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∞∞∞

"It's nice to have another girl around the house sometimes, a pleasant sight. Especially a little slut like you." I look behind me at the sofa and realize he's sat there stroking his cock, he must have been watching me clean, bent over in my skimpy little outfit.

“I’m happy to be of service to you.” I reply, “That’s what I’m here for.” I go back to dusting the TV stand and every component of their home entertainment system, ensuring to perk my ass up even higher for his enjoyment. I’m not wearing any panties and I can feel my balls and cock hanging and my asshole bared for him to see, he must be thinking about fucking me. The thought turns me on, of him taking me, the little sissy maid slut, right here as I clean. My cock begins to grow and he notices.

"What are you thinking about? Something dirty I see, you little slut." The way he talks to me turns me on, even more, I am a little slut. My cock hardens so I’m fully erect and I feel the rush of lust through me, please just fucking take me.

His phone calls suddenly and he picks it up, it’s Jessie, and she must have asked him what he’s up to.

“Not much, about to punish the maid.” He tells her, excitement fills me with an emptiness that can only be filled by his cock. “Oh, she’s just been dirty you could say. It’s okay I’ll put the slut in her place. Yeah, see you later, love you too.” He puts the phone down. “Well, Alice the maid. Jessie says that if you’re being dirty then that’s not doing a very good job, says that I should make spank your raw. What do you think of that?”

I think that sounds fucking sexy.

“I’ve been a good girl, I promise, Jason, sir.” I play innocent knowing that he will spank me anyway.

“Don’t you lie to me you sissy slut. Come over here now.” I get up and walk over to him, my maid dress caught on the top of my erect cock.

"I was being a good girl," I say, playing with him, talking like a little girl and holding my hands behind my back as I pivot on one foot.

“Bend over my knee.” His tone is dominant, he’s such a fucking alpha male, I feel the precum drip out of my cock in anticipation. I bent over his knee, my cock pressed up against his leg, his hard cock so close to me, so tempting. A heavy hand comes down, SMACK, “Why am I spanking you, slut?”

“Because I’ve been a bad maid, a dirty maid, sir.”

SMACK.

“That’s right, you’re a dirty little bitch of a maid aren’t you.”

“Yes, sir.”

SMACK.

Fuck please fuck me. Every smack makes my cock tingle and my asshole loosen, I love the power he has over me, I love how hard and large his hand is on my tight little asscheek, I love the smell of his aftershave; woody, tobacco hints, with some sweetness like honey. He takes my ass cheeks between his hands and he spreads them, spanking me again. I moan with pleasure and he takes his spanking hand and puts a finger in my mouth, I suck it obediently, willingly.

“Get them nice and wet.” He tells me. I slobber all over them, spit and saliva dripping out of my mouth like the hungry whore I am. “Good girl.”

He pulls them out of my mouth and spreads my ass, teasing and tickling my asshole with circular motions with his fingers that I myself lubricated with my spit until he sticks a finger right into me, making me squirm with pleasure.

Fuck me.

"Mmm, you've always had such a tight little hole from the first time we fucked. Up you get." He guides me off his knee and I stand there before him in my little skimpy maids' outfit, a hard cock dripping pre-cum and a desperate asshole loose and waiting. He stands up and grabs my chin to force my gaze at his, taking my arm in his other hand he guides my hand to his cock, I jerk and stroke, getting down on my knees to lick it up and down, ensuring I look up to him with the sluttiest little face I possibly can. He moans and groans tells me what a little slutty girl I am, it feels so incredible to be told that from a handsome strong man like Jason.

"Thank you, Daddy." I softly say, his cock in my mouth.

“Fuuuck.” He exhales, “On the fucking sofa, on your stomach.” I stand up, some cum and saliva still dribbling out of my mouth and I obediently lay on the sofa.

He’s going to take me, fuck I love my life.

He puts his hand on the back of my head and pushes my head into the sofa, with his other hand I feel him grip tight my maids' outfit as he straddles me either side and prepares to fuck me.

“Fuck, I’m such a naughty girl. Fuck me, Daddy.” I whimper at him, finally giving over, hoping that admittance of my naughtiness will make him fuck me harder. He teases my asshole with his cock, putting just the tip in, sliding it in and out as though making sure I’m loose and ready to take all of him. The sensation is otherworldly, it makes me gasp over and over as my tiny tight sissy hole is teased. I love the feeling of being entirely overcome by masculine energy, by a big cock taking me, to being full, taken, satisfied, used.

Just when I wasn’t expecting it, when I started to think that perhaps the gradual build-up of tip-teasing would go on forever and that be all there is, he plunges deep inside me with a deep moan, now yanking my head back and pulling my face off the sofa.

His breath is on the back of my head as he leans over and nipples at my ear, his hands explore me everywhere and make me feel like a real little slut. Sometimes he grabs my waist and I feel like a petite little maid underneath his large hands, other times he spreads my ass cheeks to get a real good look at my asshole as he pulls his cock out and gapes it wide, sometimes his hands are in my hair, pulling my head back or pushing it down, depending on how he positions himself for the best fucking of me.

I’m entirely at his whim, he’s using me, I’m a good servant maid.

His body gets heavier on top of me as he begins to take it slower, licking the back of my ear as I moan into the couch. “I’m going to cum inside you.”

“Please.”

He takes a long thrust back and I take a deep breath of pleasure, he slowly pushes back in with a long warm groan in my ear until our bodies are pressed firmly against each other. I can feel him twitching inside of me and feel his body convulsing on top of me.

I love it when he cums deep in me.

***











































How did I get in this position? Well, Jessie and Jason are friends of Eliza's, she's known them for years. We started to all sleep together in the summer when Eliza wanted to open our relationship more, and they were perfect for it. It didn't take me long to realize that they have made little sissy sluts of many men and it's so exciting to be around people that treat me.

We were sitting around the kitchen table when Eliza told me she had to leave for work for a couple of weeks, “You won’t fall out of love with me, will you?” She joked.

"In two weeks? I'll try not to but I can't promise anything!" I laughed back at her, but I understood her concern, we had never been so far apart for even a fortnight, not since we had got together anyway. It might be lonely, though I can go to Jessie's and Jason's if I wanted company anyway, I thought. Though realizing I should ask her opinion on that I said,  "Would you want me to stop seeing them whilst you're gone? I mean, the group stuff has kind of been an us thing, you know.” She took a sip of wine and raised her eyebrows with a knowing expression and I knew she had plans, “Go on then, what have you done!” I prompt her.

“Well, I’ve actually spoken to Jessie and Jason.”

“Go on…”

"I didn't want you getting lonely, and we've been making such a great process, so they agreed to take you in as their sissy for the month. If that's okay with you? Of course, with work, you'll be here on the weekdays, but the weekends you can be their sissy, I know Alice needs to be unleashed or you feel unreleased." She smiles and winks at me across the table, "You little slut."

God, I love her.

***

How fortunate I am to have fallen in love with a woman that will let me fall into beds.

Part of her work trip is so there can be some sort of work team building, meaning she leaves on a Friday, giving the first weekend for the work-do. Figuring I may as well go to Jessie and Jason’s this weekend we make plans for her to walk me there before she leaves.

"I've picked an outfit out for you already." She told me. Upstairs on the bed, I found a red g-string, a pair of tight leather trousers, a silk white deep-cut blouse and an autumnal brown cardigan. Oh, that naughty bitch. Sometimes she likes me to look a little smarter, like a cute indie-girl, knowing that beneath it is a sissy slut in a thong. There are times when I leave the house in hyper-feminine sissy clothing, those are the times when she wants eyes on me, she wants me to feel to the point of embarrassment and humiliation; it’s a power thing, for us both. But other times, such as these, she wants Alex to go away and Alice to come out so she can have a cute girlfriend to walk through the streets with. “You look cute!” She watched me as I walked down the stairs in a pair of heels that I chose myself to match the outfit, “I thought I’d put you in my wardrobe one last time before Jessie has her way with you, you think I can be a hardass? You’re going to be a real sissy.” She giggled.

"Can't wait," I told her, and we left the house.

***

We walked along the tree-lined streets, they're losing their leaves and there's a slight breeze in the air drifting them downwards upon us.

“Twirl for me under the leaves.” I did as she asked and felt fantastic. My blonde-brunette locks have grown out past even my shoulders now and the sensation of cock tightly in my panties and leather trousers is a reminder of how naughty we are. The falling leaves matched my cardigan and I felt like a pretty slut as we walked up the pathway to Jessie and Jason's house. Jenny dropped me off, kissed me goodbye with a stroke of my cock and left me with Jessie.

***




She wasted no time and took me through to the kitchen.“This will be your outfit.” She passed me a skimpy little maid dress. Black and white, French style with an exceptionally short amount of fabric to cover the legs; slutty. “You’re going to be our maid for the weekend. Now I’m going out to have dinner with a friend, Jason will be back shortly. You know where everything is.” And with that, she left me to get changed and clean.

And that’s when Jason came home, to find a sissy maid in his home bent over the entertainment system with a begging asshole.

That was just the first course though, that evening when Jessie was home Jason told her what a good punishment I took and Jessie said that perhaps I earnt a treat. As it turns out her friend that she dined with was more than a friend, it was a long-term business partner too, and Jessie agreed to entertain some of the boys from the firm to try and breakthrough with a deal that's faltered.

Apparently, Jessie has a way of making clients agree, and it seems I was going to be a part of that.

***















































































So I went home after the first weekend with my needs satisfied. I had been a good maid, I cleaned every room of their house and got to be fucked senseless in the process. I love wearing that little outfit, I like it when I bend down to pick something up and I feel my asshole exposed. I love it when I'm making their bed and I see a vibrator by the side, it sends my imagination and senses wild, and my cock stiffens and pitches a tent in the little dress. Being in a French maid outfit is like being allowed to run about being a cutie with a feather duster teasing all the men. I love to clean their bathroom and look to see myself looking pretty, obedient, a useful little fucktoy.

And I never know when I'm going to be of use. I never know when Jason might walk through the house and see my tight asshole as I'm bent down cleaning their toilet, teasing him so much that he has to come in and fuck it right there and then. He loves to use me as a cumdumpster, I love it.

Jessie mostly likes to toy and tease me, she enjoys putting a chastity look on me sometimes, other times she likes to suck my cock whilst talking dirty about the things Jason and her do. She likes me to tell her how Jason uses me, how much of a man he is and how much of a little girl he makes me feel. She rarely makes me cum though, sometimes she lets me finish myself off whilst looking at her. It makes me feel so subservient, she's such a strong matriarchal figure; she has so much power it's incredible. She has gorgeous blonde hair and a powerful women's physique, large melon-shaped tits and wide hips with a small waist. She isn't skinny though, it's just she carries all her fat in the right places, and it's mesmerizing to watch her walk through a room as she drops her robe.

Jason is equally as amazing, they are the dream couple to be a little sissy for. He's sculpted, a real Greek god. His cock is big, but not obscenely huge, it’s perfect for fucking. He has strong hands that make me feel so petite and an animalistic desire and dominance. He makes my eyes roll in ecstasy when he takes me.

When the next weekend rolled around I turned up on Friday evening after work. My outfit was there waiting for me and Jessie told me to get cleaning.

"Yes, Ma'am." I tittered down the hallway and got changed. Whilst walking back up I noticed Jason was in his office working at his desk, he has a slight view in the hallway. So, I decided the first thing I would do is sweep through the hallway, it didn't actually need doing and normally they vacuum; but we all know I'm mostly there for decoration over function anyway. I spend as long as I can sweeping past his office, even getting on hands and knees with the dustpan and brush in front of the doorway acting as if I don't know he's there. Wriggling my ass in the air, arching my back, and just being a general cocktease. Afterward, I get the feather duster so that I can run along all the corners of the hallway with it, as I got outside of his office door I cursed under my breath,

"When did that spider web get there? How did I miss that?" There is no spider web, I just wanted to get on tip-toes and reach up high so that my already-struggling-to-conceal maids' outfit lifts enough for my little cock to show. I know that Jason likes to see my cute little cock sometimes when I'm dressed like their slut; must be so affirming to his masculine strength to see such a little sissy. I know it makes him want to take me.

Walking back to the kitchen to put the feather duster back Jessie notices my smile.

“Having fun?” She asks.

"Just enjoying my outfit," I reply.

“Good, time to talk about tomorrow though I think so put that away.” She sits at the kitchen table and I sit opposite. “So here’s how tomorrow is going to go. I have several business partners coming around, I’m going to entertain them for dinner. Only thing is, sometimes we invite partners around for a football game or other such events, it’s a good time to entertain when everyone can get in a good mood, but tomorrow you are going to be the entertainment.”

Suddenly I feel a little bit nervous. Me? I still haven’t shown my sissy side to anyone other than Eliza, and Jason and Jessie.

"Do you think that they will like me? You know, as a girl. As a sissy?"

“Well Jason seems to like you plenty, and he’s hardly the runt of the litter, is he?”

“I guess so. God, this is exciting. What am I going to wear?”

"Well let's go decide shall we." She takes me into the spare room where the wardrobe is stocked with women's clothes, but none of them for her. "Most of this should fit you, you've got the perfect little frame for a sissy. Now don't be too formal, not that that's possible with this wardrobe," she laughs, "but don't be too slutty. Keep some class. I trust you, but show me the outfit when you’ve decided.”

She leaves the room and I start rifling through the wardrobe excitedly. I feel the excitement of when Eliza comes home with new outfits for me, it's so fun to be a girl trying on new clothes! Finally, I pick out a sexy red dress, tight and form-fitting. It has thin silk shoulder straps as though it were a nightgown, but a classy body that screams ballroom seduction. I'd never worn something so elegant before and I put it on in excitement. I half run into the kitchen with excitement to ask Jessie if I can wear it.

"Well look at you!" She exclaims, "So you want to go classy Betty Boop, huh? Well, in that case, we will have to finish that outfit off." She takes me into her room and looks through a few drawers and her wardrobe for accessories. I stand behind her excitedly, I'm fully aware of how much trust she has for me to let her wear her clothes; though uncertain of my place I ask her if she’s sure. “These are important people, it only makes sense to dress you in your best.” She finds a small box in a drawer, “Ah, here they are. Take these.” I take the box and open it.

"Oh my God, I love them." Inside are two pairs of detailed lace gloves, sophisticated and refined, they come up to the elbows with an additional silk finish. "I'm going to feel so sophisticated I'll be walking like a ballroom dancer." I joke.

“And this.” She says, pulling a pearl necklace out of a box. “Now I know the gloves and pearls seem a little old fashioned, but along with the sexy yet tasteful dress you’ve chosen, you’ll be the image of sophisticated sexuality. Sound good?”

“Yes!”

"Good. Because I want every cock at that dining table to be aroused and taken care of. But these men can buy a whore whenever they want to do it dirty, I want you to be a bit more refined tomorrow. And as we know, clothes maketh the women."

***

























Saturday comes around and I offer Jessie to help in the kitchen but she tells me to just ensure the house is as clean as she would want it for guests; in other words, spotless. I can tell that this business meeting matters a lot to her as she doesn't even remind me to put my maids' outfit on, I do so anyway. I like the feeling. I'm such a slut.

By the time later afternoon starts to shine it’s gentle sunlight through the curtains however, Jessie comes to tell me that I need to get ready. She gives me a strict list of orders, nothing that I would not have done anyway, but she wants to ensure everything is perfect.

"I want you to bathe first, an oil bath, clean every single part of you whilst bathing, you're not in there to relax, even between every single toe and under every single nail. When you've had an oil bath long enough for the oil to smooth and soften your skin then I want you to rinse off in the shower, wash your hair and give yourself another gentle wash. When you've done that you're to wash your face and moisturize extensively whilst your hair dries, putting some natural oils in there; but not too much, you do not want greasy hair. Are you following?"

I nod to let her know I am, I would have done this all already, ever since I was young I adored the extensive self-care practices of girls, it was one of the first realizations at a young age that I'd love to be one one day.

"Okay, then I want you to moisturize thoroughly, and by the way, this is all with the products that I've placed in there, they are mind, don't waste them. I've put some nail polish in there that will match your outfit, some lipstick, and some eyeliner and mascara. Don't overdo it and no more make-up than that, you're a sissy, not a drag queen. Oh, and if you need help with the nail polish, then go into your bedroom after your shower and you'll find it."

“Huh?” I look with confusion at her, I’m unsure what that last part meant.

“Did you not hear me?” She’s in a domination mood, understandable given the event, I suppose I will have to wait and see what she meant about finding help in my bedroom; I can’t imagine there’s a fucking nail polish fairy in there.

“No ma’am, I did.”

“Okay, then off you go.”

I do as I’m told and go to the bathroom to find an array of scents, oils, body washes and hair washes in a basket for me. What a pampering. I feel like a queen, one that’s going to suck fuck and swallow her way to a throne later!

First I run the bath with the oils she has left aside, they have a light rose smell and make my skin slippery and smooth whilst in the water. Running my hand up my leg I realize she forgot something, ha! I should shave. It's not that I'm at all hairy, please don't think that. I'm exceptionally smooth, but oh god imagine if last time I shaved I missed a spot, or perhaps there's a rogue hair somewhere! Laying in the bath smiling at my triumph of remembering part of my 'getting ready to fuck important people' ritual I look over to the basket and realize there's a razor in there. Damn, she doesn't forget any details!

I soak in the bath, have my shower, exfoliate my face and moisturize it along with my body.  Sat on the edge of the bath in nothing but a towel I remember what she said about needing help with nail varnish; which admittedly, I always do. So I pick up my basket of cosmetics and go to my bedroom.

“Oh my god, Eliza!” I never expected to see her here! “I thought you weren’t back from the work trip yet?”

“I got the okay to leave a bit early. I spoke to Jessie on the phone and she told me about this weekend, I can’t miss my sissy dressing up all nice!” We hug each other and she tells me she missed me, and what I’ve been up to. We hadn’t talked much on the phone in the past two weeks, deciding instead we would rather wait to see each other in person again.

I fill her in on my weekend here, my saucy little maids' outfit and what a seeing to Jason has given me.

“You’re so naughty.” She tells me, putting her hand on the side of my neck in an affectionate way, “So, Jessie told me you needed help with nail polish?”

She helps me paint my nails and I sit there letting them dry whilst she puts mascara and eyeliner on me, giving me little seductive flicks at the corner of my eyes with the eyeliner. She straightens my hair and helps me get dressed.

"No underwear in this outfit huh?" I just smile at her and she laughs. "Go get 'em, tiger."

***








































"Take these out." Jessie passes me plates of food, she cooked an Italian ragu with homemade pasta--I always admired her ability in the kitchen. "Don't get any on that dress, for heaven's sake." She adds as I go to walk away, "We all know how messy ragu bolognese can be, I only cooked it tonight so maybe the spaghetti will slow the boys down their eating and I can get a good chat with them about business." She says it jokingly but I know she means it, she's a pocket of good tricks.I walk into the dining room area with two plates of food and place them in front of the two men seated nearest the kitchen, as I bend over and place them one pinches my ass and almost makes me drop a plate in surprise. Fuck that's so hot. I go back for the other two plates, returning to place one in front of Jessie's seat, as well as the third man on the other, before returning to the kitchen.

The same routine happens when it's time for dessert and whiskey, though it seems dinner went well and the wine eased some moods as some playful comments are made my way when I collect the plates. One of the men even wolf whistles me and I do a twirl on the spot before taking the plates, soaking in the attention. I think they're itching to be allowed at me, this will be a fun evening.

Once dessert is eaten Jessie seats the men around the sofas in the living room with their drinks telling them to relax and enjoy the entertainment whilst she picks the husband up. She comes into the kitchen and tells me to go shine.

Oh, I will.

***

One dick, two dick, three dick. Two on one sofa and another on the armchair. I walk in slowly, a foot ahead of the other and stand in front of them, fluttering with nerves but excited I decide to try and take the floor.

Standing in front of them I try to look like an innocent girl.

“Have any of you boys seen my mommy?” I ask, and they laugh and play along.

“She just left, it’s just us here, sweetheart!”

“Why don’t you join us, we’ll let you do things she doesn’t!”

I bite my lip and look around at their excited jeering, “Well okay, I guess I can be naughty without her here, huh?”

“You sure can, gorgeous.” Says the one in the armchair. “Why don’t you show me how you are, huh?”

"Weeeell, I guess that's a lot easier than telling you!" I get on my knees in front of him and unzip his pants. I take his cock in my hands, cradling it, before putting it in my mouth. It's soft and warm but gradually hardens inside of me until I can take a drip of pre-cum, his head is thrown back on the armchair when I look up. Turning around I realize the other two men have their cocks out, waiting patiently, and one by one I go along the line, tasting, licking and exploring them. All of their cocks are different shapes and sizes, but all of them warm and delicious.

My own cock is throbbing, it feels so alive and warm. I stand up and one of the men comment that it seems I have something under my dress.

“Why don’t you show us?” Asks another.

“My pleasure.” I with purposeful slowness lift my dress little by little until my cock flops out, it has a drop of precum coming out of it.

“Cute little cock for a cute little girl.” One of the men on the sofa compliments, “Why don’t you show us how you play with it?”

I wasn’t expecting this. A happy surprise. I don’t reply vocally but my face says it all.

"Look how happy you've made her! She's a little slutty show-off."

I sit on the floor in front of them in my high heels and dress and peel off my right glove, looking down at I dribble a big drop of saliva onto my little sissy penis and start massaging it.

“Am I a cute girl, guys?” I ask them, looking up as my sloppy little cock twitches in my hand. They’re all watching me and stroking themselves. “Am I cute enough to cum all over?”

"Oh, she's a naughty one." The man in the armchair stands up, his cock is the thickest. He stands over my and puts his cock in my mouth whilst I jerk mine, he holds the back of my hair and slides back and forth out of my mouth, playing around with it, sliding to the side and pressing into my cheeks, slapping his wet cock over my face. That turns me on so much, fuck.

“Will you cum on me? All over my face. Mommy will be angry if I get anything on her dress.”

His breathing gets heavier as he stands over my stroking over my face, a dribble of precum is drooping off the end and I move forward seductively lick it whilst looking him in the eye, “It tastes so good.” I tell him.

"Oh, you're so naughty. I'm going to cum, are you ready?"

"Yes, Daddy." I try my best to sound obedient to him. I open my mouth and stick my tongue out, 'Aaaaaah.' He holds my head firmly by the hair and shoots a thick load into my mouth, I swallow it straight down, and hold my tongue out for him again, "All gone, see!"

The second businessman stands up afterward and comes over to me, "Let me try that mouth too." His cock is longer but less thick, he puts it in my mouth and I slither my tongue around the tip to make him tingle, I love smooth tips on the tongue. He pushes in and hits the back of my throat. He groans and I take his hands in mine, interlocking our fingers. I look up to him whilst my mouth is full of his cock and he moans at the sight.

Our hands together and eyes locked I start bobbing my head back and forth slowly, using my tongue to massage him as I move. I feel him throb as he starts pumping his hips with my movement, “Fuck, I’m going to cum.” He shoots his load too, this time at the back of my throat and I barely have to swallow, it drips straight down. He slides out and takes his hands from mine, he slides his slippery cock on my face and tells me I’m a naughty little slut.

“I know, Daddy.” I smile at him, I feel like I’m floating down a river of paradise. I’m almost swaying side to side as though a beautiful melody is playing nearby; this is heaven.

The third businessman comes over to me next and tells me he's already so close. I can tell, his breathing is fast and warm and his cock is throbbing with veins, like a live rocket. I'm afraid that if I so much as touch it then it's going to release explosions everywhere.

“Where would you like your cum?” I ask him, still retaining my innocent voice.

"Pull that dress up." He tells me, I bite my lip as I look at him wide-eyed. It's like he read my mind.

I pull my dress up and lay back with my legs in the air, he leans over me and kisses my neck. “I want you to cum with me.” He whispers, his breath warm on my face.

He massages my asshole with the tip of his cock to loosen it up, his tip is soaking with precum and he slides it in. The sensation tingles through me, he doesn’t push all the way in but instead uses just his tip to give his head a tight massage. I moan softly as he takes me gently, holding my legs up I forget all about my cock, focusing instead on him inside of me.

I still cum though. His cock entering just a small way into my presses against my prostate perfectly and I feel like I’m having a delicate massage. Who knew businessmen were so good at having sex with sissys?

“Oh my god, fuuuck.” I moan, my head thrown back, white cum streaming from my cock onto the pulled-up dress, I don’t even care right now. My hips thrusting back against his, “I want your cum deep inside me, please.” He keeps massaging just his tip at the entrance though, until,

“Fuck, there it is. I’m going to cum.” He slides all the way in and I feel the hot spunk dripping out of him deep inside of me. His body collapses on mine and I put my arms around him as though to say thank you for the great night with all three of them. He trembles on top of me, my eyes are rolled back, I love it when they lay on me after cumming lost in the pleasure of my asshole, it makes me feel like such a good little fuck.

When he pulls out and zips his cock away there's just enough time to clean ourselves up and for me to pour the boys another whiskey when Jessie gets home with Jason, who goes straight to the bedroom. Eliza comes through to check, however.

“How did the business discussions go guys?”

Pretty damn fucking good it seems the consensus is judging by their chorus.

Jessie and Eliza will be so proud of me, job done!
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Vol. 4: Girl of the Holiday

Being a Girl Collection

[image: ]

Used Sissy Series:

Vol. 1: Girl for the In-Laws

Vol. 2: Girl for the Neighbors

Vol. 3: Girl for the Dungeon

Vol.4: Girl for the Girlfriend

Used Sissy Collection

[image: ]

Sissy Season:

Spring

Summer

Fall

Winter (Coming Soon!)

[image: ]




And make sure you don’t miss anything new by following on Amazon!
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