

Bend Over: Sissy Maid Service

“How do you like your maid’s uniform,” Stacy asked, reclining on the couch, her feet up on the coffee table, right where I just dusted.

“I love it very much, thank you,” I said, smiling, giving her a curtsey.

“You’ve been such a good sissy for me, I figured I should reward you for your effort.”

“I am pleased with how you rewarded me,” I added, stretching to reach the top of the mounted T.V, swiping the feather duster across.

Getting rewarded was far better than when she disciplined me. And no matter how hard I tried to avoid getting punished, I always managed to find some way to screw things up, and displease her. Or perhaps Stacy found a reason to punish me, looking for anything that I might be doing wrong, any reason to critique me.

Because of that, having her watch me as I dusted her house was a mixed blessing. On the one hand it meant she was watching me, looking at me, taking notice of the fact that I existed, which of course pleased me very much, made me giddy as a schoolgirl. On the other hand however, it meant that her scrutinizing eyes were upon me, the slightest mistake, the smallest hiccup, and it could mean punishment. Punishment couldn’t be avoided, I knew that, and it was best to embrace it when it happened. To find my own personal joy in having Stacy dominate my misbehaving body,

“Well, hurry it up,” Stacy added, swinging her legs off the coffee table, “I’m having a friend over today, and I don’t want her to see this place in any way less than perfect. Got it?”

“Yes Mistress, I got it. I will do my best,” I said. I got down on my knees, sweeping underneath the china cabinet.

“Mmm, good,” I could feel Stacy’s eyes fixed on my behind as I bent over, the panties she allowed me to wear peeking out from underneath the miniskirt.

Knowing she was there looking at me, seeing up my skirt, it made my cock throb and stiffen. It couldn’t be helped. So much of what Stacy did, turned me on.

“Ahem…” Stacy cleared her throat, her foot tapping with impatience, “What’s that?”

I craned my neck over my shoulder, tracing Stacy’s finger to where it pointed, “What?” I asked, looking around the floor to see if I dropped or missed something.”

“Not down there, you dummy,” said Stacy, “there,” she tapped the air with her pointer finger, directing my sight between my legs. The fabric of my uniform pushed out where my hard cock pulsated with desire.

“Oh- I- when you looked at me, I just… you’re so beautiful, I couldn’t help it.”

Stacy crossed her arms and let out a disgusted and dissatisfied groan, “Really? You’re supposed to be working, not getting worked up. You need to control yourself better,” Stacy shook her head, wagging her finger at me like I was a disobedient pet. Which in a way, I was.

I was indeed her pet, her plaything, and she my master and owner. It gave me a sense of comfort knowing that I belonged to someone, that if I obeyed I would never be alone.

“What is my friend going to think of me if I let you just walk around here with that little thing all hard like that? I don’t need you scaring her away.”

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to, I just couldn’t help it,” I said, doing my best to plead to her understanding.

“Not good enough,” said Stacy, silently directing me to get on all fours.

I obeyed her command and got down, looking up into her sparkling eyes.

Stacy pulled out her paddle, tapping it against her palm, “Naughty naughty sissy,” hummed Stacy moving behind me. The cold flat end of the paddle pressed against my ass. I swallowed, bracing myself for punishment.

“I think three ought to do it,” said Stacy, rearing the paddle back.

“Oh fuck,” I whimpered, my body jolting forward on impact, my ass stinging from her strong, disciplining arm.

“That’s one, two more,” Stacy pulled the paddle back.

“Ah yes,” I groaned, “I’m such a naughty sissy, punish me mistress, please.”

“Damn right you are,” Stacy clenched her teeth, pulling her arm back for my final spanking. Just as the paddle slapped against my ass a knock sounded on the door.

“That must be Lisa,” Stacy put the paddle away, “Well, get up and go answer it.”

I picked myself up off the ground and went to answer the door, but before reaching it Stacy pulled me back.

“What do you think you’re doing, you can’t let her in with that thing sticking right at her,” Stacy flicked the front of my uniform, a bit of pain and pleasure sent shocking through my cock. I pressed my hand against my boner, trying to force it to go down, tensing my legs and then relaxing, nervously doing my best to shake the thoughts of Stacy’s domination over my body from my mind.

My heart pounded in my chest as the blood left my cock. I had no idea who this Lisa was, what she was like, what she would think of me. Though I’m sure she would think the same thing that most women think when they see a sissy like me; pathetic. I opened the door to let Stacy’s friend in and instantly I found myself hard again. Lisa was a total knockout. She wore a tight top, low cut, her tits massive and mouth-wateringly juicy. Her hips were so wide, so many curves, and the way her leggings hugged her thighs and ass, it had me drooling over her.

“Oh hello,” Lisa smiled at me, seemingly surprised by my presence.

“Lisa! It’s so good to see you,” Stacy shoved me out of the way, embracing her friend, their bodies pressed against one another in a tight hug. Stacy kissed Lisa on the cheek and then held her out at arms length, “look at you, so fucking sexy.”

“Thanks, I know,” chuckled Lisa, tossing her hair over her shoulder, gleaming with pride.

“Can I get you anything?” Stacy asked as the two of them settled onto the couch.

“I don’t want to be a bother,” said Lisa.

“It’s no bother, whatever you want… besides it’s not me who will be serving you tonight,” Stacy shot me a glance.

“Oh right, is that the… guy you told me about.”

“Mmhmm, my good little sissy helper. Whatever you want, just ask.”

“Wine?”

“You heard her,” Stacy plopped her feet back onto the coffee table, “Wine for my friend and I.”

I nodded and gave a slight bow. I couldn’t even speak, Lisa made me so nervous, the words caught in my throat. I grabbed two glasses and a bottle of wine. I poured the wine while the two of them watched me, my hands shaking.

“So he just does whatever you want?” Lisa asked.

“That’s right, and if he doesn't... well… I teach him a lesson,” Stacy brought the glass to her lips, taking a sip.

“Do you fuck him?” Lisa asked, not beating around the bush.

Stacy practically spit up her wine, “god no, I would never let his little cock inside me. Probably wouldn’t even feel it if I did. Sometimes I let him lick my pussy if he’s good, but I don’t touch him. Only a real man gets to penetrate this pussy.”

“I hear that,” Lisa raised her glass, clinking it against Stacy’s.

“But I do have plenty of fun using him. Hell, I even have him wearing my old panties.”

“No way, let me see,” Lisa perked up, her tits bouncing.

I stood awkwardly the whole time in front of the couch, my hands cupped in front of me. Too nervous to say or do anything. Simply waiting for my next command. It was easier this way, I didn’t have to think of what to do, Stacy would tell me.

“You heard her, she wants to see what a pathetic sissy you are,” Stacy placed her glass on the table, arms crossed, waiting for me to obey.

Up until this point Stacy was the only one who saw me like this, who knew what a sissy I was. I should have known I wouldn’t be able to keep it a secret forever. I chose to be her sissy so I wouldn’t lose her. I figured I would do anything for her, anything to keep her in my life. I never thought I would have to put myself on display for another. I thought I could keep this a secret, have it be just between Stacy and I. Stacy obviously had other plans. She got off on having others see her control and use me. And if I wanted to remain hers I had to accept that.

I curled my fingers around the bottom edge of my uniform and lifted it up. The pink silk panties that Stacy had gifted me revealed for her friend to see. My cock twitched and stiffened underneath the panties as I exposed myself. Never in my life have I had two sexy girls looking at me while half naked. And I had their attention all because of Stacy, all because I did as she commanded. And though the way they looked at me now, made me feel humiliated and embarrassed, at least they were looking at me, and that made me feel so very special.

The girls giggled on the couch, curling up into one another, both of them pointing at me. Lisa whispered something to Stacy and let out a hearty laugh. I had no idea what the two of them were saying but I could guess at the essence of it. My cheeks burned red with embarrassment. I wanted to drop the skirt and hide my shame, but I knew better than to do that. Stacy wasn’t done enjoying the humiliation she so happily bestowed on me.

“Are you hard,” laughed Lisa, her finger pointing right at my stiff cock.

I nodded, too shy to use my words.

“Really? Do I turn you on?” Lisa crossed her arms and pressed her tits together, “Was it from looking at these?” She gave her breasts a jiggle.

I nodded again, admitting to what partly did it. It wasn’t just her tits or her body that made my cock swell and pulsate with lustful desire. But also being put on display before the two of them, having their attention, and in a way even being mocked made my cock throb and throb.

“I can’t believe it,” Lisa gave Stacy a nudge, “I’ve never met a guy like this before.”

“That’s because he isn’t a guy, not really… he’s a sissy, my sissy,” said Stacy. Her words rolled through my body, to be called hers was all I ever wanted. And whenever I heard it I couldn’t help myself.

“Oh my gosh, look,” Lisa leaned forward, “I think that’s precum,” she squinted her eyes inspecting the panties hugging tightly around me.

I looked down myself, and sure enough a circular stain rested dead center, right where my tip pressed against the fabric.

“Do you think if we keep talking about him like this, he’ll just blow his load right there?” Asked Lisa.

“Probably,” added Stacy, “he does have a hard time containing himself.”

“Hey,” Lisa shouted at me, looking into my eyes, her own blue eyes making me melt as I

allowed myself to fall deeper into their allure.

I gave a little jolt, startled by her abrasiveness, dropping the edge of my skirt, letting it fall back over the panties and hiding my shame.

“Don’t you cum yet, understand?” Lisa looked from me to Stacy.

Stacy nodded, “you do as she says, when she’s here, she is just as much in charge of that little cock of yours as I am. Got it?”

This time a simple nod did not suffice. “I can’t hear you,” said Stacy, “I asked if you understand me…” She waited for a response and I had no choice but to obey and give her one. I swallowed, preparing myself to speak. I don’t know why it was so hard, harder than my cock, they were only words but the amount of beauty before me had me almost paralyzed.

“Y- yes mistress,” I said, finally forcing the words out of my mouth.

“He calls you mistress? Hey, sissy boy, I want you to call me mistress too,” Lisa leaned ever closer to me, moving her way to the edge of the couch. I had her interest, her attention. Perhaps the reasons I did wasn’t because she wanted me, but still, with those eyes on me I couldn’t help but feel I mattered.

“Yes Mistress,” I gave Lisa a slight bow, willing to indulge her completely.

“Hmm, so you’ll do whatever I say, is that right?” Lisa splayed herself back, relaxing into the couch, stroking her chin as I’m sure she began to conjure up ideas of what to do with me. I wish she didn’t recline like that. Each inch she moved closer to me made my heart race and my cock twitch. I didn’t care if she wanted to humiliate or embarrass or laugh at me. I just wanted her close, just as I wanted Stacy close. It made me feel comforted.

“Why don’t you take those panties off for me,” said Lisa, “I want to see if your cock really is as small as Stacy says.”

“What, don't you believe me?” Giggled Stacy. “Go on show her.”

I did as commanded, sliding the soft pair of panties down my legs, holding the edge of the skirt up so the two girls could have a full view of my cock. Without anything to hide my cock from their pretty eyes my cock gave a delighted little jump, precum seeping out of the tip and leaking its way down my shaft.

“I see what you mean,” said Lisa, “it is rather small. Probably wouldn’t even feel him inside. Is that why you became a sissy, because your cock is too small to please a woman?”

It didn’t matter what Lisa had to say, she was far too gorgeous to disagree with, “Yes Mistress, my sissy cock isn’t any good for a woman to enjoy.”

“But-” Stacy interjected, there are other ways to enjoy a sissy.”

“Should I touch it?” Lisa brought her fingers just centimeters away from my cock, but not yet touching it. The closer she got the more I yearned to feel her hand wrapped around me, so much that the desire for it clenched at my heart and yet…

“It’s spurting out more!” Lisa pulled her hand back, “I didn’t even touch it and he’s already going to cum,” she laughed, sitting on her hands.

“Didn’t we say no cumming? You’re getting awfully close,” said Stacy, not looking too happy with what I’ve done.

“What do we do if he doesn’t listen?” Lisa asked. A question that I knew the answer to all too well. I’ve taken discipline from Stacy many times before, reveled and delighted in her punishments, but never have I taken discipline from another. And the idea of having the two of them teaching me a  lesson excited me like never before. I tensed my body, holding in the absolute need to explode and spill my seed, not wanting to disappoint the girls before me anymore than I already have.

“We punish him of course,” said Stacy.

“Mmm, I like the sound of that,” said Lisa, rubbing her hands and licking her lips, a devious gleam sparkling in her eyes.

“You heard her,” said Stacy, “turn around and bend over.”

I twirled around, the skirt fluttering in the air for a moment before settling down. I placed my hand on my knees, leaning forward, sticking my ass out.

“He’s all yours,” said Stacy, handing Lisa the paddle.

“All mine, huh?” Lisa licked the length of the paddle, her every movement more seductive than the last. “You’ve been a bad sissy, haven’t you?” Lisa came around front, lifting my chin, forcing my eyes to meet hers.

“Yes Mistress, I deserve to be punished,” I said, relenting to her will.

“And do you know why you deserve this,” the paddle tapped against her palm.

“Yes Mistress, because I can’t keep my sissy cum from spilling out.”

“That’s right,” Lisa went around my back, using the end of the paddle to fiddle with my dangling cock. She gave my balls a light tap, but enough all the same, I let out a whimper, my cock dancing for more. “Bad bad sissy, can’t keep your cum in your balls where it belongs.”

“I’m sorry Mistress, you’re just so perfect. I- I can’t help myself around you.”

“I suppose I shouldn’t be too hard on you, other than Stacy here I’m probably the sexiest thing to ever see that sad cock of yours. But you still deserve it…” Lisa pulled her arm back…

My ass burned from Lisa’s punishment, the girls giggling to one another as they took turns spanking me, reminding me of my place beneath them, reminding me that I am the one who serves them, that my cock belongs to them and them alone. It is not up to me to decide when I cum.

“You took that pretty well,” smirked Lisa, paddle holding my chin up. “Do you still want to cum… don’t lie to me.”

“Fuck yes, please Mistress. I want to cum so bad,” I begged, getting down on my knees.

“Well perhaps I can allow it, you’ve surely brought a smile to my face. I think I have an idea,” Lisa pulled Stacy in and whispered something into her ear.

Stacy nodded, “yeah, I have one, it’s in my bedroom.”

I had no idea what the two of them were up to, what they were planning to do with me, but whatever it was, it surely brought a smile to their faces. And if letting them use me some more made them happy than I knew I would be okay with it.

“Close your eyes,” Lisa demanded of me. “That’s it.” Lisa shoved me down on all fours, lifting the skirt up and over my back. Did she plan to spank me more?

“Perfect,” mumbled Lisa, cold liquid dripping down my ass. “First we’ll need to oil that sissy hole up.”

“Wait, are you-” I went to crane my head over my shoulder.

Lisa spanked my ass, “I said keep your eyes closed. Do as I say,” she gave me another slap.

I squeezed my eyes shut, not wanting to disappoint her any further. I could feel the plastic of some toy teasing around my hole, slipping its way upon the oil that drenched my ass.

“That’s it, just relax,” whispered Lisa, the tip of the object inserting into my tight hole. “Mmhmm just like that, you’re gonna take my cock like a good sissy.”

I sensed Lisa’s movements behind me, her hips easing back and forth, a strap on cock forcing its way into my hole.

“You’re going to be a good anal sissy for Mistress Lisa, right?” Stacy whispered into my ear, her words tickling into the core of my being.

“Yes Mistress,” I said, clenching my fists, taking Lisa's toy cock deeper into my ass, my body pushing forward.

“I bet you wish you had a cock this big,” said Lisa, thrusting her hips a little faster, her cock sliding in and out of my hole.

“Fuck, yes… I do… I really do.”

“The only way you’ll ever have a cock this big is if it’s in that sissy ass,” Lisa gave me another spank. I tilted my head back, groaning the pleasure she gave me filled me with. “I think he really likes it.”

“I’d say so,” Stacy’s eyes fixed on my twitching cock, precum dripping out.

“I thought you wanted to cum,” grinned Lisa, pounding into my hole, stretching me out, “well, come on, blow that sissy load for me.”

“Grab your little cock, stroke it for me,” added Stacy.

I wrapped my hand around my dripping and sloppy cock, stroking myself up and down.

“Cum for us,” the girls chanted in unison, their voices mixing with one anothers in the air above me.

“Stroke that little sissy cock,” demanded Lisa, her toy cock widening out my hole, making me feel its ultimate pleasure. The intertwined sensation of having my sissy hole pounded and my sissy cock stroked brought me to new heights of wonder. My body shook, spasming with pleasure, my cock throbbed in my hold, impossible to hold back any longer. Streams of warm cum sprayed out of my dangling cock, sticking into Stacy’s floor.

“It’s still going,” squealed Lisa, sliding the large cock out of my gaping sissy hole, cum dribbling out of the tip of my sissy cock.

“Fuck you really made a mess,” said Stacy. She grabbed a fistful of my hair and directed my face to the cum pooled on her carpet. “Look at what you did, you dirty sissy.”

“Make him clean it up,” said Lisa, “he is your sissy servant after all.”

“Good idea,” smirked Stacy, “clean it up.”

I shifted my weight to stand up, to get towels or whatever, when Stacy shoved me back down on my knees.

“Uh uh,” she pressed my head down, “use your tongue, lick your sissy load up.”

“You're so bad,” snickered Lisa.

“Damn straight, I’m a bad bitch and he better not forget it,” Stacy forced my face down into the pool of my own cum. “Lick,” she commanded.

I shut my eyes, about to reach a new low, a level I never thought I would sink to. But it was all for Stacy, anything so she wouldn’t leave me. Stacy was worth worshipping, worth obeying, whatever the command, I knew that. But my instincts, they had other ideas, everything inside me told me this was wrong, more than just pathetic but disgusting, wrong.

“Do it,” Stacy growled.

If I didn’t the punishment would be much worse. I opened my mouth and stuck my tongue out. Stacy guiding my face up and down, helping me to lick the cum up.

“Good sissy,” grinned Stacy, watching me lap up my cum into my mouth.

“Holy fuck he is so pathetic,” laughed Lisa, “Come on, swallow it you sissy.”

I did as they asked. I did everything they asked. I licked, I swallowed, whatever they wanted, I did. These women are my goddesses, worthy of whatever they desired for me to do. I only wanted to make them happy. And as they laughed and giggled, watching me clean up my sissy cum with my mouth, I knew I made them happy. And in this way I had worth, I was somebody. I was Stacy’s sissy, and there was nothing in this world I would rather be.

“What about us?” Lisa asked.

“What do you mean?” Questioned Stacy.

“I’m kind of hungry for some dick myself now,” said Lisa, turning to face me, “real dick, that is,” she scoffed at me.

“Don’t you worry, I know a guy with a nice big dick who will be more than happy to fuck the both of us.”

“Not another sissy?”

“Hell no, he’s a real man,” Stacy grabbed my chin, “you want to watch your Mistresses get some real cock? Want to watch how a real man pleases a woman?” Stacy forced my head into a nod. “That’s what I thought.”

“Mmm, I can’t wait,” moaned, Lisa, massaging her tits, pinching her nipples from over her shirt. “You like watching your mistress get fucked by a real man?” Lisa asked me.

“Yes,” I responded, my eyes cast down, “It makes me happy when Stacy gets the pleasure she deserves.”

“Then you should be ecstatic, because we’re both about to feel real fucking good.”

“I’ll give him a call. In the meantime,” Stacy pressed her perfect lips to Lisa’s cheek, “why don’t you get yourself warmed up for when he arrives.”

“Mmm, sounds good,” Lisa slid a hand down her waistband, fingers searching for her clit. “Does he get to play with himself too?”

“Only if we say so.”

“Then I say, no touching… you hear me sissy? I don’t want you touching yourself one bit while I’m getting real dick. Only watching.”

“Yes mistress, I will only watch.”

“Good.”

Lisa grinded against her palm, biting her lip. Her nipples stiffening and becoming aroused, pressing against the fabric of her shirt. My drained cock grew harder once again under the skirt, beckoning to be touched. But I wouldn’t be allowed to, a blessing I would not receive. I would have to remain quiet and obedient. Only allowed to watch as another man fucked my Mistresses, and made them moan with pleasure in ways I never could, would never be allowed to.

“He’s on his way,” said Stacy, her lips tackling Lisa’s, the two of them locked in a romantic embrace, their hands running along each other’s perfect bodies. The whole display had me squirming, watching was such sweet torture. And this was only the begining of the torture. Nothing compares to watching the one you love more than anything getting fucked by another man. A stronger, better man. A man that deep down I knew she deserved. Deserved a hundred times more than I could ever hope for.

The two of them parted lips. Tongues trailing with saliva. A knock sounded at the door.

“That’s him,” Stacy shot up with glee. “Sissy, go answer the door.”

My heart raced in my chest, this wasn’t the first time Stacy invited him over. Nor the first time she forced me to watch him fuck her tight holes, his body slapping against hers. His cock penetrating her perfect pussy. And every time I looked at him I was reminded of what I really was. Of how useless and sad of a man I am. That I am not a man at all but a sissy.

Yet there was one thing that would always bring joy to my heart. And that is, even though I am sissy, I am Stacy’s sissy. And in the end that’s all that mattered to me and that’s all that will ever matter.
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