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Chapter 1
The Invitation


It started with a simple black envelope—thick, luxurious card stock sealed with a wax insignia I didn’t recognize. My name was written across the front in that unmistakable script, each loop and flourish unmistakably hers. Erika never did anything halfway.

It wasn’t like her to leave surprises, though. She didn’t need to be subtle. When she wanted something, she told me. Usually with her fingers curled around my chin and her other hand slipping under my waistband, feeling the firmness of my locked chastity cage—and smiling when I squirmed under her touch.

But this… this had the feeling of something ritualistic. Preordained.

I glanced across the kitchen to where she stood, calmly sipping her coffee in a robe that fell open just enough to distract me. She didn’t look over. She didn’t have to. The power in the room had shifted, and she was letting it settle, like dust in the sunlight.

I peeled the wax seal away and opened the envelope, the paper almost too heavy, too decadent for morning light.

Inside was a single card:

The Vandemere Masquerade Ball — Halloween Night.

Formal Attire Required.

Theme: Break the Rules. Embrace the Night.

I stared at it, reading the words over again. Masquerade Ball? Did people still have those?

“Wait… what is this?” I asked slowly, looking up.

She took another sip before answering. “It’s a Halloween ball. Hosted at that enormous estate just outside the city. Very exclusive. Everyone goes all out. Tuxedos, gowns, masks, dancing… champagne.” She walked toward me, barefoot and lazy, but her eyes were locked on mine like a predator circling prey. “Actually, we’re going to go with a special theme.” Her smile curled with wicked delight. “Gender-swapped.”

I blinked, uncertain. “As in… Men wear the dresses?”

“Oh yes,” she said with satisfaction, slipping her fingers under the edge of my t-shirt and dragging her nails lightly across my stomach. “And I go in a tux. We switch. We play. We redefine.” Her eyes glinted. “It’ll be fun. Daring. Erotic.”

“I—I don’t know…”

Her hand dropped lower, cupping the metal cage she’d kept me locked in for several weeks. “Still locked,” she whispered. “Still helpless. Still aching to be my good little boy.”

I gasped as she stroked the cage through the fabric, her movements slow, calculated. The ache that pulsed from my groin to my chest was instant. God, she knew exactly how to pull me apart with barely a word.

“You’ll go as my date, Chris,” she purred. “My little… Christine. That’s what I’ll call you for the evening.”

“Christine?” I choked out, my voice cracking.

“Mmm. And instead of Erika, I’ll be Erik,” she said, running her hands up my sides, pausing at my shoulders, possessive and poised. “Don’t you love it? My beautiful Christine, silent and mysterious behind her mask… everyone staring, wondering who the stunning woman in the black gown might be…”

“Black gown?” I whimpered, realizing that she already had this well planned out.

My cock strained uselessly inside its cage as I imagined myself dressed up. I hated how easy it was for her. How a few whispered words and a soft touch could have me halfway to begging.

“But what if someone recognizes me?” I asked weakly, clinging to the last threads of resistance. “What if⁠—”

“No one will,” she said, cutting me off. “That’s the beauty of a masquerade. The mask hides everything. And if you’re dressed right… no one will be looking at your face anyway.”

I swallowed hard.

“And even if someone does recognize you,” she added with a soft, cruel smile, “do you really think they’ll say anything? To the stunning woman in the designer gown? Or to the fierce woman in the tux holding her leash?”

My knees felt unsteady. I gripped the edge of the table, trying not to moan when she slipped her hand between my thighs and cupped the bulge again.

“I know you want it,” she whispered. “You’ve been squirming in that cage for days. And now I’m offering you a night out. A night where you get to be soft. Desired. Gorgeous. And if you make me proud…”

She pulled back and held up a silver key, dangling from a delicate chain.

“…I might unlock you.”

I let out a shaky breath.

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” she said, leaning in to nip at my earlobe. “To feel your cock free again? To fuck me in that pretty dress, your lipstick smeared, your pantyhose ripped, moaning like a slut under me?”

“Y-yes,” I whispered, the desperation pouring out of me.

“Yes, what?” she asked, still holding the key just out of reach.

“Yes, Mistress.”

She smiled and kissed me—soft at first, then harder, claiming me, marking me. When she pulled back, I was breathless.

“Good boy,” she whispered. “Now. Go to the guest room. Your lingerie is laid out on the bed. The gown is in the closet. Wig, shoes, jewelry—all waiting. I expect Christine ready by seven—and completely shaven.”

“Christine…” I repeated, my cheeks burning.

She tilted her head. “You do want to be unlocked tonight, don’t you?”

I nodded.

“Then be obedient. Be elegant. Be her.” She slipped the key back into her robe pocket and turned away without another word.

And just like that, I was alone with the envelope, the ache of my cage, and the name I hadn’t known I’d longed for.

Christine.


Chapter 2
The Costume


The bedroom door creaked open like I was stepping into another world. It wasn’t just a room anymore. It was a stage. A sanctuary. A trap.

Erika had laid everything out with precision. The bed was pristine, but at its center sat a careful arrangement of feminine artifacts that were unmistakably hers—and, for tonight, mine. Lingerie in soft ivory lace; matching panties with a delicate bra with just enough padding to create the illusion of fullness, and hanging up in the closet, the centerpiece: a black satin gown, long and graceful, with off-shoulder sleeves and a slit that hinted at seduction without showing too much. It shimmered in the light like water.

On the nearby vanity, her finishing touches waited for me like whispers in the dark: a blonde wig, soft and curled, lipstick in a perfect crimson, a silver necklace, earrings that sparkled like stars, sheer stockings folded neatly beside a razor and a can of shaving cream, and at the far end, a pair of matching black heels with a tall, merciless arch.

My throat tightened. My cock twitched in its cage, hopelessly trapped.

It wasn’t just the outfit. It was the intent. The care. She had built this experience for me, tailored it to dismantle my identity piece by piece and leave something else behind. Something fragile. Something beautiful. Something hers.

I stood frozen for a long moment, staring. Then I walked to the bathroom in a trance.

I stripped slowly, my fingers trembling as I stepped out of my boxers and looked down at my legs. The hair was nothing dramatic, but as much as I hated to admit it, Erika was right—it would ruin the illusion.

I turned on the water, lathered up, and began to shave. Each slow stroke of the razor was surreal. I watched my legs transform under the blade—skin revealed, smooth and pale, growing slick beneath the water. The act felt clinical, but the result… wasn’t. It was vulnerable. Erotic. Shameful in a way that made my heart race.

When I dried off and rubbed lotion into my skin—just like Erika always did—I felt like they didn’t belong to myself anymore. My legs were soft, feminine, foreign, yet strangely mine.

Back in the bedroom, I dressed in layers that made me forget who I was. The panties, taut and humiliating over my bulging cage, flattened me completely and the bra, fastened tightly, gave me a softness that felt artificial and real at once.

Then there were the tights—oh god, the tights. They whispered up my legs with an erotic smoothness that made me gasp aloud. The sheen of them made my newly bare skin glow. They caught the light and shimmered faintly, making me look like I was sculpted out of something delicate. Precious.

By the time I slid into the dress, it felt like the final layer of my disguise—and yet, somehow, the truest one. It fit like a glove. The slit up the side exposed just enough thigh to be dangerous. The bodice hugged my frame, adjusting my posture and forcing me to stand straighter, shoulders back, chest out. The off-shoulder sleeves made me feel exposed in a way I wasn’t used to. Not naked. Just… available.

I didn’t know if I looked beautiful. But I knew I looked owned.

Then came the wig. The soft blonde hair framed my face and brushed against my collarbones. I adjusted it, checked myself in the mirror. The curls softened everything—my jawline, my mouth, my expression. I looked like someone else.

No. I looked like her.

Christine.

A soft knock echoed from the door, and Erika stepped inside. I instantly noticed that she had changed. Her tuxedo was crisp, custom-fitted, almost severe. Her hair slicked back with sharp elegance. Her makeup was darker than usual—smoky eyes, sculpted cheekbones, a deep burgundy lip that gave her a dangerous, magnetic pull. She looked powerful. Masculine, yes—but in the most intoxicating way. Like a man crafted by a woman’s imagination, all edge and dominance.

She saw me and froze.

Then, a slow grin spread across her face. “Well,” she murmured. “Aren’t you something.”

I flushed. My instinct was to look down, but Christine kept her chin high.

Erika circled me slowly, fingers brushing the fabric of the gown, ghosting across the garter strap that peeked out from the slit.

“You shaved,” she said, voice approving. “Good girl.”

Her hand slipped up my thigh and pressed gently against the taut fabric over my cage. I gasped.

“Mmm. Still aching?” she whispered. “That’s how I like you. Desperate. Pretty. Soft.”

I moaned quietly, too ashamed to nod.

She picked up the black lace mask from the vanity and stepped behind me. She fastened it around my head softly, then let her fingers brush my cheek, tracing the edge of my lips. “One more thing,” she whispered.

From the vanity she picked up the vial of lipstick, which she gently applied to my puckered lips.

“There,” she breathed. “No one will see the boy underneath now. Just my Christine.”

The room spun for a moment.

Her Christine.

I turned to face her fully. Her arm was offered to me—gentlemanly, commanding.

“Look at yourself in the mirror, see the woman that you’ve become.”

I walked toward the mirror and barely recognized myself.

Christine was tall. Elegant. Poised.

Christine had shimmering legs and painted lips and eyes that gave nothing away.

Christine was a secret, a seduction, a surrender.

And I was her.

The cage pulsed between my legs. I whimpered, helpless.

“Let’s go,” Erika said, a smug smile on her face as she watched me.

I took her arm, trembling as she led Christine into the night.


Chapter 3
The Ball


The car ride was quiet. Not silent, exactly—there was music playing faintly from the speakers, something orchestral and haunting—but Erika didn’t speak, and I didn’t dare to. My hand rested delicately on her arm, the way she’d placed it after helping me into the car. Her hand had lingered on the small of my back as I stepped inside, not for support, but ownership. A gentle but undeniable reminder: you belong to me tonight.

The dress shimmered under the dim interior lights. My legs, smooth and wrapped in sheer tights, crossed instinctively at the ankle. Every time I shifted, the satin rustled, the tights whispered. I could feel the outline of my cage, locked and unyielding, pressing up beneath the taut fabric of the panties Erika had chosen for me.

The whole drive felt surreal. Like I wasn’t on my way to a party, but into a dream I couldn’t wake from. I couldn’t believe what I was wearing—or how I felt wearing it.

Erika finally glanced at me as we pulled into the estate driveway. Her voice was smooth and calm. “Remember. You’re Christine. Speak softly, move gracefully. Don’t break character.” She smiled. “And don’t embarrass me.”

I nodded. “Yes, Mistress.”

She reached out and touched my cheek gently with the back of her hand. “Good girl.”

The car stopped. Outside, the Vandemere Estate rose out of the darkness like something out of a fairytale—if fairytales had marble columns, golden chandeliers spilling light through arched windows, and a valet line filled with people dressed like masked royalty.

Erika stepped out first, then turned and offered her hand to me.

I hesitated, just for a moment. Then I took it, and Christine stepped out into the night.

The air was cool. My heels clicked softly on the stone driveway. I could feel eyes on me almost immediately. Not in the way I expected. Not cruel. Not laughing.

Curious. Lingering.

Hungry.

We moved through the crowd and into the grand foyer, where costumed guests milled beneath a ceiling that stretched two stories high. The chandeliers above us looked like they’d been borrowed from Versailles. Classical music floated in from the next room. Every guest wore a mask—lace, leather, velvet, gold. And every man was in a tuxedo.

Except me.

The realization hit with a sudden, cold jolt. The other guests weren’t in gender-swapped outfits. Not all of them. Not even most of them.

None of them.

They were just... dressed up.

Erika had lied.

I turned to her in a panic, but she was already leading me toward the ballroom, calm and composed, her expression unreadable behind her dark mask. I leaned in, whispering, “You said the men would be wearing dresses at this party.”

She smiled faintly. “Did I?”

“You said⁠—”

“I said it was our the theme,” she replied, smooth as silk. “This estate is led by very powerful women and I wanted to make a good impression. And we are…” She leaned closer, her lips brushing my ear. “Don’t you feel how they’re looking at us?”

I did.

They were looking.

Not everyone. But enough. Enough to make me burn beneath the gown. Men and women, their gazes drifting to me like moths to a flickering flame. I couldn’t tell what they saw. A woman? A man in costume? A submissive? A dare?

But whatever it was… they were drawn to it.

To me.

Something twisted in my chest—shame, panic, and, horrifyingly, arousal. I felt small. On display. And yet… wanted.

Erika didn’t stop. She guided me through the room with her hand possessively on my lower back, introducing me only with, “This is Christine.” Her voice was low, suggestive. She didn’t elaborate. Didn’t explain.

She didn’t need to.

At one point, a tall man in a Venetian mask leaned toward me as we passed. “Stunning,” he murmured. “Enchanting.”

My breath hitched.

I didn’t respond. Christine wouldn’t know what to say.

We reached the ballroom. Erika took two glasses of champagne from a silver tray and handed one to me. I tried to hold it delicately, fingers out, wrist soft—like she’d taught me. She gave me an approving glance, then raised her glass.

“To being seen,” she said.

I clinked mine gently against hers.

“And to being wanted,” she added.

I took a deep swig hoping to steady my nerves, and to distract myself from the swelling aches beneath my panties.

The music shifted—something slow, opulent. Erika extended her hand. “Dance with me.”

“I don’t know how to⁠—”

“You’ll follow. You always do.”

I set my glass down, put my hand in hers, and let her pull me close. She led effortlessly, one hand on my waist, the other holding mine aloft. The fabric of my dress swayed with each step, catching the light as we moved across the floor.

We spun, slow and sensual, and I felt the heat of a hundred eyes on us. They were watching the woman in the tuxedo leading the trembling girl in satin.

Watching me, Christine. And for the first time that night, I didn’t want to hide.

I leaned into Erika, letting her guide me across the polished floor, my gloved fingers curled gently in her hand. Her palm pressed to the small of my back—firm, protective, possessive—and every time she shifted her grip or adjusted her step, I moved with her like I was built for it. Like I was hers to lead.

Because I was.

My heart fluttered under the tight bodice of my gown, the faintest friction of lace against my chest sending tingles down my spine. Beneath the layers of satin and tulle, the lingerie Erika had chosen clung to my skin like a secret—stockings taut against my thighs, the bra shaping my chest into something more feminine, the panties slick and snug over my chastity cage. Every step made the hem of my dress brush sensually around my ankles, the silky fabric gliding over smooth, shaved legs encased in sheer tights.

I felt soft. Feminine. Exquisite.

Beautiful.

And they saw it. All of them.

The men in their sharp tuxedos, eyes darting toward me between polite conversation and sips of champagne. The women in glittering gowns, watching with half-smiles or narrowed eyes, trying to decide what exactly I was. I could feel their curiosity clinging to me like perfume. I was something new. Something scandalous. Something irresistible.

But more than anything, I was hers.

Erika’s hand slipped lower as she pulled me closer into the next turn, and I felt her thigh brush between mine. My breath hitched, a soft, involuntary gasp caught behind the mask. My cage pulsed inside the panties, pressed tight against my body, aching and dripping with every subtle shift of her grip.

She leaned in, her lips brushing just below my ear.

“You’re being such a good girl,” she whispered, voice velvet-soft and filled with amusement. “I’m starting to think you really like this—the attention, the lingerie, the submission.”

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t. My throat had closed with lust and awe. My whole body was trembling, my arousal pushed beyond thought, into something primal and helpless. I could only nod, cheeks blazing behind the mask.

She chuckled. “Good girl.”

And with that, she spun me again—spun Christine—in a perfect, dizzying twirl that made my skirt flare around me like a blossom opening for the night.

I was nothing but satin, submission, and the overwhelming desire to be seen.


Chapter 4
The Reward


By the time we left the party, I was trembling. Not from fear, but something more.

It was the weight of everything—the lingering gazes, the whispered compliments, the slow dances with Erika’s strong hand guiding my waist, fingers grazing skin that still tingled with electricity. The soft rustle of satin between my thighs. The cage pulsing under layers of silk and shame.

My feet ached from the heels. My lipstick was smudged. But I had never felt more alive.

Erika was silent in the car, one hand on the wheel, the other resting possessively on my bare thigh. Her fingers stroked lazily over the sheer tights, just enough to make me squirm.

When we reached home, I barely made it up the stairs before I gasped, “Please.”

She turned. “Please what?”

I stood at the edge of our bedroom, breathless, cheeks flushed. “I need— I can’t— Erika, please.”

Her smile was slow and dangerous. “Christine,” she said, deliberately drawing out the name, “you’ve been such a good girl tonight.”

I nodded frantically. “I did everything. I walked. I danced. I didn’t run when they stared.”

“And they did stare, didn’t they?” she purred. “They wanted you. All those men in their perfect suits, wondering what kind of woman hides behind that mask. What kind of slut.”

I whimpered. My cock twitched in its cage, so painfully hard it hurt.

She walked toward me slowly, predatory, her tux jacket already unbuttoned. “Tell me, Christine. Did it turn you on?”

“I… I don’t⁠—”

She grabbed my chin, forcing me to look up at her. “Did your little cock leak for them?”

I moaned, helpless. “Yes, Mistress.”

She shoved me gently back onto the bed, my gown puffing up as I hit the mattress.

“You’re staying pretty,” she said. “I want you like this.”

She stepped back, undoing her trousers, revealing the strap-on she’d worn underneath all night. Black, sleek, intimidating.

“Open your mouth.”

My eyes widened.

“You were such a good girl at the party,” she said, stroking the shaft in slow, taunting motions. “Now it’s time to show me how good you can be at home.”

I knew it was a test, something I needed to do if I wanted the night to have the ending I desired, but there was also a part of me that gave in without thinking. Like it was part of wearing the dress, like it was the right thing to do.

I dropped to my knees and felt my tights tightened around my thighs. My jaw parted as I leaned forward, lips trembling as I took the toy into my mouth. Erika’s fingers threaded through my wig, guiding me.

“That’s it,” she cooed. “God, look at you. If they could see you now. The way you kneel. The way you suck.”

I moaned around the cock. The cage throbbed, useless and tight. I was dripping inside the panties, leaking against the soft lace, every motion sending sparks up my spine.

She started to thrust slowly, holding my head steady.

“You love being like this,” she said. “Admit it.”

I pulled off with a gasp. “I do. I love it. I want to be good for you. I want—” My voice cracked. “I want more.”

She stepped back, stroking the strap-on against my cheek, smearing my lipstick further. “That’s what I like to hear. I think you’ve earned a reward,” she said softly.

She gestured for me to stand up then—like a miracle—she opened the top drawer of her dresser and pulled out the key.

I gasped, feeling my heart race as I climbed to my feet. “You’re unlocking me?”

“Only if you stay dressed,” she whispered. “Only if Christine wants this. Not Chris.”

“I do,” I said without hesitation. “She does. Please.”

She dangled the key before her—shiny, silver, delicate. It looked so small in her hand, so innocent. But it had ruled my life for days. Weeks.

My breath caught in my throat as she knelt between my thighs, bunching the dress around my hips. My sheer tights glistening over my trembling legs as she ran her hands over them and felt how smooth I had made them for her.

Her fingers hooked into the waistband of the ivory lace panties and pulled them down—slowly. My caged cock strained helplessly against the tight metal, twitching with each breath.

She let the panties hang at my knees, a humiliating garter between my trembling thighs.

“Look at you,” she murmured. “Straining so hard. Still trying to get hard despite being locked up. All that attention tonight and you never once got to touch yourself.”

“I… I did everything you asked,” I breathed, nearly sobbing with need. “I let them stare. I let you show me off. I danced, I smiled—I was good.”

“You were,” she agreed, tracing one perfectly manicured nail along the edge of the cage. “You were exquisite, Christine.”

Then she leaned forward and pressed a kiss to the metal, her lips warm and soft against the cold steel.

“So tonight, you will get your reward.”

The key slid into the lock. I whimpered as it turned, a quiet click breaking the tension like thunder.

Then—blessed, excruciating freedom.

The cage slid away from my body and she gently set it aside. My cock sprang forward, so swollen and sensitive it hurt. I cried out, half in relief, half in shock at the rush of sensation. It was almost too much. Every nerve felt raw, exposed. I could feel the breeze against the head. I could feel the lace of the panties still clinging to my thighs. I could feel everything.

She didn’t touch me. Not yet.

Instead, Erika stood and touched herself—the black strap-on that still dangled from her hips. She swiftly shoved me down onto the bed and climbed up, straddling me, letting the silicone shaft rest heavy against my belly, parallel with my own freed cock.

“I could fuck you with this,” she whispered, trailing her fingers over my chest. “I could turn you over, slide into that pretty ass, make you moan into the sheets like a perfect little slut.”

My body arched involuntarily.

“I have a feeling Christine would let me do whatever I pleased to her. Isn’t that right?”

My lips quivered as I thought of what to say. Part of me knew she was right. Being dressed like this, being treated like this, it was all so addicting. I craved more.

The other part of me was desperate to use my finally free cock, to feel the pleasure that I had desired for so long. But I knew there was no hiding the truth.

“Y-yes,” I stammered, hating my lips for admitting such an answer.

“So I should probably give Christine was she truly wants, shouldn’t I?”

My mouth opened, but I hesitated again. Then the true answer dawned on me. “You should do with me as you please, Mistress.”

Erika gasped, smiling with approval. “Yes, my good, obedient girl. That’s exactly right,” she purred. “And tonight, I want you to use your cock while you’re still dressed like my pretty little whore.”

And then she moved—lifting herself, grabbing my cock at the base, lining it up.

When I felt the heat of her—real and slick and tight—I nearly lost it. She sank down slowly, breath catching in her throat as she took me inch by inch. My eyes rolled back in my head. The warmth, the pressure, the slick pull of her body around mine—it was overwhelming. I hadn't felt anything in weeks. I hadn’t felt this in forever.

“Oh my god,” I groaned, hips twitching helplessly beneath her. “Fuck, Erika⁠—”

She slapped her hand over my mouth. “Not a sound,” she hissed. “Not unless I say.”

I moaned into her palm as she started to move.

Her rhythm was slow, torturous, rolling her hips in wide, commanding circles. She didn’t bounce. She rode—every motion calculated to keep me trembling just under the edge.

My cock was so sensitive it twitched with every breath, every shift. I could feel her muscles tighten around me, milking me, coaxing me to the brink without ever letting me fall.

“Don’t you dare come yet,” she whispered, dragging her nails down my chest through the lace bra. “You come when I say you can.”

I whimpered as I tried to contain myself, knowing that I would be locked much longer if I came too early.

She built a rhythm, slow and wet, my cock sliding into her again and again, the sound obscene, the feeling unbearable. She kept her hand over my mouth, muffling my cries, forcing me to whimper through clenched teeth as she rode me like a throne.

“You wore my dress. You wore my name,” she said, panting. “Now you’ll wear this memory. For the rest of your fucking life.”

My legs kicked against the bed. The tights slipped lower, clinging to my thighs. The panties were stretched so tightly they pressed into my skin like a brand.

Her other hand came to rest at the base of my cock, squeezing—just enough to hold me back.

“Please—” I moaned into her palm.

“Not yet.”

She bounced harder now, her slick pussy gripping me tighter, her breath ragged as her own orgasm crept closer. I could see it in the way her body shook. The way her eyes fluttered shut. The way she bit her lower lip.

And then, just when I thought I couldn’t survive another second, she whispered:

“Now. Come for me, Christine. Now.”

The dam broke.

I came with a cry that tore through the room, my whole body convulsing, hips bucking beneath her as I emptied into her in hot, helpless pulses. It felt endless. Like everything I’d been holding back had finally erupted—days of denial, humiliation, arousal, tension, need.

Erika didn’t stop. She kept riding me through it, milking every last twitch, every spasm, until I was whimpering beneath her, shaking, gasping for air.

When I was completely spent, she leaned down, pressed her lips to mine, and whispered, “That’s my girl.”


Chapter 5
The Afterglow


Morning came slow and gray, sunlight diffused through the curtains in lazy streaks. I woke to the warmth of Erika’s body curled around mine, the scent of sex and silk still heavy in the sheets. Her leg draped over my thigh, possessive even in sleep, and her breath stirred the hair at the nape of my neck.

I didn’t want to move. I didn’t want to leave this cocoon of touch and scent and belonging. But eventually, Erika stirred. She kissed my shoulder, murmured something unintelligible, and stretched like a cat before slipping out of bed.

“Up,” she said softly. Not a command, not quite—but still one I obeyed without question.

She moved around the room nude, elegant and unconcerned. I sat on the edge of the bed, my body sore in the best way, my thighs sticky, my chest still flushed from the night before. My wig had long since come off, and now my makeup was a smudged ghost of glamour on my cheeks. But I still wore the bra. The stockings. The panties.

And I didn’t want to take them off.

Erika reappeared beside me, carrying the pile of my old clothes: boxers, slacks, button-down, belt. The clothes I had worn before. She laid them out on the bed beside me, chuckling at the outfit I still had on.

When I saw my old clothes beside me, something shifted in my chest. I swallowed hard. “Do I… have to wear those?”

She arched a brow. “Your tights are all torn from last night and your panties are a mess,” she said casually as she leaned down to help undress me.

I said nothing. Just sat there as she undressed me piece by piece. She was slow with it—not teasing, not cruel. Just methodical. She eased the stockings down my legs, slipped off the panties, then took off the bra. Soon I was bare again—and I hated it.

I reached for my boxer with stiff fingers, dragging them up over my legs like they didn’t belong to me. When I pulled them over my cock—still soft from satisfaction, still tender—it twitched once before falling still. Something about the cotton felt wrong. Wrong against my skin. Wrong against who I had been last night.

I sat there, half-dressed, and frowned down at the rest of the clothes. “I feel…”

Erika returned from the bathroom, wrapped in a satin robe, toweling off her damp hair. She looked at me sitting there in slacks and an undershirt, half-dressed and slumped, clearly not right.

“You feel what?” she asked, voice light, but her eyes sharp. “Naked?”

I hesitated. “Yes. Like something’s missing now.”

She grinned. “That’s because something is missing, love.”

She crossed the room to her nightstand, opened the drawer, and held up something small and pink that glinted in the morning light.

“You’re not wearing your cage,” she grinned. “And I have a special new one for you.”

My breath hitched. I hadn’t even noticed. My body had grown so used to its presence that its absence was like a missing limb—no wonder I felt so exposed.

“Come here,” she said.

I stood without thinking.She pulled my waistband down, revealing my soft cock—still flushed, still marked from the night before. She cupped me briefly, gently, and I twitched in her palm.

“It’s not just about keeping you locked up,” she murmured, reaching for the ring. “It’s about helping you feel like yourself again. Isn’t it?”

I swallowed hard. “Yes, Mistress.”

She assembled the cage with the same calm precision she always used, fitting it over me, securing the lock. That familiar little click echoed through me like a bell. I let out a long, slow breath as the tension in my chest eased.

This cage was different, however. The pink was so feminine compared to my normal metal cage—and it was smaller, less visible. It was almost feminine.

“There,” she said, brushing her fingers over the top of the device with a soft, affectionate smile. “Much better.”

I nodded, dazed. I did feel better. Still a little off—adrift, like I wasn’t ready to leave the spell of last night—but not lost. “Mostly, but I still feel off.”

“Oh? I think I know exactly why.” Erika stepped back and walked to her dresser. She opened a drawer, rummaged for a moment, then turned back toward me with something pinched between two fingers.

A lacy, cherry-red pair of panties.

“You really want to wear more of my clothes, don’t you?” she teased, her voice all wicked delight as she tossed them toward me.

I caught them instinctively, heart lurching. The fabric was soft and delicate in my hands. Holding them made my caged cock throb, straining uselessly against the pink plastic.

“I…” I didn’t finish the thought. The words melted as heat flooded my face.

She stepped closer again, watching me fumble. “You did seem rather into it last night,” she said, amusement curling at the edge of her smile. “Perhaps I think I can think of a few more reasons to let you dress up in the future.”

My breathing quickened. I clutched the panties a little tighter.

Erika leaned in, brushed her lips against my cheek, then whispered in my ear:

“Christine won’t have to wait until next Halloween. Not if you’re a good girl.”
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Halloween as a Sissy Maid: A Halloween Gender Swap Story

When Brian’s girlfriend Theresa first suggested that they wear gender swapped costumes for Halloween he was terrified by the idea. But now, as he finds himself being pulled through a costume shop, feeling the frills of lace and smoothness of satin brush against him, he realizes how much he does want to do it.

Theresa picks Brian out the perfect French maid costume and takes him home to dress him up. What Brian doesn’t know is that dressing him up isn’t the end of his girlfriend’s plans. Soon he will discover that there’s another change awaiting him — when Theresa transforms him from French maid to Sissy maid.
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Becoming Teacher’s Pet: A Halloween Gender Swap Story

I thought it would be just a fun, sexy bet—whoever has the best Halloween costume gets to do anything they want to the loser. It was a bet that I thought I couldn’t lose, but I hadn’t counted on my wife pulling out the tiniest, most revealing costume I had ever seen.

She won everyone over with her skimpy schoolgirl costume and how it’s time for me to own up to our bet, to do everything she says… and her first demand is to swap costumes, for me to become the sexy schoolgirl.
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