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		Prologue

		

		“What do you mean you’re stuck at the office?” I asked frantically. “The Halloween party’s tonight. You know how much I was looking forward to this. Don’t do this to me again, Bill. Please, don’t?”

		

		“I know, Honey, and I’m sorry. I’ll tell you what? I picked up my costume from the store at lunch today anyway, so I’ve got it with me. I’ll just change and meet you there when I’m through here. I should only miss the first hour or two. Just grab a cab to the party, and I’ll head over as soon as we’re finished here,” said her husband calmly.

		

		“Um… Bill? You do remember what I’m wearing tonight, don’t you? Like, it was your idea. I’m not exactly comfortable showing up alone in that outfit,” I protested.

		

		“It’ll be fine, Shannon. I don’t think anybody at the party is going to take advantage of you. Sexy dress, or not. Just… I don’t know, say ‘No, thank you’ in a nice way if somebody hits on you. Okay? I’ll be there as soon as I can. Promise. I’ve got to go, Babe,” he said as he punched the button, ending the call.

		

	
		

		Chapter 1

		

		“William Blair Davis? Argghhh! Did you just… How dare you hang up on me?” cried Shannon, staring at her smart phone. A stunned look on her face. “And, leaving me to take a cab to the Halloween Party at Carol’s? Oh, you are so going to regret this, Bill. Maybe, even more than I am,” she announced to no one in particular. I can’t believe he’s making me go to the party by myself. Not, in that dress. It’s practically obscene. The only reason I agreed to it was that Bill pleaded with me to wear it tonight. And… Well, it was HOT. I did look totally, wickedly sexy in it.

		

		I was supposed to be a sorceress. Some sorceress. More like super seductive siren. Picture… Like, ‘Elvira,’ only sexier. At least, I thought so. The dress was black with a neckline that dipped all the way down to my waist. ‘It only shows a little cleavage,’ my ass. The swell of my breasts was very visible, and if I moved the wrong way, there was a whole lot more than that showing. And, the hemline? OMG! Okay, it was down to my knees in the back, but it was slit extremely high in front. I bet the lacy top of my stockings will show with every step I take in that thing. I’ll end up with men falling all over me all night long. And, um… Well… Snicker, snicker… I WILL have men falling all over me. That hasn’t happened for a while. Not since we got married, anyway. Can’t take me to the party, huh? Okay, for you William Davis. Let’s see just how you like it when you finally get there, and I’m already occupied?

		

		I’d taken the afternoon off specifically to get ready for tonight. I’d just gotten home from the hair salon and my mani-pedi, when my prick of a husband called me. I mean, come on. It’s Friday night, the big Halloween party, and he’s tied up? We’ve planned this for weeks. Arrgghhhh!

		

		Okay, Shannon, just calm down a little and go ahead and get ready. Pour yourself another glass of wine and relax. Maybe take a nice hot bubble bath? Have a little afternoon delight fun with my Rabbit? I mean, I do have all afternoon to myself.

		

		Pouring myself a big glass of white zin, I wandered into the en suite. The woman staring back at me, seemed so foreign. I was used to my mousy brown hair, not the lustrous black locks that framed my face today. As a surprise for Bill, I’d decided to go all in tonight, I’d even gotten my hair dyed. I swear, I almost didn’t recognize myself. Maybe, nobody else would either?

		

		After admiring the woman in front of me for a minute or two, I turned the water on. As the big tub filled up, I poured in some bath salts and bubble bath. Walking out into the bedroom, I slipped my clothes off. Steam was rising from the bubbles by the time I walked back in. Stepping in, I let the water loosen my tight muscles, relaxing my shoulders. Or, maybe it was the wine I was sipping? Who cared?

		

		After washing up, I decided to shave my legs. I sort of needed to, especially in that dress. There was going to be a LOT of leg showing tonight. I could see myself in the mirror as I shaved. The stark contrast between my dark hair and the mousy brown curls on my pussy was… Ewww! Okay, I could take care of that. A little more shaving cream, a few swipes of the razor, and… OMG?

		

		The vision staring back at me, was unreal. I’d never shaved down there before. I’d trimmed, of course. Bikinis and such. But, shaved? I mean, that was for porn stars and hookers. Besides, I always thought I’d look like a little girl, but guess what? The sexy, dark haired siren staring back at me, was no little girl. Not with those tits. Hubba, Hubba! The dark cleft of my vagina showing in the mirror even at that distance. Balancing against the tub surround, I stood on tiptoes, letting the curve of my legs show to the best advantage. I was HOT.

		

		Rinsing off, I stepped from the bath and dried off. The towel feeling strange against my newly shaved pussy. Almost… I don’t know? Erotic? Oh, where did I put that glass of wine? Finding it, I took another few sips from it. Letting its full-bodied sweetness trail across my tongue sensuously. Glancing at my phone and seeing I had plenty of time, I had an idea. Padding barefoot from the en suite, I laid down on the bed. Reaching over, I pulled my favorite Rabbit vibrator from the nightstand drawer.

		

		Slowly, I ran its nubby thickness between my newly bared nether lips. Mmmm… Oh, wow. I seemed so much more sensitive without my bushy pubic hair. Wickedly, I flicked the button and started it vibrating. My body jerking in response as Mr. Bunny sent pulsing signals racing through me. I was cumming before I even slid it inside of me. Oh, fuck!

		

		As I slid it between my pulsing nether lips, my pussy wrapped around it so sensuously. And, when I hit the switch for the little ears? OMG! My clit exploded. I thought I’d pass out as my bunny tickled my clit like crazy. I was literally glistening with sweat by the time I pulled Mr. Bunny from his warm, velvety hidey-hole. Damn! Now I needed a shower. Snicker, snicker. It was so worth it.

		

		Slipping back into the en suite, I rinsed off in the stall shower. Then, sipping the rest of my wine, I did my makeup. Very dark and exotic tonight. My lips a deep kissable red as I put my lipstick on. Checking the time, I was still good. I waltzed back into the kitchen and poured myself another glass. What the heck? I wasn’t driving.

		

		Moving back into the bedroom, I went into the closet and pulled my dress from its hanger. I loved the feel of the material, it was so soft and clingy. I slid it over my head, letting it settle around my hips. Finding the thigh top stockings, I’d gotten for tonight, I slipped them up my legs. Ohhh… They felt so sensuous. It was almost decadent. I rarely wore stockings. Who did anymore? I pulled them up as far as they’d go on my legs. Darn, they just barely came to the top of the slit in my dress. Well, what’s a little skin among friends? Ohhh… Did I really just think that? I feel so naughty.

		

		I stepped into the shoes I bought for tonight. Black, four-inch heels with a sexy little ankle strap. Oh! Panties! I grabbed a black thong from my dresser and pulled it over my legs. Um… Okay… It felt strange with my shaved pussy. Honestly? I didn’t like it, it seemed to chafe a little on the freshly shaved skin. Okay, what else have I got? Um… No, not those, their raggedy. Uhn uhnn, not those, either. Oh… WTF? I just pulled them off in frustration and grabbed my glass of wine. I was the only one that would know. Maybe… Well, except Bill, if he got very lucky tonight? Stand me up, will you? I’ll show you.

		

		He was going to have to do a lot of groveling to make up for leaving me high and dry tonight. If it was the first time, I could forgive it, but it wasn’t. Not by a long shot. It had been happening more and more for the last year. It was like I lived alone. We hadn’t even had sex since… Damn! It’s been over a month. It sure didn’t used to be like that.

		

		When we first got married, we did it all the time. Like every day, sometimes even more. Now? Were we suddenly celibate or something? Did he have another lover? Was that why he was gone so much? Had he found somebody else? That would certainly explain a lot…

		

		Oh, don’t be an idiot, Shannon. You know better than that. Bill isn’t cheating on you. At least, I don’t think he is. It’s just that stupid job. I know he loves what he does, but that doesn’t mean it doesn’t hurt. Oh, damn, drink your wine and get ready, Shannon. You have a party to go to.

		

		Slipping back into the en suite, I picked up my mask and fitted it to my face. OMG? Who was that mysterious, sexy woman in the mirror? Hell, I couldn’t even recognize myself. The lustrous black hair, the mask covering half my face… Wow! I was hot, too. I almost ran out into the bedroom to check the floor length mirror I had in the corner. Oh… My… God… ‘Elvira,’ beware! There’s a new slut in town. William Davis, you have no idea what you have unleashed.

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		Great. Another fight with Shannon. Just what I need on top of the mess at the office. This job is killing me. And, honestly, it’s killing us. I know it, but it’s like a trap. I thrive on this. The pressure cooker atmosphere makes me feel alive. Besides, the money is too good to pass up. But, I’m constantly on call anymore. And, believe me, the clients don’t care what time it is here. Or, what plans we might have had. Shannon’s getting really upset. And, I guess, I can’t blame her. She’ll understand, though. I’m sure she will.

		

		But, damn, where does she think the money comes from to pay for the nice house and fancy car? Yeah, I know, she has a job. But, she’s a secretary. Now, don’t get me wrong, I love her. And, I don’t mean to degrade what she does at all. Her job is essential to her company and she enjoys it. But, let’s get real, it barely pays for her wardrobe and the second car.

		

		Admit it, Bill. You’ve gotten yourself into a fine mess. If you stay at this job, you may lose your wife. If you leave, you may lose your home. You darn well better decide which is more important. Or, find some other solution? Somehow?

		

		Oh, shit. I’ve got to get back to that meeting. Shannon will just have to understand. I’ll meet her at the stupid party later. I was sitting at the conference table listening as the arguments raged, when a text message came in. Glancing at it I almost fell out of my chair.

		

		It contained an attached picture of Shannon. At least, I guessed it was a picture of Shannon? It came from her phone. But the sexy siren staring at me in the selfie didn’t look like anybody I knew. Long black hair, bare legs, tits that looked like they were ready to pop out any second… Damn, I could see her nipples through that dress. Shit! I sure didn’t remember it being that sheer at the store when I encouraged her to get it.

		

		I needed to get this damned problem wrapped up. NOW. One thing I knew for sure, Shannon would not lack for male companionship at the party. Not in that dress. OMG. She sure wouldn’t. I had to get out of here.

		

		*

		

		I was waiting impatiently for my Uber to arrive. There is no way I was taking a taxi. Bill is just darn lucky I didn’t order a limo. It would serve him right if I do mess around tonight. I haven’t been hit on forever.

		

		I wandered back into the bedroom for the umpteenth time, taking another admiring glance in the floor length mirror. WOW. I just couldn’t get over how hot I looked. Suddenly, I got a brainstorm. Taking out my phone, I snapped picture after picture as I struck one sexy pose after another. Then, I went through them one at a time until I found the one I wanted.

		

		I’m not really sure why I did it? But, when I looked at it closely, I realized that in the bright light of the flash, my nipples showed through the thin dress material. It was a little too risqué. I meant to push the delete button. Honest, I did. But, I ‘accidentally’ hit the send button instead. Uh, oh. I’d just sent a very pornographic picture to my husband. Letting him think that this is what I looked like tonight? Well, I guess, I really did look like that. But, only in just the right light. Not all the time… Right?

		

		I rushed towards the en suite to get a closer look in different lighting, just as my phone buzzed that the Uber was here. Well, there was no time to change now. Honestly, I was sure that my dress was not that see through at the store. Really, I was. Almost, anyway…

		

		Grabbing my clutch purse, I hurried out of the house and down the walk. My spike heels pounding loudly against the cement, legs flashing with every step. I was a little shocked when the Uber driver hopped out and opened the door for me. Not exactly their usual procedure. But, um… Oh… I get it. You little pervert, you. WTF? I let him have a glimpse. Actually, there wasn’t a whole lot I could do to stop anybody from seeing up my dress in this outfit. And… Oh, shit, I’d gone commando tonight, too. Well, take that, William Davis. It serves you right. He may not be the only guy I flash tonight.

		

		I sat there in the back seat, torn between being furious at my husband for putting me in this position and getting turned on at the same time. I kept seeing the driver’s eyes flashing to me in the mirror. I guess I did have a lot of cleavage showing in this outfit, but I was covered. Mostly.

		

		I could feel my pussy getting moist as we drove along. I kept looking down at the front of my dress. I mean, I could see my nipples pushing against the clingy fabric. But that was just what Bill liked to call ‘pokies.’ I dug into my little purse and pulled out a mirror. Pretending to check my makeup, I took a hard look at the front of my dress in the darker light of the Uber. Whew! Okay, nothing showing. I felt a little better now.

		

		When we pulled up in front of Carol’s house, the driver hopped out once again and ‘assisted’ me from the car. Snicker, snicker. Okay, get over it, Shannon. But, damn, it made me wet knowing that he’d seen my bare pussy. I felt so naughty as I walked up to the door and rang the bell.

		

		Carol’s husband, Dave, was the one that answered the door. He was dressed in a caveman costume tonight. Not bad. His eyes didn’t register any sign of recognition as he held the door open for me though. They registered a few other things, but recognition wasn’t one of them. Trust me. I got the impression he didn’t care who I was, as long as I looked the way I did. “Thank you, Sir,” I purred as I waltzed into the party.

		

		Looking around, I was surprised at how many people were here. Carol and Dave have a big house, and a lot of friends. But there had to be thirty or forty people milling around in here. I saw several Jon Snows, a few women dressed as Cersei Lannister, too. Oh, wow! I didn’t know her name, but there was a Daenerys Targaryen standing over there. White blonde wig and all, surrounded by several admirers. Tee, hee. And, there was Wonder Woman, talking to Supergirl over in the corner. Oh, yeah, it was going to be a fun party.

		

		I was still looking around when Batman came up to me, asking if I needed something to drink? “I’d love a glass of white wine, please? Thank you, so much,” I purred. He’d no sooner disappeared in the direction of the bar, when Superman came up beside me. I was chatting quietly with him, when Alexander Hamilton came up as well. Oh, my! I seemed to be quite popular tonight. Gee…

		

		Batman had just returned with my glass of wine, when Robin joined the group. “Get lost, Boy Wonder,” grinned Batman.

		

		“Not this time, Bruce. You always get all the hot women. It’s the car, right? Chicks dig the car,” he said. I’m sorry, I couldn’t help but laugh at the two of them. Yeah, I’d seen that movie, too. Thank goodness for satellite. Bill never took to the movies anymore. He didn’t take me much of anyplace anymore, come to think of it. Despite being here by myself, I was starting to have a good time. A very good time.

		

		My wine glass seemed to magically empty itself, a Jon Snow jumping to refill it for me. My nipples were getting hard as they all grouped around me. Tenting out proudly against the clingy fabric of my dress. I couldn’t help it, there was just so much testosterone floating around me right now. What’s a girl to do?

		

		When Jon Snow returned, he handed me my glass. His hand lingering on mine a little longer than necessary. I felt little tingles racing through me at his touch. He was kind of handsome. Maybe a couple inches taller than I was in my heels. His scruffy beard making him look rather sexy. Bill was always clean shaven, and perfectly dressed of course. I suppose it went along with his position, but I never minded a little testosterone floating around. You know? I always did get turned on by manly men. Muscles, beards, leather… Oh, shit. Stop it Shannon. You’re married. Remember?

		

		Mmmm… Speaking of leather? A Hell’s Angel just sidled into my little group of admirers. Tall, dark hair, hairy chest, muscled pecs, scruffy beard, leather vest hanging off broad shoulders and muscled arms. There was even a couple of tattoos on his arms. Oh, my.

		

		So many men, so little time…

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		This meeting would never end. The client was threatening to take all their business elsewhere, and we really couldn’t afford to lose them. They were too large a part of our base business. These visual conference calls were the worst. Time zone shit and all that. Fucking Hawaii. We kept throwing new pitches at them, and they kept denying any interest. It was beginning to look hopeless. I glanced at my phone once again. There had been no more texts from Shannon. She had to be at the party by now. Looking at the time, I was sure of it.

		

		I could just picture her standing around in a group of people. No doubt surrounded by several men, as they plied her with drinks. White wine, I supposed. That was her drink of choice. Always had been. But… Oh, damn. It had been two hours since her text. She could be getting pretty drunk by this time. And, I knew she was mad. I mean, really pissed! I could only hope that she didn’t decide to do anything that we’d regret later.

		

		Shannon had been rather shy when we first met. It was only in the last few years that I’d gotten her to loosen up a little. That stupid dress I’d picked out for her. She hadn’t wanted to wear it, saying it was far too revealing. Of course, I’d promised to be by her side. I was the one that wanted her dressed like that tonight. I guess I hoped it might jumpstart our sex life again. Get her a little excited? Get me excited too, if you know what I mean?

		

		Things had gotten a little dull the last couple of years. We barely made love anymore. Even when we did, it wasn’t very satisfying. Just going through the motions. I don’t know when I stopped desiring her? But, anymore, it seemed like she was just ‘there.’ Somehow, she’d lost the sexy allure that I used to love. I suppose being married does that to a woman. There’s no need to attract the opposite sex anymore. She’d already caught her man. That whole, cleaving to one another until death do you part thing.

		

		Honestly, women are told that they aren’t supposed to be sexy to others anymore after they’re married. That they shouldn’t be tempting to other men. But if they stop being tempting to other men? Well, they aren’t tempting to the man they married, either. Catch 22, right? I knew one thing, if she was in the outfit she’d texted the photo of to me, she was sure as hell ‘tempting’ to other men tonight. My cock got hard every time I thought about it.

		

		Shannon, surrounded by men, all of them checking out her creamy breasts and long legs. And, they would be checking her out. Especially with her nipples showing like that. Damn, she looked unbelievably sexy. Would they dance with her? I didn’t know if there’d be dancing tonight at the party or not. Maybe even go so far as to touch her? Carol was one of Shannon’s friends. Honestly, most of the people we saw socially were Shannon’s friends.

		

		I’ve always been too busy to develop much of a social relationship with people. The people I knew, were all business contacts. But, my wife? Yeah, she had friends outside of work. Now, those friends, and their friends were… Oh, shit. My cock was getting hard again. Just thinking about Shannon with all those men flocking around her was driving me insane.

		

		*

		

		Mmmm… I wondered how many glasses of wine I’d had tonight? Oh, my. I needed the little girl’s room. Now! Excusing myself I headed for one of the bathrooms dotted around Carol and Dave’s house. Ooo… Good. It’s empty. Ducking in I gladly relieved myself, then primped in front of the mirror. Uh oh… Oh my! Honestly, even in this light my dress was slightly transparent. I could easily see my dark aureole through the material, my hard nipples calling attention to them. No wonder I was so popular tonight.

		

		But, um… Well… I was popular, wasn’t I? It makes me feel so darn sexy. And, it’s kind of fun. I haven’t felt like this forever. Bill will be so pissed. Seeing his mousy little Shannon, surrounded by all these men? Too bad, hubby. You snooze, you lose. I’m not Shannon tonight, am I? I’m… Hmmm… Who am I? What would be a good name for a sorceress? Oh! I know. Nimue! Of course, from the Arthurian legends. The Lady of the Lake, the sorceress that stole Merlin away. That’s it, I’m the sorceress, Nimue. Hubba, Hubba.

		

		I checked my phone to see if Bill had texted me? Of course, he hadn’t. Damn, he may not even make the party. In that case, I guess it’s time for Nimue to go back to her admirers. You are so going to regret doing this to me, William Davis. Seriously, you are. It would serve you right if I… Well, it would.

		

		Walking back into the main area, I was almost immediately surrounded once again. Oh, my… Mr. Hells Angels was back, too. Mmmm… Damn, he was sexy. I mean, if I wasn’t married. Yeah, that’s what I mean. Like, I would never… “Yes, thank you, I’d love another glass of white wine.” Oh, wow. He had one of those deep sexy voices that sends thrills up a girl’s spine. And, he was bringing little old me my drink. Just fetching it like an adoring little puppy. I wondered if he’d kiss my spike heeled feet? I bet he’d be willing to kiss something else. Oh, I am so bad tonight.

		

		Mmm… Okay, seeing him come back towards me, he’s no little puppy. Not with the bulge he’s sporting in those tight pants. Fuck. He’s hot. And… He’s standing so close… He’s making me wet just standing next to me. I can smell his cologne. I don’t know, it’s a little strong, but I like it anyway. And, he’s running his fingers along my neck, playing with my hair. Oh, those eyes. No, no, no… Don’t try to kiss me. Please, don’t? I don’t think I could say no right now. I…

		

		Oh shit, shit, shit. He’s a good kisser too. My nipples are so hard they ache. Where the hell is my freaking husband? He should have been here an hour ago. And, now his hands are…

		

		“Would you like to get some fresh air? It’s a little stuffy in here. Maybe go out to the patio for a while? It’s a beautiful night,” he suggested.

		

		“I… I… Um…” I stuttered. It didn’t matter, he already had ahold of my hand and was pulling me towards the darkened patio. The very dark patio. The one with all the plants and dark places to be alone in…

		

		He managed to find one of those dark places, too. We were sort of between two bushes. All cozy, just the two of us. Alone with all those stars in the night sky. And, he’s so close… OMG! He does know how to kiss. “I… I shouldn’t, Hank. I mean, I’m married. I can’t…”

		

		“Well, I don’t see Mr. Nimue anywhere, do you? And, we’re both here. If you ask me, I think anybody that would leave somebody like you alone, doesn’t deserve your loyalty. And, I would love to know you a little better. Maybe, even more than a little better,” he whispered. His hands sliding down my back, as he kissed me. Cupping my ass as he pulled me to him. That hard bulge of his between my thighs. Brushing against me… Down there… And… OMG!

		

		When he found my breasts, I thought I’d die. Those big hands wrapped around me? Damn dress! There wasn’t even any material between me and him. He just slid his hand inside the low neckline and cupped my bare breast possessively. I whimpered as his fingers found my swollen nipple. Rolling it between them, tugging on it. Little sparks flying through me.

		

		I couldn’t help it. My fingers traced that bulge of his. He was big. And, he was hard. And, it was all for me. I hadn’t made anybody hard like that for a long time. Too long. Where was Bill? He should be here. He promised he’d be here. Oh… The hell with him!

		

		Pushing away, I slid down before my big, tall biker. My fingers running over his throbbing cock. It’s been so long. I wanted him. I wanted somebody. And, he was certainly capable of filling the bill. Um… If you’ll excuse the pun? I hadn’t so much as kissed another man in five years. And, now, here I was on my knees in front of a total stranger. My fingers unfastening his zipper. Was I out of my mind?

		

		Not that Bill didn’t deserve it. He did. Leave me alone like this? Dressed like this? Horny and alone? Fuck him! He is such a prick. I jerked Hank’s zipper down, reaching inside his jeans and finding… OMG. He really was big.

		

		Okay, Bill has an average sized cock. Like six and half inches. But, Hank? Oh, my. Maybe seven and a half? Sort of long and thin. Not any thicker than Bill’s, but longer. A LOT longer. And, there was this drop of precum just hanging there on the tip of it. And, I hadn’t tasted another man for so long…

		

		Sticking my tongue out, I licked it up. The taste of him bursting on my tongue, I was being so naughty. But I didn’t care right now. My nipples felt like they’d burst, I was so turned on. Even in the outside air, I could detect my scent as I knelt in front of him. His long cock in my hands. My tongue licking him, tracing along all those velvety ridges. The scent of him, his manliness, assaulting me.

		

		I opened my mouth and pulled him in. My tongue swirling around the thick mushroom shaped head of his hard rod. I couldn’t help moaning as I slid him between my lips. Hank groaned above me as I felt him hit the back of my throat. My gag reflex kicking in, I pulled away a little and tried again. This time I was ready for him. His cock slid down into my throat as he groaned loudly above me.

		

		Oh, yeah. He was liking this. So, was I. Snicker, snicker. It had been so long… I bobbed my head up and down his long shaft as his hands found my long hair. He was pulling me to him, each stroke taking me against his curly pubes. His cock deep in my throat. Deeper than Bill had ever been. I almost wished it was inside me somewhere else. But, not here, not now. Too much chance of getting caught. I’m not exactly quiet when I fuck.

		

		He was groaning louder now, his cock moving in and out of my mouth faster. His hands pulling me up and down his shaft, using my mouth like a pussy. Fucking me! And, I loved it. I loved being a slut tonight. I didn’t care at all that I was married. Not even when I felt him start to swell in my mouth. Oh, yeah. Cum for me, Baby. Fill my slutty mouth with your cum. I was sucking like crazy when he finally exploded. Oh, Lord. Did he cum. His long shaft jerking over and over as he shot that creamy seed down my throat. Its salty taste filling my mouth as I swallowed like mad. I didn’t want to get any on me. That would be kind of hard to explain… Er… Well, yeah. Duh!

		

		I licked him clean before letting his softening cock drop from my mouth. Then, I just smiled up at him. Those eyes of his staring into mine. Hank helped me up from my knees. Hell, he even kissed me. Tongue, too! I liked this guy. Pulling away, I straightened my stockings, pulling them tight again. Oh, yeah. Hank enjoyed the view, trust me on that. My little shaved pussy glistening in the moonlight, my labia slick with dewy excitement.

		

		Then, with a big grin, he led me back inside.

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		Finally! The damn meeting was drawing to a close. Shannon had already been at the party for three hours now. Oh, God. Three hours in that dress? Surrounded by men? Drinking? Pissed off? I was in so much trouble. I’d be lucky if all she did was fuck somebody tonight. She was mad enough, I knew that. I wasn’t even sure that I’d blame her. And… Uh…

		

		Fuck. Oh, shit. Am I getting a stiffy thinking of Shannon fucking another man? WTF? I mean it. My cock is getting hard thinking of her lying on a bed at Carol’s as some dude fucks her silly. My Shannon, getting used by some hunky guy while I’m stuck here. Why in the world, would I think like that?

		

		Well, think about it. What if she does, Bill? I mean, it’s not like we were virgins when we got married. It doesn’t mean that she’ll leave you. It just means that she’s royally pissed and wants some revenge. But it would mean that she’d be coming back to me after… OMG. What if she does? I mean, I really don’t think she’d leave me. But she just might mess around with me not there. Would I be willing to take her back after she’s fucked somebody else?

		

		I was literally shaking as I put my costume on and headed out to the parking garage. Shannon, in the arms of another man? Maybe sucking him off, her lips wrapped around his thick cock? Or, even fucking him? Just to get back at me for standing her up? Okay, it’s not the first time I’ve stood her up. But, damnit, its work. She knows that. Right? It doesn’t mean I don’t love her.

		

		Pulling out of the parking garage, I headed towards Carol and Dave’s house. Shit! It’s like thirty minutes away, even in good traffic. And, this is LA. There is no such thing as good traffic.

		

		*

		

		Hank drifted off after he escorted me back inside. Finding myself quickly surrounded once again. Not that I didn’t appreciate the offer of some more wine. I rinsed the taste of Hank’s salty cum from my mouth as I chatted with Captain America. He did the suit justice, too. I’d seen him earlier, talking to Black Widow, I think? Though, whether they were together or not, I didn’t know.

		

		I didn’t really care either, at this point. I was just in that kind of mood by now. After all, I’d already sucked off one guy. I guess if I’m going to break my vows, why not some other guy too? It’s not like Bill was here to stop me. He should have been here two hours ago at the latest. Hell, at this rate, I might let one of these dudes take me home. It’d serve him right to come home and find me in bed with some hunk. His hard cock drilling into my little bare pussy. Leave me alone like this again? Maybe he’d realize that I exist then. That I have needs.

		

		Huh? “Oh, yes. Thank you, I’d love another glass,” I purred. Oh my. Thor? Muscles, muscles, muscles… I could get used to this. I really could. When he came back, one hand went around my waist as he handed me the glass. Okay, he’s kind of hunky. We chatted for a while. His hand dropping lower as we talked. It was caressing my ass when he leaned in and kissed me.

		

		I admit it, I kissed him back. Little tongue action there, too. I guess the wine had taken care of Mr. Biker dude. Thor didn’t seem to find it unpleasant. It wasn’t until he took my wine glass and pulled me into his arms that things got serious. I mean, like hands on my tits, pulling me to his thickening crotch, serious. Right there in the middle of the party. His tongue was down my throat and I was enjoying it. Oh, yeah. I was definitely enjoying it.

		

		A few minutes later, he tugged me towards the hallway. I wasn’t sure what he had in mind, but I was all for it. Ah… Yes! The bathroom. Damn, there’s even a lock on the door. This could be fun. A quick look around and then he ushered me inside. I hadn’t done it in a bathroom since… Well, um… Okay, back when I was wild and carefree. There might have been a few times that I let a guy drag me into the men’s room at some club or other. There’s just something about being bent over in some filthy bath stall, with a hard cock ripping you in two, that’s exciting.

		

		I think those memories were still flashing in my mind when I heard the lock click on the door. Pulling him to me, I kissed him again. This time, it was my turn to be the aggressor. I shoved my tongue down his throat, our tongues probing each other frantically. His hands sliding my dress up over my ass, gripping my bare butt. His cock pressing against my clit as I rubbed my pussy over him.

		

		I felt him pull the top of my dress aside, exposing my breasts. My nipples were unbelievably hard by now. Fingers hell, he started sucking me. My eyes rolling back in my head as pulled my hot little nub between his lips. It felt so good. His hands slid under my dress as he suckled from me. His fingers cupping my bare pussy. My juices soaking his hand. Damn, I was so turned on right now. I mean, Bill hasn’t touched me for weeks, and now, tonight? Two men have had their hands all over me.

		

		Thor got the idea, real quick. I found myself bent over the vanity, my dress up around my waist. My bare little pussy winking at him as he jerked his pants down. I glanced back quickly. OMG! Oh, yeah. That cock he’s stroking will do just fine for what I had in mind. It’ll be way more than fi…

		

		“OMG. Fuck. Yes,” I screamed. His thick rod pushing inside my petaled opening. Filling me. It’d been so long. Thor was pushing that monster in and out of me now. Its length crashing into my cervix with every stroke. My pussy wrapped tightly around his girth. Fucking me, over and over. I could see myself in the mirror. My tits swaying wildly with each thrust of his hard cock. God! I was such a slut. My fingers gripped the vanity tight as he used me. My eyes staring daringly back at him through the mirror.

		

		It felt so wonderful. Just having him take me like that. His hard shaft splitting me open again and again. It had been way too long since Bill fucked me hard like this. The heat of it. Just wild, unbridled sex. A hard cock thrusting into me again and again. I was crying out with every stroke. My body spasming as he filled me. Hell! This was so much better than Mr. Bunny.

		

		It went on forever. That thick rod ripping me two. Sweat was glistening on my forehead as he slammed into me. My hair was flying as my whole body shook. I’d forgotten how great it felt to just fuck with wild abandon. I didn’t always need to be loved. Sometimes, I just needed to be used. You know? And, oh, my. He was definitely doing that. Big time.

		

		I heard him start to groan, his movements becoming more frantic. OMG. Is he going to… He’s not wearing a condom! I mean, Bill? Me? Another man’s spunk inside me? I started to ask him to pull out, but it was too late. I knew it, even as the thought crossed my mind. His cock pulsed as jet after jet of his creamy seed filled my unprotected pussy. Not that I could have said much with the scream I let out. I hadn’t cum that hard in… I didn’t even know how long. A very, very long time.

		

		We were both gasping for breath as he pulled his dripping cock from inside of me. Cum slowly leaking from my used pussy, puddling beneath my lewdly spread legs. Slowly, I pushed myself up. Sweat glistening on my body. Rivulets of it running down between my pale breasts. Long dark hair clinging damply to my face and shoulders. Damn. I looked like a slut as I stared into the mirror. Um… I guess, maybe I was at this point. I’d been with two men tonight. Neither one of them my neglectful husband.

		

		Que Sera, Sera.

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		Finally. I pulled up in front of Carol and Dave’s house. Shit, Shannon had been there for four hours now. If she hadn’t already left? Eleven o’clock at night was not exactly on time. But, at least, I was here. I argued with the dumb cape on my Dracula costume as I got out of the car and headed up the walk.

		

		I had to ring the bell a few times before somebody managed to open the door. Lurch from the Adams Family, I think? I didn’t know him, but he seemed pretty well plastered, so it didn’t matter. Lurch waved me inside and I started looking around at the all the people, desperately trying to find Shannon. I checked groups of men first, figuring in that outfit she’d have some admirers. Nope, no sign of her. Maybe, she really had gotten fed up and left? There were a lot of different costumes here tonight. Cersei Lannister, Black Widow, Wonder Woman… Daenerys Targaryen! WOW. I didn’t recognize her, but whoever she was, she looked hot in that outfit.

		

		I smiled as Carol came up to me, looking very sexy in some cavegirl outfit. Long legs revealed by the short fur outfit she had on. Her tits swelling against the top. “Bill! It’s great to see you. Is Shannon with you, I haven’t seen either of you tonight.”

		

		“Uh… No. I thought she was here. I was held up at the office. Last minute overseas conference. She was dressed as a sorceress, dark hair, black dress, lots of cleavage?”

		

		“Oh… I think I might have seen her after all. I didn’t even recognize her. Wow. That is some costume. Um… I’m not sure where she is at the moment?” stammered Carol, nervously. Her eyes frantically searching for her friend. Like maybe she was expecting to see her someplace that I might not like?

		

		“Well, I’ll grab a drink, and search for a bit. There’s lots of people here tonight. I’m sure I’ll find her,” I said. My voice sounding more assured than I felt at the moment. Damn. There were a lot of men here. Superman, Batman, Jon Snow, Captain America. Some dude dressed as Dr. Strange just wandered in from the patio looking rather pleased with himself. Oh, yeah. I guess he was. Supergirl came in a couple of seconds behind him, wiping her cream laced lips and heading towards the bar.

		

		OMG. So, it was that kind of party. My cock began to swell as I thought about Shannon here all alone all-night long. She wouldn’t have? Would she? Oh, hell, she might have? It’s not like she was a virgin when we met or anything. Honestly, we’ve never talked about… Well, exploring? Expanding our relationship? Whatever you want to call it. I guess I’ve always been too busy to think about it, and Shannon? Suddenly, I felt a huge cavern open-up inside my chest. I had neglected her a lot lately. And, I knew it.

		

		I had just gotten a Bloody Mary from the bar when Thor sidled up beside me. He grinned as he asked for a beer. “Nice party, heh man?”

		

		“Um… Yeah, I guess it is. I just got here, tied up earlier. Looks like it’s a lot of fun. Excuse me, I’m trying to find my wife. She’s supposed to be here somewhere?”

		

		“Well, good luck finding her in this crowd man. But, if you can’t, there’s plenty of other chicks available tonight. Trust me,” he laughed.

		

		I wandered away from the bar, still looking around the room trying to find Shannon. Realistically, all I had to go on was the photo she’d sent me. She looked so totally different than the woman I married in that getup, I might easily miss her. Wait! There’s a black-haired woman coming down that hallway. Yes! That’s her. She is still here. Her black dress molded to every curve of her body. Long legs flashing with every step. The slit in her dress exposing the tops of her stockings, even flashes of the pale skin above them. Hell, I could see her nipples through the thin material. Damn, she looked HOT.

		

		I headed her direction, weaving between the crowds of people. As I came closer to her, I froze… I mean, it was Shannon. No doubt of it. But her hair was damp and kind of clinging to her face. Her makeup was smudged and…

		

		I gasped for air! Shannon had been with someone else. I was sure of it. She had that look. You know the one I mean. The glassy eyes, the smudged makeup, the tousled hair, the sweat that glistened on her body. The way her dress clung to her damply. I watched her as she stepped towards the bar. I saw her sidle up to Thor, her face reddening shyly as he gave her a kiss. It was no peck on the cheek, either. His hand squeezing her butt possessively. Shannon accepted a glass of wine from the bartender. Then, she casually wandered back out into the room.

		

		*

		

		Thor left the bathroom before I did. I guess, it would be rather obvious if we walked out together. Looking at myself in the mirror, I realized it was going to be rather obvious anyway. I tried to straighten myself out a little. OMG. I looked like I’d just been fucked. Well… Snicker, snicker. I had! But, damn, Bill will eventually show up. I know he will. Probably, anyway. I wiped myself the best I could, but Thor’s creamy seed was still seeping from inside me. There wasn’t much I could do about it. I checked my phone to see if Bill had sent a text, but it was stubbornly mute.

		

		I ran a comb through my hair, but it didn’t help all that much. A touch up to my lipstick, but that was it. I didn’t have room in my little clutch purse for the rest of my makeup. I hadn’t exactly planned on committing adultery tonight. Well, I looked a little more presentable, anyway. I silently walked from the bath and back down the hallway into the party. It was still going strong.

		

		I headed towards the bar. I needed a drink after that. Oh, shit. Thor’s there already. Well, it is what it is. I walked up next to him and he gave me kiss as I ordered a glass of White Zin. His hand giving my butt an affectionate squeeze as he whispered a thank you to me. Yeah, yeah, I know. You’d love to see me again sometime. Yada, yada, yada. Picking up my glass of wine, I headed back out into the party.

		

		Carol came up to me a couple of minutes later, looking rather anxious. “Shannon? Is that you in that getup?” she asked.

		

		“My name is Nimue. Thank you very much,” I replied haughtily. Feeling more than a little intoxicated. “Who is this Shannon of which you speak? I am a sorceress, I might be able to conjure her up for you?” I smirked. Damn, just how much wine had I had tonight?

		

		“Well, you better conjure her quickly, ‘Nimue.’ Shannon’s husband is here and he’s looking for her,” she whispered urgently.

		

		I thought I was going to pass out. OMG! Bill was here? What if he saw… Oh, I was so fucked. Okay, unintended pun. But it was true. There was no way he could see me right now and not know. I had to get out of here, FAST. I was hurrying to the foyer, reaching for my phone to call for an Uber, when I felt a hand tap my shoulder. Turning, I came face to face with my husband. The very shocked and pained face of my husband.

		

		“Bill? Darling? You’re finally here?” I stammered nervously.

		

		“Yes. I’m ‘finally’ here, Shannon,” he said. His voice trembling between hurt and nausea, barely under control. “A little too late it would seem.”

		

		My heart sank. He knew! How could he not? It was written all over his face. Well, honestly, I guess the truth was written all over me.

		

		“Bill… Please? I…”

		

		“Not now, Shannon. I think I need a few minutes. And, I need a drink,” he said quietly. Turning towards the bar, he walked away. Me following behind anxiously. Asking for a double vodka martini, Bill grabbed it and headed towards the patio. Me trailing along behind him, trying to keep up. Nearly having to run in the damn four-inch heels I was wearing.

		

		As he walked outside, he downed about half the martini. Then, walked to a shadowed area. Um… The same shadowed area… What had I done?

		

		This late, even in California, the night air was cool. And, I wasn’t exactly dressed for warmth. I was literally shivering as I came up to him. Not all of it from the cold. “I’m sorry, Bill. I was just so upset with you. And, then when you didn’t even show up. And, you’ve stood me up so many other times. You treat me like I’m just some fixture in your life. I’m your wife! We were supposed to do things together.”

		

		“Shannon… I… I know. You’re right. It’s just this job… And, tonight there was this crisis meeting with Hawaii, and… I know it’s not an excuse. The truth is, I haven’t been there for you. And, I know that. But, the shock of seeing you… Like this…”

		

		“I’m sorry, Bill. I really am. It was just… I don’t know? All the men were paying attention to me tonight. And, it’s been so long since you’ve even touched me?”

		

		“So, you decided to what? Get some revenge? Is that it? To get back at me? How many times has it been Shannon? Was it just tonight? Just the one guy? Two? Three?” his voice calm but hurt.

		

		“It was just tonight, Bill. I swear it. I’ve never cheated on you before. I mean, if you’d just been here? But you weren’t. And, you’d insisted on this dress… And, all those men… And, I was so turned on by all the attention…”

		

		“How many Shannon?” he asked, his voice shaking.

		

		My heart sank, but I had to tell him the truth. I knew it. If there was any hope of moving on from this, I had to be honest right now. “Two,” I murmured.

		

		“And you fucked them both?”

		

		“No, just the last one. The other one was just a blowjob. That was earlier tonight,” I said quietly.

		

		“So, you’ve been with two men tonight? And, what? You were just expecting that you’d come home to me and I’d get to be number three? Is that it? Just your unsuspecting cuckold?” he hissed.

		

		“I… I wasn’t thinking, Bill. I was drunk. I was mad. I was lonely. And, I was horny! So, go ahead put all the blame on me if you will. It’s not like I can take it back. I’m not even sure I’d want to?”

		

		“No, I guess there’s no way for you to do that, is there? So, tonight? It was just getting your jollies? Having a little fun? Cheating on me and expecting me to accept it? Becoming one of those ‘Hot Wives,’ or whatever they call it? Some sort of ‘Swinger?’ We’re you even going to tell me? Or, was I supposed to be kept in the dark in all of this?”

		

		“No! I… I mean… I don’t know? I hadn’t exactly planned any of this. I love you. I do. But I don’t want to be left alone all the time either. And, yes. If you must know, I liked what happened tonight. I admit it. It was exciting. Nobody’s taken me like that, made me feel like that for a long time. Certainly, it’s been rather blasé between us the last few years. When you even bother to acknowledge that I’m here at all,” I admitted.

		

		“I don’t know, Shannon? I’m just not sure that I can come to grips with knowing that…” he started speaking, shaking his head.

		

		“Knowing what, Bill? That I’m a woman? That I have needs from a man beyond just his paycheck? Deal with it! Either, be here for me, or accept that I’ll be with someone else from time to time. Your choice.

		

		“Is it really so bad, knowing that others find your wife attractive? That other men desire me? You put me in this dress, Bill. You dressed me like a slut tonight. Did you honestly think nobody would notice? Then, you just leave me here alone. And, you really expect nothing to happen?” I asked. “I’m not the one that pulled away, Bill.

		

		“I am still here, you know? I still love you. I’m still yours, if you want me? I’m willing to come back to you,” I said. Coming close to him, just an inch separating us. “Come back to you, even if I’ve played around, each and every time…” leaning in, I wrapped my arms around him.

		

		Oh, yeah. I was so doing this. I had nothing to lose at this point. I rubbed my body against his shamelessly. The same sweaty, slutty body that had already been with two men tonight. Pulling his face to mine, I kissed him. I could feel him resisting, trying to get away. But I had him backed against the wall of the house, he couldn’t pull away any further. I forced my tongue into his mouth. My filthy tongue, that had already swallowed one load tonight. And… YES! I could feel his cock stiffening.

		

		I don’t know why I did it? Some sort of innate instinct? Maybe it was what Bill had said? The scathing remarks about ‘Hot Wives’ and ‘Swingers?’ But something stirred inside of me. Deep down, Bill loved me. I was sure of it. And, he loved our life together. But I had needs, too. What if we could have it all somehow? What if I could?

		

		“I’m even willing to let you watch,” I purred. “Would you like that? Would you like to watch me? Watch another man put his big cock in my mouth? In my pussy? You could, you know? I could be your personal porn star. You could watch, and then have me. Reclaim me. Make me all yours again.” God, his cock was hard beneath my probing fingers. Harder than I’d felt him in years.

		

		“Wha… What? I… Shannon! I… No. I don’t know? How could I possibly know? I mean, right now, you’ve just cheated on me. That’s all I can think about. I’m still in shock and… Now, you’re asking if I’d find it sexy to watch you?” he cried.

		

		Hey! What did I have to lose at this point? Just my marriage, my husband, my future? “What if we find out together? What if I let you watch, right here, right now? I’ve already committed adultery tonight. You’re already my cuckold. Nobody knows who I am. I… I could bring somebody out here to the patio. There’s lots of dark, shadowy places out here. You could watch… Only you and I would know. It’s like, I could find a spot, somewhere you’d be able to see. You’d know, it would be just for you. Then, you could take me home and have me. Make me all yours again. Would you like that? Making me yours again? Taking me back? Making me forget about the other men tonight?” I never stopped rubbing his cock, the entire I whispered to him. My body tight against his. He had to feel me, my hard nipples pressed tightly to him. To smell me, even taste me. OMG. I was getting so turned on, just talking about doing this. I can’t even explain it. But suddenly I wanted to do it. To be a slut one more time tonight. This time for Bill.

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		I stood there, stupefied as I watched Shannon walk away. Her hips swaying seductively with every step. What were we doing? What was I doing? Just standing here frozen in place while my wife brings some man out to the patio and… Does what? Gives him a blowjob? Fucks him? Both? Right in front of me? And, I’m supposed to get off on this? To get turned on?

		

		It seemed like all I could feel was the empty cavern in my chest. But my cock was rock-hard as I watched her walk away. Hard, thinking that she was going inside to seduce some man like she was some sort of wanton slut. Then, bring him out here so I could watch her prostitute herself. Watch her cuckold me. How could I possibly allow it? How could I accept it? Because, you idiot, you don’t want to lose her. And… And…

		

		You know, you’re at fault here. You’re the one that neglected her. You dressed her in that outfit tonight. Insisted on it. You stood her up. You have to bear a degree of fault in what happened. What if… I mean, think about it. You get to keep Shannon, and right now, she is far more exciting to you than she’s been for years. Admit it, she positively oozes sex appeal tonight. Damn. She’s oozing something else, too. But, is that really so bad? Neither of you were virgins going into this. That didn’t stop you then. Why should it stop you now?

		

		If Shannon plays around when you’re out of the picture? Well, so what? As long as she’s yours the rest of the time? What’s the harm? Especially if it makes her more exciting. And, God help me, it does. As horrible as that might sound, it does. I can’t even explain it. Something in the way she smells, the way she tastes right now. It’s almost feral. Earthy. Exciting. Okay, it would have to stop if we ever decide to have a family. No way am I raising some other guys kid. But, for now…

		

		My thoughts, weird as they seemed, were interrupted as I heard the patio door slide open. I peeked around the bushes. My heart almost stopped. It was Shannon! One of the Jon Snows in tow. Damn, that hadn’t taken very long. She pulled him into the shadows, safely away from the house. But, not away from my line of vision. From my shadowy retreat, I could see every move they made. Hear their conversations.

		

		He was kissing her. Arms around her slender body, hands cupping her ass cheeks. Her dress molded to every curve. I saw a hand slide slowly up her side and cup her breast, a little whimper coming from her as his fingers toyed with her sensitive nipple. His hands pulled the neckline of her dress wide, her pale breasts spilling out in the moonlight. Their dark caps, erect and swollen. OMG. He was suckling her breast. Shannon, whimpering softly as his lips and teeth massaged her sensitive nipple. She even… She looked directly at my hiding spot as he suckled from her. Her eyes burning with lust.

		

		Part of me wanted to run over and rip him from her breast. But, part of me… Damn, my cock was so fucking hard! Shannon was right, it was like watching some porn film. Only, tonight I knew the star. I knew what her lips, her nipples tasted like. I knew just how soft her breasts felt as his hands kneaded them. Knew every little whimper and cry she issued.

		

		OMG. Shannon was sliding down his body, kneeling before him. I watched mesmerized, as her hands fumbled with his pants. It must have been some weird sort of ties, rather than a zipper. But she finally got them open, his hard cock springing free in the moonlight. Long and thin, it hung there in the air. She wrapped her hands around it, then I saw her tongue poke out and lick the head of it. A wicked little smile creasing her face as she tasted him.

		

		Then, Shannon leaned forward. Her open lips enveloping his throbbing cock. I heard his groans as she slid her head down that long shaft. Watched as she bobbed up and down slowly, taking him deeper with every stroke. It was… Mind-blowing! I was entranced. Rooted right to the spot as she expertly sucked his hard rod. I could even hear her little mewls as she ran her tongue around his shaft, teasing him. I appreciated what that felt like. He wouldn’t last long, not like this. I knew that from experience.

		

		I almost gasped out loud as his hands reached down and pulled her from his saliva coated cock. This wasn’t to be just a blowjob. Lifting her up, he turned her around and pulled her dress up over her hips. Her long legs spread open before him, stockings glistening in the moonlight. The pale flesh above them exposed. Moonlight bouncing from her pantyless ass cheeks. Shannon was commando tonight? Had that been her idea, or had one of her earlier lovers claimed them as a souvenir? Bending her over at the waist, hands wrapping tightly in her long black hair. His long cock lining up with her… Shaved pussy?!! When had she done that? OMG. Was I really that out of touch? I hadn’t even realized my wife had shaved her pussy? Oh, God. Shannon let out a scream as his cock thrust between her petaled opening. Spreading her flower open, her nether lips stretched tightly around his thick rod.

		

		I watched captivated as his hips thrust against her pale ass cheeks over and over. Shannon whimpering with every thrust. Her legs buckling slightly, his hands wrapped tightly in her hair, all that held her from falling over. Using her long locks as a harness. Like she was some animal to just use. Maybe she was? Their coupling seemed almost feral. Like two beasts in heat. Pure sexual lust as he fucked her, his hard cock ripping into her again and again.

		

		Shannon riding his shaft, her hand in her mouth as she tried to quiet her cries. Her exposed breasts swaying madly beneath her. It was fucking unbelievable. I thought my cock was going to rip right through my pants. I was so hard, it was painful. I’ve never seen anything so erotic… So filthy before in my life.

		

		Shannon was gasping for air as his thrusts became frantic. He was close. He was going to fill my wife with his filthy cum. Ravage her right in front of my eyes. And, I was frozen right where I was at. I couldn’t move. I wanted to touch myself so badly… But I knew if I did, I’d explode all over the damn patio. OMG. His body was jerking spasmodically. I heard Shannon’s scream. Unmuffled this time, as he exploded inside her wanton pussy. His hot cum jetting into her, filling her unprotected womb for the second time tonight.

		

		I collapsed back against the wall of the house as he slowed his thrusts. He pulled Shannon up by her hair as his cock fell from her ravaged pussy. I saw a glob of his creamy cum fall from inside of her before her dress dropped and shielded her from my view. I couldn’t believe it. I was gasping for breath, sweating like crazy, just from watching her filthy display. All I could do was lean back against the side of the house and watch, stunned.

		

		He kissed her one more time, then straightening himself out, he walked casually back into the house. Leaving Shannon standing there, weakly holding on to a post as she regained her composure. Straightening, she ran her fingers through her hair and turned, walking towards my hiding spot. Her long legs flashing with every step.

		

		She was still breathing heavily when she came right up to me. Her arms pulling me to her filthy mouth, she kissed me. Her tongue burrowing between my lips. Her musky kiss tasting of another man’s cock. Her dress plastered damply to her sweaty skin. Her body reeking of sex.

		

		“Take me home, Bill. Take me home and fuck me. Make me yours again. Reclaim me,” she whispered. Then, she turned and walked determinedly towards the house.

		

	
		

		Chapter 7

		

		I caught up to her as she reached the front foyer. Her eyes were still burning with lust as she looked at me. She came into my arms one more time, kissing me. Her hand tracing my still thick rod, before she pulled me frantically towards the door.

		

		We practically ran to where I’d parked the car. Opening the door, I held it for her as she slid in. Her dress falling open, exposing her long legs brazenly. Even in the dim light from the car, I could see all the way up to her shaved snatch. Cum oozing profusely from her ravaged petals. OMG. It was so… Indecent. So, decadent. So, filthy. Seeing her like this. Freshly fucked and dripping with another man’s cream. And, yet, I’d never seen her look this erotic before in my life. Never wanted her more than I did right now. It was like she was irresistible.

		

		Slamming the car door, I went around to the other side and climbed in. Shannon’s hand stroking my leg as I put the Lexus in gear and drove away. I couldn’t talk. No way. Not after what I’d witnessed. She seemed to sense that I was wrestling with all of it, not pressing me to talk. Instead, I heard a chime as her seatbelt came unfastened.

		

		Shannon’s head snaked into my lap as I pulled onto the expressway. Her fingers tugging frantically at my zipper. Her cold hands pulling my throbbing cock free. “Watch the road, Billy. I need you right now,” she whispered. Her lips sliding around my hard rod.

		

		It was all I could do to stay on the road as her head began to bob up and down my cock. All I could think of, was how hot she’d looked just moments before. Her dark hair bobbing up and down Jon Snow’s hard shaft. Taking him deep into her throat, sucking him just like she was sucking me now. There was no way I could hold out. Not now. Not after what I’d just seen.

		

		Horns sounded as I frantically pulled the car back into our lane, my cock exploding inside her filthy, insatiable mouth. Filling it with creamy cum. Apparently, for the second time tonight. Shannon hungrily swallowing every drop of my hot jizz. Expertly, she tucked my cock back inside and rezipped my trousers. “I’ll let you take care of everything else when we get home, Baby. I promise, I will,” she whispered in my ear. Then, she sat back down in the passenger seat and refastened her seatbelt. An enigmatic grin on her face.

		

		Finally, I pulled into the garage at the house. Shannon hopping out almost immediately and slipping through the door. Quickly I closed the garage door and locked up behind us. Searching for my minx of a wife, I found her in the bedroom. She’d pulled the covers back and turned on the lights, but that was all. She was just standing there, her lips still moist from my cum.

		

		Slowly, she pulled off her mask, casually dropping it. Reaching behind her, she lowered the zipper on her dress. That astonishingly sexy dress, letting it fall to the floor. Shannon was naked before me. Her nipples like hard diamonds. Her breasts rising and falling passionately. Looking unbelievably sultry as she stood there. Her shaved pussy staring at me, pink nether lips now swollen and red. Streaks of cum ran down her pale thighs, even staining the tops of her dark stockings. Her lustrous black hair, tousled, flowing wildly around her face and cascading down her shoulders.

		

		She crooked her finger at me, summoning me. When I came close, she put her hand on my shoulder. “Get undressed, Cucky,” she purred. “I want you naked.”

		

		Fuck. I tore my clothes off. Who cared, I’d pay the extra rental fees. Naked, I stood before her. Her slender body almost as tall as mine in her stockings and spike heels. She crooked her finger one more time, calling me to her. Summoning me. When I went to kiss her, she shook her head negatively and wagged her finger. Then, pointed down, a devious grin on her face. Oh, no. Not happening. No way. She couldn’t expect me to…

		

		A hand on my shoulder pushing me down, told me differently. She was the one in control now. Our positions suddenly reversed, with her as the alpha in this new game. As Shannon leaned back against the wall, I knelt before her. Her ravaged cunt right in front of me. Her pussy red and swollen, covered in creamy cum. I gulped. My face so close to her shaved snatch, she reeked of sex! The scent of her two lovers. I was practically hyperventilating as her hands wrapped around my hair and pulled me into her. Her moist thighs sliding over my cheeks as she buried my head between her adulterous legs.

		

		Okay, I admit it. It was degrading. And, it seemed so unbelievably filthy. And, I never wanted anything more in my life! I let my tongue run over her bare nether lips. Shannon pulsing above me, a cry issuing from her as her body spasmed in orgasm. The taste of her lovers bursting forth in to my mouth. Salty and tangy. A mix of Shannon and two different men. The two men that had fucked my wife bareback tonight. That had cuckolded me. Their fertile seed filling her wanton pussy again and again.

		

		As my tongue slid inside of her, her body spasmed frantically. A scream echoed around the quiet room. Shannon’s pussy pulsing as jet after jet of cum filled my mouth. Her lovers’ cum! My tongue swirling inside of her, cleaning her ravaged cunt. I was running out of breath, my jaw ached, my tongue barely able to thrust anymore before she finally pulled me away. Looking up at her, she was gasping frantically. Her body glistening with sweat as she pulled me up. Her lips finding mine, not caring that they were covered with her lovers’ filth.

		

		Tongues dueling frantically, I pulled her towards the bed. The two of us falling to the king-sized mattress, Shannon on top of me. Drools of cum still falling from her despoiled pussy. She shoved her breast to my mouth, letting me suckle from her. I could hear her little whimpers as I nursed hungrily. How many men had tasted her nipples tonight? All of them? Possibly? Probably. It didn’t matter. Not anymore.

		

		Shannon bounced me from one nipple to the other, back and forth. Then, she pushed herself erect, her legs straddling my waist, fingers clawing at my chest. Her eyes full of unbridled lust, she reached back, finding my rock-hard cock. Slowly she guided it between her savaged petals. Her eyes never leaving mine, she slowly lowered herself. Inch after inch of my hard cock sliding into her velvet lined cunt. Fucking her for the third time tonight.

		

		She felt different somehow. Not like she was stretched, more just well lubricated. I guess this is the feel of sloppy seconds? Despite my ‘cleaning’ of her swollen pussy, I knew there was still cum inside of her. Her lovers had seen to that. Pulsing deep inside her velvety walls. But her pussy hugged me none the less. Shannon bouncing up and down on my long shaft. Her thighs rippling with the effort. Her soft, silky nylon covered legs sliding against my thighs as she rode me. Her bare pussy lips flowering around my girth.

		

		OMG! She was so hot. Just knowing what she’d done. All those men. And, now, me. Like she was some insatiable succubus. Shannon moving faster and faster, her pussy gripping against me. Her long hair tossing wildly. Little cries and whimpers coming constantly. Her sounds almost incoherent. She was off in some never, never land of lust. I couldn’t hold out any longer. Couldn’t! It was all too hot. Too exciting. This wanton wench, bouncing on my throbbing cock. My slut of a wife.

		

		My cock erupted inside of her. Jet after jet of pulsing cum filling her one more time. Reclaiming her. Shannon screaming as her orgasm shook her slender body. Finally, collapsing forward. Her breasts crashing against my chest. Her slutty lips kissing mine. Reminding me of just where those lips had been. Of all the cocks she’d sucked on tonight. At least three, possible four? I’d probably never know. But, somehow, that was alright. She was here, in my arms. And, that was all that mattered…

		

	
		

		Epilogue

		

		I walked into the house late, once again. Finding empty darkness staring back at me. I called out, but there was no sign of Shannon. In the bedroom, I found her cast off work clothes scattered around the floor. The en suite apparently used, her makeup bottles and paraphernalia still sprawled haphazardly across the vanity. Checking my phone, I had no messages from her.

		

		Well, she’d be home at some point tonight. I had been gone a lot again lately. I suspected that tonight was my punishment. Or, maybe it was my reward, I wasn’t sure. I texted her that I was home. Her answer came back a few minutes later. A Skype call? Opening it up, I saw Shannon standing nakedly before me. Her pussy wantonly on display. The camera showing her full length. The only thing she was wearing was a pair of spike heels. Oh, and the little ankle bracelet I’d given her. Making things official, somehow. Acknowledging our new relationship. In the background I could see a rumpled bed, a few clothes scattered about. A muscled pair of black legs walking by. Shannon pulled her dress over her head as I watched.

		

		“Hi, Baby. Just finishing up,” she giggled. “Go ahead and order us a pizza for dinner, I’ll be home soon. Promise. And, um… I’ll even bring dessert.”

		

		***

		

		Thank you for taking the time to read my short story. I sincerely hope you enjoyed reading about Shannon’s Halloween adventure as much as I did writing about it. If you enjoyed it, won’t you please take a moment to leave me a review at your favorite retailer? And, don’t forget to check out my other stories and novellas, as well! Just click on my Author’s Page for a complete listing. Happy reading.

		

		Many Thanks!

		

		Richard Carlisle
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