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  Ugly Duckling - 4




   




   




  I stood still while Doutzen, the sexy blond shemale who had just fucked and jizzed in my mouth, undid the leather strap at the back of my head. A feeling of relief came over me as she gently removed the rubber ring that was holding my mouth open and I was able to loosen my tight jaw muscles.




  “There,” she said. “Doesn’t that feel better?”




  I nodded, not trusting myself to speak in case my jaw locked shut.




  She gave a little sniff and said, “Hmm, cummy-breath. Never a good thing, so mouthwash first.”




  She took hold of the handcuffs keeping my arms behind the back of my short black satin and white lace French maid uniform and pushed me towards the bathroom. The pink chastity cage felt strange between my legs; I knew my bruised, limp cock wouldn’t do anything for a while inside it. But the even stranger feeling was the black rubber anal expander stuck up my ass with the tube and hand-pump dangling down between my stockinged legs. I tried to do a sort of glide across the floor to not make it move so much. But, as I was wearing high stiletto heels, I just walked like a drunk ostrich.




  We entered the door-less bathroom and went over to the basin with the mirrored cabinet above it. Would she undo the handcuffs and let me use my hands? Apparently not, as she made me stand still and got a bottle of mouthwash from the cabinet, then filled the bottle cap with the blue fluid.




  “Open up, Sissy,” she said smiling. “I’m going to help you by giving you my Sissy Rules. First one. Or is it second?” She looked blank, undecided what number the rule was. Then she suddenly brightened up with a smile, “One of the Top Ten rules is mouthwash after swallowing cum.”




  I opened my mouth and she poured the blue capful into it. The mint immediately hit me, so much better than the taste of her salty cum. I swooshed it everywhere that I could before the burn became unbearable and then spat it into the sink.




  “Better?”




  “Yeah,” I gasped.




  “Maybe I’ll put it in my top five rules.”




  “Er, yeah.”




  She indicated her skirt-less crotch, “My panties are drying nicely.”




  I didn’t want to look at them, knowing that later I’d have to use my mouth to clean the dry cum off them.




  “Yes.”




  “Maybe I’ll let you lick them clean them while I’m still wearing them. That’ll be lovely.” She gave me an encouraging smile as if she expected me to agree wholeheartedly with her suggestion. “Then maybe we could have a repeat performance!”




  She worried me, I mean really worried me. As if it wasn’t already really bad that she and Hana, her fellow shemale colleague, were going to force me to be a cock-sucking sissy, they expected me to enjoy it!




  Opening the mirrored cabinet Doutzen put the mouthwash back and brought out a packet of make-up remover wipes.




  “God-send,” she said holding them up. “Can’t believe what us girls did before these were invented. Top five, no, Top three, things sissies need – wipes.”




  Opening the packet she pulled some out, then proceeded to wipe my face clean of her cum I’d dribbled through the ring gag.




  “Later on you’ll be doing this for yourself, Sissy. I’m just doing it because you gave me a lovely orgasm and I’m feeling mellow.”




  Right.




  She hummed to herself as she carefully cleaned my face, moving my chin up and down and side to side to make sure it was all gone. Her pink satin pussy-bow blouse showed off her sexy breasts as she moved.




  She smiled catching sight of me glancing at her breasts.
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