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Dedication


For my two beta readers. I hope you’re happy with what you got stuck in my head after reading your monster stories.  
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Chapter 1


It takes my brain a few moments to figure out what the annoying beep is. Groaning, I roll over and blindly fumble around the nightstand until I encounter the rubbery edges on my phone case. I crack my eyes open, swipe my alarm off, and blink at the illuminated numbers.  
Ugh. I hate mornings.
The other side of the bed is empty and cold. My husband, Lucas, leaves for work by the time I wake up, which is probably for the best. I’m a grumpy bear before my morning coffee. 
I force myself out of bed and stumble into the kitchen. Yawning, I notice Lucas sent me a text message. 
He better not have forgotten to put the trashcan on the curb again. If I have to put shoes on, he’s going to experience the full fury of my inner beast.
Lucas: You never told me what costume you’re wearing tonight.
Oh right, it’s Halloween. Yeah, I need coffee for this conversation. Tapping my fingers on the counter, I stare at my drip coffee maker. Could it go slower? I’ll be forty by the time my drink is ready. 
Fuck it. I type out my reply to Lucas.
Me: Ugh, do we have to go? My draft is due to my editor Monday.
I’m a full-time indie author and my life is pretty crazy awesome. Since I was young, I’ve been writing stories on whatever scraps of paper I could find. I’d spend hours daydreaming elaborate conversations between imaginary people. I loved writing, but my parents didn’t think writing was a viable career, so I struggled through a business degree. 
The only good thing to come out of my college years was meeting Lucas. He was a nerdy math major who was the first guy to see the “me” beyond the petite frame, generous breasts, and blonde hair. He claims he won the lotto with me, but in reality, we both won. Before him, my dating life was a string of boys. Oh, they were fun to toy with, but not worth sticking with long term.
We married right out of college. I worked boring desk jobs and wrote smutty fanfiction on breaks and in the evenings. Four years ago, I got brave enough to self-publish an erotic vampire reverse harem novel, and it blew up. I’ve been riding the high since, but even though I work from home, I sometimes struggle to stay on track. It’s too easy to waste my day on social media or instant messaging my best friend, Miri.
Being an author is awesome, but it’s not the best part of my life. No, that’s Lucas. He’s the most amazing man on the planet, and being in a relationship where your partner lets you be the real you is everything.
I always struggled with the idea of monogamy. One man for the rest of my life? It didn’t sound appealing until I met Lucas. I wanted it all: a man at home, others when I wanted, and maybe some extra action on the side. But just because I wanted it didn’t mean it was going to happen. My parents taught me that marriage means you found the last person you’re ever going to fuck. In the end, I decided Lucas was worth it. I set aside my concerns about not being satisfied with one guy and said “I do” while still daydreaming of my own reverse harem.
I didn’t tell Lucas about my filthy fantasies of sleeping with other men, using my writing to explore those desires. My husband is a visual creature and prefers porn to erotica, so he didn’t read my stories. He didn’t realize I wrote about women fucking multiple men.
A couple of years ago, I noticed our computer browser’s history was full of wife sharing porno. I watched a few for research — yeah… research — and I jumped Lucas in a frenzy when he got home from work. After a round of sweaty sex and a fabulous orgasm, I questioned him about his porn preference. He admitted to having fantasies of other men fucking me.
I never imagined I would marry a man who enjoyed sharing me. Hell, I didn’t even know it was an option. What followed was a wild year of sexual exploration that has settled into a comfortable, yet exciting, routine where Lucas selects men for me to fuck. My dear husband has a kink about listening to me with the other guys and imagining what is happening, so he’s never in the room with us. He finds the men, invites them over, and I fuck them in our spare room. It’s hot as hell to be plowed by another guy, knowing that Lucas is listening from the other side of the wall and stroking.
Dammit. Not today. Lucas won tickets to a Halloween haunted house in a work raffle, and he expects me to go with him. This is so not on my to-do list. I usually enjoy holidays, but I’m not feeling it this year. I didn’t even buy candy to give out. My phone dings, bringing me back to my immediate problem.
Lucas: Yes, you promised. Now go figure out what you’re going to wear.
Bleh. I stick my tongue out at the phone and want to have a tantrum, but I have to be an adult since I agreed to go.
Me: Fine. I’ll decide after I get caffeine in me.
Lucas replies with a kissing emoji. I pout as I pour my coffee.
Dammit, why did you have to win the stupid raffle? Angst simmers in my stomach as my muscles tighten. The looming Monday deadline stresses me out, and wasting time at a haunted house doesn’t help.
I drain my first cup of coffee and pour a second before taking the mug with me into our walk-in closet. Now to find a dumb costume I can recycle from past years. I dig around. Fifteen minutes later, I have three options laid out on the bed and I’m sending Miri a text. I’ll let her choose.
Me: OK, I need your help with my costume. I can be a slutty nun, slutty cop, or slutty bunny.
It doesn’t take long for her reply.
Miri: You should probably be a slutty something tonight.
Her message ends with an emoji of a face with its tongue sticking out. I gaze upwards and count to four slowly. I’m going to need more coffee to deal with her and Lucas today.
Me: Come on, pick for me. He’s dragging me to this stupid-ass haunted house. Make my life easier.
Earlier in the week, I told her about the tickets that Lucas won. She thought it sounded fun, and I offered to let her go in my place. When she joked about fondling Lucas’s ass in a dark room, I rescinded the offer. I’m assuming she was kidding, but she and her husband recently opened their marriage and she fucked a guy we went to high school with, so I wasn’t sure.
Mary: OK, spoilsport. Be a slutty Jessica bunny and twitch your tail at that sexy husband of yours. Make him wish you were at home.
I narrow my eyes and tense my shoulders when she says Lucas is sexy. I realize what happened and roll them, snickering at myself. Shit, I need to lighten up. She’s not trying to get with Lucas, and he is quite delicious. He was geeky in college, but he filled out and gained confidence. I’ve noticed women eying him when we’re out shopping.
Me: Thanks, bunny it is!
Well, that’s settled. Now on to important matters. Slumping my shoulders, I expel a huge, dramatic sigh as I carry my mug to the office to fix the plot hole I found in my story.




OceanofPDF.com

Chapter 2


Around lunch time, Lucas texted me and told me he’s leaving work a few hours early and he wants me ready to leave when he gets home. Once I focused I flew through my editing, so I treated myself to a long shower and gave extra attention to grooming Ms. Kitty. If I twitch my tail enough, I’m positive I’ll get a vigorous fucking once we’re home. 
The costume is simple. It’s a relic of my college years, when I thought being a Playboy Bunny was glamorous. It’s a black satin one-piece body suit with no shoulder straps that plunges so deep in the front my breasts spill over the top. The outfit zips up the back and has an attached white fluffy tail and matching rabbit ears. If I’m being honest, it’s a fancy bathing suit. 
I slip on a pair of black spiked heels. Yeah, it’s a dumb choice for shoes, but whatever. I’m going with it.
Should I have reminded Miri what the costume looked like? We’ve been friends since middle school, so she saw it years ago. 
Nah. I bet she would have still said to be a slutty bunny. Lucas is lucky I’m wearing a costume and not my flannel pajamas. It would’ve served him right if I met him at the door in my comfy PJs and announced I was going as an indie author.
Once I got more in the holiday spirit, I took the time to style my long, blonde hair in loose curls because it’s Lucas’s favorite. I carefully apply my makeup, and when I examine myself in the mirror, I feel sexy as all fuck. The high heels give the illusion of long legs on my five-foot-nothing frame. At thirty-three, my hips are fuller than they were in college, but the costume still fits. If anything, it might possibly look better, now that I have more to fill it. This is a delightful self-confidence boost and I’m ready to wow Lucas… and get fucked.
My phone rings when it’s almost time for Lucas to get home and the lock screen says it’s him.
I give a hesitant, “Hello?”
The traffic noises in the background tell me he’s somewhere outside. “Hey, I stopped to get gas and I’m five minutes away. Are you ready?”
My pulse quickens with desire. Now that I’m in my slutty costume with a shaved Ms. Kitty, I really just want to stay home and fuck like rabbits. I never told Lucas what I was wearing. Will he even remember it?
I keep my voice light and flirty. “Yep, your sexy bunny is ready for you.”
“Is that the costume with the black bodysuit and white tail?”
Giggling, I purr, “Maybe. You’ll see when you get here.”
“Hmm… No. Take a picture of yourself and send it to me. No excuses. Do it.”
His command thrills me. Since I’m standing by the mirror in the bedroom, I tell him to hold on and snap a side-view photo. This way, he can appreciate my shapely ass and the bunny tail.
I send it to him. “It’s on its way. You can admire my tail.”
He’s silent for a few seconds before he gives a husky reply. “That is very nice.”
My body warms at his tone and Ms. Kitty is already wet, contemplating all the wicked things we could do later. The car chimes as he climbs in and slams the door shut. The background noise is gone, and I can hear him clearly.
“So, do you want to have a little fun tonight?”
My pussy buzzes and a flutter of pleasure runs down my legs. I know my dear husband. When he suggests “fun”, it usually ends up with his cock inside me in a semi-public location. Does he want to fuck me around the back of the haunted house?
I try to sound sexy to entice him. “I’m always interested in a good time. What do you have in mind?”
I can hear the smile in his voice when he answers. “His name is Chris.”
Whoa, what’s this? He wants me to fuck someone named Chris. Is Chris going to be there tonight? Is this a work buddy of his?
I clench my thighs together in anticipation. The last shred of annoyance at having to go to the haunted house vanishes. “Do we know a Chris?”
He snorts. “Not yet. But you could become intimately acquainted with him tonight.”
I should joke with him and tell him no, but it’s pointless. He knows me too well. I have no reason to play coy.
“I think me and Ms. Kitty are very eager to meet Chris.”
He laughs when I stress the word “very”. 
“OK, baby. Consider it done. I’ll be there in a few minutes. I’m going to message Chris the picture of the sexy bunny he’s fucking.”
He signs off with, “Love you. See you in a few,” and I barely have time to tell him I love him back before he ends the call. My brain whirls and I stare at my phone. Tonight just got interesting. The growing wetness between my thighs proves I’m definitely intrigued by becoming acquainted with this Chris person.
Ms. Kitty offers her approval and my pussy clenches as I daydream about being fucked by a stranger. Lucas always listens in and gets worked up, and then afterwards he unloads his pent up sexual tension on me and reminds me I’m his. I wasn’t sure sex was on the menu tonight and now I’m getting two cocks. God, I really am living the dream.
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Chapter 3


Lucas doesn’t need much time at home since he wore his costume to work. He’s dressed as a 70s hippie, and I enjoy the view of his ass in the corduroys as I follow him out to the car. 
Once we’re buckled in, I press him for details. “So… Is Chris a work friend, or did you meet him on the app?”
Lucas finds men for me to fuck on an app and invites them over to our house. It’s been less than a handful of times I’ve fucked someone anywhere else, and he keeps the app a secret so I can’t sneak a peek at the pool of candidates. Spoilsport.
My sweet husband is driving, and gives me a side-eye flicker as he keeps his attention on the road. “Neither.”
Ugh, is he trying to be annoying? “Okay, so how do you know Chris?”
“Aren’t you the curious bunny tonight?”
I vacillate between thoughts of punching his arm or blowing him a kiss for being so damn annoyingly cute.
I deepen my voice and try to sound threatening. “You’re going to have a cranky bunny on your hands if you don’t tell me how you know him.”
The corners of his mouth pull up. “Let’s say he’s a friend of a friend, and I heard he enjoys playing with married women.”
Mmm, yeah, that’s an acceptable answer. I shift in the seat and wish Lucas was rubbing between my legs. I stare out the window and study the passing fields. Wherever he’s taking me is a fair distance out of town, but it’s not dark yet since he got off work early.
In the end, it doesn’t matter how he found Chris. I trust Lucas and I’m rarely disappointed. In fact, the only time in the last year he chose badly was when he invited over a guy who showed up in assless chaps. Chappy, as I dubbed the dude, was an eager one-minute man. After Chappy apologized and left, Lucas fucked me for hours to make up for it.
The drive takes around thirty minutes and when we pull into a dirt parking lot, I’m surprised by how few cars there are for Halloween.
“Where is everyone?”
“Oh.” He shrugs with feigned casualness. “The haunted house doesn’t open for another hour. We’re getting a semi-private tour.”
My brain blips out for a moment and I consider what this might mean. Ms. Kitty adds her two cents.
Lucas stops the car and angles his body towards me. “Baby, once we’re in there, if we’re separated, I want you to go with it.”
My eyes grow round and my pulse beats faster. “Something is happening IN the house?”
Lucas leans forward and I instinctually meet him halfway.
He brushes his lips against mine. “Nothing is going to happen you don’t want. Chris knows your safe word and I’ll be within hearing distance.”
All my nerve endings zing. I never included a haunted house in my fantasies, but I’m totally on board with the plan.
I throw myself across the seat to give him an enthusiastic kiss. “Okay, love. Let’s do this. I’m ready to get boned by a skeleton!”
He barks out a laugh as we climb out of the car. I faintly hear him mutter, “He’s not a skeleton.”
I don’t want to know what Chris’s costume is, so I don’t ask for clarification. This idea of anonymous, filthy haunted house sex is the fantasy I never knew I wanted. I’m so wet my costume is going to be a mess by the end of the night. It’s a good thing it’ll be dark when we leave.
I slide my palm into Lucas’s and we head towards a wooded path. There’s a house faintly visible through the trees. I was daydreaming when Lucas told me about the haunted house, but I remember him saying it’s run by an escape room company and they turn it into a haunted house for two weeks every October. 
Lucas squeezes my hand and glances at me. “Are you ready?”
Desire burns a pit in my stomach, and I lick my lips. “Hell yes. Bring on the monster fucking.”
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Chapter 4


The path through the trees is lit by hanging lanterns. The gravel crunches under our feet and walking in heels is difficult. I have to watch the ground to make sure I don’t trip. Yep, I’m an idiot. I mentally curse myself until we enter a clearing. 
The house isn’t one of those cheesy haunted mansions you see at carnivals. It appears to be a genuine abandoned house. Broken windows line the front with scraps of old wood slapped over the openings. Any unbroken windows are dirty, and the yard is a jungle of knee-high weeds. It has a slanted porch with damaged railings that has seen better days. The warped siding was once blue, but now it’s mostly stripped of paint and chipped. This is not what I was expecting. What the fuck sort of janky business is this?
We’re greeted outside by a woman in her early twenties dressed in a fairy costume with an apron tied around her waist. The semi-normal Halloween costume eases some of my concerns.
Her “Hello!” is perky, and she eyes our costumes. “A hippie and a bunny. You must be here for Chris.”
I glance sharply at her as Lucas replies, “Yep.”
Lucas hands her our tickets, and she slides them into a pocket of her apron with a wide smile. “You can head in. Chris said he would find you inside.”
Lucas thanks the fairy, and we walk towards the house. Apprehension looms over me with each unsteady step. What are we doing here? This doesn’t seem like fun times. He holds my hand to help me across the porch and I hold my complaints, trying to keep an open mind.
The door is wide open, the inside dark. My heart beats double time, and I want to turn around. I’m doubting Chris is worth this. I hate scary things. A funhouse would have been so much better.
As soon as we pass the threshold, we’re immediately hit with a waft of stale air. A wall blocks the path straight in front of us and a crooked sign hangs on the wall with a double-sided arrow that states, “Pick a direction.” 
Lucas grins at me. “You choose.”
Sure, give me the choice between two evils, so when something bad happens, it’s my fault. 
I shake off the thought as unworthy. Lucas is many things, but he’s never set me up for anything unpleasant. I tip my head and take all of two seconds before tugging him to the left. I read somewhere that if given an option, most people choose right. Ever since then, I made it a point to go left. If fucked up shit was going to go down in a haunted house, something told me it would be to the right.
I haven’t been to many haunted houses, but this one isn’t like any of them. I was expecting amusement park spooky music and ghosts booing and swinging out at me, but none of that happens and it’s creeping me out. They wouldn’t charge if nothing happens, so I get more anxious by the second. My writers’ imagination is having a field day and I’m hating every step.
We walk through a short, dirty hallway with cobwebs lining the ceiling. 
Ewww, they’re real. 
Sticky webs line the top of the walls, and I press closer to Lucas’s side. Movement out of the corner of my eye has me peering at the webbing. Shit, I think there’s something up there. I swear I see something black and small moving fast behind the white wisps.
Oh, hell no! 
We need to leave. A shiver runs down my spine and the hairs on the back of my neck stand up while I fight the urge to scratch all over. If a spider dropped on me, it could easily slide right down my cleavage. Yeah… this isn’t sexy scary and was a bad idea. Bad, bad idea. Terrible. The worst ever.
Somehow I keep moving. The end of the hall opens up to a creepy-ass nursery. The walls are half-covered with ripped and faded wallpaper, and the room is full of broken furniture. A rocking chair in the corner moves on its own. The sound of a baby crying fills the space. I grip Lucas’s hand tighter and stumble into him. It’s faint and the echoes give it an eerie tone. I take deep breaths. 
Chill out, Jessica. It’s a recording. None of this is real.
Lucas holds my arm and I about jump straight in the air when the crib shakes. The baby blanket on the mattress balloons as if there’s now a baby underneath it. 
“This is scary,” I moan-whisper to Lucas and keep a death grip on his hand.
His presence is the only thing keeping me from screaming and running out of here. The ghostly cry continues, louder and stronger, and the crib shakes furiously until the mattress bounces and the legs clatter against the floorboards. Um, yeah, it might be time to nope the fuck out of here.
When the rocking chair speeds up, I yank Lucas towards the door on the opposite wall. He gives no resistance as we scurry out of the fucked-up nursery. My anxiety eases slightly once we’re in another short hallway. There are three doors at the end in a T pattern, so we’ll have to choose our direction again. I’m soooo making Lucas pick this time, so I can blame him if something goes wrong.
We pause at the end and look into the room straight ahead. It’s an old timey kitchen, which reassures me for a moment. Then I look up. Knives hang from the ceiling, dangling above the path leading to the doorway on the other side. Okay, that’s an enormous hell no. Yep, I’m done here.
Turning to Lucas, I open my mouth to tell him we’re leaving, when something from the right-hand doorway grips my arm and yanks me into the room. The door slams shut. I scream, and a warm hand covers my mouth, muffling my cries.
A werewolf holds me captive while I tremble and blink to clear my vision. I stop screaming as tiny details come into focus. It’s really a dude in a costume — not that I think werewolves are real. He’s wearing ripped jeans and combat boots, but from the waist up, he’s furry with a full mask that obscures his face. The costume is good quality, and if I saw him in the woods, I’d run for it. I mean, hell, I’m about ready to run for it right now.
My stomach muscles tighten and blood rushes in my ears. The hand against my mouth is very much human, but a fake wolf’s paw covers the backside and attaches with elastic around his palm. If his arms were at his side, he’d look as if he had furry hands with claws.
A mental image of me fucking a werewolf pops into my head and my heart hammers again, but excitement ripples through me as well. Ms. Kitty buzzes a little and I feel the heat of a blush on my face. Huh, okay. I’m not hating this idea. 
When he removes his hand, he steps back and examines me quietly. Shit, am I supposed to say something?
My throat is dry, and I swallow so I can speak. “You’re Chris?”
This better be Chris. Otherwise, I’m going to scream Bloody Mary again.
The werewolf nods. His voice is gruff. “Now is your chance to run away.”
Run away? The decision hangs in the air for a moment.
Now that I’ve got my bearings and I know this is Chris, that tempting, delicious, forbidden lust burns through me and my nipples harden. God, is it fucked up that I’m getting turned on by this?
Shame and desire war inside my brain. I want him to fuck me savagely until I can’t think. A delicious shudder ripples through me at the thought of us rutting like wild beasts. Oh yeah, I want this. I suppress a grin. Somehow Lucas knew and arranged it.
Stepping closer to him, I give him a sultry smile. “Do your worst.”
Okay, maybe I shouldn’t have said that. Lust zings straight to my pussy and I get a slutty, naughty thrill. I’m getting off on this way more than I would have thought.
The werewolf nods but doesn’t speak as he steps closer. He twists me around and shoves me against the nearest wall, smashing my breasts against the rough plaster.
I gasp, “Oh,” as he yanks down the zipper of my costume.
Shit, I guess we’re starting. I had a few scenarios in my head of how tonight might play out, and being used by a werewolf wasn’t one I considered. I mean, it’s awesome, but still…
A thud on the floor startles me and I glance down. The werewolf mask’s empty eyes stare at me. Uh oh. In every horror movie I’ve watched, if you see the evil guy’s face, you’re a goner. This better not be a horror erotica movie.
Despite how fucked up this is, the hint of danger is turning me into a needy mess. Wet heat flares between my legs and I imagine myself on my knees, sucking his cock. A terrible hunger crawls into my brain and I want to beg him to use me however he wants.
Chris yanks the top of my costume down, exposing my breasts to the cool air. He tugs the fabric over my curvy hips until it drops to the floor. I step one foot out so I don’t get tangled in it and trip. Removing that one piece leaves me naked, since I’m not wearing panties or a bra. Ms. Kitty gets even wetter at the harsh treatment as wild, raw need flutters in my core.
When he grinds against my ass and my nipples scrape the plaster, I moan from the intense pleasure-pain. He’s nice and hard through his jeans, and a switch flips in my brain. Everything is now erotic instead of scary. I’m loving every minute of this.
I moan as he kisses the back of my neck and rasps, “Has a werewolf ever bred you?”
My brain freezes for a split second.
Holy fuck.
I’m not in a horror movie. This is one of my motherfucking novels. Or nearly so. It would have been vampire breeding if I wrote it, but you can bet your ass I’m going to write a filthy werewolf story after this.
I moan loudly. “No, I haven’t.”
He brings his hands around to my breasts and tugs on my nipples. He continues to rub against my ass and the friction of his jeans increases my need to have a cock inside me. 
No one said I had to pretend to fight, and I’d rather play easy to get. “Mmmm, I’m ready for breeding.”
My novels always have kick-ass women who embrace the weird shit that happens to them, so if this is my novel, my protagonist would plead for a hard breeding. 
He stops playing with my tits and forces my legs apart with his knee. I adjust my position to give him better access as he glides his hand down the curve of my ass cheek, caressing me. He slides his fingers against my pussy and grazes my wet folds. It’s enough to drive me crazy.
He’s teasing me and doesn’t press his finger in. “I’m not sure my bunny is ready to be bred yet. I think she needs to be stroked some more.”
Lucas is probably laughing his ass off at this dirty talk… or maybe not. He’s probably stroking his cock and imagining all of this.
“Whatever you want.” I groan as he presses a finger into my wetness and seeks my clit.
“Yes,” he growls. “It is whatever I want.”
He rubs circles on my clit, and a shock of pleasure consumes me. “Oh, fuck.”
A gush of wetness coats his hand, and I arch against him as he continues to tease my swollen bundle of nerves. His warm breath on my neck thrills me, and I’m transported when he growls and bites my shoulder. He doesn’t do it hard enough to break the skin, but it’s going to leave a mark.
This is more like it.
I embrace the fantasy. I close my eyes and imagine he’s still wearing the mask. I’m bent over a log in a forest, not imagining an actual werewolf, but the idea of a guy in a costume breeding me in the woods hits a kink I didn’t know I had.
He continues to fondle me with one hand. My breathing speeds up at the sound of his zipper. When his bare cock presses between the cleft of my buttcheeks, I moan as my pussy throbs with pleasure. He shoves me closer to the wall. I have to turn my head and put the side of my face against the cold plaster. My moans get louder as he slides the tip of his cock up and down my wet folds, not pressing in… not giving me what I crave.
A forbidden hunger makes me whimper. “Oh god, fuck me… Please.”
His voice rumbles in my ear. “Oh no, my bunny isn’t warmed up enough yet.”
The way he keeps saying “My bunny” has a possessive naughtiness to it. I’m Lucas’s bunny, but the more Chris repeats it, the more I want to be his as he fucks and breeds me.
He plays “just the tip” with my pussy. A ripple of bliss swirls in my core every time I think he’s finally going to plunge all the way in. I mewl in displeasure. Fuck, I need his cock NOW.
After several agonizing short thrusts, when he pulls out again, I cry out. “No, please, you can feel how wet your bunny is.”
He growls. “We’ll see.” 
He yanks me away from the wall and drags me over to an old dressing table with a cracked oval mirror. Chris forces my head to the surface and I catch a quick glimpse of him in the mirror before my face presses against the dusty table top.
Wow, he’s cute. He has pleasant features with dark, wavy hair. With the brief look, I don’t think I could pick him out of a crowd if I saw him again, but he’s not going to get tossed out of anyone’s bed for eating cookies and getting crumbs on the sheets.
He doesn’t ask me to, but I spread my legs as wide as I can. Since we’re now across the room, I don’t know how well Lucas can hear us. I’m going to need to moan louder for his enjoyment. The way my head is facing, I can see a four-poster bed with ratty blankets on it and I’m glad he didn’t drag me there. Yeah, no one wants to fuck on that bed. Being bent over this dirty table is much better.
This entire encounter is filthy, figuratively and literally, and I’m so on board with it. Miri won’t believe the night I’m having. Hell, maybe this would’ve been her if I had given her my ticket.
A sharp slap on my ass snaps me to attention. “Shit.”
The sting lingers as he presses his cock between my ass cheeks, placing pressure against a hole I wasn’t expecting him to use. Um, this dude doesn’t have lube. Fear lances my gut, but at the same time my pussy clenches in delight. This is exactly why I can’t trust Ms. Kitty. She’s all down with me getting ass fucked with no lube.
I’m about to protest when he shifts his position and drives straight into my pussy, drilling straight to my core.
“Ohhhhh my god.” I groan from an intense spike of pleasure.
His cock is massive, much bigger than Lucas, and I feel deliciously ripped apart. My head reels as he withdraws and slams into me again, setting a punishing pace.
“You like being bred by a werewolf?” he asks in a deep roar.
“Yes,” I gasp. “Fuck me harder.”
I don’t know why this absurd dirty talk is doing it for me, but every time he mentions breeding, I want to reply with disgusting things I’ve never said before… things I’ve never even thought about. I want to beg him to fill me with his seed, and put a baby in me. Tell him to fill my fertile womb.
I close my eyes and groan at my vulgar thoughts, and a warmth steals over me. A growing acceptance of my inner slut being unleashed sinks me into submission. He can do whatever he wants to me.
He laughs darkly, as if he can sense I’ve given up control. “I plan to breed you until you’re a wet puddle and my seed is dripping out of you.”
He takes a fistful of my hair and yanks my head back, growling as he slams into me repeatedly. I grip the sides of the vanity for leverage and my breasts scrape the surface, sending pings of bliss straight to my clit. His enormous cock feels spectacular as he stretches me wide. Jesus Christ, this is crazy and hot.
My arms shake from holding on as he rams forward, plunging himself inside me over and over again. My moans grow louder as every thrust brings me closer to the edge. I usually rub my clit to help me come, but this guy’s girth massages every inch of my cave walls and I’m going to come without any added help.
I need to see how raunchy this looks, so I open my eyes and stare into the broken mirror. His head is thrown back, and he’s holding onto my hips with one hand and my hair with the other as he jackhammers into me. He didn’t take off the chestpiece of his costume and his hands still have the fur covering. It’s a half werewolf, half human fucking me. Holy fuck, this is depraved.
My brain melts at the obscene visual and it catapults me over the edge. “Ohhhh, god!”
My back arches at the peak of my orgasm. Ripples of rapture shoot from my fingers to my toes, focusing on the nerve endings stretched around his massive tool. Waves of pleasure wash over me as he pants and fucks me harder.
I’m chanting “Fuck me” as the ecstasy spirals through me. What few thoughts I have outside the sensations blowing my mind are all about Lucas, standing in the hallway with his cock in his hand. He should have been in the room watching. This might be a once-in-a-lifetime fuck.
The bliss builds again, and just when I’m about to come for a second time, Chris shouts in pure male pleasure and explodes, coating me with his seed. He spasms against me, fucking his cum back into me for several seconds as I quiver underneath him.
When he’s finished pumping, he releases my hips with a loud grunt. A stream of hot cum pours out of my pussy and coats my thighs as he pulls out. His huge cock twitches as it empties itself and leaves a trail down my legs. My legs tremble from the tickling sensation and I have the urge to taste him. I realize I’d have to let go of the vanity to do that and I’d probably collapse to the floor, so I put it from my mind.
He slumps over me, putting his palms flat on the surface to hold his weight, and presses his head against my shoulder. We stay still for several moments until his heavy breathing slows. I watch him in the mirror as I process. I’m a mess and in desperate need of a shower since he’s been fucking me against dirty surfaces.
When his eyes meet mine in the mirror, they’re dark with satisfaction and full of wonderment.
“Thank you, Jessica.”
“You’re welcome.” I’m uncertain what else to say. I should probably thank him as well.
As he straightens up, his gaze drops to my thighs, smeared with his warm, sticky cum. I fight the urge to rub my thighs together, and he holds onto my upper arm to steady me as I stand. His arms wrap around me from behind, cupping my breasts with each hand. He skims his thumb across my nipples in an intimate gesture that sends tingles through me. He places a soft kiss on top of my hair, and I’m surprised by the intimate gesture.
“Your husband is waiting for you.”
I give him a hazy smile. “I need to get dressed.”
His soft chuckle reminds me he’s only a guy in a costume, no matter how much he rocked my world and possibly gave me a new kink. He drops his hands from my breasts and gets my costume from the floor. I shimmy into it. Chris zips up the back and plays with the bunny tail. I really need to thank him, but anything I could say seems inadequate.
I can’t simply walk out, so I have to try. “Thank you, Chris. This was… fucking magnificent.”
Instead of responding, he flashes me a wide smile and a dimple appears in his cheek. 
Oh hell, that’s adorable. 
And memorable. I’d probably be able to pick him out of a crowd now that I’ve gotten a better look at him. Lucas never picks the same guy twice, so is the only time I’ll ever see him.
Dammit. This is one time I wish Lucas would change his rule.
My body is cooling down, and I shiver as his cum dries on my thighs. I peer around the room, wishing there was something I could clean with. When I see Chris again, he’s slipped his werewolf mask on.
“Have a good night, Jessica.” It’s muffled, almost a growl, like he’s back into werewolf mode, and he heads into the hallway before I can reply.
Lucas steps into the room and approaches me cautiously. My heart catches in my throat and I want to rush to him. I’m a mass of confusion at how hot that was, and I’m silent as Lucas draws me towards him, encircling me with his arms. He cups my face and his thumb caresses my lips before he kisses me tenderly.
“Are you okay?”
I nod, not trusting myself to speak.
He presses a gentle kiss on my forehead before pulling away. “Listening to him talk about breeding you was hot.”
A quick glance at the bulge in his jeans confirms his words. Oh yeah, he liked it.
I can’t help myself and I stroke his hardness through the fabric. “Lucas, you really should have been watching.”
He groans. “Let’s go home. I want to fuck you.”
God, I love this man.
I tease him. “Yes please. I want your magnificent cock breeding my pussy and filling me with your seed.”
His eyes glitter and he gives a delighted laugh. “I’ll do whatever I want to you.”
Mmmm, now this is why I married him.
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Chapter 5


As soon as the front door closes behind us, Lucas shoves me against the wall and kisses me deeply, grinding his cock against my stomach. Looks like the car ride didn’t cool his ardor. He slides his arms around me and unzips my bodysuit, pulling it down to expose my breasts. His hands move to cup them and my nipples tighten in response. My ping of lust wakes up Ms. Kitty, who clearly informs me she’s ready for more action. 
“Fuck,” he growls as his mouth moves to my neck, nibbling and sucking on my skin. “I love your tits.”
He takes one of my nipples into his mouth and sucks hard, making me gasp. I hope he doesn’t want something long and drawn out, because I need him inside me. Soon. Sooner.
He pulls away, leaving me wanting more. Desire rips through me as he crushes his mouth to mine and kisses me while undressing himself. He separates enough to rip his shirt off before returning to my lips. Once he sheds the rest of his clothes, he grabs my hand and forces me towards the kitchen.
I fumble for a few steps before kicking my high heels off. My bodysuit is still halfway on, with my breasts bare. Lucas notices and pushes me against the edge of the table as he drags the costume down my hips.
“Spread your legs,” he commands, and I immediately open them.
My inner thighs are crusted with another man’s cum, but Lucas doesn’t care. The table edge digs into me as he pushes two fingers inside my pussy. I’m dripping all over his hand as he pumps them in and out, and I sigh at how incredible it feels.
“Jessica…?”
“Mmmm, yes?” I wish it was his cock sliding into me instead of his fingers, but this is a start. Ms. Kitty approves.
“Ask me to fuck you. I want to hear you say it.”
Squirming, I moan louder and embrace the sluttiness of what we’re doing. “Oh god, please fuck me. I need your cock inside me. Please.”
Removing his fingers from my pussy, he shoves me onto the kitchen table until I’m lying on my back. I’m dizzy with need as I spread my legs. Hell yeah, It’s time for his cock. Let the fun begin.
Again.
My relief is short-lived as he slips his fingers back inside me. Why won’t he give me his cock? He stands over me, one hand on my knee, holding them apart while he finger fucks me.
“Fuuuuck!” I writhe against his hand as the pleasure builds in my core. “Just fuck me, please!”
Lucas laughs and shakes his head as he moves the kitchen chair over so he can sit between my legs. He pulls me towards him and cups my pussy with both hands and spreads my lips, exposing my clit. His tongue glides over the sensitive nub, making me squeal.
“Are you sure?” His hot breath on my clit drives me wild and I squeal again. My hips buck, and he uses his free hand to guide them. He slides his fingers inside me to gather moisture, then rubs them together and places the wet tips against my asshole. I whimper at his touch and he raises his head to grin wickedly at me.
“Or maybe you want this tonight?”
I’m reminded of Chris, and how I half wanted him to fuck my ass, and my ready protest when I thought he was going to do it. But this is Lucas, not Chris, and I love him dearly. Lucas can do whatever he wants as long as I get his cock inside one of my holes.
Lucas spits on his finger and uses the lubrication from my pussy and his saliva to slide his finger gently into my ass. There’s a moment of discomfort, but I relax and revel in the sensation. When he pushes it deeper, I cry out from pleasure. A second finger follows, stretching me wide and filling me. He pumps them in and out slowly, making sure I feel every inch.
“Is this what my slutty wife wants tonight?”
“Yes, this… yes.” I whimper as he fingers my ass.
He pulls them out completely, and I mewl in disappointment. Why did he stop?
“You forgot something.” I raise my head and see his wicked grin. “It’s my choice, and I want your pussy.”
He stands, and I groan as he pushes his thick cock all the way inside my pussy until he bottoms out.
“Oh, fuck…” Swirls of bliss make me groan and writhe as I try to buck against him.
“You like this cock?”
“Oh god, yes. I love it. I can’t get enough of it.”
Whenever I fuck other men, he needs to hear how much I love his cock… and I really do. Other men may fuck me, but Lucas owns me, body and soul.
He pulls almost all the way out before slamming deep inside me, the motion bringing me to the brink of orgasm. The best thing about what Lucas and I do is no matter how slutty I am, he still loves me and wants me. I get to experience my most depraved fantasies and come home to be reclaimed by the man who accepts every facet of me.
Everything I’ve done tonight rolls through my mind — being pretend bred by a guy I don’t know, my husband’s fingers in my ass, and now I’m begging for his cock — and my brain shuts off.
The room fills with the sounds of wet slapping as he hammers into me, and uncontrolled words tumble out of my mouth. “Oh, god, yes! Give it to me. I want to come all over your cock.”
I need to watch his face as he cums inside me. It’s so fucking hot. I’m so turned on I can barely breathe.
He growls, “You’re such a dirty slut,” as he slams into me.
“Yes, yes, I am.” He whacks against my pussy harder.
“Do you want to come for me?”
“Yes,” I pant. “Please, let me come.”
He bucks his hips and moves a hand to hold my hip tightly, keeping me from rolling off the table. With his other hand, he rubs my clit. I can’t believe how good he makes me feel. He’s always there for me, always willing to take care of my needs and make sure I’m satisfied. I groan as he fucks me and applies pressure to my swollen bean. Energy builds in my core and my thigh muscles tighten.
“Oh god, I’m going to come,” I cry out.
“Tell me you want my cum.”
The room spins and I try to focus. “I want your cum, please.”
He thrusts harder, and his finger against my clit speeds up. I finally tip over the edge, and scream his name and arch my back as rapture courses through me. I struggle to keep my eyes open and locked onto his as I ride the waves of bliss. He gives a final hard whack and moans passionately as he climaxes. His eyes glaze with lust as he jerks against me, unloading his seed.
I’m in a daze as the ripples of pleasure become faint shivers of delight. He stays inside me until he softens before he pulls me into a sitting position and wraps his arms around me.
“That was amazing,” he whispers and kisses my forehead.
We hold each other close, basking in the afterglow of our orgasms. I might be embarrassed tomorrow when I think back to the crazy, over-the-top shit we said tonight in the heat of the moment, but hopefully it will help me write my werewolf breeding story.
As my mental fuzziness fades, I look down at his chest. He’s covered with streaks of grime that he got from me.
I laugh and kiss him. “Maybe next time you’ll give me the chance to clean up before you fuck me?”
“Hmm… maybe.”
Maybe my ass. There’s no way he’ll ever let me shower before reclaiming me. My wonderful husband loves it when I’m a dirty slut.
The End

[image: image-placeholder]Want more? Check out my website and get 2 hotwife shorts with Jessica. 
Husband Chooses a Nerdy Guy to Gives His Hotwife an Amazing Pussy Licking
Husband Chooses a Sexy Deviant to Thrill His Hotwife with Bondage and Spanking
Get them at:
https://lacey-cross.com/hotwife
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Jessica's Next Adventure


Horny Hotwife at the Con: Watching Her Take It 
[image: image-placeholder]
Her husband loves sharing her. He selects the men, and she never knows what to expect.
Jessica has a fantasy of getting a rough pounding from a massive, beefcake of a man. A chance encounter at a con fulfills her filthy dreams as she gets used roughly and filled.
What she wasn’t expecting was that this time her husband wants to watch.
Find it at: 
https://mybook.to/hornyhotwife
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