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Dedication

	 

	To all the sexy, spooky bitches out there.

	 

	To all the book girlies who love a masked MMC.

	 

	To all the grown woman who would swoon at being called baby girl by a big dude in a haunted house.

	 

	This one is for you!

	 

	(And for me…it’s for me, too.)

	 

	 


 

	 

	Content Warning

	 

	Sexy Spooky Season is an erotic romance. All of the sex scenes are with the door thrown happily wide open. There are detailed descriptions of all the acts involved. Consider this your fair warning. However, this story is NOT a dark romance in anyway. While there’s nothing wrong with dark romances, my goal in writing this story was to take the masked male main character trope, keep the sexiness, mystery, and intensity, but eliminate the darker content. I am thrilled with the outcome.

	 

	Below is a more thorough list of what you will encounter between the pages of this novella. Keep in mind that these are the main content warnings and may not cover smaller warnings that are specific from reader-to-reader. Take care, dear reader.

	 

	Explicit Language

	Graphic Sexual Content

	Masturbation (MMC)

	Fellatio

	Cunnilingus

	Sex in Public Places

	Handcuff Usage (during foreplay)

	Self-Harm/Attempted Suicide (past, discussed)

	 

	If these are okay with you, please proceed.

	 

	Happy reading!
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	All Horrors’ Eve

	 

	 

	 

	T


	hrough the eyeholes of his mask, Lark saw her, and everything crystalized in that beautiful and startling moment. She was stunning, with black hair that feathered like raven’s wings and brushed her pale shoulders. Those strands of ebony hair skimmed against her neck, and that was how he noticed the scar that stretched from one side of her neck to the other, just above her collarbone. His entire body tensed at the sight of the pale pink line—so pretty, so mysterious. There was a story there that he yearned to know. 

	How’d she get it? When did she get it? The fact she wasn’t trying to hide it with a necklace or little scarf or even with makeup meant she wasn’t ashamed of it. 

	In his opinion, she shouldn’t be ashamed of it. Her scar was a part of her, and he desired to get to know her and her scar. He fisted his hands at his sides to dispel the need to trail the tips of his fingertips over that scar, to feel the silkiness of the healed flesh and the hard line where her skin had sealed back together. His needs were so intense that he clenched his jaw as he imagined kissing and licking it.

	His gaze trailed down the rest of her. She wore a black tank top, jean shorts, and black sneakers. Her legs were long and her thighs gorgeous as she walked and they skimmed together. Beneath his pumpkin mask, he ran his teeth over his bottom lip. The urge to part those thighs and settle his head between them, feel them clench around his skull was fierce. He’d never had such a whiplash surge of lust before, but holy shit he wanted her.

	She was with a group of friends, though—two men and three women. Neither of the guys were close, so he hoped that meant she wasn’t with either of them. She was next to a woman with unnatural mahogany hair, though. Were they together? They were laughing. They were whispering. Then the woman with mahogany hair peered to the side and winked.

	Lark followed her line of sight to where Cal in a skull mask stood. Okay. So Mahogany Hair was into men. At least men in skull masks who worked at Halloween theme parks like All Horrors’ Eve. So hopefully that meant his scarred angel was single.

	As they walked closer, he stepped out of the shadows. 

	She looked right at him.

	The force of her stare halted him. He was a trained scare actor. Normal people weren’t supposed to make him freeze like a startled idiot, but she’d stunned him. 

	A small smile played on her lips.

	She wasn’t dressed like the other women who were there, hoping to get fucked by a masked man for a story to post to social media. No, his scarred angel was dressed because of the humid Florida night. Nor did she seem to be there to get railed by a masked man. Not like her friend who wore what equated to a black bra and was throwing “I want you to fuck me hard” looks at his friend who would surely take her up on that offer. 

	His scarred angel shifted her gaze away.

	Beside her, Mahogany Hair said something. Then she left his angel’s side, heading toward Cal, who stepped closer, towering and menacing and aware that both were turning Mahogany Hair on. Everyone who was within eyesight was aware of it.

	His angel shook her head and continued on with her friends. Lark followed several paces behind, staking his claim. His other scare actor friends noticed. They all had a code. If one of them clearly picked someone for the night, they were off limits. The others targeted her friends to taunt and tease, but they left his angel alone. Did she notice? Did she sense him behind her?

	The night was hot. Howls and screeches, screams and hideous laughter filled the humid air. Sweat dotted Lark’s forehead and upper lip beneath his pumpkin mask. A bead of sweat slithered a path down his spine. Although he was shirtless with just a distressed leather vest on, the heat was stifling.

	His angel was hot, too. She lifted her black tank, twisted the cotton around her finger, and tucked it into the middle of her bra. 

	The sight of her back and waist and the beginning shape of her hips glistening with a sheen of sweat thickened his cock in his black cargo pants.

	Desire pumped through his veins. He wanted nothing more than to back her against a building and lick the sweat from her stomach and from between her breasts and thighs. He craved her salt, her water, her skin—everything.

	She glanced over her shoulder.

	Yeah, I’m here, angel.

	She didn’t stop walking.

	He didn’t stop following.

	But the longer he trailed after her, the harder he became. He wasn’t innocent compared to his friends. It wasn’t like he didn’t choose a pretty little thing on occasion, lure her into the darkness, and have a little fun. He did that from time to time when one caught his eye and was willing, but he didn’t do it nearly as often as his friends, who made a selection every night. Sometimes two or three times in one night. Even several of them at once. He’d heard the stories. He’d stumbled across Cal with a man and two women. Cal was eating out one woman, thrusting his cock into the other, while the man pumped into him from behind. Lark had never seen anything like it. He hustled out of there as quickly as he could and jerked off alone. The way he was now, because of his scarred angel’s sweaty, swaying body, he would need a release fast.

	When she and her friends stepped into the line for the Ferris wheel, he slunk off down a random alley. His cock was a bulge in his pants, straining against the zipper. If he didn’t find privacy soon, the zipper’s track would be imprinted on the head of his penis. His pace quickened. He grabbed his cock and squeezed just as he erupted out of the alley. 

	Moans had him spinning to the right. 

	Cal, still wearing his skull mask, leaned against the back of the haunted house with his pants open and his cock out. Mahogany Hair was on her knees in front of him, with her mouth around Cal’s cock. His hands gripped her head. His fingers tangled with that mahogany hair as he dragged her head back and forth. 

	Cal angled his head toward Lark and nodded his head in silent acknowledgment. While looking at him, Cal forced Mahogany Hair to take his cock deeper into her throat. Lark stood there a moment, rooted in place while palming his cock and watching the woman taking Cal without resistance but with an apparent eagerness that had pre-cum gushing from Lark’s dick.

	He staggered down the alley behind the buildings to the wooden gate that circled the park. In the corner, he ripped off his leather glove, shoved it into his pocket, and whipped out his cock. He worked his fist up and down his length to the vision of his angel’s body and the sounds of Mahogany Hair sucking Cal off. His friend’s groans and the slurping of Mahogany Hair’s mouth encouraged him. He could almost imagine that his hand was his angel’s mouth around his dick and those slurping sounds were coming from her. With his eyelids squeezed shut, it was the truth. 

	Behind him, Cal was getting close to climaxing. 

	The sucking became more frenzied.

	Lark pumped his hand faster.

	Cal groaned long and deep as he came in Mahogany Hair’s mouth.

	A lewd popping sound of her mouth pulling off Cal’s cock met Lark’s ears.

	He focused on the sensation of his fist tightening around his dick. His angel’s waist, her hips encased in jeans, her bare thighs, the sleek plain of her back—he replayed all of that in his mind. She was his little mystery…his raging lust. He wished she were there, replacing his hand.

	“Hey, man.” Cal’s voice cut through Lark’s thoughts. “If you need some help, Trina can finish you off.”

	So Mahogany Hair’s name is Trina.

	“I’d be happy to,” a woman’s voice said.

	He was sure she would be happy to, especially after the way she finished off Cal, but Lark didn’t want her, so he shook his head.

	“Alright,” Cal said. “Let’s give him some privacy.”

	Lark listened to them leave.

	As soon as he was alone, he pumped his hand more aggressively. Fuck. A snapshot of her scar blazed through his thoughts and burned his mind with passion unlike any he’d ever felt before. Fuck, fuck, fuck. He was close. His grip tightened. He dragged his hand faster and faster over his cock. Thinking of her scar, imagining kissing it and licking it and his cum slicking it, he came. He came so hard that he couldn’t stop a grunt from breaking out of his weak vocal cords. His cum splashed onto the wood fence in front of him. 

	Panting, heart racing, he stuffed his semi-hard cock back into his pants. Then he braced the hand that had been around his cock on the fence and used his gloved hand to massage his throat. His vocal cords throbbed. Grimacing, he probed his throat. His vocal cords would 

	probably hurt for the next two days because of that.

	Worth it.

	Still massaging his throat, he turned. And froze. His scarred angel was there, staring with wide eyes.

	“I…I’m sorry,” she said. “I was looking for my friend. I thought maybe she was with you, but…” She studied the fence behind him. “…you’re alone.”

	He glanced back at his cum dripping down the front of the fence. Meeting her eyes, he nodded. I was alone, but now I’m with you.

	“I’ll go now. Sorry.”

	When she went to leave, he lowered his hand from his neck and held it out. 

	She stilled. Her gaze drifted to the cum-streamed fence again. “Um. Do you usually jerk off in alleys while the park is open?”

	He lifted a shoulder—sometimes he did jerk off in alleys while the park was open—and he advanced to see if she’d back away. 

	She didn’t. “What…if I may ask…inspired that?”

	He advanced another step. Staring through the eyeholes of his mask, he lifted a hand and pointed a finger at her.

	“Me?”

	He nodded.

	“What about me?”

	Everything, angel. Everything. He raised a hand to indicate her entire being.

	She peered down. “I guess lifting up my shirt like that is quite dramatic and can be seen as ‘asking for it.’”

	Oh, fuck. No, angel, that’s not what I meant. Fuck. He vigorously shook his head and stretched out his hand. She didn’t back away or swat at his hand, so he was able to trace her scar with his gloved finger. When he reached the end of it, he was awarded with seeing her shiver.

	“My scar?” Her voice was a breath. “Did you get off to my scar?”

	He knocked his head to the side in a gesture he meant as “maybe” even while he thought, definitely.

	She swallowed. “Open thyroid surgery. Two years ago. I had thyroid tumors. My doctors were worried about them, but they were benign. Left behind an ugly scar, though.”

	He shook his head slowly.

	“You don’t think it’s hideous?”

	More head shakes.

	“Most people do.”

	Most people are assholes. He continued to trace her scar.

	“Well, I guess you wouldn’t think it’s hideous if you jerked off while thinking about it. Do you have a scar kink?”

	He lifted a shoulder. Possibly. But so far, her scar was the only one that had turned him on.

	A smile like the one she gave him before lifted her lips. “Do you speak or is this a part of the role you’re playing? You’re the silent stalker?”

	He tilted his head. No, I don’t speak, angel, but that doesn’t have to get in our way. Does it? He would get on his knees to show her that he hoped it wouldn’t be a problem. He didn’t need a voice to show her how she made him feel. He certainly didn’t need a voice to make her feel good.

	“Sutton!”

	She flinched back. “I have to go.”

	Before he could do a thing, she was gone, returning to her friends.

	Sutton.

	Such a pretty and interesting name for his angel.

	He inhaled. On the exhale, he made an “s” sound like a hissing snake. The “ugh” for the “u” was easy. Like a breath. Focusing all his attention on his tongue, he formed the “t” and “n” sounds. His attempt was clunky. He attempted it again. “Sssu…tn.” Another long inhale. “Sssu…ton.” That was probably the best he’d manage without therapy.

	He’d lost his ability to speak following a car accident when he was eighteen—vocal cord paralysis. Every once in a while, he could produce a voice, but his pitch was limited to what barely qualified as a whisper. He didn’t have trouble breathing, and he only had difficulties swallowing when he accidentally strained his vocal cords, like what he’d probably just done. 

	Years ago, he attended speech therapy, but he’d stopped going when he became frustrated that his pitch wouldn’t ever rise above a whisper. And the pain following the appointments sucked.

	He gazed off toward where Sutton had scurried away to rejoin her friends. Maybe he’d go back to therapy. The pain would be worth it if he could say her name the way her name was meant to be said.
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	Mr. Horny Pumpkin Mask

	 

	 

	 

	“S


	utton! Do I have to send out a search party?”

	Sutton laughed as she stepped out of the alley. “No, I’m right here.”

	Trina glanced behind Sutton. “Did you just come from the alley?”

	“Yeah.”

	“Were you alone?”

	Perhaps best to lie and keep her encounter with the man in the pumpkin mask to herself. “Yeah.”

	Trina grinned. “Well, I wasn’t when I was back there.”

	Sutton stiffened. “Oh, who were you with?”

	“The tattooed guy with a skull mask.”

	Sutton’s shoulders relaxed.

	“I went down on him back there. And then this horny guy in a sexy but creepy pumpkin mask appeared and started to stroke himself, so Skull Mask fucked me behind the games, up against the dart booth. It was the hottest thing ever. All of it. Even Mr. Horny Pumpkin Mask wanking off.”

	Trina was the type to look for thrills fucking strangers, especially of the masked variety. If it wasn’t scare actors at Halloween theme parks, carnivals, or fairs, then it was sexy guests who came to their adult haunted house every spooky season. In fact, Sutton and Trina were at All Horrors’ Eve to have fun before the grand opening of Haunted House of Raunch tomorrow.

	They rejoined their friends in line for cotton candy. 

	“What should we do next?” Donna asked as she lifted her brown hair from her neck and fanned her sweaty, olive-toned skin.

	“The zero-gravity ride,” Mavis said while taking her mountain of cotton candy from the vendor.

	Sutton peered at the ride in the shape of a UFO as it spun so quickly it became a blur of colors. Her throat tightened. She’d gone on that ride when she was little and hated it; she didn’t want to step a foot into that contraption. “We should go to the haunted house.”

	“Zero gravity ride first and then the haunted house,” Ralph said while passing everyone their cotton candy.

	Sutton accepted hers, tore off a clump of spun sugar, and let the wispy bits of sugar dissolve on her tongue. Walking through the park, she spied on the scare actors doing their thing and how the girls giggled and flirted, either pretending not to be scared or overdoing their fear.

	She lowered her gaze to the cotton candy in her hand and extracted another pinch of pink fluff. When she raised her head, she spotted the man in the creepily sexy pumpkin mask. He sat on a wooden barrel at the entrance of an alley, with his back against a building. 

	Trina nudged Sutton with an elbow. “That’s him. Mr. Horny Pumpkin Mask.”

	Sutton checked him out in a way she’d been too shocked to do when she walked in on him finishing himself off. He wore black cargo pants, combat boots, biker gloves, and a distressed leather vest that showed off his bare chest and abs. She’d never seen such a sculpted body in person
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