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Serving The MILF


A
SHORT EXCERPT


 


Mrs. Castro returned
minutes later and tsk-tsked when she saw me clothed.


“Take off your robe. I
just want you in these heels and undergarments.”


My breath caught in my
throat when she handed me what I was supposed to wear. I stared at her for a
blank moment, but her bare face was austere, her features unflinching. 


I was about to be shamed
and degraded, wearing things only a prostitute or stripper would dare to wear.


“What are you waiting
for?” she asked, her full lips now pursed into one straight line.


“N-nothing, Ma’am,” I
whispered.


I got dressed as Mrs.
Castro watched me impatiently, her eyes glancing down at her phone every few
seconds. First, there was the underwear and the bra, both made of black mesh.
When I put them on, you could still pretty much see everything, including my
nipples and my privates, which was covered in a net-like web within my sanitary
area. Then there was the top piece, which was a tiny turtleneck with long
sleeves, except the whole thing was mesh again, the length stopping conveniently
at my armpits. 


Finally, there was a pair
of red heels. When I slipped those on I felt so much sexier, but also much more
vulnerable. 


“Come here. I just need
to do the finishing touches,” she said once I awkwardly faced her in my full
outfit.


She re-applied my
lipstick and combed through my wig to neaten the curls. She swiped through my
lashes with mascara until they were so thick they resembled curtains. Then she
added a little blush on my cheeks, the tip of my nose, and my chin.


Mrs. Castro smiled, a
light flirt playing at the corners of her mouth. “Tell me how you feel,” she
said.


“I feel sexy,” I said.
“Sensual. Like an exotic dancer or something.”


She seemed satisfied—and
aroused—by my answer. “Remember, a sissy always looks hot in the sluttiest
outfit,” she said, her eyes positively flickering with lust.


I was escorted out of the
storage room and onto the pool table. 


“You’re going to lay
there on all fours with your butt up and knees wide apart,” she ordered.
“Wider… wider… a little more… good. I don’t want to see you move even an inch from
this position. Understood?”


“Yes, Ma’am,” I said.


I was left there again
for my mind to fester in my own horny thoughts, causing them to spiral almost
out of control. My heart skittered with both fear and anticipation.


When she came back she
was completely naked.


Her breasts bounced as
she climbed onto the pool table, where I lay frozen. She was naked, with only
one exception—she was sporting a strap-on. The dildo coming out of it, though…


There was just no way. 


It was the biggest one
I’d seen earlier from her collection of dildos, the one that was even bigger
than the monster in her bathroom. The sight of it made me shiver a little.


Mrs. Castro bent down and
whispered just one word in my ear, with such hunger and commanding force that I
knew then and there that this was the night my life would be changed forever: 


“Suck.”











 


SERVING THE MILF






CHAPTER
1


 


Just
one more day left. Then I’m fucking done.


I slapped the button on my alarm and threw the covers
off the bed, enjoying the strange simmer of confidence and liberation bubbling
up through me. Like I’d just gone to war or something.


Was this what Jon Krakauer—the mountain
climber—must have felt like when he powered through that storm on the snowy
summit of Mt. Everest? Or how about the guy from that horrific documentary—the
one who got trapped in between a canyon and a boulder and had to cut off his
hand to survive? Yeah, him. 


Imagine what he must’ve felt like at that final
moment, when he knew he was just out of the woods and going to live after all,
about to bathe in his newfound freedom…


Okay, maybe I was being a little pompous comparing
myself to Krakauer and Canyon Guy, but really, I felt like I’d weathered
through my own survival horror movie.


You see, being forced to work for your mom’s
residential cleaning business during summer break had been nothing short of
sweet torture. I say this to anyone who cares to listen: being a college
student while living at home is fucking awful. Especially if your mom is
a tiger parent who happens to run one of the most successful cleaning companies
in town. You basically have to bend over backwards to please her, since
technically it’s her house and she can do whatever the heck she wants to do to
you.


I mean, I don’t want to make myself out to be
some kind of saint, or make my mom seem like some kind of demon either. Since
my dad passed six years ago, my mom’s diligent work ethic has been responsible
for giving us (me, my mom, and my sister) a fairly comfortable life. And as I
grew older, she did begin to treat me a little better. 


Just a little better.


This summer, I’d even managed to negotiate my
work hours down to two weeks. 


But that’s still two weeks of my life I’ll
never get back, spent grinding away on my knees, scrubbing other people’s grimy
floors and getting high off the scent of Lysol.


“I’m sure you can skip two weeks of gaming for your
damn mother,” my mom had said.


Yeah. Wasn’t going to argue with that.


But now, the day had finally come. My last
cleaning shift for the summer. And I felt proud and victorious. 


I brushed my teeth then raced downstairs to the
‘changing room’. It was really just a repurposed guest room—Mom was a proud
frugal entrepreneur and everything to do with the business was run out of our
home. Jennifer and Maria, my mom’s most loyal employees, were already here as
usual, having their breakfast and sharing their first dose of gossip for the
day.


I had my coffee and breakfast with them—scrambled
eggs on toast with some nice fat sausages since I needed my energy for the day,
while politely listening along to their conversation. Mom had always drilled
into me that just because I was working for the family business didn’t mean I
shouldn’t behave like any other employee.


Ten minutes later, Maria got up, straightened out
her maid’s dress and began packing her stuff. “Alrighty, time to head out for
my first job! Toodles.”


“Coming right with you,” Jennifer chimed in.
“I’ve got a gig at Park Avenue. You?”


“The Hills are on first,” Maria said. “Then I’ve
got the Browns, the Stevens, and the Egberts. Going to be a busy day!”


They shuffled out the room, hugging their
cleaning caddies to their chest. 


I was glad to see them go.


I sighed, went over to where our lockers were,
and keyed my combination in. 


Then I gasped out loud.


My locker was supposed to hold my cleaning
uniform. Mine was one of the only ‘male’ dresses, since I was, of course, one
of the only men working for our cleaning company. 


But instead of my scrub top-type shirt and pants
in our signature purple shade, the one in my locker was the female
uniform—complete with the frock-like skirt and the stitching ‘Hello, I’m
Ethan, Cleaning Fairy At Your Service!’ on the front. 


Oh yeah. Did I mention my mom’s business was
called ‘The Cleaning Fairy Company’? 


“Is there a problem, Ethan?”


I swiveled around to see my sister, Lexi,
smirking at me. She was wearing a pink pleated top and a pair of jeans. She
didn’t have to clean. 


She was a manager. 


“Fuck you,” I said. “At least the maid’s dress
will fit me. Will it fit you? Hmm.”


Lexi went red. “At least I can lose the weight,
rat-face. You can’t fix your ugly.”


I dashed back to my bedroom, where I kept a spare
of my men’s uniform just in case. Then I grabbed my cleaning bag and headed
outside.


Lexi’s office was the room closest to our front
door. I snuck a glance inside and saw that it was empty. Her unsupervised
desktop screen was flickering on her table, showing off her inbox.


I hopped right over and deleted all of her unread
emails. Then, in one quick click, I emptied her trash folder. 


Maybe that was petty. But she totally deserved
it.


Outside, I stumbled into Mom. 


“Where are you off to today?” she asked.


I glanced down at my phone. “The Castros.”


“The Castros are our new client,” Mom said. “So I
better not see any funny tricks today. Or you might just have to give up your
gaming privileges for the rest of summer.” 


“I don’t know what you’re so worried about,” I
huffed. “I always do a great job, don’t I? Your clients love me.”


“They all love you,” Mom agreed. “Except for Mrs.
Zintel who found all her jars of dog treats empty when she got home…”


“That happened when I was twelve,” I said.
“And I still don’t regret it, her dog was fat as fuck and those peanut butter
ones were pretty damn good. Not sure if you realize this, but I’m nineteen now.
A freakin’ adult.”


Mom rolled her eyes. “Don’t swear in front of
your mother, Ethan. I’ll see you in the evening.”


I began walking towards the bus stop. 


All I could think of was losing myself to
Resident Evil Village once I came back home, and every day for the rest of the
summer. I didn’t want to be a motherfucking Cleaning Fairy anymore, damn it. 


Gaming. And fapping. That was going to be it,
after today. 


Glorious!










CHAPTER
2


 


The bus took me to Luton Close. I knew it by name but I’d
never really been to the place before, let alone cleaned anyone’s house in
there.


Luton Close basically
held the cream of the crop: the mega rich. It was often called ‘Millionaires’
Row’, and looking at the houses, it was easy to see why. They were huge and
dark and sprawling, like mansions you’d see in the English countryside, or
those modern parisian-style chateaus you’d see in LA that were just as much
pretentious as they were pretty. 


As I trekked up the
driveway and knocked on the door, I couldn’t help groaning. My knees were
definitely going to be bruised and aching by tomorrow.


The door opened to a
ruddy-faced man who greeted me.


“You must be the Cleaning
Fairy?” he asked skeptically. 


“Uh, yeah, that’s me.” I
put a fake smile on. “At your service, Mr. Castro.”


“Come in, boy,” he said.
“I don’t have much time, so let’s get you acquainted quickly.”


I was shown around the
first two floors, which was where I was supposed to limit my cleaning to. Then
I was shown where the additional cleaning equipment were, and more supplies if
I needed them. 


As I took in the huge
expanse that was the Castro residence, I noticed there were tons of family
photos everywhere. I could see that Mr. Castro had two kids and one very sexy
wife. She’d apparently done quite a lot of modeling when she was younger,
judging by the artistic shots spread throughout the house. Even now, she seemed
to have that air of effortless beauty about her. In every picture, she had a
layer of very carefully applied makeup, perfectly styled blonde hair, and
lovely cleavage-baring dresses that you could see were just a few inches too
tight at the top. Her eyes were piercing and bright, the color of sea foam, and
they were always bordered by a curtain of lashes and light, smoky eyeshadow.


I couldn’t help thinking
that Mr. Castro had been so lucky to snag such an attractive woman. She was
aging like a bottle of fine wine. 


* * *


Before he left, Mr.
Castro told me I better not try to swipe anything off his house or he’d make
sure I was arrested.


“I’m an honest person,
sir,” I said. “You can trust me.”


I don’t know who he
thought I was, giving me that stupid attitude. 


“I’ll be back before
five, and then I’m going to inspect every square inch before I let you go,” he
warned.


And then he left. I was
relieved to have the house to myself.


I snapped on my gloves
and got to work. Zone by zone, as Mom preached. All the trash went into a
trash bag, and then I dusted from top to bottom, being extra careful with
things that looked fragile, like glasswork and side pieces. Bathrooms were
always the worst, and the Castros had a lot of them: three on the first floor
(powder room included) and five on the second. 


On the second floor, I
started with the kids’ rooms first. They were a fucking mess—toys and paper and
clothes strewn everywhere. They seemed like the kind of kids who were proud of
their dirty habits since they never actually had to do any of the cleaning
themselves.


Once the kids’ rooms were
squeaky clean, I headed over to the master bedroom. It was nice and spacious,
with one entire wall covered by huge bay windows overlooking their pristine
property.


Above the bed, there was
yet another framed photo of Mrs. Castro, as large as a fucking mural. This
time, she seemed to be trying to recreate her old modeling glamor—her blonde
hair was tied up with bouncy curls and her head was nuzzled to one side,
nestled into the crook of her arm. She was staring at the camera with dreamy
eyes. There was a hazy, blurry finish to the photo, probably done by the
photographer to make it look like it was taken years ago.


Still, the effect was
very nice.


I got rid of crumpled
chocolate wrappers, a half-empty can of Diet Coke, and a hoard of empty Amazon
packages strewn across the floor. There were clothes spread out on the bed,
which, upon closer inspection, looked like an outfit laid out for a night out
or something. There was a bra, a corset, a thong, and a long, sparkling dress. 


I carefully placed them
aside, laying them out one by one on the cushioned bench at the end of the bed.
They were expensive pieces—the bra was lacy with pretty floral work all around
the cups and the thong looked like it was spun with red-gold threads. The
corset was glistening black with shiny hooks, and the dress—probably the most
expensive out of them all and definitely a designer brand—was made of red
velvet with a rose-like pattern all over it. 


I ripped out the
pillowcases, making a bundle on the floor before I pulled at the fitted sheets.
One corner was stuck, so I yanked at it when I heard something ‘pop’ from under
the mattress and fall to the floor. 


“Fuck,” I muttered.


I got down on my knees
and waved one arm under the bed to find the mystery object. My fingers curled
around something tubular, huge and pokey… and menacingly skin-like.


Heart thudding, I brought
it out into the sunlight and froze in shock.


“Fuck…” I whispered
again.


Staring up at me was the
biggest fucking dildo I’d ever seen.










CHAPTER
3


 


Look, I’ve been cleaning homes since I was twelve. I’ve had
my share of stumbling into people’s dirty, nasty secrets. Porno magazines,
splooge rags, sex benches, even a sex doll with a dick hidden inside a closet.
You name it. I’ve seen it.


This dildo, on the other
hand. 


It deserved further
inspection.


It was as thick as a tree
stump, with hideously big balls and a bulbous head. I just stared at it for a
long moment, trying to figure out if it could fit inside the dimensions of a
natural, biological hole. There was no way this could fit inside a pussy. Could
it?


It was so big it was like
its purpose was more for visual arousal than a toy you could actually
play with.


And damn, was it good at
that. Despite it being pure fantasy, I couldn’t help but imagine the way this
monstrosity must have pounded against Mrs. Castro’s soaking wet pussy during
one of her private self-pleasure sessions. I imagined her whispering sweet
nothings to herself in the husky voice I was sure she had. 


She definitely liked it
big and thick. 


A little bead of sweat
escaped from my neck and ran all the way down my back. The way she’d hidden
under the mattress, it was obvious that the dildo was meant for her eyes only.
It was her secret, something no one else could know, even her husband, because
if there was one thing that could make a man squirm with insecurity for the
rest of his life, this would be it. 


And yet, and yet… maybe
she needed it under there, not too far for other people to stumble upon it, but
close enough for easy access, because this was the only thing that could
satisfy her.


And that was how I came
to know that Mr. Castro had a small dick.


It had to be case. Why
else would his wife feel the need to own a twenty-inch plunger in the shape of
a penis?


A sudden, inexplicable
rage blazed through my body. If there was ever a time and place to do a little
petty revenge, this was it. Against Mom, against small-dicked Mr. Castro for
calling me ‘boy’ and telling me off for something I didn’t even do. Against
Lexi, and dang it, even against myself for not having the balls to fight
against becoming a Cleaning Fairy when I didn’t even want to be one! 


I stripped down. Peeled
off the stupid purple uniform until I was standing there… in my own panties. 


Panties, yes. My own
dirty, nasty secret if you want to put it that way. 


Lexi had always had her
suspicions about my fetish for women’s underwear. It probably had something to
do with the number of times her panties that had mysteriously disappeared, but—after
the many years I’d dedicated to the craft, I had become freakishly good at
skirting the line of satisfying myself without ever getting caught. Her
suspicions were just enough to mistrust me, but not to the point of straight up
accusing me of doing something so vile.


Anyway, enough about
Lexi.


It was time for a ‘fuck
you’ to everyone.


Mr. Castro, I’m going to
wear your wife’s clothes and cum inside them. By the way, your wife is fucking
hot and I would love to fuck her. I’m sure I’d be able to satisfy her more than
you ever could…


I walked over to the
bench at the end of the bed, my cock hardening inside my panties. I tossed
those aside in favor of Mrs. Castro’s thong. It was a treat. I’d never worn
such nice lingerie before. 


Next, the bra. It was way
too big on me, and I ended up tying a knot at the back instead of hooking it in
like you’d normally would. Still, the cups at the front were stiff and
deliciously heavy. A faint whiff of perfume buried within the fabric reached my
nostrils, and that sent my excitement through the roof.


Suddenly all the anger
melted away. 


I looked sexy. I felt
sexy.


Where was that damn
dildo?


I spotted it on the
floor, where it had fallen and rolled over the last time I’d set it down. I
thrust its huge length between those bra cups, picturing its head wet and
glimmering as it got a feel of my giant boobs—the ones I had in my fantasy
world. Then I imagined Mrs. Castro laying in her bed, wearing this very bra,
reaching her delicate fingers inside the cups to pinch her nipples and groan.


A little moan escaped my
lips. I couldn’t help but peek inside the thong to see my cock, as if wearing
her panties had made it magically shrink away to nothing. But no, it was still
there, nice and erect and throbbing away.


I slid the dildo inside
my mouth. Wow. My jaw muscles stretched so wide they began to ache. There was
no way I could take it all in. That made me whimper with horniness. I sucked
the tip, then opened my mouth as wide as I could, trying to force it down my
throat.


With my left hand, I began
stroking my cock. I wasn’t going to last long at all.


As I savored the feeling
of my boner tight against Mrs. Castro’s thong, the fake dick wedged inside my
mouth, I was feeling as slutty as a whore in heat. I couldn’t swallow, and my
saliva was running out from my lips. I kept rubbing my cock and felt so damn
dirty I climaxed. I uttered another moan as my cum pooled inside a wet pocket
of silky fabric. If only this amazing feeling could last forever…


“Hello there, stranger.”


It was a soft, husky
voice. When I first registered it, I thought for sure I must’ve fallen asleep
and that this was the Mrs. Castro from my dreams. She sounded exactly like I’d
imagined her to sound. But when I opened my eyes, still panting from my
wonderful impromptu orgasm, I could see that it was a real person.


It was the real Mrs.
Castro. In the flesh.


And she was staring right
down at me.










CHAPTER
4


 


“Nooo…” I whimpered.


Mrs. Castro looked every
bit as sexy as she had in the photos—maybe even sexier. She was wearing the
tightest tank top that showcased her big breasts and tiny waist, along with a
pair of grey yoga pants that perfectly outlined her pussy lips. Sweat glistened
off her tanned skin. Even in her workout clothes, she wore makeup—beautiful
lashes propped against her smoky eyes, blush on her cheeks, and pinkish gloss
on her lips. 


I slowly got to my feet,
still feeling a bit disorientated. I clutched at my chest, squishing those
gigantic bra cups, as if Mrs. Castro seeing my boyish nipples was the worst
thing that could possibly happen now. Of course, I’d completely forgotten there
was a huge wet splotch of cum right in front of my thong. 


Her thong. 


Mrs. Castro raised her
chin at me and crossed her arms. “I seem to have had a break-in,” she said
slowly. Her husky voice came out almost as a drawl. “Who are you? And what are
you doing in my bedroom, with one of my personal possessions down your throat?”



I couldn’t breathe. My
heart was beating like a crazed rabbit, threatening to leap out of my chest. 


I was pretty sure I was
on the verge of a panic attack.


Mrs. Castro’s eyes
lasered in on my cleaning uniform, laying on a heap by my side. She picked the
top and pants up and dusted it off with her French-tipped fingers.


“Let’s see here,” she
said, glazing over the logo and stitching on the front. “The Cleaning Fairy
Company, watch your mess magically disappear in an instant. Hello, I’m Ethan, Cleaning Fairy At Your Service.” She whipped her head around to give me a
once-over. “Cleaning Fairy, huh? Well you sure don’t look like a fairy to me.”


“Mrs. Castro… I’m so
sorry,” I said. My voice was rough and hoarse, as if the lump in my throat had
severed my throat box. “I didn’t hear you… I thought I was all alone.”


“You were never alone,
sweetie,” she said. “I was doing my workout in the basement. And I was waiting
to have a nice bath after this, if only I wasn’t so rudely interrupted by a
young intruder. What shall I do with you?”


She was so calm. Why was
she so calm?


A chilling realization
ran down the curve of my spine.


She was calm because
she’d been watching me. Silently. For a good while. 


How much did she see? Did she see me
moaning while trying to force a dick down my throat? Did she see me cumming? 


I was so embarrassed. I
could feel her red-hot anger radiating towards me from those piercing eyes.


“I wonder what your boss
Rebecca would say,” she said. “She happens to be a good friend of mine.”


“You know my mom?” The
words vomited out of my mouth before I could stop them. 


“Oho!”


Her eyes widened with
glee as she grasped the gravity of what I’d said. 


Shit!


“I’m so sorry, Mrs.
Castro, I know what I did was despicable and you have the right to hate me, but
you don’t know my mom,” I said, my voice shaking. “She would kill me. I mean,
really kill me.” I don’t know why I was blabbering like an idiot, but just the
thought of Mom finding out about this was enough to give me the terrors of an
early death.


Mrs. Castro scoffed.
“Words mean nothing, Ethan. It’s taken me a long time to learn that lesson.”
Then she smiled. “If you’re really sorry, you’ve got to show me. Or it’s
off to your mother I go.”


“I’ll… I’ll buy you new
underwear,” I said, trying not to cringe at what I was saying. “I’ll replace
everything.” 


“That’s a La Perla bra
you’re wearing. So is the thong. They’re quite expensive. My husband paid
hundreds of dollars for that one.”


“I don’t care,” I
pleaded. “I’ll save up. Send you the money. I’ll even go to the store and
personally deliver it to you.”


“Look here, boy,” Mrs.
Castro said, glaring at me. “I’m the one who’s been victimized. I get to
say how you’ll make amends. Understood?”


I was too scared to even
nod. 


She sauntered over to me.
She was taller than I’d expected, yet still so beautiful. Her nipples were
poking out of her tank top, and by the crest formed on the fabric, they were
huge. 


“Since you seem so
desperate to wear women’s clothes, you might as clean the house in my ruined
thong and bra,” she said.


“What?” My mouth flew
open. 


“You heard me, idiot.
You’ll start cleaning while wearing your mess.”


My knees suddenly began
to shake as I remembered Mr. Castro’s threat. Oh god. 


I could actually get
arrested today. For sexual assault or something. 


Unless…


I can keep Mrs. Castro
happy.


“Y-yes, Ma’am,” I
whispered.


“Good,” she said. “Why
don’t you start by cleaning off my dildo?”


She walked towards the
bathroom, and I wobbled behind her. Even in my extreme anxiety I couldn’t help
noticing how amazing her ass looked in those yoga pants.


She watched me like a
hawked as I scrubbed her dildo with soap and rinsed it clean. My face was
hellishly hot with shame and frustration. I was struggling not to cry. 


I’d been so close. So
close to freedom. But now I’d crossed a line and there was no taking that back.
My mom was going to know all about the fucking vile thing I did. And so will
Mr. Castro. So will Lexi. 


My life was ruined. 


Close to being ruined.


I still had a chance…


I dried the dildo
carefully with a towel and hand it over to Mrs. Castro, who was sitting on top
of the toilet. She took it and plopped the dildo against the side of the
bathroom wall. It stuck to the wall with a big wet squeak, the shaft bouncing
up and down dangerously as it steadied itself.


“Let’s see the fairy
finish cleaning up my bedroom,” she said, smiling again.


The task was humiliating.
I knew I wasn’t naked, but I might as well have been. The soiled thong stuck to
my dick and felt disgusting, and the bra cups kept flopping inside out as I
made the bed, did the dusting, and vacuumed the floor. By this time, Mrs. Castro
was laying down on a sofa, completely relaxed, smoking a cigarette and silently
watching me like she was watching a soap opera. I could feel her intense stare
focusing on my body as I worked. It made me shiver a little. Something about it
felt off. 


It almost felt like she
was staring at me with lust. 


By the time I was done
with the bedroom, I didn’t have the balls to tell Mrs. Castro I was finished.
So I slowly grabbed my cleaning supplies and headed towards the bathroom. 


When I passed Mrs. Castro
seated in her sofa, a hand gripped the nook of my elbow. My arms started to
tremble.


“Where do you think
you’re going?” she asked quietly.










CHAPTER
5


 


“To the… to the…” I couldn’t even get the words out.


Mrs. Castro’s face was
now so close to mine, I could see the fine spray of freckles across her nose
and cheeks. The soft lines radiating from her eyes were so pretty. I was
breathing in the hot scent of cigarettes. 


“Are you enjoying this?”
she asked. “Strutting around my house in my lingerie?”


“No, Ma’am,” I said
immediately.


“Take off that fucking
bra,” she said. “It hurts my eyes to see you wear it like that.”


Wordlessly, I untied the
bra knot I’d made behind my back and slipped it off my arms. Mrs. Castro peered
at my naked chest.


“Don’t move an inch,” she
said, and strolled to her closet.


She came back with a new
bra in her hands. This one didn’t have gargantuan cups—it was pink and
stretchy, the kind of bra that was forgiving enough to conform to your chest no
matter how small it was. The pink color was also pretty faded, like it was worn
and very old. She looped it through my thin arms and hooked it at the back.


“Now don’t you look
cute,” she said.


She brought out a tube of
red lipstick and patted it on my lips, instructing me to rub them together to
make the color hold. 


“Now for your hair…” she
said thoughtfully.


She took out a brown wig
from the closet. This one also looked quite old, but kept in good condition.
She put it on me, securing it in place with bobby pins. She was now looking at
me very fondly, and I had the odd feeling that my punishment was bringing her
some good memories.


Finally, she told me to
go and start cleaning the bathroom. 


In there, there was no
escaping what I looked like. I looked like a hooker wearing that tiny bra,
brown wig, and bright red lips. I tried to avoid staring at myself in the
mirrors while I dipped a little cleaner in the toilet and got to work scrubbing
the sink and wiping down the surfaces. Mrs. Castro came in after a while with a
drink in her hands and let the hot tub run.


“Do you know it’s our
anniversary today?” she asked while she leaned against the wall, drinking and
watching me with that eager gaze.


“No, Ma’am.”


“Well it is. Ten years.”


“That’s great, Ma’am.”


When I turned around
again I almost had a heart attack. She’d stripped down to just her bra and
panties. I could suddenly see the shape of her body, so cozy and inviting and
full of indescribable beauty. There were faint silver lines all across her
abdomen that made it even more alluring—like a calligraphy artist had come in
and attempted a masterpiece on her body. 


All I wanted right then
and there was for time to stop. There was so much to explore. It was like she
was an ocean, and I just wanted to drink her up and taste every single drop. 


“There’s a champagne
bottle on the bedside table, in there,” she said in her husky drawl as she
stepped into the hot tub. “Could you pour me some?”


“Of course, Ma’am,” I
muttered before I dashed to go refill her glass. 


When I got back she was
enjoying herself in the warm, steamy water, her eyes closed. I forced myself to
stay very still just so I could check her out now that she wasn’t looking. How
had the day gone from this to this?


My cock was rock hard
again.


Her eyes suddenly flew
open and she saw my boner.


“Come here, sweetie,” she
said.


My heart was thundering
inside my ribcage as I went over to the edge of that tub. She pulled down my
thong and suddenly I was completely exposed. She giggled.


“Look at that little
wiener,” she said, even though I was sure my cock was bigger than her
husband’s. 


She grabbed hold of my
penis, and it was like she was strangling me down there. I don’t think I’d ever
been so aroused and afraid in my life.


“Would you like to have sex
with me, Ethan?” she asked softly.


“Y-yes,” I stuttered. I
didn’t know what else to say. I was on the verge of another panic attack.


“Oh I bet you would,” she
said. She lifted one leg out of the bubbling water and positioned her foot out
of the tub. “I’d like to see you suck my big toe.”


I dropped to my knees. I
was numb with shock. 


I sucked her toe like how
a baby would suck on her mother’s nipple—eagerly, desperately, and like my
fucking life depended on it. Her skin was soft and steamy and the nail playfully
prodded my tongue.


She laughed. “It’s like
you’re sucking dick.”


I didn’t even take
offense to that. I think my brain was still trying to process the fact I was
sucking on a beautiful MILF’s foot.


“I can tell you like
dicks,” she said again, as if she wanted to spur a reaction in me. 


I began sucking her next
toe.


“Why don’t you stop that
and come right in,” she said. 


I was pulled into the
heated cocoon of the hot tub. The next thing I knew, her mouth was on mine, her
lips squeezing mine so tightly I almost got my breath knocked out of me. I
kissed her back, tasting the delicate salt of her lips. We pulled apart for an instant
and I saw that my red lipstick was now smeared on hers. She didn’t seem to care
as she pulled me in again. I lightly touched the back of her head, my fingers
combing through her wet blonde hair as our tongues danced. I soon forgot I was
Ethan. I was a girl, making out with a woman. 


“Oh fuck…” she whispered,
almost to herself. She looked at me with those precious blue-green eyes like
she couldn’t believe what she’d just done, like she’d crossed a line
this time. 


I didn’t know what to
say. 


“Kiss me here,” she
murmured, pointing to the side of her neck.


I reached down to kiss
her there very softly. She took in a sharp intake of breath. I nibbled at the
skin, pulling at it playfully with my teeth. She responded by grabbing my thong
off my hips and hurtling it off the tub. It flew like a missile, out of the
vicinity of even the bathroom. That was the moment I appreciated how strong she
actually was. You couldn’t exactly see her muscles but they were there,
alright.


Then she was kissing me
again. Her breath, her tongue, her fierce, drawn-out moans, the bubbles hitting
my skin from the jets… it was all too much. 


I knew what was about to
happen. I knew it, but as with most things, the knowledge didn’t even come
close to the experience itself. 


Her lower lips plunged
down on my cock inside the water. She let out a sexy whimper. The feeling of
her pussy tightening down on my cock was indescribable, sending me spiraling
into a whole other world. Pleasure merged with lust, merging with pleasure
again as we acted on our most primal desires. She began bouncing up and down,
causing waves of bubbles to roll outwards from her hips. I couldn’t tear my
eyes away from her big breasts squashed inside her cotton bra, the way they
bobbed and jiggled in practically all directions. She was dripping in sensuality.


I was trying to do
everything in my power to not cum. I wanted this high to last forever. But even
more than that, I guess I was scared to cum before she did. She was using me
for her pleasure, not mine, and I desperately wanted to meet her
expectations. She was experienced; I wasn’t.  


I tried to remove her bra
but with all the moving about it was a frustrating exercise.


She reached one hand
behind her back and suddenly the bra fell into the water. She clasped her arms
behind my neck and leaned back at a dangerous angle… like she could fall back at
any point. Her pussy slipped out from me. I gasped and caught her, her body
weight entirely on my arms that were hugging her waist.


“Fuckin’ whore,” she
screamed at me. “Put that cock inside me now!”


I tried to balance on my
knees and lifted my groin out of the water. She straddled my bum while I
entered her once again. If anything, it was even more glorious this time. Her
pussy, partially concealed by wisps of hair, parted around my cock and I could
feel those wet pulsating walls a thousand times magnified. I used all my
strength to keep weight in my arms and started pumping her, grinding her. 


“Fuck me harder!” she
screamed again. “Get that cock in deep! Deeper!”


I didn’t know if I could
do what she wanted. Was my cock good enough for her? I wished I had her giant
dildo in my hands just so I could serve her the way she wanted.


“Deeper, deeper…” she
moaned.


I clenched my butt
muscles and drove my cock inside her again and again and again, using up every
ounce of strength and energy I had left within my cells. Her breasts sprung up
and down wildly as I fucked her. She lowered an arm to squeeze my nips through
my bra. 


That was when I felt it.
Her pussy squeezed down on my dick and began to throb and convulse. All of my
inhibitions left me as I surrendered to her orgasm. 


I burst inside her.


I think I went to heaven
for a good while before I came back.


“Mmm,” Mrs. Castro said
as she pushed herself off of me. “That was good. You did well, sweetie.”


She began to wipe herself
with toilet paper. I watched with a mix of shock and satisfaction as the
tiniest stream of cum dripped down her inner thigh. 


“Do you have much
cleaning left to do?” she asked.


“I… I’ve got a few rooms
left on this floor,” I said, still out of breath.


“Well, get started while
I freshen myself up a bit. There’s a robe you can use on the shelf there.”


“Yes, Ma’am,” I said.


“Once an hour is up, I’d
like you to come to the game room in our basement.”


My heart started beating
like a trapped rabbit again. She smiled at me. Her face was still flushed with
a post-sex glow.


“I’m not done with you
yet, sweetie,” she said, tucking a lock of hair from my wig behind my ear. “Oh
no. There’s a whole lot more I’d like to do to you, my little panty bitch.”










CHAPTER
6


 


One hour. A very long wait…


Even though I was
cleaning, going through the motions of dusting and wiping and vacuuming, I was
pretty sure I was having an out of body experience. My brain would replay the
sex I’d just had like a broken record, and I could see myself hovering down
from the ceiling, dressed in skimpy wet lingerie and a wig while I fucked Mrs.
Castro. 


Had that just happened? 


Did I really just fuck a
MILF and give her an eye-rolling orgasm?! 


By the time my hour of
cleaning was done, I was exhausted. And nervous as fuck.


I had no idea what Mrs.
Castro had in store for me in the basement. 


I organized my supplies
as quickly as I could and made my way down the staircase. I reached the first
floor and all was quiet, so I proceeded to pitter-patter my way down the steps
to the basement. It was cold here, which didn’t do much to ease my nerves. I
walked through the large yawning space, passing a swimming pool, a lounge, and
a spa enclosed in glass doors. The basement seemed to be never-ending, and
everything was so immaculately decorated, all glitzy and glammy.


Where the heck was the
game room?


My pits were now starting
to sweat. I hoped there’d be another hot tub in here because I was really
getting sweaty. 


I rounded through a few
more lounges and, through a door, I glimpsed the edge of a pool table. 


Wiping the sweat off my
brows, I tiptoed inside.


And that was when I got
the shock of my life. 


The game room was empty.
The deep red walls made it seem darker than it actually was, and the plush red
carpeting could’ve sunk in a stiletto. There was a bar in one corner and the
biggest sleep couch I’d ever seen nestled to one side.


What shocked me, though,
was the pool table. Positioned carefully on it was the biggest collection of
dildos I’d ever seen. All sorts of cocks, varying in shape, color, and size,
standing upright and looking viciously proud of themselves. I spotted a tiny
cock that was probably the size of two fingers, and one so big it could’ve
easily dwarfed the giant dildo suctioned into the bathroom wall upstairs. 


It was like some kind of
wacky sex museum. 


“H-hello?” I said,
feeling even colder and my legs wobbling as I took a few steps forward. 


I heard a giggle from the
other end of the room. Mrs. Castro came out from a door, out of a hidden storage
room of some kind. Her hair was still wet. This time she was wearing a T-shirt
and panties. There wasn’t a slick of makeup on her face, but she still looked
hot.


She made me want to tear
those panties off her curves so I could fuck her again on that pool table. 


“There you are my sissy
slut,” she said coolly, breezing past me to go to the bar. She motioned for me
to come and sit down.


Minutes later I was
handed a cocktail. I gratefully took a gulp, hoping it would relax me. 


“You’ve met Alan right?”
Mrs. Castro asked, taking a sip of her drink. “My husband.”


“Yes, Ma’am.” 


Dick, I thought. He
has a small dick.


“Well, there’s something
you should know about me,” she continued. “Alan’s not my first husband. Fifteen
years ago I was married to a wonderful man. Tom.”


I sipped on my drink
while I listened. I wasn’t sure what she was going to say, but somehow I knew
it was going to be important.


“Tom was nothing like
Alan,” she said, sighing a little. “Alan is… how should I put this? Alan’s a man.
Tom, on the other hand, well… he was something else entirely.”


I stayed silent, watching
her beautiful face recall what had obviously been some very fond memories.


“Tom loved clothes. He
was a crossdresser, as they say,” Mrs. Castro said. “The pink bra you were
wearing? And your new hair? They were once his.”


I smoothed down my brown
locks with one palm, smiling at her. The wig was obviously very special to her.


“Anyway,” she continued.
“He loved doing a certain… activity with me. He was the one who initiated it,
and it took quite a lot of convincing for me to take the leap, but I loved the
man and I would’ve done anything to make him feel happy. The activity in question… is
called pegging.”


My ears pricked. My butt
muscles clenched reflexively as I sat very still on that bar stool, trying to
slow down my erratic breathing.


“It only took us a couple
of times of trying for me to realize this was going to be my most favorite
thing in the world to do,” she said, giving me a wink. “I found out that if I
used a double-ended dildo I could have the most amazing orgasms. They were
mind-blowing! But for more than a decade now, I’ve been forced to become a lady
in the sheets, since Alan happens to be as vanilla as a cream puff.”


Mrs. Castro glanced down
at her phone lying on the bar top. “Well, my husband is about to come back
soon, and time is running out.” She sauntered over to where I was sitting and
pulled at the belt of my robe. “So how about I stop beating around the bush and
tell you what’s going to happen. It’s simple really. If your butt gives me an
orgasm, then you’ll be out of my house and we won’t ever have to talk about
what you did again.” She smiled, her eyes crinkling seductively. “And if you
don’t… well, your mother is going to be very disappointed, and my poor husband
is going to be very, very angry.” 


She let her hand linger
on my shoulder. 


God, how could a woman be
so sexy and dominating? It was almost criminal. 


“Anything you want,
Ma’am…” I whispered in her ear. 


I swallowed hard as it
dawned on me what I was about to do.


I was about to serve her
my body. 


My ass, to be more
specific.


Purely for her pleasure. 










CHAPTER
7


 


Mrs. Castro levelled her eyes against my naked body and pubic
hair, making me feel incredibly self-conscious. 


“We’ll have to shave
everything off you, sweetie,” she said firmly. “The bathroom’s this way.”


She took me through to
the storage room and to a small bathroom adjoining it. There, I was instructed
to stand inside the bathtub. Mrs. Castro handed me a bottle of shaving cream
and a Gillette women’s razor.


“Now. Slather this on.
Legs first, we’ll do the arms later.”


My hands were shaking as
I did what I was instructed. She was actually transforming me. Into a girl. For
her.


“One leg over the edge,
sweetie,” she said. “Use baby strokes.”


The shaving cream smelled
mesmerizing, with notes of vanilla and fruit you’d find on a desert island. I
glided the razor across my skin with graceful strokes—or as graceful as I could
make them. 


As I watched my leg hair
disappear down the drain in a torrent of water, I felt this surge of adrenaline
build up inside my body. It was like watching my masculinity go down the drain.
This wasn’t like wearing a pair of panties and masturbating. Anyone could do
that. This was real.


“My skin,” I whispered,
riding one palm against my thigh. “It’s so… soft.”


Mrs. Castro laughed.
“Welcome to womanhood, sweetie. Things are so much sweeter and softer on the
other side. Now, your arms. Under the arms first, then over.”


Minutes later, my very
average arms were as smooth as a silk dress. So were my privates. Mrs. Castro
did my face, and I couldn’t stop touching my chin and grinning like an idiot
because I’d been so fucking nervous the entire time her soft fingers were on my
stubble.


“Turn the other way,” she
ordered. “One leg over the tub again and bend over. I’d like you to use your
hands to spread your cheeks.”


Oh fuck. 


Mrs. Castro wanted to
shave my ass.


Wordlessly, I turned
around and grabbed my ass with my hands. I spread them apart slowly, a blush
creeping up my face as I revealed my puckered hole to Mrs. Castro for the first
time. 


“Oof. It looks tight,”
she whispered.


My cock stiffened. She
seemed genuinely surprised that I was tight, and fuck, that had me going. I
couldn’t help but be a little embarrassed, though, by how hairy my asshole
must’ve been, but Mrs. Castro didn’t say anything as I sensed her short strokes
maneuvering the razor all around my asshole. It was such a hot, intimate
activity—to have this older woman shave me. 


Once she was done, she
asked me to wait in the bathroom. For some reason I felt so shy and awkward
standing there with a very feminine body that I slipped on a robe that was
hanging up on the wall. 


She returned minutes later
and tsk-tsked when she saw me clothed.


“Take off your robe. I
just want you in these heels and undergarments.”


My breath caught in my
throat when she handed me what I was supposed to wear. I stared at her for a
blank moment, but her bare face was austere, her features unflinching. 


I was about to be shamed
and degraded, wearing things only a prostitute or stripper would dare to wear.


“What are you waiting
for?” she asked, her full lips now pursed into one straight line.


“N-nothing, Ma’am,” I
whispered.


I got dressed as Mrs.
Castro watched me impatiently, her eyes glancing down at her phone every few
seconds. First, there was the underwear and the bra, both made of black mesh.
When I put them on, you could still pretty much see everything, including my nipples
and my clit, which was covered in a net-like web within my sanitary area. Then,
there was the top piece, which was a tiny turtleneck with long sleeves, except
the whole thing was mesh again, the length stopping conveniently at my armpits.



Finally, there was a pair
of red heels. When I slipped those on I felt so much sexier, but also much more
vulnerable. 


“Come here. I just need
to do the finishing touches,” she said once I awkwardly faced her in my full
outfit.


She re-applied my
lipstick and combed through my wig to neaten the curls. She swiped through my
lashes with mascara until they were so thick they resembled curtains. Then she
added a little blush on my cheeks, the tip of my nose, and my chin.


Mrs. Castro smiled, a
light flirt playing at the corners of her mouth. “Tell me how you feel,” she
said.


“I feel sexy,” I said.
“Sensual. Like an exotic dancer or something.”


She seemed satisfied—and
aroused—by my answer. “Remember, a sissy always looks hot in the sluttiest
outfit,” she said, her eyes positively flickering with lust.


I was escorted out of the
storage room and onto the pool table. 


“You’re going to lay
there on all fours with your butt up and knees wide apart,” she ordered.
“Wider… wider… a little more… good. I don’t want to see you move even an inch from
this position. Understood?”


“Yes, Ma’am,” I said.


I was left there again
for my mind to fester in my own horny thoughts, causing them to spiral almost
out of control. My heart skittered with both fear and anticipation.


When she came back she
was completely naked.


Her breasts bounced as
she climbed onto the pool table, where I lay frozen. She was naked, with only
one exception—she was sporting a strap-on. The dildo coming out of it, though…


There was just no way. 


It was the biggest one
I’d seen earlier from her collection of dildos, the one that was even bigger
than the monster in her bathroom. The sight of it made me shiver a little.


Mrs. Castro bent down and
whispered just one word in my ear, with such hunger and commanding force that I
knew then and there that this was the night my life would be changed forever: 


“Suck.”










CHAPTER 8


 


I wasn’t gay. I knew that much. 


But as Mrs. Castro
instructed me to suck her enormous cock, I couldn’t refuse. I wanted to do it. Wanted
to feel that toy rubbing and sliding in between my red lips.


Of course, looking at it,
you’d be stupid to call it a toy at all. It was a machine. A weapon of mass
destruction. A fuckpole that could make any sissy know her place and tremble in
her heels. 


Mrs. Castro inched a
little closer and inserted the tip of the dildo in my mouth. She buried the
shaft in as much as I could take it. It stopped only mid-way through. 


“Open wider, honey,” she
cooed. “Just a little wider… there you go… there you go!”


She sang these words of
encouragement as I strained to take the dildo in my mouth. The tip of it was
now wedged into the cavity giving way to my throat and my jaw was stretched so
wide it hurt. I squealed, and seemingly satisfied, she pulled the dildo out a
little and began pumping her hips. 


As I sucked and sucked,
Mrs. Castro’s breathing got heavier and more ragged. She was getting so aroused
I could smell her pussy behind the other end of the dildo. The squelching
sounds of her being penetrated made my clitty throb with desperation. After a
good while of cocksucking, she got off the pool table and climbed back up
again, this time behind my butt. I heard the snapping of a bottle lid and felt
the smearing of lube in and around my asshole.


“I promise I’ll go slow,
sweetie,” she whispered. “I’m going to fill your tight little world right up.
Are you ready?”


I whimpered and looked up
at her. I was too ashamed to even utter the words.


Mrs. Castro grasped the
sides of my hips and pulled my backside closer to her. 


I felt my thong being
pulled to the side and the slippery silicone head of her cock graze my ass. I
immediately tensed up. From her way her sharp nails were digging into my skin I
knew she wasn’t going to show me any mercy. And with the way she’d so easily
maneuvered me into position, I knew she was strong. So strong.


I wanted it, yes… but was
I really up to the task? How could my inexperienced body meet her years upon
years of sexual expectations? 


How could my virgin ass
take that… that monster?


“Please…” I cried, tears
falling down my cheeks. “Please, please…”


“There, there, sweetie,”
Mrs. Castro said, massaging my lower back with surprisingly warm fingertips.
“Try your best to relax.”


The dildo penetrated my
entrance, stretching my sissy sphincter so tight I thought I was birthing a baby.
I fought every urge to tense up again. I inhaled and exhaled through my mouth,
trying my best to withstand the cock machine that was being used to violate me
so cruelly. I wept, and sniffled, then wept again. 


Mrs. Castro sang to me
sweet little words as she drove her cock in even deeper into my core. After a
while, she pulled it out before pummeling it back in my asshole. Each time she
did it, the cock was crammed in about a quarter of an inch deeper into my hole.



After a long while of
being subjected to this, to me being fucked with incredible energy and crazy
levels of patience, something incredible happened. 


It was like my senses had
climbed over a threshold and my brain was about to explode from pleasure. The room
went dark and silent as I tried to process the intense pressure I was feeling
down there.


I heard Mrs. Castro laugh
from behind me. “Someone’s enjoying this a little too much. You can moan
louder, honey. No one’s going to hear us in the basement.”


I hadn’t even realized
I’d been moaning! 


And then Mrs. Castro
abruptly stopped fucking me. 


She pulled the dildo out
slowly, leaving my ass horribly empty. I didn’t want that. I didn’t like that.
I let out a whimper.


“Suck…” I heard
her say.


I turned around and saw
the wild expression on her face as she veered the dildo in my direction. 


The massive cock smelled
of ass. If this was any other time I would’ve found sucking on that completely
disgusting, but now I was thriving from my shame. I was feminized and degraded,
no two words about it. 


And as I sucked, my clit
was growing, screaming for attention.


“Look here, evidence that
you’re a cocksucking sissy,” she said, pleased. 


For some reason, those
words were like fire to my ears. Yes, I was a cocksucking sissy. I began to use
my hands to stimulate the fake cock, copying the movements I’d seen in a
thousand porn videos. 


“More of that, sissy.
You’re on the right track.” 


When I withdrew my mouth
at last, she took my chin in her hands and asked, “Did you enjoy sucking my
cock, sweetie pie?”


“Yes, Ma’am.”


“What did you like about
it?”


“It made me feel dirty.”


“Did you taste your ass?”


“Yes, Ma’am,” I
whimpered.


“What did it taste like?”


“Like… it was gross.
Extremely gross.”


“Mmm. Do you want me to
fuck you in the ass again, sweetie?”


I whimpered again. The
shame that was bubbling up through me prevented me from saying anything.


“Say it out loud,”
she demanded. 


“I want you to fuck me in
the ass again, Ma’am,” I said in a quiet, feminine whisper. 


“Then turn around and
stretch that fat ass for me again.”


I squirmed and groaned as
she fucked me again. I was being stretched beyond what I’d thought was
physically possible. The pleasure was excruciating. I could feel myself break
down to the point that the only thing that existed was the pleasure inside my
core, building, building, building…


“I’m cumming!”


Mrs. Castro’s scream
almost punctured my eardrums. She lay her weight on me as she collapsed, her
big breasts and those hard, hard nipples squashing against my back.


I came then. My legs
shook uncontrollably as I ejected hot strings of cum into the mesh of my
panties.


And then… it was over.


“Eat it up, pretty boy,”
Mrs. Castro said as she rolled off my back. “I want to see you eat it.”


I dipped a finger into my
mess and sucked on it while she giggled happily at my humiliation. 


* * *


We were on top of the
pool table for a good while, laying side by side and collecting our breaths.
Mrs. Castro was still naked, her breasts heaving up and down while her fuckpole
jutted out from those straps, still looking as menacing as ever. I was still in
my stripper outfit, trying to ignore the aftertaste of cum on my tongue.


Then Mrs. Castro climbed
down and headed to the bar again. She removed her strap-on and lit a cigarette
while pouring herself another drink. 


“You need to go,” she
told me. “Alan will be back soon and I need to start getting ready. He’s taking
me out to dinner tonight. For our anniversary.”


She took a long puff from
her cigarette and sighed, and all of a sudden I could see that the last thing
she wanted to do was go out with her husband. She caught me staring at her and
said, “Your fairy costume or whatever the hell it is… it’s in the cupboard
under the sink. Now get out of my sight.”


“Ma’am?” My voice was
shaking, but I knew I had to do this. 


“What?”


“Could I ask… what
happened to Tom? Your ex-husband?”


She took an extremely
long time to respond. I thought she was just going to ignore me, so I started
to scooch my ass towards the edge of the pool table to get down. That was when
she called me over. 


As I stood next to her, I
was starting to feel weird for even asking the question. Tom was probably dead
or something since she kept using the past tense. It was a non-question, and
I’d been idiotic enough to ask it.


But then fished out her
phone and flipped through the photos, pausing on one that was a selfie of a
beautiful woman. Taken in front of her mirror, you couldn’t see much of her
face, but all you had to was look at those high cheekbones, the plump lips, and
extremely curvy silhouette to know she had the power to turn any man’s head.


“That’s Tom?” I asked in
a hushed voice.


“That’s Tina,” she said.
Then she sighed. “What I wouldn’t do to feel that ass again.”


“You have me now,”
I said boldly. 


She laughed. This time it
was a loud giddy laugh, a sign that she was genuinely happy. I couldn’t help
but feel I was closer to her than ever—now that we’d both been vulnerable with
each other. 


“Of course,” she said
finally. “You know what. I’m going to put in a good word for you to your
mother. And I’m going to tell her that you were so good at your job that I
won’t have anyone else over to clean my place.” 


I smiled. “I’m free until
my classes start again in two weeks. You can book me anytime.”


“Wonderful,” she said. “You’re
an obedient boy, Ethan. I like that. Your mom’s lucky to have you.”


“Yeah, she is,” I
admitted.


“Now get out,” Mrs.
Castro said firmly. “You don’t want to ruin my marriage, do you?”


“Of course not, Ma’am!”


“Then get the hell
away from here before Alan comes back.”


I grinned at her one last
time to leave her with a good final impression. I wanted her to actually go
ahead and book me again, not just say stuff to get me off her back. Girls
normally did that with me, and Mrs. Castro was on a league of her own.


Still, if I was given the
opportunity, I would gladly give up my summer gaming plans for a chance to
be… stretched again.


And stretched I was. Like
a goddamn elastic that was on the brink of snapping and failing. 


My ass sore, I smiled to
myself as I strutted in my high heels to the bathroom, to change into my very
male cleaning uniform.
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END
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When Mitch’s
girlfriend Hailey left him behind to go to college, he knew that their
long-distance relationship was never going to pan out. With her beauty, brains,
and downright sauciness, it was only a matter of time before some college hunk
would come in and swoop her away.


Four years later
though, despite his worries, Hailey’s unexpectedly stuck by him. And not just
that, she’s moving back into town and into his apartment. Mitch is ecstatic.


But that’s when he
learns just how bossy and dominating she’s actually become.


It starts with an innocent
back scrub that evolves into him having to clean and cook her meals just
the way she likes it. Soon, Mitch will be asked to wear a sexy French maid’s
uniform, pump his chest, and strut around in red lipstick and
high heels while doing his maid chores and entertaining Hailey’s very
hot girlfriends.


As Mitch descends into
his new life of servitude and extreme sissy submission to his beautiful
girlfriend, what he fears most is that his love for her might know no bounds…


* * *


Feeling hot and bothered? Get started reading now!
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Dominant Wives:
3-Book XXX Erotica Bundle
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“Oh, sweetie, not
to worry, some tastes are acquired,” my wife said, patting my wig. “But that’s
just part of being a woman. You’ll begin to enjoy the flavors soon enough.”


Feel the heat of these
three steaming hot stories of furious, strapped-on wives taking control
of their girly sissy husbands! These dominant women want nothing more
than to indulge in the ultimate pleasure of feminizing and punishing
their submissive male partners while training them to serve their extremely
dirty needs. Make no mistake, these terrified sissy lovers are about to be stretched
far beyond their own limits…


This hot three-book
erotica bundle features sissy training, feminization, cuckolding, chastity,
BDSM pet play, humiliation, degradation, spanking, and discipline, and includes
these stories:


Valentine’s Day
Surprise


Becoming Her Pet


A Very Hard
Lesson


* * *
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Also by Rae Robinson:


 


Feminized: The
Complete Series (Books 1-5)


 





 


Grab these five
irresistible tales of first time feminization and crossdressing at an
exclusive discount price.


You’ll meet Alan,
Miles, Hugo, Scott, and Jase, all of whom are about to undergo the
transformation of a lifetime. Because when you become a beautiful woman,
anything can happen. Soon enough, they’ll become sensuous objects of desire and
grapple with unexpected passions and sugar-sweet cravings. But once they get a
taste, there’s really no turning back…


This complete five-book series includes:


Feminized &
Willing


Feminized &
Desperate


Feminized &
Innocent


Feminized &
Reckless


Feminized &
Broken


* * *
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your never-ending treasure trove of feminization fantasies!)


 


To check out all my hot
new releases, be sure to visit my Amazon Author Page! 















 


Keep
up with Rae Robinson!






MY NEWSLETTER


 


Want exclusive email
updates, announcements, and hot new releases? Sign up for my newsletter! You’ll also get to
download Transformed By His Online Date, a
never-before-published, too-risqué-for-Amazon story!










ABOUT THE AUTHOR


 


A full-time content writer by day and an erotica writer by night, Rae
Robinson writes all kinds of dirty stories when the doors are locked and
anything can happen. Her main interests include femdom, sissification, and
feminization. She particularly loves exploring the intersection between
sexuality and self-identity.
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