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“Edgar!” cried Aileen, and she tugged down the front of her bloodied dress and started to squeeze her tits.

Bubbles of blood popped at her throat as she gasped, and her moans seemed to squeeze out of her gullet too.

“Come!” insisted Edgar, breaking his mouth from its hold on her briefly.

He tongued at her slit, and I watched Aileen’s nipples stiffen up.  Her breasts turned fuller and the parts of her chest that weren’t covered in blood turned red and hot.

“Edgar!” she cried.

I was mesmerized.  I don’t mind admitting that.  I was caught somewhere between jealousy and arousal.  It was hot to see my husband satisfy Aileen, but I wished desperately that I was in her place.

Aileen thrashed wildly as she came, squeezing her muscles.  She flinched with each moan, and her big, beautiful tits wobbled out of her dress as she convulsed wildly.

“Edgar, you’ve done it!” she wept.

Edgar pulled back and I could see the contracting pussy of Aileen revealed.  It was smothered in spit, looking charged and puffy.

Edgar wiped his maw.  His white makeup had smudged, and he’d left an imprint on the inside of Aileen’s thigh.

“Now your cock!” she said, keeping her legs wide open and patting her pussy.

My mouth opened to protest, but no words came out.  I didn’t know what to say.  The bright lights of the bathroom were inescapable, and I was forced to watch in great detail as Edgar held his cock and steered it towards the waiting Aileen.

“Fuck me!” she begged.

“Edgar ...” I hushed, but my words lacked all conviction.

He kissed her as he docked his pussy against her soft flesh, and I could see them connect.  I watched the tip of his cock disappear as he pushed it into his lover.

“I want your cum!” Aileen said, pressing her forehead to Edgar’s and talking close to his mouth.

“You’re going to get it,” he said.

I felt like crying.  I slumped to the floor and lay at the base of the toilet, looking up at my husband as he began to satisfy another woman.

Neither of them looked at me.  It felt futile to cry.  I wasn’t deserving of their attention, but they were deserving of mine.  There was a passion and intensity occurring before me that I couldn’t ignore, even if my adulterous husband was half of the offending party.

His cock sprang out of her, coated in increasing amounts of her cum.  Aileen seemed to squeeze every ounce of eroticism from the moment, and her heady moans started to turn me wet.

It was pure ecstasy on her part, and I felt strangely proud that my husband could deliver for Aileen when he so often couldn’t for me.

I sat up on my knees and sniffled, watching as they kissed each other with messy tongues and open mouths.  All the while my husband thrust forwards, clapping against Aileen’s sex.

“Your cum!” Aileen begged.  “Come inside me!”

Edgar nodded.  “It’s not going anywhere else.”
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The Hamiltons didn’t do Halloween like your average couple.  They adored the holiday and pulled out all the stops in making every year more memorable than the last.

What made this easier was the fact that the Hamiltons were richer than all hell, and this year they were flying all their guests to Scotland to give us a venue to match their ambition.

My husband Edgar and me—I’m Eleanor by the way—had been attending the Hamilton’s parties for years, ever since my husband started working for media magnate Grant Hamilton.  It’s fair to say we’ve been trading our morals for Hamilton money ever since, with the Hamilton corporation having an increasingly dark effect on Western politics.

Me and Edgar always found outfits for the occasion, going to great lengths to make our picks seem as realistic as possible.  There was even a prize for best dressed, though we were yet to win it.

Scotland was beautiful at that time of year.  The British countryside’s changing fall colors looked like something out of Vermont, and in the days prior to Halloween we were able to look around the sights of Edinburgh.  It wasn’t without its rain, of course, but that was simply part of the charm, or so we told ourselves.

As fate would have it, the night of the party was stormy too.  I imagined Grant Hamilton rubbing his hands together when the thunder and lightning started in earnest as zero-hour approached.

We were picked up by a black Range Rover from our hotel, taking a drive out to the countryside.  It was like something straight out of Traitors.  At one point near the end of the journey we became part of a convoy of Black SUV’s, barreling down a gravel road until we parked up in front of this huge, resplendent castle.

“Holy shit,” Edgar said.  “He’s outdone himself this time.”

As we looked up at the looming castle a flash of lightning illuminated it.  The door to our car opened, and a smartly dressed man offered me his hand.  I took it and exited the vehicle, and an umbrella opened above me.  My husband stepped out too, brushing down his black and white striped suit and making sure his green-gray hair was all bushy, just like in Beetlejuice.

I’d fashioned my hair like Winona Ryder, and dressed myself all in black.  My husband had made his eyes bulge when he saw my plunging neckline, but I didn’t mind revealing a little of myself for the Hamilton’s parties.  It was all part of the fun.

“Ladies and gentlemen, welcome,” boomed Mr. Hamilton, extended his arms wide, “to an evening you will never, ever forget.”

A crash of thunder rumbled as though it had been planned, and the lightning briefly lit up the courtyard where all his guests watched on.

There was the guy from the Mask whose head was clad in green rubber; Leatherface was in attendance, complete with what I hoped was a fake chainsaw; I spotted a Carrie, covered head-to-toe in blood; and Edgar nudged me to point out Nosferatu.  They’d done such a good job that we couldn’t even tell who was behind the makeup.

Mr. Hamilton was only recognizable by the fact he was leading proceedings.  He’d come as Gomez Addams, with his beautiful wife Morticia beside him.

“Tonight is a night for revelry, fun, and games, but not everything is as it seems.  The castle before you holds many secrets, and before the night is through some of those secrets will be revealed to you.  But at what cost?”

The audience swooned at just the right spot, then laughed at themselves afterwards.  Mr. Hamilton seemed to enjoy the reaction.

“If you’ll follow me inside, we’ll begin the night in the best fashion possible.  A cocktail!  This way, ladies and gentlemen.”

There was a clamor as each couple started walking towards the door, flanked by their smartly dressed umbrella holders who seemed unperturbed by their increasingly soaking suits.

I thanked our guide as we stepped across the threshold, and my attention was instantly drawn to the castle’s character.

It was ornate and gothic, with huge flagstone floors, sigils above resplendent doorways, beautifully carved, wooden staircases, and enormous, crackling fireplaces.

We were led through to a bar that had been retrofitted into the historic building, with garish cocktails of neon greens and blood-reds waiting to be picked from the bar top.

Edgar grabbed two and passed me one, and I sipped on it as Mr. Hamilton arrived to explain the theme of the evening.

“On this bottom floor there is a clue.  A clue to a mystery.  A mystery that begins the second you find the clue.  You’ll know the second you lay eyes on it.”

People had already started to examine the room.  Someone fingered the spines of the books in the bookcase, while another person tried to pull on a candlestick-holder that was mounted beside the fireplace.

“There are no hidden doorways or passages, I can assure you,” continued Mr. Hamilton.  “The first clue can be found by those who care to look.  Reflect, and continue.  Good luck.”

Edgar and I weren’t much for games.  We took our drinks and walked back out into the hall, just as keen to explore the house as we were to check for clues.

“Maybe it’s in the billiard room,” proclaimed Edgar, loudly enough for other people to hear.

We took off for the room that Edgar had spotted when we walked in, marveling at the wooden ceiling and the glinting chandelier that hung ominously above us.  Edgar shut the door behind us and turned to me with a grin.

“You look incredible,” he said, taking a sip of his drink.

“You look ... like hell,” I laughed.

Edgar shrugged.  “Then I guess it’s accurate.”

I stretched up and gave him a kiss.  Edgar’s hand came to my waist, and he breathed into the kiss, squeezing at my tits.

“We could have a lot of fun here,” he said afterwards, but he pulled away when someone pushed the door open.

“Nothing on the billiard table,” Edgar announced as they walked in, and he slid one of the balls down into the pocket at the far side.

I stared into the eyes of a deer mounted on the wall and felt strangely judged by his black eyes.

“I didn’t put you there,” I whispered.

“This is fun, isn’t it?” said Marilyn Monroe.  I wasn’t exactly sure what she had to do with Halloween, but she seemed nice enough.

“A hoot!” I lied.

I stood in front of a large, regal mirror, and looked at my outfit.  It was revealing alright, and I could see what Edgar liked about it.  He slinked up behind me and put his hands around my waist, then he started to rub at my tits while an oblivious couple continued to scour the room behind us.

“Edgar!” I hissed, but it felt good to have his hands on me.  He wasn’t always the most affectionate.

I watched our reflection, checking that the couple behind us couldn’t see my husband’s wandering hands.  Suddenly the image of us clouded, and a face emerged where my breasts had been.

“Honey!” I gasped, pointing.

“Holy shit!” cried Marilyn.  “This must be the first clue”

“Reflect and continue,” Edgar murmured.

“Mr. Hamilton’s words!” said a pin-headed Hellraiser.  “Gosh, he’s good.”

The lady in the mirror started to hiss some kind of riddle, but I was losing my appetite for games.  As people flooded in from the adjacent rooms I pulled my husband back from the crowd towards the door, and we slinked from the room and left everyone there.

“The mystery is afoot,” teased Edgar, pulling me towards the staircase.

“We can’t go up there, can we?”

He shrugged.  “We can do whatever we like.”

“Didn’t Mr. Hamilton say it was all on this floor?”

“He’s bluffing, Eleanor.  Come on.”

I followed with nervous excitement as Edgar and I went somewhere we shouldn’t.  The creaking staircase threatened to give us away, but the noise from the partygoers below covered our exit.

“The study!” said a voice as people poured out of the billiard room.  “It must be in the study!”

Edgar pulled me down a dark, candlelit hallway.  It was flanked on each side by three suits of armor, standing proudly on plinths and with black visors that seemed to stare in all directions.

“This place is creepy,” I said, gripping Edgar’s hand tighter.

“Another staircase,” he said.  “There must be a bed in here somewhere.”

“What do we need a bed for ...?”

When Edgar looked back, I grinned a naughty smile.  I knew him enough to know his intentions.

We climbed a narrower staircase to the third floor and found no candles to light the way.  The light from the floor below disappeared as we descended down the corridor, and Edgar and I were left to push through the thick, stifling darkness.

“Can you find a light switch?” he asked.

“I can find the next best thing.”

I pulled out my phone and turned on the torch.  Its light caught the cobwebs, and the shadows played tricks.

“In here,” Edgar said, twisting a round, bronze doorknob.  “This has to be a bedroom.”

Inside Edgar swiped at the wall until he found a switch.  The room lit up, looking like something from a period piece.  It had a four-poster bed; huge, occasional chair; deep red carpet with gold and light blues; and a suspiciously smoldering fire.

“Does someone live here?” I whispered.

“Mr. Hamilton said it was empty in the e-mail.”

Edgar didn’t seem to care about much apart from me.  He led me to the bed and tried to swing me into it.

“Wait,” I said.  “I’ve got to pee.”

“The door there,” Edgar said.  “Is that a bathroom?”

I opened it cautiously and froze.  I could hear whimpering coming from the darkness within.

“There’s someone in here,” I said, looking back at Edgar.  “Hello?”

Edgar rushed to my side.  He found a light switch and turned it on.  Both of us gasped.  There, sitting on the toilet, was a woman dressed in a white bridal gown that was specked and blotched with blood.  Her neck looked severed, and her head was cast down.

“You scared the hell out of us!” I laughed nervously, looking back at Edgar.

The woman didn’t move.

“That’s realistic,” I said, seeing the makeup at her neck.  “How did you do that?”

There was still no reply.

“Did you come up here straight away?” asked Edgar, and finally the woman’s head moved.

She locked her dazzling blue eyes on Edgar, ignoring me completely.

“You had to pee too, huh?” I tried.

“You,” said the woman, standing up.  “I want you.”

“Whoa!” I laughed, but she was deadly serious.

She walked towards my husband, her big breasts bouncing.  They were barely covered by her lacy gown.  Dried blood ran down into her cleavage.

“You want me?” asked Edgar.

It was clear she wasn’t going to slow down.  She lunged for Edgar, rubbing at his ass as she tried to kiss him.

“What is this?!” I asked, trying to separate them.

“She’s insatiable,” laughed Edgar.

“Hey!” I cried, but she didn’t turn in my direction.

“I want your cock,” she gushed.

Edgar made a face at me as the woman started to rub his crotch.

“That’s my husband!” I tried.

“My husband,” said the woman.

“Who are you?”

“Aileen Eulich,” rasped the woman.  “And I want what he’s got.”

She had a thick, Scottish accent and flame-red hair that matched her intensity.  She was beautiful, there was no denying that.

“This is part of Mr. Hamilton’s game, isn’t it?” I smirked.  “This is just like him.”

Aileen continued to rub at Edgar’s cock, and Edgar continued to make poor attempts to remove her.

“You think he wants this?” asked Edgar.

“Maybe it’s part of the mystery?” I shrugged, and suddenly the woman fondling my husband didn’t seem like such a big deal.

“Show us what’s next,” said Edgar.  “What’s the next clue?”

“In my mouth,” said Aileen, and she dropped to her knees with a thud.

I started to laugh as she went for Edgar’s pants.  He looked at me and bounced his eyebrows.

“I think she’s going to do it, honey,” he said.

“No way.  Mr. Hamilton wouldn’t put that in the game, surely.”

But sure enough, Aileen didn’t stop.  She opened my husband’s pants and then reached inside.  My mouth hung agape.

“She’s going to—” I began, but before I finished, she did exactly what I thought she never would.

Her mouth opened over my husband’s soft cock, and the look of shock on his face quickly transformed to something approaching serenity.

“Edgar!” I hissed.  “Stop her!”

“It’s the game, honey,” said Edgar.  “It must be.”

He was talking as though he’d been sedated.  I watched as the blood-covered harlot sucked my husband hard, and with each rock of her head my stomach twisted in envy and arousal.

“This is not part of the game,” I insisted, but neither Aileen nor Edgar seemed to care.

“Let her show us the clue,” said Edgar, and he brushed Aileen’s ginger hair aside and looked down at her pretty face.

She looked to be in her early twenties, and she sucked cock like she’d been starved of it.

“I’ve got to pee,” I said.  “This needs to have stopped by the time I’ve finished.”

I shook my head and walked to the toilet, looking at my husband as he stood on the black-and-white tiled floor, like some kind of adulterous chess-piece.

“You want to give me some privacy?” I tried.

Neither of them looked at me.  Their eyes were locked on each other, and I could see my husband’s stiff cock connecting the two of them together.  It stretched like a bridge to Aileen’s mouth, and she rocked her head to move her lips along his length.  I could see her throat bulge as she wriggled her neck over him.

“My god,” I gasped, shaking my head.

I took down my panties and started trying to pee.  I’d never done it in company like this before, but it barely seemed rude given what was happening.

“I thought you wanted me?” I asked from the toilet seat.

All my fawning didn’t seem to matter.  I felt like a passenger.  Their instant connection seemed deeper and more passionate than anything Edgar and I were able to cultivate.

“Okay,” I said.  “I’ll watch.”

It was a vain attempt to wrestle back some control, but it fell on deaf ears.  I wiped and pulled up my panties, then I closed the lid of the toilet and sat back down on it.

“Do you mind me watching?” I asked.

There was no reply.  Edgar had started to work his hips, moving his cock through his new mistress’s mouth like it was a hole to be used.

“How are you doing that?” I mused, seeing her throat bulge as she took all my husband had to offer.

Edgar was no slouch in that department, so I just knew he had to be in her neck.  I dropped from the toilet seat and knelt beside her, studying the technique that had enraptured my husband so completely.

“Damn, it’s really in your neck, huh?” I said.

I could see her mouth leaking saliva, making a mess of her chin.  Her spit dripped, but her neck seemed wet too, with no clear line attaching her spit.

“That’s world-class makeup,” I said, studying the way her skin flayed at the wound.  “How did you get it to recess like that?”

It looked like there was dent in her neck, and when my husband pushed into her, I could see the gash open wider, revealing detailed flesh and sinew beneath.

“Extraordinary,” I hushed.

Aileen took her mouth off my husband and gripped his cock.  She beat it in her fist and my nostrils flared.  I could see in how stiff Edgar was that he was turned on like nothing else.

“You want to fuck her, don’t you?” I asked.

“Yes!” said Aileen.  It was the first time she’d really answered me.  “Fuck me!  I want him to fuck me!  We need an heir!”

“An heir,” I teased.  “So, this is like, roleplay?”

Aileen got back on her feet.  She walked on tiptoes back towards the toilet seat, then turned around and sat on it.

Edgar stayed on the far side of the room, looking at his cake as she opened her legs.

“No panties,” he said.

I looked back to see that he was right.  Aileen’s impeccable pussy stared back.  It was trimmed to perfection, with a triangle of red fur peeking out from under her skirt.

“Look at that,” whispered Edgar.

“Okay, that’s enough now, honey.  Let’s find another room.”

“No,” Edgar said, and he rushed forwards to Aileen and fell on his knees before her.

I didn’t even have chance to protest before he’d clamped his mouth right on her mound.  He started to breathe her in, licking and lapping so messily that I could hear his smacking tongue echoing off the walls.

“You never do that to me!” I cried, but all my pouting and angst mattered for nothing.

Edgar continued to feast like he was fresh out of the desert and gasping for pussy.  He licked and lapped, and the beautiful Scottish flame held his head between her legs and moaned with delight.

“Make me come, Edgar.  Make me yours!”

Edgar’s goal was clear, and he seemed to double his efforts now he knew what was required of him.  I watched as he started to finger-fuck his new mistress and found myself becoming invested in her climax too.

“Edgar!” cried Aileen, and she tugged down the front of her bloodied dress and started to squeeze her tits.

Bubbles of blood popped at her throat as she gasped, and her moans seemed to squeeze out of her gullet too.

“Come!” insisted Edgar, breaking his mouth from its hold on her briefly.

He tongued at her slit, and I watched Aileen’s nipples stiffen up.  Her breasts turned fuller and the parts of her chest that weren’t covered in blood turned red and hot.

“Edgar!” she cried.

I was mesmerized.  I don’t mind admitting that.  I was caught somewhere between jealousy and arousal.  It was hot to see my husband satisfy Aileen, but I wished desperately that I was in her place.

Aileen thrashed wildly as she came, squeezing her muscles.  She flinched with each moan, and her big, beautiful tits wobbled out of her dress as she convulsed wildly.
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