

Becoming Teacher’s Pet
A HALLOWEEN GENDER SWAP STORY


TIFFANY CHASTAIN



Copyright © 2024 by Tiffany Chastain

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.


Contents


Chapter 1
Chapter 2
Chapter 3
Chapter 4
Chapter 5
Newsletter
About the Author
Also by Tiffany Chastain



Chapter
One



THE BET

Asense of dread washed over me as my wife Jane and I entered our house. After what had been a fun night at our friend’s Halloween party, it was finally time to pay the price of my ego—time to admit that I had lost the bet I had made with her.

As she walked into the living room, she turned around to look at me, a shit eating smirk plastered across her face. It was hard to be too mad at her when she was wearing her skimpy little school girl outfit though, her tiny red plaid pleated skirt, her short white crop top, and those sexy white thigh highs—I had wanted to fuck her all night, but now that just added to my disappointment.

“So are you going to admit that I won or do we need to call everyone to prove it?” Jane grinned at me smugly as her arms crossed over her chest, making her breasts perk up.

I let out a sigh and shook my head. Looking down at my own costume, my custom built robot suit, I felt overcome with disappointment. I had been so sure that everyone would admire the hard work and dedication that I had put into my costume, but then Jane had to strut out in her sexy little uniform and steal all of the attention away.

“No, I admit defeat,” I sighed. “It was very apparent that everyone liked your costume better than mine.”

Jane clapped her hands in glee then spun around on one foot, her skirt swirling up just enough to let me see her matching red thong beneath, a sight that made my dick swell with excitement.

“Thank you for being honest and owning up to your failures,” she giggled.

“It’s a little unfair though,” I groaned. “I thought you were going to wear the witch outfit that you bought the other day, the one with the long flowing dress that actually covered your body.”

“I bought two costumes, silly. That costume is for school tomorrow. This one I bought just for you,” she said softly as she began to touch the bare skin of toned stomach that was left exposed from her skimpy costume. “Can you imagine how my high school students would act if they saw me come to teach in this?”

I gritted my teeth at the thought, already knowing the attention she received from the upperclassmen in her classes, not to mention from many of the parents during conferences.

“Yeah, I guess that makes sense,” I grumbled, still annoyed that her trickery had made me lose the bet.

She suddenly stopped her touches and pouted at me, squeezing her chest together so that it nearly spilled out of her costume. “Don’t you like the costume that I picked out for you, baby?”

Her sexy tone perked my dick up even more; I could feel it growing now, starting to get erect beneath my costume.

“Like it? I fucking love it,” I growled as I approached her, my hands grabbing at her exposed waist. “You look amazing which is why I really wanted to win this bet. I really wanted to make use of that sexy little costume of yours. Hopefully we still can.”

Jane bit her lip as she gazed into my eyes. I could see a swelling of lust in them, a look that told me that I may soon get my wish after all.

“Oh? You want to get some use out of my costume, do you?” Her hands were on me now, even though I could hardly feel them through my thick costume. “Don’t worry, baby. I think we will still get some good use out of it tonight.”

She flashed me a wicked grin and then stepped back, beginning to prowl around the room like a lioness on the hunt. “So then, we made a bet that allowed the winner to do anything they want with the loser. What the perfect, sexy Halloween bet,” she considered aloud.

The reminder of the bet only increased my sorrow as I saw her skirt bounce with each step.

“Yeah, that was the bet,” I confirmed. “So what are you going to do to me?”

She stopped and looked at me, her eyes scanning my costume. “First, I want to hear that you plan to honor the bet, fully. Tell me that you’re mine for the night and that you’re going to do everything that I say.”

I quivered at the thought, a flood of naughty images racing through my mind from her sexy tone. “I promise, babe. I will do everything you say,” I grinned.

“Good. Let’s begin by taking off that costume of yours. As impressive as it is, it’s anything but sexy.”

I blushed a little but shrugged off the thought. For men Halloween wasn’t really about being sexy and no matter what the results of the bet had said, I still thought my homemade costume was awesome. But still, I was now hers for the night so I did as I was told, taking off every last piece of my costume until I was left wearing nothing but my boxers.

To my surprise, Jane began disrobing too, gyrating her hips slowly as she pulled off her little skirt, her tiny top, and her sexy thigh highs until she wore nothing but her red thong and white thigh highs.

I was quickly beginning to like the direction this night was heading, I could already feel my dick brushing against my boxers at the sight of her. I knew that if I looked down I would see its impression, the beginning of a bulge showing my intense attraction to her.

“We’re going to have so much fun tonight,” she purred as her fingers hooked into the top of her thong, tracing around the hem. “Tonight I’m going to teach you a lesson. I’m going to teach you how to be sexy.”

My heart was beginning to race, awaiting her to tell me all the ways she would make me feel sexy tonight. “Oh?” I let out. “And how are you going to do that?”

Her hips swayed back and forth again as she slowly slipped off her thong, revealing to me her perfect pussy. But then to my surprise she extended her panties towards me.

“Before I tell you, I need you to get dressed. I need you to become my sexy schoolgirl.”


Chapter
Two



THE COSTUME

“Excuse me?” I let out, bewildered by what I thought I had just heard my wife say.

“You heard me,” she giggled, tossing the thong at me. “You’re going to put on the winning costume so you can experience how it feels to look as sexy as I did.”

My eyebrows furrowed as I considered her words. While I wasn’t an unattractive guy, I had never felt truly sexy before. Handsome and attractive, but never sexy.

“Putting on your clothes isn’t suddenly going to make me look like a beautiful woman,” I scoffed. “I would look ridiculous in that little outfit over my hairy body.”

She grinned at me, her curled lips telling me everything I needed to know without speaking a word.

“Oh, no. No, no, no,” I pleaded.

"Come on, Greg, lighten up. It's just for one night. You won't remember a thing by tomorrow morning."

“I’m pretty sure I’ll remember shaving my legs tomorrow… because they will still be shaved!”

Jane rolled her eyes at me. “Fine, sure. But it will grow back in a few days. Plus, you promised,” she let out. She stomped her feet to drive home her point, making her breasts jiggle and weakening my resolve.

Damnit, I did promise. But shaving my body sounds so tedious

I looked at her glistening naked body and then down at the bright red thong in my fingers. I couldn't help but feel a pang of fear, but mixed within it was a strange sense of arousal. I could almost feel the thong slipped into my butt crack, the satiny fabric cradling my dick softly. There was a strange allure to the proposition and I could feel it heating up within me.

I moved my focus to the outfit on the floor. I had always loved seeing Jane in skimpy outfits, but having to wear one myself was a different story entirely. I couldn’t possibly do it, could I?

“So you’re not kidding?” I asked, swallowing the lump in my throat. “You get to do whatever you want with me tonight and this is what you want to do?”

Jane flashed me a naughty look and returned a shy shrug. “If you play your cards right then this won’t be the only thing we do tonight,” she cooed. “Once you’re my sexy little schoolgirl then I’m going to be your naughty teacher, and let’s just say that I have a lot of student-teacher fantasies that I would like to try out.”

Now she’s talking. I’d much rather be the teacher in these fantasies, but beggars can’t be choosers.

"Oh, come on, Greg. It'll be fun!" she added playfully.

My curiosity piqued, I narrowed my eyes at her, still feeling uneasy by the idea. "Alright, fine. You win. Again,” I finally said, huffing. “But next time I win a bet you better be just as cooperative with me.”

Jane's grin widened as she nodded. "Deal!"

We made our way upstairs to the bedroom then into the master bathroom. Jane led me into the shower where she began to shave my body, slathering me with shaving cream before running the cool blade along my body.

With each stroke of the razor I swore that I could feel the water more, its cold touch on my freshly shaved legs sending shivers through my body. It was easy to distract myself from the sensations as I watched the droplets of water drip down Jane’s bare skin, rolling down her chest and dripping off her perky nipples.

When she was done she rinsed me off and covered me with a lavender lotion, her soft hands sliding easily up my hairless flesh, stopping briefly at my engorged cock to give it a playful rub.

“You feel so good shaved, baby. I think I may want you to stay like this. Would you do it? Would you shave your body for me?” she whispered in my ear as she stroked my lust-filled cock.

I groaned at her touches, my body feeling weak in her eager hands. I had no idea what was going through Jane's mind, but the twinkle in her eye and the hunger in her touch told me that she was serious.

“M-maybe,” I managed to squeak out. “We’ll see how the night goes.”

“Indeed we will,” she giggled as she released my cock. “Now let’s get you dressed.”

Grabbing my hand she led me back into the bedroom and helped me slip into the sexy schoolgirl outfit. She helped slip her tiny thong up my hairless legs, softly tucking my swollen dick between my legs to fit it inside. She sat me down and rolled each thigh high up my legs, their silky embrace making me quiver with pleasure. She connected the bra around my chest and adjusted it so it fit just right, making it look like I had my own pair of breasts.

It was strange to have her hands on me in such a way, each touch filling me with more excitement as she covered me with her sexy clothing. When she helped me into the little pleated skirt and white crop top, there was an undeniable stirring in my panties, my dick beginning to love every sensation of the outfit. It was all becoming so unbearably erotic.

When she was done dressing me, Jane stepped back to admire her work. I could feel my self shaking nervously as she looked me over.

"You look a bit too serious. Just relax and let loose. Embrace your inner schoolgirl." Jane's voice was gentle as she tried to soothe me.

I took a deep breath and tried to relax, but it felt weird. I turned around to look at myself in the mirror, and for a moment, I didn't recognize the man staring back at me. The silky stockings covering my legs, the plaid skirt barely covering my ass, my hairless stomach, and the mounds of the bra poking through my short white top. It wasn’t until I reached my face that I began to recognize myself.

Jane stepped behind me as set her hands on my arms, sending shockwaves of pleasure through my body. “Don’t you look amazing?” she whispered. “You look so sexy.”

“Sexy? Really?" I asked, raising an eyebrow at her.

"Oh, yes," she said, biting her lower lip. “Definitely very sexy.”

Her hands slipped down my arms and beneath my skirt, firmly grabbing my shaved ass and giving it a squeeze. I nearly gasped from the sensation, my dick throbbing with desire from her sensual touch.

“Oh,” I let out, not knowing what else to say.

“Just wait until I’m done with you, then we will have some real fun.”


Chapter
Three



ROLEPLAYING

Icouldn’t believe how much a few dabs of makeup and a brunette wig could change me so completely. As I looked into the mirror once again, no longer did I see myself as Greg, now I was someone else entirely—someone sexy, someone beautiful, someone feminine.

Jane completed my transformation all while still naked, rightfully unashamed of her beautiful body. Unlike her I still felt like I needed clothes to feel sexy and attractive. Unlike her, I suddenly had a desire to keep her Halloween costume on.

“Go fetch us a few drinks while I get ready,” she ordered me as she put her makeup away. “And when you return I expect you to be in character. No longer are you my bet losing husband, from now on you will be my naughty school girl Jenny.”

I swallowed nervously at her command, wondering what she would do to me when I returned. Normally I would have stopped and asked, but here, now, dressed in her little skimpy costume, I suddenly felt meek and under her spell. I wanted to obey her, to do as she commanded.

As I walked to the kitchen I could feel my pleated skirt swishing back and forth over my newly shaved ass, tickling me and making me squirm in delight at the sensitive feelings. My cock was straining against my panties, longing to feel something, anything, and as I made our drinks I had to steel myself against releasing my growing urges.

Back in the bedroom I found Jane no longer naked. Now she wore loose fitting khakis and a white buttoned up shirt, both of which I recognized to be mine, both of which she looked far better in.

“Hello, Jenny,” she welcomed me, her voice low and gravelly, as if she was pretending to be a man. “Welcome to detention. I hope you’ve come to be on your best behavior.”

I could feel myself shaking, nervous that I would ruin the roleplaying game that we were partaking in. But I didn’t have a choice, I needed to play along. I need to do my best.

“Yes, of course,” I replied, attempting to use my girliest voice.

She gestured for me to come sit on our bed and I did as I was told, feeling an intense heat around her as I passed. Seated, I looked up to see a wicked gleam in her eyes and a long, narrow object smacking against her palm.

My heart began to pound as I noticed the ruler in her hand, once again smacking against her open hand. There was a strange feeling washing over me, something I had never felt around my wife before—fear.

“I’m glad to see that you at least did your extra credit assignment,” she said as she took her drink from my shaking hand. She tossed it back with one deep gulp while I took a couple sips of my own drink, finding myself too nervous to consume any more. When I was done she took my glass and set it aside so we could focus on the game on hand.

“And you did a decent job, too. I’m surprised,” she continued.

“Y-you are?” I squeaked out.

“Yes,” she said curtly as she began to pace in front of me, slapping the ruler against her hand once again. “You’ve acquired quite the reputation in your short time at the academy, Jenny. A reputation as a rebel, a naughty young thing who doesn’t like to put their all into their school work. Does that sound like you?”

A sharper smack echoed through the air, unnerving me.

“Y-yes,” I answered. “I suppose so.”

Jane shook her head as she scoffed at my answer, her tone and body language transporting me back to my school days, making me feel like I was actually in trouble.

“I’ve been tasked with correcting that behavior,” she growled, stopping just before me. “I’ve been tasked with shaping you into a good, obedient girl. One who follows orders, who tries their best no matter what. Are you ready to be a good girl for me, Jenny?”

I nodded nervously, my heart beginning to race. “Yes, sir.”

“Good. Now, I want you to bend over for me. Will you do that for me?”

My dick started pulsing in my panties, suddenly overcome with arousal. There was something about her calling me a girl and ordering me about that was just so sexy and intoxicating. Without thinking I obeyed, eager to see where this play would go.

A quick gust of wind on my rear suddenly told me that my skirt had been lifted onto my back. A loud crack and a sharp sting told me that she had swung her ruler again, this time catching me across my bare ass.

I lurched forward, shocked and hurt by the sudden strike. “What the hell?” I shouted, glaring at her over my shoulder.

“Not ready to submit and obey yet, are we?” she growled, releasing the ruler across my cheeks once more.

I opened my mouth to shout again, but then realized that this was all part of her fantasy. She expected me to obey her. I shook my head and let out a deep breath as I tried to relax and give into the moment, to embrace the schoolgirl I was meant to be.

“I’m sorry, sir. You just surprised me,” I whimpered.

“That’s better,” Jane purred as she rubbed my sore cheeks, her soft touches rejuvenating the desire in me.

She raised her arm again, and this time I braced myself, my body trembling with equal parts fear and excitement. As the ruler swatted my flesh again I moaned and gripped the bedspread, trying to hold on as the pain and pleasure mingled.

After another smack, she shoved me down and started crawling over me. Despite my apprehension I gave into her, letting her do as she pleased with me.

Her breasts pressed against my back as she pinned me down, her hands wrapping tightly around my wrists as she nuzzled her lips against my ear.

“I can see that you’re learning quickly. Learning to give in to your superiors,” she whispered, nibbling playfully on my ear lobe. “But are you ready to fully commit? To really learn to obey?”

I felt my cock swell at her words, the anticipation building in me. “Yes,” I breathed out.

In that moment, my body flooded with new urges and desires, I knew it was true. I was ready and willing to do whatever she pleased.


Chapter
Four



SUBMITTING

Jane gave me a wicked chuckle before tracing a path of kisses from my ear down to my shoulder blade. She reached down to grab my straining erection, giving it a firm squeeze through my panties that made me moan with pleasure. She started to stroke me, her hand moving up and down my shaft in a steady rhythm.

I moaned as she increased her speed, my body trembling with pleasure.

"That's right, baby," she whispered in his ear. "Let go and give yourself to me. Be my good girl.”

I was quickly beginning to love this game of hers, giving myself to her while she dominated me. I could feel myself relaxing, all of my energy surging towards my throbbing cock.

Jane's fingers continued to explore my erection, her touch soft and delicate as she teased my every sense. She slipped her body down until she sat on the edge of the bed, one hand still stroking the bulge in my panties while the other groped my ass.

Her finger hooked inside the slip of my thong, tracing it down between my cheeks, lightly brushing against my hole. Her touches made me moan louder as my cock swelled up with desire, already feeling like it might burst with excitement at any moment.

“I have a surprise for you,” she said as she came to stand above me, her hands disappearing from my flesh.

There were so many things that I wanted from her in that moment, I felt like I would be satisfied with anything that she gave me—already I was desperate for her touches again. “Give it to me, please,” I begged.

I heard her pants unzipping and felt her leaning over me. Her fingers were inside my thong again, this time pulling it down to my ankles, exposing my hole to her. My mind imagined her using me, sticking her cock inside me as if she were really a professor and I her schoolgirl, but I knew that was preposterous.

At least I did until I felt something strange.

As Jane slowly crept onto the bed I felt something long and thick sliding up between my cheeks. My eyes bulged at the strange sensation, the feeling of this bulbous object filling my crack. I wanted to reach back and feel it, to find out what it was, but then I felt Jane’s skin brush against my cheeks and I had a creeping suspicion that I knew exactly what it was.

Jane was on top of me again, her hot breath on my neck sending shivers down my spine. “Sometimes the only way to tame a wild schoolgirl is by fucking them into submission.”

Her words left no suspicions remaining. What I had felt was a dildo, one that she intended to use on me.

“You want to fuck me?” I whimpered, my voice weak and frail.

Jane reached down and grabbed my ass cheek fiercely, squeezing it tightly then letting go as she giggled. “That’s right, baby. I’m going to make a good girl out of you yet.”

My body trembled with an unknown desire. Never before had I considered such an act, never before had I wanted to experience something as badly. My cock throbbed at the idea of Jane taking me, of dominating me completely.

"Alright," I conceded softly. “But only because I promised.”

Jane cackled in delight at my words, seeing right through my prideful response. As she pulled herself off me and moved into position, there was no doubt that she knew she had me wrapped around her fingers, that I was now her little plaything to do with as she pleased.

"Are you ready for this, Greg?" she asked, her voice low and sultry.

“As ready as I’ll ever be.”

I could feel the tension building between us. I was nervous, but I couldn't deny the building arousal that simmered within me. My heart was pounding in my chest as she slowly spread apart my legs, positioning herself between them.

I raised my ass towards her, proving to her my obedience and how ready I was for her.

“Look at you,” Jane gasped. “Already trying to become teacher’s pet, are we?”

She giggled as her fingers danced around my cheeks, spreading them open and toying with me. One finger stopped on my hole, gently moving up and down, teasing me. With her other hand she reached between my legs and grabbed my rock hard cock, stroking it as she slowly dipped her finger inside of me.

I flinched every time I felt her enter me. I knew her finger was only a small taste of what was to come, but it felt monstrous for my first time. Still, every time I felt it, I could feel the anticipation surging in me.

Soon I felt a squirt of liquid on my hole and knew that the time had come. There was a firm pressure against me and then a sudden heave as my wife’s dildo penetrated me.

I gasped at the intrusion, my cock twitching as she slowly pushed deeper inside. She continued to rub my aching cock as if trying to soothe me.

With her cock inside me, she paused for a moment, gazing down at me with a soft smile on her face. “Relax,” she purred. “It will only hurt if you make it.”

I nodded and let out a deep breath. “It’s okay. Keep going," I replied, my voice wavering slightly.

I forced myself to relax, taking a deep breath in and out as Jane slowly pushed the dildo further inside me. Wincing slightly, my fingers dug into the bedsheets as she filled me. My body strained to accommodate her, but it felt so good—a mix of pleasure and mild pain that sent me soaring to new heights.

“That’s it. That’s a good girl,” Jane said.

She began to pick up her pace, sliding her cock in and out of me. With each thrust I could feel by body opening to her, allowing her to fill me faster, and deeper.

It felt so good, so raw. I was beginning to feel like I really was a naughty schoolgirl here to learn a lesson from her. Her hands were tight around my hips, pulling me back against her cock, each thrust leaving me on the edge of pleasure, making me want even more of her cock inside me.

"Yes, just like that," I panted, clutching onto the bedding as she moved faster and faster, the base of the dildo grinding against my ass with every thrust. “No, harder!”

Her thrusts became more urgent, harder, and my groans grew louder, matching her rhythm. Already I could feel myself nearing the edge, my mind fuzzy with pleasure as Jane fucked me into submission.

“I knew you would like this,” she laughed loudly behind me. “I knew you would like being my little sissy slut.”

My dick throbbed harder at her words, overcome with lust from everything that was happening. I could feel my entire body tingling, my chest heaving and pressing against my bra.

"Jane!" I screamed her name, my voice trembling with pleasure as I came close to my peak. “More, please! I’m almost there... Just a little more..."

I heard her giggling behind me, clearly enjoying my desperate pleas for more of her cock. I had a feeling that this wouldn’t be the last time we were in this position, with me feeling her dominance over me—and inside of me.

The thought was nearly too much to handle. I didn't know how much more I could take.

"I'm going to make you cum like you've never cum before," Jane grunted passionately. "And you're going to take it, because you’re my good obedient little girl. Say it, tell me what you are.”

My eyes were clenched tightly, my mouth slightly agape with moan after moan escaping my lips. But I knew I needed to do as she said if I wanted my fulfillment. I summoned my last bit of strength and gave in.

“I’m your good, obedient little girl,” I cried out.

Hearing my words echo through the room felt true. If this was what she wanted me to be then I would be it for her, for me, for more of this intense pleasure.

"Cum for me, Jenny. Only then will I let you leave detention.”

I barely had time to process her words before I felt myself convulse. My entire body shuddered with release, my cock spasming as I came harder than I ever had in my life.

My orgasm ripped through me like wildfire, burning away all coherent thought and leaving me a trembling, gasping mess beneath my wife.

When the last drop was out, I let loose a deep sigh and collapsed into the bed, exhausted, drained, and fulfilled.
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GIVING IN

“Holy fuck,” I let out, my lungs still fighting to catch my breath. “That was amazing.”

“Oh yeah?” Jane cooed as she laid down beside me. “You like being my sexy little schoolgirl, do you?”

I couldn’t help but to laugh at the question and the truth behind it. “I guess I do.”

“And you liked being dominated by me?”

My mind flashed back to the image of her forcing me back against her cock powerfully while I felt weak and helpless in her tight grip. “Definitely.”

She bit her lip thoughtfully as she began to trace the mounds of my bra, my chest tingling from her delicate touches. “You know, there is a fun way that we could keep this up. For me to continue to dominate you and make you mine,” she said coyly as she worked her fingers down my body. Quickly she found her way beneath my skirt and to my cock, grabbing it with her soft hand. “I bet I could give you even better orgasms if you gave me the chance.”

I quivered at her touch, my exhausted dick feeling extra sensitive.

“Even better orgasms?” I repeated in disbelief.

“Mmhmm,” Jane moaned, her hand slipping down to cup my balls.

“How?”

Jane chuckled as she pushed herself off the bed and made her way to her dresser in the corner of the room. She smiled back at me from over her shoulder as she dug through the contents of the top drawer, her smile growing more mischievous with every passing second.

When she turned back she was holding a small metal cage in one hand and a small set of keys in the other.

My eyebrows furrowed at the sight, my heart beginning to beat faster as she approached me with the strange device. “What is that?” I asked apprehensively.

“I’ll tell you when I’m done,” she grinned as she kneeled down between my legs.

I felt her soft fingers on my dick followed the touch of cold metal, the latter making me flush with anxiety. I pushed myself up and raised my skirt just in time to watch her pulling the key out of the device—the device that was now locked around my penis.

My hands swarmed the metal device, fumbling with it and trying to remove it. But it wouldn’t come off, not without the keys in her hands.

“What the hell is this thing?” I cried out, my eyes continuing to flash between her and the cage.

“It’s a chastity cage, silly,” she giggled as she stood up to admire her handy work. “And it’s what I’m going to use to turn you into my good, obedient, and submissive sissy.”

I felt so confused, so taken aback, but also so oddly intrigued. Still, I couldn’t fight the urge to push back on her idea. “But I already was all of that for you tonight.”

“Yes, you were for tonight, but we both had so much fun with our little roleplaying. Wouldn’t you like to keep it going? To make it a more… permanent thing?

“P-permanent?” I stammered.

Jane’s eyes lit up with delight, her posture straightening and becoming fiercer as she slowly syphoned away any last semblance of power and control from me.

“Just think about it, baby,” she said softly as she leaned forward and cupped my cheek. “I’m going to keep you locked up and make you serve me. When you’re good, I’ll dress you up in something sexy and give you another amazing orgasm just like tonight. Doesn’t that sound nice?”

My dick started swelling up from her enticing words, pressing against the hard metal walls of its cage. “Just like tonight?” I muttered.

Jane’s devilish smirk told me that she knew she had me, I was hers. “That’s right, baby. But like I said, only if you’re good and deserve it.”

My cock was now pushing against the cage, trying hard to get erect but being denied. The feeling was a little uncomfortable, but also strangely arousing.

“O-okay,” I croaked out, feeling myself surrender to her.

I watched as she walked back to her dresser, reaching for her safe on top. She opened it and tossed the cage’s keys inside, then slammed it shut. “Now you’re all mine,” she growled.

I gulped at the sight of her, she suddenly seemed so tall, so powerful, while I felt so small and weak. “What now?”

“Now we begin. Start by cleaning the bed of your filth and then make me a snack. I’m famished from fucking you.”

“Uh. Alright,” I stammered. “Should I change first?”

“Change? Why would you do that?” Jane gasped, appalled by the idea. “No, I want you to get used to wearing these skimpy little outfits. It’s far from the last one that you’ll be wearing.”

My dick throbbed, enchanted by this sudden change.

“Yes, dear. Of course,” I replied as I stood. With a nod of my head I pulled up my panties and got to work, doing my wife’s bidding as I knew I now would.

For as long as she wanted.
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This is the complete opposite of his wife, Robin, who loves going out and loves Halloween. Luckily for her, this Halloween she has Scott locked in a chastity cage so he has to do whatever she says. When Robin tells Scott about the gender swapped couples costume they will be wearing to enter into the big costume contest, Scott is floored, but he also knows he has no choice but to agree. So Scott lets Robin feminize him and dress him up as a woman in a slutty Halloween costume.

Once they’re dressed up and at the party, Scott starts letting loose and breaking out of his shell, returning to his normal fun self. But he soon lets his guard down too much and learns what life is like for a slutty woman on Halloween. And to his surprise, he enjoys it more than he ever thought possible.
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For more chastity, sissy, and sissy maid stories, please check out https://www.tiffanychastain.com/ to find Tiffany’s complete catalog!
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