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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
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