Masks and Minds, Chapter 3


Two days before the start of the festival, Koszta was already fully prepared.  All of the decorations were up, the tents in the town park fully set up and stocked, and some of the townspeople were already walking about in costume.  It was always exciting to show off one’s costume, and help get into character.  All of the hotels in town were fully booked.  Friends, family, and other assorted visitors had all come to the town to take part in playing Halloween.  Everyone seemed to have something to do, and the streets were full of people at nearly all hours.


Of course, with any holiday, there were plenty of last minute shoppers.  Some still lacked a costume, a decoration, or some other random item related to the season.  Caruthers’ Custom Costumes was just as busy as ever.  Grant and Mr. Caruthers were both at the front of the store assisting customers.  It was unusual to see them both up front at the same time any other time of the year.  Still, the mouse did go to the back room of the store in frequent trips to get more of certain items, or fill a special order.  It would be busy all day, as this was the last day that they would be open before the end of the festival.  Grant needed all of the help that he could get.  This was the only time of the year that the store would actually run out of certain items.  The most popular sorts of costumes were already gone, including most of the full body suits.  Accessories were also in short supply.  There were even racks that stood empty, which almost never happened.  Anyone with a head for business would be drooling over the profit that the mouse had made that day alone.


The store closed at its usual time this last day before the holiday fun.  That time was eight in the evening.  Mr. Caruthers rarely closed his store early, even if business was having a slow day.  One never could tell what to expect, after all.  Despite the closing time, they did not force anyone out the door.  They let the last few customers finish their perusing and purchasing before flipping the sign to closed.


After Mr. Caruthers flipped over the store’s sign, he did something unusual.  He locked the front door.  The aged, heavy tumblers turned with a series of loud, metallic cracks.  Usually, the mouse did not lock the door until he had left the shop.  Locking it from the inside had not happened in some time.  At the sound of the tumblers, one of Grant’s ears gave a flick.


“Why’d you lock the door?”  The wolf asked, turning to the older male.  His left ear still twitched, just a bit.  It did that when he was feeling particularly curious.


“It’s time to show you something very special, Grant.  I don’t’ want to get interrupted by anyone who might wander in.”  He replied, giving Grant one of his kindliest smiles.  He had had a rather serious face on all night.  The mouse had seemed more than a little preoccupied.  Seeing him smile like that put Grant back at ease.  Mr. Caruthers did not wear a stern face very well.


“You mean it?”  Grant knew to what the mouse referred.  His tail began to sway back and forth a little faster, bobbing like an excited pom-pom.


“Of course.  You’ve known me to lie?”  Mr. Caruthers gave a soft laugh.  Grant was a bit too nervous to do so.  “Come on, we should get this done quickly.  I’m sure you are eager to try on your new costume.”


“Oh, oh yes!  Right!”  The wolf nodded with enthusiasm.  The mouse turned his back to the wolf and walked to the door that only he had ever been through.  It was not labeled.  There was not even a ‘private’ sign upon the door.  Grant still knew what the room was, and to keep out.  His paw slipped into his pocket to gather his keys.  As he raised them to the door, they jingled softly.  To the excited wolf, they sounded sweeter than wind chimes, and filled him with more anticipation than a child waiting to open his birthday presents.  The key was put in the lock, the locked turned, and the door opened.  Grant moved to the side a bit.  He had always tried to sneak peeks inside of that room whenever the door was open, but had never been very successful.  He had never seen enough to really put anything together.  Even though he was about to enter the workshop, he was still reflexively trying to steal a glimpse inside.  The mouse seemed to notice this, and looked back with a slight smirk.


“No need for that any more, Grant.  No more sneaking peeks.  Come on in.”  He stepped aside, allowing Grant a clear pass through.  “You can even go first.  I want you to be able to take it all in before I bother to explain anything.”  The wolf gave a quick nod.  He practically sprinted past the mouse to get inside.  He was not sure what to expect.  He had his imagination, certainly, but that was not the same as actually being inside Mr. Caruthers’ workshop.  It seemed so still outside.  Grant could not hear anything.  Perhaps it was drown out by the rapid beating of his own excited heart?  His mind raced, just as his heart did.  Mr. Caruthers cleared his throat.  “Well?”  He spoke in a calm intonation.  Grant looked down at his feet.  They were not moving.  The wolf blushed slightly, realizing he had stopped short of entering the workshop, frozen in the doorway.  It led him to question if he was really ready for this.  The thoughts of seeing inside had been with him for a very long time.  Could he really do it?  Yes, of course he could.


“Sorry, nerves, heh.”  The wolf answered in a mild stammer.  He drew in a breath and walked forward.  He moved slowly, deliberately, but only got a few more steps before he had to stop.  The wolf’s jaw dropped a bit and he looked around in awe.


For a costume enthusiast, it was something of a fantasy land.  Every piece of equipment had a customized look to it, and all of it looked like it was for the designing of complex outfits.  There was a station that appeared to be devoted entirely to the art of sewing.  Numerous reams of different patterns of cloth were hung on the wall next to a large sewing machine.  They were rolled and hung with care, like priceless scrolls.  The machine itself was rather large, and had a number of dials and settings.  Pairs of scissors of different sizes lay on the table next to the sewing machine.  Obviously, the different sized blades were used to make cuts in fabric ranging from large to small and detailed.  Behind this was a rack of costumes in various stages of completion.  On the other side of the room was a large, warm vat of liquid latex.  It had to be heated nearly constantly to keep its consistency.  It had a nozzle leading to a person shaped mold.  The mold itself looked very complicated.  It had so many dials and buttons that Grant had a hard time keeping track of everything.  Near this machine was another rack, full of finished bodysuits of different types.  They just had not been put out front yet, it seemed.

On its own, there would be nothing remarkable about this scene.  It would be typical of the back room of any costumer’s shop.  What set this sewing station apart was that it was working on its own!  The sewing machine hummed softly.  It was putting the finishing touches on a cheerleader’s uniform.  Grant could not make out the details of it well, but he could see it was quite cute, and red and white in color.  His jaw fell all the more slack, watching the uniform slide out from underneath of the sewing machine.  It was a finished product, and it seemed as though the machine made it on its own.  “How….how is that even possible?”  Grant stood frozen, marveling at the sight before him.

“Magic, dear boy, magic.”  The mouse said as if it were the most normal, commonplace response in the world.

“That doesn’t exist though…does it?”  The wolf found the will to move.  He turned his head, gazing back at Mr. Caruthers.  His eyes were quite wide.

“You see it with your own two eyes.  I could hardly see how you wouldn’t believe after that, Grant.  I’d be a little disappointed, but I understand how you feel.”  He calmly walked forward, brushing past Grant as he entered his workshop.  “It isn’t every day you see costumes sewing themselves together, is it?”  He gave the wolf his best smile.

“I….I don’t believe it.”  The wolf stammered softly.  His eyes were wide, staring as the last stitch was put on the cheerleader’s uniform.  “Magic doesn’t exist….It can’t exist.”

“You doubt what your eyes see, Grant?”  Mr. Caruthers frowned, but only a little bit.  “Magic is very real, young friend.  It’s especially strong this night.  That makes this a very special Halloween.”  Seeing the mouse frown, Grant could not help but feel a bit bad.  How could he doubt the words of the kindly costumer?  The mouse put a paw on Grant’s shoulder.  He looked over at it, and felt the warmth of its presence.  He then looked toward the mouse.

“Sorry, I guess I really do have to believe.  I saw it working, after all.”  He gave another glance at the machinery.  “It’s just…wow.  Can I get a closer look?  I promise to be careful.”  Grant said this in a more hushed tone, as if he was asking something very important.

“In time, Grant, in time.”  The mouse withdrew his paw, and stepped away from the wolf.  “For now, though, I’m sure you are just dying to see your costume.”  The words did not seem to register with Grant at first.  He simply continued to stare.  His eyes were locked on the wonderful, self-working machines.  For the time being, they were still, but Grant felt they could start moving again at any moment.  Mr. Caruthers cleared his throat.  The sound made the wolf turn his head to look at him.

“Wha?”  He seemed to be in a bit of a haze.  It is obvious that he missed what the mouse had said.

“Your costume, Grant.  I’m sure you want to see it now.  Perhaps even to try it on.  As I said before, it is very special.”  The mouse repeated to him.  This time it got the wolf’s attention.  His ears perked right up, and his eyes widened.  His tail even started to wag.

“Oh yes, of course!”  He said a lot louder.  He always looked forward to when he got his female fursuit at Halloween.  Sarah looked forward to it just as much.  The very thought of being feminine around his girlfriend made the wolf blush.  She absolutely loved their Halloween gender role reversal.  It was a wonderful excuse to do it in public.  After all, their private play was their own business.

“Wait right here then.”  The mouse said with a toothy smile.  He seemed even more excited than usual.  Grant would place the cause with the holiday season.  He walked toward the large vat of latex, ever with a spring in his step.  He traced his right paw along a rack of suits.  His digits slowly ran over the hangers while Grant watched.  The wolf was shaking with anticipation.  He had forgotten all about the machines for the time being.  All he could think about was just what the costume would be.  Last year, he had been given a vixen suit, and had went about as a belle.  The year before that, a lovely white mare who went about as a dancer.  For each costume, Sarah had dressed as the male counterpart, of course.

“What could it be?”  Grant muttered to either himself, or no one in particular.  Mr. Caruthers gave a glance back at him.

“Be patient.  I’ve almost found it.”  The mouse knew exactly where the suit was.  He sometimes just enjoyed seeing others so giddy with anticipation.  Tucked away behind the vat of latex was a lone rack. On this rack was a lone suit.  This was the suit that he had made for the wolf.  He grabbed the hanger that kept the suit suspended, his tail giving a bit of a flick as he did.  It was a nervous twitch that he had.  He lifted it from the rack, and approached Grant. He raised the suit up so the wolf could see it.  At this, Grant let out a gasp.

The suit was, in a word, stunning.  Most of Mr. Caruthers’ bodysuits were realistic, but this one put them all to shame.  It was almost living fur on a hanger.  The suit was female in form, of course.  Grant and his girlfriend would have it no other way.  It was a mouse girl suit, and an attractive one at that.  She had fur of a uniform beige hue.  It was without flaw, smooth and perfect.  Grant had not yet touched it, but he was sure it was very soft.  The face of the mouse girl suit was adorable.  She had a nice, slender muzzle, with rosy cheeks.  Her headfur was long and auburn colored.  It was tied back in a ponytail with red ribbon.  Her eyes looked deep and expressive, just like real eyes would.  They were a jade green color, much like those of the mouse holding her up.  Her lashes were long and wispy, typical feminine eyelashes.  Mr. Caruthers turned her, just a bit.  Grant could see that the mask was entirely attached to the suit, no seam between it and the body.  As she was turned, Grant could see the zipper running up the back of the suit.  If not for that, it would almost look like he was holding up a real mouse girl.  He looked down to her heart shaped rump, and felt his blush deepen a little bit.  Her tail was even adorable, a soft, pink mouse girl tail.  Mr. Caruthers then turned her so the wolf could see the front again.  She had a shapely hourglass figure.  Her midsection was slim, and her hips nicely shaped.  She had a pair of pert, C-cup breasts.  Grant reddened all the more, as Mr. Caruthers had put a pair of realistic looking rubber nipples on them.  Tracing his gaze downward, his blush deepened even more.  He could see that the suit was anatomically correct, possessing the proper folds of a feminine mound.  He gave a nervous chuckle.  “I…I’ve never asked for the suit to be so….true to life.”  Grant stated in embarrassment.

“But you’ve always wanted to, I’m sure.  It is a difficult thing to ask for.”  He gave a soft chuckle.  “Go on, take her all in.  Admire her a bit longer before you slip her on.”  The wolf did as he was asked, continuing to drink her in with his eyes.  As he did, the smile upon his blushing muzzle grew.

“She’s beautiful.”  He said in a wistful sigh only capable of the young.  “She looks a lot like you too.  She could almost be your daughter.”  Enthralled, Grant reached for the suit.  Mr. Caruthers did not move it.  He allowed the wolf to touch her.  His digits traced through her fur, and the wolf sighed.  She really was soft!

“Her name is Ginger.  I suppose she could be the daughter I never had.  But, that is not of much consequence to you.  I’m sure you just love the suit.”  He laughed.  Grant paid it little mind.  He was too busy stroking the soft belly fur of the mouse suit.  For a moment, the mouse was not sure he was paying attention.  That is, until he spoke up.

“Ginger.”  He said softly, eyes never leaving the mouse girl suit.  “Heh, I don’t think I’d mind wearing her at all….or being your daughter.  Everyone in town thinks a lot of you.”  For a moment, the wolf’s eyes left the suit to look at Mr. Caruthers.  He looked quite happy to hear that.  He was even blushing a little himself.

“Ah…good.  The outfit my sewing machine just finished is for you as well.  I figure that this year, you’ll get everything you need for a proper costume.”  With his free paw, Mr. Caruthers gestured to the finished cheerleader uniform next to his sewing machine.

“Really?”  Grant gasped.  “I can’t accept that.  It’s too much!”   His eyes slid over to the uniform.  In the subdued lighting of the workshop, it still managed to stand out.  It was a vibrant outfit.

“I insist.  You’ve been a great help to me.  I couldn’t run the shop without you anymore.  I have gotten old, after all.”  He gave a sly little chuckle.  “Besides, I’ve told you that it’s a special night.  You can’t refuse.”

“You’re not that old, Mr. Caruthers.”  The wolf said softly.  His blush had not yet faded.  “I still can’t take it.”

“This may well be my last festival, Grant.  I insist.”  His smile faded a bit.  He was still wearing a bit of a sly grin.  Grant’s eyes widened.

“Wait, what?  Are you sick?”  He was not blushing anymore.  He drew his paw back away from the suit.  He was wearing a concerned look on his muzzle now.

“I’ll….explain it to you after you get dressed.”  The mouse said in a deliberate fashion.  “It will make me happy to see you enjoy my work.”

“All…all right.”  The mouse’s eyes lit up at Grant’s statement, and the wolf felt better.  His paw brushed that of the mouse as he reached out, and plucked the hanger from his paw.  He gingerly ran a paw over the tawny furred mouse girl’s belly.  His digits made soft ripples in her coat.  She felt so light in the wolf’s paw, and was warm to the touch.  Again, Grant had to marvel at the mouse’s handiwork.  Suddenly, he remembered that the mouse was still in the room with him.  He looked over at him, smiling in a bashful manner.  “Can I get some, uh, privacy please?”  He was a good friend to the mouse, but he was not about to undress in front of him.  Undressing was pretty much required to wear such a suit.  Clothing underneath made it uncomfortable.

“Oh, yes, of course.  Go ahead and change up, I’ll just step outside.”  The mouse said with a wide grin.  Even he was blushing a bit now.  He was so eager to see the wolf in the suit that he had forgotten about the nudity issue.  “Oh, and all of the clothes I made for the costume are by the sewing machine.  Everything you need should be there.”  Added the mouse as he moved toward the door.

“Yeah, thanks a lot, Mr. Caruthers.”  The wolf gave only a brief glance to the mouse before returning his attention to the suit.  He was enamored.  “I would need clothes for this, definitely.”

“Being that it is anatomically correct, of course you would.  Just call out to me when you are done.”  Came the mouse’s reply as he grasped the doorknob.  Grant turned dark red, but Mr. Caruthers did not see it.  He was out the door after he finished the last sentence.

Grant waited a moment to start undressing, just to make sure that Mr. Caruthers did not peek back in.  The wolf was rather self conscious about his male form.  When he was sure that he was in the clear, he laid the female suit down on a nearby table, and began to disrobe.  He was dressed simply.  He wore a black t-shirt with a ‘Nightmare on Elm Street’ logo on it.  He also wore a pair of jeans, briefs, shoes, and socks.  He removed them all, and folded them up neatly, except for the shoes. Those are quite hard to fold.  He cast his eyes downward at his own nude form.  His grayish fur seemed so dingy compared to that of the mouse suit.  Comparing the bodies, it made him all the more ready to slide into the female fursuit.  His paw reached down, grasping the hanger sticking out of the suit’s zipper.  There was nowhere else to put it, as the mask was attached.  His free paw grasped the zipper, and slid it downward.  It opened with a soft, satisfying zrrrp sound.  The interior was soft, smooth latex.  He drew in a breath, drawing in the scent of a new suit.  It was a clean smell, fresh.  It was the smell of latex and powder, with a hint of new fur.  It was difficult to describe unless it was a scent one had experienced.  Grant gave the suit a soft shake to help loosen it up and make the hole in the back more pronounced.  His heart was pounding rapidly in his chest.  He was both nervous and excited.  He slowly lowered the suit, and raised his right foot.  He brought it down toward the opening slit.  He felt a tingle run through his form.  His toes softly touched the rubbery interior.  It felt so warm, unusual for an unworn suit.  Grant’s foot ran easily along the inside of the right leg of the suit.  The inside had been powdered slightly, which made putting on the skin tight outfit a lot easier.  He felt the material caress his toes.  It was a sensation that the wolf relished.  The suit was tight, form fitting.  The wolf felt the rubber stretching around his foot.  The pressure from it increased the closer he got to the ankle.  He felt resistance once his foot got there, as it was more narrow.  He pushed a bit harder, and felt the familiar, satisfying pop of his foot moving into that of the suit.  He wiggled his toes a bit, feeling the toes of the suit slip on over his.  He felt them, and knew that they were in the right place.  He repeated this with the left leg, sliding it into the suit’s left.  Once both of his feet were planted, he pulled up the suit, and slid the legs over his.  This was done much in the same way as one would put on a pair of tight pants.  The shapely legs clung to his, taking some of the wolf’s features as they conformed.  He murred, loving the tight rubber on his lower limbs.  Mr. Caruthers had made them just the right size for him.  “Now for the interesting parts.”  He said with a soft, shy chuckle.  He gripped the hips of the suit, and started to pull them over his.  He had to wiggle back and forth, grunting softly as the mouse girl hips moved over his own.  He tucked his tail back, moving it into the hairless, pink mouse girl tail.  Looking back, he gave it a few test wags.  It shook back and forth.  His wolf tail was not as long as the mouse tail, but he could move it in a realistic enough fashion to pass.  Wagging his tail, he blushed.  He noticed just how much the suit shaped his rear end.  It pushed up on it, giving it a feminine heart shape.  He looked down, seeing his male parts lying just on top of the suit, pressed to the latex.  He drew in a breath, and reached down.  He always loved this part.  He murred, tucking his package away in a pouch behind the sex of the suit, pulling up on it with his other paw.  He grunted, then moaned softly.  The crotch of the suit pressed tightly to his, and up between his legs.  It was a snug fit, and felt different than any other suit he had worn.  It felt tight and erotic, but natural at the same time.  Another perfect fit.  Grant gave his hips a slight shake.  He watched his lower half move.  It was amazing.  That was really him.  The wolf did not pause for long.  He was even more eager now to finish wearing the suit than he had when he began.

It was time to slip on the upper half of the suit.  The top half would be trickier to put on.  Grant just hoped that he could manage the zipper on his own.  He looked downward at the torso of the suit.  It hung limply over his waist.  He chuckled, shaking his hips a moment to watch the odd sight of it swishing back and forth.  Once he had had enough of that, he reached his paws inside of the back.  He put in both of his front paws at the same time.  He groped around blindly, searching for the arm holes.  He found them soon enough.  His fingertips traced over the empty space that marked entry to the arms.  He smiled, just a bit.  “Ah, there you are.”  He said, mostly to the suit.  He started to slide his arms inside, pulling the suit’s arms up like shirt sleeves.  As he did, he let his paws play over their silky interior.  He let out a soft sigh, closing his eyes a moment to feel their warmth and sensations all the better.  His new mouse tail gave a few slight wags.  His paws felt more constricted the closer he got to the suit’s paws.  Being female, the arms were more narrow, more slender than his own.  He pushed a bit harder.  He moved his shoulders, nudging his paws though the suit’s wrists.  He pressed harder, and harder, until he finally managed to pop them through.  He moved his fingers, as if putting on a pair of gloves.  He felt the mouse’s digits align with his perfectly.  Her well manicured nails took the place of his, and he knew that the arms were on properly.  He gave his fingers another slight shake, just to make sure.  He felt the paws clinging tightly to his.  The chest and midsection were still loose, but that was because he had yet to slip his head into the mask.  “Only one way to put this on.”  He said to the mask.  He brought up his newly coated paws and gripped the sides of the head. He tilted if forward slightly, pushing his nose inside.  He could smell the new suit’s scent all the more, and it made him happy.  He drew in a breath, taking a moment to enjoy it.  He then began to put in his face.  His muzzle vanished into the mask, slowly being swallowed by it.  His vision went dark.  He saw a brief glimpse of light as his eyes passed the nose and mouth holes.  Finally, his head settled into place.  He moved his paws along the mask’s surface.  He aligned the eye holes to his eyes, allowing him to see out of the suit.  He blinked a few times, allowing her fluttery eyelids to adhere to his.  It was another feature that made Mr. Caruthers’ suits so life like.  His muzzle lined up with the mask’s muzzle.  He felt the jaw stick to his.  He opened and closed his muzzle a few times to test it.  It seemed to be a good fit.  He drew in a deep breath through his nose.  The nostrils seemed to be in the right spot to line up with his nose.  This also gave him another good scent of latex.  He wiggled his ears, feeling them move inside of the mouse girl’s ears.  Everything seemed to be where it should be.

“Now I’d better zip up.”  He said to no one in particular as he reached back for the suit’s zipper.  It was not going to be simple doing it on his own.  He groped blindly for it, his paw finally settling on the small silver tab.  “There you are.”  He said in a pleased tone.  He started to draw the tab upward.  He could hear the sound of the zipper closing.  About half way up, it was clenching firmly around his midsection.  He drew in a breath, shutting his eyes tightly as he tried to slim down to fit in it more comfortably.  He let out a soft, slightly pained grunt as the zipper reached the top.  He was shivering slightly. The suit was very snug, but felt soft on the inside.  He felt the weight of his new tail, of the mouse girl’s breasts that seemed to cling so tightly to his chest.  He gave a soft murr and ran his new paws down his sides.  He opened his eyes, glancing around for a mirror.  He wanted to see the mouse girl’s body before he dressed.  Sure enough, there was a full length mirror hanging in the door.  The wolf/mouse’s eyes sparkled.  With a light step, he trotted to the mirror.  Once he saw his new reflection, he could not help but blush under his mask.  Staring back at him from the mirror was the prettiest mouse girl he had ever seen.  Her form was without peer. He moved his paws along his sides once more.  With a naughty chuckle, he ran his digits over his breasts.  “Sarah will love you.”  He said with a lusty murr.  He stared a bit more, eyeing her from her hair in the ponytail, to her footpaws.

“Is everything ok in there, Grant?”  Came a sudden voice from behind the door.  “You’ve been in there a while.  Do you need help?”


“Ah!  N-no!”  The wolf squeaked out in a more feminine tone than he meant to.  “I’m fine Mr. Caruthers.  I just finished putting on the suit.”  He called to him.

“Ah, ok.  Go dress then, and let me know when you’re finished.”  The mouse answered back.

“I will, it’s just kinda hard to put on on my own.”  The wolf said as he turned away from the door.  His gaze settled on the cheerleader uniform that had not been moved from his resting spot.  On his mouse paws, he walked up to the uniform, approaching it rather quickly.  Looking over what had been laid out, he saw that everything he needed to be properly dressed was present.  “May as well start with the undies….”  He said, unable to stop himself from smiling.  He reached down, picking up a pair of comfortable looking, white cheerleader’s bloomers. He held them open, and stepped into them.  After sliding them on, he found they fit quite snugly, and were very comfortable. He reached for the brassiere that matched them next.  His mouse girl arms slid through the straps, guiding the cups over his new breasts.  He chuckled ever so softly, feeling the garment press them against his form as he reached back to clip it shut.  He found this easy.  It was a procedure he had been through many times before.  His back arched, allowing the wolf to feel the lovely pressure on the suits bosoms, making him murr.  He felt the strap clip shut, and decided it best to move on.  Next he slid on a pair of white knee socks.  They felt comfortable, and went well with the next article, a pair of white and red sneakers.  He picked up the uniform next, admiring the red and white cheerleader outfit.  The red star was embroidered with sequin accents, and the skirt was pleated in red and white.  It was also sleeveless, of course.  He chuckled, just a bit, and raised the suit over his head.  He began to slide it on, letting the outfit run over his new curves.  He gave it a tug downward, letting the skirt fall to about three inches above his knees.  The uniform fit the mouse girl’s body well.  He turned and picked up the last article, a pair of red and white pom-poms.

The costume was now complete.  Grant stood transformed.  No longer a male wolf who worked as a clerk in a costume shop, but a cute mouse girl cheerleader.  Grant smiled and walked back before the mirror.  Beneath his mask, he was still blushing quite darkly.  He gave the pom-poms a shake, giggling like a schoolgirl.  He held them out, and wiggled them slightly.  “Go team!”  He sad cutely.  After this, he heard laughter coming from beyond the door.

“I take it that means you are finished, Ginger?”  Came the voice of Mr. Caruthers.  How could he not have heard that, after all?

“Ah!  Yes, I’m fine!”  The wolf called back.  He had jumped, the mouse’s call startling him quite badly.  It was impossible to tell who was under the suit, but Grant was still easily embarrassed in it.  “I’m all finished dressing, I mean.”  He said after a pause.  He had been so rattled that he had forgotten to answer Mr. Caruthers’ question.

“Good.  May I come in and see?  Do you need a few more minutes to take her in?”  There was palpable excitement in the mouse’s tone.  It was something that Grant had heard before, but never this pronounced.

“Of course.”  Came the wolf’s reply.  Despite his shy state, he wanted to show off.  A very big part of his loved being feminine.

“Very good.  Very good indeed.”  The mouse said with a wry chuckle as he opened the door.  It creaked open ever so softly.  It seemed that Mr. Caruthers kept the hinges well oiled.  He walked in, seeing Grant take a few steps back.  He had been standing in front of the mirror on the door, after all.  The wolf was standing there with his paws to his chest, holding the pom-poms over it.  He moved to the side a bit, trying to sneak another glance at the mirror.  The mouse laughed, it was too cute of a sight not too.

“Ah…what is it?”  Came the wolf’s response.  He felt all the more self conscious suddenly.  He was worried that he looked a bit silly like this.  “Is it all right?”  He stammered.

“Oh, you look wonderful, Ginger.”  Mr. Caruthers again used the suit’s name rather than Grant’s.  Grant squeaked a bit at that, and buried his muzzle behind the pom-poms as if to hide.  “She seems to suit you perfectly.”

“She….she is a good suit.  I think she’s perfect.”  Came the mouse/wolf’s response.  “She feels like part of my body.”

“Wonderful.  She will be you then for my last Halloween Festival.”  The mouse said with a smile too large for what would seem like bad news.

“Yeah….what about that anyway?  Please, Mr. Caruthers, tell me what’s wrong.” Grant lowered the pom-poms and took a step toward the mouse.  His eyes pleaded for answers from behind his mask.  For that moment, he had forgotten all about the suit.  “Are…you aren’t sick, are you?”

“Sick?”  The laugh the mouse gave unsettled Grant just a bit.  “I’m quite healthy, Ginger.”  Grant was trying to be serious, but Mr. Caruthers was still treating him as a costumed character.  Grant’s mouse tail gave a nervous flick.

“Well….what is it then?  Why is this your last one?”  His tone had become a bit more desperate.

“It is the entire town’s last one…because this one will not come to an end.”  Mr. Caruthers said with a grin that showed his teeth.  Grant just gave him a confused look.

“What?”  That was the best response the wolf could come up with.  His heart was beating a bit quicker.  Was it from fear?  From confusion?  From excitement?  It was hard to tell.

“You will know, Ginger.  You are going to help make it possible.”  Grant opened his mouth to say something, but Mr. Caruthers brushed past him before he could.  He walked toward one of his workbenches in shop.  From it, he picked up an odd looking jar of violet powder.

“All…..right.”  Grant inched toward the door.  He had never been this uncomfortable around anyone, let alone a friend like Mr. Caruthers.  The mouse approached him, unscrewing the lid from the jar as he did.  Before Grant could get another word in, the mouse tossed a handful of the powder into his face.  Grant coughed, shutting his eyes as some of the dust got into them.  It had a scent that he could not define.  It was not unpleasant, but was a bit like what fall smelled like.  “Puh.  What was that stuff?”  The wolf asked, dropping his pom-poms to try and rub it out of his face.

“A little something that will make you what you have always wanted to be.  You’ll never have to be out of costume again.”  The mouse said with a laugh.

“Wait a minute.”  The wolf began, before being cut off.  He groaned, feeling a painful constricting sensation around his body.  His eyes widened in horror.  Inside of the suit, his body felt as though it were changing.  He could no longer feel his natural wolf fur against the inside of the suit.  He felt the rubber interior of the suit molding to his own body.  The latex was replaced by flesh as it melded with him.  He felt his bones moving, molding into more petite mouse bones.  His muscles followed suit, giving him the lithe structure of a female.  His masculinity left him, lower parts remolded to that of a proper girl.  He felt the suit’s breasts suck against his chest, molding with his pecs.  The wolf groaned, his face, his teeth reshaping.  Muzzle becoming more slender, and ears filling out the rounded mouse girl’s ears.  “I’m….I’m changing!”  He/she squeaked out in a new, adorable feminine tone.

“I know.  Isn’t it wonderful?”  Was Mr. Caruthers’ excited response.  His eyes were gleaming, watching the ripples in the new mouse girl’s form as she changed.  Grant groaned in pain, falling to her knees.  Her tail flicked back and forth, and she put her paws to her head.

“Make…make it stop…please!”  She pleaded, gazing up at Mr. Caruthers.  But, he watched in silence.  Grant looked down, shivering suddenly.  She had changed in body, but now she felt as if someone were groping around in her skull.  Mr. Caruthers’ powder had twisted her body, and now it was working on her mind.  She fell silent, head lowered and eyes closed.  Everything she was had been put away, shoved back in a dark corner of her mind.  Her head filled with new memories.  She was Ginger Caruthers now, daughter to the mouse before her.  She was still quite young, in high school, and a lovely cheerleader.  She had memories of everyone in town still, but her identity in it had changed.  A smile moved over her muzzle, and she stood up.

“How do you feel, Ginger?”  Mr. Caruthers said to her.  Before she even responded, she walked up and gave him a hug.

“I feel wonderful, Daddy!”  She gushed, snuggling against him.  The mouse smiled, holding her close.  It had worked perfectly.

“Good.  Are you ready for our Halloween Festival then?”

“Oh, of course!  I can’t wait!  This will be the best one ever, and it will never have to stop!”  She said with a sugary sweet giggle.

“Good girl.  Go on then, you have a lot of work to do, my special girl.  I’m sure you already know where to begin.”  He said as he gave her a pat on the head.

“Yes daddy.”  She said with a smile.  She reached down, picking up her pom-poms.  With a flick of her tail, she turned and headed out the door.  Mr. Caruthers followed her out, watching her leave his store.  He leaned against a wall, and smiled as wide as any proud father.

“That’s my girl…give the entire town the joy you feel.  Begin with your former girlfriend.  She will change, and spread her joy.  All those you change will help, until everyone in town will play and be happy.”  He paused, looking at his watch. “But, I still have work to do.  They will be afraid, just as you were.  I’ll have to make sure no one leaves.”  He turned, and walked back to his workshop.  It was going to be quite a night for everyone in Koszta.    

