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Bridget had just hung up her dress and was
clad in only her bra and panties when she looked over and saw that
her husband Franklin had also just stripped down his underwear. The
realization that they were both nearly naked in their bedroom with
the big, soft bed just a few feet away reawakened the horniness
that had been simmering under the surface all day.

She jumped in front of him as he was reaching
for the costume hanging on the closet door.

“Let’s do it,” she growled, throwing her arms
over his shoulders. She nipped playfully at his neck.

“Don’t,” he said. “You’ll leave a mark.”

She tsked.

“No one’s gonna see it under your mask.” She
ran her fingers through his dark-brown hair and ground her crotch
against his. The movement pulled her thong askew and exposed a peep
of her pink vulva. His length bumped across her clitoris, making
her pussy warmer and wetter. She was pleased to feel him grow a
little hard.

He pushed her back a few inches.

“Come on, Bridget,” he said. “We have to be
at the party in less than an hour.”

“Just a quickie.” She bent forward and swept
her tongue over his nipple. “A really quick quickie.”

“Bridge!”

She sighed and adopted a more serious
manner.

“Franklin, you know what the doctor said. If
we want that baby, we have to do it as often as possible when I’m
at my peak fertility. And, well…” She gestured at her crotch. “I’m
at my peak.”

“Yeah, I can tell. You only get this horny
when you’re ovulating.”

“It’s worse than usual this time. You have no
idea. It’s like my body’s telling me it’s finally ready to make
that baby.”

She put her hands on his shoulders and looked
him squarely in the eye.

“Franklin, my love,” she told him in a
mock-solemn tone, “I need you to inseminate me right now.”

He opened his mouth, no doubt to refuse her
yet again, then hesitated. His gray-green eyes flicked up and down
her scantily clad figure, lingering longest on her full, firm
breasts and the rumpled scarlet thong. He sucked in a breath and
his nostrils flared as competing desires warred within him.

Then he took hold of her arms and removed
them from his shoulders. His gaze returned to hers, but now it was
full of regret and contrition. Her heart sank.

“Bridget,” he told her, “you know how much I
would love to fuck your brains out and put a baby in that nice,
trim belly of yours. But—”

She sighed and joined in the refrain,
speaking each word in synch with his: “We have to go to the
party.”

“You know how important this is to me,” he
said. “I haven’t seen Remington in years, and he’s—”

“I know, I know, I know.” She thrust a finger
at him. “But if you only knew how horny I was right now and what
you’re missing out on…”

Now it was his turn to put his hands on her
shoulders. She tensed up a little at the touch, not because she
didn’t like it or want it, but because she did, because just that
simple skin-to-skin contact sent tingles shooting through her, all
of them converging on her hungry, drooling pussy.

“Bridget, my love,” he told her in the same
mock-solemn tone she had used with him only moments earlier, “you
have my word that the moment we get home from the party, I will
throw you on that bed, rip off your clothes, and fuck you until you
pass out from all the orgasms.”

“It’s a deal. Now let’s get those costumes on
so we’re not walking around half-naked anymore.”

“I’m not sure it’s going to make much of a
difference in your case.”

“Yeah, I know. I’m almost wishing I’d picked
a different costume.”

Actually, she wished they could have designed
their own quirky, original costumes. But the invitation had come
too late for that, and Bridget and Franklin had been forced to rush
to a costume store to find something to wear. It had been close
enough to Halloween that most of the decent costumes were long
gone, leaving worrying gaps on the store’s racks and shelves. But
the couple had lucked out and found a pair of costumes that hadn’t
been meant to go together but suited each other in a cute and
memorable way.

Franklin’s costume was a wolfman. It included
a werewolf mask with a mane of shaggy dark-brown hair and a long
snout full of rubber fangs, a pullover top designed to resemble a
tattered plaid shirt with furry swells of muscle straining through
the rips, and a pair of similarly torn and fur-revealing jeans.
Furry, clawed gloves and boots completed the outfit. By the time he
was fully dressed, her lanky hubby had been transformed into a
brawny werewolf ready to hunt and devour lovely lasses.

And Bridget’s costume made her exactly such a
lass. She had managed to snag the store’s last sexy Red-Riding Hood
outfit. The costume, what little of it there was, consisted of a
scarlet-and-black bodice cut low enough to reveal a display of
cleavage that ought to make any self-respecting werewolf drool, a
very short lace-trimmed skirt that showed off her long, well-toned
legs (and nearly a few other things as well), and a scarlet hooded
cloak. To round out the outfit, she got a pair of scarlet
stilettos, elbow-length scarlet gloves, black fishnets, and a
wicker basket which would double as her purse for the evening.
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