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Chapter One

Charlene lounged on the black leather sofa, legs spread comfortably, the glossy Halloween costume catalog open across her lap. Her long brunette hair cascaded over one shoulder as she flipped through pages of flirty nurses in tight white dresses, bouncy cheerleaders in short pleated skirts, and French maids bending over with feather dusters.

Each new outfit made her shift slightly, her thighs pressing together as warmth pooled between her legs. Her panties grew damp, the thin cotton clinging to her pussy lips with every page turn.

She smirked at the submissive vibes these costumes projected. She wasn't the type to play the helpless maid or the ditzy cheerleader. Her fingers traced the edge of the page, nails painted blood-red, as she kept searching for something that matched her dominant energy.

Then she found it.

The black latex policewoman uniform hugged every curve on the model in the photo. The glossy material stretched tight across full breasts, the short jacket barely covering the waist, while the high-waisted pants moulded to thick thighs and an ass that looked ready to be grabbed.

A shiny badge sat over one breast, and the model held a pair of silver handcuffs dangling from one finger. Charlene's breath caught. She could already picture herself in that outfit—tall, commanding, every inch the alpha in control.

Her nipples hardened against the thin fabric of her tank top. She pressed her thighs together again, feeling the slickness between her folds as she stared at the picture. This was it. This was the one that would make everyone look twice and know exactly who was in charge.

The front door clicked open, followed by the familiar sound of her husband, Mark Lee’s keys dropping into the ceramic bowl on the entry table. Charlene didn’t look up from the catalog until his footsteps came closer. She heard the soft shuffle of his dress shoes against the hardwood, then the pause as he leaned around the corner of the living room.

Mark’s head appeared first, dark hair slightly mussed from the commute, a knowing smirk already tugging at his mouth.

"Is dinner ready?" he asked, voice light, teasing.

Charlene closed the catalog with a soft snap and set it aside. She rose from the leather sofa in one fluid motion, her long legs unfolding, the hem of her tank top riding up just enough to flash a strip of smooth stomach. She met his gaze without a flicker of irritation, though heat coiled tight in her belly.

"It’ll be ready in thirty minutes," she answered evenly, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear. Her tone stayed cool, almost bored, as if his question hadn’t landed exactly where he’d aimed it.

Mark’s smirk widened. He stepped fully into the room, loosening his tie with one hand. "Good girl. My little beta wife keeping her end of the bet. I like it when you’re obedient like this."

Charlene’s jaw tightened for half a second before she smoothed her expression. She walked past him toward the kitchen, hips swaying just enough to make the thin cotton of her shorts cling to the curve of her ass. The words beta and obedient burned behind her ribs, but she didn’t give him the satisfaction of a reaction.

Inside, though, her pulse kicked harder. She could already feel the latex police uniform waiting in the catalog, the way it would hug her body, the way the badge would glint when she stood tall and confident.

Charlene moved around the kitchen with deliberate calm, chopping romaine into crisp ribbons and tossing them with her homemade dressing. She added the shaved parmesan and croutons last, then plated the Caesar salad and carried it to the dining table where Mark already sat waiting.

She set the bowl in front of him without a word. Mark looked up with that same smirk still playing on his lips.

"Water?" he asked.

Charlene nodded once and turned back to the fridge. She filled a glass, brought it over, and set it beside his plate. Mark lifted it, paused, and tilted his head.

"You forgot the ice," he said, voice smooth and teasing.

Heat flared across her cheeks. She took the glass without looking at him, dropped three cubes in, and returned it to the table. Mark watched her the entire time, clearly enjoying the moment.

They ate in relative quiet until Mark spoke again.

"This is really good," he said between bites. "Maybe you secretly like staying home, cooking and cleaning while I bring home the money. You know—letting the man lead as it should be."

Charlene’s fork paused halfway to her mouth. She swallowed the bite, set the utensil down, and met his eyes.

"I’m happy at my job," she answered evenly. "The results of our bet come in at the end of the week. I will always honour the outcome of our bets — I won't be the first to break that. You won, so I have to be your obedient housewife for the rest of the week."

Mark’s smirk didn’t fade, but he didn’t push further. Charlene picked her fork back up and continued eating, the taste of the salad suddenly sharper on her tongue.

Mark leaned back in his chair, wiping his mouth with a napkin. "Speaking of outfits, our annual Halloween party is coming up soon. Maybe you'd like to go as a sexy nurse, cheerleader, or school girl this year?"

Charlene's fork froze mid-air. The suggestion hit her like a slap, her cheeks flushing hot as her mind screamed against the idea. Every fiber of her being rejected the thought of parading around in one of those submissive costumes while he watched with that smug grin. She forced her expression to stay neutral, setting her fork down carefully.

"I'll look at outfits later," she replied evenly. "I haven't decided yet."

Mark chuckled softly and pushed his empty plate aside. He stood up, stretching his arms. "Make sure you wash all the suds off the plates and dry them before putting them in the cupboard."

"Of course, sweetie," Charlene answered, her voice steady despite the fire raging in her chest.

Mark headed upstairs without another word. The moment his footsteps faded, Charlene gathered the dishes with rigid control. She stood at the sink, running hot water over each plate, scrubbing away every trace of dressing and lettuce.

The repetitive motion did nothing to calm the storm inside her. All this over a stupid bet about what year some song came out. Now she was stuck playing maid for an entire week, cooking, serving, and cleaning while he lounged around like he owned the place.

Her hands worked mechanically, washing, rinsing, drying each dish before stacking them neatly in the cupboard, but her thoughts kept circling back to that black latex policewoman uniform hidden in the catalog. Soon, she reminded herself. The bet ends at the end of the week.

Charlene sank into the black leather sofa, the cool surface pressing against her thighs as she opened her laptop. The glow of the screen lit her face while her fingers moved across the keyboard, searching for the most commanding, most seductive latex policewoman looks she could find.

Images filled the page—shiny black bodysuits hugging every curve, tall boots, caps tilted at a cocky angle, handcuffs dangling from belts. Her nipples tightened beneath her shirt as she pictured herself in each one, striding through the Halloween party while every eye followed her.

She scrolled further and the site suggested matching outfits. One thumbnail caught her attention: a slender man in a pink French maid costume, frilly apron barely covering a tiny skirt, fishnet stockings stretched over smooth legs, a black choker around his throat.

Charlene clicked. More photos loaded—femboys bent over in satin maid dresses, short hems riding up to reveal lace panties, garters snapping against pale skin, lipstick-smeared mouths parted in submission. Her breath hitched. Heat pooled between her legs, soaking the thin cotton of her panties as she stared at each image.

She imagined Mark in one of those outfits. The same man who had teased her at dinner now transformed into a blushing, pink-clad maid, apron strings tied in a neat bow at the small of his back, heels forcing him to mince across the room while she watched in her glossy black latex uniform.

The fantasy made her clit throb. She shifted on the sofa, pressing her thighs together, feeling the slickness spread. Her mind raced ahead—Mark kneeling to serve drinks at the party, the hem of his frilly skirt flipping up to expose his caged cock, everyone knowing exactly who held the power.

An idea began to crystallize. She saved several of the maid photos, then returned to the policewoman images, already planning how she would present both costumes to him. The current bet ended in a few days. After that, a new bet could happen.

Charlene's fingers trembled on the trackpad. The policewoman images still glowed on one tab, but she had already opened a dozen new searches. Every result that appeared for "sissy maid husband outfits" made her pulse jump. She clicked the first link without hesitation.

A glossy product page loaded. The model wore a bubblegum-pink satin dress so short the white ruffled panties beneath were fully visible. A matching pink choker sat around his throat, and the caption read: "The perfect outfit for your locked husband." Below that, a bright blue hyperlink pulsed: "Click here to see our range of chastity cages."

She hesitated only a second before clicking.

The next page filled with polished steel and pink silicone tubes, each one curved and cruelly small, complete with numbered padlocks and tiny keys on pink satin ribbons. Comments scrolled beneath every photo:

"The perfect cage for locking up your husband."

"Keep his cock locked under your control."

"Ideal for your sissy maid husband—zero escape, total obedience."

Charlene’s breath caught. Heat flooded between her legs so fast she felt dizzy. She had never seen anything like these devices, yet the purpose was instantly, brutally clear.

Her clit throbbed once, hard, and then her body tipped over the edge without warning. A sharp, helpless orgasm ripped through her; she bit her lip to keep from moaning out loud as her thighs clenched and fresh wetness soaked straight through her panties onto the leather cushion.

When the aftershocks faded she was panting, cheeks flushed, nipples tight against her shirt. A slow, wicked smile spread across her face.

She clicked every link. She read reviews, watched short clips of men struggling in their tiny chastity cages while their wives laughed and dangled the keys.

Every new picture made her wetter. By the time she closed the laptop her panties were ruined, her inner thighs slick, and the idea that had started as a fantasy had become a concrete, delicious plan.

She had to wait until their current bet ended before suggesting a new one.

Then she would show Mark exactly what his teasing had earned him: a tiny pink steel chastity cage, a frilly pink uniform, and the knowledge that from that night forward she would hold every key in the relationship—literal and figurative.


Chapter Two

The next afternoon Charlene stepped through the front door still wearing her work blouse and pencil skirt, heels clicking across the hardwood. She dropped her bag, changed into a plain cotton tank and shorts, and went straight to the vacuum.

The living-room carpet needed attention, and the washing machine was ready for the first load of laundry. Beside it sat two full baskets of Mark’s clothes waiting their turn.

She moved the vacuum in long, even strokes, the low hum filling the quiet house. Every few minutes she paused to transfer wet clothes into the dryer, then started the next cycle. The bet was still in force; she had agreed to be the obedient housewife until Sunday night, and she would not be the one to break a bet.

The same rule had governed their relationship since their first date—wagers that always left one partner clearly dominant and the other clearly serving. When she lost she felt the sting, but neither of them ever reneged.

She finished the living-room rug, wound the cord, and carried the empty basket back to the utility room. Mark’s second load was ready to wash. She sorted colors, measured detergent, and started the machine again.

Steam rose when she opened the dryer; she folded each warm garment, stacking Mark’s button-downs in crisp rectangles. The domestic rhythm kept her hands busy, but her mind kept drifting to the images still on her laptop upstairs—the pink satin maid dress, the tiny steel chastity cage, the tiny lock dangling from its front.

By the time the second load finished spinning she was flushed, not from the heat of the dryer but from the steady throb between her legs. She pressed the start button on the final cycle, wiped her palms on her shorts, and glanced at the clock. Mark would be home in an hour. She still had time to finish the chores, shower, and get dinner ready.

Charlene finished folding the last of Mark’s shirts just as the dryer clicked off. She stacked everything neatly, wiped down the counters, and carried the empty basket back to the utility room. The house was spotless, the washing machine silent, the floors vacuumed.

She had honored every single chore the bet required. She changed into her evening wear before preparing dinner for them as part of the bet.

The front door opened.

She heard Mark’s voice first, then two others—his sister Mei’s bright, slightly nasal tone and her husband Barry’s deeper reply. Charlene froze in the hallway, pulse jumping. Mark had said nothing about company.

Mark stepped into the living room with that same smug half-smile. “We have guests tonight for dinner,” he announced, loud enough for everyone to hear. “I hope you don’t mind serving another two people.” He lingered on the word serving, eyes locked on hers.

Charlene’s cheeks burned, but she kept her voice level. “Of course, sweetie.”

Mark, Mei, and Barry moved straight to the dining table. Mark pulled out chairs for his sister and brother-in-law, then sat at the head himself. Mei crossed her legs, already chatting about work, while Barry loosened his tie. Mark leaned back, clearly enjoying the moment.

Charlene stood in the kitchen doorway, hands still damp from the laundry, listening to their easy laughter. The bet still had three days left. She would serve dinner to all three of them—smiling, polite, obedient—while the images of pink satin, steel chastity cages, and dangling keys kept circling in her mind.

Mark strolled into the kitchen with that familiar smirk, hands in his pockets. “Dinner nearly ready?” he asked, leaning against the counter.

“A few minutes,” Charlene answered, stirring the sauce.

He reached for her water bottle, but his hand slipped. Cold liquid splashed across her blouse, soaking the front in a dark stain. “Oh, sorry, babe,” he said, voice dripping with mock concern. “You’ve got a stain.”

Before she could react, he opened the bottom drawer, pulled out the frilly white-and-pink apron, and held it out. “This should cover it up.”

Charlene’s face burned crimson. She took the apron, the lace edges brushing her fingers, and tied it around her waist. The fabric sat snug over her soaked blouse, the pastel pattern screaming domesticity. Mark watched her knot the bow, then smiled wider.

“We’re all starving,” he said, already turning away. “Can’t wait for dinner.”

He left the kitchen whistling. Charlene stood frozen, apron strings digging into her back, heart hammering with rage. She hated Mei’s smug little comments and Barry’s loud, condescending laugh even more than the apron itself.

Now she had to serve them—smile, pour, plate—while the cheap lace scratched her skin and the wet fabric clung underneath. Every step toward the dining room felt heavier, the apron a bright, humiliating flag of submission she couldn’t rip off until the bet ended.

Charlene balanced the tray of plates, the pink apron strings digging into her waist as she stepped into the dining room. Steam rose from the pasta bowls. She set one in front of Mark first, then Mei, then Barry.

Barry leaned back, grinning wide. “Look at you, serving us like that. You’re a very good girl, Charlene. A real good housewife.”

Heat flooded her cheeks. She kept her face blank, but her fingers tightened on the tray edge.

Mei nodded, stirring her fork through the salad. “This is how it should be. If you just accepted your role as a housewife, you wouldn’t fight with Mark all the time. Peace in the home starts with the wife knowing her place.”

Charlene straightened, voice level. “I like my career. It’s not a fight—it’s a choice.”

Mark’s eyes sparkled across the table. He sipped his water, clearly enjoying every second he’d arranged. The apron, the spill, the guests—his smirk said he’d planned the whole evening to watch her squirm.

Barry chuckled. “Career or not, you look natural in that apron. Bet you’d be even happier staying home full time and letting Mark lead your relationship.”

Charlene set the last plate down without a word, the lace brushing her thighs. Inside, anger twisted with something hotter, something she refused to name while they all watched her serve.

Charlene sat at the table with her own plate, the pink apron still tied tight around her waist. Steam curled from the pasta. She twirled her fork, trying to focus on the food instead of the eyes on her.

Mark took a big bite and nodded. "Damn, this is good. You really know how to cook when you try."

Barry wiped his mouth with a napkin. "Tastes like something from a real restaurant. You’ve got a gift for this, Charlene. Feels like you were born to stay home and keep a man fed."

Mei smiled over her glass. "See? It suits you. The apron, the serving, the cooking—everything about it looks natural on you."

Charlene chewed slowly, her face calm, but her mind drifted far from the table. She pictured the items still sitting in her cart on her laptop: the pink steel flat chastity cage, the short pink French maid dress with its ruffled edges, the white tights decorated with little bows, the garter belt and suspenders, the pink heels with tiny bells that would jingle with every step, the blonde wig, and the cheap dangling earrings.

She hadn’t clicked purchase yet, but the image of Mark locked in that cage and dressed in the full outfit played on repeat behind her eyes.

"You’d be happier if you just gave in to it," Mei continued, cutting her salad. "No more arguments about work or who does what. You handle the house, Mark handles everything else. Simple."

Mark smirked, watching Charlene’s face. "She’s already doing it this week. Might as well make it permanent."

Barry laughed. "Look at her. She’s not even arguing back. That’s how you know it fits."

Charlene swallowed another bite, kept her posture straight, and let them talk. Inside, the thought of that pink chastity cage clicking shut around Mark’s cock mixed with the sound of those little bells on his heels, and heat pulsed low in her belly while she sat there pretending none of it touched her.

Charlene finished clearing the last plate from the table, her hands moving on autopilot while Mark, Mei, and Barry lingered in the living room with after-dinner drinks. When everything was stacked in the dishwasher, she slipped away to the sofa, laptop balanced on her thighs. The pink apron still clung to her damp blouse, but she left it on. The fabric rubbed against her nipples every time she shifted.

Mark wandered in a few minutes later, loosening his collar. "Dinner was perfect. Mei and Barry couldn’t stop talking about how good everything tasted. We should do this again soon."

She kept her eyes on the screen, fingers hovering over the keyboard. "Sounds lovely, dear. Good night."

He smiled, leaned down to kiss the top of her head, and headed for the bedroom. The door clicked shut behind him.

Alone, Charlene opened the browser tab she’d minimized earlier. The cart was still waiting. She clicked through each item once more—the flat pink steel chastity cage, the short pink French maid dress with its layers of ruffles, the white tights dotted with satin bows, the garter belt and suspenders, the pink heels with tiny bells at the ankles, the blonde wig, the dangling plastic earrings.

She added a pink butt plug, the silicone breast forms, and the sheet of temporary tattoos. Her credit card details were added. She hovered over the purchase button, felt her panties grow slick against her skin, and clicked.

The confirmation screen flashed. Her breath came faster. She pictured Mark’s cock trapped inside that pink cage, the bells on his heels jingling while he minced around the house in the tiny dress, the plug stretching him open, the fake breasts filling out the ruffled bodice.

Heat rolled through her belly. She pressed her thighs together on the sofa, the leather cool against her skin, and let the fantasy play out behind her eyes while the order confirmation email landed in her inbox.

Halloween was getting closer, and her plan was starting to come together.


Chapter Three

The final days of the bet passed in a blur of chores and quiet obedience. Charlene vacuumed every rug, scrubbed the grout between the tiles, ironed Mark’s shirts, and kept the fridge stocked.

She served breakfast each morning, cleared the table, and spent her afternoons folding laundry while the washing machine hummed. Mark watched her with a satisfied smirk, but he never pushed beyond the terms they had set. By Sunday evening the house gleamed, and the week was officially finished.

Charlene stood at the sink rinsing the last dinner plate when Mark came up behind her. He rested his hands on her hips and spoke softly against her ear.

"You’ve been incredible this week. The house looks perfect, the meals were perfect, you were perfect. Why stop now? We could keep this going. You in the apron, me coming home to a clean place and a hot meal every night."

She set the plate in the rack, dried her hands on a towel, and turned to face him. Her voice stayed calm, almost gentle.

"The bet ends tonight, Mark. Sunday night, remember? We agreed. I honored it, but it’s over."

He studied her for a moment, then nodded once. "All right. Fair’s fair."

She walked past him into the living room, untied the apron, and draped it over the back of a chair. The leather sofa felt cool against her bare thighs when she sat down. Mark lingered in the doorway, watching her, but she didn’t look up. The week was done, and the rules that had bound her were gone.

Morning sunlight spilled across the kitchen tiles as Charlene poured herself a second cup of coffee. Mark had already left for the office, briefcase in hand and tie slightly crooked. She had taken the day off, planning nothing more than waiting for her packages to arrive. The doorbell rang just as she set the mug down.

A brown-uniformed delivery driver stood on the porch holding several oversized boxes. "Package for Charlene Lee."

She signed the tablet, thanked him, and carried the parcels inside. The moment the door clicked shut she felt her pulse quicken. She hurried upstairs, boxes bumping against her thighs, and pushed open the bedroom door.

Charlene set the boxes down. She sliced the tape with quick, precise cuts, heart already hammering. The first lid came off to reveal smaller tissue-wrapped parcels. She lined every item across the mattress in a neat row, fingers trembling with anticipation.

She lifted the glossy pink patent heels first. Size nine, Mark’s size. Tiny silver bells dangled from each ankle strap. She shook one experimentally; the soft chime sent a fresh rush of wetness into her already soaked panties. She imagined the sound those bells would make when he walked, or when he was forced to kneel and crawl.

Next came the white thigh-high stockings, delicate pink bows at the tops. She smoothed them flat, picturing how the satin ribbons would stretch over his shaved legs. The matching garter belt followed, four metal clips gleaming. She ran a fingertip along the elastic, already seeing the way it would frame his locked cock.

The medium pink silicone butt plug slid into her palm, flared base still slick from factory lube. Her cunt clenched at the thought of working that plug into Mark’s tight hole while he whimpered into the blonde wig. She set it beside the heels, then reached for the heavy box.

Two full Double-F silicone breasts spilled out, realistic weight, pale pink nipples moulded into the surface. They had nipple clamps on the inside to attach the breasts to the wearers nipples. She pressed one against her own chest, testing the heft, then placed both on Mark’s pillow. The image of him lying there with those heavy tits jiggling made her thighs press together hard.

The long blonde wig came next. She shook it out, bangs cut just above the eyes, and draped it over the bedpost. Fake tattoo sheets followed; she peeled one corner to check the adhesive, already planning which vulgar designs she’d press onto his smooth skin.

The tiny French-maid dress was the smallest bundle. Layers of hot-pink satin and white lace trim spilled across her hands. The skirt would barely cover an ass; the bodice laced up the back with a white ribbon.

She held it against her own frame, then folded it carefully so the petticoat wouldn’t wrinkle. Her mind raced with images of Mark’s cock straining uselessly inside the pink steel chastity cage while the dress rode up, exposing everything.

Finally she lifted the last package. Inside sat the flat pink steel chastity cage, polished to a mirror shine. Two small keys rested on a ring beside it. The chastity cage felt surprisingly light. She turned it over, studying the narrow slot where Mark’s cock would be trapped, the tiny padlock hole, the smooth interior that would press against his most sensitive skin. Her breath came faster.

Charlene arranged every item in a precise line across the bedspread: heels with their bells, stockings and garter, plug, heavy breasts, wig, tattoo sheets, dress, cage. Sunlight glinted off the steel and patent leather.

She stepped back, arms folded, and let her eyes travel over the collection. Her pussy throbbed, panties clinging wetly to swollen lips.

She pictured Mark standing in front of her wearing nothing but the chastity cage, the pink heels, and the tiny maid dress. The bells would chime with every shaky step. The plug would stretch him open. The heavy silicone tits would bounce as she led him around. At the Halloween party every guest would see exactly who held the power—her in the black latex police uniform, him locked and exposed.

Her thoughts raced, filthy and relentless. She imagined the exact moment she clicked the padlock shut on the pink chastity cage and slipped the key between her breasts.

A low moan escaped her. She gathered everything quickly, carried the boxes down the hall, and locked them inside the guest-room closet. She grabbed her purse, slipped on sunglasses, and headed for the car, thighs pressed tight together, already counting the hours until she could begin turning every filthy fantasy into reality.

The drive into the city took forty minutes. She parked two blocks away from the unmarked black door with the small neon "18+" sign. No one was on the sidewalk. She locked the car, walked fast, and pushed inside.

Charlene pushed the heavy black door open and stepped into the cool, dimly lit interior. The scent of rubber and leather hit her immediately. She paused just inside, letting her eyes adjust. This was not the small novelty store she had expected. The walls stretched deep into the space, lined with rows of serious equipment.

To her left, an entire wall displayed impact toys. Dozens of floggers hung in neat rows, their falls ranging from soft suede to stiff leather. Single-tail whips coiled on hooks beside thick wooden paddles. Riding crops of every length stood upright in a rack. Her fingers twitched at the sight.

She moved forward slowly. On the next wall, full-body gimp suits hung in black rubber and glossy latex. Their attached hoods and gloves made them look like second skins. Beside them, transparent rubber catsuits shimmered under the lights. A shelf below held rows of ball gags, their straps dangling, mouthpieces in varying sizes and colors.

Charlene kept walking. The back section opened into a dedicated latex area. Mannequins stood posed in full outfits. One wore a police uniform exactly like the one she had seen online. The glossy black material caught the light.

The top featured a deep circular cutout that would leave her breasts almost completely exposed, the nipples barely covered by thin straps. Below the opening, the uniform hugged the waist and hips before flaring into tight lates pants that stretched over the ass. Matching thigh-high boots with thick platforms stood beside it.

A heavy utility belt with metal D-rings and attached handcuffs hung from the mannequin's waist. A long black riding crop rested in one gloved hand. Small silver nipple clamps dangled from a chain clipped to the belt.

She lifted the uniform from the rack first, checking the size against her measurements. It felt heavy and substantial in her hands. She added the boots, the belt with cuffs, the crop, and the clamps to her basket. Her pulse stayed steady, but heat pooled low in her belly as she pictured herself wearing the outfit while Mark knelt at her feet in his pink maid uniform.

Charlene turned away from the mannequin, basket heavy in her hand, and nearly collided with the next display. What she first took for a wall of loose dildos revealed itself as an entire rack of strap-on harnesses, each one fitted with a thick silicone cock jutting forward. She reached out and lifted one, feeling the weight of the shaft and the sturdy leather straps that would wrap around a wearer’s hips.

A soft voice interrupted her inspection. “I see you’re looking at the strap-ons.”

Charlene looked up to find a female store assistant in a tight black tank top and leather pants approaching with a friendly but knowing smile.

“Just so you know,” the assistant continued, “we have a range that attaches directly to the police outfit you just picked up. The utility belt has reinforced D-rings on the back and sides so the harness clips on in seconds. You stay fully dressed in the latex while the cock stays right where you want it—perfect for keeping your submissive exactly where you want them.”

Charlene’s breath caught. Heat flooded between her legs so fast she had to press her thighs together. The image flashed through her mind: herself in the glossy black police uniform, breasts spilling from the cutout, the thick black cock jutting from her hips while Mark knelt in his pink maid outfit, lips parted, waiting to be used.

The assistant stepped closer and pointed to a specific model. “This one’s a ten-inch realistic black rubber dildo—very firm, slight curve for prostate pressure. The harness has a quick-release buckle so you can swap sizes without taking the whole thing off.

You can bend your submissive over the nearest surface and fuck them deep while still looking like the one in charge.”

Charlene’s pussy clenched hard. She could feel herself getting wetter with every word, the slickness soaking into her panties. The thought of Mark’s tight ass stretched around that thick shaft while she gripped his hips and drove in made her knees feel unsteady.

She swallowed, voice low. “Show me how it attaches.”

The assistant smiled wider, already reaching for the matching harness. “Of course. Let me grab the exact model that works with your outfit.”

The assistant reached for the black latex police uniform Charlene had chosen and turned it around so the reinforced D-rings on the back of the utility belt faced them. She unclipped a slim leather harness and threaded the straps through the rings, snapping the quick-release buckles into place with practiced ease. The ten-inch black rubber cock now jutted forward from the front of the waist, perfectly positioned for use while the rest of the glossy latex remained untouched.

Charlene’s breath hitched. Her panties were soaked, the fabric clinging to her swollen lips as she watched the thick shaft bob slightly with each movement.

“Perfect,” the assistant said, giving the dildo a gentle tug to show it held firm. “You can wear the full outfit—either way the cock stays right where you need it.”

Charlene swallowed hard. “I’ll take it. And the lube.”

She added both to her basket, then followed the assistant to a nearby display of accessories that other people had purchased alongside her outfit.

The woman pointed out a thick black silicone dildo gag with a locking strap, a short leather crop, and a heavy flogger with braided tails that people bought alongside the outfit and strapon. Charlene’s pussy clenched at the sight of each item, imagining Mark gagged and drooling while she marked his ass with the crop and flogger.

She added everything to her basket without hesitation.

At the counter the assistant rang up the full order: the police uniform with its attached harness and ten-inch cock, the bottle of thick lube, the locking dildo gag, the crop, and the flogger along the other attachments to the belt.

Charlene paid, took the heavy bag, and walked out with her thighs pressed tight together, already planning exactly how she would use every single piece on her husband.


Chapter Four

The leather sofa creaked softly beneath them as Charlene shifted closer, her fingers resting on the firm muscle of Mark’s thigh. His arm draped possessively across her shoulders, thumb stroking lazy circles against her upper arm.

On the screen, gunfire and explosions lit the darkened living room, but neither of them was truly watching. The air between them felt thick, charged with the kind of tension that had been building since the bet ended.

Mark’s fingers traced the edge of her collarbone, slow and deliberate. Charlene’s hand on his thigh tightened, nails pressing just enough to feel the heat of his skin through his jeans. Every subtle movement sent a fresh pulse of warmth between her legs.

She could feel the steady throb of her clit, the way her panties clung damp against her folds. She kept her breathing even, but her mind raced with images of the pink steel chastity cage, the tiny maid dress, the way Mark’s cock would strain uselessly behind the lock while she fucked him senseless.

He gave her shoulder a light squeeze. “Halloween party’s coming up,” he said, voice low. “Anything you need me to pick up? Costume stuff, booze, whatever?”

Charlene’s pulse jumped. She kept her eyes on the screen for a moment longer, letting the question hang. Then she turned her head, meeting his gaze. “No,” she said simply. “I’ve got everything handled.”

Mark nodded, attention drifting back to the movie. Charlene let the silence stretch for a few beats, her hand sliding a little higher on his thigh. She felt the muscle twitch under her palm.

“Actually,” she said, keeping her tone casual, “I was thinking we could make another bet. For the party.”

Mark’s eyebrow lifted. His fingers stilled against her shoulder. He looked at her, curious, a slow smile tugging at the corner of his mouth. “What kind of wager are we talking about?”

The leather sofa creaked as Charlene’s fingers slid higher, tracing the seam of his jeans until her palm rested against the growing heat between his legs. Mark’s arm tightened around her shoulders, pulling her closer, his thumb still stroking her skin in lazy circles. The movie played on, forgotten, the room lit only by flickering gunfire and the soft glow of the television.

She took a slow breath, feeling the steady throb of his cock under her hand. "If you win," she said, voice low and steady, "I’ll wear whatever you want to the Halloween party."

Mark’s eyes flicked down to her mouth, then back up. His bulge pressed harder against her palm, swelling noticeably. She gave it a light squeeze, feeling the twitch beneath the denim.

"But if I win," she continued, "you wear whatever I want."

His cock jerked again, thicker now, straining the front of his pants. Mark shifted, spreading his legs a little wider, giving her more room to touch. "So if I win," he said, voice rough, "and I want you as my sexy nurse… or secretary… or a sexy obedient housewife, you’ll wear it?"

Charlene nodded, her hand moving further up, fingers pressing firmly along the length of his shaft. "Yes. I’ll go as whatever you want."

Mark’s breathing changed, heavier, his focus locked on the image of her dressed up and submissive for him. He barely seemed to register the other half of the deal. "And if you win," he said, almost distracted, "I wear whatever you want."

She nodded again, her thumb stroking slow circles over the head of his cock through the fabric. "Exactly."

He didn’t hesitate. His eyes stayed on her, dark and hungry. "What’s the bet?"

Charlene leaned in closer, her palm still pressed firmly against the thick ridge straining Mark’s jeans. Her voice stayed low, almost casual, but her fingers gave another slow squeeze. "How about a game of poker again?"

Mark blinked, caught off guard. He was the stronger player and they both knew it, yet the idea of her losing and ending up in whatever slutty costume he chose seemed too good to pass up. A slow grin spread across his face. "You sure? Last time didn’t go so well for you."

She shrugged, thumb still stroking the head of his cock through the denim. "I’m feeling lucky tonight."

He didn’t hesitate. "Deal."

They cleared the coffee table, stacking magazines and the empty popcorn bowl on the floor. Mark grabbed the deck from the side table while Charlene fetched the poker chips from the drawer. The leather sofa creaked as they settled opposite each other, knees almost touching. The movie kept playing in the background, gunfire and car chases ignored.

Mark shuffled with practiced ease, the cards snapping crisply between his fingers. Charlene watched his hands, noting the slight bulge still pressing against his fly. She crossed her legs, letting her foot brush his calf under the table.

First hand went to him. He raked in the small pot with a satisfied smirk, but she didn’t react. Second hand she folded early, letting him take another small win. Mark’s confidence grew with each chip he stacked. He leaned back, legs spread, the outline of his cock clearly visible now.

Third hand she stayed in longer, matching his raises, eyes flicking between his face and the cards. When she laid down a straight to beat his two pair, Mark’s stack shrank noticeably. She scooped the chips toward her without comment, the pile in front of her nearly doubling.

The room felt warmer. Mark shifted, adjusting himself, trying to focus. Charlene dealt the next hand slowly, letting her fingers linger on each card. Every time she leaned forward to place a bet, the neckline of her top dipped, drawing his gaze. He called, raised, but she matched him without hesitation.

By the sixth hand the sexual tension had thickened. Mark’s breathing was heavier. His chips were down to less than half what he’d started with. Charlene’s stack sat neat and tall in front of her. She studied her cards, then glanced up at him, one eyebrow raised.

"Your bet," she said quietly, her foot sliding higher along his inner calf.

Mark raked in the next small pot with a satisfied grunt, his stack growing by a few chips. Charlene shifted on the leather sofa, feeling the damp heat between her thighs spreading. She bit her lower lip hard, the sting grounding her as she pictured him stripped, locked, and dressed exactly how she wanted.

Her mind flashed to the pink steel cage she had ordered, the way his cock would be forced flat and useless inside it. She saw the short pink maid dress barely covering his ass, the white stockings with their ridiculous bows, the heels with their little bells jingling every time he took a step. In her fantasy he knelt at her feet, the chastity cage gleaming between his spread thighs while she wore the black latex police uniform, crop in hand.

She dealt the next hand slowly, keeping her breathing even. Mark raised confidently. She matched him without hesitation, eyes flicking between his face and the cards. When she laid down her hand, she scooped another pot, his chip stack shrinking again.

Mark frowned, leaning forward. "Lucky streak."

Charlene only smiled, crossing her legs so her foot could brush higher along his calf. She could feel how wet she was getting, the fabric of her panties clinging. Every time she leaned across the table her nipples brushed the inside of her bra, sending little sparks down her spine.

She had spent months practicing card counting in secret, drilling hand after hand while she was at work. Poker had been the perfect choice because he would never turn down a game he thought he could win. Now she watched his tells, tracked every card that left the deck, and let him believe he still had the advantage.

The next hand played out the same way. He raised, she called, and when the river card fell she took another small pot. Mark’s remaining chips were visibly lower. Sweat beaded at his temple. Charlene’s clit throbbed with every heartbeat.

She kept her expression neutral, but inside she was already imagining the moment she would click the pink cage shut around his cock and order him into the maid outfit.

"Your deal," she said softly, voice steady even as her pussy clenched around nothing.

Charlene watched Mark’s jaw tighten as he stared at his dwindling stack. Only fifteen percent of his chips remained, a pathetic cluster of red and blue plastic that looked almost comical next to her growing tower. His knee bounced under the table. She could smell the nervous sweat starting to bead on his neck.

He shoved every remaining chip forward in one clumsy motion. The plastic clattered across the felt like a surrender.

“All in,” he muttered.

Charlene already knew the cards. She had tracked every face and number that left the deck. His move was pure desperation. She let the silence stretch, letting him feel the weight of his own bluff. Only after his breathing grew shallow did she slide her own stack into the center.

“The stakes are clear,” she said quietly. “Winner picks the losers costume. Loser wears whatever the winner chooses. No backing out.”

Mark nodded once, tight-lipped.

She flipped her cards first. Full house. His shoulders dropped before he even turned his own hand. Two pair. Nothing. The pot belonged to her. She had won the game.

Mark sat frozen, color draining from his face. Charlene’s clit pulsed hard against the seam of her panties. She could already picture the pink steel chastity cage clicking shut around his soft cock, the short frilly skirt barely covering his ass, the ridiculous heels jingling with every humiliated step he would take at the party.

She leaned across the table, voice low and steady.

“Looks like I choose your costume this year.”

Charlene leaned back against the sofa, the leather cool against her spine while heat pooled between her legs. Her panties clung to her, soaked through, the seam pressing against her swollen clit with every tiny shift. Phase one was done. Mark sat across from her, staring at the empty felt where his chips had been, jaw tight, color high on his cheeks.

She watched the moment the idea hit him. His shoulders squared, that familiar competitive spark flaring in his eyes. He hated losing. Hated it enough to chase the loss straight into another trap.

"Double or nothing," he said, voice rough. "Everything on the line."

Charlene let the silence stretch, letting him feel how badly he wanted it. Then she smiled, slow and knowing.

"I already won," she reminded him, voice low. "If we play again, the stakes have to be worth it for me."

Mark nodded too fast, anxious, already leaning forward. "Name them."

She let her fingers trace the rim of her water glass, watching the condensation bead and slide. "If you win, we each pick our own costumes. No interference. But if I win…" She paused, letting the words land. "No orgasm for you until after Halloween."

Mark blinked. The condition clearly wasn't what he expected. He had braced for something about his costume, some silly addition. This felt different. Stranger. He studied her face, trying to read the angle, but the hunger to win overrode the caution. He stuck his hand out across the table.

"Deal."

Charlene took it, grip firm, and the contact sent another pulse straight between her legs. She could already picture the pink steel chastity cage clicking shut, the tiny padlock snapping, his cock straining uselessly while she held the key until the party was over. Her thighs pressed together under the table, slick and aching.

She began to shuffle, slow and deliberate, every motion precise. Mark watched her hands like they held his future. The new deck felt light, the cards crisp. She dealt with the same calm rhythm she had practiced for months, counting without seeming to count, already knowing where the next cards would land.

Mark's knee bounced again. His breathing had gone shallow. Charlene's clit throbbed in time with the soft shuffle of plastic on felt. She could feel how wet she was, how the fabric stuck and dragged every time she shifted.

The thought of denying him for weeks, of watching him ache and leak while she held the key to his orgasms made her bite the inside of her cheek to keep from moaning.

She slid the final card into place and looked up, meeting his eyes across the table.

Charlene dealt the next hand with steady fingers, already knowing the outcome before the cards even settled. Mark's knee bounced harder now, the nervous energy rolling off him in waves. She could smell his sweat, sharp and anxious, mixing with the faint musk of his cologne.

Her own arousal had only intensified, her soaked panties clinging to every fold of her pussy, the fabric rubbing against her swollen clit with each subtle shift of her hips.

She won the first hand without mercy. Mark's stack shrank. She won the second before he could even react, her card counting flawless, her face a mask of calm indifference. His breathing grew ragged. By the third hand, his hands trembled as he reached for his dwindling chips.

"Fuck," he muttered, running a hand through his hair. "You're on a streak."

Charlene said nothing. She simply dealt again, her thighs pressed tight together, the pressure sending sparks of pleasure through her core. She could feel her wetness seeping through the thin cotton, threatening to leave a mark on the leather sofa. The thought of locking him in that pink steel chastity cage, watching his cock strain uselessly against the bars while she held the key until after Halloween, made her clit throb violently.

Mark lost again. And again. His desperation grew with each hand, his shoulders hunching forward, his jaw clenched so tight she could see the muscle jumping. He kept glancing at her face, searching for any sign of mercy, but she gave him nothing. Just cold efficiency and the soft shuffle of cards.

Charlene dealt with practiced ease, her mind already three steps ahead.

She could picture him in that short pink French maid outfit, the hem barely covering his caged cock, the white stockings with pink bows stretched over his legs, the blonde wig framing his flushed face. She could see herself in the black latex police uniform, the breast openings exposing her nipples to the cool air, the riding crop in her hand as she bent him over and—she won again.

Mark's last chips slid across the table toward her. His face went pale, then flushed dark with humiliation and frustration. He stared at the empty space where his stack had been, breathing hard.

"That's it," he said quietly. “You won."

Charlene leaned back, letting him see the satisfaction in her eyes. Her pussy clenched around nothing, aching to be filled, but she kept her voice steady. "Good game."

Mark stood up, running both hands through his hair. "I need a drink."

She watched him walk to the kitchen, his shoulders tight with defeat. The moment he disappeared around the corner, she slipped her hand between her legs, pressing her fingers against the soaked fabric of her panties. The pressure made her bite back a moan.

Phase two was complete. It was time to lock his cock in the pink steel chastity cage.


Chapter Five

An hour later, Charlene descended the stairs with deliberate slowness, each step calculated to make the leather skirt ride higher. The garment barely grazed the lower curve of her ass, leaving the full, round cheeks exposed to the cool air.

The tight white shirt clung to her chest like a second skin, the thin fabric stretched taut over her heavy breasts. Her nipples stood out prominently, dark and stiff, clearly visible through the material. She had left the top three buttons undone, the deep V revealing the inner swells of her tits with every breath.

Mark sat slumped on the sofa, arms crossed, jaw tight with the sting of defeat. His eyes flicked up as she entered, then widened at the outfit his sexy wife was wearing. The sulk on his face cracked, replaced by raw hunger as he took in the sight of her.

She crossed the room without a word, hips swaying, the leather creaking softly. When she reached him, she stood close enough that he could smell her perfume mixed with the faint musk of her arousal. She leaned down, placing her hands on the back of the sofa on either side of his head, caging him in.

"No orgasms until after Halloween," she said, her voice low and steady. Her breath brushed his ear. "And it's time to lock that cock up."

Mark blinked, confusion cutting through his lust. "What do you mean, lock it up?"

Charlene straightened, took his hands, and pulled him to his feet. "You aren't going to renege on our bet, are you?"

He shook his head, eyes already dropping to the thick, bare curve of her ass as she turned and led him toward the stairs. The skirt rode up with every step, flashing the smooth skin beneath. His cock swelled instantly, pressing hard against his zipper.

"Of course I won't renege. I consented to this," he said, voice hoarse, gaze locked on the jiggle of her cheeks.

She led him into the bedroom, released his hands, and turned to face him. "Take off your clothes and lie on the bed."

Mark stripped quickly, his erection springing free, already flushed and leaking. He climbed onto the mattress, lying on his back as instructed. Charlene watched him for a moment, then walked to the dresser.

Charlene moved with deliberate calm, her leather skirt whispering against her thighs as she crossed to the dresser. She opened the bottom drawer and pulled out four long silk scarves—deep crimson, cool and smooth against her fingers.

She laid them across the foot of the bed where Mark could see them, then climbed onto the mattress and straddled his waist, the bare curve of her ass settling just above his straining cock without touching it.

"You lost the bet," she reminded him, voice low and steady. "And you agreed—no orgasms until after Halloween."

Mark swallowed hard, his eyes flicking between her exposed nipples and the scarves. "I know."

She leaned forward, her shirt thin and tight, heavy breasts swaying inches from his face. She took his right wrist first, wrapping the silk around it with practiced ease, then looped it through the headboard slats and tied it tight. The knot held firm. She repeated the process on his left wrist, stretching his arms wide until he lay spread-eagle across the bed. Each knot was snug but not painful, silk cool against his skin.

Mark tested the bonds, muscles flexing, but the scarves held. Charlene slid down his body, her leather skirt riding higher, the heat of her bare pussy brushing his thigh as she moved.

She took his right ankle next, tying it to the corner post, then his left, spreading his legs until he was completely open and vulnerable. His cock stood rigid, twitching with every breath, a bead of precum sliding down the shaft.

She sat back on her heels between his spread thighs, admiring her work. Mark's chest rose and fell faster now, eyes dark with a mix of arousal and uncertainty. Charlene reached for the final scarf—the blindfold—and held it up so he could see.

"Last chance to back out," she said, though her tone made it clear she knew he wouldn't.

He shook his head once, jaw tight. He had consented to this.

Charlene leaned over him, her breasts pressing against his chest through the thin shirt as she slid the silk over his eyes and tied it behind his head. The world went dark for him. She sat up, letting her fingers trail down his torso, nails scraping lightly over his nipples, then lower, circling his navel before stopping just above his aching cock.

"Good boy," she murmured. "Now you're exactly where I want you."

Charlene remained straddling his spread thighs, the leather skirt riding high enough to expose the soaked crotch of her panties.

The dark patch had grown until the thin fabric clung transparently to her swollen lips, every shift of her hips sending a fresh trickle of arousal soaking through.

She looked down at Mark's naked body stretched wide by the crimson silk scarves, his cock standing rigid and flushed, the blindfold cutting off his sight completely. Her nipples had already tightened into hard peaks beneath the white shirt, pressing visibly against the cotton.

She reached down with her right hand, blood-red nails gleaming, and wrapped her fingers loosely around the base of his cock.

She gave one long, deliberate stroke upward, squeezing just enough to make the skin stretch tight over the swollen head. A thick bead of precum welled up and spilled over her knuckles. Mark's hips bucked, but the scarves held him flat. She released him instantly, letting his cock slap back against his stomach.

"You lost the bet," she said, voice low and steady. "You agreed—no orgasms until after Halloween."

Mark swallowed hard. "I know. I consent"

Charlene smiled even though he couldn't see it. She wrapped her fingers around him again, this time sliding her fist up with a firm, twisting motion that made his balls tighten. She pumped him three full strokes, slow and deliberate, then let go the moment his breathing hitched. His cock twitched in the air, searching for more friction.

She leaned forward and began unbuttoning her shirt with her left hand while her right continued its teasing work on his cock. One button, two, three—until the shirt fell open. Her bare breasts spilled free, nipples stiff and dark from how turned on she was. She shrugged the shirt off her shoulders and tossed it aside, then lowered her chest until her hard nipples brushed his face.

Mark inhaled sharply as the warm, soft weight of her breasts settled over his blindfolded eyes. She dragged her nipples slowly across his cheeks, letting him feel how tight and sensitive they were.

Every pass made her pussy clench and another rush of wetness soak her panties. She ground her soaked crotch harder against his thigh, letting him feel the heat and the damp fabric sliding over his skin.

"If you'd won," she continued, voice slightly breathless now as she rubbed her stiff nipples back and forth across his lips, "I'd be dressed as your sexy nurse for halloween. White stockings, tiny skirt, stethoscope around my neck. Or maybe the schoolgirl outfit—plaid skirt so short it wouldn't cover my ass, knee socks, pigtails. You'd have me bent over the bed, fucking me while I called you sir."

She closed her fist around his cock once more, pumping faster this time—five quick strokes that made his thighs tremble. His cock swelled thicker in her grip, the head flaring, another thick drop of precum welling up. She stopped exactly when his hips tried to thrust, pulling her hand away and resting it on his lower belly instead.

"But that won't be happening now," she murmured, tracing one fingertip along the underside of his shaft without gripping it. She pressed her breasts more firmly against his face, dragging her hard nipples across his mouth so he could feel every tight peak. "Because you lost. And I'm the one who decides when you come."

Mark's breathing had gone ragged. Sweat beaded along his collarbone. Charlene shifted her hips, grinding her soaked panties against his thigh in slow circles, the friction dragging over her clit and making her bite her lip.

Her nipples throbbed against his skin, so hard they almost hurt. She watched his cock bob with every heartbeat, untouched for the moment, then reached down and wrapped her fingers around him again.

This time she used both hands. One fist at the base, the other sliding over the head with a slow, twisting motion that made his toes curl against the silk ties. She pumped him steadily for eight long strokes, building a rhythm that had his abs clenching, then released him completely when his balls drew up tight. His cock slapped back down, glistening, the head an angry purple.

"Look at you," she said softly, almost to herself. "Alpha husband, spread out and edged by his wife. I can do anything I want to you right now." She leaned down and dragged her stiff nipples across his blindfolded face again, letting him feel how turned on she was, how wet her pussy had become just from controlling him. A fresh gush of arousal soaked through her panties and onto his thigh.

She wrapped her fingers around him once more, this time using a lighter grip, barely skimming the skin as she stroked him from base to tip in long, teasing pulls. Every few strokes she would tighten her fist just enough to make him gasp, then loosen again. His cock leaked steadily now, a thin string of precum stretching from the slit to her knuckles before breaking.

"If you'd won the poker game," she said, voice calm while her hand worked him mercilessly and her hard nipples dragged across his cheeks, "you could have had me on my knees in that nurse outfit, sucking your cock while you decided whether I got to come. You could have bent me over the kitchen table in the schoolgirl skirt and fucked me until I begged."

She pumped him faster, ten full strokes this time, twisting on every upstroke. Mark's hips lifted off the mattress, muscles straining against the scarves. She felt his cock swell even thicker in her grip, the telltale twitch that meant he was close. She released him instantly, letting his orgasm slip away untouched.

Mark let out a broken sound, somewhere between a groan and a whimper. His cock jerked in the air, a single thick drop of precum sliding down the shaft. Charlene pressed her breasts harder against his face, rubbing her stiff nipples across his lips while her soaked panties ground against his thigh. The heat of her pussy soaked through the thin fabric and onto his skin.

She wiped her fingers on his stomach, then reached down and cupped his balls, rolling them gently in her palm. They were drawn up tight, heavy with denied release. She gave them a light squeeze, just enough to make him gasp, then let go.

"But you didn't win," she reminded him, sliding her hand back around his cock. She started pumping again, slower this time, each stroke deliberate and measured. "So now you're the one who gets edged. You're the one who stays locked up until after Halloween."

"And I'm going to enjoy every single day of it."

Her nipples remained painfully hard, every brush against his skin sending fresh waves of wetness between her legs. Mark lay spread-eagle beneath her, blindfolded and helpless, every muscle trembling as she controlled every sensation.

Charlene smiled down at him, watching his cock twitch and leak, knowing she held every ounce of power and wasn't planning to give any of it back until Halloween was long over. She dragged her stiff nipples across his face one more time, letting him feel exactly how turned on she was, how completely she owned him in this moment.

Charlene straddled Mark's spread thighs, her leather skirt bunched around her hips. Her soaked panties clung to her swollen pussy, the dark wet patch spreading with every slow roll of her hips against his thigh.

She wrapped her fingers around his throbbing cock, stroking him in long, deliberate pumps. Five firm strokes, twisting on the upstroke, made his shaft pulse and leak a thick bead of precum over her knuckles. She released him the moment his breathing changed, letting his cock slap back against his stomach.

She reached over to the nightstand and picked up the ice pack she had prepared earlier. The plastic crinkled as she pressed the freezing cold pack directly onto his cock and balls. Mark's entire body jerked against the silk scarves.

"What are you doing?" he gasped, hips trying to twist away from the sudden cold.

Charlene held the ice pack firmly in place with one hand while her other rested on his chest. "I'm making sure you don't come," she said calmly. "No orgasms until after Halloween. That's the deal."

The ice worked fast. His cock, flushed and rigid moments ago, began to shrink under the freezing temperature. She pressed the pack tighter, covering his balls completely, watching his shaft deflate and soften against the cold plastic. Mark groaned, the denial hitting him harder than the temperature.

"You lost the bet," she reminded him, rubbing the ice pack in slow circles over his shrinking cock. "So now your cock stays soft. No touching, no coming, nothing until the party is over." She lifted the pack briefly to check his progress, then pressed it back down, making sure every inch of his cock and balls felt the freezing cold.

Mark's breathing came in short gasps as his erection completely disappeared under the ice. Charlene smiled, grinding her soaked panties harder against his thigh, her stiff nipples still dragging across his blindfolded face. She kept the ice pack in place until his cock lay completely soft and small against his stomach, then finally lifted it away.

Charlene's thighs trembled as she straddled Mark's waist. Her soaked panties clung to her swollen pussy lips, the fabric so wet it was almost transparent. Every slow grind against his stomach sent sparks through her core. She was right on the edge, clit throbbing with each heartbeat, but she held herself back, savoring the power and the ache.

She reached for the flat pink steel chastity cage on the nightstand. The metal was cold and heavy in her hand. She opened the hinged ring and brought it down to his soft cock and balls. The ring was small. She had to work carefully, guiding his balls through first, then his limp shaft. The steel squeezed tight around the base. Mark felt the pressure immediately.

"What the hell is that?" he asked, voice tight.

Charlene's breath hitched as she pushed the ring all the way on. It sat flush against his body, crushing his balls forward and pinning his cock flat. The fit was brutally snug. "Your cock is going to be locked up until after Halloween," she whispered, voice husky with arousal. "So you don't get any orgasms. Not one."

She picked up the flat front plate next. The pink steel was curved to press everything inward. She lined the two small posts on the plate with the matching holes in the ring, then pressed down slowly. The mechanism clicked into place with a sharp metallic snap. Mark's cock was now completely trapped, flattened against his body inside the tight steel insert. There was no room for growth, no room for pleasure.

"Charlene—what are you doing?" His voice cracked as the final piece locked home.

She didn't answer right away. Instead she picked up the tiny padlock that came with the cage. She threaded it through the hole where the plate and ring met, then clicked it shut. The sound was final. His cock was now sealed away behind pink steel, unable to harden, unable to come.

Charlene stood up slowly, legs shaky with need. Her panties were drenched, a dark wet patch spreading down her inner thighs. She walked around the bed in a slow circle, letting him hear the wet sound of her movements. Then she reached down and untied the blindfold.

Mark blinked up at her, eyes adjusting to the light. His gaze dropped immediately to his crotch. The pink steel chastity cage sat tight against his body, his cock and balls completely hidden inside the flat plate. Only the steel and the small padlock were visible.

She climbed back onto the bed and straddled his chest again. Her soaked panties hovered inches from his face. She reached between her breasts and lifted the thin silver chain that now held the two small keys. The keys rested right in her cleavage, warm from her skin.

"This is a chastity cage," she explained, voice low and teasing. "It keeps your cock soft and locked. You won't be able to get hard. You won't be able to come. Not until I decide after Halloween." She leaned down and kissed his forehead, her stiff nipples brushing his chest. "You agreed to this when you lost the bet. Now your cock belongs to me until the party is over."

She rocked her hips once, grinding her dripping pussy against his sternum. A soft moan escaped her as the friction pushed her closer to the edge. The keys swayed between her breasts with every movement, catching the light.

Mark stared at the chastity cage, then up at her flushed face. Charlene smiled down at him, one hand sliding down to press against her own soaked panties. She was so close she could barely think, but she held herself there, trembling with denied pleasure while his cock stayed locked and useless beneath her.

Charlene's fingers slid lower, cupping Mark's trapped balls through the pink steel. She squeezed gently at first, then harder, rolling the sensitive orbs between her thumb and forefinger. The chastity cage pressed everything tight against his body, leaving no slack. A clear bead of precum formed at the tiny slit in the front plate and slowly dripped down the steel.

"Halloween is still a few weeks away, sweetie," she murmured, voice thick with her own denied pleasure. "I hope you don't renege on our bet."

Mark's hips twitched involuntarily. The pressure from her hand made the chastity cage shift slightly, but there was nowhere for his cock to go. More fluid leaked out, running down the front of the flat plate in a thin trail.

Charlene gave his balls one final firm squeeze before releasing them. She reached up and began untying the silk scarves that held his wrists and ankles to the bedposts. The fabric whispered against his skin as each knot came loose.

She pressed her lips together and blew him a slow kiss, then straightened up. "I'm sleeping in the guest room tonight," she said, gathering the scarves. "To give you a chance to get used to it."

Mark lay there panting, the pink steel chastity cage gleaming under the bedroom light, his balls visibly swollen beneath the steel. Charlene turned and walked out, leaving wet footprints on the hardwood floor from her dripping thighs.

Her plan was coming together.


Chapter Six

Charlene pushed open the front door just after nine, the sharp click of her five-inch red heels echoing across the hardwood. The short red dress clung like a second skin, the neckline cut so low her full breasts threatened to spill free with every step.

The fabric stretched tight over her hips and ass, riding up slightly with each stride until the hem barely covered the curve of her cheeks. The silver chain holding the chastity keys rested deep in her cleavage, the two tiny keys glinting against her warm skin as she moved.

Her long brunette hair tumbled loose down her back, and her lips shone wet and red from fresh gloss. She spotted Mark immediately on the sofa, still in the rumpled suit he'd worn to work. His posture was stiff, thighs pressed together, the pink steel cage clearly visible against the imprint of his trousers. His face tightened the moment he saw her.

She crossed the room without a word, heels tapping, and leaned down to kiss him. Her mouth claimed his, tongue sliding past his lips in a slow, possessive stroke. One hand slid high on his thigh, fingers brushing the edge of the steel chastity cage. She felt the heat radiating from his trapped cock, the way his balls had already swollen tight against the ring.

Mark groaned into her mouth. His hips twitched once, then stilled when the chastity cage refused to give. Charlene pulled back just enough to watch his expression, the strain pulling at his jaw as his cock tried and failed to swell inside the flat pink steel.

She straightened, the keys shifting between her breasts. "Long day," she said, voice casual as she turned and walked to the armchair opposite him. The dress rode higher when she sat, exposing the tops of her thighs. "Client wanted revisions on the entire presentation deck at seven-thirty. I didn't even get lunch."

Mark swallowed, eyes fixed on the keys nestled against her cleavage. "Sounds rough."

Charlene crossed her legs slowly, the red heel dangling from her toe. "It was. But I got it done. How was your day? You look... uncomfortable." Her gaze dropped pointedly to his crotch and the steel chastity cage pressing flat against his trousers.

She uncrossed her legs and leaned forward, elbows on her knees, breasts pressing together so the keys swung forward on their chain. "Still getting used to it?" she asked, tone light but eyes dark with satisfaction. "Halloween's still a while away, baby. Plenty of time for you to learn exactly what losing that bet really means."

Charlene spent the next three days turning every outfit into deliberate tease. Monday morning she left for the office in a skin-tight black pencil skirt that barely reached mid-thigh, paired with a sheer white blouse that showed the black lace bra beneath.

The red heels stayed, five inches of glossy threat that made her ass sway with each step. Mark watched from the sofa, still in his rumpled suit, the pink steel chastity cage pressing flat against his open fly. She stopped at the door, turned, and blew him a kiss, the silver chain with the keys glinting between her breasts.

Tuesday she wore a crimson wrap dress that tied at the waist and plunged low enough to show the inner curves of her tits. The fabric clung when she moved, riding up whenever she crossed her legs at the dinner table.

Every evening she came home later than usual, heels clicking, and headed straight for the bedroom to change. She left the door open so Mark could hear the rustle of fabric as she stripped down to the sluttiest lingerie she owned.

Wednesday night she appeared in the doorway wearing nothing but a sheer black babydoll that ended just below her hips. The matching thong was a scrap of lace that disappeared between her cheeks.

She climbed onto the bed without a word, straddling Mark’s thighs while he lay on his back. Her hand slid down immediately, fingers cupping the swollen balls that bulged around the steel ring. She rolled them slowly, squeezing just enough to make his breath catch.

“Halloween’s only two weeks away now,” she murmured, voice low. Her thumb traced the edge of the flat plate, feeling the heat trapped inside. A fresh bead of precum welled at the tiny slit and she smeared it across the steel with one fingertip. Mark’s hips jerked once, the chastity cage refusing to give.

Charlene smiled and kept massaging, slow circles that made his balls ache and tighten. She never touched the chastity cage itself, only the sensitive flesh around it, keeping him right on the edge without any chance of relief.

Thursday she wore a white blouse so sheer her nipples showed through the thin fabric, tucked into a leather mini-skirt that rode up every time she sat. At night she changed into a red lace bodysuit that snapped between her legs.

The crotch was already damp when she straddled him again. This time she used both hands, one cupping each ball, gently squeezing and tugging while she rocked her hips against his thigh. The keys swayed between her breasts with every movement.

“Still no coming,” she reminded him, voice husky. “Not until after the party.” Her fingers worked steadily, rolling the heavy orbs, pressing them against the steel ring until Mark groaned and his thighs trembled. She stopped the moment his breathing changed, pulling her hands away and leaving him throbbing and empty.

Friday morning she chose a emerald green dress that hugged every curve, the neckline so deep the keys disappeared completely into her cleavage. She bent over the sofa to kiss him goodbye, letting her breasts press against his face for a long moment.

That night she wore nothing but a black crotchless bodysuit and thigh-high stockings. She spent nearly an hour on the bed, straddling his chest while her fingers explored every inch of exposed skin around the cage. She traced the swollen seam where his balls met the steel, pressed gently behind them, massaged the tight skin until precum leaked steadily down the front plate in thin rivulets.

“We are still a while away from Halloween,” she whispered, leaning down so her lips brushed his ear. “You’re going to be so desperate by then.” Her hand never stopped moving, slow deliberate strokes that kept him hovering without ever pushing him over. When she finally climbed off, Mark’s entire body was shaking, the chastity cage gleaming wet under the bedroom light.

Saturday she left the house in a tight burgundy pencil skirt and a cream blouse unbuttoned low enough to show the red lace bra. The heels clicked all the way to the car. That evening she came home early, changed into a sheer white teddy that left nothing to the imagination, and spent the night teasing him again.

She alternated between gentle rolling motions and firmer squeezes, always stopping the second his breathing hitched. The keys rested warm between her breasts the entire time, a constant reminder of who held control.

Sunday morning she wore a short black dress that barely covered her ass, paired with the same red heels. She kissed him at the door, one hand sliding high on his thigh to give his trapped balls a quick, possessive squeeze through his trousers. “Halloween’s getting closer every day,” she said softly. “Keep being good for me.”

That night she appeared in the bedroom doorway wearing a tiny red lace set that consisted of a bra and matching crotchless panties. She climbed onto the bed and straddled his waist, the keys swinging forward as she leaned down.

Both hands went straight to his balls again, cupping and massaging with slow, deliberate pressure. She worked them gently at first, then firmer, feeling them draw up tight against the steel ring. Mark’s cock strained uselessly inside the flat plate, leaking steadily while she kept him right on the edge.

“Ten days left,” she murmured, voice thick with her own arousal. Her fingers never stopped moving, rolling and squeezing, pressing the swollen flesh against the unyielding steel. Every time his breathing changed she paused, letting the denied orgasm slip away before starting again. The wet spot on the front of the cage grew larger with each passing minute.

Charlene kept the rhythm steady for nearly an hour, alternating between light teasing touches and deeper pressure. She watched his face the entire time, enjoying every twitch and gasp. When she finally pulled her hands away, Mark lay panting beneath her, the pink steel cage glistening with precum, his balls visibly swollen and aching.

She leaned down and pressed a single kiss to his forehead, the keys brushing his chest.

“Almost there,” she whispered. “Just a little longer.”

Seven days out from Halloween, the tension in the house had thickened into something almost tangible. Mark sat on the edge of the sofa in his work clothes, the pink steel cage pressing uncomfortably against his zipper. A steady leak of precum had soaked through the front of his trousers, leaving a dark, sticky patch that he tried to hide with a cushion. Charlene noticed anyway. She always noticed.

He cleared his throat. "Another game of poker," he said, voice tight. “If I win, I get to take the cage off. I want my freedom back."

Charlene looked up from her phone. She wore a tight black pencil skirt and a sheer cream blouse that showed the black lace bra beneath. The silver chain with the chastity cage keys rested between her breasts, catching the light every time she breathed. She studied him for a long moment, then set the phone aside.

"The stakes will have to be bigger," she said calmly. "I've already won the first two games. You don't get another shot at the same price."

Mark shifted on the sofa. The cage squeezed his trapped cock, and another bead of precum welled at the slit. He could feel it sliding down the steel plate. "I know," he said, almost desperate. "But I want to try again."

She pretended to think it over, tapping one red nail against her lower lip. Mark watched the movement, his breathing shallow. Finally she sighed, as if giving in against her better judgment.

"I know I shouldn't," she murmured, "but I'll agree to another game."

Mark leaned forward. "If I win, the cage comes off. And I get to wear what I want for Halloween."

Charlene's lips curved. She let the silence stretch until Mark's hands clenched on his thighs. "If you want two things," she said softly, "then so do I."

She leaned back, crossing her legs so the skirt rode higher on her thigh. "If you lose, I will be the alpha in the bedroom on Halloween night. You do whatever I tell you, whenever I tell you. And around the house that whole night, you serve me and the guests the same way you made me serve you all week when I was the perfect housewife."

Mark's cock twitched inside the cage, another pulse of precum leaking out. He looked at her, at the keys resting against her skin, at the calm certainty in her eyes. The deal didn't sound too bad. He could win. He could get the chastity cage off and choose his own costume. The rest seemed like a small price.

He held out his hand. Charlene took it, her grip firm, and they shook once.

"Deal," he said.

She smiled, slow and knowing, and the keys swayed between her breasts as she stood. "Then we'd better find the cards."

Charlene shuffled the deck with practiced ease, the cards snapping crisply between her fingers. She had changed into a tight white top that strained across her breasts, the thin fabric doing nothing to hide the black lace bra beneath or the way her nipples pressed against the cotton. The short black skirt rode high on her thighs as she sat across from him at the dining table, legs crossed so the hem barely covered the tops of her stockings.

The silver chain with the chastity cage keys rested in the deep valley between her breasts, catching the light every time she leaned forward to deal. Mark's eyes kept darting between the keys and the swell of her cleavage, his breathing already uneven.

"Five card draw," she said, dealing him five cards face down. "Nothing wild."

Mark picked up his hand. His fingers trembled slightly. The pink steel chastity cage had been squeezing him for days now, and every shift in his chair sent another pulse of pressure through his trapped cock.

A steady leak of precum had soaked through the front of his pants, leaving a visible wet spot that Charlene glanced at with a small smile.

She dealt herself five cards, then set the deck aside. The keys swayed between her breasts as she leaned back, studying her hand.

Mark tried to focus on his cards but his gaze kept drifting to the chain, to the way her top stretched tight when she breathed, to the flash of thigh when she uncrossed and recrossed her legs.

"Your bet," she said.

Mark pushed two chips forward. Charlene matched him, then raised. He called, sweat beading at his temples. When she laid down three of a kind, he cursed under his breath and tossed his cards down. She raked the small pot toward her, the keys glinting as she moved.

"Tough luck," she murmured, already shuffling for the next hand. The wet spot on his pants had grown larger.

Charlene shifted in her chair, the movement sending a fresh wave of wetness soaking through her panties. She could feel the slick fabric clinging to her folds, her clit throbbing every time she caught sight of Mark's trapped cock straining against the pink steel bars.

She watched him fidget, his thighs clenching as another pulse of need made the cage twitch visibly. His breathing had gone shallow, and sweat glistened along his hairline. Every time she leaned forward to deal, the keys between her breasts swung forward, and his eyes locked onto them like a starving man watching food.

The next two hands went quickly. She won both without effort, her card counting giving her the edge she needed. Mark's chip stack dwindled to almost nothing, his desperation growing with each loss. His cock kept trying to swell, pressing hard against the unyielding steel until he had to shift and bite back a groan.

Charlene studied her hand. She had three of a kind, but she knew from tracking the cards that Mark held a pair. Her nipples tightened beneath the thin white top, pressing visibly against the fabric as she made her decision.

"All in," she said, pushing her entire stack forward.

Mark froze. His fingers hovered over his remaining chips, eyes darting between his cards and the silver keys resting against her cleavage. She could see the conflict written across his face, the way his trapped cock jerked and leaked at the sight of her playing with the chain, fingers sliding slowly up and down the cool metal.

The silence stretched. His breathing grew ragged. Finally, with a shaky exhale, he pushed his last chips into the center.

She flipped her cards first, revealing three of a kind. Mark laid his down with trembling hands, a strong two pair that should have won. Charlene raked the entire pot toward her, the chips clattering as they piled up in front of her.

Mark gasped, the sound raw and desperate. His cock surged again inside the chastity cage, the metal biting into his flesh as another thick bead of precum dripped free. His face flushed dark with humiliation and need.

Charlene stood slowly, smoothing her short skirt down over her thighs. The movement made the keys sway between her breasts, catching the light.

"You remember what this means," she said, her voice low and steady. "Halloween night, you do exactly what I say. I'm in charge in the bedroom."

She stepped closer, looking down at him still seated in his chair, his pants visibly soaked.

"Are you going to back out?"

Mark's jaw worked. His cock throbbed uselessly in its prison, another drop of precum soaking through. He swallowed hard, voice barely above a whisper.

"No. I consented to this"

The days blurred together in a haze of anticipation for Charlene while each hour crawled by for Mark. Every morning she watched him struggle with the pink steel cage, his morning wood pressing uselessly against the front until he learned to piss sitting down.

She caught him staring at her ass when she bent over, heard him whimper when she brushed past him in the hallway, and felt her own pussy clench every time she saw the keys swinging between her breasts.

By the night before Halloween, Charlene had already everything planned. The pink French maid dress with its scandalously short hem, the white stockings with their little pink bows, the garter belt, the blonde wig, the silicone breasts that would strain against the fabric, and the pink heels with tiny bells that would announce every step he took. The butt plug and fake tattoos waited in their boxes, the make-up ready to complete his transformation.

She sat across from him at the dinner table wearing the sluttiest red dress she owned. The neckline plunged so low her heavy breasts threatened to spill out completely, the fabric stretched tight across her nipples.

The silver keys to the chastity cage rested in her cleavage, catching the light every time she leaned forward to cut her steak. She watched his eyes follow them, watched his throat work as he swallowed.

Mark sat stiffly in his chair, his cock already straining inside the flat pink cage. A small wet spot had formed on his pants where precum leaked through the bars. He kept his expression neutral, but Charlene could see the tension in his shoulders, the way his hands gripped his fork too tightly.

"Tomorrow night," she said, her voice low and steady, "you wear everything I picked out for you. You do exactly what I tell you, when I tell you. And when the party is over, I'm in charge in the bedroom. You serve me."

She took a slow sip of wine, letting the keys sway between her breasts. Mark's eyes tracked the movement, his jaw tight. His trapped cock twitched visibly, another drop of precum soaking into the fabric.

He nodded once, the movement sharp. “Agreed. I consented to this"

Charlene smiled, slow and satisfied, and cut another piece of steak.


Chapter Seven

Charlene stepped into the bedroom just after six, the house already quiet except for the faint sound of Mark moving around downstairs. The latex police outfit lay spread across the bed in a glossy black pool. Police hat, shiny badge, utility belt with cuffs, riding crop and other attachments, and the tall black leather boots stood waiting at the foot of the bed.

She peeled off her clothes without hurry. The red dress slid down her body and pooled at her feet. Her breasts bounced free, nipples already stiff from the cool air. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and pushed them down, leaving her completely bare for a moment before she reached for the black latex thong.

The thong was barely more than a thin strip of shiny material. She stepped into it, pulled it up between her thighs, and settled the narrow back string deep between her thick ass cheeks. The front triangle pressed tight against her smooth pussy, the latex already warming against her skin. She adjusted the thin straps on her hips until everything sat exactly where she wanted it.

Next came the full body latex suit. She lifted the glossy black garment and worked it up her legs, the tight material stretching and clinging to every curve as she pulled it higher.

The suit went up over her hips, then she fed her arms into the long sleeves and tugged it up over her shoulders. The high neckline sealed around her throat, the entire suit now covering her nearly from neck to toes in a single glossy black second skin. She smoothed her hands down the front, pressing the shiny surface flat against her skin until it clung like a second layer.

The suit had a large oval cutout directly over her chest. Her breasts pushed through the opening, the latex framing them perfectly as two thin strips came down over her nipples. The edges of the cutout pressed tight around the base of each breast, pushing them forward and making them look even fuller.

Thick strips of latex ran down over her nipples. She ran her fingers around the cutout edges, feeling how the latex gripped her skin and held her tits out for anyone to see.

Her breathing had already grown heavier. Heat pooled between her legs, the thin latex thong growing slick against her pussy. She could feel her clit throbbing, the arousal building with every touch of the suit against her skin. This was it.

Halloween night had finally arrived, and she was going to take complete control of her relationship with Mark. The thought sent another rush of wetness between her thighs. She had spent weeks planning this, ordering the items, winning the bets, locking him in chastity, and now the night was here. Tonight she would make him her sissy maid, and she would enjoy every second of it.

She picked up the police hat and settled it on her head, tilting it slightly forward. The badge went next, pinned to the left side of her chest just above her nipple on the strap. The utility belt followed, heavy with cuffs, the riding crop, and her keys. She fastened it around her waist, feeling the weight settle low on her hips.

Charlene sat on the edge of the bed and pulled on the knee-high black leather boots one at a time. The leather hugged her calves and stopped just below her knees. She stood, testing the height of the heels, then walked to the full-length mirror.

Her reflection showed a woman in complete control. The black latex clung to every line of her body like a second skin, her tits framed and displayed through the large chest cutout, the thong disappearing between her cheeks.

The hat sat low over her eyes, the badge glinted, and the utility belt rested ready at her waist. She turned slightly, checking the way the thong string sat between her ass, the way the boots made her legs look longer and stronger.

She reached down and touched the riding crop hanging from her belt, fingers tracing the leather handle. The latex felt tight and warm against her skin, every movement making the material shift and press against her.

Her pussy ached with need, but she knew she would not be the one getting relief tonight. Mark would stay locked in his pink steel chastity cage while she teased him, and the thought made her even wetter.

Each step made her hips sway, the movement sending ripples through the glossy black material stretched over her curves.

Next came the leather gloves. She worked her fingers into the tight black material one hand at a time, smoothing the leather until it fit like a second skin over her palms and wrists. The gloves reached just past her wrists, leaving a small gap of bare skin between them and the long sleeves of the latex suit.

She moved to the vanity and sat down in front of the large mirror. Her reflection showed a woman already transformed, but she wanted to push the look further.

She applied dark eyeliner first, extending the wings slightly at the outer corners to give her eyes a sharper, dominant appearance. Smoky shadow followed, blended in layers until her eyes looked deeper and more intense. She brushed mascara onto her lashes until they appeared thick and full, then filled in her brows with precise strokes.

A light dusting of blush across her cheekbones added definition, and she finished with a touch of highlighter along her collarbones and the tops of her exposed breasts.

The final touch was the pink gloss. She uncapped the tube and applied it slowly to her lips, watching in the mirror as the shiny coating made them appear fuller and more inviting. She pressed her lips together, then parted them slightly, admiring the wet-looking sheen.

The color was deliberately feminine against the harsh black of her police outfit, creating an intentional contrast that heightened the overall effect.

Charlene stood and stepped back from the vanity to examine her full reflection. The latex suit pushed her breasts upward and together, the oval cutout framing them perfectly so they sat high and prominent on her chest.

The keys to Mark's chastity cage rested in the deep cleavage between them, the metal catching the light with every breath she took. Her ass looked round and full in the tight material, the glossy surface highlighting every curve as the latex stretched over her hips and cheeks.

The boots elongated her legs and lifted her posture, making her ass appear even more pronounced and inviting. The entire ensemble gave her the exact appearance she had been aiming for: a sexy dominatrix dressed as a police officer, ready to take complete control.

She turned slightly to the side, checking her profile from multiple angles. The way the latex clung to her body left nothing to the imagination while still maintaining the authoritative look of the uniform.

Her exposed breasts rose and fell with each breath, the pink gloss on her lips gleaming under the bedroom lights. She ran her gloved hands down her sides, feeling the smooth material under her palms, then cupped her breasts briefly, lifting them slightly before letting them settle back into the cutout frame.

Satisfied with what she saw, Charlene smiled at her reflection. The night she had been planning for weeks had finally arrived, and she looked every inch the woman who was about to take charge of her relationship completely.

Charlene descended the stairs slowly, each step deliberate in the tall leather boots. The heels struck the wooden steps with sharp clicks that echoed through the quiet house. At the bottom landing she paused, then turned toward the living room where Mark sat on the sofa with his laptop open.

Mark looked up at the sound of her approach. His eyes widened instantly, mouth falling open as he took in the sight of his wife transformed. The glossy black latex clung to every curve, the large oval cutout framing her bare breasts perfectly, nipples hard and prominent against the cool air.

The police hat sat low over her eyes, giving her an authoritative edge. His gaze dropped to the utility belt hanging low on her hips, the metal handcuffs, riding crop, and dangling keys all visible. The keys to his chastity cage rested between her breasts, catching the light with each breath.

His cock twitched inside the pink steel chastity cage, the sudden pressure making him shift uncomfortably on the sofa. The cage felt tighter than ever as blood rushed to his trapped erection.

"Holy shit," he managed, voice cracking. "Charlene... you look... fuck."

She smiled, slow and knowing, one gloved hand resting on her hip. "This is what I picked for myself. What do you think?"

Mark swallowed hard, eyes still locked on her exposed tits. "You look... incredible. Sexy as hell. Like a real cop. The latex, the boots, everything. God, those keys..."

"Thank you," she said, stepping closer. The scent of her perfume mixed with the sharp smell of latex filled the space between them. "Follow me upstairs. I want to show you what you're wearing tonight."

She turned and started back up the stairs, hips swaying with each step. Mark stood immediately, following behind her. His eyes stayed glued to her ass, the tight latex stretching and shifting over the round cheeks with every movement. His cock strained harder against the unyielding steel, the cage biting into his flesh as he watched her climb.

The smell of latex and her perfume grew stronger as they ascended, making his head spin. Each step sent fresh waves of arousal through him, his balls aching inside the cage. By the time they reached the top landing, his breathing had grown shallow.

Charlene stopped in front of the guest bedroom door. She knew she was about to reveal the pink sissy maid outfit laid out on the bed, the blonde wig, the white stockings with pink bows, the pink heels with tiny bells, and the make-up to complete his transformation.

She turned the handle and opened the door slightly to gesture for him to enter before her, the keys between her breasts glinting under the light.


Chapter Eight

Mark pushed open the guest bedroom door and froze in place. Laid across the bed in neat arrangement sat the pink sissy maid outfit, complete with its scandalously short hem, the blonde wig resting on a mannequin head, the pink heels that jingled with tiny bells, and the white stockings with pink ribbons tied at the tops. The scent of latex and Charlene's perfume filled the air.

Charlene stepped in behind him and closed the door with a soft click. The lock turned. She pressed her body against his back, her latex police uniform cool and slick against his shirt.

"Remember our bet," she whispered against his ear. "You agreed to this. Halloween night, I will decide your outfit."

Mark swallowed hard, staring at the feminine garments. "I... I did consent," he admitted, voice tight. "I won't back out."

"Good." She circled around to face him, the riding crop tapping against her thigh. "Are you asking if I'm serious?"

He nodded once.

"Yes," she said simply. "Strip."

Mark's hands moved to his buttons. He peeled away his shirt, then his pants, until he stood naked except for the pink steel chastity cage that had been locked on him for weeks. A long, glistening strand of precum hung from the tip of the cage, stretching toward the floor before it broke.

Charlene's eyes roamed over his nearly hairless body. She smiled. "Shower," she ordered, handing him a pink bottle. "Wash everything from the neck down with this cream."

He stepped into the bathroom and lathered the cream over his chest, arms, legs, and groin. The tiny remaining hairs rinsed away in the water, leaving his skin smooth and bare. When he stepped out, Charlene handed him a second bottle.

"Rub this lotion everywhere," she instructed.

Mark worked the thick cream into his skin. It left him soft, fragrant with a light floral scent that clung to him.

"Close your eyes," she said next.

He obeyed. Cool adhesive squares pressed against each ass cheek, another settled on his lower back, and one on each hamstring before the final was pressed against his crotch above the chastity cage. The patches felt strange, slightly raised.

"Leave them on for a while," Charlene told him, taking his hand. She led him back into the bedroom, his smooth, scented body on display, the chastity cage still dripping, the patches marking him for whatever came next.

Charlene stood in front of him, the heavy silicone breasts still dangling from her hands. Mark’s eyes flicked down to the silver clamps, then back up to her face. He swallowed hard. “You’re really serious about this?”

Her answer came without hesitation. “Yes.”

She stepped in close, the sharp scent of her latex uniform mixing with the sweet floral perfume she wore. The combination hit him like a drug. His skin, freshly shaved and moisturized, felt hypersensitive; every brush of air across his smooth, flower-scented body made him shiver.

She lifted the first breast, lined up the clamp, and let it snap shut on his left nipple. Mark gasped, hips jerking forward. The second clamp bit down a moment later, and the sudden weight dragged his nipples downward, sending sharp sparks of pain straight to his locked cock.

Inside the pink steel chastity cage his shaft tried to swell, but the metal refused to give. A thick bead of precum welled at the slit and slid down the polished bars. He was already leaking, and they had barely started.

How the hell do I get out of this? The thought flashed through his mind, but he knew the answer. He had agreed. He had consented to the bet. He had looked her in the eye and said he wouldn’t back out. There was no escape clause that would undo the costume or the chastity cage. His stomach twisted with humiliation and helpless arousal.

Charlene’s own thoughts ran hot and dark. Finally, after weeks of planning, I’m going to take complete control. He’s going to be my perfect little sissy maid—locked, dressed, and dripping for me. She could feel how wet her panties were beneath the latex skirt, the fabric clinging to her swollen folds.

The keys rested between her breasts, the two small keys cool against her skin. Mark’s gaze kept dropping to them, unable to look away. Every time he saw the keys nestled in that deep cleavage, his cock twitched inside the chastity cage.

She reached between his legs and cupped his balls, rolling them slowly in her palm. Mark groaned, knees buckling slightly. The pressure made his trapped shaft strain harder against the unyielding steel. Another long string of precum stretched from the cage to the floor. She massaged him with deliberate care, watching his face, feeling the helpless throb of his balls.

God, I’m so fucking horny, he thought. It’s been weeks. The chastity cage is so tight. Every touch makes it worse.

Charlene smiled at his desperate expression. She picked up the tiny pink sissy maid dress and lifted it over his head. The satin slid down his smooth torso, the hem barely clearing the bottom of the chastity cage.

His locked cock and balls hung completely exposed beneath the frilly edge. The back rode up so high that only two inches of his ass cheeks were covered; the rest remained bare, the white adhesive patches still stuck to his skin. The dress hugged the heavy silicone breasts, the clamps tugging with every breath.

She crouched and held open the pink crotchless thong. Mark stepped into it one leg at a time, the silky material gliding up his hairless thighs. She pulled the thin straps over his hips. The front panel was missing; the chastity cage and his balls swung free through the open crotch.

The thin string in back disappeared between his cheeks, framing the patches. The sexual tension in the room was thick enough to taste. Mark’s face burned crimson. His cock leaked steadily, a fresh drop falling with every heartbeat.

Charlene’s thoughts sharpened. Look at him—embarrassed, leaking, completely at my mercy. This is only the beginning.

She took the white stockings next. Each one had a wide lace band at the top with a bright pink ribbon tied in a bow. She rolled the first stocking up his left leg, smoothing it over his calf and thigh until the lace sat high.

The pink ribbon brushed his soft, flower-scented skin. She repeated the process on the right leg, making sure both bows faced forward. Then she fastened the matching pink garter belt around his waist and clipped the four straps to the stocking tops, pulling everything taut.

The pink heels came last. They were glossy, open-toed, with thin ankle straps and tiny silver bells sewn along the straps. Charlene knelt and slipped each foot into a shoe, buckling the straps. When Mark shifted his weight the bells chimed softly.

The heels forced his posture into an exaggerated arch, pushing his ass out and making the short dress ride even higher.

Charlene stood and stepped back to admire him. Mark looked down at himself—the heavy breasts clamped to his chest, the pink dress barely covering anything, the cage and balls swinging free through the open thong, the stockings and garters, the bell-adorned heels. Another thick drop of precum fell from the cage.

“We’re halfway there,” she said, voice low and pleased. “You’re going to wear every bit of this to the Halloween party.”

Mark swallowed hard, cheeks flaming, the bells on his heels giving a soft, humiliating jingle with every tiny movement. He couldn’t believe he had agreed to any of it, yet his body betrayed him with constant, helpless leaks from the locked cage. His eyes kept drifting back to the keys nestled between her breasts. Charlene watched him stare, her pussy throbbing with anticipation. He’s mine now. Completely.

Charlene took his hand, fingers curling around his wrist with deliberate ownership, and led him across the room to the vanity table. The pink heels clicked and jingled with every step, forcing his hips to sway in an exaggerated, feminine rhythm.

The short satin dress rode higher with each movement, exposing the lower curve of his ass and the white adhesive patches stuck to his skin. His locked cock swung freely beneath the hem, still leaking a steady drip that left a faint trail on the hardwood floor.

She stopped him in front of the large mirror and stepped behind him, pressing her latex-clad body against his back. The cool, glossy material of her police uniform rubbed against his freshly lotioned skin, and the sharp scent of latex mixed with her floral perfume flooded his senses. Mark’s cock twitched inside the cage, straining against the unyielding steel as another thick bead of precum welled up and slid down the bars.

“Look at yourself,” she whispered, her breath hot against his ear. “You already look so pretty. That dress barely covers anything, your little cage is swinging free, and those stockings make your legs look so smooth and feminine. You consented to every bit of this in our bet, remember? You agreed to let me turn you into my perfect sissy maid for Halloween.”

Mark stared at his reflection, cheeks burning crimson. The heavy silicone breasts hung from his chest, the nipple clamps tugging with every breath. The pink dress clung to the fake curves, the hem riding up to expose his trapped cock and balls through the open crotch of the thong.

The white stockings with pink ribbons hugged his hairless thighs, the garter straps pulling everything taut. The pink heels forced his posture into an exaggerated arch, pushing his ass out and making the bells chime softly with every tiny shift of weight.

How the hell do I get out of this? The thought raced through his mind again, but he already knew the answer. He had agreed. He had consented to the bet. There was no escape clause, no way to back out without losing everything. His stomach twisted with humiliation and helpless arousal, his cock throbbing painfully inside the tight steel cage.

He’s going to be so pretty, so obedient, so completely mine. She could feel how wet she was beneath the latex skirt, her pussy throbbing with denied pleasure, the fabric clinging to her swollen folds. The keys rested between her breasts, the two small keys cool against her skin. Mark’s gaze kept dropping to them, unable to look away from the deep cleavage where they nestled.

She guided him down onto the padded vanity stool, the bells on his heels jingling as he settled. His posture was timid now, shoulders slightly hunched, hands resting awkwardly on his smooth thighs. The heavy breasts shifted with every movement, the clamps sending sharp sparks of sensation through his chest.

“Does my pretty sissy want to renege on our bet?” she asked, voice low and teasing. She leaned over his shoulder, pressing her latex-covered breasts against his back, letting him feel the heat of her body. “You can say it if you want. Tell me you want to back out.”

Mark swallowed hard, his voice barely above a whisper. “No. I… I won’t renege. I consent”

Charlene smiled, satisfaction flooding through her. He knows he can’t. He knows he won’t. He’s mine now. She reached for the long pink gel nails first, selecting each one with deliberate care. She applied adhesive to his natural nails, then pressed the long, glossy pink extensions into place one by one.

The nails extended nearly an inch beyond his fingertips, curving slightly, making his hands look delicate and feminine. Mark stared at them, unable to speak, the weight and length of the nails already changing how his fingers moved.

She moved to his face next, starting with concealer. She dabbed the creamy product under his eyes, along his jawline, and across any uneven patches, blending it smoothly with a soft sponge.

The coverage was flawless, erasing any trace of stubble or shadow. Foundation came next, a shade perfectly matched to his skin tone, applied in thin layers and blended until his face looked smooth and porcelain. The floral scent of the lotion on his skin mixed with the makeup, creating a soft, feminine aroma that made his cock leak even more.

Mascara followed. She coated his lashes with several thick layers, making them long and dark, framing his eyes with dramatic emphasis. Eyeshadow came next—soft pinks and shimmering golds applied in careful layers, blended to create a sultry, feminine look. Mark sat perfectly still, his breath shallow, unable to look away from his reflection as his face transformed.

Charlene picked up the tweezers next. She plucked his eyebrows with quick, precise movements, shaping them into delicate, feminine arches. Each pluck sent a small sting through his skin, but he didn’t flinch. He sat quietly, his expression timid and resigned, watching as his face became softer, more delicate, more like the bimbo she wanted him to be.

Lipstick came next. She applied a creamy pink shade to his lips, filling them in completely, then added a thick layer of glossy pink gloss on top. The shine caught the light, making his lips look plump and inviting. Blush followed, brushed across his cheekbones in soft, rosy circles, giving his face a flushed, feminine glow.

She reached for the fake hoop earrings last—large, gold-colored hoops with the word “sissy” spelled out in glittering pink letters. She clipped them onto his ears, the weight of them tugging gently at his lobes. The word “sissy” swung with every movement, a constant, humiliating reminder of what he had become.

Finally, she lifted the blonde wig. It was long, wavy, and voluminous, styled in loose curls that cascaded over his shoulders. She positioned it carefully on his head, adjusting the fit until it sat perfectly.

The blonde hair framed his made-up face, completing the transformation. Mark stared at his reflection, unable to speak, his face burning with embarrassment. The heavy breasts, the pink dress, the cage and balls swinging free, the stockings and garters, the bell-adorned heels, the long pink nails, the full makeup, the hoop earrings spelling “sissy,” and now the blonde wig—he looked like a complete bimbo, a locked sissy maid ready for her use.

Charlene stepped back to admire her work, her pussy throbbing with arousal. Look at him. My alpha husband transformed into my perfect little sissy maid. He’s so pretty, so timid, so completely under my control. I’m so fucking turned on right now.

She could feel the wetness between her legs, the latex skirt clinging to her soaked panties, her nipples hard and aching against the tight uniform. The sexual tension in the room was thick, electric, almost unbearable.

Mark sat quietly, his hands resting on his thighs, the long pink nails gleaming in the light. His cock leaked steadily inside the cage, a constant, humiliating reminder of how turned on he was despite everything. He couldn’t stop staring at the keys nestled between her breasts, the small silver objects taunting him with their proximity.

He knew he couldn’t escape. He knew he wouldn’t renege. He was hers for the night, completely and utterly, and the thought made his trapped cock throb with desperate, helpless arousal.

Charlene stepped back from the vanity, admiring her handiwork with a slow, satisfied smile. Mark sat frozen on the padded stool, his long pink nails resting helplessly on his smooth thighs, his made-up face staring blankly at the reflection of the blonde bimbo he had become.

The heavy silicone breasts hung from his chest, the nipple clamps tugging with every shallow breath, while his locked cock continued its steady drip beneath the short pink dress. The sexual tension between them crackled like electricity—her latex-clad body practically humming with arousal, his timid silence only fueling her desire to push him further.

She leaned down close to his ear, her breath hot against his skin, and whispered the final command. "It's time to stand in front of the mirror and remove those white patches, sweetie. Your Halloween transformation is almost complete."


Chapter Nine

Mark stood trembling in front of the full-length mirror, the ridiculous pink sissy maid dress barely covering anything, its short hem riding up his smooth thighs.

The heavy silicone breasts pulled at his chest, the nipple clamps biting into his tender flesh with every shaky breath. His cock throbbed uselessly inside the tight pink chastity cage, a steady stream of precum leaking down his balls.

The blonde wig framed his made-up face perfectly—long lashes, glossy pink lips, arched brows—and the long pink gel nails on his fingers looked obscene against his pale skin. Pink heels with tiny bells jingled softly every time he shifted his weight, the sound mocking his helplessness.

Charlene stood beside him in her glossy black latex police uniform, the material stretched tight over her curves, the harness visible beneath the open jacket. She looked powerful, confident, completely in control. The keys to his cage rested between her breasts, glinting under the lights. She smiled at his reflection, then reached down without warning.

Her fingers peeled away the first white patch from his left hamstring. The skin beneath revealed bold black lettering: sissy. She moved to the right hamstring next, stripping the patch to expose the word, maid.

Mark’s breath caught in his throat. She continued, removing the patches on his ass cheeks one after another. “Spank me" appeared on the left cheek, “Use me" on the right. The final patch on his lower back came off last, revealing Charlene’s bitch in thick letters across his spine.

She stepped around to his front, hooked a finger under the waistband of the tiny crotchless thong, and tugged it aside just enough to expose the last tattoo directly above his locked cock: Property of Charlene.

Mark’s manicured hand flew to his mouth, pink nails trembling against his glossy lips. His eyes widened in complete disbelief. The transformation she had planned and organized for Halloween was far more thorough than he had ever imagined.

Anger boiled inside him—hot, helpless rage at how thoroughly she had set this up, how completely he had walked into it. But the bet was sealed, his consent given, and the chastity cage around his cock made any protest feel pointless.

All he could do was stand there, bells jingling softly, staring at the humiliating words now inked across his feminized body while Charlene watched with a satisfied, dominant smile.

Mark stood frozen in front of the mirror, the weight of the silicone breasts tugging at his clamped nipples with every shallow breath. The pink sissy maid dress barely covered the chastity cage, the hem riding up to expose the humiliating tattoos Charlene had revealed.

His cock throbbed painfully inside the pink chastity cage, precum still dripping steadily from the tip. The blonde wig framed his heavily made-up face, and the long pink gel nails on his fingers looked obscene as they hovered near his glossy lips.

Charlene stepped closer, her glossy black latex police uniform creaking softly with each movement. She held up a bright pink butt plug between two fingers, the flared base catching the light. "This is the last part of your costume, sweetie," she said, her voice dripping with authority. "Bend over."

Mark hesitated for only a moment before complying, his face burning with embarrassment as he turned and bent at the waist. The short dress rode up completely, exposing his smooth ass and the tattoos declaring him Charlene's property. He heard the snap of latex as she pulled on a glove, then the wet sound of lube being squeezed onto her finger.

Her latex-covered finger pressed against his hole, circling slowly before pushing inside. Mark gasped as she worked the lube deep, her finger sliding in and out with deliberate strokes. The sensation made his caged cock twitch and leak even more. After a moment, she withdrew her finger and pressed the tip of the pink plug against him instead.

"Relax," she commanded, and Mark tried to obey as she pushed the plug steadily into his ass. The widest part stretched him open before popping inside, leaving him feeling full and exposed. The base settled snugly between his cheeks, the pink color matching his outfit perfectly.

Charlene stepped back and took her time admiring her creation. Her eyes traveled from the blonde wig and bimbo makeup down to the heavy fake breasts straining against the pink dress, then lower to his manicured hands, the pink heels with their jingling bells, the white stockings with pink ribbons, and finally the exposed tattoos marking him as her sissy maid.

She picked up a bottle of flowery perfume and sprayed him several times, the sweet scent settling over his feminized body.

Mark reached down and tried to tug the hem of the dress lower, desperate to hide the chastity cage and the "property of Charlene" tattoo above it. Charlene laughed at his futile efforts.

"The party starts soon," she said, watching him struggle. "And you agreed to the bet, remember?" She jingled the keys between her breasts. “You have to do my bidding downstairs"

Charlene's thighs pressed together as she stared at the finished product standing before her. Her latex uniform creaked with each shallow breath, and the heat between her legs had become unbearable.

The sight of Mark transformed—blonde wig, heavy makeup, fake breasts, pink dress, tattoos, chastity cage, and now the pink plug nestled between his cheeks—pushed her dangerously close to the edge. Her clit throbbed against the thin strip of latex covering her pussy.

She bit her lip hard, fighting the urge to touch herself, knowing one brush of her fingers would send her over. A small whimper escaped her throat as she clenched around nothing, her body trembling on the brink of a hands-free orgasm just from the visual of her completely feminized husband.

"You also have to do what I say tonight," she managed, her voice husky with barely contained lust. "Every single command. No hesitation."

Mark stood rigid in the center of the room, his perspective narrowing to the overwhelming reality of his situation. The heavy silicone breasts pulled constantly at his clamped nipples, the ache radiating through his chest with every breath.

The pink dress barely covered anything, the hem riding up to expose the humiliating tattoos on his ass and thighs. His fingers—adorned with long pink gel nails—twitched uselessly at his sides, unable to reach down and adjust anything without drawing more attention to his predicament.

The chastity cage felt tighter than ever, his trapped cock straining against the pink steel as constant precum leaked from the tip. His balls ached with a deep, persistent throb that had built over days of denial.

The pink butt plug shifted inside him with the slightest movement, pressing against sensitive spots that made his caged cock twitch and leak even more. Every step sent the bells on his pink heels jingling, a constant humiliating reminder of his feminization.

He couldn't back out. The bet was clear, his consent given freely. The keys hanging between Charlene's breasts sealed his fate until after Halloween. He had to get through tonight—through the party, through whatever she demanded of him, through the stares and whispers he knew would come.

The thought made his face burn beneath the heavy makeup, but his body betrayed him with another pulse of arousal that made the cage feel even smaller.

Mark shifted his weight, the plug moving deeper, and a soft gasp escaped his glossy lips. Charlene smiled at the sound, her own arousal evident in the way her chest heaved and her thighs trembled. She was so close to coming just from looking at him, and they both knew the night had only just begun.

Charlene's latex-gloved fingers tightened around the riding crop handle. She stepped behind him and brought the leather tip down in a series of light, deliberate taps across each cheek of his exposed ass. The crop kissed the fresh tattoos—'spank me' and 'use me'—leaving faint pink marks that made the words stand out even more.

"Get comfy in those shoes, sweetie," she murmured, each tap punctuated by the soft jingle of the bells on his pink heels. "You're going to be wearing them all night."

Mark tried to obey. He shifted his weight, the tall heels forcing his calves to flex and his plugged ass to clench around the intrusion. The first step sent the bells ringing loudly. The second made him wobble, the silicone breasts bouncing heavily on his chest, pulling at the nipple clamps until he gasped.

He stumbled forward, catching himself on the vanity, the hem of the pink dress riding up to flash the humiliating ink across his thighs and ass.

Charlene watched every clumsy movement, her breath quickening. The sight of him struggling in the heels, the plug shifting visibly between his cheeks, the chastity cage leaking a steady drip onto the carpet—it pushed her over. Her thighs locked together.

A sharp, helpless whimper escaped her throat as her body convulsed in a small, sudden orgasm. The latex between her legs grew slick and warm. Her knees trembled. She had to grab the doorframe to stay upright, eyes squeezed shut while the pleasure rolled through her.

The doorbell rang downstairs.

Mark froze mid-stumble, one heel lifted, bells still faintly jingling. His face burned crimson beneath the heavy makeup, the blush spreading down his neck and across his chest. He stared at Charlene in the mirror, wide-eyed, silently begging.

She straightened slowly, still flushed and breathing hard from her hands-free climax. A satisfied smile curved her lips.

"It's time to welcome our guest, sweetie," she said, voice husky. "Let's go show them what a good little sissy maid you are."

Mark's blush deepened to a furious scarlet. He knew this was only the beginning—her plan to take complete control of their relationship had just entered its next stage, and there was no going back.


Chapter Ten

Mark's knees trembled as he took the first step down the staircase. The pink heels forced his posture into an awkward, swaying gait that made his fake breasts bounce heavily against the clamps.

Every click of the heels against the wooden stairs sent a sharp jolt through his calves and thighs. The bells on his shoes chimed with each movement, the sound echoing through the quiet house like a humiliating announcement of his approach.

Charlene followed close behind, riding crop still in hand, watching the way the short pink dress rode up with every step. The hem barely covered the lower curve of his ass, and the white stockings with pink ribbons drew attention to the exposed skin above them.

The butt plug shifted inside him with each downward step, pressing against his prostate and making his caged cock twitch uselessly against the steel.

Halfway down, Mark tried to adjust his balance and nearly lost it. His hand shot out to grip the banister, the long pink gel nails scraping against the wood. The movement made the silicone tits pull harder on his nipples, sending a sharp sting through his chest that traveled straight to his locked cock. A fresh bead of precum leaked from the cage and dripped onto the step below.

By the time he reached the bottom, his legs were shaking so badly he had to pause and steady himself. The heels clicked loudly on the hardwood floor as he took the final few steps toward the front door. Each click felt like another nail in the coffin of his masculinity. The bells rang constantly now, a constant reminder of how ridiculous he looked.

He stopped directly in front of the door, breathing hard. His hands immediately went to the hem of the pink maid dress, tugging it downward as far as it would go. The fabric stretched but refused to cover more than a few inches below his cage.

The head of the pink steel prison remained visible, along with the humiliating tattoo above it. The butt plug's base pressed against the crotchless thong, impossible to hide.

He pulled harder, desperate to cover himself, but the dress was designed to be short. It rode back up the moment he released it, flashing the words "spank me" and "use me" tattooed across his ass cheeks.

The soft feminine clothes against his hairless skin felt electric. The satin lining of the dress whispered against his thighs. The lace trim of the stockings brushed his legs with every tiny movement. The thong's thin straps dug into his hips while leaving his plugged ass completely exposed.

Even the heavy silicone breasts, despite the discomfort of the clamps, sent constant stimulation through his nipples. His entire body felt hypersensitive, every nerve ending alive and screaming for attention. The floral perfume Charlene had sprayed on him earlier mixed with the scent of his own arousal, creating a heady combination that made his head spin.

His cock strained desperately against the pink steel, trying to harden, trying to escape. The cage held firm, crushing his erection before it could form. The pressure built and built with nowhere to go. His balls ached, swollen and tender from days of denial.

Every brush of fabric, every shift of the plug, every jingle of the bells sent fresh waves of frustrated need through him. He had never been this turned on in his entire life. The humiliation only made it worse—better. His face burned crimson beneath the heavy makeup, but his body betrayed him completely, leaking steadily, trembling with need.

Charlene stepped up behind him and pressed the riding crop lightly against the small of his back, right above the "Charlene's bitch" tattoo. She leaned in close, her latex uniform creaking softly.

"Look at you," she whispered, voice thick with arousal. "Shaking like a leaf. So fucking pretty. So fucking mine."

Mark couldn't speak. His throat felt tight. The doorbell rang again, louder this time, and his whole body jerked at the sound. The bells on his heels chimed wildly. His hands flew back to the dress hem, tugging uselessly, trying to hide what couldn't be hidden. The plug shifted again inside him. His caged cock throbbed. His nipples burned. His skin felt like it was on fire beneath the soft, feminine clothing.

Charlene's free hand slid around his waist and gave his trapped balls a gentle squeeze through the dress. Mark whimpered, the sound high and feminine.

"Time to answer the door, sweetie," she said, pressing a kiss to his neck just below the blonde wig. "Let's show them what a good little sissy maid you are."

Charlene stood just behind Mark, her latex uniform creaking as she watched his trembling fingers reach for the doorknob. The moment the door swung open, the hallway filled with the sound of laughter—loud, genuine, and completely unrestrained.

"Holy shit, what the fuck is this?" Jake's voice boomed first, his eyes going wide before a grin split his face. Behind him, Sarah, Mike, and Lisa crowded in the doorway, all of them staring at the pink sissy maid standing frozen in front of them.

Mark's face went crimson beneath the heavy makeup. His hands flew down again, desperately tugging at the hem of his dress, but it only made the bells on his heels jingle louder. The pink steel cage remained just below the hem. The white stockings with pink ribbons framed his exposed thighs, and every tiny movement made the fake breasts bounce against the nipple clamps.

"Oh my god," Sarah gasped, covering her mouth but unable to hide her laughter. "Mark? Is that actually you?"

"Look at those tits!" Mike pointed, already pulling out his phone. "And the makeup—Jesus, those lips are bigger than Charlene's."

"Sissy maid Mark," Jake announced, stepping inside and circling him like he was examining a museum exhibit. "Never thought I'd see the day our big tough guy was dressed like a fucking doll."

Charlene felt her pussy clench hard at the sight. Her alpha husband—the man who used to brag about being the man of the house—stood there shaking, his legs barely holding him up in those ridiculous pink heels. The humiliation radiating off him was palpable, and it sent a rush of wet heat between her thighs.

"Come on in, everyone," she said, her voice steady despite the arousal making her knees weak. "Meet my new maid for the night. She goes by whatever name I give her, but right now she's just 'bitch.'"

"Charlene's bitch," Lisa read aloud from the tattoo on his lower back, snapping a photo. "Oh, this is gold. Turn around, sissy—let me get the full view."

Mark's mouth opened but no words came out. He tried to speak, tried to form some kind of protest or explanation, but all that escaped was a strangled whimper. His hands kept tugging at the dress hem, pulling it down only for it to spring back up, flashing the words "spank me" and "use me" tattooed across his ass cheeks.

"Look at him blushing," Jake laughed, taking his own photo from a low angle that clearly captured the chastity cage and the base of the butt plug. "He's actually getting off on this, isn't he? Look at that little cage—it's leaking."

Charlene's breath caught. She could see the precum dripping from the pink steel, could see how Mark's caged cock twitched with every cruel comment. The plug inside him shifted with every nervous movement, and she knew exactly how full and desperate it made him feel.

"Crossdresser Mark," Mike said, grinning as he recorded a short video. "This is going in the group chat. No way this stays between us."

Sarah stepped closer and reached out to flick one of the bells on his heels. The chime rang out clearly. "Don't document how pretty you look? What a good little maid you make?"

Charlene pressed her thighs together as another wave of pleasure built. Watching these people—their friends—reduce her husband to a trembling, stuttering mess was pushing her over the edge. His alpha persona had completely shattered. The man who used to dominate conversations now stood mute, unable to form coherent sentences, his face burning with shame while his body betrayed him completely.

"I—I didn't—" Mark stuttered, his long pink nails fidgeting with the dress. "The bet—it was just—"

"Just what?" Lisa interrupted, taking another photo of his tattooed hamstrings. "Just a fun little game? And now you're Charlene's property for the night? Look at this—'sissy' on one leg, 'maid' on the other. She really planned this out."

"He agreed to it, consented to all of it" Charlene said, her voice thick with arousal. She stepped forward and ran her riding crop along Mark's jaw, tilting his face up so everyone could see the full bimbo makeup. "He knew exactly what he was signing up for. Didn't you, sweetie?"

Mark's eyes were glassy with humiliation. He nodded once, and replied “Yes, I consented to this”.

"Good girl," Charlene purred, and the group erupted in fresh laughter.

"Girl," Jake repeated, shaking his head. "Fuck, that's perfect. Our boy Mark is officially a girl now."

Charlene felt the orgasm building fast. Her latex-covered thighs pressed together as she watched Mark's shoulders hunch, trying to make himself smaller, trying to disappear. The bells on his heels chimed with every nervous shift of his weight.

The plug moved inside him, pressing against his prostate, keeping him constantly on edge. His caged cock leaked steadily, a thin string of precum dangling from the pink steel.

"Can we touch?" Sarah asked, already reaching out to squeeze one of the fake breasts. The nipple clamp shifted under the pressure, and Mark gasped—a high, feminine sound that made Charlene's pussy spasm.

"Be my guest," Charlene said, her voice barely steady. "She's here to serve tonight. Whatever you want."

Mike grabbed Mark's chin, turning his face side to side to examine the makeup. "The eyebrows are plucked. The lashes are fake. This is commitment. How long did this take, sissy?"

"H-hours," Mark whispered, his voice cracking.

"Hours of sitting there like a good little doll while your wife turned you into this," Lisa said, snapping another photo. "And you just let her. Look at you now—dressed like a slut, locked up, plugged, and serving drinks at your own party."

Charlene bit her lip hard as the orgasm crashed through her. Her latex uniform creaked as her body tensed, her bare breasts heaving in the cutout. She watched her husband—her once-dominant, macho husband—stand there completely broken, surrounded by their laughing friends, unable to do anything but take it. The humiliation was total. The control was absolute.

And she had never been more turned on in her life.

Charlene leaned against the wall, arms folded beneath her latex-covered breasts, watching the small group of friends circle Mark like sharks. Jake kept snapping photos from every angle while Sarah and Lisa compared the tattoos on his thighs and ass, reading the words aloud with mocking delight. Mike had already sent a short video to the group chat, the sound of Mark’s stuttering voice playing back for everyone to hear.

Mark stood frozen in the center of the room, the pink sissy maid dress riding up with every nervous shift of his weight. The bells on his heels chimed softly whenever he tried to adjust his stance.

His caged cock leaked steadily, a thin strand of precum dangling from the pink steel. The plug inside him pressed against his prostate, keeping him constantly on edge, his body betraying him with every humiliating comment.

"Look at those fake tits bounce," Jake laughed, reaching out to flick one of the silicone breasts. The nipple clamp shifted beneath the dress, and Mark gasped—a high, feminine sound that made everyone laugh harder. "He actually paid money for those clamps?"

"Charlene bought them," Lisa corrected, snapping another photo. "She planned this whole thing. Look at the earrings—'sissy' on both sides. This is a next-level commitment."

Charlene felt another rush of wetness between her thighs. Watching their friends reduce her once-macho husband to a trembling, blushing mess was pushing her closer to the edge again. His alpha persona had completely shattered.

The man who used to dominate conversations now stood mute, unable to form coherent sentences, his face burning with shame while his body leaked and twitched.

The doorbell rang again.

Mark’s entire body went rigid. His eyes widened behind the heavy makeup, and he looked at Charlene with pure panic. She smiled slowly, reaching into the pocket of her latex skirt.

"You know what to do," she said, her voice calm and commanding. "Part of our agreement. You answer the door to everyone tonight."

"Charlene, please," Mark whispered, his voice cracking.

She pulled out her phone and tapped the screen. The plug inside him roared to life, vibrating hard against his prostate. Mark’s knees buckled. A strangled moan escaped his painted lips as his caged cock jerked, another thick bead of precum covering the cage. The bells on his heels chimed wildly as he stumbled.

"Go," she ordered, pressing the button again to increase the intensity. "Now."

Mark’s legs shook as he turned toward the door. Every step made the plug vibrate deeper, the bells ringing with each shaky movement. His hands trembled as he reached for the doorknob, the long pink nails clicking against the metal. He pulled the door open, and his sister Mei stood there with her husband behind her.

Mei’s mouth dropped open. Her eyes went wide, scanning the pink dress, the blonde wig, the heavy makeup, the exposed chastity cage, the tattoos, the fake breasts. Her husband burst out laughing—loud, genuine, and completely unrestrained.

"Holy shit," he said, doubling over. "Mark? Is that you? What the fuck happened?"

Mark’s face went crimson beneath the foundation and blush. His mouth opened, but nothing came out at first. The vibrating plug kept him on edge, his body trembling, his caged cock leaking. He tried to speak, tried to form words, but all that escaped was a high, stuttering whimper.

"W-welcome," he finally managed, his voice cracking. "To—to our Halloween—Halloween party."

Mei stepped inside slowly, still staring. "Mark… you look… Jesus. Those are real tattoos? And the cage? Charlene, what did you do to him?"

"He lost a bet," Charlene said, stepping forward with a smile. "And now he’s my maid for the night. Say hello properly, bitch."

Mark’s hands fidgeted with the hem of his dress, trying to pull it down over the cage. It only made the bells chime louder. "H-hello," he stuttered, his voice barely above a whisper. "I’m—I’m Charlene’s—Charlene’s maid."

Mei’s husband was still laughing, pulling out his phone. "This is going in the family group chat. No way this stays quiet. Look at those earrings—'sissy' on both sides. And the tits? Those are huge."

Mark’s knees shook. The vibrating plug pressed harder, and he bit his painted lip to keep from moaning. His caged cock twitched visibly, another string of precum dangling. The humiliation was total. His sister, his brother-in-law, their friends—all of them staring, laughing, taking photos of him in the pink sissy maid outfit, locked and plugged and completely exposed.

Charlene watched from behind, her latex uniform creaking as she pressed her thighs together. Another orgasm built fast. Watching her alpha husband reduced to a stuttering, blushing, leaking mess in front of their friends and family was pushing her over the edge. His embarrassment fed her arousal, and she knew the night was only beginning.

"Come on in," she said, her voice thick with pleasure. "The party’s just getting started. And our maid here is ready to serve."


Chapter Eleven

Charlene turned to Mark with a triumphant grin, her latex uniform creaking as she shifted her weight. "There's a tray in the kitchen with drinks and snacks. Bring it around and offer it to our guests."

Mark swallowed hard, his painted lips parting as if to protest, but the words died in his throat. He had consented to this. The bet was binding, and every command from her was law tonight. His heels clicked against the floor as he turned toward the kitchen, the vibrating plug still buzzing inside him, sending constant pulses against his prostate.

The bells on his pink heels chimed with every shaky step, drawing more laughter from the growing crowd.

He returned moments later with the silver tray balanced in both hands. The pink sissy maid dress barely covered anything, riding up with each movement to expose the cage and the humiliating tattoos.

His fake breasts bounced heavily with every step, the nipple clamps tugging beneath the fabric. The tray held an assortment of cocktails and finger foods, but his hands trembled so badly the glasses rattled.

"Drinks? Snacks?" he managed, his voice high and unsteady.

Jake immediately grabbed a beer, smirking. "Look at those tits jiggle. You practicing for the pageant, sissy?"

Sarah leaned in close, snapping another photo. "Those tattoos are perfect. 'Property of Charlene' right above that little cage. Did you pick them out yourself?"

Lisa pointed at his exposed ass as he bent to offer the tray. "Spank me? Use me? God, Mark, you're really leaning into this."

Mike chuckled, reaching out to flick one of the hoop earrings. "Sissy on both sides. Subtle."

One of Charlene's female friends, Rachel, tilted her head and pointed at the silver chain resting between Charlene's breasts. "I think I know what those keys around your neck are for, Charlene."

Charlene gave her a slow wink, her thighs pressing together as another wave of arousal soaked her latex panties. Mark's face burned crimson beneath the heavy makeup. His caged cock strained harder than ever, the pink steel biting into his trapped flesh as precum leaked steadily from the tiny slit. The vibrating plug pulsed again, and his knees nearly buckled.

The doorbell rang once more.

Mark set the tray down on the kitchen counter with shaking hands, his breath coming in short gasps. The plug continued its relentless rhythm inside him, keeping him on edge, desperate, humiliated.

He turned back toward the front door, his heels clicking, bells chiming, the pink dress riding up with every step. His fake breasts bounced, the nipple clamps sending sharp sparks through his chest. The tattoos on his thighs, ass, and back felt like brands under everyone's eyes.

He reached for the doorknob, trembling, already knowing the next wave of laughter and photos awaited him. His cock throbbed uselessly in its cage, the plug vibrating deeper, and he opened the door to whatever fresh humiliation waited on the other side.

Charlene stood in the center of the living room like a queen surveying her court, the glossy black latex of her police uniform creaking softly with every breath. The silver keys between her breasts caught the light as she watched Mark shuffle toward the front door again, his pink heels chiming with each unsteady step.

The moment he pulled the door open, a fresh wave of laughter erupted from the costumed guests on the porch. Jake and his girlfriend stood there dressed as a vampire and a witch, their mouths falling open before splitting into wide grins.

"Holy shit, Mark!" Jake doubled over, pointing at the bouncing silicone tits straining against the tiny maid dress. "Those are some serious knockers!"

His girlfriend snapped a photo immediately, the flash lighting up Mark's heavily made-up face. "Turn around, babe, I need that tattoo shot. 'Charlene's bitch'—priceless!"

Mark's cheeks burned crimson beneath the layers of foundation and blush. He stepped aside to let them in, the bells on his heels ringing with every movement. The pink dress rode up with each step, exposing the cage and the humiliating tattoos on his thighs.

His fake breasts bounced heavily, the nipple clamps sending sharp sparks of sensation through his chest with every bounce.

"Look at him serving everyone," Sarah called from the couch, already three drinks deep in her devil costume. "Charlene, you really trained him in good."

Charlene felt another orgasm building as she watched her husband being photographed and teased by their friends. Her latex panties were soaked through, her clit throbbing against the slick material. She pressed her thighs together and came silently, her body shuddering as she maintained her composed expression.

The house was filling up fast. More guests arrived in waves—zombies, superheroes, sexy nurses, and cowboys. Each new arrival brought fresh laughter and phone cameras as Mark answered the door, offering drinks from his silver tray while his caged cock strained and leaked. The vibrating plug pulsed steadily inside him, keeping him on edge, desperate, humiliated.

"Those tits look so real," one of Charlene's coworkers commented, reaching out to cup one of the silicone breasts. "How do they stay on?"

"Nipple clamps," Charlene answered smoothly, her voice carrying across the room. "They pull every time he moves."

Mark's face went even redder as more photos were taken. The tattoo on his lower back was clearly visible when he bent to offer snacks—"Charlene's bitch" in bold letters that everyone could read.

His work friend Mary arrived with her husband, both of them stopping dead in the doorway when they saw him.

"Mark?" Mary blinked, then burst out laughing. "Oh my god, what happened to you?"

Charlene came again as she watched her husband serve drinks to his own work friend, the humiliation written across his painted face. His cock was harder than it had ever been inside the pink steel cage, the metal biting into his swollen flesh as precum dripped steadily from the tiny slit. The plug vibrated against his prostate with each step, making his knees weak.

"He's found his place," Charlene announced to the room, raising her glass. "Right where he belongs—serving me and our guests like the good little sissy maid he is."

The crowd cheered and laughed, more phones coming out to capture the moment. Mark stood frozen in the center of it all, his fake breasts heaving with each shallow breath, the nipple clamps tugging mercilessly, his caged cock throbbing uselessly, the plug pulsing inside him. He had never been more humiliated, more exposed, more desperately aroused.

Charlene watched him with hungry eyes, another orgasm building as she realized this night would change everything. She had won completely—her alpha husband reduced to a trembling, leaking, feminized mess in front of everyone they knew. The keys between her breasts felt heavy with power, and she knew this was only the beginning.

The glass slipped from Mark's trembling fingers and shattered against the hardwood floor, sending shards skittering across the room. He froze for a split second before bending at the waist to gather the pieces, the short pink maid dress riding up completely over his ass.

"Oh my fucking god," one of Charlene's friends, a tall woman in a nurse costume, burst out laughing. "Look at that! 'Use me' and 'spank me' right there on his cheeks. And is that a plug? Jesus, Charlene, you really went all out."

The woman stepped closer, phone already raised. "Are those tattoos real? They look so authentic."

Charlene's laugh rang out across the room as she watched Mark's face burn crimson. "Not yet," she called back, her voice thick with satisfaction. "But I reckon he'll beg me to give him the real things soon enough."

Mark's entire body flushed darker as he stayed bent over, the plug shifting inside him with every small movement. His caged cock throbbed, straining against the pink metal bars while fresh precum dripped steadily onto the floor. The nipple clamps tugged harder as his fake breasts swung forward, sending sharp sparks of sensation through his chest.

"Look at him," another guest called out. "He's leaking like crazy."

Charlene felt another orgasm building as she watched her husband remain bent over, too humiliated to straighten up while everyone stared at his exposed ass and the humiliating tattoos.

Her latex uniform creaked as she shifted, her thighs pressing together as the climax rolled through her silently. She bit her lip, savoring the power coursing through her veins.

"Stand up, sweetie," she commanded, her voice carrying across the room. "Show everyone how much you love your new look."

Mark slowly straightened, his face a mask of shame and desperate arousal. His cock had never been harder inside the cage, his balls aching with need, the plug pulsing steadily against his prostate. Every eye in the room was on him, phones recording, laughter echoing off the walls.

He had never been so embarrassed and humiliated in his entire life, and yet his cock betrayed him. He consented to all of it.

Charlene smiled as she watched him, knowing this moment would define their marriage forever. She had won completely, and Mark's cock betrayed just how much his body seemed to crave the control and humiliation he was experiencing.


Chapter Twelve

The party noise swelled around Mark as another wave of guests arrived, their eyes immediately locking onto the exposed pink steel chastity cage swinging between his thighs and the black base of the plug nestled between his spread cheeks. A cluster of Charlene's friends circled him like lions, phones already recording.

"Holy shit, look at that cage," one woman laughed, pointing directly at his trapped cock. "That thing is tiny! Charlene, where did you even find something that small?"

"Online," Charlene replied smoothly, her latex creaking as she shifted. "Custom made for pathetic little sissies."

Another friend, a blonde in a devil costume, leaned in closer. "We need to get these for our boyfriends. Look how well-behaved he is."

Her boyfriend snorted from across the room. "Not a fucking chance."

"That's what they all say," another woman called out, "until they see how obedient this one is."

Mark stood frozen in the center of the circle, his face burning scarlet beneath the heavy makeup. His lips trembled as he tried to form words, but only a pathetic whimper escaped. The plug shifted inside him with every nervous twitch, pressing against his prostate and forcing more precum to drip from the cage's tiny opening.

"Your makeup is actually really good," someone complimented, reaching out to touch his blonde wig. "Those lashes are insane."

"Th-thank you," Mark managed to stutter, his voice cracking. The words felt foreign on his tongue, and fresh humiliation washed over him as he realized how feminine he sounded.

"Such a good little maid," another guest praised, holding out an empty glass. "Refill this for me, sweetie."

Mark's hands shook as he took the glass, the bells on his heels chiming with each unsteady step toward the kitchen. Every movement made the plug press deeper, the chastity cage swinging heavier, the fake breasts bouncing against his chest. The temporary tattoos stretched across his skin felt like brands, marking him as property for everyone to see.

Charlene watched from her position by the bar, her thighs pressing together as another orgasm built. The sight of her formerly alpha husband reduced to this trembling, stuttering mess sent electricity through her body.

His cock strained uselessly in the pink cage, leaking constantly, while his ass clenched around the plug with every step. She could see the desperation in his eyes, the way his body betrayed him even as his mind screamed with embarrassment.

"Look at him, serve everyone," she heard someone say. "He's actually good at this."

Mark returned with the refilled glass, his face crimson as he handed it over with shaking hands. "H-here you go," he whispered, barely audible over the party noise.

"Good girl," the guest praised, and Mark's entire body shuddered at the words.

Charlene's orgasm crashed through her as she watched him accept the praise, his caged cock twitching. This was her moment. Her husband was broken, emasculated, and completely under her control.

The night was just perfect, and she knew Mark would never be the same after this. Her alpha husband was gone, replaced by this perfect, humiliated sissy maid who would serve her every whim from now on.

The camera flashes popped one after another as Charlene arranged everyone into a tight group shot. Mark stood dead center, his manicured fingers desperately cupped over the pink steel cage, but the pose only made the rest of him more obvious.

The heavy silicone tits jutted forward, the tiny pink maid dress barely covered the top of his ass, and the black plug base remained fully visible between his spread cheeks. His blonde wig framed a face painted in thick makeup, and the temporary tattoos stood out clearly on his smooth skin.

"Everyone smile!" someone called. The shutter clicked repeatedly, capturing Mark frozen in place, hands trembling, cheeks burning scarlet beneath the blush. Charlene stood beside him in her latex police uniform, one arm draped possessively around his waist, her fingers resting on the garter strap.

She felt another orgasm building just from the sight of him immortalized like this—her former alpha husband reduced to a photographed sissy maid for everyone to see.

"Perfect," Charlene purred as the photos were passed around. "Now everyone has proof of what a good little maid he is."

The party began to wind down. Guests started gathering their things, and Charlene gave Mark a sharp look. "Coats and bags, sweetie. Be quick about it."

Charlene caught his wrist before he could step away. "Do you still consent to all this?" she asked.

Mark swallowed hard, lips shiny with spit, throat raw. "Yes, I consent. These were the terms of the bet and I will honour them."

Mark scurried to the coat rack, his heels chiming with every step. The plug shifted inside him as he bent to retrieve purses and jackets, forcing more precum to drip from the cage. He carried armloads of items to the front door, his fake breasts bouncing heavily with each movement.

One couple approached first. The woman took her coat from his shaking hands, then reached out to straighten his wig. "Thanks for being such a good sissy maid tonight," she said loudly. "You really know how to serve."

Her boyfriend laughed as he shrugged into his jacket. "Look at those nails. How long did that take?"

Mark's voice cracked as he tried to answer. "I-I don't... th-thank you for coming."

Another group followed, a cluster of Charlene's friends who had spent the night teasing him relentlessly. They lined up at the door, each one taking their turn to humiliate him further.

"Night, sissy," one woman said, patting his cheek. "Make sure you curtsy for us."

Mark's knees bent automatically, the bells on his heels jingling as he dipped into an awkward curtsy. "G-good night," he whispered.

"Say it louder, maid," Charlene commanded from behind him.

"G-good night, everyone," Mark managed, his voice carrying across the room. Fresh laughter rippled through the departing guests.

A man Mark barely knew leaned in close as he took his coat. "Those tattoos are something else. 'Use me' on your ass? Charlene really went all out."

Mark could only nod, his hands still trying to cover the cage even though everyone had already seen everything. The door opened and closed repeatedly as people filed out, each one pausing to deliver one final comment.

"Best Halloween party ever," someone called back. "Can't wait to see what she does to him next year."

"Lock that cage tight, Charlene," another friend advised. "He's not getting out anytime soon."

Mark stood at the open door, the cool night air hitting his exposed skin. Every goodbye brought a new wave of embarrassment. His voice grew smaller with each response, his body trembling as the last guests finally departed.

Charlene watched from the living room, her thighs slick with arousal, knowing this night had sealed her complete control over their marriage. Mark remained frozen in the doorway, the evidence of his transformation captured in dozens of photos that would circulate for weeks, his position as her sissy maid now established.

The final couple lingered at the open door, coats already draped over their arms. The woman reached out and gave one of Mark's hoop earrings a playful flick, making the word "sissy" swing visibly.

"Thanks for the entertainment, maid," she said with a wink. "Those photos are going straight into the group chat."

Her partner chuckled, eyes drifting down to where Mark's manicured hands still tried to shield the pink cage. "Don't forget to curtsy."

Mark's knees bent automatically, the bells on his heels chiming as he dipped low. The movement forced the plug deeper, a fresh bead of precum sliding down his thigh and soaking into the white stocking.

"G-good night," he managed, voice barely above a whisper.

They laughed all the way down the driveway. The door clicked shut behind them, leaving the house suddenly quiet except for the soft creak of latex as Charlene shifted her weight.

She stood in the middle of the living room with her arms crossed beneath her breasts, the keys dangling between them catching the light. A slow, satisfied smile spread across her face as she surveyed the wreckage of the party and the trembling sissy maid still frozen by the door.

"Well done, sweetie," she said, her tone dripping with mock sweetness. "Everyone had such a wonderful time. Now clean this mess up before you come upstairs. The bedroom part of our deal starts the moment you're finished."

Mark turned slowly, his cheeks burning beneath the thick layer of blush. Every step toward the scattered glasses and plates sent fresh jolts through his body. The heels pinched his feet with each movement, the straps digging into his arches. His calves burned from the unnatural angle, and the stockings clung wetly to his skin where precum had soaked through the thin material.

He bent to retrieve an empty wine glass from the coffee table, and the plug shifted inside him with a deep, pulsing throb that made his trapped cock twitch against the bars of the cage. Another thick string of clear fluid dripped from the tip, splattering against the hardwood floor between his spread legs.

Everyone saw everything, he thought, the humiliation burning hotter than the ache in his feet. My sister. Her husband. All of Charlene's friends. They all have photos. They all know I'm locked in this cage with a plug stretching my ass and fake tits bouncing on my chest.

His cock strained harder against the pink steel, the pressure almost painful. He couldn't understand why the shame made him so desperately turned on, why the memory of their laughter and pointing fingers sent another rush of blood to his trapped erection.

Charlene watched from the stairs, one hand resting on the banister. "Don't forget the kitchen too," she called down. "And make sure you wipe up any little messes you leave behind."

Mark straightened with another glass in his trembling hands, the bells on his heels jingling with every shaky step. The tiny pink dress rode up with each movement, exposing the "use me" tattoo on his right ass cheek and the base of the plug still buried deep inside him.

His mind raced with the weight of what had just happened—his complete exposure, his total submission, the way his body betrayed him by growing harder with every fresh wave of embarrassment.

He had never felt so thoroughly owned, and the realization only made his caged cock throb with renewed, desperate need.

Charlene stood in the center of their bedroom, the latex police uniform still clinging to her like a second skin. The keys between her breasts swayed as she breathed, catching the low light from the bedside lamps.

She reached for the harness first, the heavy black straps sliding through her fingers as she positioned the thick silicone base against her pelvis. The ten-inch dildo hung heavy from the front, already slick with the lube she’d smeared along its length.

She tightened the buckles until the harness sat flush against her hips, the dildo bobbing with each movement, the realistic veins and flared head catching the light.

Tonight he learns exactly who owns him, she thought, running her palm along the shaft. The weight of it pulled at her waist, a constant reminder of what waited downstairs. He’s been leaking and trembling all night, and now he’s going to take every inch while he thanks me for it.

She adjusted the straps one last time, making sure the base pressed firmly against her clit. A slow roll of her hips sent the dildo swinging, and she smiled at the sight of it jutting out from her latex-clad body. The crop still rested on the nightstand beside the flogger and the locking gag. She picked up the crop, tapping it once against her thigh, the sharp sound echoing in the quiet room.

Downstairs, the sound of glass clinking and heels clicking on hardwood told her Mark was still cleaning. She could picture him bent over, the plug shifting inside him, the stockings dark with his own mess.

The image made her pussy throb against the harness. She wanted him to walk in and see her like this—ready, waiting, the biggest cock he’d ever taken was already strapped to her body.

Charlene sat on the edge of the bed, legs spread, the dildo resting against her inner thigh. She reached down and stroked it slowly, imagining how it would feel stretching him open, how his voice would crack when he begged. The keys jingled softly with every movement.

He’s mine now, she thought, a fresh wave of heat flooding between her legs. Completely, permanently mine.

She gave the strap on a long stroke as she heard the jingle of the bells on his heels as he made his way upstairs.


Chapter Thirteen

The bedroom door swung open. Mark’s manicured hand flew to his mouth, pink nails trembling against glossy lips. His eyes locked on the thick black shaft jutting from Charlene’s harness, the ten-inch dildo swaying with every step she took toward him.

Charlene’s latex police uniform creaked softly as she moved. The keys between her breasts glinted, and the heavy silicone cock bounced between her thighs, already glistening with fresh lube. A slow, wicked smile curved her glossy lips.

“Last part of the bet, sweetie,” she said, voice low and husky. “I get to fuck my sissy maid husband exactly how I want. And right now I want that painted mouth wrapped around my cock.”

Mark’s knees nearly buckled. Another clear bead of precum welled at the tiny slit of his pink chastity cage and slid down the steel in a shiny thread.

Charlene reached out, took his trembling hand, and led him forward. She sat on the edge of the bed, legs spread wide, the massive dildo pointing straight at his face. With gentle pressure on his shoulder she guided him down until his stockinged knees met the carpet.

“Kiss the tip,” she whispered.

Mark leaned in. His breath hitched. The flared head was warm and slick. He pressed his glossy pink lips to it, leaving a perfect lipstick print. The scent of latex and lube filled his nose.

He couldn’t believe he was consenting to this, but there was a hunger in him for her cock. After all the humiliation and embarrassment he had experienced tonight, it was like he needed her cock. Like it was his duty to submit to her.

Charlene’s fingers slid into the blonde wig, gripping firmly. “Good girl. Now open.”

She pushed the head past his lips. Mark’s jaw stretched around the thick girth. The dildo slid deeper, dragging over his tongue, forcing his throat to relax. Charlene’s hips rolled forward in a slow thrust, feeding him another inch, then another. Wet, obscene sounds filled the room as she worked the shaft in and out of his painted mouth.

Her free hand dropped between her own thighs, pressing the base of the harness hard against her clit. A sharp gasp escaped her. She watched, transfixed, as lipstick rings marked the black silicone and drool ran down her sissy’s chin.

He’s mine, she thought, hips rolling faster. Completely, permanently mine.

Mark’s eyes watered, but his trapped cock continued to leak, a steady drip soaking the carpet between his spread knees while Charlene used his mouth like the toy she had always wanted him to be. He couldn’t hide how horny this all was.

Charlene’s breath hitched. Her teeth sank into her lower lip, hard enough to leave a mark, as the first wave of her silent orgasm crashed through her. Her thighs trembled around the harness. The base of the thick black dildo pressed tight against her swollen clit, and she ground down on it, riding the pulsing pressure while Mark gagged around the shaft buried in his throat.

She didn’t moan. She didn’t cry out. She simply shuddered, eyes half-lidded, watching her sissy husband choke and drool around ten inches of silicone. Spit ran in thick strings from his stretched lips. The glossy pink lipstick she had painted on him earlier now smeared in messy rings along the length of the dildo, marking every inch he had taken.

“Fuck… look at you,” she whispered, voice hoarse from holding back her sounds. Her fingers tightened in the blonde wig, holding him steady. “My locked little sissy maid. Everyone saw you tonight. Every single person we know watched you prance around in that pink dress, bells jingling on your heels, fake tits bouncing, tattoos on full display. They all know exactly what you are now.”

She pulled his head back just enough for the fat head to rest on his tongue, then thrust forward again, sliding the dildo deep into his throat in one smooth motion.

Mark’s eyes watered, but he consented to this. His throat convulsed around the intrusion. Another thick rope of precum spilled from the tiny opening of his pink chastity cage, dripping steadily onto the carpet between his spread knees.

Charlene’s hips rolled in a steady rhythm, fucking his face with slow, deliberate strokes. The harness rubbed her clit with every movement, keeping her right on the edge of another orgasm. The plug in Mark’s ass buzzed softly, the remote still tucked in her latex pocket, pulsing in time with her thrusts.

“Every friend. Every coworker. Your sister. They all saw the words on your ass—‘spank me,’ ‘use me.’ They saw ‘Charlene’s bitch’ across your lower back. They watched you serve drinks with your locked cock on display and that fat plug stretching you open. And you just stood there and took it. My perfect little humiliated toy. You consented to all of it.”

She pushed deeper, holding him there until his nose pressed against the harness. His throat fluttered helplessly around the thick shaft. More precum leaked from the cage, a steady stream now, soaking the front of his white stockings.

Charlene’s free hand slipped between her own thighs, pressing hard against the base of the dildo. Her second orgasm hit harder than the first. Her body locked up, latex creaking as she trembled through it, still biting her lip to stay silent. Her juices soaked the inside of the harness, dripping down her inner thighs.

She eased the dildo back, letting Mark gasp for air. Strings of spit connected his swollen lips to the glistening shaft. His chest heaved. The plug in his ass pulsed again, and another spurt of precum welled from the cage.

She smiled down at him, eyes dark with satisfaction.

“Swallow it all, maid. This is what you get for losing the bet. This is what you are now—my throat-fucked, ass-plugged, permanently locked sissy. And everyone we love knows it.”

She guided his head forward again, sliding the dildo back between his lips, deeper this time, until his throat opened around it once more. Her hips began to move in slow, steady thrusts, face-fucking him while the plug in his ass kept pulsing and his trapped cock continued to leak helplessly onto the floor.

Charlene eased the thick black dildo from Mark’s throat. Thick strands of spit clung to the shaft and dripped onto his chin as the head popped free. She let the wet silicone rest against his flushed cheek for a moment, then swung it sideways in a sharp slap that left a glistening streak across his skin.

“Open wider, bitch,” she hissed, bringing the dildo down again on the other cheek, the heavy shaft smacking wetly against his face. “My little locked sissy maid.”

She rose to her feet, towering over him in the glossy black latex. The harness still hugged her hips, the dildo jutting out obscenely between her thighs. With one hand she grabbed the blonde wig and hauled him upright, then spun him toward the bed.

Mark stumbled on his pink heels, bells jingling, fake tits bouncing. She shoved him forward until his chest hit the mattress, then yanked both arms behind his back.

The steel cuffs clicked shut around his wrists, cold metal biting into his skin. Charlene pressed her boot between his spread ankles, forcing his legs wider until the pink chastity cage and the base of the buzzing plug were fully exposed.

She reached for the riding crop hanging from her belt. The first strike landed squarely across the tattoo on his left ass cheek—spank me—the leather cracking loud in the quiet room. Mark jerked, a fresh bead of precum welling from the cage and sliding down his thigh.

“You’re my, bitch,” she stated, bringing the crop down again on his ass again. “Do you consent to the terms of our bet?”

“Yes, I consent”, he replied knowing he would consent and honour the terms of their bet.

She rained the crop across both cheeks, striping the humiliating words in red. Each blow made the plug pulse harder inside him, the vibrations climbing in intensity. His trapped cock leaked steadily, a thin stream soaking into the sheets beneath him.

“Everyone saw these words tonight,” she taunted between strikes. “Your sister read them out loud. Your boss took pictures. They all know my sissy maid has ‘Charlene’s bitch’ tattooed across his back and a fat plug stretching his ass open.”

She paused only to drag the leather tip along the cleft of his ass, pressing it against the base of the plug until he whimpered. Then the crop fell again, harder, across the word property of Charlene just above his cage.

Mark’s thighs trembled. Another thick rope of precum spilled from the pink steel, dripping onto the floor. Charlene leaned down, lips brushing his ear.

“Keep leaking for me, maid. We’re not done yet.”

Charlene brought the crop down again, the leather cracking across the tattooed word spank me on his left cheek. "Naughty girl," she purred, striking the opposite cheek where “use me” was inked into his skin. "My naughty little girl who loves getting her ass striped in front of everyone."

Mark's body jerked with each blow. The fake tits bounced and tugged at his clamped nipples, sending sharp jolts of pain straight to his locked cock. The pink steel cage remained painfully full, his shaft swollen and throbbing against the unyielding metal after weeks of denial. Every strike made the heavy breasts swing and pull harder on the clamps.

"My bitch," she hissed, landing three rapid strikes across both cheeks. "My locked-up bitch who served drinks all night with a plug in her ass and everyone knowing exactly what she is."

She paused, letting the crop rest against his burning skin. Mark heard the soft pop of a cap opening, followed by the wet squelch of thick lube being squeezed onto silicone. Charlene's fingers, now slick and cool, pressed between his spread cheeks.

She worked the lube around his plugged hole in slow circles, then eased two fingers inside alongside the vibrating toy, stretching him open while the plug continued its relentless buzzing.

"Look at you," she whispered, leaning close until her lips brushed his ear. "Rock hard in that cage after weeks locked up. These big tits jiggling every time I whip you. Your little clit dripping all over my sheets." Her fingers pumped deeper, spreading the lube thoroughly inside him. "It's time for me to show you who the alpha in this relationship really is."

She withdrew her fingers and positioned the thick head of the ten-inch strap-on against his well-lubed hole, letting him feel the size of it before she pushed forward.


Chapter Fourteen

Charlene pressed the thick head of the strap-on against his stretched hole, letting the weight of it rest there for a moment. She slapped his right cheek hard, the sound sharp in the quiet room.

"Do you still consent to the bet? Do you still consent to me being the boss tonight?"

Mark's fingers clutched at the sheets. His voice came out shaky but clear. "Yes. I consent."

She pushed forward. The head breached him slowly, stretching the ring of muscle wider around the slick silicone. Mark groaned into the mattress, his caged cock twitching uselessly. Another slap landed on his left cheek, harder this time.

"Louder."

"Yes! I consent!"

Charlene drove another inch inside. The curved shaft pressed against his prostate, making his trapped cock leak a steady stream of clear fluid that dripped onto the sheets. She gave him two more inches, then paused, letting him adjust to the thickness filling him.

"Open wide," she ordered.

She reached for the black dildo gag on the nightstand. Mark opened his mouth obediently, consenting to this. She slid the thick rubber shaft between his lips, pressing it deep until the base rested against his teeth. The locking strap went around his head, the buckle clicking shut at the back of his skull. He was completely silenced now, drooling around the gag.

Charlene gripped his hips and thrust forward, sinking another three inches into his ass in one smooth motion. Mark's whole body jerked. The fake tits swung beneath him, the nipple clamps pulling tight with every movement.

She pulled back halfway, then drove in again, establishing a rhythm. Each thrust went deeper than the last.

"My bitch," she growled, slapping his ass again. "My locked-up slut." Another thrust, harder. "My sissy maid who takes whatever I give her."

Mark moaned around the gag, the sound muffled and desperate. His cock strained against the pink steel cage, leaking constantly now. The sheets beneath him were already damp with his arousal.

Charlene adjusted her stance and drove the full ten inches home in one long thrust. The harness pressed flush against his burning cheeks. Mark's muffled moan vibrated through the gag as she bottomed out inside him.

She held there for a moment, letting him feel every inch buried in his ass. Then she started fucking him in earnest—long, deep strokes that pulled almost all the way out before slamming back in. The wet sound of the strap-on moving in and out of his lubed hole filled the room.

"That's it," she panted. "Take every inch like the sissy you are." Her hips snapped forward again and again. "My property. My toy. My fuckhole."

Mark's moans grew louder around the gag with each thrust. His body rocked forward on the bed, the bells on his heels jingling with every movement. The chastity cage remained painfully tight around his swollen cock, denying him any real release while Charlene used him exactly as she pleased.

She reached down and grabbed a handful of his blonde wig, pulling his head back as she pounded into him. "This is what you agreed to," she reminded him, her voice thick with arousal. "This is what you consented to."

The strap-on disappeared completely inside him with every thrust now, the harness slapping against his marked cheeks. Mark's muffled sounds grew more orgasmic, his body trembling as she claimed him completely.

Mark's body jolted forward, his caged cock swinging uselessly beneath him while clear fluid continued to leak from the tiny slit in the pink steel.

She pulled back until only the head remained inside, then slammed forward again. The wet sound of the dildo fucking his lubed hole filled the bedroom. Each thrust forced a muffled moan from around the thick gag strapped between his teeth. Drool ran down his chin and soaked into the sheets.

"Take it, slut," she growled, slapping his right ass cheek hard enough to leave a red handprint over the temporary tattoo. "My sissy maid loves getting fucked like this, doesn't she?"

Mark's fingers twisted in the sheets. The nipple clamps tugged with every movement, sending sharp sparks of pain and pleasure through his fake tits. The bells on his pink heels jingled with each thrust as Charlene pounded into him.

He couldn’t believe he was so turned on by this. He completely consented to this.

She reached down and grabbed a handful of his blonde wig, yanking his head back. "Answer me, bitch."

"Mmmph!" was all he could manage around the thick dildo gag. His muffled sounds only made her thrust harder.

"That's what I thought." She released his wig and brought both hands down on his ass, spanking him in rhythm with her thrusts. "My locked-up whore. My property. My fucktoy."

The keys between her breasts bounced and jingled with every movement, catching the light as her latex-covered tits swayed. The sight of them reminded Mark exactly who held control—his wife, his keyholder, the woman currently buried balls-deep in his ass.

Charlene's first orgasm hit without warning. Her hips stuttered, the strap-on buried to the hilt as her pussy clenched around nothing. She moaned loudly, grinding the base of the harness against her clit while Mark's hole spasmed around the thick shaft. Her thighs trembled against his burning cheeks.

She barely paused before starting up again, fucking him with renewed intensity. "Did you feel that, sissy? Your wife just came from fucking your ass." Another hard slap landed on his left cheek. "And I'm not done with you yet."

Mark's cock strained desperately inside the pink cage, the metal pressing tight against his swollen flesh. Every thrust against his prostate forced more clear fluid to drip from the cage, forming a growing wet spot on the sheets beneath him. He couldn't believe how turned on he was—humiliated, used, completely at her mercy, and harder than he'd ever been in his life.

Charlene grabbed his hips and changed the angle, driving the curved shaft directly into his prostate with each thrust. "Look at you leaking like a broken faucet. My little sissy maid can't stop dripping while I wreck her hole."

She fucked him harder, the wet squelch of the strap-on moving in and out of him growing louder. Mark's moans grew more desperate around the gag, his body rocking forward with each powerful thrust. The fake breasts swung beneath him, the nipple clamps pulling and twisting with every movement.

"My bitch," she panted, slapping his ass again. "My slut. My sissy maid who takes whatever I give her." Another orgasm built in her core as she watched him take every inch. "And you're going to take it all night if I want."

The second orgasm crashed through her harder than the first. She pressed forward, burying the full length inside him as her body shook with pleasure. The keys jingled wildly between her bouncing tits. Mark felt every tremor through the harness pressed against his ass.

She pulled back and started fucking him again immediately, not giving him a moment to recover. Long, deep strokes that pulled almost completely out before slamming back in. The harness slapped against his tender cheeks with each thrust.

"You consented to this," she reminded him, her voice thick with arousal. "You said yes when I asked if you still wanted the bet. Now you're getting exactly what you agreed to."

Mark's muffled moans of pain and pleasure grew louder around the gag as she drove into him relentlessly. His body trembled beneath her, caught between the overwhelming sensation of being fucked and the constant denial of his trapped cock. The chastity cage remained painfully tight, his balls aching with denied release while Charlene used him for her pleasure.

She reached around and grabbed the base of the strap-on, angling it differently as she fucked him with short, hard thrusts that kept constant pressure on his prostate. "Cum for me, sissy. Show me how much you love being my fuckhole."

Mark's whole body seized as the prostate stimulation pushed him over the edge. Clear fluid spurted from the cage in weak pulses, his cock twitching uselessly inside the pink steel while Charlene continued pounding into him. The orgasm was ruined, unsatisfying, leaving him even more desperate and sensitive.

"That's it," she cooed, never slowing her thrusts. "My sissy maid came from getting fucked in the ass. How pathetic. How perfect."

She drove the strap-on home one final time, grinding against him as a third orgasm rolled through her body. The keys between her breasts caught the light with each panting breath. Mark lay beneath her, trembling and used, the full ten inches buried inside him while drool ran down his chin around the locked gag.

He couldn’t believe it as he pushed back into the strap-on, hungry for more of her cock. He didn’t just consent to this, he wanted it with a desire he never thought he would have.

Charlene stayed buried inside him, letting him feel every inch as she caught her breath. Her hands stroked over his burning ass cheeks, tracing the temporary tattoos that marked him as her property.

"We're not done yet," she whispered, pulling back slowly. "The night is just getting started, my little sissy maid."

"This ass belongs to me now," she growled, slapping his right cheek hard. The sound cracked through the bedroom. "My sissy maid's fuckhole. My property."

She set a brutal pace, the harness slapping against his burning cheeks with every thrust. The curved shaft dragged over his prostate on each stroke, forcing more clear fluid to drip from the tiny slit in his pink cage. Mark's muffled moans of pleasure grew louder around the thick dildo gag, drool running down his chin and soaking into the sheets beneath him.

Charlene reached around and grabbed his fake tits, squeezing the heavy silicone while she pounded into him. The nipple clamps tugged with every movement, sending sharp jolts through his chest. "Look at you, taking my cock like a desperate whore. My alpha husband reduced to a leaking sissy maid getting fucked in the ass."

She pulled back until just the head remained inside, then slammed forward again. The wet squelch of the strap-on moving in and out of his stretched hole filled the room. Mark's fingers twisted in the sheets, his body rocking forward with each powerful thrust. The bells on his pink heels jingled wildly.

"I'm going to fuck every drop of cum out of those balls," she promised, reaching down to grab his trapped testicles. She squeezed them firmly while continuing to drive the dildo deep. "Make you cum from getting your ass wrecked."

Charlene pulled back slowly, letting the curved shaft drag over his sensitive prostate one last time. With a wet, obscene sound, the thick head popped free of his stretched hole. The ten-inch dildo glistened with lube as she stepped back, admiring the way his gaping ass twitched and clenched around nothing.

She reached for the pink plug on the nightstand and pressed the tapered tip against his open hole. The silicone slid in easily, stretching him wide before the thickest part popped past his rim. His hole swallowed the plug greedily, the base settling flush against his tattooed cheeks.

Charlene leaned over his trembling body, her latex-covered breasts pressing against his back. Her lips brushed his ear as she whispered, voice husky with satisfaction.

"I am the alpha in this relationship now. Your sissy transformation is only just beginning."

She gave the plug a firm push, seating it deeper inside him. Mark whimpered around the gag, his body shaking with exhaustion and overstimulation. The bells on his pink heels jingled softly as his legs trembled.

Charlene straightened up and unbuckled the harness, letting it drop to the floor. She ran her hands over his marked ass cheeks one more time, tracing the humiliating tattoos that declared him her property.

"Get some rest, sissy maid," she said, giving his plugged ass a light slap. "Tomorrow we start the next stage of your transformation."


Excerpt

This is a sample chapter from the next book in the series.

Charlene drove the black Jeep along the main street of their small town, the tires crunching against the ground. The afternoon sun reflected off storefront windows and the chrome trim of parked cars.

Mark sat beside her, his short black-and-white sissy maid dress barely covering anything. The white apron had ridden up during the drive, leaving the pink steel chastity cage and the tattoo above it completely exposed. His long pink gel nails dug into the seat fabric as another bump sent fresh sensations through his body.

The massive plug inside him shifted with every movement, pressing relentlessly against his prostate. His fake double-F breasts pulled on the nipple clamps with each breath, the metal teeth biting deeper whenever the vehicle slowed or turned.

The pink heels with their tiny bells forced his arches into an unnatural curve, and his feet throbbed from the pressure. White stockings with pink ribbons at the tops clung to his lotion-softened legs, the floral scent mixing with the smell of latex from Charlene's trousers.

Charlene pulled in beside the curb, killed the engine and turned toward him. The keys to the chastity cage rested between her breasts, catching the sunlight. She smiled, that same knowing curve of her lips that had appeared the moment the bet was made.

"You better hurry, sissy," she said. "You don't want to be late for your makeover."

Mark's heart hammered against his ribs. Through the windshield he could see the bright pink sign above the salon door and the silhouettes of stylists moving inside. His caged cock twitched uselessly, another bead of clear fluid leaking from the tiny slit. The plug ground deeper as he shifted in his seat.

Charlene reached over and placed her hand on his bare thigh, just above the stocking top. Her fingers traced the edge of the pink ribbon.

"Before we go in there, I need to hear it from you," she said, her voice dropping lower. "Do you consent to this? To walking into that salon dressed like my locked sissy maid? To letting them see your cage, your plug, your tattoos? To everything I'm going to do to you today?"

Mark's breath caught in his throat. The chastity cage felt tighter as his cock tried to swell inside the pink steel. He could feel every heartbeat pulsing through his trapped shaft, the metal pressing against his sensitive skin. Another thick drop of precum squeezed out and ran down the cage.

"Yes," he whispered, then cleared his throat. "Yes, I consent to this."

His cock throbbed in the chastity cage, the metal clicking as it strained against the unyielding steel. He couldn't deny how much being her locked sissy maid turned him on. The humiliation of sitting there exposed, the weight of the plug grinding against his prostate, the bite of the nipple clamps, the knowledge that everyone inside that salon would see exactly what he'd become—it all made his trapped cock leak steadily.

"I consent to being your sissy maid," he continued, his voice trembling. "I consent to the cage. To the plug. To whatever makeover you want them to give me. I want this."

Charlene's smile widened. She gave his thigh a firm squeeze.

"Good girl," she said. "Now get out and walk in there like the pretty little maid you are. Everyone's going to see exactly what you are now."

Mark's legs trembled as he climbed out of the vehicle and walked over to the salon. The bells on his heels chimed with every small movement. The short dress rode up as he stepped across the sidewalk, exposing the crotchless thong and the tattoos on his ass.

The plug made walking awkward, each step forcing the thick silicone to grind inside him. His fake breasts swayed heavily, the nipple clamps sending constant sparks of sensation through his chest. The chastity cage bounced against his thighs, the lock clicking softly with every stride.

Charlene followed close behind, her boots clicking on the pavement. She placed a hand on the small of his back, right over the "Charlene's bitch" tattoo, and guided him toward the salon door. The chastity keys swayed between her breasts with each step, a constant visual reminder of who held control.

Mark took a deep breath, his chest rising and falling beneath the weight of the fake breasts and the bite of the nipple clamps. He opened the salon door, and stepped inside for whatever makeover Charlene had planned for him.


New Series

Book One of a new Series: The Therapist's Sissy Maid: Becoming Her Locked Sissy Maid introduces 21-year-old virgin David, a shy young man who finds himself helplessly aroused by his dominant therapist Alexandra, who quickly plans to lock him in a chastity cage and transform him into her perfect sissy maid.

Link to Book one of this new series: https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0HJZZX52D
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My Other Books

From Husband to Locked Sissy Maid: Learning to Serve (Book two of this series): https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0HDG84WWZ

From Husband to Locked Sissy Maid: A Sissy Maid Forever (Book three of this series): https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0HGRBY4L5

Hotel Surprise for Cuckold Husband (Book one of a different series): https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0HJ969WVV

The Ghost of Agatha
An older woman/younger man femdom story: https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0HB3Z72YP

Stephen’s Mom (An older woman/younger man femdom story): https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0H95HZ1GL


Please Write a Review

Thank you for reading!

If you enjoyed this book, I'd be so grateful if you'd take a moment to leave a review on Amazon: https://www.amazon.com/review/create-review?asin=B0HC8FHDDZ

Reviews make a huge difference for indie authors like me.

Thank you.

— Orla Ashford
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