bodily fluids soaked into the leather. My cock strained painfully against its cage as I imagined what had transpired there.

Ms. Harper's bathrobe had slipped open slightly, revealing tantalizing glimpses of her curves. I could see faint red marks on her neck and collarbone - evidence of passionate kisses and bites. Her hair was tousled, her lips swollen. She looked thoroughly satisfied.

She huffed, falling back on the couch as the robe slouched off her body. Her tit peered out, the dark nipple hard already. “Kneel.”

Her words echoed like a command that I dare not disobey. I dropped like a ton of bricks to my knees — ready to worship her however she asked.

She smiled at my obedience. “Good slut… Take off your clothes, let me make sure that cage is still on…”

I nodded, my hands trembling as I reached for the hem of my shirt. Slowly, I pulled it over my head, revealing my smooth chest. The cool air made my nipples harden instantly. I tossed the shirt aside, feeling exposed under Ms. Harper's hungry gaze.

Next, I unbuttoned my shorts, sliding them down my legs. The fabric pooled around my ankles as I stepped out of them. Now clad only in my boxers.

"Don't stop now, sissy," Ms. Harper purred. "Show me that locked up clitty."

Blushing furiously, I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my boxers. With a deep breath, I pushed them down, exposing myself fully. The chastity cage gleamed in the soft light, encasing my straining cock. Clear fluid leaked from the tip, evidence of my arousal.

I stood there naked except for the cage, feeling utterly vulnerable and feminized. Ms. Harper's eyes raked over my body, lingering on the metal device between my legs. A wicked smile spread across her face.

"Good girl," she cooed, draping one leg over the other. "Now come closer so I can inspect it properly."

I stepped forward, my lungs refusing to fill with air as she leaned forward — inspecting my cage cock.

“Good… Locked away like it deserves.”

Her finger stroked up and down the cage, as her hot breath slipped through the bars — making me shiver.

“Maybe if you clean me up, I’ll let you cock out to play. Maybe.” She said with a wicked smile before leaning back on the plush couch.

With a shrug of her shoulders, the bathrobe fell to the couch. I gasped, her body was impeccable.

Her tits were nice and big, with just the right amount of perk, and her hips were amazing.

My eyes admired her body — curvy in all the right places before they trailed down between her legs.

I gulped, mouth watering at the sight before me.

Her cunt was sopping wet. Ruined and dripping with creamy cum and grool.

“As you can see,” she smiled “We had so much fun.” The scent of cum and pussy juices filled the air. “Now I need my sissy to clean me up just right.”

I licked my lips. “Y-yes, Mistress.” I groaned, cock throbbing. “Anything you wish.”

My hands cupped around her thighs as I pulled the woman towards the edge of the couch.

She purred as my mouth hovered over her filthy pussy.

The scent was intoxicating. I couldn’t get enough.

Each breath she took pushed out more creamy cum as she chuckled. “Go ahead, sissy… Clean up.”

I leaned in, my tongue tentatively reaching out. The first taste hit me like a tidal wave. Salty, musky, with a hint of sweetness. I moaned involuntarily as I lapped at her folds, savoring the mix of her juices and the other man's cum.

The texture was thick and creamy, coating my tongue as I worked. I could feel the sticky residue clinging to my lips and chin. Ms. Harper's pussy was swollen and sensitive, quivering under my touch. Her clit peeked out from its hood, begging for attention.

“Oh fuck!” She moaned, gritting her teeth as he grabbed my hair, holding my back against her filthy cunt as her thighs clamped around my face. “That’s it, dirty slut. Eat the cum and filth out of my pussy.”

She grinded her hips against my face, the cum and wetness sticking to my face like filthy grew as I let out a moan. “Ohh fuck… Mistress~”

“You like that, you little slut? You like cleaning my cunt like a good sissy whore?”

“Y-yes!” I cried out, my tongue lashing her ruined pussy like a whip.

She chuckled deeply, massaging my scalp as her legs hooked around my head — holding my face in place against her cunt. “Good sissy.”

Thick ropes of precum oozed out of my cock — the cage hurt so fucking good.

Each labored breath I took caused my lungs to fill with her musk as my tongue scooped all the cum into my mouth.

She laughed again, holding my face still as she rubbed her pussy all over my face. I panted like a dog as the filth coated me.

“Such a dirty slut. God, you’re dripping with filth. How does it taste?”

I whimpered. “S-so fucking good.”

“Good. Enjoy a real man’s cum, you sissy.” She teased.

Finally, she pulled my face away. I gasped, feeling the coating of filth glazing my face like a donut. I was filthy.

“Good work, sissy.” She chuckled. “I’m nice and clean now…”

She glanced down at my caged cock — dripping like a faucet with precum. “I think you earned a nice, slutty release.

I whimpered as she stood. “On your hands and knees.” She commanded.

I did just that, going on all fours as my back arched.

Ms. Harper grabbed a small key off her side desk, reaching down and unlocking my cock. I gasped, feeling the cage fall free. My cock grew instantly — turning to diamonds as I let out a moan.

“Nuh, uhh…” She said. “No touching your sissy cock, slut. I’m going to give you your reward another way…”

She used her long finger to wipe some of the filth from my face — dripping like dirty raindrops onto the floor as she coated her fingers in the creamy concoction.

She spreads my ass, circling my tight hole with her dirty finger. I gasp at the sensation, my body trembling with anticipation. Ms. Harper's touch is gentle but insistent as she traces my puckered entrance.

"Such a tight little sissy hole," she purrs. "I bet you're just aching to be filled, aren't you?"

“Ooh fuck~” I whimper in response, unable to form words. The mix of humiliation and arousal is overwhelming. Her finger, slick with the remnants of her encounter, teases my sensitive rim. “Ooh!”

She laughed. “So fucking eager.” The woman reached over to her disposed clothes on the floor. She fished out her dirty panties, balling them up as she held them up to my mouth. The musty, sweet scent filled my nose as I inhaled deeply against her dirty panties.

“This will make a good gag for you to bite down on. Open wide, slut.”

I did just as she commanded, opening my jaw as wide as it would go.

With an evil chuckle, she shoved the filthy panties into my mouth. I gasped, biting down on the fabric as the make-shift gagged filled my mouth. I purred, sucking on the filthy fabric as the taste of her pussy once again flooded my mouth.

“Now… Back to your reward.” She purred, her finger pressing against my asshole.

My eyes rolled back as I bit down on the fabric, moaning into the panties as I felt the tip of her finger slide past my outer ring. Even that was enough to make me pant.

“Mmmh, so tight. Tell me slut, is this a virgin asshole?” She whispered into my ear, her other hand stroking up and down my back.

I nodded, panting as my tongue lashed against her panties — my back arching like a true slut.

“Perfect. I love virgin sissies.”

Slowly — torturously slowly — she pushed her finger deeper and deeper in my forbidden asshole.

I panted like a dog, my toes curling and my body tensing as my entire focus went to the finger penetrating me.

“That’s it,” she praised, “take it like a good girl~”

Ms. Harper's finger slid deeper into my virgin hole, exploring and probing. I whimpered around the panties in my mouth, overwhelmed by the new sensations. Her finger curled inside me, searching.

"Now where is that special spot?" she purred.

Suddenly, her fingertip brushed against something that made me see stars. My whole body jolted as pleasure surged through me. “Mmphf~”

"Ah, there it is," Ms. Harper said triumphantly. "Your cute little sissy button."

She began to massage my prostate with slow, deliberate strokes. Waves of intense pleasure radiated from that spot, unlike anything I'd felt before. My cock throbbed and dripped, desperate for touch.

"Look at you, trembling like a bitch in heat," she taunted. "You love having your pussy played with, don't you?"

I nodded frantically, beyond shame. Her finger was buried to the knuckle in my ass, the filth from her used cunt now coating my insides. I felt so dirty, so debased. Cum and pussy juices were drying on my face in sticky trails. The taste of her soiled panties filled my mouth.

Yet I had never been more aroused in my life. Each press against my prostate sent shockwaves of pleasure through me. My hips rocked back instinctively, fucking myself on her finger.

"Such an eager little slut," Ms. Harper laughed. "I think you were born for this - to be a dirty sissy fucktoy."

She was right. In that moment, I knew this was what I was meant to be. Her plaything, her sissy, her slutty little girl.

As she continued to milk my prostate, I felt my orgasm building. It was different than anything I'd experienced before - deeper, more intense. My whole body trembled as the pleasure mounted.

The woman laughed, slipping another finger inside — spreading me wide open. My tight, virgin asshole clenched her fingers like gloves as she wiggled them around inside me.

My cock throbbed wildly — slapping up and down as I felt my balls tighten.

Ms. Harper noticed my impending climax and intensified her movements. Her fingers plunged deeper, massaging my prostate with expert precision.

"That's it, you dirty little slut," she purred in my ear. "I can feel you getting close. Your sissy pussy is clenching so tight around my fingers."

I whimpered and moaned through the panty gag, my whole body trembling. Precum dripped steadily from my achingly hard cock, forming a puddle on the floor beneath me.

"Look at you, about to cum without even touching that pathetic excuse for a cock," Ms. Harper taunted. "A real man would need his dick stroked, but not you. You're going to cum from just having your ass played with, aren't you?"

I nodded frantically, beyond shame. She was right - I was going to explode just from the sensation of her fingers in my virgin hole.

"That's because you're not a man at all," she continued, her words cutting through me like knives even as her fingers brought me indescribable pleasure. "You're just a sissy little girl. My pretty little fucktoy."

Her free hand came down hard on my ass, the sharp crack echoing through the room. I cried out, the pain mixing with pleasure in a dizzying cocktail.

"Cum for me," Ms. Harper demanded. "Cum like the dirty little girl you are. Show me what a filthy sissy slut you've become."

Her fingers curled inside me, pressing relentlessly against my prostate. The pressure was unbearable, pleasure building to a crescendo.

"Do it now!" she commanded. "Cum for your Mistress!"

“Mmmmph!” With a muffled scream, I exploded. My untouched cock pulsed violently, spraying thick ropes of cum onto the floor. My ass clenched rhythmically around her fingers as waves of the most intense orgasm I'd ever experienced washed over me.

My mind was blank as she let out a groan. “So fucking filthy… Naughty girl.”

Ms. Harper didn't let up, continuing to milk my prostate as I shuddered and convulsed.

Finally, my cock was milked dry. She pulled her fingers out of me, as I collapsed onto my own puddle of thick, filthy cream.

I gasped, spitting the panties out of my mouth as I panted for air.

Ms. Harper laughed, running her dirty fingers around my mouth — my tongue lashed out, tasting my own body on her slender fingers.

“Good girl. You came so hard for me, but god, you made quite the mess…”

I whimpered as she stood, her foot gently kicking my balls. “Make sure to clean it all up, slut.”

I nodded, pulling myself off. “Y-yes, mistress… Anything you ask.”

“Good girl.” She praised. “Just looking at you is getting me so wet again… I may need you to clean my pussy before we’re done. In fact… I may want you to stick around forever. You can be my own personal sissy slut.”

She smirked down at me. “How does that sound?”

I bit my lip, barely able to think as the pleasure lingered in my head. “Amazing~. I’m yours… Forever.”
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