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Foreword
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Welcome to my first ‘Sexy Season Short’, a collection of short stories designed to be not quite as serious and down-to-earth as my No Angels, Cuckold Collection or Cerulean Erotica Presents series - rather these naughty shorts should be treated as small but salacious flights of fancy - fun fantasies with a sprinkling of kink and a whole dollop of dirty but delightful indecency.

This first attempt at such a project comes to you in the form of Tracy’s Trick or Treat and is a celebration of October 31st, not only my birthday (it really is!) but also the famous holiday of Hallowe’en.

To incorporate the theme of the spooky and sexy, I tried to write a short story that is not only arousing and exciting but which also explored the supernatural, basing it roughly in a classic ‘haunted country house’ setting.

I hope you enjoy it - it was certainly a lot of fun (and very different) to write. My next seasonal short will be released in December - with the theme being Christmas, of course.
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Chapter 1
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“Trick or treat,” said the two young women on my doorstep. One was dressed as Little Red Riding Hood, the other as Princess Leia from Star Wars.

“It’s not Hallowe’en until tomorrow,” I pointed out. “October 31st. Today is the 30th.”

“Oh no,” Little Red pouted at me. “We got it wrong.”

She turned to Leia who punched her in the shoulder playfully. “Stop messing about.”

“I’m sorry,” Little Red apologised to me. “You’re Nick, right?”

“That’s me,” I smiled, nonplussed.

“We’re not really trick or treating, we’ve come to give you this.” Little Red passed me a shiny gold envelope. “It’s an invitation to the Manor House tomorrow. The Darkford Hallowe’en Ball. You have to come.”

“Who is it, honey?” Tracy said from behind me and I turned to see her look over my shoulder.

“It’s um- Little Red Riding Hood and Princess Leia,” I grinned, “They’ve invited us to a party tomorrow.”

“You have to come,” Princess Leia said. “It’s a village tradition.”

“We’ll think about it,” I nodded, patting the envelope in my hand.

“No,” Little Red took a step inside the doorway so I couldn’t close it. “You have to come. It’s a Darkford tradition. If you don’t then the village will be offended, you see.”

“I’m Grace, by the way,” Princess Leia introduced herself. “And this is Gemma. We live in the village. We’re sisters.”

They didn’t look much like sisters. They were both dark-haired but whereas Gemma was tall and chubby, Grace was much narrower and shorter.

“ Really, you need to come tomorrow. You’re new here and it’s a good way of getting to meet everyone.” Grace continued. “You moved in last week, didn’t you?”

“Yes,” Tracy moved alongside me, taking the envelope and opening it. As she looked at the invitation within, she turned to me. “We should go. As the girls say, it’s a good way of introducing ourselves to our neighbours.”

Out here in the small village of Darkford, neighbours meant a totally different thing to what it did in the city we’d just moved from. There we’d lived on a cul-de-sac with thirty or so houses. Here, the nearest house to us was half a mile away. The small village consisted of a very small market square with a few shops, houses dotted around those and the imperious Manor House which overlooked the village, which in itself was surrounded by woodlands, only connected to the nearest city by a twenty-mile long single lane road.

“Excellent,” Grace smiled, bouncing on the balls of her feet like an excited child. The two girls looked fully grown - in their early twenties - if the curvy shapes of their bodies beneath their costumes were anything to go by, at least.

“You have a choice of three costumes,” Gemma pointed at the card that Tracy was reading, “You can come as Little Red Riding Hood and the Big Bad Wolf, Darth Vader and Princess Leia, or the Devil and the Witch.”

“It says I have to call Mr Lewis,” Tracy said as she read.

“Yes, Mr Lewis is the tailor in the village,” Grace explained. “He has dozens of costumes in every size. If you call him tonight and tell him your choices and sizes, he’ll personally drop you the costumes over tomorrow morning.”

“How very convenient,” I commented. I really didn’t want to go to some stupid Hallowe’en party. This was our first weekend since the move. We’d spent all week decorating and I’d planned to put my feet up and have a well-deserved relaxing weekend of doing nothing.

“Let’s go,” Tracy put her hand on my arm, reading my irritated mood. Her large dark eyes watched me as I slowly relented. “You might even enjoy it. It’s been a long time since we did anything for Hallowe’en.”

She was right. It wasn’t my favourite day of the year. Not for any particular reason. I just wasn’t into dressing up and I didn’t believe in ghosts or any of that nonsense. “Okay. Fine. Whatever.”

“Brilliant.” Grace stepped back, seemingly pleased that they’d convinced us to go. “I’ll tell our father you’re coming. He’s been looking forward to meeting you. You’ll like him. And Lord and Lady Darkford too. They’re terribly nice.”

“Who is your father?” I asked the girls as they turned to leave. “Is he somebody we should know?”

“He’s the local policeman,” Gemma smiled. “See you tomorrow. Don’t forget to call Mr Lewis.”

I closed the door and rolled my eyes. “Wonderful. I wanted this weekend to be our chill-out time. We’ve worked so hard all week getting the house right.”

“I know we have,” Tracy replied, pushing a strand of her dark hair out of her eyes. “It’ll be fun getting dressed up though. I’m quite looking forward to it. I want to go as a witch. I don’t fancy either of the costumes they were wearing. Too fussy.”

“So I have to be the devil.” I rolled my eyes even harder, if that was at all possible. “Fine. Shall I ring this Lewis guy, or do you want to?”

“You do it,” Tracy replied as we went back to watching TV in the front room, which we’d been doing before the intrusion. “You know I hate doing things like that.”

“So you’re fine with going to a party dressed as a witch with dozens of people you don’t know, but you can’t make a simple phone call?”

“Quit moaning,” she giggled at me and I humphed one more time but picked up the phone. I could never deny Tracy anything. She was gorgeous. Dark, sultry looks. A beautiful, slim but curvy body. But it was her personality that had captured me. Her infectious giggle. Her playful nature and her zany sense of humour. She was also one of the most patient and tolerant people I’d ever met. Which helped when it came to dealing with dour and grumpy old me.

“Is that Mr Lewis?” I asked when the call connected.

“Rafael Lewis speaking,” the posh male voice replied.

“Hello. This is Nick Ash here. I don’t know if you were expecting a call from me or not. My wife, Tracy and I have just moved into the village and we’ve received an invite to the Hallowe’en Party tomorrow night at the Manor.”

“Ah, yes,” Rafael’s light voice answered, “Of course. Am I to assume that you’ll be attending and that you’re calling me with your choice of fancy dress?”

“That’s right. We’d like to come as the devil and the witch if that’s okay?”

“Certainly.” Rafael paused for a moment. “Sorry. I was just getting my pencil. Please tell me what sizes you would like. Small, medium or large.”

“Medium for me,” I replied. I was of average height and weight but Tracy was short and petite, apart from her medium-sized bust and generous behind. “Small for my wife, please.”

“And are you the devil or the witch?” Rafael laughed. “Forgive me. Just a little joke.”

I forced a laugh back. “Yes, I’m the devil. Not literally, of course.”

“I should hope not,” Mr Lewis replied. “Although that would make for a very interesting party. Very well. I shall deliver the costumes to you tomorrow morning. You’ve moved into the old library, haven’t you?”

“Yes.” The house had been a library once, many years ago. Some of the old bookshelves were still here, although it had long since been renovated into a house before we’d moved in. “I’ll see you then.”

“I hope they have some alcohol there,” Tracy said after I’d hung up. “A good drink would be nice. A ‘let our hair down’ sort of thing.”

“We certainly deserve it,” I agreed. “I’m sure if it’s being held at the Manor House that they’ll have some good quality wine at least.”

One thing we’d realised after we moved here was that there wasn’t a pub or even an off-license in the village where you could buy alcohol. The nearest was in the closest big town, half an hour away. There was a grocery shop and a small post office that sold all the essentials between them but no other shops in the village itself. But that was the reason we’d moved here. I’d gone from working in an office to being a writer and Tracy was a graphic designer who did all her work from home, so moving away from the noisy hubbub of the city to the almost seclusion and quiet of a country village appealed to us both. I wanted
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