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Chapter One

“So, what do you want to be for Halloween this year, honey?”

His wife asked the question  nonchalantly, just as she was on her way in the door after work, and, apparently, a little shopping trip on the way home too, judging by the quantity of the shopping bags she tossed down on the counter before turning to face him waiting patiently for his answer.  

George eyed the Victoria’s Secret bag wondering what scrumptious delight his wife had bought from there, and already imagining her perfect body in it.

“Honey?”

Her voice brought him out of his reverie and back to the question at hand.

George knew it was a loaded question. His petite wife Tina had always chosen what he wanted to be for Halloween for him since well, since before he met her, actually.

Their first Halloween together she had casually mentioned she’d been thinking of going dressed as Morticia and Gomez Adams from the Adams Family, and what did he think of that?

And, of course that's exactly what they had done. How lucky for her that her Gomez had showed up in her life just in time, huh?

Then last year they she'd suggested he dress up in a long black hooded cloak and wear a mask and go dressed as the Grim Reaper and she went as the blood bespeckled ghost of one of his victims. So, why did she always feel like she had to taunt him with the illusion of choices?

He didn't understand any of that one bit, but he knew he loved her more than anything and would do anything for her and she had asked his opinion, even though he knew it wouldn’t matter what he said because she always had her mind up anyway about what he was going to do, or wear, or be.

He wasn’t complaining. It was just the way it was.

He would be compelled to give her some sort of reply, though. As a good husband, that was his job, right?

He strained his brain to come up with an answer, the right one, preferably. He hadn't actually thought about their Halloween costumes at all since he knew she'd let him know what their decision was anyway.

“Oh, I don't know honey, he said, scratching his beard as he pretended to give it more thought than he actually was doing.

He paused for a couple of beats to give her time to just go on and tell him exactly what the game plan was going to be for this year, like always. However, she remained silent, staring at him, and he realized she really expected an actual answer from him.

“Whatever you want?” he replied, grinning.

“Are you saying that just because you think that's what I want to hear?”

He nodded sheepishly. She folded her arms and gave him a stare that meant business.

“Wrong answer, try again,” She said, her voice steady.

Oh, crap. What could he say now?

he honestly had no clue what to say or what she wanted him to say.  And he sure didn’t have any bright ideas for their Halloween costumes for this year, or any year!

Great!

Just then, Tina's little brother Larry strolled by on his way to the kitchen with an empty glass. Larry was staying with him while he was looking for an apartment. He would be taking classes in the fall at the college but didn't want to live on campus unless he was unable to find a suitable place of his own.

While he was searching for that “suitable” place he was staying with them. Always the clown, and never afraid to voice his opinion, whether anyone even wanted to hear it or not, he spoke up loudly.

“You two could go as a porn star and camera man.”

Tina turned to her brother with eyes blazing, “Why don't you mind your own business, you little jerk!”

Larry laughed heartily, obviously pleased with himself, and always pleased to annoy his big sister at every available opportunity.

Tina stormed overlooking ready to smack him upside the head.

George fought to hold back his laughter. Actually it wasn't a bad idea, but he damn well wasn't gonna be the one to say it. Maybe they’d be able to at least try the idea out in the bedroom. After she cooled down a little, of course!

Yeah, sure, keep dreaming!

But, he had already had the thought and he looked at his angry wife dreamily. He imagined his beautiful wife Tina wearing a super skimpy little barely there costume, maybe even whatever was in that Victoria’s Secret bag, modeling sexy poses for him in the bedroom. Taking pictures. Maybe they’d even make some videos.  

Hell, yeah, he was down for all of that. It was a hell of an idea. Would she let him do that? He wasn’t sure, but he loved the idea.

But, just not for Halloween. And, definitely not for the Henderson’s  party. Mentally, he was already adding it to their private couple’s fantasy enactment “To-Do” list.

Suddenly, Tina’s anger dispersed, almost as quickly as it had appeared, and her look became focused…right on him!

She rubbed her chin, thoughtfully.

“Actually, that’s a really great idea! Even better than the one I’d thought of!”

Larry and George both stared at her like she’d lost her mind.

“Just a little better.”

Then Tina pivoted slightly, and her gaze fell on Larry.

“You know, you could dress up, too!”

“Oh yeah, right!” Larry said, chuckling.

“You want me to be the camera man, right?”

He puffed out his chest.

“I guess I am the most studly man here!”

Tina laughed.

“Sure you are!” She patted him on the shoulder.

“Whatever you think.”

With a deflated look. Larry grabbed his drink off the counter, along with a bag of chips and stalked back to his room, muttering to himself.

Larry never dressed up for Halloween, he thought it was silly, and would rather stay home playing video games on Halloween.  But, Tina had more than enough Halloween spirit for all of them! It was her absolute favorite holiday.

It was George’s favorite holiday, too. He just let his wife wear the pants when it came to choosing what they would be. Why not? She always made excellent choices and that way George didn’t have to worry about any of it.

After Larry was out of sight, George sidled up to his wife, sliding in close behind her.

“I'm glad you chose me to be your camera man, he said softly, nuzzling her ear, as he wrapped his arms around her, smelling the scent of the strawberries and cream scented shampoo that she favored as he nestled his face into the crook of her neck.

He couldn’t help imagining all the great shots he'd take of his sexy wife. His very own little “porn star!”

He'd be sure to save them for his own personal viewing later, too.

“Oh, you think I did?” Tina asked turning and looking up at him through those long, dark lashes of hers.

“Well, yeah, of course, or maybe I misunderstood?”

As she shook her head slowly, an evil smile crept across those kissable lips of hers.

“Oh baby I think you must have misunderstood, too. You know I'm the only one who owns a camera around here.”


Chapter Two

“Oh, okay I get it now,” George grinned, giving her a wink.

“You want me to pose nude. So I can show off my manly, smoking hot body.”

Tina giggled at that.

Larry frowned looking down at his slim body and his nearly hairless arms and thinking of the hairless chest underneath his shirt. Still, he was studly enough in his own way, wasn’t he.

After all, she chose him to be her husband. It had been love at first sight. Even Tina had said it was, too.

He looked up again, meeting her gaze.

“Not exactly babe,” she began slowly.

He frowned, not understanding at all. Now, what could she possibly mean by that? He didn't ask the question out loud, though, he didn't have to. She was eager enough to explain it all in complete sordid  detail.

Instead of answering him outright though, she got up and walked to the table by the front or she had deposited her shopping bags.

“Earlier, while I was out shopping, I got a surprise for you,” she said, with breathless excitement.

Her green eyes shone with glee.

She was she wrestled among the bags on the counter and come up with the teensy weensy one with pink and white stripes that said Victoria's Secret on the side. He frowned. She couldn't have gotten something for him in there, he thought.

Then he nearly slapped himself, feeling silly, as he realized it was for him, as in something sexy she was going to wear for him.

But, no, his wife surprised the hell out of him when she turned to him, eyes gleaming with excitement, and thrust the bag in his direction.

“Here, try it on,” she said excitedly as she held the tissue paper lined bag out to him.

It was like a snake. An evil thing that struck fear into his heart. He froze. He didn’t want to take it from her. When he didn’t take it, she tossed it in his direction casually.

“Come on, George, we don’t have all day, here!”

He caught it reflexively; although he really wanted to let the thing, whatever it was inside the bag, drop to the floor instead. Like that might make it disappear altogether, but no, there it was clasped between his hands, by accident. He was stuck with it.

He peeked inside, filled with trepidation and found a beige wad of something inside, pulling it out, he discovered a sheer nude nylon thing with some glittery sparkly details that ran down the length of part of it. What in the world?

“What is it?  He asked.

“It's a nude colored body stocking, silly,” Tina answered.

“See?”

Tina shook it out and stuck a hand inside and splayed her fingers wide to show just how sheer it was, it was very sheer and very feminine. And the sparkly stuff was a shimmering pattern that drew the eye with its enticing twists and turns.

It looked very small and very, very sheer.

“I'm not wearing that thing,” George huffed, folding his arms over his chest.  

“Of course you are.” Tina said matter-of-factly.

“It will be perfect. it will look just like you're naked but of course you won't really be.”

“I might as well be,” George stammered.

“I mean, whoever is wearing that thing might as well be. I'm not wearing it. That little bit of nothing.”

“Of course you will. It will be perfect for your porn star look!” She winked.

“I mean, I’d gotten it to wear for you, to surprise you, but now, it’s perfect for your costume! I can always wear it for you later.”

She winked again, but George wasn’t fooled, not one bit.

“You and Larry were planning this all along, weren’t you?”

“Honey, how could you ever think such a thing?

George could, and he did! The nerve of those two! They’d pulled some stunts before, but this took the win hands down. He couldn’t let them get away with it. Not this.

“No, I won't do it,” George stated hotly. Sometimes you just had to put your foot down, you know?

“I refuse!”

He shoved the offensive thing quickly back into the bag and handed it back to Tina, or tried to, anyway.

She shoved it back in his direction, and sat down with a sigh in one of the kitchen chairs and crossed one leg over the other folding her hands delicately on one knee.

She gazed at him for one long moment, silent.

Then, she looked up at him, and batted those pretty thick eyelashes at him.

“Pretty please? It's a fabulous idea. Plus, we already have the costume.”

“No, I'm still not doing it.” George was adamant.

“Okay,” Tina said, quietly, after a moment.

“Then, I guess there'll just be no Halloween for us this year.”

George stared; he couldn’t believe what his wife had just said.

“I know how it's your favorite holiday and all,” her voice trailed off.

“That's not playing fair,” George said.

“At all.”

“All's fair in love and war,” his wife replied.

“Is this war?” George hated conflict, especially conflict with the woman he loved. He’d do just about anything to avoid it. But, this was asking too much.

“I thought it was love,” Tina said, her voice taking on a dreamy tone.

“I thought you'd do anything for me.”

“Well,” George began, still trying to formulate his rebuttal in his head.

“Well, yes, it's love, of course. I love you more than anything in the world. You know that.”

“So,” Tina said, brightening, “just consider it the tough love kind of love.”

She had a mischievous gleam in her eye. She leaned closer, her breath warm against George’s ear.

“You know, George, I know you'll make such a wonderfully slutty little porn star for me, and it will be so much fun. And, we’ll have so much fun afterwards, too.  Think of that.” She winked.

Well, if it was all in fun he supposed why not and especially if it made his wife happy. And, especially if they were going to have fun afterwards…

He thought about it a few moments longer, although he was really just imagining the fun they would have afterwards.

He sighed.

He might as well do it, he decided. Happy wife happy life, that's what they always say, isn't it? And in his experience, it was definitely the truth. Besides, if she really wanted him to be her slutty little porn star that much than why not?

“Okay,” he began, and then thought of something.

“But, why did you already have the costume if Larry just came up with the idea? You two weren’t colluding against me, were you?”

“Don’t be ridiculous, sweetheart,” Tina purred, stroking his arm, trying to be soothing, as if he were a cat!

“Please wear it. It will be so much fun. And, you know you will win the costume contest in that, hands down!”

“Do you really think so?” George thought of some of the outlandish costumes, Todd and Erin Henderson, had come up with in the past.

He shook his head doubtfully.

“I’m not sure, babe, he’s good.”

Tina laughed.

“They’re good, all right, but we’re better!

She moved in close, kissed him hard on the mouth, with tongue, and right then George decided he didn’t much care if they won or not, he was going to just enjoy the sex that came with the win!

There’d have to be extra sex with a costume like that, right? Plus all the extra determination to wear it in public! She’d have to give him his reward!

From the way she’d just kissed him he could tell she was turned on by the whole idea. He was ready to pull her into the bedroom, to prove his point when she broke away, turning back to the discarded bag.

She pulled the stupid outfit out of the bag again and thrust it into his hands.

“Put it on, honey, do it for me. let’s just see how it looks! I know you are going to look fan-freaking-tastic in it! ”

She just smiled, not even waiting for an answer and pulled him into the bedroom, one hand in his, tugging him along like an errant child, the other hand firmly gripping the outfit.

Oh boy, he thought to himself, the things a man does for love!


Chapter Three

Before he knew it, George found himself in the bedroom, being stripped down by his wife. It was his greatest dream come true, but he should resist, right? After all, this was just part of her tricks…

Tina unbuttoned his shirt, and her lips were on his chest, kissing, flicking a nipple playfully with her tongue, then moving on to his pants with her nimble fingers.

She had his belt undone and his zipper unzipped in no time flat and he found his cock was embarrassingly hard and came springing up at her before she could even reach for it.

“I thought you said you didn’t like my idea?” She whispered, kissing his ear as she did so.

Her breath was warm and moist and the feel her hands on his cock now, stroking him just the way he liked had him about to lose his damn mind and agree to anything she wanted right now.

But, then her hands stopped working their magic and he felt something else soft take their place. She was rubbing the disgusting nylon thing on him!

It did feel kind of good, that was true, but, sheesh. He wasn’t the one that was supposed to be wearing it!

He shook his head, taking a step backwards. He ran into the edge of the bed and fell onto it, Tina following with a bounce and she landed nearly on top of him.

She was giggling.

“Put it on George. If you show me yours, I’ll show you mine.”

She held up another one of the little victoria’s secret bags and winked.

“You’ll like this one even more, and I’m wearing it tonight…just for you!”

Why not till tonight? He wondered, but he grabbed the little thing from her anyway, knowing there was no getting out of it. He could at least wear it tonight, just for Tina, not for anyone else.

Not in public!

Never!

No way!

But, if it made her happy he’d at least try it on for her personal viewing pleasure. Why not? Besides, it probably wouldn’t even fit anyway.

And, he was dying to see what was in that little bitty pink and black striped bag!

On her!

Unfortinatly, the evil stocking thing apparently had other plans.

It caught on one of his fingernails, and Tina grabbed his hands, quick, stopping his movement.

“Baby, don’t ruin it,” she laughed.

“you’ve got to be gentle with delicate things like this. They are delicate, kind of like me,” she winked.

He laughed at that one. His wife always had had the best sense of humor.

Yes, she was a princess, for sure, his princess, and he tried to be gentle with her, but he liked it best when he was being rough with her, in the bedroom, and she obviously liked it too.

Ok baby, anything for you. He held his hands up, and Tina wriggled down between his legs. She gave his cock a teasing kiss right on the head as she went down on him, and grabbed his foot! Well, that wasn’t what he was expecting at all.

She worked her fingers, thogh, working them into the foot of the thing and then stretching it out, worked it delicately over his toes, pulling it up over his foot before grabbing the other foot and doing the same thing.

Before he knew it, she was not sucking on his erection, but tucking it into the nylon thing. Very disappointing!

He couldn’t very well complain, though, after all, he was the one that had let her get him into this ridiculous situation in the first place.

The nylon stuff felt slippery and smooth and a little cool and it cradled his erection nicely, although if he got any harder he was afraid he’d burst right through the thin stuff!

Tina pulled him up off the bed as she slipped the arms of the suit up over his arms, and pulled it up. It was a tight, taunt fit, but not uncomfortable.

He flexed, and bent then stretched up tall, trying to make sure he could actually move in it without tearing it. It proved to be a lot stronger than it looked.

He bent all the way over, and touched his toes, just to see if he could, and felt the shock of a good hard smack on his ass as he did!

“What was that for?” He cried, trying for feigned indigence, but failing.

He began laughing, right along with his wife who was laughing with him, because at that moment he caught a glimpse of himself in the bedroom mirror, and really, there was nothing else to do but laugh.

He looked flat out ridiculous.

“I think you look even better in that than I did when I tried it on at the store,” Tina mused, when she stopped laughing long enough to speak.

George’s cheeks turned bright pink. He had no words for that. He resolved to get out of the stupid thing  as quickly as possible, get his wife into bed and hopefully forget about the whole embarrassing thing.

They could just go as something else for Halloween this year.

Anything else.


Chapter Four

Before George could toss the stupid nylon thing in the trash, Tina caught his wrist in her fingers, held it.

“You know, baby, that really turned me on seeing you dressed like that,” she kissed him full on the mouth, then turned and went walked out the door.

“Gotta get dinner going, because I promised you something special after dinner, and Im a woman who keeps my promises!

Dinner was fantastic, his favorite, cheesy bbq meatloaf and macaroni and cheese to go with it, along with steaming hot dinner rolls covered with oodles of melted butter.

If George didn’t know better he’d think Tina was trying to butter him up for something, but of course now he knew she was!

Sex was even better, she rode him like there was no tomorrow, and he wondered briefly, if she was so into it because she really did like seeing him that way. He didn’t really like the thought of that, but he really liked the effect it had on her…

Before he knew it, he was cumming, shooting his cum deep into her womb, filling her up. Finally, he felt like a real man again!

Afterwards she lay slumped on his chest, as their breathing slowed and he cradled her to him. He really would do anything for this woman. He just really hoped he wouldn’t have to prove it on Halloween.

Hopefully this was the end of all this nonsense.


Chapter Five

George watched not really paying attention as the month drew on and the days grew cooler and as Tina happily put up more and more Halloween decorations. George helped her with the trimming of the yard trees with huge neon green spider web stuff as he didn’t want her falling off the ladder trying to do it herself.

They added Charlotte, their huge green and black striped spider and completed the décor. Martha Stewart would be proud.

Tina put a bowl of candy out on the table by the front door. It was filled with fun sized Reece’s peanut butter cups, and Twix bars and Kit Kats and all of his favorite Halloween treats. He didn’t indulge in candy much the rest of the year, but when there was a punch bowl of tempting goodies sitting right there, what else could you do?

Tina grabbed a Reece’s, his number one favorite, and unwrapped it slowly. She feigned handing it to him, but then at the last moment, she stuck it between her teeth, and offered him the other side.

He shrugged, and took her up on the offer, and they met in the middle for a shared chocolaty peanut buttery kiss that was super sweet and super-hot.

He thought he’d liked that stuff before, but now, now he was hooked.

He decided he just might have to bring some of those goodies in the bedroom later, too, he thought, imagining all the things they could do with those yummy tempting sweets there.

“Now we’ll be all ready,” George said, smiling, as he kissed the last bit of chocolate peanut buttery goodness from his wife’s lips.

Tina laughed, “Yes, we just need to get you ready now!”

She took his hand, began tugging him towards the bathroom.

“What?” George’s mouth fell open.

He pulled his phone out of his pocket and stared at the screen.

“Fuuuuck!” He groaned, sliding the phone back into his pocket.

“You forgot it was Halloween?”

Tina looked incredulous.

“It’s been a busy week,” George began, but he had no real rebuttal for her.

He should have known. He should have been keeping track. More importantly, he should have been coming up with an idea for their costumes that was so stellar that Tina would forget about her silly idea once and for all.

And he should have already bought whatever the fuck they needed for that costume, and had it ready to go.

But, he hadn’t

And now, he had nothing. Not even an idea to throw out.

Nothing they could maybe run to the store for quick.

Dusk was falling. When the hell did it start getting dark so damned early? George wondered.

Shit.

They were out of time.

He was out of time.

He didn’t even have a plan.

But, as always, Tina did.

And, hers hadn’t changed!

George’s mind was still reeling as his gorgeous wife stepped out of the room, and was back in a wink, carrying that damned Victoria’s Secret bag.

No, her plan hadn’t changed at all!

Double fuck!

Tina stopped, silently appreciating his flabbergasted look and took the opportunity to run her fingers over his beard.

“It’s kind of a shame this has to go,” she mused.

But, she was already getting his shaving cream and razor out for him, handing it to him and pushing him gently in front of the mirror.

“It’s a good thing it will grow back quick,” he muttered.

After he’d shaved, Tina rubbed his newly slick chin and grinned.

“If we want it to,” she grinned.

“I kind of like this look, too.”

Tina rewarded him by pulling her shirt over her head, and reaching behind her to unhook the clasps of her bra, sending her huge breasts bouncing into view, making Georges mouth water.

She unzipped her jeans, looking up at him as she did so.

“Well, don’t just stand there, baby, get naked, we can take a quick shower together then we’ve got a lot of work to do..”

“…on you!”

George cringed.

Tina knelt between his legs as soon as they got in the shower, and he thought he was getting lucky, but nope, no time for that, he supposed. Instead, she grabbed the can of shaving cream, and slathered it on his legs, all the way up to his crotch, covering all his hair, there, too with the cool white foam!

Is all that really necessary? He asked, and Tina’s nodding head made him think of other naughtier things he wished she was doing down there instead of shaving his legs!

He let her work her way up, though, but when she got to his thighs he grabbed the razor out of her hand.

“I think I’ll just do that part myself,” he told her.

She giggled; it was a light tinkling sound.

“Don’t you trust me, darling? “

“How many dicks have you shaved?”

She shook her head, “none. But how hard can it be, right?”

“How many have you shaved?” she countered, putting her hands on her hips

“None, but, I’d still rather do it myself if you don’t mind.”

She shrugged.

“Suit yourself,” she smiled, and began soaping her ample breasts making it hard for George to look away.

After several long moments she looked back up at him, and he was still, stupidly, standing there holding the razor in one and his cock in the other.

“Are you going to do it or not?” She stepped closer.

“I can still do it for you, if you’re chicken.”

“I am not chicken,” George told her, grabbing the razor and sliding it gently over his ball sack, to show her, trying like hell not to cut off any important parts of his anatomy.

Parts he’d like to be using later on…

When he was done his nuts felt smooth and hairless and a little odd, like hard boiled eggs or something, but George figured it was a small price to pay for the phenomenal blow job he was going to demand later. After all, he was hairless and clean as fuck for her. She damned well ought to appreciate it. With her mouth!

Still, he couldn’t actually go to this freaking party, dressed in that outfit. He had to think of some excuse, some way out.

Tina ruined any thought processes he had going, though, when she dried him with the soft fluffy bath

towel, taking extra care to make sure his now hairless package was dried with the utmost care.

His boner was bone dry!

Tina sat him down on the edge of the tub and wove those nylon feet onto her hands, spreading it apart, making room to slip the stocking part onto Georges foot again, again the nylon hugged his body as she worked it up, rolling it up his thighs and tucking his hairless dick inside.

The glitter design sparkled down the side of his leg in the bathroom light. He put his arms out obediently, to let her work it the rest of the way up over his torso, but then she stopped, and laughed out loud.

“What’s so funny?”

“Your boobs,” Tina said, still laughing.

“I can’t believe we almost forgot your boobs.”

She threw on her dressing gown and ran out of the bathroom and came back with a brown cardboard box. It looked like it was from Amazon.

The stupid smile on the outside of the box taunted him. He knew whatever was in it was definitely not going to make him smile!

“I forgot all about these!”

What the hell?

She dropped the box down on the vanity with a thud; it was heavier than it looked!

She tore open the box and pulled out what appeared to be… a massive dismembered tit! 

“I’m so sorry, dear, I meant to do a trial run with these earlier, but I forgot all about them. I guess this will just have to do.”

What the fuck?

Then she grabbed another one out. At least there was a pair of them, George thought. Then he realized they were…for him.

There was a nude colored harness/bra type thing, and Tina went about fitting the harness on him, and then filling the empty slots over his bare nipples with the mammoth titties. These things had to easily be the biggest ones he’d ever seen.

They were heavy, and he had to hold his shoulders back and not let their weight pull him down. George was only wearing the tits for a few seconds and he was already glad he wasn’t Dolly Parton.

Tina rolled the suit over the tits and it stretched out over them, they filled it out perfect and then some. And then, a lot, actually!

If he’d been worried about his cock bursting through he was even more worried about these things bursting through. But, of course, displaying his cock to the world would be a lot worse!

Thankfully, the nude nylon was just opaque enough to keep all of his most private parts private!

The steamy heat was making them both sweat now, and Tina cracked the door open.

Just as she did, the door popped open the rest of the way.

“Sorry, I really gotta go…”

And then… silence. Larry stood there mouth agape.

A second or two later laughter burst out of him, and his whole body shook with it.

“Well don’t you look like just the cutest little thing? Mmm! My! what a naughty little girl! “

He laughed again, even harder now, and he reached over and patted George right on the nylon covered ass.

“What a total slut,” he said, still cackling to himself.

Larry swatted his ass again, and George was about to swat him back this time, right upside the head, but Tina stepped between them, giving his ass a soft little swat of her own.

“A total slut,” she agreed.

“My slut,” Tina reminded him.

“So you can just keep your hands off of that pretty little ass!”

“I gotta piss,” Larry said, finally.

“Are you guys about ready?”

“He’s ready,” Tina said, then corrected herself.

“I mean, she’s ready,” she grinned.

George groaned. 

“I’m still a he,” he began.

He frowned as he looked down at his body.

“Even if it doesn’t exactly look like it right now…”

“You look cute, honey,” Tina said, smiling.

“Sexy,” Larry agreed, making George feel like smacking him again.

Then, Larry stopped in his tracks, staring at George uncomfortably, for a long moment, and then he held up one finger.

“Wait, just a minute,” he said, running back out the door.

He came back a couple of minutes later, carrying, of all things, the tool box

What the actual fuck?

He rooted around in the mess inside and finally came up with a roll of black electrical tape. He pulled the end loose and bit it, tearing the tape with his teeth before handing the piece to Tina

Here, hold this, he said, tearing off three more pieces and handing her two of them.

He took the last one and stuck it right on the front of Georges massively huge right tittie, then grabbed another one and put it on there too, making an x with the two pieces. Then he did the other tit just the same.

There, he said, stepping back, smiling, and admiring his handiwork.

George and Tina were both staring at him

‘Your nipples were showing,” he said casually, like it was an everyday occurrence.

“And, I fixed it for ya! You’re welcome! Besides you look a lot sexier that way. You looked too ‘good girl’ before, you know? Now you look straight up like a porn star.”

George still didn’t say anything, he was still dumbfounded.

“What, did ya want me to let you go out like that?” He turned to Tina and winked.

Suddenly, Tina grabbed another hunk of tape and tried to tear off a piece but it wouldn’t tear. She offered the roll to Larry who tore it off with his teeth easily and handed it to her.

“I think we’ll need about two more of those,” she said, “just like that one.”

Larry obliged, handing the pieces to her one at a time.

Tina stuck the first piece over George’s cock/pussy/crotch and then added two more making a neat little black “landing strip” design on top of the nude colored nylon covering his dick.

He caught a glimpse of himself in the bathroom mirror and noted that he really looked like a total porn slut Queen now, and while he hated the thought of it all, he took a great measure of comfort in knowing that his package was even more covered up now. What he had was nobody’s business but Tina’s, not Larry’s, and definitely not the Henderson’s either.

He felt a lot more at ease now, a lot more dignified, at least as dignified as a man could feel in a porn star costume. A female porn star costume…

For once in his life he didn’t hate Larry totally…

Tina whipped out her makeup kit and added false huge dark black faux mink eyelashes to his own sparse brown ones. They had little diamonds inset in them here and there. The diamonds caught in the bathroom light as he blinked at himself. They would twinkle brightly in the camera’s flash too, he thought, giddily.

Oh brother, what had he gotten himself into?

Maybe he could pass himself off as, not himself?

Perhaps they could be mystery guests at the Henderson’s party and no one would ever have to know it was really George and Tina. Not at all, not ever. Hell, he didn’t care about the prize. Tina and George lost, they didn’t show up and the mystery guests won. He was totally cool with that. But, would Tina, be?


Chapter Six

“Ok, toots, get in the car, Tina said.

“I can’t wait to show you off!”

George blanched. His idea, what about that?

“What if we went … anonymously?” he asked, taking Tina’s hands in his.

Tina shook her head. “What fun would that be?”

She looked down at their hands.

“Oh shit, I forgot your nails, baby, shit I’m such a bad wifey”

George laughed, she was not a bad wifey, she was the best wifey in the world, well, except for today. Today, was, just weird and George just wanted more than anything else to simply get it over with as soon as possible, and to do that anonymously!

“No time for polish,” she murmured, “and your nails are too short anyway.”

She grabbed a set of leopard print long clawlike nails and began gluing them onto each of George’s fingertips. He imagined her wearing them, and clawing his back with him as she came on his cock. Fuck, why was he wearing them and not her?

Life was not freaking fair. Not one bit!

“Thank goodness the glue dries instantly,” Tina muttered, as she finished.

She grabbed her bag, “ready!”

“Don’t you have to put on your costume?” George asked

Tina’s cheeks pinkened, she stuttered.

“Ah, well, it’s just a camera, you know,” she said, her voice soft.

“Ill, uh, just throw it on there.”

She patted his butt, putting the attention back on him again.

“Besides, you’re the star of the show, darling. No one is going to care about little old me once they see you in that outfit!”

George cringed, knowing she was probably right.

He couldn’t do this. It was obscene, and not in a good way. It was unnatural. It was embarrassing as fuck. He didn’t care if no one even knew who he was, he realized he still couldn’t do it. He wasn’t star material, and defiantly not porn star material.

He shook his head.

“I’m sorry Tina, I can’t’ do this. I’m not going.”

“Of course you’re going!”

“No I’m not.”

“Get in the Car, George, we’re going to be late!”

Late? The idea was preposterous to him.

Who the freak cared if they were late. They weren’t going at all. At least he wasn’t. Not like this. He couldn’t. Not even for her.

Tina stepped closer and ran her hand along his crotch, making him realize just how hard he was. How could that be? He didn’t want to do this. But, apparently his dick liked the idea.

Fuck!

She took his cock in her hand and squeezed, showing him just who the boss was. The camra man, not the porn star, at least in this show, and he knew she’d lead him wherever she wanted him to go, by his  cock if necessary, and he would follow her.

She put her mouth close to his ear to remind him of her power.

“You want your reward, don’t you?” she teased.

He nodded.

“Yes!”

Yes maam…

…he did!

He got in the car and turned the heater on full blast.

It was a little chilly tonight, especially when you were wearing nothing but a body stocking!




Chapter Seven


Tina, who had the good sense to throw on a long trench coat took it off and offered it to George when they arrived at the Henderson’s.

“I know its cold outside, baby, and maybe you need a few more minutes to get ready to make your grand entrance.”

That was sweet of her, George realized, always amazed at her. No wonder he loved her as much as he did.

“Besides, I need to get my costume on too… “

“Ok sure,” George said, snuggling into the warmth of his Cameraman’s coat.

At the door, Erin Henderson opened the door greeting them with a look of surprise.

“Hey, you two…

She blinked. “Where’s your costumes?”

She was wearing sexy Mrs. Claus outfit, and for a moment George thought they’d shown up for the wrong holiday, somehow, but then he realized it was her costume. And, a sure winner, he thought, sadly, even though he didn’t want to be the winner… in the costume he was wearing, he didn’t want to be the loser, either.

Sure enough, Santa showed up moments later, wrapping his arms around his wife and looking rather like the jolly old elf he was. Shit, that was a great idea, George thought.

Why hadn’t he thought of that? If he had, he could have been wearing a full coverage, warm, red velvet coat right now instead of the ridiculous getup he was currently wearing. He’d still have his beard!

Well, it was no use crying over shaved facial, and other hair, and so George just stepped inside the house, into the throng of people in various costumes, and let his wife do the explaining.

“Were going to change here, she said,” like it was no problem.

“Can we use your bathroom? It will just take a few minutes.”

“Sure, Erin said, leading them through their bedroom to their private bathroom.

That way the main bathroom will still be available for the guests, she explained.

Yes, it looked like some of them had gotten there much ealier, and were on their second or mybe even third drinks. Defonatly don’t want a puddle of piss on the floor if someone can’t wait, George thought.

Tina stepped into the bathroom and pulled George inside with her.

She touched up his makeup and then took the coat off of him, hanging it on the hook before shoving him outside. She pulled a long red wig out of her bag and pinned it to his head. He shook his head and the red waves of hair fell around his shoulders. Very sexy if he did say so himself.

“Now why don’t you go and make your grand entrance, darling, and I’ll be right along behind you?”

“What? You want me to go out there all by myself? No way.”

“It’s no big deal, sheesh, babe, you look good, you look hot. You look mysterious. You look stunning. Sexy as fuck.”  Tina giggled.

“Erin didn’t even know who you were!”

“Really?”

“Really!”

“She thought you were a friend. I told her George had to work but I was bringing a girlfriend of mine instead, in his place.”

George thought about it. Well it wouldn’t be so bad then, he was going to get to be anonymous after all, just like he’d wanted. Dreams really did come true, at least some of them

Still, he was hesitant

“I’ll just wait for you. please?” He begged.

Tina swatted his butt, “get your adorable ass out of here, honey, before I throw it out. I’ve got to get ready for the party, too, you know.”

“And I don’t need your help.”

“Go get us a couple drinks, love, and I’ll find you, ok?”

George didn’t like the idea but he did as he was told, turning to walk out.

“Wait,” Tina said, calling him back.

She turned, took a few steps, swaying her hips back and forth in a super seductive manmer as she waled across the bathroom for him.

“Try to walk a little more like this, ok?”

George laughed.

“Your wish is my command, Mistress,” he teased.

He took a step, swaying his ass in the nylon, trying to imitate the steps his wife had just taken

“That’s not bad,” Tina laughed, blowing him a kiss.

“Now sashay over and get our drinks, please, I’m parched.”

George suddenly realized he was parched, too, so he made his way among the wild stares from the other partygoers. He just smiled and tried his best to ignore them, and made a beeline for the refreshment table.

There he grabbed a cold glass of water and  downed it, before choosing a couple of strawberry “bloody” margaritas that each even had a little set of vampire teeth floating in the glasses. Tina would love that!

Maybe they’d go as Cullen and Bella from Twilight next year. He made a mental note to remember to suggest it. At least if Tina went for it, he’d be wearing clothes next Halloween!

Suddenly, there was a tap on his shoulder, and George turned, looking up, and almost dropped his drink!


Chapter Eight

Just as George caught his drink in his shaking hands, someone howled with laughter behind him.

It was Todd, and then a loud feminine

“Oh, my god!”

Erin, he would know his friend’s voice anywhere. And then laughter, from all around, it wasn’t just Todd and Erin now, but the whole room was looking at him and the stranger standing next to him, and laughing.

He took the drink in his hand, and chugged it, before turning to the stranger, and he began to laugh, too.

“Fuck Tina, you got a big ol dick there,” he whispered, admiring his wife’s three foot long schlong that almost drug on the ground as she walked.

She was bare chested, at least bare as in covered by a shock of brown curly chest hair, a wig maybe? And of course her camera hung around her neck, and a pair of gleaming chrome tinted shades, inside. She looked cool as shit. The wig on her head was greased back, too. Everything about her gleamed. Sparkled.

Especially with her cock that sparked too, it was silver and matched her sunglasses and it was not just long but fat too, a doozie, and he wondered if that thing would fit inside of anyone?

George laughed at that thought. At least he didn’t have to worry about stuff like that. He might be a girl tonight in looks alone, but he was still all man underneath. And tonight it was going to be Tina getting filled up and not him.

Regardless of what it looked like right now.

Did anyone even know who they were?

Did he care?

He realized he didn’t care. They were having fun, and they were the stars of the party, for sure. He handed Tina her drink and she knocked hers back too, maybe she was nervous too, George thought, he hadn’t even thought about that, not even once.

Tina began clicking her camera, taking a few shots, and George tried his best to make funny poses for her. He bent over, looking over his shoulder at her, and shaking his red curls.

He smacked his ass, and she shot more pics as everyone else laughed and muttered. Then Todd jumped in front of George and asked if he could have a pic with the starlet.

Of course, George replied, using his most feminine voice.

Todd sat down in the nearest chair in his Santa suit and pulled George down between his knees. George didn’t like the idea of that at all, but he was ok with the shot, for the camera only, and only because no one knew who he really was.

Plus he was in the spirit of Halloween, right?

It was all in fun.

Then Erin wanted a shot, and the two “girls” wrapped their arms around each other, and Erin pretended to lick George’s tit while she squeezed on the other one. It was turning out to be a slutty Halloween after all, and all the other guests lined up to get their pics too.

Before the night was through, George wished they could exit just as anonymously as they’d entered, but the moment finally came when the costume contest winners were to be announced.

Todd cleared his throat.

“The votes are in and I’m sorry, but I don’t actually know who the winners are this year.”

Erin joined him, taking his hand, in her other hand she held the winner’s certificate.

“Would you care to enlighten us?” she asked.

“We’ve been trying to guess all night.”

“Haven’t we all?” someone else shouted.

George didn’t want the world to know who he was, not in this outfit, and not after all he’d done!

He turned to Tina, eyes wide as he waited for his wife to rat him out

Tina pulled off her shades and her fake mustache and everyone could see who she was. A cheer went up in the crowd.

“But, where is George?” Erin asked, looking around.

He had to work, Tina fibbed for him.

“But this is George’s cousin, Georgina. She loves Halloween and was dying to come to the party so I told her she could fill in for him. I hope it was ok with all of you.” 

The room cheered. They didn’t care who he was. They loved the sexy little porn star who’d won their hearts and the contest!

George smiled, and waved to everyone, even though his cheeks were on fire. He was saved at least.

On the way home George asked, “what if people ask about Georgina, what will we tell them?”

Tina shrugged, “I don’t know, I just kind of made her up on the spot, you know?”

George grinned. “We could tell them it was Larry…”

Tina turned to him, returning his evil grin.

“Oh I do like that idea…and…it serves him right for not coming with us. If he’d come with us he could have stood up for himself. But, nope. So if anyone asks, I guess he was Georgina after all…”

“Maybe he can be Georgina next year,” George grinned.

Tina laughed at that. “If we can get him to leave the house. You know how he is.”

“He might leave the house after that one,” George said.

“Out of self-preservation, at least.”

They both laughed.

When she stopped laughing, Tina turned to him.

“Baby can’t you drive any faster?” she asked, her voice breathy and low.

“I’m dying to get you home and get you out of that outfit, sexy.”

George was dying to get out of it, too, and he drove straight home to do it…and to get his sexy wife In bed. He still loved her even though she currently had more chest hair than he did. He reached over and pulled the hair off her chest, and she let out a fake squeal.

Ouch!

George rolled his eyes, and they both laughed again, but as soon as he saw she wasn’t wearing anything under the wig on her chest he did a double take and he had to peel his eyes off her heaving breasts to pull the car into the garage without scraping the sides.

“Damn girl, you are hot”

“Same,” she said, eying him with lust.

“Same!”


Chapter Nine

Tina was pulling George by the arm, urging him onto the bedroom. The strawberry vampire drinks must have really done a number on her, George thought, and he wasn’t complaining.

“Mmm I can’t wait for you to fuck me,” she said.

“Are you just saying that because you’re drunk?”

Tina laughed.

“I’m not drunk, well, maybe a little bit. But, I’d want to fuck you either way.”

She whistled. “You look very sexy baby.”

George sat down on the bed and pulled his tipsy wife into his arms.

“Mmm I can’t wait either baby,”

He kissed her on the neck, just like she liked.

“Mmm you taste good,” he smiled.

“Here, let me get this thing off,” he said, pulling on the nylon.

Tina covered his hand with her fingers, stopping him.

He looked up, met her eyes. She was staring into his

“Why don’t you…leave it on?”

“What?”

“I think its sexy baby.

“I think you’re sexy, in it, you know?”

He didn’t really have an answer to that.

“I want you to fuck me wearing it.” Tina told him.

George didn’t know why she’d want that but he was down for any fucking he could get with her, it was all good. Her wish was his command, after all. And she’d never steered him wrong before.

So, why not? But, how?

“I don’t think…I can,” he said, blinking. There wasn’t a fly or anything in the damn thing.

Tina frowned, then rustled around on the nightstand, and picked up a tiny gleaming chrome colored thing. When she brought it into the light George saw it was a miniature pair of scissors.

“What are you going to do with that?” George asked, eyes flying wide open.

He didn’t mind pretending to be a woman for her, but hell he didn’t want to actually lose his dick and become one!

Tina giggled. “Shut up and hold still, or I might cut you by accident,” she said.

Well, he was glad to hear she wasn’t trying to cut him on purpose at least. That was a big load off of his mind.

She cut a hole around his dick with those tiny scissors and when she put her hand in, his huge hard on sprung to attention, right out the hole she’d cut for it.

There, now we can fuck and you can still wear your bodysuit.

“I always wanted to fuck a girl,” she said

Was she really that drunk? Or, maybe she really meant it.

George was confused.

She pulled him close, giggled, teasing.

“I meant, as long as that girl was…you.”

Well that made it a little better, didn’t it?

“And, as long as my “girl” has a nice thick cock,” she grinned.

“Just like yours.”

Her mouth found his nice thick cock and it became even thicker and longer and impossibly hard as her soft mouth bore down on it. She took him in deep, all the way and he felt the head of his cock hit the back of her thrpat. She  didn’t gag though, she was a trooper. What a good girl.

A good wifey.

George sighed and let himself be swept away with the feeling of that warm wet mouth on him.

“Honey?” He asked, suddenly, afraid he might shoot his load right then… and he didn’t want to do that.

He still had a lot of fucking he wanted to do. His wife had other delicious holes he wanted to fuck that night.

All of them, maybe.

Why not, she was his.

All his.

But, then she pulled away, smiling, and leaned down over the bed and pulled another amazon box from under the bed.

Uh oh, what could possibly be in this one?

She pulled out a big purple dick, and attached to it was a bunch of straps going this way and that.

“What the hell is that?” George asked.

“Oh its part of my costume,” Tina grinned.

“The part I am wearing just for you and you alone.”

George stared at the thing. It had a fat cock head and distinct veins, just like a real cock.

His wife began wriggling into the straps and adjusting them around her.

“I thought I’d need something nice and hard to fuck my little porn star with,” she grinned.

“I don’t know about all that baby,” George said, scooting as far away from her on the bed as he could.

Tina laughed, and scooted right up next to him, taking him in her arms.

“Oh come on George, don’t be silly. You know you want it. And if you let me fuck you, I’ll let you fuck me!”

It didn’t sound like such a good deal now that he thought about it, but George realized he didn’t have a choice. Shouldn’t he be getting to fuck her anyway?

But, he didn’t want to disappoint his beautiful and loving wifey, and he definitely didn’t want to be the one to ruin Halloween.

He’d just have to be brave, he supposed. Plus, the strawberry vampire drinks he’d drank earlier were still flowing like blood in his veins, warming his body, making him more willing to do crazy things than he might otherwise be. Still, he wished he had another one right about now.

Because Tina was looking at him with those eyes, and her hard rubber cock was pressing up hard against his backside.

“Oh damn!” she said, grabbing the little scissors off the nightstand and cutting another hole in the nylon thing.

“I thought you didn’t want to ruin it,” George joked.

“It’s ok,” Tina told him solemnly.

“My husband makes a lot of money and he can just buy me another one. No big deal.”

George laughed, and nodded.

“That guy must be some kind of stud muffin,” he told her.

Tina grinned. “Oh yeah, he is. The studlyiest!”

Then she crushed her lips to his, and he couldn’t answer her, he could only take the ravishing her lounge was doing to his mouth, and her warm sweet breath. And the taste of her mouth was driving him wild. His cock was so freaking hard now.

She ran her fingers over it, then grabbed ahold of it with one hand stroking him with long fluid strokes as the slim fingers of her other hand explored his ass, squeezing then grabbing, then pressing in between his cheeks, finding his virgin hole, and pressing one fingertip inside.

It felt kind of good.

As in really good, actually.

It made him moan, and Tina smiled as she worked her fingers there, watching him squirm, wanting more and more.

Suddenly, her warm fingers were replaced with the cool hardness of the fake cock. The tip was pressing against his asshole and George knew beyond a shadow of doubt that that thing was not ever going to fit inside him.

But then Tina slid her fingers down her folds, and came away with a handful of her own slick wetness that she worked into and around his hole. Damn she was hot as hell. He hadn’t realized she wanted this so much.

Her wanting it turned him on more, made him want it with her, and he felt his body relax, and suddenly, before he knew it that fat cockhead popped inside him and he let out a yelp. But not of pain, no this was definitely a yelp of pleasure.

He rocked back against Tina, taking more and more of the thing inside him, and it was so good. Her hands reached around working him from the front, and he was about to shoot his load just from that, but the fullness in his backside set him over the edge.

Fuck he was going to cum and he hadn’t even gotten his cock near her pussy!

He tried to stop himself, but he was too far gone. The thick ropes of steamy cum came shooting forth, sullying the bed sheets instead of his wife’s lovely face.

So much for the money shot, he thought, grinning. As he did, he pumped his hips a few more times, and let his cameraman wrap him in her arms, safe and sound and thoroughly fucked.

Fuck!

He just remembered they’d forgotten all about the camera.

“Shit!”

“We’ll just have to make our video next time, love, I’m sorry, I didn’t even think of it. I was too, distracted I guess.”

Tina grinned, glancing over at the nightstand where he could see the red light of the camera…capturing everything.

Shocked, George was glad he had such a good little wifey, the woman thought of everything. Although, what he really wanted was a good shot of her mouth covered in his cum.

Well, there was always tomorrow… he decided, as he drifted off to sleep with his wife. They’d do it tomorrow…

He’d get his money shot one way or another!

Tomorrow!
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