
  
    [image: Jade’s Erotic Adventures]
  



    
        
          Jade's Erotic Adventures: Books 16 - 20

        

        
        
          Lesbian Erotica Bundles, Volume 4

        

        
        
          Victoria Rush

        

        
          Published by Victoria Rush, 2021.

        

    


  
    
      JADE’S EROTIC ADVENTURES

      BOOKS 16 - 20

    

    
      
        VICTORIA RUSH

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            VOLUME 4

          

          JADE’S EROTIC ADVENTURES: BOOKS 16 - 20

        

      

    

    
    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            COPYRIGHT

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Jade’s Erotic Adventures: Books 16 - 20 © 2021 Victoria Rush

      

        

      
        Cover Design © 2021 PhotoMaras

      

        

      
        All Rights Reserved

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ALSO BY VICTORIA RUSH

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Adult Fairytales:

      

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      

      The Enchanted Forest: An Erotic Fairytale

      The Land of Giants: An Erotic Fairytale

      The Dragon's Lair: An Erotic Fairytale

      Witch's Brew: An Erotic Fairytale

      The Mage's Spell: An Erotic Fairytale

      The Mermaid Lagoon: An Erotic Fairytale

      The Coven: An Erotic Fairytale

      Rapunzel: An Erotic Fairytale

      The Seven Dwarfs: An Erotic Fairytale

      The Land of Mutants: An Erotic Fairytale

      The Erotic Temple: A Sexy Fairytale (Coming Soon)

      

      
        
        Erotica Themed Bundles:

      

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      

      Voyeur: Lesbian Erotica Bundle

      Public Affairs: A Lesbian Anthology

      Futa Fantasies: The Ladyboy Collection

      Threesomes: The Lesbian Collection

      Threesomes - Volume 2: The Lesbian Collection

      First Time: A Lesbian Anthology

      Hedonism: An Erotic Anthology

      Switch Hitters: Bisexual Erotica

      Taboo Erotica: The Lesbian Series

      BDSM: The Lesbian Collection

      Party Games: The Erotic Collection

      Party Games 2: The Erotic Collection

      All Girl 1: Lesbian Erotica Bundle

      All Girl 2: Lesbian Erotica Bundle

      All Girl 3: Lesbian Erotica Bundle

      All Girl 4: Lesbian Erotica Bundle

      

      
        
        Erotic Fairytale Bundles:

      

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      

      Clover’s Fantasy Adventures: Books 1 - 5

      Clover's Fantasy Adventures: Books 6 - 10

      

      
        
        Erotic Fantasy:

      

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      

      Pirate's Bounty: A Time Travel Adventure

      Wild West: A Time Travel Adventure

      Private Riley: A Time Travel Adventure

      Cleopatra's Secret: A Time Travel Adventure

      Bounty Hunter 2125: A Time Travel Adventure

      Ninja Assassin: A Time Travel Adventure

      The 300: A Time Travel Adventure

      Arabian Nights: An Erotic Fairytale (coming soon…)

      

      
        
        Steamy Time Travel Bundles:

      

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      Riley’s Time Travel Adventures: Books 1 - 5

      

      
        
        Lesbian Erotica:

      

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      

      The Dinner Party: Lesbian Voyeur Erotica

      The Darkroom: Bisexual Voyeur Erotica

      Naked Yoga: Lesbian Transgender Erotica

      Nude Cruise: Bisexual Voyeur Erotica

      Rush Hour: Taboo Public Sex

      The Girl Next Door: First Time Lesbian Erotic Romance

      Girls' Camp: Lesbian Group Sex

      Wet Dream: Ladyboy Fantasy Erotica

      The Convent: Taboo Sex with a Nun

      Sex Robot: A Dream Sex Machine

      The Personal Trainer: Getting Pumped at the Gym

      The Dominatrix: BDSM Lesbian Domination

      Webcam Chat: Lesbian Online Sex

      Paint Me: A Kinky Bodypainting Workshop

      The Toy Party: Girls Sharing Sex Toys

      The Costume Party: Strapping One On

      Swedish Sauna: Lesbian Group Sex

      The Therapist: Taboo Lesbian Erotica

      Elevator Shaft: Bisexual Threesomes Erotica

      Ladyboy: Lesbian Transgender Erotica

      Peep Show: Lesbian Voyeur Erotica

      The Dare: Public Sex Erotica

      Maid Service: Lesbian Threesomes Erotica

      The Hitchhiker: First Time Lesbian Erotica

      The Housesitter: Spycam Lesbian Erotica

      The Spa: Lesbian Group Orgy

      Parlor Games: Blindfold Sex Party

      The Exchange Student: First Time Lesbian Erotica

      The Hostel: Bisexual Group Erotica

      The Harem: Lesbian Erotic Romance

      The Orient Express: Lesbian Voyeur Erotica

      The First Lady: A Forbidden Lesbian Erotic Romance

      The Slave: Lesbian BDSM Erotica

      The Masseuse: Lesbian Sensuous Erotica

      Too Close for Comfort: Lesbian Forbidden Erotica

      Naked Twister: A Wild Party Game

      Lexi: The Sex App ( Lesbian Fantasy Erotica )

      Call Girl: Lesbian Bisexual Threesomes Erotica

      Circle Jill: Lesbian Masturbation Workshop

      The Viewing Room: Masturbation Voyeur Erotica

      Spin the Bottle: A Kinky Party Game

      The Hair Salon: Lesbian Voyeur Erotica

      Tribadism 1: Girls Only Sex Workshop

      Tribadism 2: The Art of Scissoring

      Tribadism 3: Threeway Hookups

      The Kiss: A Game of Oral Sex

      Pledge Week: Sorority Sisters

      Carny Games 1: A Wild Sex Party

      Carny Games 2: A Kinky Sex Party

      Carny Games 3: An Erotic Sex Party

      Dreamscape: An Artificial Reality Game

      Glory Hole: Guess Who’s On the Other Side

      Joy Ride: A Late Night Erotic Bus Trip

      The Blind Girl: An Erotic Romance(Coming Soon)

      

      
        
        Lesbian Erotica Bundles:

      

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      

      Jade's Erotic Adventures: Books 1 - 5

      Jade's Erotic Adventures: Books 6 - 10

      Jade's Erotic Adventures: Books 11 - 15

      Jade's Erotic Adventures: Books 16 - 20

      Jade's Erotic Adventures: Books 21 - 25

      Jade's Erotic Adventures: Books 26 - 30

      Jade's Erotic Adventures: Books 31 - 35

      Jade's Erotic Adventures: Books 36 - 40

      Jade's Erotic Adventures: Books 41 - 45

      Jade's Erotic Adventures: Books 46 - 50

      Fifty Shades of Jade: Superbundle

      

      
        
        Standalone Stories:

      

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      The Polynesian Girl: A Lesbian EroticRomance

    

  


  
    
      
        
        For the uninhibited…

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Volume 4

      

      
        Also by Victoria Rush

      

      
        Turn up the heat in your life!

      

      
        
          Book 16

        

        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Chapter 6

          

        

      

      
        
          Book 17

        

        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

        

      

      
        
          Book 18

        

        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

        

      

      
        
          Book 19

        

        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

        

      

      
        
          Book 20

        

        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

        

      

    

    
      
        Also by Victoria Rush

      

      
        Follow Victoria Rush:

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            TURN UP THE HEAT IN YOUR LIFE!

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        To receive more free books and other steamy stuff, sign up for my newsletter.

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          
        

        Victoria Rush Erotica

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            BOOK 16

          

          THE COSTUME PARTY

        

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1

          

        

      

    

    
      I woke up to the sound of my best friend Hannah calling me from the other end of my house.  She'd let herself in early on a Saturday morning and for some reason was yelling at me as she ran up the stairs.

      "Jade!" she hollered.  "Where are you?  I've got some exciting news!"

      I rolled over and squinted at my clock on the nightstand.  It was a little past eight.  Saturdays were the only day of the week I allowed myself to sleep in, and I was more than a little ticked at her rude intrusion.

      "Aren't you up yet?" she called.  "Get up—you're not going to believe what I just heard."

      I rolled over and wrapped my pillow around my ears as she dashed into my bedroom.  She paused for a minute smiling at my feeble attempt to block her out of my morning daze, then she pounced on the bed below my curled-up knees.

      "Wake up, sleepyhead!" she squealed, pushing my shoulders to rouse me from my slumber.

      "This better be good," I said, raising my pillow a few inches and peering at her through thin eyes.  "You know how much I worship my weekend sleep-ins."

      "You'll be glad I woke you when you hear what I have to tell you," she said.  "Besides, you're gonna want to get up and begin planning your day right away.  We're going to need a few extra hours to go shopping."

      I pulled my duvet cover over my shoulders and huffed.

      "What could possibly be so important to drag me out of my soft and cozy bed this early in the morning?"

      I peered outside, looking at the gray clouds hanging low in the late October skies.  I was in no hurry to venture out into the chilly autumn air.

      "Only the biggest private shindig of the year.  Steve Bannon is hosting his annual Halloween party at his mansion on the lake, and we're invited!"

      "Isn't that the party with all the A-list celebrities?  How did you score an invitation?"

      Hannah peered at me with a wicked look in her eyes.

      "Let's just say I know somebody who knows somebody.  Someone with whom I may have pulled a few strings to earn some special favors."

      "I bet that's not the only thing you were pulling to earn those favors," I said, raising an eyebrow.

      "Possibly," she smirked.  "But I apparently impressed him enough with my naked gymnastics to land an invitation to this special event.  Except this year, it's got an extra twist.  This time it's going to be a nude costume party."

      I lifted my head and propped the side of my face on a crooked elbow, suddenly intrigued.

      "Isn't that an oxymoron?  How can you be in costume and naked at the same time?"

      Hannah smiled and handed me a gold-embossed card inscribed with fancy calligraphy writing.  I felt the raised surface of the script on the tips of fingers, rubbing it gently trying to divine its meaning through my still bleary eyes.  Somebody had gone to a great deal of effort to create an invitation card on par with the most extravagant wedding.

      I pulled myself up and leaned against my headboard, slowly reading the message.

      
        
        You are cordially invited to attend my annual Halloween costume ball at my estate overlooking Lake Michigan.

        This year I've added a special twist to make it even more interesting.  You're encouraged to wear as little or as much trappings as you feel comfortable—including nothing at all beyond a simple mask.  With everyone baring a little more than usual, who knows what kind of shenanigans might break out, and we're always mindful of protecting the anonymity of our special guests.

        Of course, I encourage everyone to be playful and creative with their choice of costumes, as this is always the highlight of the event.  As in previous years, there will be a special prize for the best costume of the evening and we hope you'll be suitably daring and inventive.

        Feel free to bring a partner and let down your britches!  As always, what happens at the Bannon residence stays at the Bannon residence.  I look forward to seeing you this Saturday, starting at midnight.  We'll all have a ghoulish good time!

      

      

      I peered up at Hannah and grinned.

      "No RSVP?"

      "There's no need with a Steve Bannon invitation," she said.  Everyone who's invited always goes.  It's the go-to event of the year in the Chicago area.  Models, actresses, rock stars, billionaires—everybody who's anybody in this town will be there.  There's even a rumor that the Governor and his wife will attend this year's event."

      I looked down at the card, rubbing my fingers over the embossed script.

      "The invitation says you're allowed to bring a partner.  Was that a condition of your little tryst with your friend—that you accompany him as his plus-one?"

      Hannah peered at me devilishly as a tiny curl formed on the sides of her mouth.

      "When I told him I had a friend who was even prettier than me and had a body to die for, he didn't hesitate to hand me an extra invitation.  You're my plus-one, girl."  She pulled another card out of her purse and handed it to me.  "You know I'd never pass up an opportunity like this without bringing my bestie along to share in the fun."

      I looked at Hannah with a quizzical look and shook my head in confusion.

      "How are we ever going to find a decent Halloween costume on the Saturday before the end of the month?  All the costume stores will be sold out of the best stuff."

      Hannah kicked off her shoes and lifted the covers, then scooched in excitedly next to me against the headboard.

      "I've been searching online for some ideas.  We don't have to wear anything too elaborate, and there’s no reason why we have to stick to a Halloween theme.  Remember, this is a nude costume party.  We already look pretty hot for a couple of girls nearing middle age.  The less we wear, the better.  Let's flaunt it while we’ve still got it!"

      She pulled an iPad out of her purse and tapped the screen.  A website opened showing a collection of sexy models wearing risqué costumes.  She scrolled through the images, commenting on the various themes.

      "Just look at some of these possibilities.  We can play any role we like, wearing as much or as little as we please.  Most of these costumes can be put together with a simple trip to Walmart and maybe a bit of needle and thread.  Plus, we can easily remove one of two pieces from each outfit to reveal a bit more skin.  The most important element is the headpiece.  We just need something to conceal our identity and highlight our girly figures with a bit of flair."

      Hannah paused at a picture of a sexy blonde wearing a Playboy bunny costume.  She wore a tight corset and a rubber mask that covered the top half of her face with tall ears pointing up in the air.

      "What about this one?  You have to admit, it's pretty hot.  You'd could even dispense with the bodice altogether and just keep the bunny tail on your naked ass.  Imagine the looks you'd get prancing around his mansion in that costume!"

      The images of sexy half-nude models wearing unusual masks reminded me of my encounter at the Fantasy Feast naked dinner party.  Suddenly, I became mindful of the wetness that had begun building between my legs.

      "Not bad," I said, shifting my weight uncomfortably off the wet spot on my sheets.  "Show me some more."

      Hannah flipped through a few more images and stopped at a picture of a sexy maid wearing a lacy dress, holding a feather duster in her hand.  Her firm tits pressed against the flimsy fabric, creating an irresistible focal point from the sensuous shadows on her bosom.

      "How about this?” she said.  "You'd look stunning in this outfit.  You'd be covering up just enough to drive every man and woman at that party absolutely crazy.  And imagine all the fun you could have teasing the naked guests with your little duster!"

      "Intriguing…" I said as I squeezed my thighs together, trying to quiet my burning clit.

      The more images Hannah showed me, the more turned on I got.  Whether it was from me imagining myself in the costumes or imagining myself playing with the guests dressed up in the provocative outfits, was unclear.  Either way, the more my mind began to ponder the possibilities, the more excited I became about going to this event.

      "The only problem is, it will be difficult to cover my face without looking unnatural in that outfit," I frowned.  "Show me more costumes with masks."

      Hannah refined her search by typing in the words sexy mask costumes and the screen refreshed showing a new set of models in racy outfits.  Many of the themes revolved around superheroes, with the male models sporting Batman and Superman motifs and the female models wearing Wonder Woman and Batgirl-type costumes.

      "Not very original," I frowned.  "I bet there'll be a ton of superhero costumes among all those egotistical celebrities.  I'm looking for something a little different."

      Hannah paused for a moment, then tapped on her photo library pulling up an image of me wearing a business suit painted on my naked body.

      "Remember that time you went to the nude bodypainting workshop?  You're a graphic artist.  You can be virtually anything you want and show off all you wish with a little bit of well-disguised paint.  Whether it’s Catwoman, Black Widow, or Wonder Woman–all these characters wear is a mask and tight outfits to show off their beautiful physiques.  You could even dress up like Mystique in the X-Men movie and wear absolutely nothing other than a full coat of body paint."

      "Been there, done that," I said.  "If I'm going to really enjoy myself, I want to wear something I've never worn before that will absolutely blow everyone away."

      "You sure are a tough customer," Hannah said, shaking her head.  "Let's try something a little different..."

      She reopened her browser and typed in the words naked masquerade costumes.  A gallery of Google images popped up with a collection of half-naked men and women.

      "Now we're talking," I said, squirming on the bed as I scanned the toned bodies of the sexy models.

      "Look at that one," Hannah said, pointing at the screen.  "It's a picture of Rihanna at last year's Met Gala dressed as Nefertiti.  With her sheer lace dress and silver headdress, it doesn't leave much to the imagination.  A bit more makeup around the eyes, and you'd be able to mask your identity quite easily."

      "That's pretty hot," I said, beginning to feel the sheets getting wetter and wetter between my legs.  "She definitely looks fuckable.  But it's been done before.  I don't want to wear something half of these people will have already seen."

      "Damn, girl, you're impossible!  Remember, less is more.  The idea is to show as much of our bodies as possible to attract the attention of all these beautiful people.  You could get away with a simple mask, a painted emblem on your chest, and a shiny belt.  Who really cares what you're wearing as long as you get the attention of the guests?"

      "Humor me for a little longer," I said, squeezing Hannah's leg.  "I'm starting to get a few ideas.  I just need a bit more inspiration."

      Hannah began flipping through the images more quickly until one picture suddenly caught my attention.

      "Wait!" I said.  "Go back a few frames.  I saw something interesting..."

      She scrolled back until an image of six men dressed in contrasting costumes popped up.

      "That's the one," I said, scanning the image slowly.

      "The Village People?" Hannah said.  "That might be okay for a gay guy, but how could you possibly look sexy wearing any one of those cheesy costumes?"

      My eyes darted back and forth between the sexy cowboy wearing chaps and the indian warrior wearing a feathered headdress and a skimpy loincloth.  Suddenly I nodded as a mischievous smile formed on my face.

      "What?" Hannah said.  "What could you possibly be thinking?"

      She glanced down at my breasts peeking above the covers, noticing my hardening nipples.

      "Because I know gay dudes—even ones with hard bodies like these guys—don't do it for you.  Where is your mind going with this idea?"

      "I've decided what I'm going to wear," I said, crossing my arms over my chest.  "But I'm going to keep it a secret until we get to the party.  It'll be all the more fun and surprising if I reveal it at the last second.  But I promise you, it’ll be one-of-a-kind and extremely provocative."

      Hannah's eyes darted across my face, trying to imagine what I had in mind.

      "Now you've got me all excited thinking what you're going to do.  Judging by your obvious state of arousal, your head is already at the party.  Can I crawl under the covers with you and have some fun fantasizing which one of those costumes you're going to wear?"

      "By all means," I said, disappearing under the covers with her.  "Just imagine me as one of those hot dudes with his clothes off."

      "Mmm," Hannah purred, slithering between my slippery thighs.  "I'd rather imagine you as a hot chick with her clothes off."

      "In a couple of days," I said, spreading my legs further apart and pulling her face into my steaming crotch. "You might be able to have it both ways."
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      Just after midnight on the day of the party, I pulled my car up beside a call box in front of a large wrought-iron gate protecting the entrance to Steve Bannon's estate.  After providing our names and the identification numbers on the front of our invitation cards, the gates opened and we followed the curved driveway up to the front of a giant French-styled chateau.  As a parking attendant approached our car, I turned to Hannah seated next to me and smiled.

      "It's show time," I said.

      "Not a moment too soon," she huffed.  "I've been dying to see what you're wearing under that coat ever since you picked me up."

      I'd intentionally worn a long western duster to cover my body all the way from my shoulders to my ankles.  Part of it was meant to surprise Hannah when I finally reached the event, but it had much more to do with my desire to shock everyone else once I got in the front door.  I reached behind my seat and pulled a thin black mask out of a bag on the floor and wrapped it around the top of my face.

      Hannah's forehead wrinkled as she looked at me, still confused.

      "Let me guess: Kato, Zorro, Nightshade?"

      "You're moving in the right direction with the first two," I smiled, reaching back into the bag and pulling out a pair of western boots.

      "Cowboy boots?" Hannah squinted.  "I don't know my cowboy characters quite as well—"

      "Maybe this will help," I said, donning a white Stetson.

      Hannah looked at me blankly for a moment, then her eyes lit up, recognizing the familiar image of the famous cowboy with the white hat and black mask.

      "The Lone Ranger?"

      "Yes, but with a little twist.  You'll have to wait for the full reveal until we get inside."

      "You're such a tease," she said as I handed the attendant my keys and we stepped out of the car.

      We paused for a moment, taking in the full scale of the Bannon estate close-up.  The four-story mansion extended almost a hundred feet in either direction, with tall arched windows and ornate brickwork.  The bright spotlights illuminating the front of the house lit up the entire courtyard, reflecting off Hannah's shiny Batgirl outfit.

      "Holy shit!" she exclaimed.  "This place is gigantic.  We're going to have to drop breadcrumbs to not get lost in there."

      "More like caviar or foie gras," I chuckled.  "Something tells me everything about this affair is going to be top shelf."

      "What are we waiting for?" Hannah giggled, rushing ahead of me toward the front door.

      My gaze drifted down while I soaked up her tight ass in her black latex outfit.  She had a beautiful hourglass figure, and the tight Batgirl costume highlighted every curve of her sexy body.  I smiled as I imagined the two of us mingling among the high rollers.  But I had a feeling they'd be focused on someone else's ass tonight.

      With the large double entrance doors pulled back, we peered into the bright marble-floored foyer as we approached the front steps.  A large crowd of costumed guests had already begun to gather in the main ballroom, and we could hear soft jazz music wafting out into the courtyard.

      "Good evening ladies," a man wearing a crisply tailored tailcoat and black tie said as we stepped into the entrance hall.

      He looked at my long shawl and smiled.

      "May I check your coat, Madam?"

      "Yes, thank you," I said, turning my back to assist him in its removal.

      When he pulled the cape off my back and viewed my naked backside, I heard him gasp.  To complement my Lone Ranger disguise, I'd chosen to wear a tight-fitting black leather vest and long black chaps with nothing underneath.  My tight ass poked out the back of the open leggings, and I could feel him running his eyes up and down my body as he hesitated hanging my coat in the closet.

      But when I turned around, both Hannah and the doorman took a step back in shock.  On the front of my open pants, I wore a large dildo fashioned in the shape of a man's cock and balls, framed by two silver pistols on either side of my hips. The long phallus slapped against the sides of my naked thighs as it swung from side to side.

      "Holy fuck, Jade!" Hannah squealed.  "That's outrageous!  Where did you ever come up with that idea?"

      "Remember the Village People picture you showed me a few days ago?  I decided to borrow elements of both the cowboy and the indian characters to create my own design."  I shook my hips to juggle my equipment and smiled.  "I thought it would be kind of fun playing both sides of coin, so to speak."

      "Uh—yeah," she said, flicking her eyes between my tight bosom spilling over the top of my vest and my faux genitals.  "I'd have to say you pulled it off.  With that getup, I expect you'll be the center of attention all night long."

      "Um," the doorman said, shyly interrupting.  "May I have your tickets, please?"

      "Of course," I said, rustling my rubber balls as I fished in the pocket of my chaps for my ticket.  When the butler turned to collect Hannah's ticket, I could see the front of his pants tenting in obvious arousal.

      "Enjoy your evening," he said, motioning for us to enter the ballroom.

      "Oh, I have a feeling we will," Hannah winked, as she nodded toward the lengthening pole pushing down his pant leg.

      A waiter approached us with tall glasses of champagne on a silver tray and did a double-take when he noticed the swinging package between my legs.

      "Whoa boy," Hannah said to the server, taking two glasses off his unsteady tray.  "We wouldn't want you to spill your load before we've sampled the goods."

      As we moved into the main entrance hall, the patrons milling in small groups began to turn around to view the newly arriving guests.  Suddenly, the gentle buzz of group conversation receded until the only sound we could hear was the hum of the background music.  Everyone was so stunned taking in my outfit, they were literally dumbstruck with their mouths agape.

      Many of the guests had chosen to wear predictable Halloween costumes with little bits of flesh showing here and there, but nobody was letting it all hang out quite as brazenly as I had.  Amid the predictable sprinkling of ghosts and goblins, there was a profusion of superhero figures and Disney characters bedecked in various stages of undress.  I shook my head at the lack of imagination of the high-powered group and began to wonder if the event was going to live up to Hannah's hyperbole.

      "Damn, girl," she said.  "It looks like you're going to be this evening's scene-stealer.  You've already stopped the show.  I don't know what everybody's thinking right now, but that thing looks so realistic, they must be wondering if you're a legit tranny wearing that impressive package."

      I smiled a crooked grin, suddenly feeling self-conscious with all of the eyes in the room surveying my exposed body.  Fortunately, a handsome couple dressed as Anthony and Cleopatra began to approach us, providing some distraction.

      "Welcome to our little costume party," the man said, extending his hand to Hannah and me.  "I'm Steve Bannon and this is my wife Genevieve.  You'll have to excuse me, but I don't recognize either of you under your—interesting disguises."

      I was taken aback by how handsome the eccentric billionaire looked close up.  With his square jaw, dimpled cheeks and thick head of salt-and-pepper hair swept back in a dense poof, he looked like a slightly older version of the famous actor Patrick Dempsey.  He wore a loose toga draped over his well-muscled chest, and I could see his pecs flexing as he shook my hand.

      But I found his wife even more beguiling.  Wearing a tight-fitting gold-lamé dress slitted at one side of her hips and a pretty beaded headdress, she looked like a dead-ringer for a young Elizabeth Taylor.  As I ran my eyes shamelessly over her luscious figure, I felt a sudden dampness building under the weight of my latex balls pressing against my flaring clit.

      "Jade," I introduced myself, not yet wanting to reveal my full identity.

      "Hannah," my partner responded, politely shaking their hands.

      "It appears that you two have already captured the attention of my guests," Bannon said, turning to appraise the congregation still gazing awkwardly in our direction.  He extended his arm in the direction of the main hall and nodded.  "Please, come in and mingle.  There are so many fascinating people to meet.  I'm sure we'll catch up with the two of you a little later this evening."

      "I'll look forward to that," I said, smiling at Genevieve, lingering for a moment longer at her dazzling figure.  She returned the gesture, widening her eyes as my member twitched while I held my palm over the handle of one of my six-shooters.

      "Holy shit," Hannah said, as Bannon and his wife melted back into the crowd.  "Did you see the way he was looking at you?  He was practically raping you with his eyes.  Something tells me this is going to be a very interesting night.  It seems the men are even more enamored with your disguise than the women.  Either there's a lot of bi-curious guys in here, or they're attracted to that whole futa thing."

      "I dunno," I said.  "I'm showing off a lot of girl parts too.  Who's to say what they're more attracted to?  But did you notice his wife?  I'd far rather get into her pants."

      "It's too bad that thing isn't animated," Hannah chuckled, glancing at my pendulous dick.  "If you could actually get it up, you could probably have your way with just about everybody in this place."

      "Who knows?" I said, winking at Hannah.  "In my current state of arousal, I wouldn't be surprised if this thing had a life of its own."

      Little did she know how much truth in this statement I was about to reveal before the evening was over.
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      After Bannon and his wife resumed mingling with the rest of the crowd, Hannah and I wandered into the main ballroom.  At first, most of the assembled groups gave us a wide berth, unsure what to make of the two girls dressed in such revealing costumes.  Hannah's latex Batgirl outfit clung to her naked body like a second skin, the shiny fabric accentuating every crease and curve like it was painted on her.  And the cutouts on both sides of my leather chaps left little to the imagination, even with the modicum of cover provided by my fake genitals covering my bare mound.

      I was glad to have the freedom to mill about the room for a while, surveying the faces and costumes of the high-powered gathering.  I recognized a fair number of public figures from the senior ranks of the local political, business, and media fields.  The mayor was there with his wife, dressed as Little Red Riding Hood and the Big Bad Wolf, which seemed fitting given the ongoing level of corruption at City Hall.  Bannon's business partner and fellow billionaire Kent Schiffer circled the room with a familiar supermodel, outfitted in matching red tights as Mr. Incredible and Elastagirl.  And our local news anchorman was paired with his pretty sidekick, dressed as Woody and Bo Peep from the movie Toy Story.

      Many of the guests were dressed as famous characters from superhero movies or nursery rhyme stories, with most of the men playing the more dominant role. Typical display of macho-entitled privilege, I thought.  Why does it seem every man who achieves a certain degree of power have to lord it over everyone else, thinking they're better than the rest of us?  My cheeky cowboy costume seemed a perfect counterpoint to the heavy dose of testosterone permeating the room, mocking their oversize male egos as I swung my big dick around like I owned it.

      As Hannah and I began mingling with the small cliques scattered around the room, I found it amusing that while most of the women praised my cocky outfit, their male partners seemed threatened by it, silently stealing glances at my huge dong while their wives and girlfriends chatted with me comfortably.  I wasn't sure if it was because they felt intimidated by my outsize genitals, or because they were secretly fantasizing about fucking me.

      As more and more people began gravitating toward us, intrigued by my outrageous costume, Hannah slowly drifted off to the other side of the room.  I couldn't blame her, with everyone asking me silly questions like what it felt like to be a woman carrying a man's dick.  For a while I amused them, swinging my hips from side to side and playfully grabbing my balls, flaunting my male persona.

      But I soon tired of the incessant stares and never-ending quips about my tranny disguise, and began looking for an excuse to break away.  Just as I was about to excuse myself to go to the ladies’ room, the governor and his wife approached our group and introduced themselves.  They were dressed in matching his and hers chef outfits, the only difference being that his wife wore a less poofy hat and a backless apron that showed off her sexy ass and legs.

      "That's quite a provocative costume," the governor said, extending his hand to me.  "I'm Jack Scanlon and this is my wife, Alicia."

      "Pleased to meet you, Mr. Governor," I said, quickly seeing through his thin disguise.  "But no less daring than your wife’s, which I dare say is even more revealing."

      "In some respects, possibly," he said.  "Except you're revealing both sides of the coin."

      "Heads and tails, you mean?" I smiled.

      "In a manner of speaking," he said, temporarily at a loss for words by my sassy attitude.  "Are you here alone tonight?"

      I scanned the room and noticed Hannah chatting it up with a hunky guest dressed in a Tarzan outfit.

      "It seems my partner is out looking for greener pastures.  I guess she felt this one had been fully tilled."

      "Oh?" the governor said, glancing at my pendulous prick.  "Who's been doing most of the figurative plowing—you, or all these other farm animals?"

      "At this point, I'd say everybody's just getting the lay of the land," I said, dragging out the metaphor.  "Surveying the landscape, deciding the best place to position their hoes."

      "I see what you mean," the governor said, his eyes widening from my double entendre.  "You seem to be particularly–ambidextrous in that respect."

      "I'm just having fun pretending what it might be like to cultivate both sides of the field," I said, running my eyes up and down his wife's sexy body before locking eyes with her.  "You never know when a particularly fertile plot might need tending."

      "Well put, my lady."

      "Please—call me Jade," I said, turning my attention to his wife, who'd been staring at my outfit the entire time.  "What about you, Alicia?  Have you been enjoying the evening so far?"

      "Yes," she said, happy to deflect attention away from her overbearing husband for a moment.  "So many interesting people and costumes."

      “I find yours very alluring also," I said, staring at her plump breasts pressing against the front of her skimpy apron.  "But it seems that all your fun parts are hidden from view, at least while we're talking face-to-face.  It's only when you turn around that you reveal your adventurous side."

      "I guess you'll just have to catch me when my back is turned then," she said, winking at me sexily.

      "I'll definitely be keeping a lookout.  Hopefully we can catch up later."

      As much as I wanted to continue our playful flirtation, I knew I'd never have a chance for some alone time with her as long as I continued to engage them as a couple.  Besides, I was getting tired of her husband's thinly veiled sexist comments.

      "Will you excuse me for a moment while I use the restroom?"

      "Of course," she said.  "But be careful in there.  It's not as simple for us ladies to pee standing up as it is for the men."

      "Not to worry," I smiled.  "Fortunately, this thing is easily removed.  Though it might be kind of fun to try it just once."

      "Will you be using the men's or the ladies' room?" the governor smirked.

      "I'm pretty sure the toilets are unisex in this place," I said, gently admonishing him for another chauvinist remark.  "Which will be a refreshing change from the usually cramped ladies’ rooms we have to endure in other public places.  Enjoy your evening.  Perhaps we'll see each other a little later."

      "We'll look forward to that," the governor smiled.

      As I pulled away from the crowd, I shook my head at the impudent tone of the governor, ignoring his beautiful wife while he shamelessly flirted with me.  Little did he know that I was far more impressed with Alicia than by the trappings of his high political office.  I felt like I needed to wash myself off after dealing with his sexist attitude and while looking for a place to freshen up, I recognized the familiar red and white uniform of the mayor's wife as she waited outside the closed door of an adjacent anteroom.  As I approached her from the side, I admired her shapely legs and full bosom pressing against her tight bodice.  Her Little Red Riding Hood costume seemed the perfect outfit to highlight her
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