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Feather Dusters and Eager Kitties - A Costume Mixup
“Fuck that bastard...” I heard my sister grumbling as she fumbled with the bags her boyfriend had left for us.
“What’s wrong?” I turned away from the TV to see her scowling as she rummaged around in the bag.
“This... this is what’s wrong.” Victoria pulled out what looked like a headband.  It took me a moment to realize it was one of those cat ear headbands.  She shoved it towards me a bit.  “I told him I wasn’t into that furry stuff.”
I just nodded.  It never did any good to talk to Victoria when she got into one of her moods.  It didn’t help any that her boyfriend Kevin had accepted last minute invitations to a costume party.  Victoria didn’t like last minute anything, so she’d made Kevin get our costumes.  Which meant we were stuck with what was in these two bags.
I just sat there meekly as she pulled out the other bag and growled again.  Then she pulled out what was to be my costume.  I blushed a bit just seeing it.  The short skirt and plunging neckline were almost too much, but the black with white lace trim made it very apparent that it was one of those sexy maid costumes.  My stomach twisted a bit just thinking of putting on something so revealing.
“Right?  You as a little hot maid for all the guys to ogle.  I mean, I know you need a boyfriend, Violet, but...”  I could almost see the steam coming out of her ears as she fumed.  I knew that was just her protective instinct for her little sister.  Ok, not too little, I mean we were both in our twenties now, but she still saw me as the meek little nerd girl she had to come rescue from the school bullies.
“It’s ok, I mean, maybe it’ll help...” I tried to defuse her a bit.  We did have to get ready for the party anyway, and there wasn’t any use fighting over it.  These were the costumes we had, and there wasn’t time to go find new ones.  It wasn’t like it was Halloween season.
“Oh, no.  I’m not playing his game.  You can take this, and I’ll be the maid.  And Kevin is going to get a talking to later.” Victoria handed me the bag with the cat girl costume.  I took it and looked at it. 
“Are you sure?” I asked as I looked down at the costume.  I wasn’t so sure that being a cat girl was much of a step up from maid.  At least it didn’t look like the costume showed as much skin, though it was hard to tell all crumpled up in a bag.
“Yeah, let’s go get changed.  Kevin will be here soon, and I’ll ask him why he wanted to give my sister the sexy maid costume and not his girlfriend.” Victoria’s eyes twinkled a bit.  As much as she complained, I knew she liked Kevin, she just liked to be the one in charge.  “And of course, show him, why it should have been me.”
That hurt a bit.  I know she didn’t mean it, not really.  She was just a lot more confident with her body than I was.  We actually had close to the same build, and we often swapped clothes, about the only real advantage she had on me was her boobs, and I was just fine with that.  She simply didn’t consider how I’d feel about the implication of her words.  I let it go, there wasn’t any good to come from pushing back on it.
With that, she headed off to her room and I went to the guest room she had setup.  I pulled out the costume and sorted it out.  It was a full-on cat suit, with optional heels, long gloves, black face mask, tail and of course the cat ear head band.  It was all black, and the cloth was soft and fuzzy, like they were trying to simulate the feeling of fur without it being too thick.
I quickly undressed and then started pulling on the jump suit part.  It was a bit snug, but not tight, the cloth stretching in a way that didn’t leave much to the imagination.  I blushed a bit when I realized the zipper that went up the middle, came from all the way in the back, just under where the tail came out.  It wasn’t hard to figure out just how ‘adult’ this costume was.  That and the zipper ended right about in the middle of my chest, which left my cleavage on full display.  I giggled a bit, considering that if Victoria had worn it, the zipper would have probably had a hard time staying up.  As it was, I still worried a bit, but after a little stretching I was relieved that it stayed in place.
When I finished making sure the zipper was all covered, I felt a strange tingle roll all the way up my spine.  I couldn’t quite explain it, but the suit felt really good, all snug and hugging my every curve. I totally never wore stuff like this, but maybe it would be okay after all.
I was surprised that the heels actually fit, but my little feet slipped right in just like they should.  Then I pulled on the gloves and slipped the headband over my head.  I was just glad my hair was a dark brown that complimented the suit perfectly and flowed over my shoulders.  I paused the look in the mirror, and struck a nervous, sexy pose.  I was just the spitting image of a perfect sexy cat girl, aside from the embarrassed grimace on my face.
Except...
I wasn’t grimacing.
I was smiling.  I was looking at myself in the mirror for the first time in ages and smiling.  It wasn’t just the outfit, though I had to admit it looking absolutely amazing on me.  There was a sparkle in my eye.  I couldn’t even really put it in words, but it was like the nervous knot that always seemed twisted inside me just let go.  
I enjoyed the feeling for a moment, posing in the mirror.  Striking alluring poses that would normally embarrass me, even in private.  I thrust out my chest, presented my rear and gave wicked lustful looks at my reflection.  Then I laughed, not the meek amused giggling I usually managed, but a full deep laugh.  It was like suddenly I was free!  
Then it was time go.  No need to delay, as Kevin would be showing up soon.  I strutted back to the living room, riding this new energy I was feeling.  I wondered what Victoria would think of it, me strutting around in this sexy cat suit, and I realized that I barely even cared.  It was like a misplaced instinct, I was so used to worry about her opinion that my mind couldn’t help but drift there for a moment, and the whole notion just seemed pointless.  Why should it matter what she thought?
“Madame, pardon...” 
I stopped short as I heard Victoria, her voice light and wavering with a French lilt.  I looked towards the other side of the room, and she was looking at me.  Her eyes were wide, and her smile was wavering meekly.  Even more strangely, she was standing at attention, with her hands in front of her skirt and her head slightly bowed, like a submissive servant.  
“Victoria!” I paused taking in the sight of her.  The outfit looked as good on her as mine did for me.  The plunging neckline showed off her bust, and the top was just a smidge too small, making it seem like she might just pop out, especially with the way she held her hands over the top of her skirt.  She had long white gloves and the little maid cap and a black collar with white lace trim around her neck.  Her black skirt flared out in ruffles but was short enough that she’d easily show off everything if she bent over even a little.  Then at last, she was wearing thigh high white stockings and glossy black high heels that showed off her legs wonderfully.  She was the spitting image of a sexy French maid, and if I didn’t know how well I was rocking my cat suit, I’d have considered being jealous.  “You look amazing!”
Victoria’s eyes wavered for a moment, and I could swear I saw her blushing.  That was so unlike her.  I couldn’t even remember the last time I’d seen her embarrassed.  
“Merci, madame, mais je...” Victoria meekly pulled her hand up to her mouth in shock and shook her head.  Her eye brows furrowed for a moment. “Je... I... I feel so... etrange... strange... madame.”
I could see the struggle in her eyes as she forced out the English, still tinted with a over done French lilt, like every word was a struggle.  Her voice ringing with worry.  
“Are you okay?” I asked, not that I really needed to.  It was clear she wasn’t, but that alone was enough to give me pause.  Victoria never showed weakness, she had that kind of confident air to her that powered through her problems, and honesty pummeled anyone who got in her way.
“Non, madame...” She burrowed her brow again. “I... can not stop with my French, madame.”
“And you can’t stop calling me, Madame!” I laughed, over emphasizing my own fake French accent with the final word.  I kept laughing until I saw the pain in her eyes.  For a moment I almost thought it was a joke, but it was beginning to dawn on me that it might not be.
“Oui, madame.  I can not... Je ne peux pas!” She gasped in shock, blushing furiously.  That’s when I noticed her hips were wiggling.  It was that kind of a wiggle that came from only one thing.
“And it’s turning you on.” I stated firmly, finding the whole situation insane and hilarious.  My mind raced considering what was going on.
“Oui, madame...” Victoria blushed an even deeper shade of red.  Somehow, our personalities seem to have shifted, I realized as I considered my sudden burst of confidence.  It didn’t take a genius to consider that it had something to do with our costumes.  I didn’t feel so strongly effected, but Victoria could barely even get out a sentence in English, and as far as I knew she’d never even studied French.
What’s more, Victoria hadn’t really broken her servant’s pose, standing ready to serve near the door.  That gave me an idea, perhaps a little cruel, but I just had to test it out.
“Okay, then, I guess that makes you a maid for now, why don’t you clean up around here while we wait for Kevin?” I said and watched her carefully.  If this was some kind of joke, I doubted that Victoria would keep going now, she hated cleaning, as evidenced by the relative mess around her place.
Her eyes went wide as she heard me, and she pulled her shoulders back and stood at attention for a moment.  Then I saw her shudder and gasp for a moment before she replied in an even more husky tone.  “Oui, madame.”
“Did you just cum?” I prodded just as she started to move.  She paused to look at me, I could still see the wide-eyed concern, but now it was mixed with that post orgasmic glow that was hard to hide.
“Oui, madame.  J’adore... I... love to clean, madame.” Victoria replied with a husky French lilt, and I could see her shuddering again.  Somehow, I believed her, at least in her current state.
I watched in awe as she went to work and started tidying up with a gusto I’d never seen her put into any of her work.  As surprising as that was, I was even more shocked when she bent over to clean one of the side tables and saw her flash her shaved little pussy at me.  I didn’t know if it was her choice or the costume’s, but it wasn’t just her exposure that surprised me.
What surprised me was how wet I got seeing it.  In fact, I had to admit I liked seeing her prance around in that maid outfit.  It was clear she wasn’t wearing a bra, despite the plunging neckline, and the look of confused arousal on her face as she used the costume’s feather duster around the room was really turning me on.
My mind was just starting to consider the possibilities when I heard a knock at the door.  I didn’t waste any time getting over to the door and pulling it open.  I saw Kevin standing there, smiling for a moment as he looked me over from bottom to top.  It wasn’t until his gaze met mine that his smile seemed to droop a bit and his eyes went wide.
“Violet… I uh…” He stammered and I gave him a wicked smile.  I always did think he was kind of hot, but now it was like a switch was flipped and I had to struggle not to just pounce on him.
“Oh… you thought Victoria would make a hotter kitty for you, didn’t you, big boy?” I gave him the kind of look that would have turned lesser men into puddles of cum.  He just stood there, gawking, but I certainly didn’t fail to notice the erection starting to push out the front of his pants.
“Well, yeah, and are you ok, Violet?” He looked at me with a bit of worry in his eyes.  
“Oh, I’ve never felt better, Kevin.  Ever since I put on this costume, I’ve just felt so alive, and full of energy.  Would you like to see just how warmed up this little kitty is?” I replied.  A small part of me was shocked at myself.  I was never this forward, but I always wished I could be.  Now, it just felt so right.  It was just so proper to seize what I wanted, and right now I couldn’t deny that Kevin was at the top of that list.
“And Victoria, where is she?” Keven looked past me into the living room.
“Well, she’s just having her own kind of fun.” I smiled and grabbed his hand and pulled him into the room and spun him around so he could see my sister dutifully at work tidying things up.  
“Victoria!” Kevin gasped as he watched her feather dusting the counter with one hand while the other had drifted under her skirt.  Victoria turned around in shock, blushing as she pulled her hand from between her legs and resumed a pose of demure attention before us.
“Pardon, Monsiur, ze cleaning… it makes ma chatte… my pussy… so hot.” Victoria blushed even deeper red as she tried to apologize for the state we’d found her in.  I could see how uncomfortable she was and having her so strangely meek and horny was turning me on even more.
“Both of you are acting so weird… it’s like…” Kevin looked down at his own bag and pulled out a couple of packages.  It was clearly the bags for our costumes.  I quickly read the titles, ‘Queen of the Jungle’ and ‘Meek Sexy Maid’.  He looked at both of us, and back at the titles.  It wasn’t hard to figure out the connection.  “The man at the shop told me these costumes were more than they seemed.  I just thought it was a sales pitch.”
“Well, it looks like you go just what you paid for.” I grinned.  I knew it too, right down to my bones.  I did feel like a queen, and one that deserved all she’d been missing.  Then I reached down into his bag and pulled out the last costume.  This was the one he’d been saving for himself.  “Oh ho!  Playboy billionaire!  I’m a little disappointed, so unoriginal.”
I didn’t let him have it back though, I tossed it over my shoulder.  I could tell he was on the defensive already, and I didn’t want his mind warped by whatever these costumes were doing.  There was no way to tell if the new personality it imposed would be more malleable then the regular Kevin, and somehow, I doubted it would be.  Still, there was no reason to let him know that quite yet.
“Victoria, I have a special cleaning assignment for you.  Our dear little Kevin has something big and hard he needs cleaned before he can give me a proper fucking.  Would you be a dear and help us with that.” I motioned clearly towards his barely contained raging boner.  It was just a little suggestion to get everything rolling, it would also tell me if I had these two under my paws just as I wanted.
“Oh, oui, Madame!  It is my specialty!” Victoria squealed in her over the top French accent, and she quickly pranced over and knelt down in front of Kevin.  Before Kevin could even muster up and objection, Victoria had unbuckled, unzipped and pulled his big cock out and started to suck on the top of it.
“Oh… my fucking god…” Kevin gasped in surprise as Victoria suddenly lowered her head and I watched in awe as she took the whole thing into her mouth and down her throat.  
“Wow… I didn’t think she could do that.” I couldn’t take my eyes off of it, watching her shamelessly bob her head up and down as she worked her mouth over the full length of his cock.  For a moment, I almost felt like my old self had broken back through, but it didn’t hold, the raw heat of the moment overrode anything else.
Then with no more warning than before, Victoria pulled her head up and I could hear a pop as his cock spring free of her mouth.  She looked up at us gleefully.  “All done, Madame.  Monsieur is now clean and ready for you.”
“What…” Kevin was still reeling from his little whirlwind below the belt, and I wasn’t going to give him time to recover.
“You heard her.” I grabbed him and pushed him back onto the couch.  As soon as his butt was on the cushions, I was straddling his lap and reaching for the zipper to my suit.  Then with as much flourish as I could, I pulled that zipper down all the way to the base of the tale and pulled it open.  His eyes grew again as they stared right at my bare chest.  I might not have been quite as large as Victoria, but my breasts were still more than a handful and I grabbed both of his and pulled them to my chest to let him find out for himself.
“You don’t mind if I give Kevin a little ride to thank him for our costumes, do you, Sis?” I turned back to look at Victoria as I rubbed my wet pussy lips against Kevin’s raging cock.  She was still kneeling in the middle of the room, but she’d turned towards us.  She was blushing again, and I could tell she wanted nothing more than to start fingering herself again.
“Non, Madame, I… I want to watch…” Victoria stammered as her eyes turned towards the floor.  Somehow, I knew she wasn’t lying.  Something about the costumes made it hard for us to lie about our desires.  I felt the same force inside me, and somehow, knowing that Victoria wanted to watch me ride her boyfriend made the whole thing even hotter.
“Hear that, Kevin... Our little maid wants to watch.” I purred as I pushed my breasts into his hands.  I could see him glancing at her and then back to me, but he didn’t let go.  I knew he couldn’t, this was just too hot for any guy not to give in.  Having a half-naked girl sliding her hot pussy lips over his cock while his girlfriend was kneeling nearby, almost overwhelmed by lust herself.  “Let’s give her a show.”
I didn’t give him a chance to respond.  I lifted my hips and felt his cock following along as I let the head slide up along my slit. He was so hard that I only needed to tilt my hips and press down to guide him right to my aching pussy.  As his cock slipped inside me, I lowered my hips and moaned shamelessly as I impaled myself.
“Oh fuck...” He groaned and his fingers sank into my boobs.  The sudden roughness felt amazing, but nothing was as good as feeling his big dick sliding deep into me.  It had been too long since my last fuck, and that had been filled with awkward restraint on my part.  All of that was gone now, there was no need to be shy.  I was hot and wet, and I was loving every bit of his hard, thick cock as it stretched me open.
“That’s right, fuck... fuck me good...” I moaned as I writhed on top of him.  I was riding him now, lifting my hips and then pushing back down on him.  I was in control, and it felt good, but something wasn’t quite right.  I leaned in to kiss him, my mind whirling from the sudden rush of heat boiled through me.
Our tongues danced as I kept up my needful grinding.  It still wasn’t enough.  I wasn’t just a woman... I was a...  I pulled back, growling at him with the full hunger of my desire.  “Ravage me, you beast!  Show me how you claim your queen!”
That didn’t come out as elegantly as I’d hoped, but I could see the recognition in his eyes a moment before he lifted us up from the couch.  I hadn’t realized how strong he was, as he rose with me still locked around his waist.  Then he lowered me onto the floor drew his cock back out of me and then thrust in hard and deep as he reached up and squeezed my breasts.
“Oh yes!” I cried as he started hammering into me.  I lifted my hips to meet him, savoring his assault on my chest as he fucked me harder than I’d ever been fucked before.  It was amazing, and even more shocking, I felt myself starting to build towards release.  “Yes!  Harder!  Fuck me harder!”
Kevin grunted and I knew he was fighting to hold back himself, but he kept going, the echoes of our flesh pounding together filled the room along with the sounds of our peaking desires.  Our bodies throwing themselves together as all restraint fell away.  Faster and faster, he thrust and drove hard and deep.  Then I could feel him shooting into me and I threw my head back as pleasure exploded from my achiny pussy..
“Oh fuck!  I’m cumming!  Oh!  Yes!  OH FUCK!” I cried out as my orgasm ripped through me.  I’d never cum so hard and I just melted into a quivering mess as my whole body shook.  Everything tingled and throbbed with joy.  I pulled him tight as I savored the feeling of being stuffed full.  
“That’s a good boy...” I purred as he panted on top of me.  I slid my hands over his arms and back.  Kevin wasn’t the body builder type, but he still had some muscles for me to enjoy.  I was so enjoying the moment that it took a bit for me to notice the sound of whimpering and wet squishing noises from across the room.
“Enjoying the show, sis?” I smiled over at Victoria as she knelt on the floor biting her lip as she worked one hand between her legs furiously.  She looked like she was about to cum, but somehow unable.
“Oui, Madame... it waz... so hot...” Victoria blushed but she couldn’t stop playing with her pussy either.  I could see that Kevin had taken notice as well, and despite filling me full of cum, he was still throbbing deliciously hard inside me.  I still felt this wicked confident energy flowing through me, and it was just impossible not to resist seeing how far I could push.
“Are you having some trouble, Victoria?” I asked as I watched her squirming on her knees.
“Oui, Madame... mon... my pussy iz so hot... but I can not cum...” She averted her gaze but didn’t slow her efforts to get off.  I couldn’t remember ever seeing her so sexy, decided to go for it.
“Well, if you come over here and clean me up.  I’ll let Kevin ride you while you work.  How does that sound?”  I shuddered a bit at the notion of having Victoria’s normally bitchy mouth licking her boyfriend’s cum from my pussy.  “And if you make us cum, then I think it’s only fair that you can too.”
Her eyes lit up at that, and I pushed Kevin off of me.  Victoria didn’t waste time crawling over to the couch as I turned to sit on the edge with my legs open wide.  
“Merci, Madame, I... love to clean...” Victoria looked up at me with a lustful glint in her eyes before she slid her hands over my thighs and then leaned down and started licking at me.  I knew this should have been wrong, but making my sister do this was just so hot!  
“Okay, big boy, time to give Victoria what she needs.” I moaned as I felt her tongue slide over my lower lips.  I’d only been eaten out once before, and that was totally awkward with a guy who didn’t know what he was really doing.  Victoria’s tongue was far more delicate, licking and stroking carefully as she went.  First, it was to clean off the cum, but soon it shifted to more pure pleasuring, and I leaned back moaning as she diligently worked.
Then I heard a rustling of cloth and Victoria let out a surprised squeal as I looked up to see Kevin mounting her from behind.  He wasted no time before he started pounding into her, and I could feel her moaning into my pussy as she kept licking at me.  Her whole body bounced between my legs as she was getting a nice hard fucking from Kevin.
I just enjoyed the show as her skirt fluttered around her upturned ass with every thrust.  I could hear the sounds of joy from between my legs, and I was moaning loudly as well.  I’d never been so turned on before and everything was just building up.  Victoria’s tongue was working magic as well, and I was melting into the couch.
“Oh... yes... Victoria... that’s just how you clean a pussy...” I started stroking her hair as I fought against just grinding my pussy into her face.  It was so hard just to sit back and enjoy the feelings, and Kevin’s grunts made it even more difficult to concentrate.  The sounds of naked flesh slapping together, the grunts and moans, and most of all, my sister’s tongue lapping at my clit, it was all just too much.
“Yes... oh... Oh Yes!” I cried out as another powerful orgasm coursed through me.  Kevin was right behind me, his grunting rising to a fever pitch before he slammed hard into Victoria and shuddered from his own release as he filled her with a flood of his seed.  Victoria was panting as well and as I came she pulled back and cried out as well.
“Oui!  Mon dieu!  Oui! Oui!” She wailed as she arched her back and ground her ass onto Kevin.  I could see her eyes rolling back as she moaned.  For a moment, we all shuddered together, basking in the impossible pleasure that had just hit us.  
It was Victoria that recovered first.  She slowly pushed herself up and off of Kevin’s cock as it finally started to soften.  “Pardon, Madame, monsieur needz to be cleaned.”
Then without any more instruction, she turned around and started licking Kevin’s cock clean.  I watched for a moment, but something stirred in me.  A jealous desire.  I wasn’t about to just let this little French harlot monopolize my Kevin.  I crawled off the couch and joined her.
That was all it took for us to go completely off the rails.  It was just sex, sex and more sex.  At least until Kevin collapsed from exhaustion and a few of Victoria’s hidden toys ran out of batteries.
I wasn’t sure how long I slept after that, but I was the first one to stir the next day.  At first, I just looked at them, Kevin stark naked, and Victoria still dressed in her costume.  I was still in mine as well.  I considered waking them for another round, but somehow my mind was just clear enough to resist another wave of lust.
I pulled free of them and slipped out of bed.  I made it to the bathroom and got a good look at myself.  Last night was unlike anything I’d done before.  It had felt so good, but I couldn’t deny a tiny lingering voice in the back of my head telling me that everything was wrong.  The sight of my disheveled hair, and a face sporting dried cum and pussy juices did convince me of one thing though.  I needed a shower.  
I stripped off the costume, which was also a mess of dried juices and tossed it into the laundry for a quick wash.  I was just about to step into the show when I noticed I was still wearing the cat ear headband.  I couldn’t take that into the shower, so I started to pull it off.
That’s when reality slammed back into me, hard.  I almost staggered as the weight of everything suddenly hit me.  I’d just had sex with my sister!  And her boyfriend!  Together!  Oh fuck!  My stomach twisted, almost in agony, and as I gripped it, I let go of the headband and it slipped back around my head.
And the sudden weight of consequences and embarrassment melted away.  My stomach calmed and I stood there, pondering.  Naked and pondering.  All the facts were the same but recalling last night’s adventures filled me with a nostalgic tingling in my pussy.  I could even consider doing it again.  The tiny voice was a bit louder this time though.  
I realized somehow, the headband was affecting me, giving me the confidence to push back against my anxieties.  It seemed like an impossible notion, but I couldn’t deny how different I felt now.  So, I slowly started to experiment with the headband.  No matter how much I might like its effect, it wasn’t practical to keep wearing it.  At the least I needed to wash my hair sometimes.
I found that I could control how hard reality crashed back in, by pulling it off slowly.  After a lot of trial and error, I finally managed to talk myself down.  It was a strange kind of thing, using the embers of my confidence to talk down the nervous meek self that was emerging, but finally, I got it off without turning into a quivering ball of anxiety on the floor.
My mind still raced at everything that had happened and everything I’d done, but I kept it together long enough to take a quick shower, dry my hair and then eagerly slip that headband back on.  The feeling as it snugged in behind my hears was a sudden comfort as I felt my worries fade and my confidence return.  
I could see now the danger it posed for me.  I had the confidence that I’d always wanted, but it came with a well spring of desires and needs that were so hard to resist.  They weren’t so bad, not to my clear-headed self, but all I had to do was take off the headband and I would lose that clarity, that comfort with myself as I was.  
I considered it for a moment, glancing at my naked reflection.  It didn’t seem like there was a choice here, not really.  I trotted back out to the living room and ruffled through the bags.  It took a bit, but I found what I knew I was looking for.  Then I headed back to the bedroom.
Victoria and Kevin were still tangled up on the bed and mixed in with the covers.  I took the gold-plated watch from Kevin’s costume and slipped it onto his wrist.  I could see him shudder as it fell into place.  Then I went about checking on Victoria.  I checked every part of her costume, and when I finally touched her collar I felt a tingle, just like I’d felt with his watch.  And I smiled.
I gently shook her shoulder until she started to wake.  Then I leaned in to whisper to her.  “Time to get up, Victoria.  You need to clean yourself up and make Kevin and I some brunch.  You can change into any sexy outfit you like, but just don’t take off your collar, you understand?”
Victoria looked up at me, and I could see the realization spark in her eyes as she reached up with one dainty hand to touch her collar.  Then she nodded.
“Pardon, Madame, I must clean up...” Victoria blushed and shuddered as she rose and did her best to restore some limited sense of order and modesty to her disheveled state before slipping out of bed and prancing off.  I watched her barely covered behind wiggle out of the room.  There would be plenty of time to enjoy that more later.
Then I slipped into bed beside Kevin.  I couldn’t be sure that his costume’s playboy persona would be amoral enough to leave his girlfriend as a helpless and sexy French maid, but I knew I’d enjoy keeping him distracted for as long as I could.
My hand slid over his cock, and it began to respond to my gentle stroking.  I was certainly going to have a lot of fun while it lasted.
The End
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