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            Halloween

          

        

      

    

    
      I woke up to my dick straining uncomfortably against its chastity cage. These days it didn’t take much for that to happen as it had been two weeks since my wife, Robin, had locked me up.

      I adjusted my cage as I rolled over on my side to look at my phone on my bedside table. It was 9 o’clock in the morning and today was finally the day. Today was Halloween.

      Lately, Robin had been obsessed with Halloween to the point where it seemed as if she couldn’t spare a minute of attention for me, sexually or otherwise. This is was the reason why I had been locked in chastity for two weeks, my longest stint so far.

      I wasn’t sure when she might finally unlock my cage, but I was hoping it might be tonight, when Halloween was finally over. Part of me expected that was why she was keeping me locked so long. So she could easily get me to go along with whatever annoying plans she had made for the day.

      Just thinking about the day ahead of me filled me with dread. As a married and childless man in his mid-30s, I had come to dislike the holiday as it had nothing left to offer me. However,

      Robin had never lost her passion for the day. Every year she would talk about it for months in advanced, planning her costume and decorating our house. And she still loved dressing up in a skimpy costume and going to parties.

      Despite my protests, every year she would also pick me out a costume and drag me out to whatever lame party one of our friends was throwing. Don’t get me wrong, I enjoy drinking with my buddies, but I didn’t see the point in doing it while awkwardly standing around as a low-rent vampire.

      Every time I would try to explain to her that we were too old for Halloween. That it was a holiday for kids and young, horny adults, but she never saw it my way. She loved the creepiness of the day; the witches, warlocks, goblins, and ghosts, the scary stories, and, of course, the costumes.

      My pleas could never penetrate her love for the day and no matter what, she would end up buying herself some slutty outfit to wear. She would tell me that she was going to go out with or without me and it was up to me whether or not other men would hit on her. One year I showed up late and when I arrived at the party she was swarmed by horny men dressed as pirates and knights. After that, I decided that I would begrudgingly go with her every year.

      This year she was making an extra big deal out of Halloween. The local radio station was putting on their annual Halloween Gala and Costume Contest, and the grand prize was two VIP meet and greet tickets to see her favorite band. She had been talking about it for weeks, and it was driving me crazy.

      I told her that we could probably just buy the same VIP tickets, but she was adamant that she wanted to win them.

      “Halloween is my favorite holiday and I love dressing up, so what better way to win tickets to meet my favorite band!” she had told me.

      And I couldn’t tell her no or argue with her because of my chastity cage. For months now she had held my kept me locked up, only unlocking my cage when she wanted sex. She told me that I was becoming a grumpy old man and losing my love for life. The chastity cage was supposed to help me by making me start doing the things that she wanted to do more.

      She now loved to dangle my keys in front of me to remind me of her control over me, even though every day caged reminded me more and more of that. This year she had made sure to say, “If you don’t come to this party to support me and help me win the contest, you definitely won’t be seeing your dick for a VERY long time.”

      “Yes, dear. Of course I will come support you,” I had replied, pretending to care and want to go.

      I sighed as I recalled our conversation and dragged myself out of bed. I stared down at my small black plastic chastity cage. Seeing it always gave me a feeling of powerlessness and humiliation.

      Why do I keep letting her lock me up in this? My life would be so much easier if not for this stupid cage.

      Secretly, I knew that I was growing to like the cage and it felt weird to not have it on, but I could never admit that to her for fear that she would make it a permeant thing.

      I got dressed and walked out of the bedroom towards the kitchen. Robin was already there, making pumpkin shaped pancakes in honor of the day.

      “Good morning, Scott! Happy Halloween! Are you as excited about today as I am?” she asked with far too much enthusiasm for this time of day.

      I stared at her blankly as I tried to wake up and compile a response that was more than just a grunt. But looking at her didn’t help me think straight. She was wearing a skimpy black halter top that showed off her large breasts and toned abs. Below, the round curves of her ass in her tight black leggings were begging for me to grab them.

      Those curves are exactly why I wear this cage and put up with Halloween. To make that perfect piece of ass happy.

      Her straight black hair was down around her shoulders and atop it was a tall witch’s hat.

      “Oh, yeah,” I finally said sarcastically. “Halloween is the best day of the year.”

      Clearly sensing my sarcasm, she replied, “You’re way too grumpy for your age, babe. Lighten up!”

      “Maybe after some coffee,” I grumbled as I walked towards the coffee maker to pour a cup.

      As I walked by her, she caught me off guard by suddenly grabbing my caged dick through my pants. “If you know what’s best for you, you will act like today really is the best day of the year,” she growled at me.

      Damn, she has become so dominating ever since she started locking me in this chastity cage. It’s somehow making her even sexier.

      I felt my dick start growing in its cage, turned on by her dominance over me. “I’ll tell you what,” I started. “You promise to have sex with me tonight and I’ll do whatever and act however you want.”

      “Deal!” she exclaimed quickly. “And here I thought I was going to have to force you into wearing the costume I bought for you. But now you have to wear it.”

      Panic swept through my body.

      Damnit. What the hell did I just get myself into? She took my deal far too quickly.

      I poured myself a cup of coffee and turned around, leaning against the kitchen counter. I was pleased that I had so easily guaranteed I would get to have sex tonight and finally be able to cure myself of this built up sexual frustration. Not to mention that after going to a Halloween party filled with sexy bumblebees and princesses I would likely be extremely horny by the end of the night. Whatever costume she had bought me couldn’t be that bad.

      “Would it better for me to find out before or after my coffee?” I asked hesitantly.

      “Does it really matter? We already have a deal so you can’t say no now,” she said.

      I shrugged my shoulders. “I guess not,” I said.

      A grin grew across her face as she said, “I am going to dress up as a fierce and scary, big bad wolf… and you will be my naughty little red riding hood.”
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            Coming to Terms

          

        

      

    

    
      I rolled my eyes at Robin. “Ha, ha. Very funny. You clearly mean the other way around,” I said.

      “When am I ever not serious about Halloween? I meant what I said, Scott. The costume contest has several categories and we are going to enter the couples contest. I think it’s our best chance to win.”

      My eyebrows furrowed as I glared at her, concerned that she was actually serious. “That doesn’t explain why you want me to wear the girl outfit though.”

      “Well, you’re always complaining about how I dress up so slutty on Halloween. I thought you would appreciate it if I dressed more conservatively as the wolf. That way you can be the slutty one this year.”

      “Hah!” I laughed out loud. “I see what you’re up to. Okay, okay. I won’t make fun of you for dressing up in a sexy outfit again.”

      I walked out of the kitchen with my plate and sat at the dining table. She followed me to the table, sitting across from me.

      I took a bite of food and looked up to see her glaring at me with her arms crossed. “Yeah, I know you won’t because you’re going to be the slutty girl.”

      “Wait. You’re serious?” I asked indignantly, nearly spitting out my bite of food.

      “Dead serious. I have our costumes ready to go. I’ve picked you out a cute costume, a brunette wig, the perfect makeup, and I even found a cute little basket for you to carry your stuff in. Just like a purse.”

      I was beside myself. “But why? You would look so much better wearing that! And I would make a much better wolf. That would help us win the contest!”

      “On the contrary. I think once they see how feminine I make you look and then learn that you’re a man, they will have to vote for us!”

      I could tell she wasn’t joking now. She really expected me to dress up in a woman’s costume for Halloween. I was at a loss for words.

      “Do I have a choice?” I asked desperately.

      “You already know you don’t, babe. Especially not if you ever want out of your cage,” she replied with a smirk.

      She started eating her breakfast while I lost my appetite.

      As if this holiday wasn’t bad enough, now she wants me spend it dressed as a woman!

      “Oh, come on, Scott,” she started. “Think of tonight as a new experience. How often do you get to dress up like a sexy woman in public?”

      I looked at her annoyed. “Who says that’s an experience I want?”

      “You may not think it is, but sometimes the best experiences are the most unexpected ones. Just have some fun with it. For me.”

      There it was, first she threatened me with my chastity cage and now she was guilting me into it. Now I officially had no choice. I would have to let her dress me up as a woman.

      “Yeah, fine,” I sighed. “For you, you know I would do anything.” I forced myself to smile at her.

      “Thank you, babe. You’re the best,” she said with a big smile.

      My eyes fell down to my plate. I played around with my food a bit and then finally tried to eat some more of my breakfast.

      I decided to try one last attempt to get out of it. “Are you sure I can’t be a male version of little red riding hood? You know, like how they’re rebooting all these movies today with women in the men’s roles? We could be the male little red riding hood and the female wolf. I’ll even be extra naughty, just for you,” I said, pleading with her.

      Robin laughed. “That’s cute, but not a chance. The party is tonight and it’s way too late to change our costumes now.”

      It was worth a shot.

      “Alright. So be it,” I said, finally giving in completely. “So how slutty is my outfit?”

      Robin considered her answer for a moment and then said, “Let’s just say that you will be showing a fair amount of leg.”

      I shook my head in disbelief. “Oh, great,” I said sarcastically.

      “It’s a good thing Halloween ended up on a Saturday this year, you’re going to need the whole day to get ready,” she said with a smirk.

      I lifted my eyes up from my plate and looked at her. “What do you mean?” I asked hesitantly, bracing for a bad answer.

      “Well, we’re going to have to get you looking feminine for your costume,” she said. “You’re going to be wearing a short skirt, so to start, you’re going to need to shave your legs.”

      My eyes bulged in shock. “What? Seriously? I don’t want to shave my legs!” I shouted.

      Robin crossed her arms. “You know there’s no point in arguing this,” she said with a stern look.

      My shoulders slumped. “Ugh, what else?” I asked.

      “We’re going to need to paint your nails, do your make up… you know, everything us girls need to do to get ready to go out.”

      I was beginning to feel overwhelmed. As if getting dressed up in any costume wasn’t bad enough, now I would have to alter my body and apply makeup as part of it. It all sounded as if it would take hours to get ready.

      “That sounds tedious. Are you trying to get me to hate Halloween more?” I asked.

      “On the contrary, Scott. I’m trying to revive the fun loving man I married,” she replied.

      I could hear the sincerity in her tone. She was really getting sick of my grumpy act. I was a lot more carefree and fun loving when we first met, but then I got a job, responsibilities, and grew up. I didn’t feel like I had time for such frivolities.

      “Alright, alright. I’ll play along, for you. But you better follow through on your end when we get home,” I said.

      “Oh, I’m looking forward to having my way with my naughty little girl tonight,” she said with a wink. “That is if you make it home tonight without me eating you.” She put her hands up with her fingers spread out like claws.

      Kinky roleplaying? I can get behind that.

      “Hah, alright. It’s a deal then. I’ll be your little red riding hood tonight.”
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            Getting Dress

          

        

      

    

    
      After breakfast, Robin led me into our bedroom to show me my costume. I wasn’t looking forward to seeing it and couldn’t believe I agreed to dress up as a woman. I reached down my grabbed my chastity cage, knowing that this was the reason why I would have to do it.

      I really hated this thing at first, but I’m now so used to it and I even like how it feels. So far it has only led to good sexual experiences so I’ll just have to hope that it doesn’t let me down tonight. Robin promised me sex if I went along with her plan, so it seems like a safe bet.

      I sat down on the bed and watched Robin as she pulled out a large box from her closet. Seeing the size of the box actually gave me hope that it would be a bigger costume than she led me to believe.

      She gave me a devilish smile as she set it down on the bed and opened it up. “Are you ready to see what you’re going to wear tonight?” she asked.

      I sighed and said, “Maybe you should wait to show me right before we leave so I don’t have to think about it all day.”

      She cocked her head at me as she considered. “On the contrary,” she started. “I want you to wear it as long as possible so you can get used to wearing it.”

      “I guess that makes sense. I might be more comfortable wearing it outside if I get used to wearing it inside first.”

      “Exactly!”

      Robin reached into the box and pulled out a red piece of clothing. She looked at it and set it aside. “That’s your hood and cape. Can’t be little red riding hood with out that,” she said.

      She reached in again and pulled out a wicker basket. It was small and light in color with a little white handkerchief inside of it. “This is your little purse for the night. You can put your keys, wallet, and makeup inside of it while it blends in with your costume!” She was far too enthusiastic about the basket.

      Finally she reached in and pulled out the actual costume. She held it out for me to see. It was a mix of red, black and white. It consisted of a black and white polkadot dress with white lace trim along the bottom and a white stretchy strip that would cover the breasts. On top of it was a red corset that overlayed the skirt; it had long black laces that I knew Robin would make sure to pull extra tight for me. Most of all, it looked very short. I would definitely be showing a lot of leg, just like Robin had said.

      I stared at it for a moment with my jaw agape. “Wow, that is short,” I said. “I really wish you were the one wearing that. You would look so sexy in it.”

      One last attempt to get her to switch costumes using flattery.

      “I know, but I always get to be the one looking sexy. I think it’s appropriate for it to be your turn to feel like the sexy woman for once. I want you to understand all the work that goes into it,” she replied with a grin. “Speaking of which, before you can put this on, you need to start by getting your body ready.”

      I groaned, knowing that meant that she wanted me to shave my legs. “But having shaved legs will extend far beyond tonight. My legs will be hairless for weeks and then they’ll get all itchy as the hair grows back.”

      “Maybe you’ll learn to like them shaved and keep them that way,” she said with a giggle. “Now stop stalling and get to the bathroom. We don’t have all day!”

      I rolled my eyes at her as I got out of bed.

      Tonight will definitely be a night with a lot of new experiences. Hopefully I can just survive and she’ll never make me do it again.

      Robin continued to shoo me out of the bedroom so I trudged off to the bathroom to shave my legs.

      

      The feeling of my freshly shaved legs was surreal. They were so smooth and looked so feminine. I couldn’t believe it.

      I returned to the bedroom naked so I could prove to her that I was done. Robin was setting out containers of makeup on her vanity as I entered.

      “I did it,” I announced. “I shaved my legs for you.” I stood in the doorway with my legs and arms spread out wide to show her.

      “Good job, babe,” she said over her shoulder. When she caught a glimpse of me she stopped and turned. “Well, since you’re naked, you might as well put these on.”

      She walked to her box on the bed and dug through it until she found what she was looking for. She tossed them to me. It was a black bra and very frilly pair of white panties.

      I felt my shoulders slump as the reality of dressing up as a woman was becoming real. My mouth opened to complain, but I knew it would be pointless so I held it in and decided to just go along with her instructions. I grabbed the panties and slipped them on, pulling them up and over my chastity cage. They had a seem in the back that slipped into my butt crack and cupped my butt cheeks nicely. They felt surprisingly nice. Next, I grabbed the bra and strapped it on. However, it was far too big and left a lot of room between my chest and the cups.

      Robin whistled at me provocatively and my cheeks flushed with embarrassment. “Looking sexy already,” she said as she suppressed laughter. “Now sit down here,” she said as she pulled out the chair to her vanity.

      I sat down and she proceeded to do my makeup. She applied foundation to soften and smooth out my face, contour to give my face a more feminine form, fake eyelashes to “make me look extra slutty”, black eyeliner, and red and black eyeshadow. She topped it off with a scarlet red lipstick that looked like it would match my costume well.

      She moved out of the way of the vanity mirror as she said, “What do you think?”

      I stared at my reflection in disbelief. While I could still see myself in the mirror, I looked surprisingly more feminine. Anyone who didn’t know me might actually think I was a woman.

      “Woah, you really made me look like a woman,” I finally said.

      “You look like a slutty woman to be exact,” she replied with a laugh. “Let’s get you dressed now.”

      I stood up, feeling a little better about my look for tonight after seeing myself with makeup on. I picked up the dress off the bed, stepped into it and pulled it up. My arms went through the sleeves and then reached back to try to zip it up before Robin came over to help pull the zipper up the rest of the way.

      “Here, you need to put this on, too,” she said as she went back into her box. She pulled out a bright red petticoat and handed to me.

      I took it from her, put my legs through it, and pulled it up, under my dress. Adding the petticoat really puffed out my dress. I tapped on my dress a few times and watched it bounce.

      I kind of like this.

      “Very nice! You look pretty cute as a girl; tonight when we get home, I’m definitely going to have some fun with you,” she said.

      Thats what I like to hear. This will all be worth it come tonight.

      “Okay, just a few more key pieces. It’s a lot of work becoming a sexy woman, isn’t it?” she said.

      I nodded my agreement. “Way too much work.”

      “Sit down on the bed,” she instructed as she once again went to her box. She next pulled out a brunette wig, placed it on my head, and brushed it out with a comb. It was dark brown with lots of curls and went several inches below my shoulder. Adding the wig really stepped up my feminine look.

      She picked up the red hood from the bed and swept it around my head, tying the strings in front of me. She adjusted the cape and hood so that they lied neatly on my back and pulled my wig over my shoulders to get it out of the way.

      “One last piece!” she exclaimed in a huff, seeming tired from all her work transforming me.

      She kneeled down in front of me and pulled the box down onto the floor next to her. She reached in and pulled out two high heel shoes. They were bright red with opened toes and were very high. At least four inches.

      “You want me to wear those?” I exclaimed in shock.

      “Of course!” she said casually as she picked up my foot and started slipping the first one on. “You can’t be a sexy woman without high heels. Don’t worry, you still have plenty of time to practice wearing them. We don’t need to leave for a few more hours.”

      The feeling of dread returned to me.

      She wants me to spend hours practicing wearing high heels? Talk about a skill I’ll never need again. And a painful sounding one at that!

      She slipped on the second heel and then stood up. “Well? Give them a try!”

      I pushed myself off the bed and wobbled my way to standing. I took a few steps until I could see myself in a full length mirror. I definitely looked more feminine, but knowing it was me, I thought I looked very awkward and silly.

      “This is ridiculous,” I said as I continued checking myself out.

      “No way. You look great and we’re totally going to win this contest!” Robin said. “I need to get myself ready now though so why don’t you be a good girl and go practice walking into the kitchen and make us some lunch.”
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      The clink-clank of my red high heels filled our hallway as I wobbled my way to the kitchen to make lunch. My dress and petticoat swished as I walked and as I grew used to walking in my heels, I noticed that they gave me a new stride; my hips swayed from side to side with each step. Wearing these heels and dress was definitely a new experience and while I didn’t want to admit it, I was starting to enjoy my costume.

      I threw together a quick lunch for us and brought a plate to Robin in the bedroom where she was getting her outfit ready. When I arrived, I heard her in the bathroom so I decided to just set it on her vanity and leave.

      Just as I was leaving, I heard her behind me. “Check it out!” she exclaimed.

      I turned around to see her. She was wearing nothing but a black corseted bodysuit which held up her plump breasts like a pedestal. I followed the curves of her body down past her waist, her hips, and then was shocked at what I saw just below. She was wearing a strap-on harness with a large penis-shaped dildo hanging from it.

      “What the hell is that for?” I asked, shocked at the image of my wife with a dick.

      She grabbed the fake cock and shook it vigorously. “If I’m going to dress up as a man, I want to feel what it’s like to be a man! So I thought it would be fun to wear a fake dick under my costume,” she said.

      I couldn’t keep my eyes off the dildo. “But why did you need such a big one? That thing is way bigger than mine.” I said.

      “Are you jealous?” she asked mockingly. “It’s the only dildo I had and let’s be honest, Scott. Your dick isn’t a great comparison.”

      My cheeks burned with embarrassment as I thought about my smaller than average dick locked up in its tiny chastity cage beneath my panties. Hearing her say that while I was dressed as a woman felt like an added humiliation. She wasn’t wrong though.

      “I, uhh… Well, it’s your costume. You can wear whatever you’d like,” I said, shrugging away her insult.

      “Speaking of which, I forgot to give you something,” Robin said excitedly. She hurried to her closet and pulled out two flesh colored blobs and handed them to me. I turned them over in my hands as I inspected them. When I saw they had nipples I realized they were meant to be breasts.

      “Stick them in your bra to give yourself breasts. They will look and feel real so you can have the full female experience,” she said

      I stuffed the fake breasts into my bra and felt them up. They had a nice jiggle to them and bounced when I dropped them. “Huh, interesting,” I said approvingly as I admired them.

      I looked up and saw Robin smiling back at me. “Looks like you like them,” she said.

      “Yeah, I think they will be fun to wear,” I said. “You’re wrong though. Wearing these doesn’t give me the full female experience. I still don’t have a pussy,” I said jokingly.

      Robin grabbed the dildo hanging from her waist with a serious face as she said, “Just because you don’t have a pussy doesn’t mean that I can’t fuck you.”

      I rolled my eyes at her and faked a laugh. “Hah, hah. Very funny.”

      Her eyes were unwavering. Still locked on mine. Still looking serious.

      “Alright, well I’m going to go eat lunch while you have fun playing with your dildo,” I said to break away from her awkward glare.

      I expected her to burst out laughing after I left the room, but I heard nothing as I continued down the hall. The whole interaction was very unnerving.

      Why would she feel the need to wear a dildo under her outfit? These breasts I can at least understand. Having breasts makes me look more like a woman. But I guess it’s her prerogative to wear a dildo if she wants to.

      I continued back into the kitchen to eat my lunch.

      

      A few hours later, and a lot of practice wearing high heels as I paced the halls nervously, it was nearly time to leave. Robin had finished getting dressed and was unrecognizable in the wolf costume that covered almost all of her body. She wore ripped jeans, which had a large bulge in the crotch from her dildo, tall black boots, a large hairy grey wolf torso, a set of clawed wolf gloves, and a matching wolf mask.

      It was the complete opposite of her normal halloween costumes in that it wasn’t remotely sexy. The wolf costume covered up her breasts and hourglass figure while the mask covered up her gorgeous face. She didn’t even bother to wear makeup because she said it would likely all sweat off under the mask.

      Ever since she came out of the bedroom, she had been talking to me using a fake man’s voice. She tried to make it sound tough and manly, but coming from her, I couldn’t help but find it silly. She also told me that I needed to start using a feminine voice so I had been working on perfecting one. My best attempt was both breathy and higher pitched and probably sounded terrible, but I wasn’t planning on talking to anyone tonight so I didn’t really care. I continued using it just to humor her.

      During the last hour before we need to leave, I had started making us drinks. I figured it would help relieve my nerves and loosen me up to have some fun. For Robin, alcohol always made her hornier so that was always a bonus. With drink in hand I relaxed on the couch as Robin used the extra time to paint my fingernails and toenails white.

      Before we left, I thought it would be fun to take shots, so I poured us each a glass and set them down in front of Robin.

      “How about we cheers to a fun night before we go? Just like we did when we were younger,” I said.

      She looked up at me from her phone with a smile on her face. “Now that’s what I like to hear from my grumpy old husband! I’ll cheers to that!” she said excitedly as she lifted up her shot glass.

      I raised mine and we clinked our glasses and shot them down. The taste of the vodka burned going down, but filled me with a soothing warmth.

      “If all it takes to bring out the fun side of you is a little crossdressing, then I may need to buy you some new clothes,” Robin laughed out, clearly a little tipsy already.

      I shook my head and frowned in annoyance. “It has nothing to do with the outfit. I’m just trying to be a more supportive husband. I know Halloween is your favorite day of the year and I want to make sure this one is a fun one for you.”

      That should earn me some bonus points for tonight.

      Robin’s eyes lit up. “Aw, Scott. That’s so sweet of you.” She leaned across the bar and gave me a kiss. Her full lips pressed into mine and made my dick throb in my cage. I couldn’t wait for the night to be over so we could do more than just kiss.

      Robin sat back in her chair just as her phone buzzed. She picked it up and read the notification. “Our ride is here! Ready to go have some fun?”

      My body started shaking nervously.

      This is it, I’m actually going to have to go out dressed like this. I just need to remember that I’m doing this for Robin… And for sex.

      I noticed the bottle of vodka still on the counter and thought that a little more liquid courage might help me.

      “I need to find my basket. I’ll catch up with you,” I told Robin.

      “Okay, but be quick!” she replied as she grabbed her mask and ran for the door.

      I quickly poured myself another shot and threw it back. The warmth again soothed me and I felt a little stronger and a little more capable of letting the world see me like this.

      I ran back to the bedroom and grabbed the small wicker basket and threw my wallet, keys, and phone into it. My ridiculous dress didn’t have any pockets so I was glad to have the basket to carry my things in. At the last second, I decided to run over to Robin’s vanity and grab the stick of lipstick she had used on me, just in case.

      Once I had everything, I opened the front door and stepped out, taking my first steps wearing high heels and a dress in public. On my way to a party with hundreds of people.
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      After a brief car ride we arrived at the party. The venue loomed large as I stepped out of the car; it was a huge warehouse with large spotlights illuminating the cold night’s sky. There was what seemed like a hundred people milling about outside, including in the long line to get in.

      As we walked to join the line, I could feel the cold air against my hairless legs giving me goosebumps all over my body. The only warmth I felt was the alcohol still inside me and what I created as I rubbed my shivering arms.

      Robin couldn’t help but laugh at me. “This is what us women have to put up with every time we go out. Maybe now you’ll sympathize with me a little more,” she said.

      I rolled my eyes at her. “You women choose to shave your legs and wear barely anything. While I appreciate your choice, it’s still a choice,” I replied.

      Robin raised an eyebrow at me as she grabbed my caged cock under my dress. “Just like the choice you had tonight?” she asked.

      My knees started going weak at her touch. “You know I didn’t have a choice. I do whatever you tell me to,” I said in response.

      She let go of my cage. “That’s right. Now stop talking back to me and enjoy the party.”

      Soon we were inside. I was grateful to be out of the bright lights of the entryway. Inside the lighting was dim with the exception of the strobe lights flashing on the stage. There were electronic remixes of classic Halloween songs blaring from large speakers positioned all around the warehouse. It reminded me of the parties Robin and I used to attend when we were first dating.

      I was amazed by the amount of people inside. There must have been hundreds of people dancing in front of the stage or at the various booths and bars around the room. Seeing all of these people both filled me with fear and hope. Fear of being seen by so many and hope that I would blend in easily. Seeing the countless women wearing skimpy outfits like mine, with some somehow even wearing less, boosted my hope that I wouldn’t be noticed.

      With so many people here, why would anyone care about me. I just need to relax and have fun with Robin.

      We went to the bar and ordered a round of drinks. I was already tipsy from earlier, but I knew it would help me let loose so I indulged. When we had finished, Robin put on her mask and pulled me out to the dance floor, telling me it was time to have some fun while using her fake man voice.

      We danced like we were young and I had to admit that it was fun. At first I was limited in my movements by my high heels, but soon I became more comfortable dancing in them and the extra alcohol kicked in so I was able to really cut loose. I started dropping down and thrusting my ass back up, twerking, and humping Robin. Most importantly, I was having fun.

      After a while, we were both exhausted and went back to the bar to get some water. We found seats at the bar so we sat down to take a break and asked the bartender for a couple of glasses.

      Robin took off her mask and exclaimed, “Oh, my goodness! Babe! You’re amazing! I didn’t know you could dance like that!”

      Hearing how happy she was filled me with joy. This was exactly what I needed to do for her. It was also what I needed to do for myself, to get out of my slump.

      “You’re not so bad yourself,” I said with a wink.

      She grabbed my thighs and rubbed them. “I can’t wait to get home and have my way with you,” she growled. “You’re turning me on so much tonight.”

      My dick strained in its cage from her touch and words. “I can’t wait either,” I replied.

      She removed her hands from my legs and chugged the rest her water. “I need to go check on the costume contest to make sure we’re entered. Why don’t you stay here and wait for me. Let those hot feet of yours cool off.”

      “Hah! That sounds good to me. I’ll wait here,” I said. I was excited to kick off my heels and take a break to let my feet recover from all that dancing.

      She put her mask back on and took off on her mission. I refilled my water cup, let out a deep breath, and relaxed.

      

      A little while later I saw a wolf approaching me at the bar.

      “Hey, Robin. Are we all set with the contest?” I asked.

      She just nodded and extended me her hand. I took it and let her lead me back to the dance floor. As we approached, there were even more people and the music seemed even louder. I tried to talk to her, but it was clear that she couldn’t hear me over the noise of the party.

      As we arrived on the dance floor, the song changed to one of my favorite Halloween songs and I started dancing enthusiastically to it. Robin join in and we were suddenly back to dancing our hearts out and having fun together.

      The more we danced, the more I noticed that there was a noticeable change in Robin’s dance moves. Instead of dancing with me, she started dancing on me. She was grinding on my backside and I could feel her dildo press against my ass.

      So this is what it feels like to dance as a girl, huh? Men just thrusting their cocks against them. I guess she really does want me to experience being a woman tonight.

      I thought it was pretty amusing as I had done it so many times to her before so I played along with her. I bent over and pushed my ass back into her crotch, letting her dildo bulge slide between my ass crack. I found it surprisingly arousing and could feel my dick start to grow and press against its cage.

      Robin grabbed my hips and pulled them back against her. Oddly, her cock bulge felt bigger now. Our heated dancing was starting to drive me crazy, my cock was now throbbing. I longed to turn around and kiss her, but she still wore her wolf mask.

      She worked her hands up my body and I felt naughty as each finger climbed their way up. They reached my breasts and she grabbed them, squeezing them firmly. I gasped at the feeling. The hands released and slid back down my dress to my hips were they stayed as she continued grinding against my ass.

      Soon I felt her wolf head creep over my shoulder and she whispered in her male voice, “I think you should join me in the bathroom and suck my cock.”

      I was startled by the request, but soon realized that it was probably Robin joking more about giving me more of a full woman’s experience and testing how much I would let loose with her tonight.

      How ridiculous. There’s no way she actually wants me to suck her dildo out in public. But maybe we can at least find somewhere private to make out.

      I spun around and grabbed the bulge in her pants and put my mouth to the wolf mask’s ear. “Let’s go,” I whispered, calling her bluff.
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      Robin took my hand and led me out of the crowd and off the dance floor. We worked our way down a long hallway until we found the bathrooms. To our chagrin, each one had long lines of people dressed as slutty cheerleaders and school girls and sexy cowboys and vampires. Robin waited in line for a minute but then grew impatient and once again took my hand and led me away.

      I was feeling exhilarated as she pulled me around the warehouse, looking for a secret place for us to fool around. She led me down hallways and around corners as we dodged people left and right. Finally, we came upon a door with the word “EXIT” above it in bright red letters.

      This must be a back door into the warehouse. It should be empty out there.

      Robin opened the door and peaked around. She turned around and gave me a nod, confirming that it was empty, and then continued leading me outside. It was much colder outside now, especially after dancing in the warm warehouse. I started to shiver the second the air touched my bare legs, but I felt comfort knowing that soon we would warm each other up.

      The further we walked from the door, the darker and more eerily quiet it became. The only light was a small one above the door which was growing more faint the farther we walked away. Robin pulled out her phone and turned on the flashlight to illuminate a path. We eventually came across a dumpster with a putrid smell which she led us behind. I found the location oddly arousing.

      If I were a real woman about to give a blow job behind a dumpster, that would make such a huge slut.

      I heard Robin unfastening her belt. She grabbed my hand again, this time leading it down to the dildo that was now dangling from her pants. I examined it with my hand. It was hard yet kind of spongy and felt surprisingly realistic. I began stroking it to humor her while my mind was still on kissing her, as it had been all night.

      “Take off your mask, Robin,” I said.

      In the darkness I saw her head shake as she growled, “No. Suck it.”

      I guess she really does want me to give it a little suck. Fine, it’s not like anyone is out here to see us.

      I knelt down, my hand still on her cock so I knew where it was. The gravel dug into my bare knees as I set them down on the cold ground. I looked up at Robin, but just saw the feint glint of eyes looking down at me through the wolf mask.

      I wish she would at least take the mask off so it didn’t feel like I was sucking a man’s dick. Oh well. Let’s just get this over with.

      My mouth opened and my head leaned forward towards the dildo until I felt it touch my lips. I opened my mouth wider so I could fit it in and continued moving my head forward until my mouth was filled with cock. I closed my lips around it and pulled it back.

      I could taste the dildo on my lips. It tasted sweaty, probably from all the dancing we had done. I pushed my head back down over the cock and continued moving it back and forth, as if giving a blow job. To my surprise, my dick was straining against its cage, clearly enjoying the naughtiness of the moment and the control Robin was reigning over me.

      The more I sucked the dildo, the more I found myself getting into it. I felt my heart beating faster as my breathing grew heavier. Soon it felt as if something was taking over me. I started sucking harder as my hand gripped the cock firmly. I twisted my mouth and ran my tongue along the base of the cock.

      Robin started moaning as if she could really feel it. Her moans encouraged me to keep sucking as a feeling of desire and lust grew inside me. That desire and lust continued to grow until it cause a moan to escape me.

      Hearing my pleasure of sucking the dildo quickly snapped out of my trance. I pulled my mouth off and looked up, trying to see Robin, but still just seeing the wolf mask. “Was that enough?” I asked as I started to stand up.

      Her hand touched the crown of my head and pushed me back down. “Keep sucking, slut,” Robin demanded.

      How long is she going to make me pretend to give a blow job?

      Her hand pushed me all the way down until my knees were back in the gravel covered ground. I searched in the darkness for her dildo and soon found it with my hand. I guided my mouth back to it and resumed my sucking.

      Maybe if I just go all out I can end this faster.

      I quickly picked up where I had left off, sucking the cock vigorously. My mouth was now salivating and I was slobbering all over with each pass. I started using my hand to stroke it, following my mouth up and down the cock.

      Robin started moaning louder and squirming, leading me to believe that my plan was working. As I pulled my head back, my lips caught on the head which suddenly felt bigger. I moved my mouth back and forth on just the head to inspect it and because I knew I would enjoy it if I was receiving a blow job. As I sucked the head and ran my tongue around it, I could tell that it definitely felt bigger than when I had started.

      Suddenly Robin’s hand grabbed the back of my head and she pushed it deep onto her dildo. As I gagged on the dildo, I thought I could feel it pulsing and its veins rippling. And then suddenly it hit me.

      This is a real cock! And this isn’t Robin!

      Just then a large surge moved through the cock like a wave from base to tip. I felt the head explode as cum hit the back of my throat. My body froze as the cock continued to pump cum into my mouth.

      I just gave a man a blow job! What the hell! Who is this?

      The man in the wolf costume pulled his cock out of my mouth, leaving me with his semen inside me. I stayed kneeling, my mouth agape in shock at what I had just done.

      I just cheated on Robin… with a man! I can't let her find out.

      “Thanks,” said the mystery wolf man as I heard him zip up his pants and start walking away.

      Just then I started gagging and choking. I realized that my mouth was still full of his cum. Without thinking, I quickly swallowed it and then immediately regretted my decision. I reached out to try and grab the man and demand answers, but he was already gone. I heard the door slam shut and new I was alone.

      Fuck, fuck, fuck. What am I going to do? There’s no way she could ever find out. I just need to act normal. I’ll try to block it out and forget that it ever happened.

      I took my phone out of my basket and turned on the flashlight. I saw the dumpster in front of me and realized that I was now a slutty woman for sucking a cock behind it. Shame was weighing me down as I found my way back to the door, feeling colder than ever.

      I felt what I hoped was drool leaking down my chin and I used my cape to wipe it. I took a deep breath and recomposed myself then opened the door and made my way back into the party.
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      As I hurried through the warehouse I swore I could feel the cum inside of me, like a constant reminder of what I had just done. I replayed the event in my mind, but tried to think of it as being a real cock instead of a dildo.

      I got so into sucking it, and my own dick even tried to get hard. I can’t help but think I that I liked it. Do I like sucking cock?

      I tried to shake the thoughts out of my head as I made my way back to the bar, trying to find Robin. As I arrived, there was someone in a wolf costume waiting at the entrance with their hands on their hips. I approached apprehensively, not knowing for sure if it was Robin or not.

      “Where have you been!” the wolf shouted at me. It was definitely Robin.

      “Oh, thank goodness,” I said, relieved that I had found her. “I, uhh… I got lost looking for you. This place is huge!” I lied.

      “You were supposed to wait here for me. You’re going to make us late! The contest is about to start,” she said panicked. Her eyes suddenly grew large as she looked at me. “What the hell happened to your lipstick? It’s all smeared!”

      My heart stopped beating as I froze in fear, knowing that it was smeared from just having sucked cock. “I… must have wiped my face and not noticed,” I stumbled as tried to come up with a believable lie. I started fumbling around with my basket, trying to retrieve the lipstick container inside. Finally, I pulled it out and held it up. “I brought this just in case.”

      “Thank goodness! Let me fix it real fast,” she said. She grabbed a bar napkin, wet it, and wiped the smeared lipstick off of my face and then applied more. “Now hurry up! Let’s go!” she said when she finished. She grabbed my hand and led me away, giving me a troubling sense of déjà vu.

      After squeezing through the now very crowded warehouse, we made it to the stage at the front of the room. Next to the stage were booths branded with the radio station’s logo and call sign. “We’re here!” Robin shouted as she waved her hand towards the party’s staff members.

      A young lady with a clipboard approached us. “What’s your names?” she asked.

      “Robin and Scott. We’re entering the couple’s contest,” Robin answered.

      The woman searched through the papers on her clipboard until she found our entry. “Yup, here you are. You’re just in time, the contest is about to begin. The other entries in your category are waiting over there. Please go wait with them and you’ll be instructed when to go on stage.”

      “Thank you!” Robin exclaimed as the woman walked away.

      “Stage? What does she mean by go on stage?” I asked as I felt my heart beating faster.

      “How did you think the costume contest worked, silly?” Robin replied mockingly. “All of the contestants go onstage together and then then crowd votes for each couple by cheering. Whichever couple gets the loudest cheers wins!”

      I started shaking nervously. “We have to go on stage in front of all of these people? I have to be seen by everyone looking like this?”

      “Uhh, yeah. That’s how these things work, Scott. It will only be for a few minutes. Suck it up and let’s do this.”

      I watched as Robin walked away towards the group of couples. Hearing Robin say, “suck it up” made me feel queasy as I could still taste the wolf man’s cum in my mouth. I exhaled a deep breath I scampered off to catch up with Robin.

      There were about a dozen other couples contestants in the group and I quickly noticed that none of the other couples were gender swapped like us. Seeing this annoyed me, but also gave me hope that it might give us an advantage. Among the group there were vampires, a professor and slutty school girl, and some video game and movie related costumes to name a few. But none looked nearly as good as I felt in my skimpy costume.

      “There’s no way we lose to any of these other couples!” Robin whispered to me excitedly once she had made the same observation.

      “I agree,” I whispered back. I truly hoped it was true so that this whole day was worthwhile. However, that would all be up to the will of the crowd.

      After a few minutes, another staff member approached us to let us know that we would be next. Soon, the music stopped and the DJ started talking, “How’s it going, ladies and gentlemen? Goblins and ghouls? Vampires and werewolves? I’m DJ Spinz and I’ll be your host for the 7th Annual Live 106.3 Costume Contest!”

      The crowd cheered wildly, reminding me of how many people were about to see me dressed as Little Red Riding Hood. I started taking deep breaths to calm myself.

      The DJ continued. “Tonight’s winners for each category will win VIP passes to our upcoming concert! Are you ready get started and see our first contestants?!” The crowd again cheered loudly. “Alright, everyone. We’re going to start off with the sexy couples. Couples, come up on stage!”

      The staff member started ushering our group out onto the stage. Robin and I arrived last so we were last in the group and followed everyone else on stage. As we walked on stage, I lowered my head hoping to hide my face from view behind my curly wig. The spotlights shining on us from above felt even brighter than they looked from offstage. And hotter. I could feel sweat beading on my forehead before we were even in position.

      As all the couples got to their spots onstage, the DJ explained the rules to the crowd. “I’m going to point to each couple one-by-one and you will cheer for them. The couple who gets the loudest cheers from you, the audience, will win! Vote wisely because all of the losing men will likely not have sex tonight. You hold that power, people!”

      I couldn’t help but laugh at the DJ’s joke because he was so right. Robin had promised me sex for just dressing up and going out with her, but I knew that if we lost things might not go exactly as planned. She was dying to win these tickets.

      Once the stage was set, the DJ walked to the first couple and started the contest. He proceeded to each of the following couples, if any of them clearly received less cheers than one of the previous, he immediately eliminated them. By the time he approached us, there were only three other couples remaining.

      “Our final contestants are Little Red Riding Hood and the Big Bad Wolf! And here’s the twist… the dude is Little Red Riding Hood!” the DJ shouted.

      The crowd released an uproarious cheer, by far the loudest out of any other couple. I stood frozen on the stage, shaking worse than ever. I could feel every eye on me after the public announcement that I was a man dressed as a woman.

      “Earth to Scott! Pretend like I’m attacking you!” Maya hissed at me as she had her hands raised like she was about to scratch me with her large wolf claws.

      I turned towards her and away from the stage and put up my hands in mock defense. Doing so allowed me block my face from view for which I was grateful.

      “I think we have an early favorite to win this thing!” the DJ screamed to the crowd. “But before we can crown a victor, we need to go through round two!”

      The DJ started again with the first remaining couple and worked his way down the line. The voting had been close for all of the other couples when he reached us again.

      Robin leaned towards me and whispered, “We need to win this now! Let’s do something crazy to get everyone to cheer for us.”

      “Like what?” I asked.

      “Let’s… let’s pretend that I’m fucking you!”

      “Seriously?!”

      “We don’t have time to debate. He’s about to start. Just do it!”

      Today just keeps getting more humiliating.

      “And our final couples contestants, the gender swapped Little Red Riding Hood and Big Bad Wolf. Let’s hear it for them, everyone!”

      Robin quickly grabbed my hip with one hand as she pushed me forward with her other. I bent forward, nearly falling over in my heels, but regaining my composure just in time. Both of her hands were on my hips now as she thrust her crotch against my ass. I could feel her tucked dildo hitting me with each thrust.

      I flailed my arms in front of me, not knowing how to act while my wife pretended to fuck me onstage. I glanced up and saw the wolf man from before in the front of the crowd, staring at me. When he saw that he had my attention, he started thrusting his hips like Robin was and then grabbed his belly to pretend to laugh.

      Even the man I accidentally gave a blow job is laughing at me. How did my life turn into this mess so quickly?

      The crowd was even louder than before, clearly loving the show Robin was putting on. I sighed and lowered my head again, out of view from the crowd and more specifically, the man in the wolf costume.

      “I think we have ourselves a couple of winners!” the DJ shouted as he pointed at us.

      Robin let go of me as she raised her arms high and jumped up and down in excitement. I stood up straight and turned to give her a hug, but she ripped off her mask and gave me a deep kiss, her tongue plunging deep into my mouth.

      For the first time, I finally felt relaxed on the stage as we made out. The crowd let out a mixture of cheers and whistles for us as we continued.

      When we eventually broke free from each other, the DJ shooed us offstage and we left the stage, hand in hand, as winners.
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      As we walked off the stage, Robin grabbed my hand and squeezed it tight. I squeezed it back, happy that I had helped my wife win her dream prize. We walked to the contest booth to claim our prize where a staff member congratulated us and collected our information.

      Robin was bouncing with excitement the entire time. When we were done she pulled me aside and gave me another big kiss. My caged dick was starting to strain against its cage once again, longing to get home and get out for its promised sex.

      Robin pulled her mouth away with a grimace on her face. “What’s that taste in your mouth? It tastes kind of familiar, but also kind of gross…”

      I started panicking.

      Is she tasting the cum that was in my mouth? Is she going to recognize the taste and accuse me of sucking cock?

      “I-I… I had another drink while you were gone. The bartender made me some weird tasting drink. You must be tasting that,” I said, saying the first lie that came to mind.

      She smacked her mouth a couple more times trying to figure out the taste. “Huh, weird,” she said.

      I shrugged and tried to change the subject. “Are you excited about your tickets?” I asked her.

      “Baby, you have no idea!” she said with a squeal. “Thank you so much for helping me. You’re the best.” She leaned over and gave me another kiss on the lips as if to solidify her gratitude.

      “Well, it’s not like I had a choice, but you’re welcome,” I said with a smile. “To be honest, it wasn’t all that bad.”

      “Oh, yeah? You liked flouncing around as a sexy woman in public?” she asked.

      “That part was terrifying at first, and then again on stage, but when we were dancing and having fun, I just got lost in the moment and almost forgot I was dressed like this.”

      “You see? You don’t have to act like a grumpy old man all the time. You need to come out with me and have more fun!”

      “Oh, so instead of being a grumpy old man at home, you want me to fun slutty girl in public?” I joked.

      Robin reached around me and grabbed my ass. “If that’s what it will take to get you to come out with, then you can dress as slutty as you want. You do look pretty sexy in this little dress. And those smooth legs of yours. Mmm. I bet they’re going to feel great against mine tonight.”

      I felt my dick pushing harder. “If this gets you in the mood then maybe I will dress up like a slutty girl more often to have some fun with you,” I replied. After the words came out of my mouth I couldn’t believe I had said them.

      Would I really dress up like a woman again to go party with my wife? Well, she does hold my chastity cage keys so she could always make me if she wanted to. Especially after she has already successfully done it once.

      Robin’s eyebrows raised as she ran her hands up my body. “Don’t tease me. I already know exactly what kind of slutty outfits I would buy you. I’ve been thinking about it all night while I’ve watched you. I kind of like the idea of parading my sexy little husband from bar to bar as we both catch the eyes of all the men.”

      My dick was pushing harder than ever now.

      Why is the thought of crossdressing with my wife so arousing?

      I was starting to feel conflicted about this conversation. Did I really want to dress up like this again or did I just like Robin controlling and dominating me? Or was it just the effects of being locked up in my chastity cage for so long and my large desire to cum? I didn’t know, and I didn’t know how to respond to Robin’s idea.

      While I struggled to respond she continued. “Anyway… I really am proud of you, babe. You really embraced your outfit and today and made it a really fun night for me. I was expecting you to drag your feet and not want to leave the bar, but you were out dancing and giving it your all.”

      Her words warmed my heart and made me glad that I hadn’t let her down. “I’m glad, but if we’re all done here… I’d prefer to have the rest of my fun at home tonight. With you.”

      “Mmm, that’s a good idea, babe. Let’s get out of here,” she said to my delight. “I’m going to order our ride and use the bathroom while we wait. How about I meet you outside?”

      I didn’t want to leave her side and risk losing her again, but I didn’t want to act weird either. It would only be for a few minutes and this time I would wait make sure it was her who approached me.

      “Uhh, sure. I’ll be waiting outside,” I said.

      She left for the bathrooms as I cautiously made my way for the exit. My eyes glanced side to side, looking for a sign of the man in the wolf costume. I had almost made it to the exit when he suddenly cut me off. I tried to walk around him, but he continued to block my path.

      When I finally gave up, he grabbed his crotch and said, “Want some more? You seemed pretty into getting fucked onstage.”

      “Not happening, buddy,” I said emphatically as I tried to push him away. I didn’t want to make a scene, but I didn’t want to cower to him either.

      “Come on, I already miss those soft lips of yours,” he continued. “Don’t worry, I won’t tell your wife.”

      My eyes widened in shock and fear. “Is that a threat?” I asked pointedly.

      He shrugged. “Maybe?” he replied noncommittally.

      Would he really tell Robin? Would she believe him? Shit. I don’t have enough time to deal with him, our ride will be here soon.

      “I can’t…,” I said. “We’re on our way out.”

      “Too bad. Another time then,” he said. He pulled a small card out of his pants pocket and slipped it into my basket. “I’ll expect a call soon, Red. Don’t let me down.”

      With that he walked away.

      Does he really expect me to call him? Sucking his dick was an accident and a one time thing!

      Despite my internal objections, I felt other strong emotions stirring inside of me. There was part of me that wanted to sneak away and follow him right now. I knew I couldn’t though so I hurried off, through the exit to wait for Robin.

      While I sat on the curb waiting, I got lost in my thoughts about what I had done tonight, and the proposition the man had just made to me. The thoughts distracted me from the cold Fall night even though my body was shivering. Robin eventually joined me and wrapped her arm around me. She rubbed my arms and legs to help warm me.

      Though I know she was just trying to help, her cool hands on my smooth, hairless legs turned me on even more. Luckily, our ride soon arrived and we were finally on our way home.
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      As I stepped my first heeled foot inside our home, feeling the warmth of our heated house on my legs, I felt a sense of relief and accomplishment. I had survived Halloween and Robin’s crazy costume.

      I did feel troubled though. The whole ride back I couldn’t help but think of the wolf man. The feeling of him leading me through the warehouse, taking me outside behind the dumpster. The feeling of his cock in my mouth and his hand on my head, as he forced me to take his cum deep inside my throat. And I couldn’t stop thinking about his card in my basket and the fact that he wanted and expected me to call him.

      I had a troubling desire to do it, but after this night I wouldn’t be dressed as a woman and he wouldn’t be dressed as a wolf. Would we meet together as men? Somehow that felt wrong, as if by just shaving my legs and putting on a dress it made it right for me to suck a man’s cock. I knew it was crazy, and I knew that in some weird way I had cheated on Robin tonight, but I liked feeling desired and sexy, and I couldn’t help but want more.

      As I walked into the living room I gleefully kicked off my high heels and threw myself down on the couch. I was sore and exhausted from a long day on my feet.

      Robin walked in after me and walked to the front of the couch, standing over me and looking down at me. “You had better not be tired yet, tonight is far from over. If you know what I mean,” she said as she placed her hands on her hips, her wolf mask still dangling from them.

      I felt my balls aching and my dick coming back to life at her insinuation. “Trust me. I know,” I said. I sat up in the couch and stretched. “I’ll feel better once I get this silly outfit off.”

      Robin dropped her mask and walked back to pickup my high heels that I had kicked off. To my surprise, when she came back she kneeled down in front of me and slipped them back on. She then put her hands on my thighs and pushed herself up towards me as she leaned her torso forward. She placed her knees on the couch next to me and sat down on my legs, straddling my body. She stared into my eyes and slowly shook her head from side to side. “Oh, no. You’re staying in this costume. I’ve been wanting to have my way with Little Red Riding Hood all day,” she said softly.

      My dick quickly swelled up and pushed against its cage. Her mouth was hovering just over mine. I could wear this costume a little bit longer if that was what would get me sex, right?

      I thought about it and found the idea of having sex with my wife while dressed as a woman very hot. “Oh yeah? You want to have sex with a woman?” I whispered.

      Her eyes fluttered back and forth between my mouth and eyes. “Mmm, yeah,” she moaned. She grabbed my fake breasts and squeezed them hard then started groping them. “Luckily I found one who I know will put out because she’s dressed like such a slut.”

      I put my hands on her waist, feeling the scratchy hair of her wolf costume. I ran them down to her ass and grabbed it through her jeans. It was the one feminine part of her body I could manage feel through her boxy costume. And my favorite part.

      I could feel her warm, heavy breath on my face as our mouths continued to float just in front of one another. I wanted to kiss her and I knew she wanted to kiss me, but it was as if we were playing a game of chicken to see who would give in first. I didn’t care who won so I took the leap and initiated. My mouth surged forward, touching my lips against hers. She moved her head slightly to the side as she opened her mouth wider and welcomed my tongue inside.

      I raised a hand and put it on the back of her head, holding it tightly against mine as our tongues danced together. My dick was throbbing now, dying to come out and join the fun. I began thrusting my caged dick at her as she sat on top of me. Her hand reached down and grabbed it as she started rubbing her palm up and down along the cage.

      I couldn’t feel her touch, but I was so sexually pent up after being locked in my chastity cage for two weeks that I didn’t need to feel it. I could sense her touch and knew what she was doing, and that felt like enough. As we kept kissing, I knew that if she continued, she would soon make me cum just by rubbing it. I knew it wouldn’t take much for me to blow my load tonight.

      I took her hand and moved it to my waist. I wanted to cum inside her, not inside of my cage. And if I orgasmed now, who knew when I she would finally unlock me from my plastic prison. She grabbed my waist and pulled me closer. I could feel the pecs of the wolf torso press against my breasts. I ran my hands down the hairy body, feeling its abs. They felt so sexy.

      I needed more. My body took over as my hand traced down her wolf torso to jeans. Without thinking I unzipped them. I opened my eyes and caught a glimpse of something large and pink. I glanced down, not wanting to unlock my lips from hers, and saw that I had pulled out her dildo. Seeing it gave me flashbacks from earlier in the night and made my mouth salivate. I had a surprising urge to wrap my mouth around it and likely would have if it weren’t already preoccupied.

      My hand wrapped around the dildo and started stroking it. I could feel the veins bump along my hand with each stroke. I was quickly able to tell the difference between the dildo and the real cock that I had touched earlier. This one was bigger and felt more like rubber. I wondered if I would be able to get it all in my mouth like I had with the real cock earlier.

      We continued our passionate kissing as I continued my eager stroking of the dildo. But soon a moan escaped me as the excitement of the fake cock in my hand built up. Robin suddenly stopped and pulled her lips away from mine, as if my moan had broken her trance. Her eyes moved down until she saw my hand rubbing her fake cock. I felt a rush of shame that she had caught me touching it.

      She looked back up at me with a wicked grin. “Looks like you’re ready for sex,” she said. “Why don’t we take this to the bedroom.”
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      We hurried to the bedroom, both eager for what was to come. I sat down on the bed, excited to finally have my chastity cage removed and have sex. Robin walked up to me, looking ridiculous by still having the dildo hanging out of her pants.

      “I bet you’re excited to get your cage off, aren’t you?” she asked.

      “Yes! You have no idea how badly!” I exclaimed

      She stepped closer, moving the dildo inches away from my face. “You’ve had it on for a while, haven’t you?”

      “It’s been two weeks,” I answered.

      “Oh, wow. You’re keeping count? You must be desperate,” she said. “You do understand why I had to keep you cage for so long, don’t you?”

      I shrugged. “I assume you did it to get me to go along with this costume,” I said.

      She nodded in agreement. “For that and to get you to let loose and have fun. I’ve been experiment with keeping you locked up for different lengths. I’ve found that the longer you are caged, the more willing you are to act like the man I feel in love with. It’s unfortunate that it has to be this way, but it is what it is.”

      Hearing that made me sad. Had I really become so different and so boring since we had married?

      “I’m working on being better. For you,” I told her. I felt like that was the truth, and that I could be better for her. In that moment I knew that I would have to do more to prove myself to her. I would have to do anything it took to avoid losing her.

      “And I appreciate that,” she started. She cocked her head to the side as she cupped my jaw with her hand. She gently brushed my check with her thumb as she continued. “But you’re not there yet so I need to keep your cage locked.”

      My shoulders slumped in disappointment and I looked away from her. I could feel my balls starting to ache, worrying that they wouldn’t have their much needed relief. I wasn’t sure how much longer I could take being locked up without orgasming.

      When I was finally able to talk again I looked back up at her. “But you promised we would have sex if I did everything you asked me today. If I wore this stupid costume for you and helped you win the costume contest. All of which I did!” As I talked I found myself growing angry. I threw up my fluffy skirt as to emphasize the costume I wore for her.

      “Oh, I’m well aware of my promise to you. And I still intend to make good on it,” she said as she stared daggers into my eyes. Her hand grabbed the shaft of her large dildo and she started stroking it softly.

      I was confused. “You are? But how can you if you don’t unlock me?” I asked bewildered.

      “Have you really not figured out my intentions? I’ve been teasing them all day.” She began shaking the dildo in front of me.

      I stared at it and once again had a flashback of this evening behind the dumpster. Seeing the cock shaped dildo in front of my face gave me an unexpected urge to put it in my mouth. I shook my head, snapping out of my daydream. I thought about our conversations throughout the day and it quickly became blatantly obvious.

      She wants to fuck me!

      I looked back at the dildo in front of me and gulped nervously. It was a very large dildo. I couldn’t imagine having a finger inside of my ass let alone this giant thing.

      I looked up at her with pleading eyes. “You want to… fuck me?” I asked.

      She moved her head up and down emphatically. “That’s right, baby. I want to give you the full experience of being a sexy woman. Unfortunately, as you mentioned earlier, you don’t have an actual pussy so we’ll have to use something else that you do have.”

      I knew she was talking about my asshole and felt it clench in fear. “But why?” I asked her pathetically.

      “Why not? It will be a kinky new experience for both of us. Personally, I’ve always wondered what it would feel like to fuck someone.”

      I felt a swarm of emotions inside of me and was unable to discern what they were. Did I actually want to let her do this to me?

      “Well, I’ve never wondered what it would feel like to be fucked,” I muttered.

      Robin shrugged. “And you never wondered what it would feel like to be dressed like a woman in public, but you clearly liked that tonight. You never know what you’re going to like until you try it.”

      I knew she had a good point. Besides having to be on stage in front of hundreds of people, I had enjoyed wearing this outfit tonight. It made me feel sexy and desirable. Especially after being propositioned by the wolf man. Thinking of him again made my heart flutter.

      What would he have expected me to do if I went off with him again. Would he have wanted to fuck me? Would I have let him?

      I felt my dick throbbing in its cage. The idea was certainly arousing me.

      “I bet I could make you cum by fucking you,” Robin said with a grin.

      My eyes widened at the thought of cumming. “You could?” I asked with intrigue.

      Robin nodded slowly. “If you let me fuck you long enough, I think so,” she answered, her grin growing. “And as your key holder, let me tell you that if you don’t cum tonight… you may not have another chance for quite awhile.”

      She had me again. This was how I would need to cum if I wanted to. I needed to let her fuck me. Despite knowing my answer, I hesitated from telling her right away so I didn’t look overly eager.

      Eventually, I gave her my consent. “Okay. I’ll let you fuck me,” I said.

      “I knew you would,” she said with a chuckle. “Get on all fours. I want to fuck you doggy style.”

      I stood up and turned around, crawling onto the bed and presenting my ass to my wife. She grabbed my dress and petticoat and pushed them up, over my back to get them out of the way. Her hands gently rubbed my hairless butt cheeks. Their touch sent shivers through me.

      I felt one of her hands move between my legs. It touched the tip of my chastity cage and move up until she felt the small amount of my shaft that was exposed as my dick tried to get erect.

      “Looks like you’re excited to get fucked,” she said.

      I knew she wanted me to tell her I was, but I still felt shy about the idea it. Again I thought of the man in the wolf costume and his dick inside of me. These thoughts were becoming troubling and I hoped they would go away once I finally orgasmed.

      I looked back at Robin with her dildo in her hand, still dressed up as the Big Bad Wolf, but without the mask. Would this be any different with him instead of her? I didn’t even know what he looked like or who he was. All I saw of him as I sucked his dick was his wolf mask. That gave me an idea.

      “Maybe you should put your mask back on so we can both be in full character for this,” I suggested.

      Robin looked as if she was considering my idea for a moment. “Hmm, okay. Sounds like some kinky cosplay. I can get down with that,” she said. She hurried back to the living room to fetch her mask. When she returned, all I could see was him, the man from before, staring at me through the wolf’s eyes.

      My longing to be fucked multiplied. I put my face down into the bed, hungrily pushing out my ass so she could get started. I felt Robin’s hands on my ass again as she moved into position, and then heard squirting from a bottle of lube as she let it drip onto my asshole.

      The touch of the lube was cold, but welcomed. As she rubbed it in, she just barely stuck her finger inside, penetrating me for the first time. It surprised me at first, but when she took it out I knew I wanted to feel more. She squirted more lube, this time on the dildo, and then set the bottle down.

      The whole process felt like it was taking forever and I was growing impatient. I wanted to feel the cock inside of me. I needed to feel it. I pushed my ass back towards her more, trying to get her to start.

      At last I felt the wet touch of the lube covered dildo against my asshole. I closed my eyes and held my breath as it pushed hard against my tight, virgin hole and then finally forced its way in. My whole body convulsed as I felt it penetrate me and start pushing in deeper. As it went, I let out my breath as a long, satisfied moan.

      She pulled it out slowly and again pushed it in. I could feel my ass stretching as it accepted the dildo. It felt so wrong. So naughty. But so right.

      I looked back over my shoulder and saw the wolf face staring back down at me. That was the face that had changed my life, that had opened my eyes to new possibilities. New pleasures. I didn’t think that I would have ever let Robin fuck me had I not sucked his dick earlier.

      The dildo continued to move in and out of me. I could feel it picking up speed as Robin grew more comfortable with her role. “Are you ready for more?” she asked me. “I’ve only gone half way in.”

      “Mmhmm,” I let out as I bit my lip. I gasped as she pushed the dildo in further, feeling it fill up my insides. “More,” I groaned.

      Her hands grabbed my hips tightly. I could feel her wolf claws digging into my flesh as she pulled me back just as she thrust forward. I let out a loud cry at the sensation. She did it again, and again. Pounding my ass with the fake cock.

      I could feel my dick pulsing and cum building up inside it. I was whimpering now as the pleasure of being fucked overcame me and my desire to cum grew exponentially.

      “How do you like being the slut of the family? Do you like taking my cock?” Robin growled.

      “Yes,” I said between moans.

      “That’s a good slut,” she hissed as she continued fucking me.

      Being called a slut once again gave me a flash back from this evening, giving a blow job behind a dumpster. I was a slut. I was a cock hungry slut.

      Her words and my realization put me over the top. I felt my dick suddenly burst, pumping cum out of my caged cock. I groaned loudly as it continued to spew cum out.

      When it finished, I collapsed into the bed, the dildo sliding out of me as I did.

      “So, what do you think of Halloween now?” Robin asked me.

      I rolled over and looked at the wolf standing over me and smiled. “Best day of the year,” I said.
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      A tickle of lace, a brush of satin, I could feel the costumes all around me, each one sparking a different curiosity. As I followed my girlfriend Theresa further into the Halloween costume shop, I couldn’t help but wonder how it might feel to wear each one.

      I can’t believe she’s going to make me do this. I can’t believe I agreed to do this!

      There was no denying my growing interest. Ever since Theresa had teased the idea of us doing gender swapped Halloween costumes, I found it hard to think about anything else. When she suggested it again a few days later, I almost caved, my curiosity rising. Then she asked again yesterday and I found that I could no longer hold back my surging excitement to feel the soft, sexy fabrics of women’s clothing — though I made every effort to seem like I was only agreeing to do it for her.

      Now that we were actually shopping for costumes, now that she was about to buy one of these frilly dresses for me to wear, it all felt so real.

      And I was growing even more aroused by the idea.

      “Are you really sure you still want to do this?” I asked Theresa hesitantly, afraid of how things might change when I felt the first touch of lace against my skin.

      My girlfriend stopped in her tracks and let out a huff of air as she turned around. “You’ve already shaved your legs for this, Brian, why would you want to back out now?” she retorted.

      It was true, when I had finally agreed to doing her Halloween idea, she was so excited that she wanted me to start preparing right away. Mostly that included getting used to shaving my body which was clearly her way to trap me into her idea and to make sure that I didn’t back out. I didn’t mind, however, I was quickly growing to appreciate the smoothness of my hairless body.

      Theresa continued, “Plus, I think I just found you the perfect costume.”

      I gulped anxiously, my heart raced.

      The perfect costume? What could it be? There are so many here that I would love to try on.

      I looked around, wondering which outfit she meant. Did she want me to be a naughty nurse? A sexy secretary? Perhaps a provocative princess? The possibilities were endless and each one tickled my imagination like I could have never imagined.

      “W-which one?” I croaked, my throat dry as my nerves increased.

      She pulled my hand forcefully, urging me forward, across the large room. When she came to a stop I noticed her eyes glimmering with delight. “This one,” she breathed out.

      Looking up, my eyes locked onto a little black dress. The top was strapless and had long black strings in the back like a corset. Beneath, there was a short black skirt with a white lace hem. It was fluffy and frilly, puffed up by a thick black petticoat layered beneath.

      That’s it? The dress is pretty, but it doesn’t look like a costume at all… Why choose this when there are so many classic women’s costumes here?

      “Just a black dress?” I asked in confusion.

      Theresa scoffed at my query. “Just a black dress?” she echoed. “Not once you add these accessories to it!”

      She gestured to the items hanging beside the dress, a collection of small white aprons, tiny white headbands, and little feather dusters.

      “A maid?” I mumbled, connecting the dots of her idea. “You want me to be a maid?”

      This time my girlfriend rolled her eyes at me. “Not just a maid. A French maid. And I will be your master.”

      There was a swelling between my legs that told me that I really liked her choice. The idea of being her servant was surprisingly erotic. But still, the outfit was so small, so revealing, it wasn’t quite what I was expecting — or what I was hoping for.

      “But it’s so small and I don’t think I can pull off something strapless like that,” I whined.

      Theresa grinned at me as she turned around and picked up a long, brown curly wig. “You can with this,” she grinned. “A nice wig like this would cover up any straps, and this way you will feel even sexier dressed as my slutty maid.”

      Slutty maid? Damnit, that does sound sexy when she puts it that way.

      “O-okay, if that’s what you want to do then I guess it’s fine,” I replied, trying my best to hide the surging attraction I felt to the idea of being her maid.

      Picking a dress off the rack, Theresa giggled as she handed it to me. “Oh, trust me. This definitely is what I want. I literally can’t think of a better costume for you.”

      I nodded as I accepted the costume from her, my dick slowly growing hard beneath my pants from feeling the soft fabric in my hand.

      She continued to pick out accessories, handing me the apron and headband, a pair of frilly black panties, and, of course, the little feather duster. With each item I could feel a sensual energy building inside of me, a yearning to wear it all. It was hard to explain and hard to understand where it came from, but the feelings were there and I was dying to explore them.

      “Are we going to, uhh, try this all on?” I asked, shaking with desires.

      Theresa looked back at me, clearly amused by my question. “Here?” she laughed. “You’re a little more excited than you’re letting on, aren’t you?”

      I blushed at her accusation, embarrassed that I had been so obvious. “I just want to make sure that we get the right size,” I lied. “I don’t want to have to come back here again.”

      My girlfriend stared at me, her eyes piercing through me, sizing me up, trying to gauge my honesty. I knew I wouldn’t be able to hide it all from her, but I tried not to let her discover the extent of my desires.

      “It’s okay,” she finally answered. “I have a pretty good idea of what your size is and I want you to try everything on at home. I have some extra surprises for you there.”

      Extra surprises?

      My dick throbbed at the thought. “Oh, okay,” I choked out.

      With that, we hurried to the checkout counter to buy my new Halloween costume, each of us eager to get home for different reasons.
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      The entire drive home I couldn’t stop thinking about my new costume and wondering how it would feel to wear it. The lace, the frills, I longed to feel them against my bare skin.

      When we arrived, it was clear that I wasn’t the only one who was excited. Theresa grabbed my hand and eagerly pulled me into the bedroom, shopping bags in hand. There, she wasted no time in getting me undressed and pulling my new costume out of the bag.

      “Here, babe. Put these on first,” she ordered me as she handed me the frilly black panties.

      The panties were a cheeky cut, covered in white ruffles and lace which looked very appropriate for a French maid. I slipped them on, feeling the soft fabric sliding up my sensitive legs. As I pulled them up, the seam in the back helped them conform perfectly with my butt, slipping just slightly into my crack and feeling surprisingly nice. My dick was trying to pop out of the top so I decided to push it down between my legs to fit it in.

      “Looking sexier already,” Theresa said as she returned with a strapless black bra. “Turn around and I’ll put this on for you. You’re going to need something to hold up your breasts.”

      My breasts?

      She wrapped the bra around my chest, pulling it snuggly around my back where she connected it. It felt different, but not necessarily bad. Seeing the large, empty cups over my chest was definitely interesting though.

      Next, she pulled out the dress, the main course of the outfit. I was delighted to see it again and was glad to have my penis tucked down to hide how excited I was getting.

      “Go ahead, try it on for me, baby,” she said excitedly.

      My body was shaking as I accepted the little black dress. I could feel my breath growing heavy as my desires swelled within me.

      This is it. This is finally the moment I’ve been waiting for.

      Slowly, I lowered the dress and stepped inside, steadying myself against my rattling nerves. I pulled it up and held it against my body, feeling the bodice fit nicely around me.

      The frilly petticoat bounced with every move, the lace tickled my legs. I made a few subtle movements, just to feel the fluffy fabric brush against my butt as if giving me playful spanks. Below, I could feel my dick swelling in approval of my new dress.

      This feels so nice. There’s something about it that just feels right.

      Theresa walked around and pulled the back tighter, adjusting the strings. “Take a deep breath,” she told me.

      I did and suddenly I felt like the wind was taken out of me. Theresa pulled the strings tightly, letting the corset top suction around my torso. She quickly tied the strings behind me, forcing the tightness to stay.

      “Uhh, this kind of hurts, hun,” I let out as I tried to wiggle and make some room in the dress.

      “Being a woman hurts,” she laughed. “There’s always a price to pay for being beautiful.”

      This is kind of taking away from how everything else feels, but hopefully I get used to it.

      She continued, “But here, why don’t I give you my first surprise to cheer you up.”

      She swiftly made her way to her closet, opening it up and digging through. She pulled out a large box and set it on top of her dresser, grinning wickedly when she found what she was searching for. Approaching me, it appeared that she held two large flesh colored blobs, each filling her hands fully. She pulled out the top of my dress and bra and slipped each item inside, filling them up like real looking, jiggly breasts.

      The tight bodice of my dress helped hold them up as if they were on a pedestal, my large bosom on full display. Without thinking I reached up and grabbed my new chest. They were soft and squeezed just like real breasts. Touching my chest, it felt like they belonged to me.

      These feel amazing! Like I actually have boobs.

      “What do you think?” my girlfriend asked me. “Why don’t you give them a little jiggle?”

      My bit my lip as I thought about how it would feel to actually have these large breasts, how they would feel if I wiggled my body or jumped up and down, making them bounce and shake around. Feeling naughty, I did as my girlfriend suggested, shaking my chest just enough to make them dance.

      They’re so realistic!

      “Mmm, yeah. Those are nice,” Theresa let out as she consumed my breasts with both of her hands, giving them a firm squeeze. She giggled as she groped them and flicked the nipples, just as a man would to a woman’s chest. “They’re just about as big as mine.”

      Looking down, I realized that she was right, my breasts were nearly the size of hers.

      “But what about down here?” she added, quickly reaching beneath my dress and grabbing my dick through my frilly panties. She rubbed it gently, moving her hand between my legs to touch every bit of my tucked manhood. My penis throbbed from her soft touches. “I think your clit is a bit bigger.”

      I blushed at her choice of words, but found it hard to be embarrassed while she continued stroking my dick. With each stroke my knees grew weaker, my body melting into her hand. To be pleasured while wearing a dress was suddenly everything I ever wanted, but it also wasn’t enough.

      Leaning forward, I parted my lips and pressed them against hers, gently yet hungrily. She kissed me back, our heads tilting so that our lips fit perfectly together. My once dry mouth was now salivating from her taste, making our kisses sloppy with passion.

      Theresa pushed me off, gasping for air as she smirked at me. “You really like this, don’t you? You don’t have to be shy, baby. I like that you like it.”

      I gulped anxiously. I wanted to admit the truth, but found it hard to speak the words.

      If I ever want to do this again then I need to be honest. I need to let her know the truth.

      “Y-yeah, I guess I do,” I finally admitted.

      Theresa chuckled then grabbed my hand, pulling me towards our bathroom. “Just wait, baby. We’re only half way done. You’re going to love how you feel when I’m done with you.”

      As she sat me down in her vanity chair, I caught my first glimpse of myself in the dress. My body looked slender and feminine thanks to the tight corset and the large breasts which were practically spilling off of my chest, begging to be touched. But my face was still mine and looked out of place with the rest of my body. Luckily, I had a feeling that my concern was about to be corrected.

      Theresa stood behind me, her brows furrowed as she studied my face through the reflection in the mirror. “I know exactly what to do to make you look perfect,” she whispered, a smile playing on her lips.

      She started with foundation, her touch light and confident as the brush swept over my face. There was something intimate about the process, her hands softly holding my chin as she smoothed the makeup over my face.

      Next, she worked on my eyes, picking dark colors suited for a maid. Delicately, she applied eyeshadow and liner, making my eyes pop in a way they ever had.

      As I opened my eyes, I couldn’t help but catch the look of joy in her reflection. I could tell that she was loving all of this as much as I was. I hoped that meant this wouldn’t be the last time we would play dress up together.

      To complete my look she slipped on the wig we had bought, the long brown curls traced down my back, covering my bare skin and sending shivers through me. I had never had long hair before, having it now made it make me feel extra girly.

      Finally, my gaze returned to the mirror, soaking in my new look. The makeup and wig had completely transformed me. Suddenly, I wasn’t Brian. Suddenly, I was a maid.

      I was Theresa’s maid.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 3

          

          

      

    

    







            Surprises

          

        

      

    

    
      “Come over here and really check yourself out,” Theresa said as she gestured for me to join her by our full length mirror.

      I stood up, feeling my new long hair flutter from side to side as I moved. My fluffy petticoats bounced with every step, brushing against my butt and sending tiny spasms of pleasure with each movement.

      I loved every new sensation.

      Seeing myself in the full mirror only added to my adoration. My dress was sleek and sexy, my puffy skirt playful and cute, my hair and makeup elegant and provocative. I couldn’t resist doing a little shimmy so I could really see how my outfit moved.

      “That’s it. Work it, girl!” Theresa laughed.

      My cheeks started heating up, but I didn’t care. I was too enraptured by what I saw. “I look… so pretty,” I let out.

      “Just wait for my next surprise. Here, put these on,” she said as she pulled another set of items out of her large box. Instantly I recognized them: high heels.

      Heels? She wants me to wear heels with this outfit?

      “Those are for me?” I croaked. Despite my apprehension, I couldn’t deny my intrigue to try the high heels on. They were black and shiny; I knew they would fit perfectly with my black costume.

      “Of course,” Theresa grinned. “You can’t be a beautiful woman without sexy stilettos.”

      She kneeled down beside me and helped me slip each one on. In the mirror, my reflection grew several inches taller in a matter of a few seconds. Now my legs looked stronger and my ass looked perkier. I looked even more alluring.

      As I continued staring at myself, Theresa ran back to the shopping bags and pulled out the last of the accessories. She hurried back and placed the white maid’s headband over my hair then started wrapping the little white apron around my waist.

      “Wow,” I muttered as I turned from side to side to check out my completed look, my dress swishing as I moved.

      As she tied the apron behind my back, she leaned over my shoulder, her mouth nuzzling up to my ear, her breath hot on my neck. “You look so sexy, baby. If I were a guy I would definitely want to fuck you,” she whispered.

      My penis pulsed, feeling a thrill from her words. I still couldn’t understand why I felt this way, but I loved it.

      “You would?” I asked softly, my body shivering with desire.

      Suddenly, I felt her hands on my ass, the coolness making me flinch in surprise. She ran her fingers over my smooth skin, hiking up my panties as she explored my hairless butt. Her touches were making my dick grow even harder, filling up my panties with lust as they longed for more attention.

      Her hand slid down, between my legs, I could feel it tickling my cock head as she searched for it. With her other hand she gently pressed down on my back, bending me over.

      I let her move me, I let her take control of me.

      Her hand plunged deeper between my legs, rubbing my whole shaft, feeling first hand how much I loved being dressed up as her maid. I no longer cared if she discovered my secret, we were already deep down the rabbit hole. It was time for the truth to be known.

      I reached out and grabbed the mirror to steady myself, my body now completely hunched over. Theresa moved her hands to my hips and pulled me back against her crotch.

      “Yeah, like this,” she grunted. “I would fuck you just like this so I could really control you. So I could really pull you back and fuck you deep.”

      She thrust her crotch against my ass several more times, pretending to fuck me as I braced myself against the mirror. I couldn’t tell if she was just having fun or if she was serious, but I suddenly had a new longing building inside me.

      Would I let her? If she actually had a dick, would I let her take me? Would I let her fuck me?

      I felt her hands disappear and heard her step back. A sudden slap on my ass lurched me forward, making me wobble in my high heels. I stood up, carefully moving in my heels, and turned around to face my girlfriend.

      There was a burning fire in her eyes, one of yearning and domination. Her look scared me, but it was also highly arousing. I stared back at her, dying to grab her, to kiss her, to take her, but something about her look made me refrain. Something about her look told me that she was now in charge. I need to let her be the one to make the first move.

      “Alright, sexy. Let’s get you going,” she said, breaking the building tension between us.

      Going? She wants me to take my costume off already?

      I was saddened by the news, but inside I knew it wouldn’t be the last time. There was still actual Halloween awaiting me. “O-oh, okay,” I croaked sadly. “Will you help me take the makeup off?”

      Theresa’s eyes furrowed angrily, her eyes growing fiercer. “Off? After I just spent so much time putting it on? No,” she snapped.

      I was taken aback by her harshness, but also felt another tinge of excitement from her dominant tone.

      “We’re going to make use of your costume today,” she continued. She walked over to the shopping bags and reached down, pulling out the final item, the feather duster. “You’re going to take your frilly little dress and your pretty little duster and you’re going to start cleaning up our apartment. It’s long overdue for a good cleaning.”

      My eyes bulged in shock.

      She actually wants me to act as a real maid?

      “C-clean?” I stuttered.

      She flashed me a look of indignation. “Yeah. What else is maid good for?”

      I stepped back, gasping from her suddenly powerful tone. My chest was heaving, my blood pumping, I could feel myself growing overcome with emotions; surprise, fear, and attraction. There was a heat swelling within me, a burning that was growing fiercer with her every action.

      “What would you have me do?” I asked, finding my voice naturally transitioning to a soft, more submissive and feminine tone.

      “Take your duster and go start tidying,” she replied sternly, handing me the tool. “I’ll be changing into my costume while you work. I better not catch you slacking when I come out.”

      “Y-yes, dear,” I breathed out.

      I stood awkwardly, shivering with excitement at the unexpected scenario beginning to play out.

      I can’t believe it, she wants me to keep wearing my costume! I get to stay dressed like this longer!

      But Theresa wasn’t playing games. Her arm abruptly whipped out, pointing fiercely at the bedroom door, her eyes staring daggers at me. “Go. Now,” she barked. “Don’t make me tell you again!”

      “Yes, dear,” I cried out as I scampered away, off to begin my duties as a maid.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 4

          

          

      

    

    







            Cleaning

          

        

      

    

    
      I hurried down the hall and into the kitchen, needing some separation from my suddenly very dominant girlfriend. There, I leaned against the counter, helping myself balance in my new high heels as I caught my breath.

      What has gotten into her? Who is this person?

      Everything had taken a sudden turn. It was as if Theresa was tapping into fantasies that I didn’t know I had. Had she known that I would like this? Had that been why she kept suggesting the gender swapped costumes? She had always known me so well, but now, it seemed like perhaps she knew me far better than I knew myself.

      Does she actually expect me to clean or is this all part of her role playing?

      The idea of cleaning seemed silly, but I didn’t want to risk upsetting her. I didn’t want there to be a chance that I could lose out on what had just begun. If she wanted me to clean, then I would do so diligently.

      Feather duster in hand, I got to work.
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        * * *

      

      As I moved around our apartment, my high heels clicking loudly on the laminate floors with each step, I felt alive. My dress swished, my breasts jiggled, and my penis throbbed. Knowing that Theresa was in the other room, dressing up to be my counterpart, to be my master, only drove my arousal more.

      And then I saw her.

      I was sweeping the kitchen when she exited our bedroom. I saw her slowly approaching from down the hall. She was wearing black slacks with a white button up shirt. Her hair was tied in a tight bun, trying to look like a man’s short haircut, and her stride was slow and deliberate, no longer her normal light footed feminine stroll.

      I tried to keep working, to not stop and gawk despite my desire to stare at her. I wanted to impress her, to see me hard at work.

      “Good,” she said as she entered the kitchen, her voice deep and hard. “You’re still working.”

      “Of course, dear,” I let out softly.

      She came to lean against the counter opposite from me, her eyes locked on my body, checking me out with a glint in her eyes that made me feel weak. “I’m hungry from all of that work. Make me a sandwich.”

      I was surprised by her request, but I leapt at the opportunity to prove myself. Pulling out all of the supplies, I quickly got to work.

      As I laid out the bread and began spreading the mayonnaise, I had an odd sense of something happening behind me. Peaking over my shoulder, I instantly caught on to what it was. Theresa had unzipped her pants and pulled out a long, thick dildo. It hung from her crotch as if she had a real dick.

      I gasped as I turned around, staring at her beginning to stroke her realistic looking cock, feeling new emotions building up within me. “W-what is that?” I squeaked out nervously.

      “Sorry, baby,” she grunted in response. “You just look too fucking sexy. I couldn’t resist touching myself.”

      My dick tingled from her compliment, my heart began to race as she slowly started walking towards me from across the kitchen. I quickly darted around, trying to hide my fluster, as I continued with her sandwich. I laid out some turkey and cheese, a little lettuce — and then I felt her hands on me.

      A breath escaped my mouth as my body quivered from her touch. Her hands began to work their way down my dress to my hairless, feminine legs, making my dick press hard against my frilly panties. I was getting so worked up, so turned on, I wanted her to take me, to do with me as she pleased.

      In that moment, with me dressed as her maid and her dressed as my master, I felt like I would let her do anything to me.

      She gave my body a tug and turned me around. I leaned against the counter, a slight fear making me lean away from her despite my intense attraction. She stepped closer, putting her arms on the counter around me, trapping me between them.

      “You know what? I think my dick is a little dirty. Why don’t you clean it for me?” she groaned.

      I looked down at her masculine cock pressing against my body. I immediately knew what she wanted. She wanted me to suck it.

      Never before had I imagined sucking a cock, but in this scenario it felt strangely right. Without thinking I began to lower myself down onto my knees before her.

      “That’s a good girl,” she grinned. “Give it a suck. Make it nice and clean like a good maid.”

      “Yes, dear,” I said softly, opening my mouth wide to accept her manhood.

      “Master,” she let out. “Call me your master.”

      I nodded as I leaned forward. “Yes, Master.”

      My mouth opened wide, allowing the dildo to slide in, brushing against my lips as it plunged inside. My tongue tickled the long shaft, feeling every vein and ridge along the fake dick.

      “Yeah, that’s it. Take my cock,” Theresa sighed.

      Her words poured gas on my flames of desire, making the fire within me burn brighter and hotter. My head began bobbing back and forth over her cock, hungrily consuming it.

      “Good, very good. Now take it deeper.”

      Obeying, I let her cock slide deeper inside, relaxing my throat to let it in. Slowly, I let it fill me, all the way to the back of my throat, just before I knew I would gag. I was impressed by how much I could take, but I also knew that someday I could do better.

      And I would.

      Knowing my limit, I began picking up speed again, moving my mouth back and forth quicker. I began turning my head, passionately licking every last piece of the long shaft.

      “I think you were meant for this, baby. You were meant to wear a dress and worship a master down on your knees. Tell me that you agree,” Theresa said.

      I think she’s right. This feels so good, so natural.

      “I agree,” I mumbled, my mouth still full of cock.

      Theresa chuckled manically, softly petting my hair before grabbing my head and forcing me to stop. Her hand slid down my face to my chin, gently cupping it and lifting it up so that I looked her in the eyes. “I had a feeling I was right. I saw the twinkle in your eye the first time I suggested these costumes. In that moment I knew there was something more to you, something that I could tap into. Something that I could use.”

      She knew? This whole time?

      “Oh,” I breathed out, anxious for what she was going to say next.

      “Now I plan to discover how far you’re willing to go. How much of a sissy you truly are.”

      My chest surged in and out, my breath heavy in anticipation. “What are you going to do to me?” I whimpered, helpless to the spell she had cast on me.

      “Stand up,” she ordered me. “I’m going to fuck you.”
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      Hesitantly, I stood up. My dick was straining against my panties, enthralled with the idea of my girlfriend fucking me while I was dressed as her maid. She wanted to show me the true symbol of power and dominance, the master taking the servant.

      Keeping my eyes on her dildo, I couldn’t help but imagine it surging deep inside me, filling me and making me feel reborn. I watched as Theresa began stroking it, as if preparing her weapon before battle.

      “Turn around and bend over the counter,” she ordered me. “I’m going to give you everything you crave.”

      I swallowed nervously, unsure of if it really was what I wanted, but feeling powerless against my dominant girlfriend. Even if I wanted to, I wasn’t sure if I would be able to stop her. But deep down I had a feeling that I did crave this, that this experience was about to open my mind to a new world of pleasure and possibilities.

      The counter was cold as I leaned my forearms against it, getting myself into her demanded position. Once again Theresa’s hands swarmed my ass, consuming and controlling them with her firm grip.

      Her hands moved up, throwing my dress over my back, followed by my petticoats, leaving nothing left but my panties. I felt her fingers slip into their top and with one swift motion my panties were at my knees. My swelling dick fell out, quickly using its opportunity to grow erect.

      The tip of her large dildo brushed against my cheeks, teasing me and making my heart race in anticipation of it entering me. The thought of being taken by her, being owned by her, was overwhelming me with lust.

      “I’m going make you my little sissy,” Theresa said, soft and seductive. “I’m going to dominate you and make you mine.”

      Her words hit me, making me shiver in delight. My penis surged to full erection, telling me that I was ready.

      Theresa aimed her cock at my hole and then thrust it inside me without warning, making me gasp at the sensation of being penetrated.

      I grunted as she continued to push it in further, filling me with feelings of pain and pleasure. “Be gentle,” I whimpered as she continued to stretch my opening.

      “No,” she growled. “You need to get used to it. I need to break you in.”

      My dick throbbed at her dominance.

      Theresa pulled her dick out a little, letting me relax for a moment, but then, slowly, she pushed it back in. She continued her movements, in and out, in and out. The more she thrust into me, the more pleasure I began to feel and the more willing my hole became. It wasn’t long before she was able to slide her cock in and out of me with ease, my body growing moist with desire.

      “Is this what you wanted?" my girlfriend asked me pointedly. “Did you want to feel sexy? Did you want to feel like a naughty little slut?”

      “I-I don’t know,” I groaned between thrusts. “I didn’t know I wanted any of this. It kind of just happened.”

      Theresa scoffed at my answer then pounded my ass even harder, as if rejecting my response. “Don’t worry, baby. I’ll make sure you discover every one of your repressed desires,” she laughed. “Starting with this deep fucking.”

      My mouth dropped open as her thrusts grew stronger, pummeling me deep inside, causing my breasts to bounce wildly. I couldn’t imagine what else she might introduce me to, but a day ago I could have never imagined that I would be letting her fuck me. The future was sounding exciting.

      “Wait,” she said, suddenly stopping her movements. “I want to see how badly you want it. How much you want my cock. I want you to fuck yourself. If you do a good job then maybe I’ll give you a little reward.”

      I bit my lip at the thought of fucking myself, using her meaty cock to both pleasure and degrade myself. I knew that doing so would forever lock in my fate as her submissive, as her sissy maid, but I wasn’t ready for the feelings to stop. I needed to explore them completely.

      My arms slid down and grabbed the edge of the counter, balancing myself as I slowly pushed myself backwards. The dildo shoved in more and more as I moved.

      I’m actually doing it, I’m fucking myself with her dildo. There’s no turning back now.

      I stood back up, withdrawing the fake dick, then lowering myself back down.

      “That’s it. That’s right. Fuck yourself, show me how much you love my cock,” Theresa growled behind me.

      Over and over I repeated the motions, gradually building speed as I grew used to the movements. The idea of forcing this upon myself was extremely erotic, I could feel my penis pulsing, longing to find its place in this party.

      “Well done. It appears that you have more potential than I thought,” Theresa added. “But I’m tired of watching. It’s my turn again.”

      As I lowered myself down again she suddenly thrust the dildo hard, hitting me deep inside and making my eyes roll back as I embraced the feeling. I held the counter firmly while she resumed her pounding of my ass.

      As she worked my ass, her hand reached around my hips, groping for my straining dick. Her cool fingers wrapped around my shaft, making me shiver from her soft touch. She began stroking my erection, moving her hand back and forth in sync with her thrusts.

      "I have plans for you, Brian,” she whispered, leaning over me. “Plans to train you, to make you my submissive servant.”

      She pulled her hand back and spit on it before returning it to my cock, her sticky saliva lubricating her strokes and amplifying my enjoyment. The feelings were quickly building up in me, pleasure in the back and the front culminating in a mind melting satisfaction.

      “W-why?” I groaned.

      My girlfriend snickered at me and rammed her cock deep inside, holding it in place so I could feel myself stuffed. “Because I’ve now seen your sissy potential and I know that I can,” she replied calmly. “That, and because I want to.”

      My cock was pulsing in her hand, enraptured by all the pleasures she was giving me. I could feel my head getting larger, I could feel her hands getting sticky with my pre cum. I knew I was getting close.

      Her stroking grew faster, her fucking fiercer. My hands clenched around the counter, my jaw dropped. The feelings were so intense.

      “Come on, baby. Cum for me,” my girlfriend grunted. “Be a good girl.”

      My body lurched as my cock throbbed in her hand. I could feel it building up pressure, ready to explode, ready to make me her good girl.

      And then it did.

      A deep guttural groan burst from my mouth, crying out with pent up passion. My dick surged in her hand before erupting, pumping load after load of cum onto the kitchen cabinets before me.

      My jaw sagged as the groan continued to trickle out of my mouth, slowly becoming a whimper as Theresa slowed down her fucking. She gave my dick a few more tugs, getting every last drop out and letting it leak onto her hand.

      She laughed as she released her cock from my ass, suddenly leaving me feeling very empty. “Looks like you have a mess to clean up, maid,” she giggled. “First my hand and then the cabinets.”

      She held up her hand, it was slick and glistening with a mixture of my cum and her spit. I hesitated briefly before committing to obey her. I knew at this point there was no point in arguing. Everything she had pushed me to do had resulted in this euphoric pleasure.

      From now on I would trust her, from now on I would obey her every command.

      The taste of my cum was salty and bitter, but I didn’t let that deter me from licking up every last drop from her hand. When I was done, I swallowed it down before returning to my knees, this time to clean up the rest of my spilled seed.

      Theresa started walking away as I cleaned, clearly done with me, but she stopped just before the hallway. “When you’re done cleaning your filth, finish making my sandwich and bring it to the living room. I’ll be relaxing and watching my show while you finish tidying the apartment,” she said.

      “You want me to keep my costume on to clean more?” I asked meekly, a little surprised that she wanted to continue the act.

      “Oh, hunny,” she chuckled mockingly. “That’s not a costume, that’s a uniform. From now on, every day is your Halloween. Welcome to your new life, maid.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      “Before I tell you, I need you to get dressed. I need you to become my sexy schoolgirl.”
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      “Excuse me?” I let out, bewildered by what I thought I had just heard my wife say.

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

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

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

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

      “Oh, no. No, no, no,” I pleaded.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      “Just wait until I’m done with you, then we will have some real fun.”
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      I couldn’t believe how much a few dabs of makeup and a brunette wig could change me so completely. As I looked into the mirror once again, no longer did I see myself as Greg, now I was someone else entirely—someone sexy, someone beautiful, someone feminine.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      “Y-you are?” I squeaked out.

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

      A sharper smack echoed through the air, unnerving me.

      “Y-yes,” I answered. “I suppose so.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      In that moment, my body flooded with new urges and desires, I knew it was true. I was ready and willing to do whatever she pleased.
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      Jane gave me a wicked chuckle before tracing a path of kisses from my ear down to my shoulder blade. She reached down to grab my straining erection, giving it a firm squeeze through my panties that made me moan with pleasure. She started to stroke me, her hand moving up and down my shaft in a steady rhythm.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      At least I did until I felt something strange.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      “As ready as I’ll ever be.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      When the last drop was out, I let loose a deep sigh and collapsed into the bed, exhausted, drained, and fulfilled.
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      “Holy fuck,” I let out, my lungs still fighting to catch my breath. “That was amazing.”

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

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

      “And you liked being dominated by me?”

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

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

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

      “Even better orgasms?” I repeated in disbelief.

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

      “How?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      “P-permanent?” I stammered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      My dick throbbed, enchanted by this sudden change.

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

      For as long as she wanted.
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