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The house stood silent most
of the year, its windows dark and shuttered. Occasionally, there
would be sightings of a light in the window, and some, probably
more imaginative than honest, swore they saw Dorothea Wyrmwood
passing by, a shadow against the dim light within. This was not,
however, most of the year. This was Halloween.

 


"You're a jerk," Katie
called over her shoulder, marching down the suburban street, the
small pick-up truck trailing slowly behind her. The headlights
illuminated her from behind, throwing a long shadow ahead of her on
the sidewalk.

From his place in the
driver's seat, Ryan Collier brushed his hair back from his
forehead, trying not to shake it for fear that Katie would turn
around at just that moment and see his exasperation. She had an
uncanny knack for catching him when he was at his most frustrated.
This frustration was fuel for more than a few fights.

His friends had suggested he
rid himself of her, lose all the drama that went along with
Princess Katie's high demands for a boyfriend. In fairness, it was
he who had first called her Princess Katie, and now it was all he
heard from his crew. At least when she wasn't around. She had a
flair for the dramatic, of that there was no doubt, but she was
also the single hottest thing on two legs that Brightmoor High had
graduated last year, or any other year for that matter.

Her hair was practically
golden, and she was a perfect five-and-a-half feet tall,
thin-waisted, but with an ass and breasts that gave her
model-quality proportions. Her face was delicate and perfectly
carved, and she carried herself with the air of someone who was
fully aware of the effect she had on the boys she had graduated
with and the men who looked at her with the longing wistfulness of
lost youth.

How Ryan had ever made her
his own was a minor miracle and something completely out of his
hands. He was charming and funny and well-built, a footballer
before they graduated, but he had never been much for the books and
the scholarship he'd been hoping for had never materialized,
leaving him with few prospects. It was Katie who decided, just
before prom, they would be together. From the first date a few
weeks before the big dance, it was clear that Katie was used to
getting what she wanted and Ryan was happy to oblige. From the
first tentative kisses, the first time his hand cupped that
gorgeous, ideal breast, the nipple stiffening under his grasp, Ryan
was bought and sold.

Which led to tonight,
trailing her in his second-hand truck as she marched down the
sidewalk towards the center of town, her hips swinging as she
navigated on the high heels that came along with her Cinderella
costume, her waist even more refined than usual, her hair up in a
shimmering bun, her breasts bunched and raised in the corset-like
top. Even as he followed her, calling after her out the window, he
could not deny the lust he felt for her. She could be real bitch,
sure, but having tasted the dew between her legs, after having been
allowed (and that was certainly the word for it) to enter her and
feel the tightness of her inner walls as he thrust inside her, he
would make a fool of himself however he must to feel and taste that
again.

Finally, she stopped,
spinning on her precariously high heels, and faced Ryan.

"Why don't you ever do what
I want?" she asked, stopping short of stomping the ground like a
petulant child.

The whole evening had begun
with one idea and ended with another. As Katie sent a barrage of
texts to her best friend, Caroline, Ryan busied himself with
readying his Prince Charming costume, and felt increasing
ridiculous with every layer added to it. The plan, as it had been
presented to him, was to meet Caroline and another friend, Dana,
where they would attend a party thrown by a guy Ryan knew only
vaguely and mostly by reputation. He was older, maybe in his early
thirties, but was known for the incredible summer parties he threw
while he was in college. Now that he had graduated, even gotten a
master's Degree in literature or some such nonsense, he was having
a Halloween blow-out that even Ryan was interested in
attending.

During the course of the
texting, the plans had evolved from the party to a trip to the
Wyrmwood House, the local haunted mansion. Ryan had never seen the
owner, but he had seen lights on in the windows time to time, so he
was the first to raise the issue that what the girls were really
planning was a breaking and entering. Kate waved his objections
away at first, but as soon as the couple was underway, Katie made a
point of saying how happy she would be to see the Wyrmwood House
for herself, to see what all the fuss was about.

"It's someone's home," Ryan
countered, stealing a glimpse at Katie's stockinged legs as she
adjusted the awkward dress.

"I don't care," Katie
replied, looking out the passenger window at the McMansions that
made up most of Brightmoor's suburbs. "I want to see
it."

"Look, even if you're not
worried by the fact that we could end the night in jail if this old
lady caught is and wanted to press charges, there are some pretty
weird stories about the place."

"Really?" Katie barked a
laugh. "Are you telling me you're scared of this old
bitch?"

"Not scared exactly," Ryan
said, choosing his words carefully. He could hear the storm brewing
in Katie's words, the eagerness for a fight that came on at times.
Being less confrontational, Ryan did his best to avoid these
conversations. "But people have, you know, gone missing. That's no
bullshit. And it's always around Halloween. Sometimes it's better
to leave things alone."

"You're a coward," Katie
spat.

"And you're
impulsive."

"Stop the truck," she
demanded.

And now they were here,
Katie glaring at him through the window, Ryan's shoulders sagging
as he admitted defeat before he ever spoke the words.

From the sidewalk, he could
see Katie's rage slip into a satisfied smile.

"Fine," he called after her.
"We'll go."

 


Caroline checked her phone
again, frowning at the time. "We should have just
Ubered."

Dana was milling on the
street before the apartment building, using her makeshift shield to
hide herself. Caroline had been the one to suggest the costume, and
Dana agreed that it would be great, but that was before she
actually had to wear it. Now that she was in full garb, she was
feeling exposed and vulnerable, quite unlike the image she
presented.

Thanks to their mutual love
of the show on cable about Vikings, Caroline had helped design a
Valkyrie-like set for Dana. She had a bikini bottom that looked
like authentic animal hide, her firm belly exposed, and a metallic
bikini top, also fur-rimmed. Her hair, red and fiery, had been
twisted into tight braids that draped over her shoulders. Her pale
skin was far too visible for her liking, but, with the shield and
spear Caroline had helped her design and build, she looked every
bit the Viking warrior, right down to the furry boots.

If Dana had any inkling of
Caroline's true motives, she never showed, nor did she consider the
possibility more than a fleeting, dismissed thought. While Dana
used the shield to cover her more exposed areas, Caroline was
drinking in the sight of her roommate, nearly salivating at the
perceived strength and the large swaths of her bare body exposed.
Dana and Caroline both had dated, and each had met the other's
boyfriends as they came and went, but Dana never suspected the
other life Caroline led.

There were nights, sometimes
whole weekends, where Caroline was ostensibly doing work for the
telecom company that employed her. In reality, she was meeting
other women in towns far enough away to make her secret
predilections unknown to all but a few girls in Brightmoor with
whom she'd first explored her Sapphic desires. Dana had been her
forbidden fruit for years, her roommate for almost four, now, since
they'd left high school. The glimpses Caroline had stolen of the
redhead's trips from bedroom to shower, or the times she'd helped
get her dolled up for some lucky guy... all these moments were
frozen in her mind. At night, Caroline would sometimes toss her
head back and delve between her legs with hungry fingers, imagining
Dana's mouth on her, her tongue snaking into her wet
hole.

Caroline slipped her phone
into the small backpack slung over one shoulder, completing her
schoolgirl outfit. She had bought the costume whole from an online
store, including the black maryjanes, knee-high white socks, red
and black plaid skirt and white top, tied beneath the obvious red
bra she wore beneath. Her body was lean and long, and she secretly
hoped Dana was stealing looks at her when she turned and bent to
collect her dropped pack.

"Is she in her car?" Dana
asked, looking down the road.

"I think Ryan's driving.
Which means we're in the back of the truck."

"Ugh. I'm going to be
freezing by the time we get there."

'There,' of course, was the
fabled Wyrmwood House. It was Katie's idea to go, but Caroline had
been immediately on board with the plan. She hated to live as a
stereotype, but she'd always found the alternative lifestyles more
intriguing, whether it was her time dabbling in Wicca or dying her
hair a deep purple color (it still had traces of lighter pinks),
and now she had the opportunity to see something inexplicable
firsthand, or so she hoped.

Dana was less enthusiastic.
"If I'm going to dress like a Viking slut," she sighed, "at least
we could go to a party where the only guy available isn't dating a
friend of ours."

"Not that we could convince
him to be with either of us, anyway. Katie's got him so wrapped
around her finger..." Caroline paused, considering. In an odd way,
she and Dana represented the other side of a double date, and that
notion appealed to her greatly. She looked over the pale, freckled
legs of her roommate and felt her sex heat up as she imagined those
legs spreading for her.

"He's a nice guy. It's
really too bad," Dana said, stepping off the sidewalk to peer down
the road. "Speak of the devil. And her boyfriend," Dana
added.

They giggled together, and
Caroline slipped a hand around the waist of her friend, not too
familiar, she'd learned by now how to walk the fine line between
friendly and flirting, and joined her on the road as they waited
for the truck to pull to a halt.

 


Though the night was cool,
it was nowhere near as frigid as the temperature inside the cabin
of the truck. Katie's finely-chiseled face was sternly set, and
poor Ryan looked like he'd been through the wringer with her
already tonight. He was a bit of a boy scout, Caroline thought as
she extended a hand for Dana, helping her into the bed of the
truck.

While the truck bounced
along the pot-hole ridden roads of the suburbs, then through the
center of town where trick-or-treaters and revelers were
celebrating the Eve, Caroline busied herself thinking of Dana's
apparent chill, the gooseflesh on her arms and legs. She wondered
if her nipples were hard, too, and imagined she was right in such
an assumption. She thought of how her tongue might circle them to
warm her skin, then banished the thought as she realized how horny
she was making herself. Halloween or not, there were some masks one
must wear all the time.

The truck slowed as it came
to the faded gray wood of the fence surrounding the Wyrmwood
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