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My mistress looked down at me kneeling before her in my short pink satin and frothy white lace maid uniform. She’d come back after her evening out still looking gorgeous in the red velvet wraparound dress I’d dressed her in before she left.

“What are you, Penelope?” she asked.

“A sissy cumslut, Mistress.”

“And what do sissy cumsluts do?”

“Anything they’re told, Mistress.”

She nodded, satisfied with my answer and how my training was progressing.

“I’ve a treat for you.” 

I could guess what it was.

“Clean me, cumslut Penelope.”

I shuffled towards her on my black nylon-clad knees. Gently my pink-nailed fingers pulled apart the soft red velvet fabric from her stockinged legs, catching the scent of what awaited me – the aroma of perfume, well-fucked pussy, and semen. Butterflies thrilled in my stomach, and I felt a surge in my pink-caged cock inside my pink panties. She’d been enjoying the attentions of one or more of her bulls, and I was the evening’s dessert. This was my time to please her.

She held her dress apart so I could use my hands on her panties. Was she still wearing them? Yes. How much sperm were they holding back? No-way to know. But I’d learnt not to let any drip to the floor.

She opened her legs slightly to give me more access.

From previous occasions I knew to stick my tongue out and tilt my head slightly so my glossy pink-lipped mouth was in position underneath ready to catch any drips, before pulling her panties to one side. 

Now was the moment of truth.

Would she let it drip out? Or push it so I had to swallow a creamy salty stream as fast as I could before it ruined my make-up? Or worse, hit the floor?

She shivered at feeling my warm breath and my tongue touching her sex.

Softly, lovingly, my tongue glided over her smooth pussy. It hadn’t been that long since I’d carefully shaved it and her legs while she enjoyed an indulgent bubble bath.

Her body trembled and she sighed with pleasure as I made sure to lick up some salty drips – some of her bulls couldn’t control themselves and sprayed their jizz anywhere. Or had she told them to so she could feel my soft tongue caress her afterwards? Didn’t matter. Then I gave her clit a kiss before forming my tongue into a tube. I’d found this was the best way to catch the warm sperm so it slid down into my waiting mouth.

In my excitement my cock swelled and I stifled a moan as it pushed against the pink cage mistress insisted I wear.

A strong salty taste hit me as something warm and thick oozed down my tongue. Slowly, tantalisingly, it entered my mouth. I knew not to swallow too soon as I might miss a large load and have to clean the mess up.

“Don’t swallow, slut,” she gasped. 

I didn’t know why she’d gasped until I felt a large glob of jizz hit my tongue and race down into my mouth. At that point I had no way to acknowledge her order.

Obediently I didn’t swallow the salty cream, just let it slowly fill my warm wet mouth. Why didn’t she want me to swallow? I could only assume it was part of my training – something I was only too happy to continue.

I felt the bull’s sperm (whoever he, or they, were) in my mouth as more slowly slid down my tongue to join it.

How long was I meant to hold it before swallowing it down?

And how much more was there?

Patiently I waited, my mouth slowly filling with another man’s sperm, until she said. “That’s all, cumslut. Show me.”

I replaced the panties over her now cleaned and empty pussy and she stepped back, letting go of her dress. The red velvet material closed like two curtains over her legs.

Still kneeling I kept my glossy-lipped mouth open to show her the semen in it. My mouth watered trying to dilute the strong saltiness. My tongue gently stirred the thick fluid. The smell of it filled my nostrils.

What would she want me to do now?

“You’re such a cumslut, Penelope,” she smiled.

I had no hope of voicing an answering for her. But felt a surge of pleasure at her words.

Still smiling she reached up behind her neck and opened the clasp of the thin gold necklace that held the key to my pink cage.

She was going to unlock me?

Slowly she pulled the small key out from the top of her dress.

She was! 

She was going to unlock me. Maybe even allow me an orgasm!

It’d been so long since she’d allowed me one!

My cock surged even more, and I hoped that the sight of it straining against my cage wouldn’t mean she’d not release it.

She crouched down in front of me. I couldn’t look down to see what she was doing as I’d spill the sperm in my mouth, but felt the frilly front of my maid uniform lift up. 

“Hold your dress up.”

I carefully felt for the frilly hem and held it up and away from my panties and caged cock. Her fingers tickled as they pulled my pink panties down, and her warm hands seemed to be playing with my cock and balls for an eternity. But then I heard a small click! and cool air against my swelling dick as she took the pink cage off.

She stood up, still looking at me and said, “You have thirty seconds to orgasm. If any semen lands on the floor you’ll be punished.”

OMG!

My right hand quickly let my skirt go and I grabbed hold of my dick. The cage had kept it from becoming hard and I frantically pumped it, trying to get it erect enough to orgasm. The sound of my frantic wanking loud in the room.

I closed my mouth so as to not spill any of Mistress’s bull’s cum, but didn’t swallow as I had an idea that might help me.

I quickly held my pink satin maid skirt against my body with my left arm and put my hand in front of my penis to try and catch any jizz I managed to ejaculate.

In front of me Mistress held her wrist up to check how much time I had left.

Then my dick surged and in a frenzy I tried to ride the wave of pleasure. Both my gripping hand and heartbeat desperately racing to beat the time limit.

I was nowhere near erect enough!

But I was a sissy cumslut!

In my mouth was hot sperm from another man that I’d swallowed from my Mistress’s pussy!

And I wore the most slutty sissy clothes.

I swallowed the thick salty juice, feeling it flow down my throat, and pushing me closer to the tantalising orgasm I craved.

Then I gasped as the shadow of an orgasm brushed my soul and a few drops of my own cum landed on my hand.

“Time’s up. Time to go back in, faggot.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I gasped. “Thank you, Mistress.”

“Did you spill any?”

I looked down, seeing the glistening drops in my hand, but none on the floor. “No, Mistress.”

She crouched down again in front of me and I watched as she fed my limp dick back into the cage and lock it away.

“That’s enough for today, cumslut Penelope. Clean yourself up, then time for bed.”

“Yes, Mistress.”
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Before I met my mistress my life was a meaningless grey void. It was as if her arrival had lit my soul up with a technicolour rainbow. Sort of like The Wizard of Oz film. But with no Munchkins. Or other weird stuff.

I’d sort of resigned myself to the work, eat, sleep, repeat, drudgery. Maybe with a brief flirtation thrown in. They always seemed to be short-lived. I could never figure out why. It was like they got some subconscious feeling about me. 

Now I knew.

Never would I have guessed that my future was as a feminized sissy cumslut. Now I wore feminine clothes, made sure my make-up was always perfect, and did whatever my mistress ordered.

My smooth legs looked great in heels and sheer nylon. Stockings or tights, didn’t matter. 

My ass was pert and tight under the short skirts and dresses Mistress wanted me to wear.

My breasts were slowly developing with the aid of hormones – my nipples telling me how sensitive they’d become when I wore bras or silky camisoles.

My dick? Just some weird clit I’d been born with.

My hair? Growing longer every day.

My soul? Vibrant.

I showed my devotion to the woman who’d released my soul and let it soar with joy by looking after her and willingly doing everything she asked of me as part of my training.

But I’d never left the environs of her apartment.

So when she said we’d
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