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The Halloween Pop-Up Shop



The shop appeared in early October, filling a small empty storefront that had been home to a picture frame store years before. It advertised costumes and other Halloween paraphernalia, its display windows hosting mannequins that showed off some of the wares. Compared to a lot of the other Halloween pop-ups that came to life all over town, this one seemed quaint, cute really. I think that’s why my wife Giselle and I wanted to shop there: to support the underdog.

It was just a few days before Halloween when we finally made the time to actually go. I’d picked Giselle up after work, and we drove into town. The sun was starting to set as we parked and made our way to the shop.

I have to say that the inside was pretty cramped. It seemed the owner had jammed as many shelves as possible into the place, each overflowing with costumes, props, decorations, or other knick-knacks. The lighting was low, and a fog machine somewhere was producing a layer of mist that obscured the floor. Adding to the flair of it all, creepy organ music played over the shop’s speakers.

“Very atmospheric,” Giselle said, her blue eyes twinkling with delight.

I had to agree. The shop definitely did a better job than most of getting into the spirit of things.

“Hello and welcome.”

A short, balding and rather paunchy man stepped towards us. He wore a suit with a black cape, clearly an homage to Dracula, but the homeliness of his face dispelled any illusion of being a vampire.

“My name is Ronald,” the man said, his eyes taking both of us in, though lingering a little longer on Giselle. “Can I help you with anything today?”

“I think for now we just wanted to browse,” Giselle said, flashing him a smile.

“Of course,” Ronald said, bowing his head slightly to her. “If you need anything, don’t hesitate to ask.”

I saw his eyes more intently roam over my wife’s body as she stepped past him and further into the shop. I could hardly blame him. Giselle had that effect on a lot of men. The pencil skirt and blouse combo she wore to the office didn’t exactly scream sex, but her naturally thin and athletic figure was still quite striking in it. I smiled to myself at Ronald’s appreciation and followed my wife into the store.

Giselle had already made her way to the shelves with women’s costumes, so I decided to peruse the men’s shelves on the opposite side of the shop. I looked over the options casually, seeing if anything would jump out at me. I knew I’d probably end up getting something to match whatever Giselle picked — that’s how things usually went — but I figured if I saw something I really liked, I could make an argument for it.

I was inspecting a mummy outfit when I noticed a change in the smell of the place. It seemed that Ronald had started to burn some incense. A couple of minutes later the music changed as well to something that included chants in another language, one I certainly didn’t recognize. It felt like Ronald was shifting the atmosphere to have more of a witchy vibe.

A few minutes later the shopkeeper walked past me, and I realized I had just been standing there holding the mummy outfit and listening to the hypnotic lull of the chanting music.

“Follow me,” he said curtly, and I found myself complying without a second thought.

Ronald first walked up to the front of the store and flipped the sign on the door from open to closed.

“Is it already closing time?” I asked, wondering if he was getting ready to kick us out.

“Be silent,” came the reply.

I followed after Ronald again — now quietly — as he made his way to the back of the store. To the side of where the register was set up were a couple of doors with “changing rooms” written on the front. There was a cushioned bench next to them that seemed to serve as a waiting area for people to sit. But Ronald directed me to a high chair near the register.

“Sit,” he said, pointing at th chair authoritatively.

I did as he instructed.

“You will sit here and watch as your wife tries on some costumes,” the shopkeeper said, his face twisted with a malicious grin. “And no matter what else happens, you won’t interfere. In fact, you’ll enjoy watching everything that happens to her.”

My mind processed the words he had spoken, knowing on some deep level they were orders that I was meant to obey. I had the fleeting feeling that I should be worried or maybe even angered by both Ronald’s instructions and the fact that I was following them so readily. But as I continued to listen to the chanting music and breath in the sweet smell of the incense, those thoughts floated away.

Ronald disappeared amongst the shelves of the shop. A moment later I heard the sounds of conversation as he began talking to Giselle. I couldn’t make out what they were saying, but she sounded happy, her parts of the conversation punctuated with laughter. At some point, the two of them came up the to changing area, Ronald carrying a variety of costumes for my wife.

“Ronald suggested I should try on some different outfits to make sure I can find the perfect Halloween costume,” she said, smiling at me.

“You agree, don’t you?” the shopkeeper asked.

“Of course,” I replied, nodding at both of them.

“Let me set you up then,” Ronald said, speaking to my wife. He directed her into one of the changing rooms and followed after carrying the myriad of outfits he’d selected. I thought for a moment that he was going to remain inside with Giselle. Again I had a fleeting notion that him doing that would be wrong, that I should stop him or say something. But Ronald had told me that all I was to do was sit and watch and enjoy what I saw, and so that thought vanished as quickly as it had come.

“I think this one first,” I heard him say through the room’s door. Then a moment later he exited, making me feel even more foolish for thinking to worry. Ronald stood near the register paying me little mind, his attention fixated on the closed changing room door behind which my wife was putting on one of her costumes. His fingers drummed on the register counter impatiently. I tuned him out, listening more deeply to the music, the lull of the chanting, and an undercurrent of some other sound I just couldn’t quite grasp…

The sound of the changing room door opening brought me out of my reverie. As I watched Giselle emerge, I could see why Ronald had been waiting for her so excitedly. She was wearing a classic sexy nurse costume that hugged her petite but svelte form and ended just below her pert ass, letting her show off her shapely legs which were encased in thigh high white fishnet stockings. The whole ensemble was topped off by her white high heels and a white nurse cap that sat on top of her flowing blonde hair, both of which were marked with a red first aid symbols. Giselle smiled at both of us and struck a couple of quick poses to show off the costume.

“Hello, nurse!” Ronald said, his eyes drinking in her form. He began to walk towards her. “You are a very sexy woman, Giselle, and this definitely helps to show that off.”

I had to agree. She looked hot, and I enjoyed seeing her like this. I could feel my groin begin to stir. But my wife didn’t seem so happy with Ronald’s comments.

“Now, I — ”

“You like it when people notice how sexy you are,” the shopkeeper said, cutting off her objection. He began to circle her slowly as he spoke his taking in her body all the while. “It turns you on, knowing how much they appreciate your looks.”

“I…well, I do like a compliment,” Giselle said in a breathy voice. She was looking at Ronald with lustful eyes, her face starting to flush.

“As I was saying, you do look good in this costume,” the shopkeeper said appraisingly. “But you enjoy wearing things that show off even more of your body, don’t you?”

“Yes,” my wife answered, giving him a flirty wink.

“Well, I think I have another suggestion then,” Ronald said, directing her back into the dressing room.

They were in there for a few moments again when I heard my wife say, “oh, this looks fun!” Shortly after Ronald exited to let her change. He gave me a little sneer when he saw me sitting and watching the changing room door.

“You’re gonna love how she looks in the next costume,” he said. “And you’re going to love the attention your wife gets from other men, especially when she’s dressed like a slut.”

I nodded, his words seeping into my brain along with the sound of the music and smell of the incense. I knew they would be true, the things he was saying. I was already thinking about how other men would look at Giselle wearing the nurse’s outfit, how hot it would be to go to a party with her wearing that, how aroused I would get watching her flirt with other men.

Then my wife walked out of the changing room in a new outfit that I knew would get her even more looks. She was wearing a black strapless teddy bodysuit reminiscent of the classic Playboy Bunny outfit. The snug costume showed off the curves of her supple body, and the bodice pushed up her breasts to showcase the most cleavage possible. Her legs were now fully on display all the way up to her rear and sculpted by black heels she wore with the costume. Of course it was all topped off with the bunny ear headband she wore.

“My, my, my,” Ronald said in an approving tone that solicited a broad smile from wife. “You look even sexier than before. Turn around and let us see the backside.”

“Of course,” she said, turning her back to us. I could now see the little cotton tail that was attached to the back of the bodysuit just above her ass. She bent at the waist and wiggled her butt while looking over her shoulder at us and smiling coyly.

“Ravishing,” Ronald said, as he walked up behind her. He placed his hand on her ass and squeezed.

“Hey — ” Giselle began to object.

“It’s okay, you enjoy being touched, even by men you don’t know,” Ronald said. “And you don’t mind if their hands find your most intimate parts either.”

“Oh…of course not,” Giselle sighed. “I don’t mind at all.”

Some small part of my brain registered that this was wrong, that I shouldn’t be letting another man touch my wife like this, and that I should be enraged that she was going along with it. But just as quickly as that thought appeared it floated away. It didn’t align with what Ronald had told me to do.

“I fact, you like getting close to men and arousing them,” Ronald said to Giselle. “It makes you aroused, doesn’t it, you naughty girl?”

He spun her around so that she was facing me and stood directly behind her. He moved to press against her, and she pressed back, grinding her ass into his crotch.

“Mmm…oh yes,” she said.

“And I know your husband likes to watch when you do this to other men, when you get them hard, isn’t that right?”

“Yes,” I replied, nodding along with my answer to his question.

Ronald smiled and let his hands drift along my wife’s sides until they came to rest on her breasts. He gave them a gentle squeeze through the bodysuit while she let out a soft moan of appreciation and continued to grind against him.

“Oh this is nice,” he said. “But I can think of something even better, something that will let you show off even more.”

“Show me,” Giselle said.

Ronald turned her and pointed her back to the changing room. This time he squeezed her ass as he followed her inside. My wife responded only by giggling.

This time when the door closed, Ronald didn’t come out. “You don’t mind when men see you naked, in fact you enjoy it, even if they’re strangers,” I heard him say to Giselle. I heard my wife assent. I think there was some other conversation between them, but I didn’t really follow it. I became lost in the music again, at least until they re-emerged.

Now my wife was dressed in a sexy school girl outfit that featured a white cropped top that showed off her firm midriff and was tied between her breasts. Beneath that she wore a pleated red and black skirt along with some white thigh high stockings.





“This is one of my favorite costumes right here,” Ronald said, as he presented Giselle. She did a little twirl showing off the full range of the outfit for both of us. “I think in part it’s because I’m a dirty old man who enjoys this whole dirty school girl aesthetic. But there are other benefits.”

He positioned himself behind my wife and began to run his hands along her bear midriff. When his hands reached her breasts, he began to squeeze and massage them through the top. My wife moaned at his ministrations and leaned her body back into his. Then I saw his fingers move and begin to untangle the knot that held the top together. In a moment it fell open, revealing her tits.

“Oh yes,” Giselle sighed, as Ronald’s fingers began to play over the bare skin of her breasts, alternately rubbing them gently and pinching her nipples.

“You see, it provides such easy access,” Ronald said, smiling at me as he played with my wife’s tits. “And that’s true below as well, especially when there aren’t any panties involved.”

He moved one of his hands away from Giselle’s breasts and lifted up the skirt to reveal her fully shaved pussy, which was slick with her juices. He displayed it to me for a moment before his hand continued downwards, and it wasn’t long before he had one of his digits moving over my wife’s clit.

In one evening my wife, who had been with no one else since we’d started dating, had now allowed a stranger to play with her most intimate areas. And instead of being angry or heartbroken, my only response was the feeling of my dick swelling with enjoyment.

“Mmm…oh yes…yessss…!” Giselle moaned as the shopkeeper worked her, his fingers beginning to slip inside of her wet cunt.

“Yeah, you like that, don’t you?” Ronald said. “You like it when a man plays with you. You want every man to be able to do it.”

Giselle only responded with a moan.

“I bet you want my dick inside you too,” Ronald pressed.

“Ungh!”

“Say it,” he insisted.

“I want your dick in me!” my wife yelled.

Ronald growled in triumph, his eyes glaring at me with malicious satisfaction. He moved away from Giselle and bent her over the cushioned bench near the changing rooms, her hands propping her up as she thrust out her rear. I heard him unzip his pants before he pushed the skirt up around her waist and positioned himself behind her. My wife’s loud moan of ecstasy let me know when he had entered.

“Oh! Yes! Fuck! Fuck me! Yes!”

I listened to Giselle call out with each of his thrusts, heard the slap of his crotch and fat stomach against my wife’s pert ass every time he rammed into her. I watched her face twist in pleasure, a vision of euphoria that was far beyond even her vocal expressions of joy, and I saw her tits swing back and forth every time he drove into her.

I didn’t move. It didn’t matter that my wife was now being fucked by someone other than me, or that we had been off birth control for almost a month while we attempted to get pregnant for this first time, and she was now with someone unprotected. I did as I was told. I sat. I watched. And I enjoyed. I could feel my cock straining against my pants, my boxers slick with pre-cum that was making the whole of my crotch sticky.

“Oh man, this pussy is so good!” Ronald grunted. He looked at me and snarled. “You love watching other men fuck your wife, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I said.

“Say it, say it for me!” he demanded.

“I love watching other men fuck my wife!” I yelled, trying to meet the requirements of his order.

“Oh yeah! You hear that?” he asked my wife. “Your husband likes watching you with other men. And you like fucking them, don’t you?”

“Oh yes!” Giselle moaned, her eyes half shut.

“Yeah, you’re just a slut who wants every cock she can get,” Ronald huffed as he continued to thrust. “Ain’t that right?”

“Ungh, yes, ungh, I’m a slut! I want every cock I can get!”

“Oh, naughty girl,” Ronald said, slowing his pace. He pulled back and slapped my wife across her ass. “But at least you can admit it. And now, I want you to ride me.”

He pulled her off the bench and began to cast aside his clothing. Eager to have him back inside her, my wife began to help him, her fingers moving to the buttons of his shirt. Soon his soft, overweight body was fully revealed. But my wife didn’t care about any of that. Her eyes were glued to his cock, the tool that was about to give her continued satisfaction. He lay down on the cushioned bench, and in moments she had shucked aside her own top and the skirt bottom and was mounting him.

“Oooh yessss!”

I watched as she lowered himself onto his pole. In moments she had re-established a rhythm, and her screams and the sounds of their flesh colliding filled the store. Her tits flopped up and down as she rode him, sweat budding over her skin.

“Oh God, I’m gonna cum,” Ronald said, his breathing labored.

“Ungh! Oh! Not inside!” Giselle tried to force out.

“I’m gonna cum inside you!” Ronald countered. “I’m gonna fill you up, and you’re gonna love it!”

“Oh! Yes! Oh God! Fuck me! I want you in me!”

“And when I cum, you’re gonna cum,” Ronald grunted. “Any time a man cums for you, you’re gonna cum. It gets you off knowing how much you’ve pleased them.”

“Oh! Oh! Yes! Please!”

Giselle was beyond words as her brain took in and processed Ronald’s orders. I could see her eyes rolling up inside her head, even as she continued to ride him.

“Here it comes!”

Ronald grabbed her hips and began to thrust erratically upwards, yelling out in ecstasy. My wife gripped his hands and held on as he drove into her, her whole body shuddering with orgasm as her lover erupted inside her. Her head fell back and a wail escaped her lips unlike anything I had ever heard from her when we made love. My cock strained against my pants as I watched her.

The two of them collapsed onto each other. Ronald wrapped his arms around Giselle’s petite frame. She lay against him, blonde hair splayed across his chest, his cock still embedded in her. They lay there, breathing in and recovering from the exertion of the excitement they had just experienced. But after a few minutes Ronald began to whisper into Giselle’s ear.

My wife rose from her position atop her lover, a combination of his and her juices running down the inside of her thighs as she detached from him. She walked over to me, all smiles, and laid a hand on my crotch. I knew she could feel both how hard I was and how sticky my pants were from the pre-cum I’d been leaking.

“Mmm…liked what you saw, baby?” she asked, as she delicately undid my fly.

“Uh-huh,” I gasped, as her hand gripped by erect member.

“That’s good,” she said, beginning to stroke me. “Because I want, no I need, to do more of this, and I want to make sure you’re happy too.”

“Oh…ugnh, oh yeah!” I grunted.

“I’m so happy you enjoy watching me have fun,” she said. “You’ll get to watch a lot more soon enough.”

The thought of her doing this more was all it took for me to spasm. My cock pulsed in her hand, my seed spurting up into the air. Unlike Ronald’s seed it wouldn’t end up inside Giselle, the woman who was my wife. And yet somehow that was even hotter.

“There you go, baby,” Giselle cooed. She patted my deflating cock. “Don’t say I never take care of you.”

And with that she sauntered back towards the changing rooms. Ronald, standing now, grinned at me.

“You’re going to enjoy your new life and all of the fun that Giselle gets up to,” he said. And I knew that statement was going to prove to be true.

He followed my wife into the changing room. When he entered he left the door open, and I could see him approach my wife, his hands playing over her naked body as she tried to get dressed. She giggled at his overtures, and it wasn’t long before she dropped her clothes and turned back to him, letting him embrace her and pull her in for a deep kiss.

“Mmm, hard again, are we?” I heard her say, when their lips parted.

I watched as she put her hands against the wall of the changing room and bent at the waist. Ronald looked over at me with an evil smile as he positioned himself behind her and stroked his cock. Soon he was pushing into her, and my wife was letting out a gasp of pleasure. I hardened again as I watched the two of them mate once more in the changing room.

About an hour later we walked out of the store. I paid for all of the costumes Ronald had set aside, plus some others Giselle hadn’t tried on but that he was sure he would like. He made her promise that she would stop by the store after work until Halloween when his contract ran out. On top of that, he gave her an invite to a party one of his friends was hosting.

As we walked back to our car, I thought about that party, about all of the strange men who would be ogling my wife, who would be feeling her up, who would be fucking her, who might impregnate her. My cock was rock hard by the time I sat down in the driver’s seat to bring us home.

And that was from just thinking about one of the parties we’d been invited to this Halloween season…
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