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Disclaimer: This
book contains sexually explicit material and profanity. Please do
not read further if these things offend you or you are under the
age of 18. All characters depicted in sexual acts in this work of
fiction are above the age of 18.

 


This book is a work of
fiction. The characters and events portrayed in this book are
products of the author’s imagination. Any similarity to real
persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental and not
intentional. Any events inspiring this work have been changed to
ensure no resemblance to actual events or persons.

 



Halloween night followed
its usual routine for Otis and Joe. Like most of the neighbourhood,
they had decorated the outside of their house with pumpkins and
fake cobwebs. Orange lights adorned the apple tree in their front
garden. They lived in a friendly area, popular with young families,
so they knew that they had to make an effort.

 


As usual they put on a
bit of makeup to be adequately spooky for the kids that would come
to the door trick or treating. Joe had opted to go for the white
out look with fake blood dripping from his eyes. Otis had
accentuated his dark skin with black eye shadow, and completed the
look with fangs that he could pop into his mouth quickly at the
door.

 


Otis dressed all in
black, his muscular physique being shown off nicely in his tight
jeans and t-shirt. Joe was slimmer and more toned than muscular. He
wore his usual trackie bottoms and a retro Scooby Doo t-shirt.

 


The couple had been
together for 5 years, and this was their second halloween in their
house together. Having bonded over scary movies it was their
tradition to watch one of their favourites together on
halloween.

 


It had been a busy
evening. By the time they had sat down to watch their movie, the
tub of sweets they had for trick or treaters was already nearly
empty.

 


“Let’s hope that’s the
last of them!” Said Otis as he returned to the sofa after answering
the latest doorbell ring.

 


“It’s getting a bit late
for kids now”, responded Joe, tucking into their bag of sweet
popcorn.

 


Joe had chosen tonight’s
scary movie, the original Halloween movie. It was a classic and
probably his favourite. He hit play on the remote as Otis snuggled
him next to him.

 


Twenty minutes into the
movie and the doorbell went again, making them both jump in their
seats.

 


“Your turn honey”, said
Otis as he paused the film.

 


“Ugh, fine”, groaned Joe
as he pulled himself off of the sofa.

 


He recognised the three
kids from the house across the street instantly. All looking cute
in their outfits.

 


A shy chorus of “Trick or
Treat” greeted him at the door.

 


“Well look at you!” He
said, handing each of them the remainder of the sweets, “Very
scary!”

 


He spotted their Dad,
Kyle watching them from his gate across the street and gave him a
quick smile and wave. Their Dad, waving back before watching his
kids cross back over the road.

 


Joe closed the door and
returned to the sofa.

 


“Well, that’s all the
sweets gone. That was Kyle and Lisa’s kids from across the
street.”

 


“Ah, cute”.

 


They continued watching
the movie, snuggled up together. In the last half hour of the
movie, Joe spotted that Otis was drifting off to sleep. He couldn’t
be mad though, they’d both seen this film 100s of times.

 


“Hey baby”, whispered
Joe, “The films finished”.

 


Otis woke suddenly with a
smile. “Sorry, I must have drifted off”.

 


“Don’t worry, it is
getting late. Why don’t you carry on up? I’ll tidy up here”.

 


“Are you sure?”

 


“Of course, keep the bed
warm for me, sexy,” said Joe, giving his hot boyfriend a playful
tap on his peachy ass.

 


Otis had just got to the
top of the stairs when the doorbell rang.

 


“What the fuck”, he
exclaimed, “It’s gone 11pm!”

 


“I’ll get it”, shouted
Joe.

 


“Tell them to fuck
off!”

 


Joe opened the door,
ready to say just that.

 


He was spooked when he
caught sight of what was on his doorstep.

 


He saw the mask first,
the unmistakable white Michael Myers mask, straight out of the
movie they’d just been watching. Then he noticed the height of the
person wearing it, this was no kid, this was a full grown
adult.

 


“Uh…” he started to say
before being cut off.

 


“Trick or treat” came a
man's voice from beneath the mask. If Joe had to guess, he sounded
like he was in his thirties.

 


“I…uh…it’s a bit late”,
said Joe nervously, ensuring that he didn’t open the door too wide.
“And uh…aren’t you a little too old to be trick or treating?”

 


The guy laughed, “Aww
come on, we all like a bit of fun on halloween don’t we?”

 


Joe had to admit that he
was being slightly charmed by this stranger.

 


“We’ve run out of sweets
I’m afraid”, he said, “Great mask though!”. Joe started to close
the door but was stopped by the guy's arm.

 


“Oh come on, you’ve not
got a little treat for your favourite halloween villain?”

 


Joe laughed, “Ok, would a
shot of whiskey suffice?”

 


“Perfect”.

 


Despite his better
judgement, Joe invited the guy into the hall. He looked up the
stairs to see if Otis was coming back down, but the lack of noise
from upstairs suggested that he’d already fallen asleep. Great!

 


“Wait there”, said Joe
before disappearing into the kitchen. He grabbed a glass and
quickly poured a measure of whiskey. He was nervous but he had a
trusting nature. This guy just wanted a drink, it would be
fine.

 


He jumped out of his skin
when he turned around, the guy was right behind him, his terrifying
mask still on.

 


“Fuck!”

 


“Sorry, didn’t mean to
scare you”.

 


Joe caught his breath and
handed over the drink.

 


The guy put the glass up
to the mouth slit of the mask and downed the liquid in one.

 


“Now, how about a proper
treat”, he said, moving slightly closer to Joe, whose heart was
pounding and was seconds away from shouting for help.

 


“What…” started Joe
before the stranger put a hand gently over his mouth.

 


The stranger leant up
against him now, Joe could feel that this guy had an erection. He
was scared and slightly turned on.

 


“You see, I’ve been
watching you…” the stranger began as Joe tried in vain to wriggle
free. “And I think that sweet ass of yours would be the perfect
treat for me”.

 


A million thoughts ran
through Joe’s head all at once. Who the fuck was this? He’s been
watching me! Fuck!! Otis is just upstairs…but he’s asleep!!
Typical! Fuck, why am I horny!? Fuck, fuck, fuck!

 


The stranger loosened his
grip a little but kept his body pressed against Joe’s, his erection
purposely pressed into Joe’s groin.

 


“My boyfriend is
upstairs”.

“Oh that’s ok, I’m sure
we can be quiet” the stranger said with a cheeky tone, “And
something tells me you quite like the idea of being ravaged by
Michael Myers…?”

 


Fuck, why is this making
me so horny. Joe thought to himself, weighing up his options. He
had a perfect, hot boyfriend sleeping just upstairs. He didn’t need
this, but this adrenaline was rushing straight to his cock, and he
knew that this guy could sense that only too well.

 


Before he could answer
the guy had grabbed hold of his t-shirt and was starting to rip it
at the neck. Joe couldn’t say anything, a mixture of shock and
excitement rendering him speechless as the stranger exposed his
toned and smooth chest.

 


The stranger's hands
caressed his naked torso as the t-shirt fell into rags on the
floor. Joe’s heart pounded as he was pressed
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