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______________________________________________________________________

My wife was still on her business call. It was late into the evening, and dinner was getting cold on the stove.

While I hated how much she worked — I couldn’t deny how much I loved being a househusband.

My wife, Alice, would bring in the money, and I would take care of her every need at home.

I decided to clean the bedroom while waiting. Alice liked a tidy house, and I wanted to please her. The vacuum hummed as I pushed it across the carpet, and dust flew up in the sunlight. I sprayed and wiped the dresser, polishing the wood. The mirror sparkled when I was done.

Time to make the bed. I pulled off the old sheets, balling them up. As I shook out the fresh linens, something fell to the floor. A pair of Alice's used panties. Lacy and black. Still carrying her scent. My breath caught.

I knew I shouldn't touch them. Alice would be angry. But I couldn't resist. A shiver shot up my spine — Alice was in the other room, I could hear her voice echo down the halls — some business jargon that I wasn’t familiar with.

Perhaps a quick whiff couldn’t hurt?

My hand trembled as I reached down. Alice was the dominant one in the relationship — and in the bedroom. She didn’t like it when I pleasured myself without her say-so. I couldn’t so much as touch myself unless she commanded it.

But I couldn’t help it. Her lacy black panties called to me — my hand reaching down as if with a will of its own.

I brought the delicate lace panties up to my face, inhaling deeply. The scent was intoxicating - sweet and salty, with hints of Alice's perfume and her natural musk. My cock hardened instantly in my pants, straining against the fabric. I couldn't help but let out a low groan.

“Ooohh…”

The panties were so soft against my skin. Black lace with a tiny satin bow. I could picture them hugging Alice's curves. My fingers traced the edges, feeling where they had pressed against her most intimate areas.

I inhaled again, more desperately this time. My head was swimming. I knew this was wrong, that Alice would punish me if she caught me. But I couldn't stop myself. My hips rocked slightly as I rubbed my face in the silky fabric.

My lungs filled with her salty and sweet aroma — causing my mind to spin as another shiver shot through my spine. The fabrics were so thin and soft, it felt like I was touching a cloud.

All my senses dulled as my tongue poked out, slowly running up and down the moist fabric.

Her pussy grool lingered on my tongue. Alice’s wetness tasted amazing. So salty with a sweet and tangy kick.

My cock tented in my pants — begging to be let free. I groped my bulge, massaging the tent in my pants as I pressed the panties up to my face — inhaling deep as my mind melted away to the scent of her aroma.

“Well, well, well…” Alice’s voice filled the room.

I gasped, dropping the panties onto the bed as I spun around. “H-hello… I was just cleaning.” I whimpered.

Alice puckered her red lips — her auburn eyes darting down to the tent in my pants as a single strand of brown hair broke from her ponytail and dangled over her face.

My cheeks flushed red.

Alice's heels clicked on the hardwood as she strode into the room. Her presence filled the space, commanding and powerful. She towered over me in her tailored suit, every inch the successful businesswoman.

"What do we have here?" she purred, lips curving into a predatory smile.

I trembled as she approached, unable to meet her piercing gaze. Alice reached past me, her perfume enveloping me as she plucked her panties from the bed. She dangled them from one manicured finger, examining them closely.

"Tsk tsk," she chided. "Someone's been a naughty boy. You know better than to touch my gym panties without my permission.”

Her voice dripped with authority. I felt small and weak before her, ashamed at being caught. But a thrill also ran through me. This was Alice in her element –- dominant and in control.

She stepped closer, her body heat radiating. I could see the outline of her breasts straining against her silk blouse. Her skirt hugged her curves.

“I… I’m sorry…” I whimpered, voice trembling. “Mistress…”

Mistress… It was what I called her when I’d been naughty. She liked it, but not even that could save me now.

Alice balled the panties in her hands. “Open up.”

I paused for a second, my heart racing. But I knew better than to disobey. Slowly, I parted my lips. Alice's eyes flashed as she shoved the damp panties into my mouth. The lacy fabric filled my oral cavity, pressing against my tongue and cheeks.

“Ghhhg~” I gagged slightly at the sudden intrusion. The taste was overwhelming — salty, musky, with a hint of sweat. Her essence coated every inch of my mouth. I could feel the moisture from the crotch area seeping onto my tongue.

Alice's hand shot down, gripping my bulge firmly through my pants. I let out a muffled moan around the panties. Her fingers squeezed and massaged, sending jolts of pleasure through me.

"Mmm, you like that, don't you?" she purred. "Tasting me while I touch you. Such a naughty boy."

I couldn’t deny it… I loved it.

The shame — the humiliation. It made me whimper with sheer pleasure.

Her grip tightened, almost painfully. I whimpered, my hips instinctively pushing into her hand. The lace scratched my tongue as I worked my jaw, trying to accommodate the intrusion.

Alice leaned in close, her breath hot on my ear. "Suck," she commanded. I obeyed, hollowing my cheeks as I sucked on her used panties. The flavor intensified, flooding my senses. My cock throbbed urgently in her grasp.

She giggled, tucking the loose hair behind her ears as she pulled her hand from my bulge. I whimpered, thrusting gently as precum oozed onto my pants.

Alice grabbed the panties by the waistband, pulling them out of my mouth as she grimaced. “You ruined them…”

“S-sorry mistress…” I whimpered, saliva rolling down my chin as her salty taste coated my mouth in a dirty film.

Her sicky smile grew. “I think they belong to you now, in that case.”

“B-belong to me?”

She nodded, licking her lips. “Since you got them all dirty with your spit.” Alice tossed the moist panties onto the floor. “I don’t need them anymore. Why don’t you put them on, slut?”

“Wh-what?” I gasped. Put them on? Her dirty panties? That would be disgusting — it must be some sort of joke — some sort of lesson to teach me to keep my hands off her stuff.

But the devious glimmer in Alice’s eyes told me that she wasn’t joking.

The tall brunette crossed her arms over her chest, the buttons on her blouse about to rip off as her tits pushed forward. “Well? Don’t keep me waiting.” She said, gritting her teeth. “Strip, and on the panties.”

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

I trembled as Alice's eyes bore into me. My hands shook as I reached for the buttons of my shirt. I fumbled, struggling to undo them under her fiery gaze.

"Hurry up," Alice snapped.

“S-sorry, mistress~”

I quickened my pace, practically ripping the shirt off. My bare chest was flushed and heaving. I kicked off my shoes and socks, then began to fiddle my belt.

Swallowing hard, I undid my belt and zipper. I pushed my pants and boxers down in one motion, stepping out of them. My cock sprang free, achingly hard and leaking precum. I stood naked before her, exposed and vulnerable.

Alice's eyes raked over my body hungrily. "Look how excited you are," she purred. "Such a naughty little slut."

I blushed furiously, but couldn't deny the thrill her words sent through me. My cock twitched wildly.

"Now put them on," Alice ordered, nodding to her discarded panties.

With trembling fingers, I picked up the damp, lacy garment. The fabric was cool and silky against my skin. I stepped into the leg holes, slowly pulling the panties up. The lace scratched deliciously as it slid over my thighs.

I adjusted myself, tucking my hard cock into the silky pouch. The head poked out over the waistband. The tight fabric hugged my ass, accentuating its curve.

I felt… Humiliated.

Her panties were snug to my body, the waistband about to snap under my less-than-dainty figure.

Alice grinned widely. “Fuck… Your cock is about to burst right through them.”

She was right, the fabric strained as my throbbing cock pressed up against it. The band rode up between my asscheeks — making me moan.

Alice took a step closer — her feminine scent wafting in the air as my precum oozed onto the panties.

“You look so pretty in those panties, slut.” She purred before reeling back and giving my cock a slap.

I whimpered, teeth grit as the pain and pleasure shot through me. Alice laughed again, giving my cock another slap.

My body buckled and my cock bounced in the black lace prison. “Mmmh, so hard.” She purred, licking her lips.

My mind went numb. My balls were so full, precum leaked all over the already dirty fabric.

“You’re dripping,” Alice said, a hint of arousal mixed with disgust in her voice.

“Sorry, mistress.” I whimpered.

“Don’t make a mess. You know how I hate messes.”

I nodded. My cock was throbbing — begging to be pleasured. But I couldn’t. Not without her permission.

"You really are pathetic, aren't you?" Alice sneered. She circled me slowly, her heels clicking on the floor. "Look at you, all dolled up in my dirty panties like the little sissy you are."

I whimpered, my cheeks burning with shame. But my cock throbbed harder, straining against the delicate lace.

Alice's hand shot out, gripping my chin roughly. She forced me to meet her gaze. "Tell me what you are," she demanded.

"I-I'm a pathetic sissy, Mistress," I stammered.

"Louder!" she barked.

"I'm a pathetic sissy!" I cried out.

Alice's lips curled into a cruel smile. "That's right. My pathetic little sissy slut." Her hand trailed down my chest, nails raking across my skin. "And what do pathetic sissies deserve?"

I swallowed hard. "P-punishment, Mistress."

"Good girl," she purred. In one swift motion, she shoved me backwards onto the bed. I landed with a soft thud, the mattress creaking beneath me.

Alice loomed over me, her presence overwhelming. She slowly unbuttoned her blouse, revealing a lacy red bra underneath. My mouth went dry at the sight of her creamy cleavage.

"You like what you see?" she taunted. "Too bad you'll never get to touch."

I gulped. God, her body was perfect — but I was never allowed to touch her without permission.

She unzipped her skirt, letting it pool around her ankles. Her matching red panties hugged her curves perfectly. I couldn't tear my eyes away.

Alice climbed onto the bed, straddling my chest. Her weight pressed down on me as she settled herself. The scent of her arousal was intoxicating.

"Open wide," she commanded.

I parted my lips obediently. Alice gripped my hair roughly, yanking my head back. In one fluid motion, she pressed her pantied crotch against my face.

Her musky scent filled my nostrils as the damp fabric rubbed against my lips and nose. I moaned involuntarily, my hips bucking upwards.

"That's it, breathe me in," Alice purred. She ground herself against my face, her wetness seeping through the thin material. "This is all you're good for – being my little seat cushion."

I whimpered pathetically, desperately trying to stick my tongue out for a taste. But Alice kept me firmly in place, denying me any relief.

"Look at you, so eager," she taunted. "Such a dirty little slut." She rocked her hips, smearing her juices all over my face. "Is this what you wanted when you stole my panties? To be used like the worthless toy you are?"

"Yes, Mistress," I mumbled against her crotch. "Please use me."

The scent of her aroma filled my lungs instead of air. The salty, musty scent melted my mind — turning my thoughts to smoke.

I was nothing that her sissy boy to play with and please as she commanded — and I loved it — I loved the degradation of it all.

Alice hovered her hips over my face, her knees digging into the mattress on either side of my head as I panted, feeling her wetness on my face.

Her hand trailed down her slender hips as she moaned, “It’s been such a long day…”

I watched her finger hook into her moist panties, holding the red fabric to the side. I whimpered, staring right at her blooming cunt.

God, she was so wet. Her lips were blooming like the petals of a flower after a spring rain, while her curly brown pubes were coated in grool.

The scent hit me like a truck. My back arched off the bed as I inhaled deeply — the powerfully musty scent flooding my lungs.

Alice's eyes gleamed with wicked delight as she hovered over me, her glistening pussy mere inches from my face. I could feel the heat radiating from her core, see the way her folds glistened with arousal.

"You want to taste me, don't you sissy?" she purred. "To bury your face in my cunt and lap up all my juices like a good little pet?"

I nodded frantically, my tongue darting out to wet my lips. "Yes Mistress, please!"

She tsked, wagging a finger. "Ah ah, not so fast. You've been very naughty. You don't get to touch." A cruel smile played on her lips. "But I do need to be cleaned up. All that grinding on your face has made quite a mess."

My heart raced as I realized what she meant. Alice lowered herself slowly, until her dripping pussy was mere centimeters from my mouth. Close enough that I could feel the warmth of her flesh, smell her intoxicating musk. But not close enough to touch.

"Now be a good boy and blow on me," she commanded. "Nice and gentle. I want to feel your breath on my clit."

I obeyed, pursing my lips and blowing softly. Alice shuddered, a breathy moan escaping her. "Mmm, that's it. Again."

I continued, alternating between long, slow exhales and quick puffs of air. Alice writhed above me, her hips undulating. Droplets of her arousal fell onto my face and chest as I worked.

"Harder," she demanded. I increased the force of my breath, watching in awe as her clit swelled and peeked out from its hood. Alice threw her head back, grinding down. "Oh fuck yes, just like that!"

I was painfully hard, my cock straining against the lace panties. But I didn't dare touch myself. My sole focus was on pleasuring my mistress with nothing but the air from my lungs.

The leaking precum coated my pelvis and the hairs on my belly. I didn’t even touch it, but the pressure of the panties rubbing my cock against my stomach filled my shaft with pleasure.

“Hmm… Still so wet.” Alice smirked, her brown hair dangling over her flushed face as she stared down at me. “Perhaps that tongue of yours will work… make sure to lick it all up like a good slut.”

Alice lowered herself onto my waiting mouth. Her hot, wet pussy lips engulfed me. I moaned as her tangy flavor exploded across my tongue. My hands gripped the sheets as I lapped eagerly at her dripping cunt.

"That's it, lick me clean," Alice purred. “Good girl~”

My mind went blank as she suffocated me between her thighs. I couldn’t so much as breath as her hips rocked like a boat on my face. My cock was diamonds — threatening to rip right out of the panties as her grool coated my mouth.

I traced her outer lips with the tip of my tongue before delving deeper. I swirled around her entrance, drinking in her essence. Alice ground down harder, smearing her juices all over my face.

I felt like such a dirty slut — her wetness coated my mouth as I slurped the filth up. I had to please her — no matter what.

"More!" she demanded.

I redoubled my efforts, alternating between thrusting and swirling. My chin and cheeks were soaked. Alice's thighs trembled as she rode my face faster. I sucked her clit between my lips, flicking rapidly with my tongue.

Pleasure coursed through me. My hips bucked involuntarily, cock straining in the lacy prison. The friction of the damp fabric was maddening. I was drunk on Alice's scent and taste.

I could feel my balls tighten. I was so pent up that just the fabric along provided enough pressure on my shaft that it was about to blow.

I tried to fight it, but I was too preoccupied with licking Alice’s cunt clean — besides, the pleasure was too much.

“A-ahhh!” I cried out, my voice muffled against Alice's pussy. An intense wave of pleasure crashed over me as my cock pulsed violently. Hot spurts of cum erupted, quickly soaking through the delicate lace panties. The warm stickiness spread across my groin and thighs as I continued to orgasm uncontrollably.

Alice's eyes flashed with anger. She yanked my hair roughly, pulling my face away from her dripping cunt. "Did you just cum without permission, you pathetic slut?" she snarled.

I whimpered, shame and arousal warring within me. "I-I'm sorry Mistress, I couldn't help it..."

I panted for breath as the spit and cum dribbled off my chin. I was filthy.

She climbed off me, disgust evident on her face as she took in the creamy filth on the panties. "Look at the mess you've made. Such a bad, dirty sissy."

The cum oozed out of the panties — god — I had been milked dry. My balls completely empty as my shaft squirted out the last of the creamy cum.

Alice chuckled darkly. "I thought I trained you better than this. Clearly you need a much stricter punishment to learn your lesson…"

A shiver shot up my spine at her words. What had I done?

***************

Alice ran the razor up my leg before pulling away. “Perfect…” She chuckled.

I trembled as Alice dragged the razor up my thigh one last time, removing the final wisps of hair. She stepped back, admiring her handiwork with a critical eye.

"There we go," she purred. "Smooth as a baby's bottom."

I looked down at my body, marveling at the transformation. Every inch of skin below my neck was hairless and silky. My legs, chest, arms, even my most intimate areas –- all bare. I felt exposed, vulnerable, girlish…

Alice guided me to the full-length mirror. I gasped at my reflection. Without body hair, my form looked softer, more feminine. The curves of my hips and ass were accentuated. My cock looked almost dainty nestled between my smooth thighs.

"Now for the finishing touches," Alice said with a wicked grin.

She rummaged in a drawer, pulling out a tiny pleated miniskirt in hot pink. The fabric was so short it barely covered my ass. Next came a tight crop top in shimmery black material. It clung to my chest, leaving my midriff exposed.

"Put these on," she commanded, tossing the clothes at me.

With shaking hands, I stepped into the skirt. The fabric swished against my freshly-shaved legs. I pulled on the top, feeling it stretch across my chest.

I stared at my reflection again. The outfit was beyond skimpy - it left little to the imagination. Combined with my hairless body, I looked like a slutty doll for Alice to play with.

"Don't you look pretty," Alice cooed. Her hand snaked under my skirt, cupping my smooth ass. "My perfect little sissy slut."

I whimpered. This was so embarrassing. I was dressed like a girl — and not just any girl, but a slutty one.

Each step I took caused my miniskirt to flutter up, teasing my cock underneath.

Alice pursed her lips, “Hmmm… that won’t do. I don’t want my sissy to show her cock each time she takes a step.

Alice strutted over to the laundry basket. Inside, she fished out her used, ruined panties — the one I had cum inside of.

I bit my lip, the pungent scent filling the air. My dried cum still stained the fabric, crusty and filthy.

Alice giggled as she tossed the panties onto the floor. “Put those on… we’re going shopping…”

***************

The bell chimed as we entered the sex shop. My cheeks burned crimson, feeling exposed in my skimpy outfit. The cool air conditioning raised goosebumps on my bare skin.

A young woman with pink hair stood behind the counter, eyeing me with amusement. Her lips curled into a smirk as she took in my appearance — the tiny skirt, crop top, and smooth legs. I wanted to disappear.

Alice strode confidently down the first aisle, her heels clicking on the tile floor. I scurried after her, trying to keep my skirt from riding up. The crusty panties chafed uncomfortably with each step.

Rows of dildos lined the shelves in every size, shape and color imaginable. Some were realistically veined, others decorated with swirls and bumps. My eyes widened at a massive black one thicker than my arm.

We passed displays of vibrators, butt plugs, and anal beads. Leather whips and floggers hung from hooks. Mannequins modeled lacy lingerie and vinyl fetish wear.

My cock twitched traitorously, straining against the confines of the dirty panties. The cold, wet, filthy panties stuck to my skin like glue — the pungent musk mixing with the flowery perfume that Alice put on me.

From behind, I could feel the cashier’s eyes peering at me — the smirk on her soft pink lips. I was humiliated.

“Ahh… Here we go.” Alice said, bringing me to the back of the store.

I gasped. Lining the walls were a row of different chastity cages. Little metal cages meant to contain a man’s cock — to deny him his pleasure.

“Since you came without permission yesterday, I need something to make sure we don’t have another accident…” Alice said with a chuckle.

I watched as she inspected each toy. My body shivered, cock straining against the filthy panties as I imagined my cock restrained in one of those tiny cages.

“Need a hand?”

We both turned to see the petite cashier walking up to us, her hips swaying under her dress as she eyed me up and down with a sick grin on her lips.

Alice smiled at the cashier. "Oh yes, we could use some expert advice. You see, my little sissy here has been very naughty."

I flushed crimson as Alice explained to the cashier how I'd cum without permission. The pink-haired girl's eyes gleamed with wicked delight.

"Tsk tsk, what a bad girl," she teased, looking me up and down. "Sounds like someone needs to be locked up tight."

The cashier led us to a display case. Inside were dozens of tiny chastity devices in gleaming metal and clear plastic. Some had intricate designs, others were brutally utilitarian. All looked impossibly small.

"This is our newest model," the cashier said, pulling out a delicate cage of stainless steel. Thin bars formed an elegant cage, with a ring to go around the base. A tiny lock dangled from the tip.

I winced, imagining my cock stuffed inside that miniature prison. There would be no way to get hard, no way to touch myself. Complete denial.

"It's perfect," Alice purred. She turned to me with a predatory grin. "What do you think, sissy? Ready to have your clitty locked away?"

I whimpered, unable to form words. My cock throbbed traitorously, a damp spot forming on my panties.

The cashier's eyes flicked down, noticing my obvious arousal. "Looks like someone's excited by the idea," she giggled. "Why don't we try it on? I'd be happy to help you fit it properly."

Alice's eyes lit up. "What a wonderful idea! I'm sure an expert like yourself could make sure it's nice and snug. Doesn’t that sound great, slut?”
“Y-yes, mistress.” I groaned. My cock hardened as the two women eyed at me with lust.

“Good slut. Now lift up your skirt for our new friend here.” She commanded.

I trembled as I gripped the hem of my skirt. Slowly, I lifted the fabric, revealing my smooth thighs. The cool air hit my skin as I inched the skirt higher. My heart pounded in my chest.

Finally, the dirty panties came into view. The once-white fabric was now stained with dried fluids. The pungent smell of old cum and sweat filled the air.

The pink-haired cashier squatted down, her face inches from my crotch. She tucked her wavy locks behind her ears, leaning in close to inspect the filthy garment. Her warm breath ghosted over my skin.

"My, my," she purred. "Someone's been a very dirty girl."

Her slender fingers traced the outline of my cock through the panties. I shuddered at her touch, biting back a moan. She hooked a finger under the waistband, pulling it away from my skin.

"Looks like these need to come off," she said with a wicked grin. "Can't fit you properly with these in the way."

With a naughty grin, she yanked the panties down in one swift motion. My cock sprang free, already half-hard from the humiliation. I gasped as the cool air hit my freshly-shaved groin.

The cashier's eyes widened. "Oh my, what a cute little clitty," she giggled. Her fingers wrapped around my shaft, giving it a teasing stroke. "This will fit nicely in our smallest cage."

I whimpered as she fondled me, my hips bucking involuntarily. Alice clicked her tongue in disapproval.

"Now, now," she scolded. "No squirming. Be a good girl and let her work."

“Mmmh, the sissy is dripping already.” The cashier said with a giggle. She was right, my cock was dribbling with precum as she wrapped her hand around my shaft.

Alice nodded, her brown hair draped over her face. “The slut’s clit is quite sensitive.”

“Don’t worry, we can fix that.”

The cashier picked up the chastity cage. Her blue eyes met mine as she stared up at me. “Ready, slut?”
My breath caught in my throat. Was I ready? Ready to be contained and confined? Ready for the last part of my masculinity to be locked away?

I took a deep breath. “Y-yes.”

“Good slut~” The woman purred.

The cashier's cool fingers grasped my shaft, sending shivers through me. She guided my semi-hard cock into the metal ring at the base of the cage. The steel felt cold against my sensitive skin.

"Deep breath," she instructed.

I inhaled sharply as she began to work my shaft into the narrow confines of the cage. The metal bars pressed against my flesh, constricting me. My cock tried to swell but there was no room.

A strange mix of arousal and denial washed over me. I felt utterly exposed yet completely contained. The cage was snug, holding me firmly in its grasp.

"There we go," the cashier purred. "All tucked away nice and neat."

She attached the lock with a quiet click. The finality of that sound made my head spin. I was trapped, my manhood literally under lock and key.

I looked down at my newly caged cock. It looked so small and delicate encased in the intricate metal. The smooth, hairless skin around it only emphasized its daintiness.

A wave of femininity washed over me. Without my cock free, I felt less masculine, more girly. The cage nestled between my legs like a piece of intimate jewelry.

"How does it feel, sissy?" Alice asked, her voice husky with arousal.

"It feels... strange, Mistress," I admitted. "Confining but also... pretty."

The cashier stood, admiring her handiwork. "It suits you," she said with a wink. "Such a good girl, all locked up tight."

I blushed at her words, feeling a confusing mix of shame and pride. Part of me wanted to hide, to cover myself. But another part preened at the praise, happy to be a "good girl."

My hips shifted, making the cage jostle slightly. The metal bars pressed into my sensitive flesh with each movement. I knew I'd be acutely aware of its presence with every step.

Alice's hand cupped my cheek, forcing me to meet her gaze. Her eyes burned with lust and dominance. "Perfect," she purred. "My pretty little chastity princess."

Those words sent a jolt of arousal through me. My cock tried to harden but was held firmly in check by its metal prison. I whimpered at the denial, my hips bucking uselessly.

"Aww, is the little sissy frustrated already?" the cashier teased. "Better get used to it, sweetie. Something tells me you'll be locked up for a long, long time."

Alice nodded in agreement as a string of precum dripped off the metal cage. “I think we need to thank our new friend,” Alice said, turning to the cashier. “My little slut here has a wonderful tongue.”

The cashier blushed, “Is that so? I’d love a chance to ride it…”

Alice snapped back at me. “You hear her, slut. On your back.”

“Y-yes, mistress!” I gasped.

I carefully lower myself to the floor. The cold tile pressed against my bare skin as I laid back, my short skirt riding up around my waist. My caged cock was fully exposed, the metal glinting under the harsh fluorescent lights.

The pink-haired cashier grinned down at me, her eyes sparkling with mischief. She slowly lifted the hem of her black dress, revealing smooth, pale thighs. My breath caught as I realized she wasn't wearing any panties. Her pussy came into view, already glistening with arousal. A neatly trimmed strip of dirty blonde hair adorned her mound.

"Ready for your treat, sissy?" she purred.

I whimper, nodding as I eye her tight mound.

Before I could respond, she was lowering herself onto my face. The musky scent of her arousal filled my nostrils as her warm flesh pressed against my lips. Her thighs squeezed my head, muffling the sounds around me.

I darted my tongue out, tasting her tangy sweetness. The cashier let out a breathy moan, grinding herself against my mouth. "Mmm, your mistress was right. You do have a talented tongue."

The girl moaned, putting her weight on my face as I suffocated between her thighs. The girl’s soft whimpers filled the air, her hips grinding against my face as I lashed against her cunt like a whip.

Her pussy was so soft, so delicate. It was much tighter than Alice’s — much more dainty.

My cock strained uselessly against its metal prison as arousal coursed through me. The denial only spurred me to please the woman above me even more enthusiastically. I sucked her clit between my lips, flicking it rapidly with my tongue.

My mind melted as my nose pushed up against her pelvis — my mouth on her mound as her sweetness flooded my tastebuds. Her grool was delicious — much sweeter than Alice’s. It was like licking a honeycomb.

"Oh fuck," the cashier cried out as my tongue shoved deep. Her thighs trembled as she rode my face faster. "Such a good little sissy slut."

Her pussy milked my tongue as I stroked it up and down — feeling the grool and spit lathering my chin and dripping down my throat.

She purred, her thighs squeezed my face as I suffocated under her weight. Even still, my tongue worked tirelessly — I had to be a good sissy and please her.

As I worked, Alice circled around us. Her heels clicked on the tile floor. I felt her looming presence even with my face buried between the cashier's thighs

Suddenly, a sharp pain exploded in my groin. Alice's pointed heel connected with my exposed balls. I cried out, the sound muffled against the cashier's mound.

"Keep licking, slut," Alice sneered. "Don't you dare stop pleasuring her."

I whimpered but redoubled my efforts, swirling my tongue frantically. The cashier moaned louder, grinding down harder.

Alice's foot pressed against my caged cock, applying painful pressure. "Look at this pathetic little nub," she taunted. "Hardly even a cock anymore. Just a useless little clit."

Shame and arousal warred within me. My hips bucked involuntarily, seeking friction against Alice's foot. The cashier tossed her head back, laughing at my humiliation.

"So desperate," she mocked. "Such a needy little sissy bitch."

Alice's foot pulled back. I had a split second of relief before it slammed into my balls again. Stars burst behind my eyes. Tears leaked from the corners as I struggled to keep licking.

"Now make her cum, bitch. Show us what a good little pussy licker you are." Alice smirked.

The cashier grinded her hips like a ship on rough waters as her pillow soft thighs suffocated me. Oh god~ I couldn’t so much as breathe let alone think — all of my remaining thoughts fixated on making the girl cum all over my face.

My tongue lashed against her clit as it throbbed. My cock straining against the cage — threatening to tear right through the bars. Precum oozed out — coating my thighs as I squirmed like a fish out of water on the dirty tile.

The cashier's body tensed above me as I continued lapping at her dripping pussy. "Oh fuck, oh fuck," she panted. "I'm gonna cum all over your pretty face, sissy!"

Alice's voice cut through the haze of arousal. "That's it, be a good girl and make her cum. Show us what a talented little slut you are."

I redoubled my efforts, sucking the cashier's swollen clit between my lips. My tongue swirled and flicked rapidly as she ground down harder. Her thighs trembled against my cheeks, squeezing my head in a vice-like grip.

My tongue plunged in and out of her sopping cunt — milking the grool into my mouth as her thighs against my ears muffled out her moans.

“Ah! AHHH!” Suddenly, the cashier let out a loud cry. Her body went rigid as waves of pleasure crashed over her. Hot juices gushed from her pussy, coating my face in her sticky release. I lapped eagerly, drinking down her sweetness as she shuddered above me.

"Oh god, oh god, oh god!" she chanted, her hips jerking erratically. Her nails dug into my scalp as she rode out her intense orgasm.

“That’s it…” Alice smirked, her foot pressing against my tight balls as more precum dripped out. “Such her juices, slut.”

I did just that. The waterfall of sticky grool oozed from her cunt — my tongue lapped up all it could with the rest spilling down my throat as the cashier’s body trembled. Her breathing was short and shallow as her orgasm rode through her.

My own orgasm was boiling over. My cock straining — begging for even the slightest bit of relief — but the cage kept my manhood down.

The cashier huffed, before rolling off my face.

I gasped for air — spitting up the grool and saliva filled in my cheeks as the entire store spun around over top of me.

My lungs refused to fill with air — the scent and taste of sweat and grool flooded my senses as my own denied orgasm created a pit in my stomach — my cock was so desperate for release.

But I couldn’t.

Alice laughed, glaring down at me as her brown hair hovered inches from my filthy face. “You did so well, slut.”

“Th-thank you, mistress~” I groaned, wiping the filth from my chin.

Beside me, the cashier giggled, panting as she wiped the sweat from her brow. “Such a good girl. A wonderful tongue indeed.”

Alice nodded, “If you keep being a good sissy, perhaps I’ll free your little cock… For a few minutes, at least.”

I bit my lip, my shaft bulging against the cage. “P-please…”

“Uh uh uh.” Alice scolding. “That’s only if you behave.”

She stood up, hands on her waist. “Now put on your panties. It’ll be my turn when we get back home… You’re punishment has only just begun — I hope you enjoy your new life as a sissy.”

“I…I’m ready.” I said, unable to fight against it any longer. “I’m ready to be your sissy slut… forever.”
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