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      To spooky nights, and warm covers.

      To sweet treats, and sticky kisses

      To love in all its shapes and sizes

      It’s never too late, when we frolic in the dark
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        I often feel as if I'm moving about as a double in my own skin, a doppelgänger walking a divergent path of my life's choices.

        LINDSAY SMITH
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            CHAPTER 1

          

          
            A Long Dry Summer

          

        

      

    

    
      I was frustrated with my husband of twenty years. I’d planned the whole day: an estate sale, a visit to the farmer’s market, lunch at one of the food trucks lining the road, and then a quiet dinner together. When I told him my plans after I ate breakfast alone, he showed no interest, barely acknowledging me as he typed at his computer in his little nook.

      “I was going to get ahead in my novel,” he explained, barely looking up at me. “The words are flowing this morning.”

      “I was hoping to spend time with you today,” I countered, with a hand on my curvy hip. I tried my best to look attractive. I’d spent time on my hair and makeup—even adding a little cat eye. I chose a sundress that showed off my curves and enhanced my bust. I thought I looked sexy, but he barely noticed my presence. I crossed my arms across my chest and sighed. “Come on, Jarrod. Come with me. A little sunshine and fresh air would do you good. Fall will be here before you know it. You should get out and enjoy the sun!”

      “If you’d told me your plans a few days ago, Veona,” Jarrod said resignedly, still not noticing my appearance. “I’d have reserved yesterday for my writing. Right now, I’m at a crucial point in this story. I’m behind my plan and have to focus on making my deadline.”

      “You decide your deadlines!” I’d tried not to sound frustrated, but I knew my voice sounded whiny.

      “Sorry, babe,” Jarrod said, looking up at me with a slight smile when he noticed my boobs. “I’m going to finish this before you’re back, and we can spend the evening together. Okay?”

      “Fine,” I huffed. I walked behind him and leaned against his back, my nipples having peaked slightly when he noticed my low-cut top. I kissed his cheek, and he air-kissed in my direction. I didn’t mean to slam the door to his office, but I also didn’t care that I did.

      I wanted to spend time with him, and his disinterest hurt my feelings. I knew I needed to tell him what I needed. Jarrod loved me and would move mountains to see me happy. I knew keeping my needs to myself was one of the reasons for our distance, but I didn’t know how to show him that I wanted sex, wanted him.

      I’d cooled off on the drive to the estate sale. The summer was beginning to fade, and soon, everything would be decorated for Halloween—my favorite holiday. I wanted to decorate the house and maybe have an adult Halloween party. I’d always wanted to do that, but I’d never made it a priority. A blowup statue on the porch and a bowl of candy for trick-or-treaters was about the most we’d ever done. Then, I’d watch a movie about witches, and Jarrod would disappear into his office to write his westerns.

      As I drove through the countryside, I rolled down my window as I sped past split-rail fences and muted green pastures. The summer was still hot, and I craved the cooler months of autumn. I hoped the late summer weather brought rain that lasted a few days longer than the usual hour or two the summer storms lasted. The air seemed fresher; the sun’s warmth didn’t feel oppressive.

      I enjoyed the drive and danced in my seat to music with the window down. Jarrod had eclectic taste in music: classical, piano, jazz, instrumentals. I enjoyed dance music and fun, sexy lyrics. I thought it was fun, and I would dance in front of him, trying to show him I still had moves. He’d just look over his glasses and ask if I could turn it down, that I was disturbing his “flow,” whatever that was.

      As I reflected on our marriage, I remembered we’d enjoyed sex early in our relationship. Our efforts to have children were futile, and we’d faced heartbreaking infertility issues. That struggle had taken away the passion we’d felt for each other. It had been years since we enjoyed the heat of lust in our veins. Our lovemaking had grown stale, and I couldn’t remember the last time we’d made love. My last few orgasms came from a toy hidden inside my bedside table. I’d fantasized about riding a cowboy, his hands squeezing my breasts and pulling my nipples. Fucking other men were always a wild fantasy for me, though I’d never had the courage to act on it. I don’t know why I hid my fantasies from Jarrod; I just couldn’t bring myself to bridge the topic with him, no matter how much I was turned on—which was often.

      We never talked about how I longed to feel his body against mine. Our lovemaking when we were young was intense, and I’d convinced myself we were too old and comfortable to change our patterns. The thought of our nearly barren sex life depressed me—I was only forty, in my sexual prime. I was engrossed in spicy romance novels and the rugged heroes pursuing the comely heroines; I regularly touched myself to the spicy scenes when Jarrod was at work.

      I loved the shape of men’s bodies. I loved their scent, whether from their soap, cologne, or natural musk. I loved the smell of Jarrod, whether he was fresh from the shower or after working in the yard. He would want to shower the sweat away, but I sometimes wanted to lick it from his chest and take his cock into my mouth, get him hard, and ride him like a horse.

      Dammit, I needed Jarrod to show interest in me and my body. Did anyone find me attractive? I felt alone and spent, a dry husk of what I used to be. I wanted today to be different, to change the rut we were in. I dressed up for him and wanted to spend the day together. I’d hoped to flirt over coffee and hold hands in the market.  I’d wanted to nudge my breasts against his arm and hear his growl, have him swat my ass and tell me to behave. Was it too hard to wish for a bit of romance?

      I longed for time alone with Jarrod, whom I loved and still thought was sexy, hoping it would light a spark inside me. I wanted to feel enough affection for Jarrod to push myself into his arms. I wanted him to wrap me up tight, and I wanted to feel his cock harden against me—proving that he still wanted to fuck me. I knew he thought of sex. He thought he was coy with his erotic stories and bookmarked porn, but I noticed the sexy models all looked like me. He just didn’t want an actual roll in the hay with “the old lady.”

      I got in my own way too often, backing off, assuming Jarrod didn’t want me like that way anymore. I shook my head to clear my thoughts. There was nothing to gain by complaining; I knew I was half the problem, not telling Jarrod about my sexual desires and needs. I just wanted to feel confident enough to seek it out without fearing rejection.
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            CHAPTER 2

          

          
            The House on the Hill

          

        

      

    

    
      I turned onto a gravel driveway that twisted up to a three-story Victorian house at the top of the hill. I got chills as I approached; this would be the perfect place to host an adult Halloween party, complete with sexy costumes and spooky decorations. I kept leaning forward to look out the window as I grew closer to the old house on the hill.

      I parked alongside a few other cars. The house looked worn from inattention and lack of maintenance. It looked sturdy, though, like it had “good bones,” as they said on the home renovation shows. A touch of paint and a few repairs would make the house a nice getaway bed and breakfast. Owning a cozy inn that hosted romantic getaways for couples had been a dream of mine for a long time.

      I let out a soft sigh of regret at the feeling of life passing me by as I exited the car and walked up the steps. The temperature had dropped as a thunderhead formed between the sun and the house, the air having cooled enough that I felt goosebumps rise on my forearms in response to a stiff breeze. I shivered, having forgotten to bring a sweater or jacket, and hoped this wasn’t the harbinger of a Texas thunderstorm. I hated driving in a storm; the hairs on the back of my neck stood up at the thought. I reached back and rubbed my fingers through the bit of static I felt when I walked through the door.

      Whoever had set up the estate sale had done a good job of preparing the spaces. The house had a lived-in feel, displaying study furniture in locations where the deceased inhabitants had placed them. I’d read the flyer earlier in the week. They had no descendants—their only daughter died of some unstated ailment decades ago. The proceeds of the sale would benefit a small library in a nearby town in their daughter’s name—she had been a voracious reader. That was one of the reasons I was here. As an avid reader, I wanted to support a small library and the scattered populace that would benefit from easy access to literature.

      Admittedly, I was a hypocrite. I didn’t read literature. I read steamy romances filled with descriptive sex. I’d read and tease myself, imagining myself as the heroine being pursued by virile men. I’d build my arousal for hours, wishing Jarrod knew how to tease me and make me beg for his cock. I wanted him to claim me like the romantic heroes who weren’t afraid to pursue their love interests.

      I wandered around the house, nodding to other shoppers. It soon became clear that the owners had maintained a farm or raised livestock. I let my eyes stray and admire the physique of the older men—cowboys and ranchers—with their hands at the small of their female companions’ backs. I noticed their strong builds, broad shoulders, and tight, firm asses. I even noticed some of them looking at me with focused interest, but I’d look away and move to the next room. It felt good to be admired; sometimes, I wish I had the courage to flirt back. I could push them into a dark corner, and they’d call me something wicked before kissing me as I felt their cock through their worn jeans.

      Feeling flush from the illicit daydream, I fanned myself with the estate sale brochure. I needed to get a hold of myself! I was married. I couldn’t act on my desires, but sometimes, I wished I could loosen my morals just a bit, experience what it felt like to be lusted after.

      I shook my head and concentrated on the horse paintings adorning the walls. Even the kitchen was decorated with a warm, ranch-like ambiance. I couldn’t help reimagining the idea of a romantic inn that would welcome couples of all ages. Maybe they would reignite the spark I was missing.

      I picked up another flyer from a table with the real estate listing. I wanted to convince Jarrod to change his lifestyle, to abandon the daily grind of corporate existence and join me in a small hospitality venture. We had made enough money to live comfortably without his salary. He could write his books, and I could entertain our guests—the thought seemed idyllic. I thought about how he would counter my ideas with financial logic and argue to maintain the status quo, which was slowly killing both of us.

      I climbed the stairs to the third floor, finding two rooms opposite each other. One overlooked the pasture, displaying a gentle slope to a small pond at the base. Ducks paddled in the water near a smattering of live oaks along the fenced property line. A small stone pathway wound down the hill to a rickety dock. Jarrod would love this view as he wrote his westerns. The feel of this old ranch house and its surrounding fields fit the stories he described to me when he got excited about some new plot.

      I walked across the landing to the opposite side of the house. The room was larger, perhaps the main bedroom the rancher and his wife shared. The spacious room had a large, walk-in closet, and the windows overlooked the tree-lined, gravel road that curved down the hill to the highway below. I smiled, thinking of having a party with friends, watching them drive up and park near the house. I hoped Jarrod would like my ideas.

      I peeked into the upstairs closet and found an old mirror covered in a tarp. I pulled it off—the dimness of the shadows and the drab color of the sheet had almost hidden the mirror from view. The intricate frame around the face of the mirror was faded with age and verdigris, but it seemed to glow once the tarp was pulled away. It was tall enough to be nailed behind a door to model outfits—playing dress up was one of my favorite pastimes. It would be a wonderful piece in my closet.

      I imagined picking out an outfit for a night out with Jarrod and modeling my trim figure to ensure my appearance would tease him throughout the night. I wondered if Jarrod could become feral with need if I had the guts to wear the scandalous lingerie hidden in my bottom drawers. I’d tried it on from time to time and thought it made me look sexy. I sighed, knowing I lacked the confidence to wear them and blatantly seduce my husband.

      I examined the mirror, feeling like it called out to me. I felt desire well up in me, like when I’d first try on a translucent babydoll top, and my breasts and nipples showed through. Jarrod wouldn’t be able to resist me, and the mirror seemed to whisper to me in agreement. Feeling my arousal deepening, I made my decision: I would buy the mirror.

      I looked for a price tag, but there wasn’t one. I ran my hand along the mirror’s edge, knocking off dust, and the mirror’s surface glowed slightly. My reflection smirked at me, although I felt my lips frowning. My head jerked in a double take, and in the reflection, my lips curled into a smile, even though I didn’t feel my mouth move. Shaking my head to clear that sensation, I turned my back on the mirror and left the closet to head downstairs.

      “I’d like these,” I told the older woman manning the checkout table as I handed over the few tags I’d collected, “and the mirror in the third-floor closet. It didn’t have a tag.”

      “Oh? I’m sorry about that,” she laughed, smiling cheerfully. “Let me get Brent to bring that down, and I’ll assess it. We probably just missed it in our inventory.” She handed my tags to another one of her assistants, who left to collect the items.

      I nodded to the old lady with a smile and moved off to the side, browsing through a table of pamphlets and flyers advertising future estate sales.  While I was reading, I heard loud footsteps before a tall man came into the room carrying the tarp-covered mirror. I let my eyes take in the strapping young man. His arm muscles rippled under his t-shirt as he placed the mirror on the ground.

      “Looks like we forgot this one, Marge,” he said, setting it beside the table.

      I found myself looking at his fingers, long and supple. I focused on them as they flexed, adjusting the mirror back and forth so Marge could examine it. I felt a welling of arousal as I bit my lip, wondering how his fingers would feel inside me. I inhaled sharply, shocked at my inappropriate thought. The sound of soft laughter seemed to come from the mirror, but it must have been an echo from another room.

      Marge pulled the corner of the tarp up until the mirror showed, then dropped it suddenly. Her body tensed with anxiety, and her face looked flush. Her hand lifted to her neck and gripped her single strand of pearls as she breathed out a long breath.

      “This isn’t for sale.” Her voice was barely a whisper, and she looked like she’d seen a ghost. Her cheerful demeanor went somber when she looked back at me. “Sorry…”

      Marge stopped and examined me, cocking her head like she’d heard a voice as her head snapped back to the mirror. She stared into the dark glass, nodded slightly, then looked back at me as she took a moment to compose herself with a long exhale. Her eyes slowly lowered to my calves, then rose slowly. Was she admiring my figure? When my shock passed, I noticed her smiling broadly into my eyes again—as she was before she examined the mirror.

      Marge reached and took my hand, rubbing my fingers with hers. “You know what? This was our mistake, Ms. Baker. Enjoy it as my gift.”

      Her eyes sparkled as she gave me a knowing grin, and I felt unsettled and aroused by her peculiar examination of my figure. The moment passed, and she nodded to Brent to take the mirror to my car. I handed her my credit card, and she swiped it through her phone’s card reader. She bit her lip slightly in concentration as she nodded and gave me the phone for my signature. I smiled back, puzzled at her expression.

      “I hope the mirror brings you luck and love,” she said as I returned her phone. “Mirrors always have a bit of magic to them, don’t you think?”

      I nodded and smiled absently at the strange exchange, then left to open the back of my car for Brent to load in the mirror. I watched his lean body bend as his arms shifted the heavy mirror into place. I bit my lip, feeling arousal swell in my core, thinking of what he could do to my body. I shook my head to clear my thoughts, smiled, and gave him a tip for his troubles.

      In a few minutes, the strange encounters were forgotten as I drove back towards town with the real estate listing in hand. I could go to the Farmer’s Market another day. I needed to tell Jarrod about this place. I knew I could convince him to reignite our dreams of owning a country inn and maybe relight our passion in the process.
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            CHAPTER 3

          

          
            Breaking in the Inn

          

        

      

    

    
      I tilted my head at my reflection in the odd, rectangular mirror I’d found at the estate sale. Jarrod had polished it, and the edges gleamed in the light angling through the windows. I grinned at myself, twisting to admire my figure in the stunning pink dress that clung to my curves. I loved how my hair hung down my back, brushed my shoulders, and framed my neck.

      It was such a stunning piece after Jarrod away cleaned years of dust and grime. I still shook my head that someone wanted to hide its beauty. I’d shown the mirror to Jarrod when I returned, and he immediately appreciated the find, especially the price—free. Then, I handed him the listing for the old Victorian house on the top of the hill and the ranch land estate.

      Since we’d given up the idea of a large family after years of heartbreak, we’d decided to save our money to invest in a small inn when the time was right. Maybe a bed and breakfast, perhaps something more prominent. The idea had sat on the back burner for years while Jarrod’s accounting practice took off, and he poured money into our investment accounts, building a nest egg for retirement while also writing books. “Just to build up my pen name,” he’d explained. “Then, I can keep writing to supplement the income from the inn. Sometimes, hospitality goes into seasonal slumps….”

      He’d drone on with the details, but I was anxious to start our plan of running an inn together. He’d made a fortune, and, as a CPA, he could practice accounting anywhere. I remember the look on his face after he’d examined the mirror blankly, like he was getting lost in the reflection. I snapped my fingers, and he blinked, then focused on the listing for the old Victorian mansion on the hill.

      “We can afford this!” Jarrod said, his eyes wide as he looked at me. He pointed to the figure on the page; I couldn’t remember the last time he was this excited. “This is for the building and the grounds? I need to look at this place.”

      We got in my car, and I directed Jarrod back to the estate sale, biting my tongue to keep from explaining if he’d come with me in the first place, I wouldn’t have to make the drive twice in the same day. Instead, I decided to be quiet and cheerful. I could spend this time with my husband, and Jarrod was excited at the possibility. His interest was only further piqued as he drove up the winding drive and parked outside the sturdy but dilapidated building.

      “This is all cosmetic,” Jarrod said, waving his hands at the worn siding and faded paint. “I can tell this one has good bones.”

      Within an hour, he’d talked to the agent and made a cash offer. It was accepted two days later, and we started planning to move in and begin renovations. When Jarrod put our house on the market, it sold quickly, adding another windfall to our savings. He hired movers and started interviewing contractors. I admired his focus. When Jarrod got his mind on something, he’d doggedly pursue it until satisfied.

      We’d pared down our belongings and moved the essentials to the inn’s top floor. Our bedroom had a large walk-in closet where I’d found the mirror. The first thing Jarrod did was mount it inside the closet door. He took over the opposite bedroom as his office for running his business and writing his novels, and I was thrilled he was finally as excited as I was about the next half of our lives. He’d even agreed that we should host a Halloween party at the end of the month—in four weeks—as a grand opening. The renovations were ahead of schedule, and I was posing in one of the dresses I wanted to wear for the party.

      “I’m going into town, babe,” Jarrod said before he stopped and smiled as I turned toward him, the skirt of my bright pink dress flowing up and exposing my thighs. “Damn, you look pretty.” His low whistle made my cheeks blush.

      We’d been a bit more intimate since we’d moved out to the country. He thought it was the clean air, but I thought he was more bored with only me around. Our sex life hadn’t been great for the last few years, and I didn’t like that we were growing apart. Moving and starting the inn helped us get closer. I still had difficulty, however, when it came to seeking or initiating physical intimacy.

      “Thank you, love,” I said and stayed still, allowing Jarrod to admire the lower neckline and the rise of my breasts. I felt my nipples tighten at the look in his eyes. “How long will you be gone?”

      “A couple of hours. Need to meet with a client on their quarterly taxes and then cover some estate planning with them,” Jarrod said as his eyes peered into mine. “I should be back for dinner. Want me to pick something up?”

      “Yes, please,” I smiled. “They’re still working on the kitchen. The appliances will be installed soon, but I don’t want to cook on a hot plate.”

      “I’ll pick up some Thai,” Jarrod said, leaning in to kiss my cheek. His hand dropped to squeeze my ass, and I purred; maybe tonight, I’d let my guard down.

      “Sounds lovely.”

      “Oh! Robert’s downstairs finishing the plumbing in the kitchen,” Jarrod said as he walked towards the stairs, his voice getting louder as he departed. “They can probably finish the electrical tomorrow, and then we’ll be ready for drywall and painting by the weekend.”

      “Oh! That’s exciting,” I said as his head disappeared down the staircase.

      Planning the renovations had been difficult, but Jarrod was laser-focused on the goal. He’d ordered the materials, lined up the deliveries, and assumed the project management with the passionate interest I remembered from when we were young.

      Jarrod had befriended a local handyman, Robert, to help with some of the projects he had expertise in. Plumbing an old Victorian was one of Robert’s skills, having re-piped his house a few miles away. He was also good with electrical wiring, but we needed a licensed electrician for the scope of our renovation. Jarrod had local contacts, and soon, there were a team of contractors who flowed in and out of our new home, intent on finishing the project early.

      Robert was a few years younger than Jarrod and me, tall and lanky, with large hands and slender fingers. He kept his hair cut short, but his build was sturdy. He’d been on a ship in the Navy for an enlistment, working in the engineering department. He was nice to look at, and I enjoyed flirting with him; I even fostered fantasies of the rangy handyman ravishing me. I was still shy, however, so I decided to stay upstairs and work on reorganizing my closet until Jarrod returned with dinner.

      I walked out of our room and into Jarrod’s office, picking up a box of clothes from the stack we’d stored when we moved and carried it back to our bedroom. Jarrod paid a local carpenter to install a built-in closet, and I needed to sort my clothes into the appropriate spaces. Today would be the perfect day to complete that mundane task. I watched out our bedroom window as Jarrod’s car drove down our curved driveway and onto the country road heading toward town. I turned and carried my box into my closet, bumping the door closed with my hip and placing the box down in front of the mirror.

      Opening the box, I stood up and looked down, taking a visual inventory before looking around the closet at the empty shelves. I caught some movement out of the corner of my eye and turned back to look at my reflection in the mirror. I blinked at the smiling face looking at me and lifted my hand to my mouth. I wasn’t smiling, and my reflection didn’t raise her hand to her lips.

      I froze, unable to move as the mirror shimmered, and my reflection stepped out of the mirror and into my closet. I couldn’t move. I wanted to scream, but my mouth wouldn’t make any sound. I could breathe, and I felt the shallowness of my breath as the apparition came closer, the smile on her face steady and curious. The apparition looked exactly like me, and I watched in horror as her hands squeezed her breasts, and I felt the sensation of fingers squeezing mine.

      Even though I was immobile, it felt as if the hands of the apparition were touching me. I blinked and inhaled a breath, emitting a moan at the foreign touch. The shade smirked, then ran her hands down the front of her pink dress and pressed her fingers into the juncture between her thighs. I felt the pressure of the touch on my mound, and then moaned again at the circles it made over my clitoris.

      “Mmm, you like this, do you?” The sound of my voice in my ears was odd, but my fear had disappeared, replaced by a building need.

      I dented my bottom lip with my teeth and closed my eyes. I couldn’t talk or nod my head, but my moan was unmistakable—arousal was building from the tender touches of the creature from the mirror.

      “Don’t be afraid, lass. I’m your doppelgänger,” she said while she continued to pleasure me by touching herself. “I’m helping you find your true self, love. You seemed to have lost contact with the divinity inside you.”

      I fluttered my eyes, entranced by the sensations and curious to hear more. I should’ve felt fear or terror, but the sure touches of my doppelgänger had me feeling nothing but pleasure.

      “Only one of us can exist outside the mirror,” she explained as she undressed my immobilized body and left me naked. Then, she stripped, facing me until she was just as nude, posing with my familiar curves and ripe breasts. I gawked at my nudity but enjoyed how alluring my body appeared. “You will feel everything, so pay attention, lass. I’m going to go have fun with the male human downstairs.”

      I blinked, my desire leaking down my trembling, paralyzed thighs as I felt the sensation of my bare toes walking down the stairs toward Robert working in the kitchen.

    

  

OceanofPDF.com


  
    
      
        
          
            [image: ]
            [image: ]
          

        

        
          
            CHAPTER 4

          

          
            Doppelganger and the Plumber

          

        

      

    

    
      Robert looked up from installing the sink and wiped his forehead with his forearm. He wore a sleeveless shirt, and his muscles rippled as he wiped his forehead. He was tall and handsome, and I was further aroused at the forbidden idea that this handsome handyman could look up and admire my naked body.

      I knew it was my doppelgänger’s nudity, just as it was her eyes staring at the plumber with lustful need. My physical body was in my closet upstairs, frozen. All my senses were attuned to the doppelgänger’s movements and actions, and the illusion that I was in the kitchen naked, watching the plumber and not stiffly nude in my upstairs closet, felt completely real.

      Robert looked up as I walked into the kitchen, and he smiled at the doppelgänger using my body to tempt him. The doppelgänger had complete control—I was helpless. I wanted to cry out a warning. I’d fantasized about this handsome handyman ravishing me, but I belonged to my husband. I couldn’t speak, however, as Robert’s eyes raked over me. I felt my arousal spike at the lust in his eyes. Robert’s responses proved he found my curves sexy, and his desire melted my resistance.

      “Mrs. Baker,” Robert said with a nod of his head. His eyes stared at my exposed breasts and then glanced down at my shaved pussy. I could smell his masculine cologne and the soap from his morning shower. His voice was low and husky when his eyes met mine. “What brings you down here?”

      I walked to the plumber, feeling my hips sway seductively, and put my hand on his broad, muscular chest. I felt like a puppet, but it also felt completely natural to be controlled by my doppelgänger. He looked down at my hand, then up into my eyes.

      “You, Robert,” the doppelgänger said, her voice exactly matching mine. “Jarrod is away in town, and I’m feeling horny. I think you’re feeling a little horny, too, aren’t you, Robert?”

      My hand rubbed down Robert’s torso, stopping at the waistband of his jeans. His eyes closed, and he released a tortured moan as my hand rubbed down to the bulge behind his zipper.

      “Y-yes, Mrs. Baker,” Robert said, shaking slightly. “I could use a break.”

      “Veona,” the doppelgänger said before she moistened my lips. “Call me Veona.”

      “V-Veona,” Robert groaned as he closed his eyes, pushing his growing erection into my palm.

      “You’re very big, Robert,” the doppelgänger said as she opened his jeans, reaching in and grasping his hard cock. I marveled at the warmth and feel of Robert’s manhood growing in my palm, and my pussy tightened at the thought of his thick, rigid cock stretching me. My mouth watered as a tidal wave of forbidden fantasies flooded my mind. I wanted to taste the plumber’s throbbing cock as the doppelgänger stroked my fingers along his shaft.

      “Mmm,” Robert groaned and leaned back against the counter. He grabbed my shoulders as his hips flexed forward, fucking my hand. “Veona, I’ve never fucked a married woman.”

      “You should, Robert. We’re fun,” the doppelgänger teased, pulling Robert’s jeans down his thighs. The plumber’s cock bounced and then twitched as I dropped to my knees at his feet, eager to suck his dick. “Jarrod hasn’t paid attention to me in a long time. Your attention makes me feel incredibly sexy and desired. You like what you see, don’t you? Tell me I’m sexy.”

      “Y-Yes,” Robert stammered. “Mmm, God. Veona, you’re so fucking sexy,” he moaned as I engulfed his cock with my mouth.

      I felt every sensation of the doppelgänger pleasuring the handyman. My pussy dripped as the doppelgänger bobbed her head along Robert’s shaft, her lips wrapped around his thick, veiny cock. The plumber smelled of hard work, and the tang of his precum had me moaning lustfully. He tasted so good, I used my tongue to lap at the oozing, sticky fluid. He was hard because of me, and that thought helped me push any shame from my mind as I sucked and savored the musky flavor of his cock.

      “F-fuck!” Robert moaned, grabbing the doppelgänger’s head and holding it still. His hips began to thrust, and I felt the head of his cock bumping the back of my throat as I gurgled, almost gagging. My eyes widened as I stared into the reflection of my body responding to the actions downstairs. I heard myself gasping and gulping like Robert’s cock was inside my mouth. I blinked, and my vision returned to watch through the doppelgänger’s eyes, looking up at Robert as he fucked my mouth.

      The doppelgänger regained control of my mind and body as it sucked Robert’s cock. Its possession of me was complete, and I surrendered, sinking into the lurid sensations of fellating my plumber. I could feel, taste, smell, and hear Robert’s moans. When my doppelgänger reached between her legs and rubbed her pussy, my hips rocked into her fingers, needing more friction as his cock slid deeper into my mouth. I could feel the juices on my fingertips and the feel of my fingers circling my clit, and I sank into the pleasure building inside my paralyzed body.

      I knew I wasn’t being a brazen whore for my handyman, but the feeling and sensations were a magical illusion. I wanted more, and the doppelgänger sensed my desire, pushing my mouth deeper. I felt Robert’s cock press into my throat. It hurt slightly, but God, it felt amazing to have a cock filling my mouth, feeling Robert’s heavy balls press against my chin.

      I’d taken all of him into my mouth and throat. I’d never had a cock so deep, and I felt an inner divinity while I worshipped Robert’s thick cock.

      “Fuck, Veona,” Robert’s hips thrust faster, his fingers gripping the doppelgänger’s head, pushing my eager mouth further onto his cock. “You are incredible!”

      “Mmmhmm,” the doppelgänger moaned, her hand a blur as her fingers rubbed my pussy. My body ached for release, and the doppelgänger relentlessly teased me, keeping me on edge, boiling my senses with building lust and need. I ached for more and savored the taste of Robert’s arousal filling my senses.

      “Ungh! Fuck!” Robert cried as he pulled his cock from my mouth. The doppelgänger gasped and then licked the handyman’s shaft.

      “More!” the doppelgänger protested in my voice. “I want your cum.”

      I completely agreed with the lusty doppelgänger’s words. I wanted to taste another man’s cum. I wanted to feel him lose control and pump his load into my throat. I was lost in the sensations of the actions playing out downstairs.

      “Not yet.” Robert pulled my body up and turned me around, pushing my hips against the counter. The doppelgänger giggled, and I marveled at the sound coming from my lips in the dark closet. The handyman crouched down at her shaved pussy, then licked at her slick, glistening lips coated with my arousal. “Mmm, Jarrod is a lucky man.”

      I screamed silently at the feel of another man’s tongue on my pussy. The doppelgänger’s giggles and squeals overrode my protest, and my mind sank back into the bliss building as the plumber’s tongue pushed deeper into my drenched pussy. My knees trembled, and I pushed my hips back to feel more of Robert’s tongue, needing him deeper inside me. I moaned as Robert’s tongue swirled through my folds, tasting the arousal streaming from my opening.

      “Fuck, you’re delicious,” Robert said as he licked hungrily, pushing two fingers inside me. The doppelgänger moaned as she looked over her shoulder at Robert crouching behind her, his head between my thighs. “Jarrod should eat your pussy more often.”

      “Jarrod doesn’t know how,” the doppelgänger complained as my fingers gripped the counter’s edge, my hips pressing my aching pussy back against his hungry mouth. “Jarrod doesn’t satisfy me.”

      The truth of my confession shocked me—these weren’t the doppelgänger’s tempting lies. Her words came directly from my thoughts. I’d never felt this lust or desire with my husband. As much as I dreamt of Jarrod using me for pleasure, he rarely did, and I realized that I needed more than Jarrod could give me.

      Robert stood suddenly, and his strong hand grabbed one hip as his other hand twisted in my rich curls and pushed my cheek into the coolness of the countertop. He pulled my hip back, and I felt his cock hard and insistent against my ass. I adjusted my stance, spreading my legs as I welcomed his stiff cock between my thighs. I felt him slide through my folds, and the doppelgänger angled my hips, pushing my pussy back and down to allow his cock to slide into my opening.

      
        
        
        Oh, God, he’s going to fuck me.

      

      

      

      My mind was ablaze with shame that another man’s cock was sliding inside me. My mind twisted with the doppelgänger’s memories of worshipping her goddess under a glowing moon, melding with my lustful thoughts as my mind fractured with pleasure. I gasped at the rapture I felt as my pussy stretched around Robert’s thick cock head before he probed deeper inside me. I watched my reflection for a moment, seeing the lustful satisfaction of having my pussy filled by another man’s cock.

      “Oh, fuck, Robert,” the doppelgänger squealed, feeling his cock pound my pussy. “Goddess, more!” Her voice was in my mind as my pussy rippled around his thick, rigid member. The doppelgänger rocked her hips to meet Robert’s thrusts, and my eyes rolled back. “More, please. I need more. Fuck me harder,” the doppelgänger’s voice echoed my sinful desires like a chorus inside my mind.

      “Damn right,” Robert barked as his hips thrust harder and faster, hammering his cock deep into my pussy. My body bucked against the counter, held still by the plumber’s rough hand. The doppelgänger loved the pain of the handyman’s cock slamming her pussy, his hips smacking into my round ass, and I loved it, too.

      
        
        
        Why didn’t my husband want to fuck me like this?

      

      

      

      “Harder, Robert,” the doppelgänger pleaded as she ground her hips against his. “Fuck me harder. Please, give me more!”

      I felt a climax swirling and building as my pussy spasmed around his cock. The doppelgänger looked over her shoulder and met Robert’s lustful gaze. God, it felt so good to be fucked like this, seeing the need in another man’s eyes. Robert’s hands gripped and tugged my body against his firm, driving hips.

      “Robert!” I cried out. “I’m going to come!”

      “Fuck, Veona. God, yes! Come on my cock,” Robert grunted, fucking my body harder as my hips slammed against the counter’s edge. “You feel so fucking good!”

      I felt the handyman’s cock stiffen, and his pace slowed, trying to prolong the bliss of the edge he rode. The doppelgänger screamed in delight, and I joined it in my splintering mind. I felt my body push her hips back, grinding back into his cock as Robert’s hips slammed her into the counter.

      “Come for me, Robert,” the doppelgänger pleaded, feeling his cock twitch inside me. “Please, come for me! Fill me with your cum.”

      Robert grunted and thrust hard and deep before his hips twitched, and my pussy bloomed with the heat of his cum. The doppelgänger screamed joyfully, and my body shook with a powerful orgasm. Robert held my hips tight and growled as his cock pulsed inside my pussy. My body felt exhausted—spent. I wanted to collapse on the counter as his softening cock slipped from my pussy.

      “Fuck, Robert.” The doppelgänger turned and leaned my body back against the counter. I felt her exhaustion and the plumber’s seed leaking from my well-used pussy. Robert grinned and leaned in, kissing my lips as I tasted my pussy juices from when he’d licked me bent over the counter. The doppelgänger purred into his mouth. “Mmm, you’re a good fuck, Robert.”

      “Damn, Mrs. Baker,” Robert panted before stood back, his hand stroking his spent cock. He looked at my used and dripping pussy. “I’ve never fucked a slut like you before. No offense.”

      Upstairs, I stared into the mirror, and the image transformed. I saw the doppelgänger staring back at me, leaning against the counter naked. Robert’s back was to me, but I stared at my doppelgänger as she caught her breath, my breasts heaving from excitement and effort. I stared into her image in the mirror, and a smirk lifted the corner of the doppelgänger’s mouth.

      “You liked being a slut. Admit it.” Her silent taunt echoed in my mind.  I knew I’d nod in agreement and answer her affirmatively if I wasn’t stiffly paralyzed. I liked being a slut. Her knowing expression was for me alone, and I blinked, feeling a shift in my mind as my vision switched back to the doppelgänger’s view.

      “None taken,” she purred as she knelt to lick the mess of cum and juices off Robert’s flagging cock. “A good slut cleans up her messes so you can return to work.”

      As the doppelgänger licked Robert’s cock, my eyes rolled back at the flavor of my pussy mixed with his seed. I was exhausted and couldn’t move or speak as the doppelgänger sucked Robert’s cock clean.

      “So good, Mrs. Baker. Fuck, I didn’t think you were such a slut,” Robert moaned, his cock stiffening as I cleaned him with my mouth.

      “I have a lot of needs, Robert,” the doppelgänger said, echoing my thoughts as she stroked his shaft and licked a dollop of cum from the head. “Jarrod doesn’t understand how to meet them. Will you help me with that?”

      Robert groaned as my tongue licked his cock, and I marveled at the doppelgänger’s manipulative seduction. I should have felt shame or repulsion that my doppelgänger so quickly subverted my marriage vows, but instead, I only felt anticipation, wanting more of the lust that fueled our tryst. More of the look in my lover’s eyes. More of the passion overtaking my body and mind.

      “Yes, Mrs. Baker.” Robert looked down, and his eyes shone with lust. “I can help you with whatever needs you have.”

      I felt the doppelgänger release control over my physical body. In front of the mirror, I collapsed into an unconscious heap, my mind adrift on a cloud of endorphins. I fell asleep, dreaming of Jarrod’s return and wondering if the doppelgänger would also have her way with him.

      I woke from a slumber curled on the floor of my closet. The afternoon had darkened. It was overcast, and I stretched, feeling relaxed and rested. I could move again, and I felt the residual ache from another man’s cock inside me. I remembered Robert’s flavor as I cleaned his cock, and I knew I wanted more. Could I do it without the doppelgänger taking control of me?
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            CHAPTER 5

          

          
            Jarrod Reunites With Veona

          

        

      

    

    
      When Jarrod returned, I was dressed in a sheer nightgown, standing frozen again in front of the mirror. The doppelgänger had retaken control of my body when I heard Jarrod’s car drive up the driveway, leaving me in the closet after kissing my cheek.

      “I have another adventure for you, my dear,” it said ominously, smoothing the opaque baby doll top over my breasts and hips.

      I could only stare frozen at my reflection as my thoughts returned to my carnal needs. I felt my pussy flood, felt the doppelgänger’s hunger. My vision shifted to the doppelgänger’s vantage as I watched Robert leave from my third-floor window. My smirk of satisfaction as I watched the handyman pack his tools into his truck felt foreign, and I wondered if his cock still throbbed from his fuck session with his employer’s wife—me.

      “Babe,” Jarrod called out, and the doppelgänger turned from the window, walked down the stairs, and strolled into the kitchen. Jarrod was emptying the takeout he’d picked up and smiled when I walked into the room. I watched from the mirror and moaned at the feeling of the doppelgänger’s hands rubbing over the delicate material covering my body, knowing Jarrod could see right through the transparent negligee.

      “Hi, honey.” The doppelgänger walked to him, sliding along her hands his arms and squeezing his biceps. I felt his firm muscles as the doppelgänger leaned in and kissed his lips. “How was your trip to town?”

      “Umm, fine.” Jarrod’s eyes widened, and he looked confused. He returned the kiss, pulled my body against him before hugging me. “What’s gotten into you, babe?”

      “Robert.” The doppelgänger leaned back to look into Jarrod’s eyes, then leaned forward and licked Jarrod’s lips. Her seductive giggle as she revealed our forbidden tryst so quickly shocked me. This wasn’t a game—Jarrod was my husband.

      “What?” Jarrod’s eyes widened with hurt. The doppelgänger sensed my guilt but pushed that emotion away.

      “He fucked me,” the doppelgänger giggled again, displaying a sexual confidence I had never possessed. “I seduced him, and he fucked me right here in the kitchen. He was good. His big, thick cock felt amazing stretching my pussy.”

      I wanted to protest, but I knew her words were the truth. I loved getting fucked by the burly plumber. His cock felt amazing in my mouth and pussy. I felt myself drift deeper into the mirror’s depths, and my psyche shifted back into the doppelgänger’s control.

      “Veona!”

      I was surprised at the doppelgänger’s brazen honesty with my husband. I would never have told Robert about the fantastic fuck with the plumber. I would have hidden it, been wracked with guilt and shame. Hearing my voice tell Robert the truth was shocking but also liberating. I didn’t need to hide what I’d done, and Robert needed to know about my sexual needs—needs he hadn’t attended to in years.

      “Jarrod.” The doppelgänger reached down and cupped his cock through his khaki pants. He was already hard and still growing, and I felt a flash of arousal as my body responded to my husband’s thickening cock. He was aroused at the thought of the plumber fucking me. Feeling confident, my lips spread in a wicked grin while she taunted my husband with the details of my affair. “Robert filled me with his cum, and I loved it. Do you want to fuck me now, Jarrod? Robert’s cum is still dripping from my pussy.”

      “Veona, babe.” Jarrod looked hurt, and his voice cracked. “Did you really fuck the plumber?”

      “I did,” the doppelgänger laughed as she unbuttoned Jarrod’s shirt without a stitch of shame. “I’m in my sexual prime, honey. You ignored my needs, and I couldn’t help myself. He looked handsome, and he was so strong. I lost track of how often I came.”

      “Veona,” Jarrod sighed, and his eyes narrowed. I was worried he’d get more upset, but the doppelgänger kept stroking my hand along his shaft. I didn’t remember the last time I’d felt my husband’s cock this hard—he was excited at the thought of his wife fucking the plumber. The doppelgänger’s body pressed against him, feeling his need grow, his eyes full of confusion and lust. “D-do you want a divorce?”

      “No, honey. Don’t be silly.” The doppelgänger took his hand and led him upstairs. “I can tell it excites you that another man fucked me. Your cock is so hard just thinking about it. Can you admit it?”

      The next flight of stairs was silent as Jarrod struggled to answer. “I’m a little jealous,” Jarrod confessed, “but also—yes, it turns me on that Robert fucked you in our kitchen.”

      My mind flicked back, and I looked at my stiff reflection in the mirror. Jarrod’s confession spun me; he was aroused at the thought of Robert fucking me. He liked it. Would he want to share me? My mind spun as I felt the doppelgänger pull me back into the mirror, and my vision returned to hers.

      The doppelgänger squeezed Jarrod’s hand. “You’re my husband. I love you, Jarrod, but Robert satisfied some of my sexual needs—something you haven’t been doing. I think you can satisfy some of my needs too. I think this will be fun, Jarrod. You know you’ve fantasized about me fucking other men. I can feel how hard you got when I told you about Robert. Do you want to hear all the lurid details, or do you want to reclaim your wife?”

      “Babe,” Jarrod said as we entered our bedroom. “Y-you don’t know how many times I’ve wanted you, but you always seem uninterested. You’ve pushed me away so many times, I stopped thinking you needed sex. I’m shocked about this, but I love you. Explain this to me.”

      “Jarrod, I love you, but you stopped trying to satisfy my needs. You were busy, always busy, with work or writing. I didn’t know how to talk about it. Something between us broke years ago. We can’t go back and fix that. I’ve decided to be bold about my needs, so you can either hear me and change or continue our frustration.” The doppelgänger pulled my nightgown over her head, and I watched Jarrod’s eyes take in my naked curves, heavy breasts, and hard nipples. “Robert fucked me hard, and he filled me with his cum. I need you to fuck me—now. Show me that you can fuck better than him. Fuck me and reclaim me as yours. Do you want to? Am I still yours?”

      Jarrod’s eyes roamed over my curvy, naked body. The doppelgänger posed for his inspection and turned, giving him a full view of her body.

      “Damn, babe.” Jarrod pulled his shirt off and opened his belt. I felt my pussy flood at his lust, and the feel of doppelgänger’s knowing smirk stretched my lips as Jarrod stripped frantically. I marveled at him. We’d been together so long that I had forgotten his lean, muscled body. I’d never appreciated the way his muscles flexed as he moved. “I’ve always worried about your needs, Veona. I guess we’ve been too busy and drifted apart.”

      “Robert made me feel young and sexy.” The doppelgänger pushed his pants and underwear down his hips. “The way you’re looking at me now makes me feel sexy. I want you, my husband. Fuck me, retake possession of me. I love you.”

      “Veona.” Jarrod lifted me and carried her to our bed. His eyes were intense, and his voice sounded possessive. He leaned and kissed my mouth and, through doppelgänger, I felt a flash of emotion that might be renewed love. “I’ve always loved you, babe. I’m going to try and be a better husband.”

      The doppelgänger giggled as Jarrod pressed her against the mattress, and I whimpered in need as his large hands gripped my thighs. I felt his cock, hard and insistent, as it pressed against my soaked pussy, and the doppelgänger flexed my hips as she spoke my words to Jarrod. “You’re an amazing husband, darling. I need you to be a better lover. I need you to use me to fill your needs instead of masturbating when you think I’m asleep. You need to satisfy my needs, too, my love. Now, fuck me. Reclaim this sexy body as yours.”

      Jarrod’s cock pressed into my core, and we felt my pussy stretch. I marveled at how hard his cock felt and gasped at the throbbing girth, the firm thrusts of his hips slamming his cock into me. I was thrilled by his possessiveness over my body as he fucked me with more vigor than ever before, harder than Robert with feverish intensity. His hands gripped my hips, held me down on our bed, and completely dominated me. I was delighted at how he powered into me, his grip and strength setting my nerves on fire.

      “Damn, Veona,” Jarrod growled deeply as his hips slammed against mine. My hips jerked to meet this thrusts, my pussy walls squeezing around his cock. “Your pussy feels amazing.”

      “Mmm, goddess, Jarrod.” The doppelgänger arched our back, and we writhed under my husband. “Harder. Mark me—leave bruises on my body, on my hips. I want to look in the mirror and see how you’ve claimed me. Fuck, babe, you feel so good.”

      Jarrod growled again, snapping his hips. It felt feral and wild as my body shook under his lustful assault. His hands gripped tighter, and we felt the pain and wondered if we’d get a bruise. I felt the swirling of the doppelgänger within me, our spirits dancing behind the mirror, all the entities springing to life inside of me. We felt Jarrod’s repossession of our body, and the doppelgänger delighted in Jarrod’s need to dominate and claim. I felt my pussy clench, flooding around Jarrod’s shaft, and the doppelgänger ground her hips to push his cock deeper.

      “Take me, Jarrod.” The doppelgänger looked into his eyes, and I watched him stare back at me through her vision. “I’m yours. Take this body, own it, and use me.”

      “Damn, right, you’re mine, babe. You’re not fucking Robert’s.” Jarrod’s eyes narrowed, and his lips tightened. My pussy fluttered around the emptiness in my physical body, trapped in the closet just outside the bedroom. Still, I felt my husband’s cock driving relentlessly into me when the doppelgänger pulled me back into her psyche, and I was overcome with lust as I felt his cock pounding into my needy cunt.

      “Yes, fuck me. Treat me like your slut! Make me come, Jarrod, please!” My pleas poured out of the doppelgänger’s mouth as I stared into the dark eyes of my possessive husband.

      Jarrod punished my body with intensity as his hips thrust faster, punching his blunt tip into my depths. The doppelgänger and I reveled in Jarrod’s dominant side, and we felt a climax building. My husband growled, slamming my body into the mattress, and I shuddered as he reclaimed me with heated passion. I felt his love and devotion as his cock twitched and his body shook. I felt his carnal need for me as his cock flooded my pussy.

      “Take me, Jarrod.” The doppelgänger clenched its pussy around Jarrod’s throbbing cock, shaking as her body tightened close to release. “Claim me. Take what belongs to you. Fuck, Jarrod, fuck me!”

      Jarrod growled, and my husband rutted into me like a beast possessed. My body shook as our climax shattered my mind. The doppelgänger giggled and looked into my husband’s eyes, feeling his love and possession. My connection with Jarrod deepened even as our mind was pulled deeper into the mirror’s magic, weaving through the host of spirits behind the glass.

      “Damn, babe,” Jarrod said as he pulled his cock from my core. His lips captured my mine. “That was amazing.”

      The doppelgänger squirmed and pushed my body down Jarrod’s body, licking his cock, tasting his cum and her juices. Her eyes glowed with sexual hunger. There was one step required to complete this unknown ritual; I sensed this truth as I stared into my reflection before my gaze snapped back to the doppelgänger’s vision. “Lick my pussy, Jarrod. Robert emptied his balls into me, and I want to feel you claim me again, clean his cum from me. I know you want to.”

      “Veona.” His growl told me that hit the mark, and Jarrod sat up, looking down at my body as I squirmed between his thighs. “You’re mine, completely. I’ll show you.”

      “Mmm, please, darling.” The doppelgänger rolled and pulled my knees up her chest, displaying our soaked, stretched pussy. “I love your cock, but I love getting my pussy licked. Clean me, Jarrod. Lick Robert’s cum out of my pussy, and then fuck me again.”

      Jarrod’s eyes widened, and his hands gripped my thighs as he bowed between them. I felt his hunger, and my mouth fell open as I watched my husband press his mouth against my slick pussy. The doppelgänger moaned and closed its eyes, feeling Jarrod’s tongue slide through my soaked folds.

      “Damn, Veona.” Jarrod’s tongue lapped my used and stretched pussy. I felt his possessive need to claim me again, and we luxuriated in his loving attentiveness. “There is so much cum.”

      Jarrod moaned, and his tongue lapped my soaked core. The doppelgänger delighted as we felt his determination, thrusting his tongue deeper, collecting more of the sticky sweet cum inside me. I felt his love as his tongue slid through my folds. I quivered as his nose pressed firmly into my clit. I felt his hunger and the doppelgänger’s hunger combine with mine as his tongue slid inside, eating all the cum out of my aching pussy.

      In the closet, I sat frozen and helpless, staring into the mirror, watching my husband’s head between the doppelgänger’s thighs. Her fingers gripped my husband’s hair and ground her hips into his mouth. I felt my orgasm build with the doppelgänger’s delight as it luxuriated in Jarrod’s eager sucking and licking. I felt the doppelgänger’s back arch, its fingers tightening in Jarrod’s hair to keep his mouth where she needed it.

      “Fuck, Jarrod,” the doppelgänger screamed as she came, and my physical body shook, her juices flowing into Jarrod’s hungry mouth while my orgasm puddled at my feet. “Clean me, eat my pussy. Mmm, fuck, yes!”

      Jarrod’s growl pulled me into the mirror. My fingers gripped his hair as his lips sucked my soaked core. I ground my hips into his mouth, gasping in blissful delight as we marveled at his love and possession while he devoured my pussy.

      “Mmm, yes, Jarrod.” I blinked, then opened my eyes to see doppelgänger looking out the mirror at me, the smile on her reflected lustful face looking triumphant. The mirror shimmered, and I was in the bed, on my back, my husband licking my pussy. I moaned as the spirits in the mirror told me what I needed. “Now, fuck me! Fill me with your cock, then flood me with your cum. Reclaim me, husband!”

      Jarrod’s cock slid inside my core, and I arched my back. My fingers gripped Robert’s shoulder as I dug my nails into his skin. I felt Robert’s firm chest compress my breasts, my rigid nipples tingling as his body shifted over me, his hips slamming in deep, making me ache with each hard stroke. We felt our hips flexing, meeting my husband’s thrusts. Our body was overtaken by the sexual need overriding our thoughts. We came continuously around my husband’s cock, thinking of how things would change as we combined the magic from the mirror with my mind, body, and soul.

      “Take me, Jarrod,” We gazed into my husband’s eyes. “Make me yours. Own this body and fuck me whenever you need.”

      “Damn, babe.” Jarrod’s eyes were intense, and his hands gripped our thighs, pulling us against his thrusting hips. “You’re damn right this pussy is mine.”

      “Fuck yes, Jarrod,” We felt another climax building. “Use me, take me, claim this pussy. It’s yours. My body is yours. I’m your slut, honey. Fuck me anytime you need. Admit it—you liked that I fucked the plumber.”

      I needed to hear him say it. I wanted more than just my husband. It shocked me that the doppelgänger admitted my dirty desire to my husband, but I wasn’t ashamed, and I’d be honest with him from now on.

      “Damn, babe.” Jarrod’s cock twitched as his hips thrusted harder, and we shook as Jarrod’s possessive lust drove us into the mattress. “It was hot thinking of you seducing Robert. I can’t believe you fucked him. Damn, Veona, his cum was inside you.”

      “Mmm, yes.” We grinned and looked into Jarrod’s eyes. “I loved feeling his cum flooding me. I need to be filled. Use me, take me, and claim this pussy. Admit you want me to fuck other men. You know I’ll always come back to you.”

      “Jesus, Veona.” Jarrod’s hips thrust harder, and his cock hammered our pussy. We felt his love and acceptance of this new facet of us as his cock twitched and his body shuddered. “I love it, baby. I fucking love thinking of another man losing control and filling you with his cum. You’re mine, and I’ll fuck you anytime I want, but I’d love to share you too.”

      “Mmm, yes. God, fill me. I’m yours. I love you!” I gasped, feeling mixed emotions as my husband held me tight yet promised to give me to other men. His cock throbbed as he emptied deep inside me, like sealing that promise with his hot seed. I stared into his eyes, and then my vision shifted to my reflection in the mirror, and I saw my satisfied smile. I knew my life had changed drastically.
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            CHAPTER 6

          

          
            Jarrod Commissions His Hotwife

          

        

      

    

    
      The next morning, I woke up to the feel of my husband’s tongue sliding between my pussy lips, my legs over his shoulders. I moaned, arched my back, and gripped my breasts, my fingers pulling on my nipples. I was already close to a climax.

      “Fuck, Jarrod,” I cried, feeling the first wave of my orgasm. “You love your slutty wife’s pussy, don’t you?” I was in complete control of my voice, body, and actions, the doppelgänger back in the mirror as my husband feasted on my drenched pussy. I was thrilled at the self-revelations I’d gained while under the doppelgänger’s control. She showed me what I needed, exposing what I’d hidden behind shame and guilt, allowing me to embrace my deepest desires. I wasn’t ashamed of my needs anymore. “I want your cock inside me, babe. You pick which hole.”

      Jarrod growled and crawled up my body, his cheeks gleaming with my juices, smearing them across my breasts as he sucked one nipple before gnawing my flesh to feast on the other. He rose over me with lust in his eyes and kissed me deeply. I tasted my juices as he thrust his tongue between my lips, capturing my mouth in a possessive kiss. I squealed when he pulled away, flipped me onto my stomach, pulled my hips up, and plunged his rigid cock into me from behind.

      “God, yes,” I cried, thrilled with his passionate possession of my body. I trembled in my building lust as his cock stretched my needy, throbbing pussy. “I’m yours, honey. Use me, take what you need. Fuck your wife, fill her with your cum.”

      Jarrod grabbed my ass and thrust into me again, smacking his hips into my round cheeks. My fingers gripped the sheet as I twisted my torso to look over my shoulder. “That’s it. Fuck me hard, then empty your load deep inside me.”

      This was real—I wasn’t trapped in a closet forced to feel what the doppelgänger did to the plumber or my husband. This wasn’t a fantasy from one of the romance novels I read while I masturbated out of frustration. I was getting fucked—ravaged by my husband, moaning in delight and need. I was a slut for my husband or anyone he allowed to use my body to sate their lust. The doppelgänger had unlocked my passions and freed me to be the divine sexual creature I was deep down inside.

      Jarrod pushed his fingers into my hair, grabbing a chunk of my locks and yanking my head back. “You’re a needy slut, aren’t you, baby? You need my cock, but you want more, don’t you?” His voice was raw, lips vibrating behind my ear, his growls filled with emotion, like he’d had a similar revelation during the night as we slept together, naked in our marital bed.

      “Yes!” I shouted. “I can’t help it. I love you, but I need more.” Jarrod growled and fucked me harder, slamming me into the mattress and craning my neck with his grip on my hair. I felt possessed and adored, his to use as he needed, and I felt his love and acceptance of what I’d become. “Take me, honey,” I squealed, my body jerking as his cock hammered into my pussy like a piston. “Fuck, you feel so good.”

      “Oh yeah, baby. You need it, don’t you?” Jarrod growled as he flexed his hips, driving his hips harder, slapping into my round ass. “I’m going to share your needy pussy with our contractors today.”

      “Fuck, babe.” I heard the doppelgänger’s giggle in my mind as her presence awoke behind the closet door and joined her psyche with my mind. Delight echoed in our heads, and we squealed at the thought of the strong contractors who were working on our old house. “All of them?” We gasped as we came again around our husband’s driving cock. “I don’t need to ask?”

      “No.” Jarrod slapped our ass, and we squealed as our pussy flooded. “Any contractor you want can fuck your pussy, your ass. You’ll suck and clean their cocks. You’re my hotwife, and I’ll share your needs.”

      “Mmm, honey.” I looked over my shoulder, my mind my own again as I felt the doppelgänger watching us from the mirror, and my eyes sparkled. “I love you. You’re the best husband ever. I love being your hotwife.”

      “Damn right!” Jarrod growled as he rammed his cock deep. I watched his face tighten as his shaft pulsed, jetting his hot seed into my clenching cunt. “I love you, I accept you, and you’re mine.” He ground his cock into my tight, pulsing walls to milk all of his cum into my throbbing pussy. “Now, clean me up. I need to get back into town to work.”

      “Yes, honey,” I giggled as I turned, pulling his spent cock into my mouth. I loved how his cock twitched while I cleaned him of all the juices from our impromptu fuck. Under my diligent attention, he stiffened again as his fingers combed through my hair, and his eyes gazed lovingly down at me. I pulled off his cock, licking the pearl seeping from his slit. “You’ll be thinking of me until you’re back home. I love you.”

      “You know I will, lover,” Jarrod said, kissing me deeply before stepping back and turning toward the bathroom.

      While Jarrod showered, I cooked us breakfast. We enjoyed the short meal, and I kissed him deeply before he left for his office. I felt loved and accepted without any shame or guilt; my husband wanted me to freely explore my sexual needs with others. It was a surprise to know he understood the changes in me. I couldn’t deny it any longer—I was Jarrod’s hotwife. I wanted to explore my fantasies with men other than my husband. My head spun at the changes we’d accepted in each other after the doppelgänger showed us my truth.

      I returned upstairs, showered, dried off, and rubbed scented lotion into my soft skin. I draped a nearly transparent babydoll top over my torso and, in my reflection, I could see my stiff nipples expose my arousal. The negligee hung past my waist, tickling my thighs, the shadow of my pussy visible as I posed in front of the magical mirror.

      “You’ve accepted your true self, your feminine divinity, haven’t you?” I felt the doppelgänger in my mind and nodded at my reflection. “That’s good. You’re free to explore those needs today. I’ll stay in the mirror, but we’re connected now. As you felt what I did, I’ll feel what you’ll do.” As I looked at my reflection, I felt a click in my mind, like two separate pieces snapping into place—what was once separate minds were now combined. We’d merged. The magic of the doppelgänger stirred inside my mind, and we couldn’t tell who was who anymore. We were one—we had become us.

      The thought made us shudder, and we nodded into the mirror. We grinned at our reflection, feeling our pussy tighten at the thought of being so free with our sexual needs. Our house was isolated, and no one would hear our cries of passion as we fucked our way through the contractors finishing the renovation. We heard the door open and close downstairs, and we slipped a silk robe over our shoulders, leaving it open, feeling more alive than we had in years.

      We walked down the stairs slowly, listening to the sounds of men inside our house. We thought about the future. If we were opening an inn, would we fuck our guests? How many men could we take at once with only one physical body? Would we ever act on our bisexual fantasies of kissing a woman and licking her pussy as she licked ours in return?

      The possibilities were endless in this new life we were starting. It felt like we’d been reborn, Veona Baker, the accountant’s wife, was now Veona, Jarrod Baker’s hotwife slut. We were a collective hive mind of ancient, doppelgänger divinity and modern-day, housewife harlot.

      “Yes,” I heard the doppelgänger’s voice in our mind, and we giggled at her encouragement. “Now you’re seeing your future, dear girl. Now you have reconnected to your inner divinity and accepted the sexual truths of being a woman worthy of male worship.”

      We giggled again joyously. We were no longer shards of separate psyches, but a united whole, a complete entity who knew her purpose. When we turned and started down the next flight of steps, we saw movement just past the bottom of the stairs. Robert said he’d be back to finish, but who else was here? We saw three bodies in the kitchen drinking coffee as we stepped barefoot onto the wood floors. We leaned against the kitchen doorway, watching the men drink and gossip.

      “Oh, there she is.” Robert smiled at us, and we felt a rush of excitement as the two other men turned. We posed for them in our lingerie, feeling like a wrapped gift for the tall, strong men gaping back at us.
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            Rennovations and Revelations

          

        

      

    

    
      The three contractors were here to finish the renovations, but we wanted to use them for our pleasure first. The oldest of the three was Bill, who was in his early fifties and looked like a lumberjack with his gray beard and strong shoulders. The second man, Kyle, was the youngest, an intriguing mix of shyness and confidence. He had a slim, wiry build and was the most attractive, reminding us of Jarrod ten years ago. The last man, Robert, who we’d fucked yesterday, was the most muscular, and we remembered his vigor when he gave into his lust and fucked his boss’ wife. His eyes roamed over our body and lingered on our rigid nipples pushing against the transparent lingerie.

      “Back for more?” Robert boasted, and we could sense he’d told Bill and Kyle what happened the day before.

      We nodded, feeling shy and bashful. We hadn’t done this type of seduction before. One man, we knew we could handle, but three? Our pussy clenched in anticipation, and we pushed the silky robe off our shoulders, feeling it flutter down our body and pool at our feet.

      Robert lifted his cell phone, showing us a screen full of text messages. “Jarrod told me all about your needs, and we discussed how to treat you like the slut you are.”

      We blushed, and Bill and Kyle stepped close. We felt nervous excitement as Robert smirked, and his cell phone darkened as he turned it off. Jarrod had sent instructions to these men, telling them how to fuck us. We felt humiliation mixed with empowerment, all while under the dominance of our husband. Our body trembled with anticipation, the knowledge of our husband offering us on a platter for these men to fuck only amplifying our rising arousal.

      “Kyle,” Robert addressed the youngest handyman, “you’re first. The boss wants her pussy eaten.”

      “Yes, sir.” Kyle smirked, pulling our body against his hips. His eyes were bright blue, his hands calloused, the texture heaven sliding along our soft skin. We felt our need rising and completely accepted what would happen and how the pleasure would feed our mounting need.

      “You can call me slut, or whore,” we said aloud without hesitation. Hearing our voice using those terms would have made the old Veona speechless, unable to voice the need she felt and the shame her mind associated with sex. She would have hidden in her closet away from these masculine men. The new Veona Baker? We were thrilled at the truth of who we were, and we stood tall and proud, claiming our status as a sexual being.

      We felt our heavy breasts pressing against Kyle’s strong, young chest and slid our hand behind his neck. We pulled his mouth down to meet ours in a kiss we deepened immediately. We worked our tongue between his lips, feeling him stiffen at first before his arms tightened, and his tongue drove between our lips with a growl. We heard Robert and Bill laugh bawdily as Kyle possessed our mouth, his hand dropping to squeeze our ass through the sheer negligee.

      “Do you want to eat my husband’s cum from my pussy?” we asked when Kyle pulled back from the kiss, looking at him with lidded eyes. “Jarrod fucked me hard this morning, knowing you three would be here. He knows I’m a needy slut for cock, but I’ll take your talented tongue first.”

      “Damn, Mrs. Baker.” Kyle’s hands slid up our sides, and he pushed our large breasts together, lowering his mouth to suck on one nipple and then the other through the transparent netting of our babydoll. We felt his deep pulls in our core, and the first drip of wetness eased out of our pussy and down our thigh. We felt Robert and Bill behind us, their hands sliding along our body, touching us everywhere, and we marveled at Jarrod’s acceptance and support of our desires.

      “She’s so hot for you, Kyle,” Bill laughed as he pulled the negligee above our ass. We felt the cool air on our pussy, and his fingers spread our folds. “She’s soaking.”

      “Let’s get her upstairs,” Robert said, and Kyle picked us up in his strong arms, taking the steps two at a time in his eagerness.

      “You’re such a sexy slut,” Kyle said as he laid us on our bed then stripped naked.

      We watched, arched on the bed, as his body moved, strong muscles pushing down his jeans. His thick cock bounced free and we moaned, thinking about what was next, giggling in delight when Kyle pushed our negligee up around our waist. His mouth went to our pussy, and we moaned, arching our back, feeling his mouth slide through our soaked folds.

      “You taste so good.” His growl of delight triggered another pulse of arousal.

      “Fuck yes. Lick my pussy, Kyle!” We ran our fingers through his hair and pulled him tighter against our pussy. Our thighs tightened around his head as his tongue pushed into our opening. We were so close already; we shivered with need as we watched Robert and Bill remove their clothes while Kyle lapped our leaking juices. We moaned like a needy whore when his nose rubbed against our clit.

      “Oh, Kyle.” We encouraged the young stud as we felt Robert and Bill crawling onto the bed to join us. Their hands pulled at the babydoll top, and we lifted our arms as they stripped us bare. They grabbed our naked breasts, and their fingers pinched our nipples, rolling them between their fingers. We felt like a sultry goddess of sex as their lips lowered, their mouths sucked, and they bit our sensitive nipples.

      “Fuck, that’s good. I’m going to come quickly, Kyle. Keep licking! Yes, goddess, fuck yes!” We squealed and bucked our hips, feeling Kyle’s tongue curling inside us. We ground our clit against Kyle’s nose, our pussy gushing our release, coating his face. In ecstasy, we indulged the sensations, and part of us knew we were growing stronger. The sexual energy from the three men encircling us was pulled into the dark void behind the mirror. It was like an out-of-body experience, feeling our hunger growing while we came all over Kyle’s hungry mouth.

      “Damn, Mrs. Baker.” Kyle crawled up our body, his face glistening with our juices. We giggled and pulled his mouth to ours, tasting ourself as we sucked his tongue then curled ours around his. Kyle pressed his hips between our spread thighs, and we shuddered as his cock slid over our sodden pussy lips.

      “Fuck her pussy,” Bill growled as he gripped our breast, pulling and squeezing our nipple hard while Robert did the same from the other side. “Give her your cock, Kyle.”

      “Fuck, she’s tight.” Kyle’s hips flexed, and we felt his cock stretch our pussy. We moaned and lifted our hips, groaning at the feel of his cock flexing deep before retracting. Our fingers combed through Bill and Robert’s hair, pulling them to our breasts as they feasted on our nipples. Kyle punched his cock into us with staccato beats, which made it hard to breathe.

      “Oh fuck! Yes! Fuck me! You feel so good… pump that cock deep… fuck my slutty pussy.” We were lost in lust and only wanted more. We felt delight at the encouragement of the doppelgänger psyche within us as we surrendered our body to the passionate fucking.

      “Fuck yes, take it.” Kyle fucked us harder, his hips flexing as his cock plowed into our clenching pussy, his balls slapping against our ass. “You’re such a needy whore. Jarrod sent Robert pictures of your pussy, and Bill and I got so hard thinking of how fucking sexy you are. Now, I’m fucking you. God damn, your pussy feels good.”

      “Mmm, I’m your slut, Kyle.” His exuberant words only heightened our lust, knowing that we were making his fantasies come true. We loved watching the lust paint his face as he jerked his hips into our welcoming body. We felt his possessive grip on our hips and luxuriated in his enthusiasm. “Oh fuck, I’m gonna come again, I want to feel your cum shoot into me.”

      Kyle fucked our body harder, flexing his hips, pounding our pussy into the mattress. Robert and Bill sucked our nipples, and their hands slid along our body, feeling our curves and gripping our flesh.

      “Fuck, I’m gonna come!” Kyle’s cock hammered into us, and we felt his hands grip us as he hammered deeper. “I’m gonna fill your needy pussy with my load.”

      “Yes, Kyle,” we screamed, feeling our pussy clench as our body shook. “Fuck, yes, fill me, come inside me. Give me your cum, Kyle!”

      “Yes! Fuck!” Kyle’s hips flexed, and we felt his cock throb, loving the feel of his heat. “Dammit, take my cum, whore.”

      “Fuck, yes,” we screamed and shrieked as a host of psyches ignited in unison within our shattering mind. Our body shook, and Robert and Bill sucked our nipples harder. Thrilled at becoming a whore for Kyle, we pulled him into a deep kiss as he hit his peak. His cock pulsed, jetting heated seed into our throbbing core, and we fed on the sexual energy we all rode.
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            Taking All Comers

          

        

      

    

    
      Kyle staggered back after pulling out of our pussy, collapsing on a chair where Veona used to read books before we became a cock obsessed slut, thanks to the doppelgänger’s leading. We grinned at him, delighted to see how much he’d enjoyed fucking us.

      Bill pulled off our nipple and pushed up onto his knees. “My turn now, Mrs. Baker.” He growled, grabbing my thighs and spreading them open.

      “Y-you can call me by my name now, Bill. Veona, slut, whore—pick one.” We grinned, trying to catch our breath as we watched Bill’s eyes rake across our body. We trembled at the lustful look of the older man, his dark eyes seeming to light our skin on fire. “I just gushed over Kyle’s cock. I need more, Bill. I want you to show him how a real man fucks.” We quivered, our orgasm fading into tingles as we watched lust paint Bill’s expression.

      Bill grinned darkly, setting his jaw as he positioned his cock at the entrance to our still-pulsing pussy. We felt Kyle’s cum ooze out, watching Bill’s eyes focus on a pearl of Kyle’s creampie. The feel of Bill’s cock sliding through our folds, stirring his tip into the messy cream and teasing us, made our needy pussy clench. We were having a wonderful time satiating the sexual desires of these studs.

      “I’m not sure Jarrod would want me calling you Veona, Mrs. Baker. You’re still my employer,” Bill growled, finally moving his eyes to our face.

      We giggled momentarily, then moaned whorishly as Bill punched his cock into us, stretching our pussy with his girth.

      “Fuck, Bill!” we cried out. “Jarrod wants you to fuck me like a whore. Call me dirty names. That’s what he wants.”

      Robert moaned, and we felt his head nod as he sucked on our nipples. We felt his strong chest pressing into one heavy breast as he moved across our body to suck on the other one.

      “She right, Jarrod said that in his texts.” Robert managed between hungry licks of our rigid nipples.

      We felt surrounded by male need and basked in the power we absorbed from these virile men. We felt our magic grow as we fed on the growing sexual energy. We needed more, and our mouth was empty. We looked at Kyle, still dazed, resting in the chair.

      “Kyle,” I purred, and Robert released my nipple as Bill slowed his fucking. They watched us as we beckoned Kyle to the bed. “Come here, honey. I need to clean your cock.”

      Kyle stood up in a daze and stumbled onto the bed. His spent cock swung toward our face, and we curled our tongue around the tip, catching his cock with one hand as we opened our mouth, welcoming the taste and feel of Kyle’s spunk and our juices coating his shaft.

      “My husband loves when I clean his cock, and I love to clean up my messes,” we moaned, sucking and licking to capture all the yummy juices. Trembling as another wave of sexual energy pulsed into our senses, feeding the insatiable void behind the mirror, we sucked hungrily on the young man’s cock as Bill’s relentless fucking of our insatiable pussy made our body rock to his tempo.

      Kyle grunted as he kneeled beside our head, steadying himself on the headboard as his cock stiffened. He pushed deeper into our mouth, his hips twitching. Bill’s hips flexed, driving his thick cock deeper into our needy pussy, all while Robert continued to suck on our sensitive nipples. The different sensations of these three men swirled within us as they used our body for their lustful desires, all while feeding our slutty needs.

      “Mmm, damn, Bill,” we cried, feeling his cock stretching deeper inside our clenching walls, massaging his thick pillar. “Fuck, you’re thick.”

      “Thanks, Mrs. Baker.” Bill’s hips flexed, and his hands gripped our thighs, pulling them open and pushing them back. With more access to our tight, wet pussy, he pumped his cock deeper, his heavy balls slapping against our ass.

      “If you can’t call me by my first name,” we paused to grunt out a moan as we felt a coil of bliss building deep in our core from Bill’s expert fucking, “at least call me a dirty name instead of boring Mrs. Baker. I’m your slut for the day. Treat me like it.”

      “You want me to call you a slut?” Bill’s hips flexed as his cock hammered my pussy. “You want me to treat you like the fucking whore you are?”

      “You’re damn right! Yes!” we squealed, loving his degradation. The humiliation fed into our psyche as we owned the label Bill growled into the air. The pride in what we’d become only fed our needs.

      Kyle’s cock hardened, pressing into our willing mouth. He fed his cock deeper until he hit the back of our throat, our verbal encouragement muzzled by cock as we moaned around his growing shaft.

      Robert sucked on our nipple and pinched the other between his fingers. Our fingers combed through Robert’s hair, guiding him as he explored our soft, round breasts. Our other hand reached between Kyle’s thighs, cupping and squeezing his balls. We felt surrounded and possessed by these men, and we glowed with their sexual energy, knowing that it fed the mirror’s magic we needed to survive and grow.

      “You’re a filthy whore, Mrs. Baker,” Bill growled, fucking us harder, his cock stretching our tight pussy. We squealed and moaned around Kyle’s cock, feeling his hands grip our hair and pull our mouth deeper onto his shaft. “Jarrod is smart sharing your pussy with us. We’ll give you what you need.”

      “Fuck yeah, Bill.” Robert pulled off my nipple and looked at him. “Fuck her hard. Breed her pussy.”

      “Damn, you’re a needy little slut. Is that what you want? Our cum?” Bill’s hips flexed, and his cock hammered our body, pounding our pussy. “Tell me you want me to breed you, fill you with my cum.”

      We laughed to ourselves. The idea of a woman our age being bred by an older man like Bill was absurd after our failures with Jarrod. We were a magical creature, which made the concept even more outrageous. The more we enjoyed his cock thrusting into us, however, the more the idea of being impregnated sparked our fantasies, and we moaned out in hunger, pulling our mouth from Kyle’s hard cock. “Goddess, yes, Bill, breed me. Fill me with your cum.”

      “I will, you needy fucking whore.” Bill’s hips flexed, and his steely cock hammered our pussy as his heavy balls slapped against our ass. “Take my cum. Tell me you want to be bred by an older man like me.”

      We moaned, and Kyle stroked his cock, the tip tickling our lips. “Yes, Bill. Fill my pussy with your seed. Breed me, fill me with your cum. Oh goddess, yes!”

      Robert released our nipple, and he and Kyle kneeled, their cocks level with our eyes as Bill battered our body. We reached for Bill’s hips, wanting to pull him deeper, ready to feel him lose control and buck into us. We craved the sensation of his hot cum pumping into us, filling us with his seed. Our head turned, mouth opened, sucking Robert’s straining cock deep, looking at him so he knew we wanted him next. We felt Bill’s cock pulse and knew he’d lost control, his need overwhelming his thoughts as his body jerked and his cock throbbed.

      We gasped, pulling off Robert’s cock. Our hand moved to stoke Robert’s rigid shaft, still slick with our spit. Bill’s aura filled with pleasure and bliss as his cock throbbed and his spunk jetted into our chalice. Robert’s cock drove into our mouth, and we shivered, knowing his cock would be the next to fill our hungry pussy.

      “Take my cum, slut.” Bill slammed in deep, and we felt his cock swell, then throb as his balls finished emptying inside us. Bill slumped forward, his cock twitching as his body collapsed on top of our body. We loved how he gave us all he had, and we relished in his bliss, the energy seeping into the mirror where we collected the sexual magic and healed our ancient void.

      Kyle rubbed his cock along our cheek as I sucked Robert’s throbbing cock. We pulled our mouth off Robert’s dick with a gasp before reaching for Bill and rubbing his back. He lifted his head, looking into our eyes, and pushed between his coworkers until his lips captured ours. Bill kissed us with a possessive need that fed our lust, sparking a renewed coil of need inside us. We moaned and returned his kiss, curling our tongue between his lips and feeding on his passion.

      “You’re such a needy little slut.” Bill grinned, and we nodded.

      “You bet I am, and Robert’s cock is hard and ready, so make room. You’re an incredible fuck, Bill, but my needs haven’t been filled yet.”

      Bill laughed and rolled off our body, and Robert took his place between our thighs. He gripped his cock, brushing his fat tip along our oozing lips. The heat of Bill’s cum dripped from our opening, and we knew Robert was watching his tip swirl through Bill’s load. Robert slid his crown up and down, teasing me until we moaned in need.

      We watched a feral grin grow in Robert’s eyes as he finally pressed the tip into our leaking opening and then thrust hard into our pussy. Our head tossed back, mouth opening to moan at the sensation of being stretched by another cock. We shuddered when Kyle’s fingers grabbed our hair, pulling our mouth down until his rejuvenated cock slid between our lips.

      The more these men used our flesh to satiate their needs, the more energy flowed into the mirror. We gorged on the lust and passion inside the magic looking-glass, lust filling the dark void. We felt our magic building and returning to life behind the dark glass; the magic we’d stored as a seed when we pushed ourselves into the mirror was building again, and we trembled at the quickening of that power exchange.

      Robert fucked us hard and fast, amped up from watching his friends use our body. We felt like a slut, like a needy whore, with how badly we needed to be used by these virile men. The ancient spirits danced behind the mirror and encouraged us, reminding us of our feminine divinity granted to us by the Goddess herself. This wasn’t degradation. This was worship. Their filthy words and oaths were their offered prayers to our glorious feminine power and our devotion to ancient magic. We understood—at last—our place in this world: to accept the divine worship of the men around us and use our body to return mortal pleasure to them. With that revelation, our magic continued to grow as our physical body exploded in bliss.

      Robert stared darkly down at us, and we met his gaze with a smile. “Give it to me, Robert. Give me your offering. Fill my chalice with your seed. The goddess needs it. Feed us!”

      Robert’s hips flexed, and his cock jackhammered into us, making our breasts bounce from his heavy pounding. He growled, and his cock pulsed as his body shuddered.

      “Take my cum, Mrs. Baker.” Robert bucked as his cock throbbed, and his spunk jetted into our core.

      Robert slumped, his cheek pressing flat against our heaving belly. Kyle jerked his pulsing cock and coated our face and tits with his hot, white cum. Bill helped Robert off our shuddering body, and Kyle backed off the bed. We could tell the three of them were spent. We were energized but needed to rest our physical body. They needed to return to work; the house must be finished before the Halloween party.

      As the men put their clothes back on, we curled our body under the messy covers. Closing our eyes, we relished in the feeling of being deeply fucked, used for pleasure, and treasured by the men’s worshipful attention to us. They closed the door as we began to slumber, feeling the entities behind the mirror holding us, warm comfort surrounding us.
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      As Veona slept, Jarrod arrived home and headed upstairs. He saw the contractors leaving, and Kyle gave him a thumbs up while Robert smirked. Bill tipped his hat and said, “your wife is amazing, Mr. Baker.”

      Jarrod smiled and felt a little twinge of pride. As he watched them leave, he felt more conviction that he could rebuild their relationship by showing Veona that he supported her new sexual confidence. He realized that he loved her more when he heard the praise.

      Arriving at the top floor, Jarrod slipped into the bedroom, finding his wife curled up with the covers tossed off her naked body. Her flesh glistened, covered in the men’s spunk and the sweat of her exertions. He grinned and crawled into bed, curling his body around hers. He kissed her neck, and she stirred, feeling his possessive hands sliding along her curves.

      “Jarrod.” The doppelgänger’s voice made Jarrod turn and look into the dark closet. The mirror glowed with a brilliant, supernatural light before the image of his wife peeked out of the mirror, her eyes glowing from behind the glass. “You’ve honored your wife’s needs and accepted her true self. Your devotion and love will keep Veona Baker safe and loved. Thank you for letting us exist. We’ve helped your wife find her divinity, and we all will grow in love and power, as long as you honor our feminine divinity.”

      Jarrod nodded as the image flickered and the mirror began to fade to black. He saw the doppelgänger bow before vanishing back behind the glass. He didn’t understand everything the apparition told him, but he trusted the results, change in his wife, and the strong love they had for each other. Feeling a deep devotion, he kissed his wife and held her until she stirred.
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        * * *

      

      We woke to the comforting scent of our husband, his strong arms holding our naked body. We knew we were a sweaty mess, covered in spunk and sweat, looking like a well-used whore. We accepted that truth and smiled into our husband’s eyes.

      “Welcome home, honey. Robert, Bill, and Kyle fucked me all day, and I loved every minute. They said they wanted to breed me. Isn’t that absurd?”

      “I’m glad you’ve found yourself, babe. I know we failed to have children. If fucking lots of men can give you the child you’ve always wanted, I’ll raise it as ours.” Jarrod’s eyes were damp with tears and filled with love and devotion as he pulled our body against his. We felt his cock growing and pressing between our thighs. “Still have some left for your husband?”

      “Always,” we purred and rolled Jarrod onto his back, straddling his hips. We cupped our breasts coated with Kyle’s dried cum and pulled on our stiffening nipples. We moaned as we rocked our hips, sliding our sticky pussy along Jarrod’s rigid cock. “I’ll always have enough for my husband. I belong to you, and it means so much that you’re willing to share me. We may never have the child we wanted, but I’ll always have the husband of my dreams.

      We leaned forward and kissed Jarrod, flexing our hips until we sank down onto his cock. His possessive hands gripped our hips as he thrust inside us and pulled us down—showing us how he wanted us to move. We sensed spirits behind the glass watching over us with their approval, felt the coils of magic growing in our core. We sensed the mirror glowing, and we knew our newfound divinity was feeding energy from my husband’s passion and lust into the ancient well of magic. Veona realized her sexual truth was the key that was missing from her drab life, and we danced in glee at her acceptance of us as she rode her husband’s cock. We pressed our hands into Jarrod’s chest, our eyes wide and loving as we worked our pussy up and down.

      “I love you, Jarrod,” we sighed, riding his cock, slowly and indulgently. We were making love to Veona’s husband, and we were thrilled at the difference in enchantment spooling in our core. His eyes locked with ours, and we felt a different shade of magic spark in that connection. “Thank you for accepting my needs and letting me explore my truth. Thank you for sharing me and allowing the contractors to use my body for their pleasure.”

      “I love you, babe.” Jarrod’s hips flexed, and he slowly fucked me back. We were perfectly in sync as we’d been all those years ago, in sync because we shared our sexual truth. “You’re my beautiful hotwife, and I’m lucky to share you. I’ll keep you safe and loved, I promise.”

      “Mmm, yes, my love,” we cried, feeling possessive hands gripping our hips, his cock throbbing inside us. “Make me yours again, please. I want to feel your seed. Breed me. You’re the only man I’ve loved, Jarrod. Forever.”

      Jarrod growled as our lovemaking ramped up into the needful, possessive rutting of our loving husband. He fucked us hard, his hips flexing, punching his cock deeper. He hammered into our core, his eyes wide and locked with ours. We loved the feeling of him possessing our body, fucking us to meet his needs. His cock pulsed as we felt him lose control, cock throbbing as his spunk jetted into our clenching core. Bill, Kyle, and Robert might have filled our pussy earlier, but Verona’s husband fed our souls. We belonged to Jarrod—we luxuriated in his pleasure, and the spirits echoed our devotion in the deep darkness of the magic in the mirror.

      “I love you, Jarrod.” We curled our tired body into his, feeling his arms wrap around us, holding us tight. We felt his love grow within us and knew that would feed us for whatever the future held.
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            Epilogue - Halloween Party Night

          

        

      

    

    
      We were excited for the party to start and for the guests to arrive. We couldn’t wait, so we sucked Jarrod off until he was hard and eager. He pushed us against the glass of our bedroom window and fucked us hard until he bathed our womb in his glorious seed. We stared out at our driveway, which would soon be filled with cars, as Jarrod frantically jerked his hips. The first car turned into our drive, and we shivered, wondering if they could see our full breasts pressed against the window as our husband pulled his cock from our throbbing pussy. We hadn’t wanted to come, only to edge. There would be ample opportunity for orgasms tonight.

      We adjusted our costume—a collection of shades of green lace—into a mini-skirt that revealed our toned thighs, shapely calves, and just a hint of our firm, round ass. A month of fucking had molded our body into a supple shape while increasing our flexibility and stamina. The renovations were completed two weeks ago, which showed the dedication of our contractors. We’d been distracting them since that first day with Bill, Kyle, and Robert, and we even added a dozen more names to the Veona Baker fan club. The list of our suitors had grown to include our banker, insurance agent, the car dealership president, and the high school principal.

      Our dryad costume was adorned with oak leaves and branches from the copse of trees bordering our ponds. Jarrod shrugged when we told him what we desired. We had already related to Veona’s mind the tale of the dryads and how they pushed the last of the magic into the mirror to preserve it until magic could grow again. We were happy to remind her that her submission to her true divinity catalyzed the rich magic the mirror now possessed. The trees by the pond grew more significant as their roots pushed deeper into the soil, seeking the primordial magic beneath.

      We met the first guest, Marge McDonald, as her car came to a stop. She smiled at us with a familiar nod as she exited her vehicle, the driver pulling away, leaving her standing alone. We took her hand, and she squeezed ours. We pulled her into a firm hug and kissed one cheek, then the other, before kissing her lips and teasing them with our tongue, accepting the tip of hers with a sigh.

      “Are you ready, lovely?” we asked as we broke the kiss to look into her gray eyes.

      “This body is tired. It’s beyond time,” Marge said.

      We took her hand and led her up the steps. We were in no hurry. The rest of the guests wouldn’t arrive for another hour. This was a special ritual for our protector; it was time she had her reward.

      We chatted about various topics. She had already known about our antics around the town, and she’d accepted it was the best way for magic to grow. We wondered why she’d never chosen to join us until now.

      “Focus,” she said, reading our thoughts. “I needed to focus on protecting the magic until the chalice was found. I was so happy when I found you.”

      We smiled, recalling the estate sale and her gift of the magic mirror to Veona. “I didn’t realize the gift you’d given me then. Thank you. You know I can never repay you.” Our eyes moistened as a tear spilled from one eye.

      “No time for sentiment,” Marge said, stepping into the closet and looking in the gleaming mirror. She paused and looked back at us. “How many are you now?”

      “We are three outside the mirror now,” we reported. “We hope to add three more tonight. The magic has grown stronger and will only increase as our numbers do.”

      Marge nodded. “The menfolk, they are willing to share? They’ve always been so selfish.”

      “Aye,” we agreed. “We’ve learned to demonstrate the benefits to them, and when they see how powerful our magic is, they are eager to share it.”

      Marge looked over her shoulder and out the window towards the pond, her wistful expression etched with memories mixed with hope. She hugged us again, and her ancient lips kissed our cheek.

      “Okay, then. I’ll see you on the other side.” With that, Marge stepped into the mirror, and we rejoiced at her arrival, mingling with our host in the darkness beyond, with us and part of us, forever.
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            Ultimate Hotwife Halloween continues

          

        

      

    

    
      Which hotwife has the next sexy Halloween adventure? 

      The Hotwife Unmasked by Daizy Dennis

      Get the book at https://mybook.to/thehotwifeunmasked
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      For these hotwife couples, Halloween is the perfect time to live out their dirtiest desires. It is a time when inhibitions are shed and fantasy becomes reality; and these hotwives and husbands have some very wicked fantasies. 

      Whether it is a first time hotwife, or a husband sharing his wife with multiple men, this multi-author series has everything you crave. 

      Come trick or treat with some of the best selling hotwife authors in the business and sample their goodies. 

      Read the entire series here: https://mybook.to/hotwifehalloween
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          FANTASY UNLIMITED BED & BREAKFAST PREVIEW
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      CHECKING IN - A FREE-USE EROTIC SHORT

      Brandon wasn't having a great start to his three-day business trip. His reservation to his ordinary corporate hotel was canceled, and as compensation, he was given a complimentary membership to Fantasy Unlimited Bed & Breakfast. Being stuck in the middle of a run-down BnB didn't sound like fun, but what choice did he have?

      Brandon didn't expect this change in plans would rock his world the moment he checked in to the reception desk. Read on to find out that Fantasy Unlimited Bed & Breakfast includes benefits to weary travelers far beyond a complimentary bottle of water.

      To get a free book, click on the cover or this link Checking In - a free use erotic short to sign up for Hank’s Newsletter.
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            About the Author

          

        

      

    

    
      Hank Dolworth is the nom de plume of a technology educator who had to stop flying around the world and is trapped in his home office attending too many Zoom calls. To cope with this high-stress environment, in his free time, Hank likes to write story-driven erotica and erotic romances.

      Hank's spicy stories are packed with sizzling sex, mind-melting orgasms, and heartwarming romance. While not always having a happy ever after, his endings always end up happy for now.

      Living in Texas, Hank also enjoys hot, spicy, rich, melt-in-your-mouth barbecue, time with his family, and working with other erotica writers to improve his craft.

      Find out what Hank's been up to by signing up for his newsletter, which is easy to do. Just grab a free book when you visit:

      

      
        
        read.hankdolworth.com/freebies
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