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  For all the spooky sluts that wished they could get fucked in a haunted house by the hot vampire queen.




You’re welcome, heathens. <3
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Calista


The car jerks to a stop in the middle of the gravel road and, unfortunately for me, my body continues moving forward at light speed. I smash my head on the back of the passenger seat, barely missing where the plastic oh, shit handle sits below the headrest. Scratchy fabric digs into the bridge of my nose, suffocating me with the overwhelming smell of must mixed with cheap weed and warm, citrus perfume. The unexpected collision rattles my insides, causing my eyes to cross and vision to fade.

“Ouch. What the fuck, Bree?!” I squeak, rubbing the center of my forehead. Blinking a few times to clear the tears from my eyes, the haze from the impact begins to lift. A strange figure stands ten feet away from the car, its full size hidden by the fog clinging to the ground. The only thing I can make out is that its head is far too large and oddly shaped for its human-like body. While the ominous weather resembling a well-loved horror video game is normal this time of year, thanks to the fog rolling off of Lake Michigan mixing with the warm, fall air, the looming threat of a serial killer off in the distance is not.

“Sorry, Lista,” Bree murmurs from the driver’s seat. Thankful my eyesight has returned, I glance over to her. She has a death grip on the steering wheel, her fingers wrapped tightly around the leather. Her knuckles are ghost white from the tension coursing through her body.

In front of our vehicle, the figure remains just out of view of the headlights. Close enough to see in the dim cast from my peripheral, but far enough away that we can’t make out who, or what, they are. The gravel road disappears behind them, leading to our final destination. In the distance, spot lights outline a large factory building against the night sky, accompanied by the occasional flashing colored strobe lights. The faint shadow of a metal fence sits just beyond our road block—our saving grace from becoming victims of this psycho before we are even able to enjoy the wonders of the county’s newest haunted attraction.

“Sooooo, are they going to move, or…” Sarah asks, cocking her head to one side.

As if on cue, the figure starts walking towards us.

“Oh, shit,” Bree whispers.

“Back up. Back up. Back up!” Sarah screams.

The unknown person continues their approach towards our vehicle, and my friends are losing it in the front seat. Sarah begins locking all the windows and doors with the buttons she has access to from the front passenger door. Bree is fumbling to shift the car into reverse. I remain in the back seat, squinting at the bipedal form. The figure breaks into the beam of the headlights and everything starts to make sense. I can make out a pig mask sitting atop a pair of large, human shoulders. Their clothes are raggedy with blood splattered across the knees—but I can spot out fake blood from a mile away, being a hobbyist special effects artist in my spare time. Fake blood is deep, bright red—always, even when it dries. Normal blood will eventually oxidize to a disgusting brown color. This person, whomever they are, is a scare actor for the haunted house we are planning to visit tonight. I don’t know why they’re all the way out here, but I got to say, it tops what I’ve seen at other places.

The girls continue to scramble in the front seat. Bree finally gets the car to slowly reverse. I peek out the rear window behind me and it’s pitch black. We have nowhere to go without the help of the headlights. Bree’s backup lights are too dim to lead the way.

“Bree, I swear to fuck, if you don’t go faster—” Sarah sputters.

I roll my eyes at both of them. “You guys are ridiculous. It’s a scare actor, not a serial killer.”

“You don’t know that,” Bree whines.

“Do I have to prove it to you?” I counter.

The car brakes slam before being shifted into park again. Bree glares at me from the rear view mirror. I meet her stare, eyebrows raised. She crosses her arms before throwing them up in defeat. “Fine! How do we get around the creepy, totally-not-a-serial-killer blocking our path?”

I peer out the windshield again, but the figure is gone. My stomach drops and my lungs constrict. They were just there. We looked away for barely two seconds. I look out the side windows, hoping to see a shadow lurking nearby. All that surrounds us are dark trees and the lit up building on the horizon.

“Where did he go?” Sarah asks.

“You don’t know if it’s a he,” Bree admonishes, rotating her head like an owl, searching for the scare actor.

“Well, women usually only kill out of passion or revenge. So, odds are if it’s a serial killer, it’s a dude.” Sarah leans towards the windshield, cupping her hands against the glass.

“I already told you, it’s not a—”

A loud chainsaw roars to life from behind the car, accompanied by a bang reverberating through the body of the vehicle. All three of us jump and scream in unison. My head whips around to glare at whoever decided it was a good idea to ambush us. Two tall, muscular figures in pig masks stand behind the car. Their snouts and disheveled clothes illuminated a dull, blood red from the brake lights. I wave at them, hoping they really are scare actors and not serial killers. I don’t have get taken out by John Kramer on this year’s bingo card.

The pig heads look at each other and fist bump before one of them jogs over to Bree’s side. Bending down in front of the door, the actor knocks on
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