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THE SHINY BLACK ANKLE-length PVC skirt I wore was so tight and restricting that I could barely put one foot in front of the other. Although I suppose the six-inch shiny black stiletto heels and chrome ankle-cuffs didn’t help too much either.

A matching black PVC corset underneath my hot pink satin blouse gave me a feminine figure, but also limited my breathing. How could the Victorian ladies wear these things? 

My balance on the stiletto heels was also hindered by the fact that my wrists were secured to a tight leather belt around my waist. Round my neck was a black leather choker with ‘sissy slut’ picked out in diamanté, and with a metal ring at the front so a leash could be attached to it.

In fact the only parts of my body that were not restricted in some way were my ass cheeks and my freshly-shaved cock and balls because they poked out through holes in the PVC skirt, showing anyone that saw me the pink lace panties I wore. 

“Come on, ladies!” Mistress Black called out to me and the similarly dressed sissy next to me.

I hurriedly obeyed her command as my ass cheeks still felt the sting when she used her black crop on them, and I had no wish for her to do the same to my unprotected lace panty-clad dick dangling out through the front of my tight skirt.

Our constricting skirts squeaked and our heels clicked on the hard concrete floor as we minced along the corridor. We were in the basement of a large apartment block that the owners had made into a BDSM playground - where men and women came to be dominated and humiliated by gorgeous dominatrices. Sometimes very painfully.

I bet the people living above us had no clue as to what went on in the depths of the building.

Why was I here? Because I’d discovered something deep inside of me that every so often needed to be here. 

We passed numbered doors on either side. Noises came from behind the doors – cries of pain, or voices whose words I couldn’t make out, or the sound of whips and crops hitting bare flesh. 

I looked down to the floor, past the sides of the black bobbed wig I wore, and past my large false breasts underneath my pink satin blouse. My tits were so big I couldn’t even see the front of my skirt, let alone see my scared dick and balls. I could only tell that my cock didn’t feel erect. And that was a good thing as I knew if I looked at Mistress Black, gorgeous in her shiny blood-red latex body suit, sheer black tights and red knee-high PVC boots, my cock would get really excited. And then, instead of feeling my ass cheeks burning after being whipped by her crop, my erection would be her target of choice.

I felt her eyes on me and felt a burst of fear. I’d hoped she’d be more interested in the other PVC-clad sissy.

“You!” 

Obediently I stopped and turned to look at her in case she was speaking to me.

She was.

“Are you getting erect, Sissy?” she asked, pointing her short black crop at something hiding under my tits. I could guess what it was.

I quickly looked down at the floor, trying not to remember her shiny blond hair in a tight ponytail, her purple eyeshadow, her glossy red lips, or her beautiful shiny latex-clad figure.

“No, Mistress Black,” I whispered, knowing full well how useless the lace panties were at protecting my sore ass cheeks, and now fearful for my cock and balls which were in her sights.

From the corner of my eyes I could see her shiny red knee-high boots stalking towards me.

Please no, I mentally prayed. Please whip the sissy next to me.

I felt a surge in my panties. Oh no! I was getting an erection!

I glanced up into Mistress Black’s face hoping she’d not seen anything, and saw her evil smile. Was my dick going to be whipped?

She stood in front of me, hands on her hips, her cleavage trying to burst out of the tight latex bodysuit she wore.

“Like what you see, Sissy?”

I felt the pink lace panties I wore stretching suicidally towards her gorgeous body.

“Yes, Mistress Black.”

I quickly lowered my gaze to the floor past my tits.

“And you’re not getting an erection?”

“No, Mistress Black.”

“Not even looking at a sexy body like mine?”

“No, Mistress Black.”

“You really are a sissy then, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress Black.”

“Say it.”

“I’m a sissy, Mistress Black.”

“What do you do with cocks, Sissy?”

“I suck them, Mistress Black.”

“Why?”

“So I can swallow the cum, Mistress Black.”

“Do you like the taste of cum, Sissy?”

“Yes, Mistress Black.”

She moved to my left side. But why? Was she getting ready to whip my cock?

How did my dick feel? Was it erect? It didn’t feel like it.

I held my breath trying to be ready for when the pain came.

I glanced over at the other sissy. She was very pretty and had bright red lips, a short blond bobbed wig, and similarly wore a very tight black PVC skirt, and a pink blouse over a PVC corset. I hoped I looked as pretty as her.

“You, come here,” Mistress Black pointed her crop to the other sissy. What was she going to make her do?

The sissy obediently minced over to me. We shared a quick worried glance. 

“Is this sissy erect?” Mistress Black asked her.

“No, Mistress Black.”

“Feel her dick with your hand.”

“Yes, Mistress Black.”

Oh no, she was going to order the other sissy to make me erect!

She shuffled around so that she faced me and then to my right so that her right hand, which was like mine held tightly in a belt cuff at her waist, would be able to touch me.

Would she make me erect? I hoped not, and tried not to think about it.

But even worse would be if she made me cum! Mistress Black would give me so much pain! I probably wouldn’t be able to pee without it hurting, or sit down for a week!

Our satin-clad large breasts rubbed against each other’s as the sissy moved even closer. I felt the first fumbling brush of her fingers against my pink lace-clad cock and balls.

Please don’t make me erect! Please don’t make me erect!

“Now make her erect.”

Oh no!

Now the other sissy knew where it was she grabbed hold of my semi-rigid dick, making me gasp, and slowly started pumping it up and down. Or at least as much as her cuffed hand could.

Mistress Black smiled at me then watched what was happening underneath my tits.

“Do you like another sissy making you erect, Sissy?”

“Please, Mistress! I don’t want to be erect!”

“Quiet, Sissy!”

I felt the blood surge into my dick hardening it in the other sissy’s hand. No!

Her fingers tightened around my dick and I knew what she was going to do. It was exactly what I’d do in her position – make the other sissy hard so that they’d get punished instead of her.

I gasped at the thrills running through me centred on my cock, my balls slapping against the PVC skirt as my dick was vigorously tugged.

I didn’t want to be hard! I didn’t want to cum!

“That’s enough!”

The sissy’s hand stopped wanking me and let go of my dick.

Quickly I wished for my cock to go limp.

Mistress Black raised her black crop.

No!

Swish!

Pain exploded in me as she brought her crop hard down against my erection.

I cried out and nearly fell to the floor as my legs buckled and I could barely stand in my six-inch heels. Tears sprang to my eyes.

“Stand up!” she commanded.

Somehow I managed to stay on my feet. My dick felt like it was on fire!

“What do you say, Sissy?”

Through a haze of pain I managed to whisper, “Th... thank you, Mistress Black.”

“Good. Continue walking, we mustn’t keep Mistress Stern waiting.”

“No, Mistress Black,” the other sissy and I replied.

As I regained my balance the other sissy shuffled round again and faced forwards. Even through my teary eyes I could tell she was relieved that her dick hadn’t felt Mistress Black’s crop.
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WE CONTINUED MINCING along the corridor. Slowly the harsh pain faded from my dick into a dull throb. I could tell that it was now not as erect. But would it be limp enough when we got to Mistress Stern? I hoped so.

And what was going to happen when we got to her?

The corridor turned a corner and I saw more doors ahead of us. Which one was Mistress Stern in?

“Knock on number seven, Sissy.”

We both looked at Mistress Black wondering which of us she meant. Her crop pointed to the other sissy.

“Yes, Mistress Black,” she said.

She minced up to the door with a metal 7 on it, turned slightly so her right hand could reach it, and knocked.

We waited, hearing muffled voices behind it, and then heard the click of heels getting louder as they came towards the door. 

The door opened and a black haired, black latex-clad dominatrix looked at us. She shared a look with Mistress Black, and said, “Yes?”

“Answer her, sissy.”

The other sissy curtseyed, as we’d been told to do, and said, “We’re looking for Mistress Stern, Mistress.”

She quickly raised her crop and with a swish! brought it down on the sissy’s unprotected cock, making me jump. “I’m not Mistress Stern, Sissy!”

The other sissy cried out in surprise and pain, her legs almost crumpling like mine.

“What do you say, Sissy?” said Mistress Black.

She managed to whisper, “Thank you, Mistress. I’m sorry to disturb you, Mistress.”

“One more thing,” the Mistress said. She took a step forwards and spat in the sissy’s face. “Mistress Stern is in room nine.”

“What do you say, Sissy?” said Mistress Black.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

With her hands fastened down by her waist she couldn’t wipe the saliva off her face so it slowly dripped down onto the pink satin blouse covering her large tits.

The door slammed shut in front of us.

Swish!

I cried out as my ass cheek exploded with pain.

“Move it, Sissies!”

“Yes, Mistress Black!”
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“STOP!”

We stopped in front of door eight. The other sissy and I shared a worried glance. Why had we stopped here instead of going on to door nine? 

In fact I could see it further along the corridor.

Did Mistress Black want one of us, probably me, to knock on the door and have their already sore dick whipped by the mistress behind the door?

But neither of us dared ask why we’d stopped.

“You, Sissy, knock on the door.”

We looked towards her and saw her crop pointing towards me.

I nervously swallowed, knowing my dick was going to be hurt. But I had to obey Mistress Black or I would receive even more punishment.

I minced forwards and then turned sideways so my hand would reach the door. 

I knocked, and heard the sound of muffled voices. I could feel my dick shrivel up and try to hide in the pink lace panties.

The door opened to reveal a red-haired latex dominatrix wearing a bright red latex outfit holding a short black crop in one hand and a shiny metal leash in the other. On his hands and knees down by her shiny black knee-high boots, was a dark-haired naked man, with long floppy ears on a band over his head and what looked like dog’s muzzle over his nose. Red stripes criss-crossed his back showing he’d been whipped. A long furry tail came out of his ass and he wore a blindfold, as well as a spiked collar that was connected to the leash.

“Yes?” the dominatrix asked.

I knew what Mistress Black would say.

“Answer her, Sissy.”

I curtseyed but could barely talk, my throat was so dry with nervousness. “We’re looking for Mistress Stern, Mistress.”

“Look, Rover, it’s a sissy.”

The naked man barked.

She jerked the chain, “Sniff the sissy’s balls, Rover.”

He barked again and lifted his head up and moved his muzzle around as if searching for my scent, then moved forwards on his hands and knees and managed to get his head against the front of my PVC skirt. Then he slid his head up and I felt his hot breath against my limp dick and balls as he sniffed them.

“Good dog, Rover. Mistress Stern is in room nine.”

I jerked in surprise feeling something warm and wet against my balls, he was licking them!

“Thank you, Mistress.”

She tugged the leash, “Come, Rover.”

He moved backwards away from me.

“Did you lick the sissy’s balls, Rover?”

He barked.

She said sternly, “I did not tell you to lick the sissy’s balls, Rover.”

He barked and shook his ass making his tail wag from side to side.

Swish! Her crop flashed down and he cried out in pain as it hit his ass.

“Bad dog!”

She closed the door and I heard more cries of pain as she used her crop to punish the bad dog.

Swish!

This time the other sissy cried out as her ass felt Mistress Black’s crop.

“Move it, sissies!”
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THE OTHER SISSY KNOCKED on door number nine after Mistress Black told her to. I could tell she was worried at what might happen. I also saw that her dick was limp in her white lace panties.

But was she limp enough for Mistress stern?

For that matter was I?

I didn’t feel erect, but I could still feel a painful throb in my dick with every heartbeat. Was there a bruise? I had no way to know.

“Come in!” called a voice from behind the door.

“Well, open it, Sissy,” Mistress Black said to the other sissy from behind me.

She shuffled around some more and managed to grab hold of the door handle, then turned it and pushed the door open.

Looking past her I saw another sexy mistress sitting on a large hip-high metal cage with one leg crossed over the other. Instead of latex she wore a shiny black satin blouse and a bright red shiny skirt. It looked like leather. Sheer black nylon covered her smooth legs, but I couldn’t see if she wore tights or stockings. Shiny black heels covered her feet.

I stifled a gasp as my sore dick suddenly burst into life at the sight of her. I didn’t want an erection!

Swish!

I cried out in pain and surprise as Mistress Black used her crop on my sore ass cheeks and I almost fell into the room past the other sissy.

Mistress Black closed the door behind us.

“Come closer, Sissies,” Mistress Stern said.

I managed to regain my balance and we obediently minced closer to her.

The walls were dark and the room was lit with bright lights on the walls, and contained several black-leather covered pieces of equipment. The cage she sat upon was large enough to hold a person. Or two, if she were so inclined.

Mistress Black walked past us and she leaned her tight ass against the cage. They whispered to each other as the other sissy and I stood in front of them, our unprotected lace-clad cocks and balls limp and dangling through the holes in our restrictive PVC skirts.

Mistress Stern gave a nod at something suggested by Mistress Black.

What were they going to do with us?

Mistress Stern raised her crop and pointed it at the other sissy. “You, what’s your name sissy?”

She curtseyed and replied, “Fiona, Mistress Stern.”

Mistress Stern indicated the toe of her shiny black shoe with her crop, “Come here, Fiona. Put your dick on my shoe.”

“Yes, Mistress Stern.”

Fiona minced forwards into position, but because she couldn’t see past her large tits she could only guess where her dangling cock was in relation to the toe of Mistress Stern’s shoe. She swayed her hips and thrust them forwards to try and land her dick on mistress Stern’s shoe, but somehow kept missing.

What she couldn’t see, but I could, was that Mistress Stern kept moving her foot, deliberately making Fiona miss it.

It was almost funny watching her swing her hips and try to get her limp dick to land where Mistress Stern wanted it. In fact the two Mistresses started giggling at the sight. I felt it best not to join in, not knowing what they’d do to me if I did.

“I’m waiting, Fiona,” said Mistress Stern, sternly.

Mistress Black burst out laughing.

“Sorry, Mistress Stern,” Fiona said.

Swish!

Mistress Stern’s crop flashed down and thwacked against Fiona’s dangling cock making her cry out in pain.

Mistress Stern’s crop pointed at me. “You, what’s your name sissy?”

I curtseyed as much as I could and replied, “Samantha, Mistress Stern.”

“You’re going to help Fiona.”

“Yes, Mistress Stern.”

“Take her dick and balls in your hand and place them on my shoe.”

“Yes, Mistress Stern.”

I minced closer and shuffled sideways so my right hand could reach Fiona’s dangling dick and balls. They were warm and floppy to the touch through her white lace panties. I could feel her limp dick slowly getting harder in my hand. 

Did I want to make her erect so she could be punished instead of me? 

But the decision was taken from me.

“Squeeze them, Samantha,” ordered Mistress Black.

I glanced into Fiona’s worried face. I had to do this or I would be punished – we must always obey our Mistresses.

Sorry, I mentally said to her.

I closed my fingers around her balls, trapping them and her dick in my grip, feeling the lace of her panties press tightly against them.

She gasped and I felt her cock trying to get hard in my hand.

“More!” ordered Mistress Black.

I increased my grip, feeling her balls pressing painfully into her dick, her face screwed up in pain.

“Rest her dick on my shoe, Samantha.” 

I felt relieved now that I could stop squeezing Fiona’s dick and balls. Looking down past my tits I could see Mistress Stern’s shiny black shoe. Would she move it again? Gently I rested Fiona’s dick and balls on it. The balls flopped down either side.

Mistress Black stood to one side and raised her crop.

I moved my hand out of the way, guessing what was going to happen.

Swish!

Fiona cried out in pain as the crop flashed down, hitting her dick, crushing it against Mistress Stern’s shoe. Her eyes teared up. 

When the pain had decreased enough she whispered, “Thank you, Mistress.”

I felt sorry for her, first with me crushing her cock and balls, and now a crop hitting them.

“Get on your knees, Samantha, and kiss Fiona’s dick better,” said Mistress Stern.

Fiona turned towards me so that I could get to her dick, and I shuffled back, so I had room to get down to my knees. I was pretty sure I’d fall on my face as my skirt was so tight around my legs, although my large tits might provide some cushioning.

Mistress Black moved behind me and I felt my tight PVC skirt being moved up my fishnet stockings to reveal my knees.

She moved away and I faced Fiona, moving my right foot behind me and carefully lowering myself onto my knees in front of her.

The hole in her tight PVC skirt was directly in front of my face. I leant forwards, feeling the lace material of her panties against my red lips, smelling her musky scent, and kissed her limp dick.

“Aw, isn’t that so sweet,” said Mistress Stern.

“Yes, sissies do so love cocks,” replied Mistress Black. “Here, let me help you.” She reached past me and pulled Fiona’s white lace panties down, releasing her limp dick and balls. “Now suck it, sissy.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I replied.

“Make Fiona hard,” added Mistress Stern.

I glanced up into Fiona’s worried face. We both knew that if her dick got erect it would be punished.

But this was what she’d done to me, and we must always obey our Mistresses.

I moved my head forwards and stuck my tongue out, feeling for the tip of her cock. I found it and moved her limp dick into my mouth, feeling her soft ball sac against my chin. I heard an indrawn breath from above me, and began using all of my cock-sucking skills to make Fiona’s limp dick as hard as possible, so that she’d be punished instead of me.

I heard Mistress Black’s high-heeled boots click away from us and I wondered what she was going to do.

Slowly Fiona’s sore dick expanded into my mouth and I began to slide my red lips back and forth along it, feeling its increasing hardness fill my mouth and head towards the back of my throat. Would the mistresses want me to deepthroat her?

I felt Fiona’s body tremble, either from the pleasure I was giving her or the fear of the pain the mistresses would inflict upon her cock once they saw her erection.

Mistress Black’s boots clicked back towards us and I heard her stand behind Fiona.

Suddenly she gasped and her hard dick thrust deeper into my throat. 

What was happening?

But I’d not been told to stop sucking Fiona’s cock, so I continued on. I heard more gasps and felt strange movements of her cock in my mouth.

Then my choker was grabbed and my head pulled off Fiona’s erection.

“Is Fiona hard, Samantha?” asked Mistress Stern.

I looked at the erect dick pointing slightly above my head, shiny with my saliva along its length. But also saw Mistress Black’s hands tightly gripping Fiona’s hips. What was going on?

“Yes, Mistress.”

Fiona gasped again, and I realised that Mistress Black was fucking Fiona, thrusting a dildo into her sissy-cunt. No wonder Fiona was hard!

“Did you enjoy that, Samantha?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Judging by how hard Fiona is you’re a very good cocksucker.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

Mistress Stern’s black shoe moved in front of my face and then underneath Fiona’s ball sac. Then she began teasing it with the shoe’s point, moving it back and forth, and bouncing the balls up and down. All the while Mistress Black fucked Fiona. I watched as Fiona’s cock grew even harder and begin to point towards the dark ceiling above us.

“Do you like that, Fiona?”

“Yes, Mistress!” she gasped.

“Is your dick hard, Fiona?”

She gasped again as Mistress Black thrust into her but I knew she was considering her reply. Should she say that she was hard, and so be punished? Or should she say she wasn’t hard, but know that everyone seeing her dick could see that it was hard, and therefore be punished for lying to a Mistress?

After another deep thrust she gasped, “Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Stern’s shoe stopped playing with Fiona’s balls.

“Why are you hard, Fiona? Is it because Mistress Black is fucking you?”

“Yes!” she gasped, and quickly remembered to add, “Mistress!”

In front of me the shiny black stiletto moved. I watched as it slowly moved up away from Fiona’s balls and then pushed its way between Fiona’s dick and her torso, then force her erection down so that it was almost horizontal. The head of it bulged towards my face, and moved back and forth towards me with every one of Mistress Black’s thrusts.

Would I be told to suck it again? Or would something else happen?

“Mistress Black, Fiona has an erection. What should we do about it?”

“Punish the slut!” she said.

I moved my head back at the same time as Mistress Stern moved her shoe away from Fiona’s balls.

Swish!

Fiona cried out as Mistress Stern brought her black crop down against the head of her dick. Her body rocked from the pain and Mistress Black’s thrusts.

Swish!

She cried out again.

The end was bright red where the crop had hit it. I could only imagine how much pain Fiona was in. But was also envious of her being fucked.

Swish!

The crop swung up and down as if beating Fiona’s dick into submission! They really didn’t want Fiona to have an erection!

With each hit of the crop Fiona’s dick got redder and redder and more painful, and her erection faded until her cock was flopping against her ball sac with each of Mistress Black’s thrusts. At that point Mistress Stern stopped hitting Fiona’s dick.

Fiona’s cock looked very red and sore.

“Thank you, Mistress,” Fiona gasped, pain filling her voice.

“Do you like being fucked, Fiona?” asked Mistress Black from behind her.

“Yes, Mistress!”

“Are you a whore, Fiona?”

“Yes, Mistress!”

“Say it.”

“I’m a whore, Mistress!”

“But you’re not just any type of whore are you, Fiona?”

“I’m a sissy whore, Mistress!”

In front of my face her cock slowly became softer and swung around a lot more with each of Mistress Black’s thrusts. Would Fiona even be able to cum with her penis hurting so badly and being so limp?

“Are you erect, Fiona?” asked Mistress Black.

“No, Mistress!”

“Good.”

Mistress Stern moved her shiny black shoe so it was underneath Fiona’s limp swinging dick. Why would she do that?

Mistress Black continued thrusting her dildo into Fiona’s sissy cunt, when all of a sudden Fiona cried out and a flow of white came out of her penis, splashing onto Mistress Stern’s shiny black stiletto shoe!

More and more came out and because her dick was still swinging around due to Mistress Black fucking her some of it also landed on the floor.

Mistress Black must have been watching for it as she asked, “Is she done?”

But it didn’t look like Fiona had had an orgasm! It must have really hurt being forced to cum through a bruised cock!

Then I realised – they’d made sure to ruin her orgasm by hurting her dick.

Mistress Stern and I watched Fiona’s flow of sperm slow to a dribble. “Yes.”

Fiona’s legs wobbled and she gave a final gasp as Mistress Black pulled her dildo out of her sissy cunt and moved back.

Would they do the same to me? Would they make Fiona suck my dick until I was hard, then whip it with their crops, and ruin my orgasm? I felt a surge in my balls at the thought, having enjoyed wanking to such videos online.

“Lick my shoe clean, Samantha.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

I shuffled forwards on my fishnet-stockinged knees, close enough that I could stick my tongue out and lick Fiona’s cum off the shoe. But Mistress Stern moved her shoe and began wiping Fiona’s cum off on my face and tongue. 

I tried to lick as much of the salty cream off the shoe before it ruined my make-up, but could feel some sperm smeared over my face. I must have looked a mess.

“Is it all off, Samantha?” Mistress Stern asked.

I looked at her shoe. It glistened with my saliva, but I couldn’t see any of Fiona’s cum on it. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Did you enjoy the taste of Fiona’s cum, Samantha?”

My mouth was filled with a strong salty taste. “Yes, Mistress.”

What were they going to make me do now?

“Fiona was very naughty, Samantha,” said Mistress black.

“Mistress?”

“She leaked some of her cum onto the floor.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Be a good sissy and clean it up, Samantha.”

I felt something being pushed against my back and I overbalanced and fell onto my front with an oof! Luckily my large tits stopped me from smacking my face against the hard cement floor.

They wanted me to lick Fiona’s sperm off the floor?

Mistress Stern must have seen my confusion as she said, “With your panties, Samantha.”

I had to obey whatever a Mistress said. Using my knees and toes of my shoes I wriggled my body over the splashes of Fiona’s cum, then used my hips to push my pink lace-covered cock and balls against the cold hard floor to wipe at them. I felt my panties begin to get damp with her sperm and my soft cock begin to harden. But I didn’t want to get an erection!

I gasped as my cock and balls were painfully squeezed!

Glancing round I saw Mistress Black smiling as she pulled my lace panties up through my skirt’s rear hole.

“Keep going, Samantha,” said Mistress Stern.

“Yes, Mistress.”

I continued pushing my cock against the floor and felt Mistress Black pull the panty gusset even higher, forcing it painfully deep between my ass cheeks, then

Swish!

I cried out as pain fired through my ass and forced my hardening dick against the hard floor. I felt a slight loosening of my pink lace panties – Mistress Black had let go of them.

“Is it clean yet, Samantha?” asked Mistress Stern.

Swish!

I cried out again. Then, using my knees, managed to roll onto my left side, almost crushing my cuffed hand against the floor. My large tits prevented me from seeing my dick or sperm-stained pink lace panties – all I could look at was the floor I’d wiped. It looked clear of Fiona’s cum.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Fiona, lick your cum off Samantha’s panties.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

But if Fiona did that I knew I’d get very hard!

Mistress Black walked behind Fiona and lifted her tight shiny black PVC skirt over her knees. I saw her fishnet stockings over her hairless legs and felt a surge in my balls.

I was going to be in so much pain!

With her skirt lifted up enough Fiona carefully got down onto her knees and shuffled over to me.

We looked at each other, knowing that she was going to make me erect, and that I’d be severely punished for it.

I rolled over onto back so that she could more easily get to my sperm-stained panties. The floor was cold against my bare ass – the panty gusset still tight between my cheeks.

“Lift your hips up, Samantha,” said Mistress Stern.

“Yes, Mistress.”

I shuffled my feet closer to my ass and managed to lift up onto the high heels, then pushed my hips up off the floor, balancing on my shoulder blades. The tight corset I wore made breathing difficult, but I had to obey a Mistress’s order.

My tight black PVC skirt kept my legs together.

Fiona shuffled around to my right side and lowered her head towards the hole in my skirt. I felt another surge in my panties knowing that a pretty sissy was going to lick her sperm off my dick and balls.

But I didn’t want an erection!

“Higher, Samantha,” said Mistress Stern.

I forced my hips high enough that I managed to see past my huge breasts and see my dick pushing up against the thin pink lace material.

Would Fiona make me cum before the Mistresses punished me?

She lowered her head and I felt her soft red lips brush my panties. It felt so good!

Her tongue flicked out and gently lapped up her drying cum from my lace panties. I moaned, wanting to feel more, wanting her to give me more pleasure.

“Are you enjoying that, Samantha?” asked Mistress Stern.

“Yes, Mistress.” 

“It looks like some of your sperm has leaked onto Samantha’s dick, Fiona.”

“Yes, Mistress,” she replied.

“You must lick all of your sperm off, Fiona,” added Mistress Stern.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Let me help you with her panties, Fiona.”

Mistress Black leant over and lifted my panties off my hardening cock. They wanted her to get me erect!

My semi-erection flopped down but Fiona moved her head and used her tongue to lift it up and take it in her warm wet mouth.

I groaned. I couldn’t help it!

“I do so love watching sissies pleasure each other,” said Mistress Stern.

“But not too much.”

“Quite right, Mistress Black. If you would?”

Oh no! What was she going to do to me!

Fiona looked me in the eyes as she started to slide her soft lips along my length, and used her tongue to rub its end while it was in her mouth.

It felt so good!

Mistress Black’s boots clicked as she walked around us. Then she crouched down and

Swish!

Pain fired through my ass! Fiona gasped as I thrust my hardening erection deeper into her mouth. That felt even nicer.

Maybe I could cum before the mistresses told Fiona to stop sucking my cock and beat my erection into bruised limpness?

I made myself thrust my cock into Fiona’s mouth, forcing it deeper, wanting to cum as fast as I could. She was so pretty, and I was fucking her sexy mouth! 

Swish! 

I cried out again!

Fiona’s mouth felt so good around my cock!

Would she mind if I came in her mouth? She was a sissy and sissies did love sucking cocks until they spurted their hot salty load. 

I closed my eyes and gasped with the exertion of speeding up my thrusts into her warm wet mouth, wanting to paint the back of her throat with my sperm before the mistresses had the chance to ruin my orgasm.

I thrust up again but this time into nothingness. I opened my eyes and saw Mistress Black smiling evilly at me, Fiona’s choker in her tight grasp. She’d pulled her off my cock!

They’d guessed at what I was trying to do!

I glanced at Mistress Stern. She shared a look with Mistress Black and then they looked at me. Their combined glares chilled my stomach, but not my hard erection, which still had Fiona’s saliva coating it.

“Are you hard, Samantha?” asked Mistress Stern.

I felt the stiffness of my erection and knew it was hard. Very hard.

“Yes, Mistress Stern,” I whispered through a suddenly dry mouth.

She hopped off her perch on the cage and stood either side of my head. I felt a suicidal surge in my balls at the sight of her panties up her short skirt. 

“Were you trying to cum, Samantha?

“Yes, Mistress Stern.”

“Hold Samantha’s erection up, Fiona.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Still looking up Mistress Stern’s skirt I heard Fiona shuffle around on her knees and then felt her lean over me to grasp the base of my erection with her cuffed hand.

“Keep your hips up, Samantha.”

“Yes, Mistress Black.”

I didn’t dare breathe.

How much pain would I be in?

So much.

Swish!

***
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A Very Prissy Sissy Day
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Three fingers

I exited the bathroom to find that Auntie had laid out a dress for me on the bed. She was such a dear, always looking after me. It was one I didn’t remember seeing before. Was it one from the excitingly anonymous dress carriers and boxes that had arrived recently and were stored in the dining room downstairs? She’d not allowed to to open any of them!

Excitement gripped me and I scurried over to the bed in my pink fluffy dressing gown and matching pink fluffy heeled slippers. I picked it up feeling the smooth silky softness of the shiny pink material with all its frills and ruffles. Auntie always loved to see me in pink - pink dresses, pink panties, pink garter belts, pink high heels.

It also looked short. Shorter than any dress in my wardrobe. I was sure my panties would be in clear view!

Perhaps she wanted me to model it to whet people’s appetites for the boys fashion show she’d set up for this evening at her house? She’d not mentioned anything to me about being a model and wearing pretty new dresses and lingerie designed specially for boys. But she’d probably know I’d jump at the chance to be a model though. 

I put the short-sleeved frilly dress back down on the bed and shrugged off my dressing gown. The lovely flowery scent of the bubble bath I’d recently emerged from filled the air. I was so lucky to have such an understanding Auntie. Someone who really understood what the boys of today wanted – to look and feel pretty, and talk about dresses and lingerie with other boys.

I placed my dressing gown on the bed and picked the dress up, holding it against my front, feeling lovely thrills as the pink material brushed against my soft smooth skin and a-cup breasts. For my birthday Auntie said she’d pay for a breast enlargement op, I could be a c- or even d-cup! She’d not decided yet. I so looked forward to having larger breasts. I’d seen other boys with lovely big breasts and always felt a pang of jealously – their dresses always looked so much better on them.

Maybe as well as the larger breasts she could get the doctor to make my lips plumper? 

Plump lips and large breasts! The other boys would be so jealous of me! Even better - I’d have to get new sets of bras and matching panties!

Still holding the dress I turned towards the full-length mirror and imagined how it would look on me. I was right in that it was short – it didn’t even begin to cover my penis. I’d have to make sure my panties co-ordinated with it. 

Because of its shortness I wondered if the dress had a matching penis bow. That would look so lovely! I could wear a pair of sheer see-through panties and show my penis bow off! Maybe there was? I turned to look back towards the bed. Something pink shimmered on the white satin cover and I squealed with excitement! I sat down, feeling the coolness of the bed cover against my smooth ass cheeks and reached towards it. It was! I picked up the clear plastic bag that held a matching pink bow. My penis would look so pretty! Maybe the other boys would like to touch it! Or maybe even kiss it. I’d even heard from some boys that they liked to suck each other’s penises. I know Auntie liked to see other boys touch my penis and for me to touch theirs. She said it was only polite and good manners. Maybe she’d like to see me suck another boy’s penis? I’d not done it before but I was sure the boy would like it.

I felt a fizzing sensation in my balls and realised my penis was getting erect at the thought of everyone touching it, or kissing it, or.... I’d have to be milked shortly or I’d be in danger of squirting a creamy mess in my panties when I went out!

“Peter, is your penis erect?”

My head jerked towards the door to see my Auntie standing there looking so beautiful in her smart dark blue satin blouse and black calf-length pencil skirt. Her dark hair was set into lovely curls around her head. I hoped one day to
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