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“FULL size bars?” the kid dressed as a zombie prince said in amazement.

“Of course,” Bruce said with a beaming smile. What was the point of having a good salary if not to be one of the best houses to visit on Halloween? “And you’re the last ones of the night, so you get two.”

“Dang!” the kid next to him said, earning a slight tap on the shoulder from the dad chaperoning them.

“Language,” the man chastised the kid, who looked like a properly apologetic zombie astronaut. He then turned to Bruce and smiled. “Thank you.”

Bruce shrugged, grinning as he grabbed another chocolate bar and handed it to the man. He recognized him from other neighborhood events. He was tall, bearded, handsome and had the kind of strong body that made it clear he actually used the gym membership he paid for each month.

“Thank you!” the quartet of kids under him echoed. A third one, a girl wearing a zombie pirate costume, added: “I really like your costume!”

“It’s amazing!” The last boy, dressed as a zombie cowboy, looked up at him in awe.

Bruce beamed at them. He loved Halloween, and he had spent a lot of time (and money) transforming into his own version of a male witch. He had sown the intricate long tailed coat himself with a rich black fabric and silver trimmings. A suede vest he had found at a secondhand shop has been dyed the perfect shade of deep purple to match the pants he had bought for the outfit. A black shirt and black bolo tie held by a silver pendant finished the look.

No pointy hat or green face paint, however. Those were a bit overdone as of late. 

“It’s not a costume,” he winked at them. “I was actually in the middle of casting a spell.”

The kids giggled before saying goodbye and shouting “thank you” one last time, heading back to the street. Bruce stayed at the door to watch them all shriek as the motion activated speaker near the gate yelled “Run, you foolish mortals!” at them. Even the dad jumped a little, looking back to grin at Bruce.

He really had gone all out, like he usually did. It was his first Halloween in the neighborhood after his great aunt had died and left him this old house. She trusted he was the only one in the family to not ruin it by modernizing it.

His cousins were still very, very annoyed about it.

To be honest it was more than a bit large for one person to live in, but Bruce loved it. The outside brick walls, large windows and front yard were a perfect canvas for the holiday. He had gone with an elaborate scene where each fake skeleton was a different victim that had tried to run away from the witch mannequin that greeted guests from the second floor. One was placed to look half sunk on the ground, reaching towards the iron fence at the front. Another one was trapped in vines that hung from the large tree near the front gate. Two hung from the roof, one from the tie on his business suit and the other from the shoelaces on his running shoes. The last one was displayed on the living room window, stuck there on a giant spiderweb and surrounded with hundreds (well, tens, plastic spiders were more expensive than he thought they’d be) smaller spiders.

Inside, the house didn’t need much to look like an authentic witch’s house. He had inherited his aunt’s old furniture, and she had been great at keeping the wallpaper and wood paneling on the wall looking pristine. She had preferred dark colors, and somehow had managed to make them feel cozy instead of gloomy. The muted lighting around the house made it feel like it was all candlelight.

It would all be perfect, Bruce thought, if he had someone to share it with.

He closed the door and grabbed one of the chocolate bars before heading to the living room. Usually he’d have a Halloween party or two to go to, but this year he was all dressed up in an amazing costume and had nowhere to go. His friends all said they’d rather stay in, and he didn’t want to go to the big costume party at the downtown gay club by himself.

Gay Halloween parties were fun, sure. He liked seeing the ways muscular guys showed off their bodies in different ways. His own outfits never failed to get compliments from all sorts of people. It frustratingly usually ended at that. 

He was an expert in thinking the hot guy who just told him he looked great meant it as an ice breaker only to realize he had nothing else to say and walk away. More than once he had tried to force a conversation, only to awkwardly be told there was no interest.

He threw himself on the velvety maroon couch in the middle of his too large living room and unwrapped the chocolate bar. He should feel lucky that he had such a place to call home, but sometimes it made him feel even lonelier than the two bedroom apartment he used to rent.

His phone buzzed with a new message. He brought it out of his pocket and found a photo from his old hometown friends, all dressed up as a coven of witches. He smiled, sent back a selfie he had taken before on an ornate mirror that hung on the hallway near the entrance and typed “Just called my familiars over to have a party. Miss you!”

The costume fit him well, tightened him around the middle where he was more than a tad soft. Bruce didn’t think he was unattractive, but more than once he had been told that if he really wanted to catch one of the muscular men he so craved, he needed to change the way he looked. Even in his last birthday, when he turned 27, an acquaintance had taken the liberty to remind him muscular men might appreciate him more if he dieted right as he was about to get a second slice of his own birthday cake.

The memory made him grimace. He put his phone away and threw the chocolate bar on the side table, ready to find some campy horror movie to watch when his doorbell rang.

He looked at the large archway that connected the living room from the entry hallway, confused. Hot dad had said they were the last group of trick or treaters, but maybe there were still some stragglers? He did leave his porch light on, now that he remembered. Maybe some kids were trying to get candy twice.

Not that he’d blame them, and he’d definitely give them some.

He stood up and went to the door, grabbing the bowl of chocolate bars before opening it. His greeting was cut short as he was suddenly enveloped by a furry pair of arms and his face ended up almost completely smothered by a just as furry shoulder. He let out a confused yelp but whoever almost tackled him with a hug was shouting, almost roaring, with pure joy.

Bruce’s arms were occupied holding the bowl, so he couldn’t push the man away. Because it was definitely a man. A large one. Bruce was short enough that a lot of people felt tall to him but he could tell from how the man had to lean down to hug him that he’d be tall to most people. And big. The shoulder in front of him was round and hard and warm with muscle.

He’d be way more into that if he had any idea of who it could be.

“Dude, it took ages for you to call!” the man said, his voice smooth. “I brought some beer. As soon as the rest of the guys get here we can help you set up for the party.”

Bruce asked “what” but it was muffled by the shoulder he was currently being pressed against. Part of him wanted to panic, push the man away, and retreat into his home for safety. The other was a bit busy enjoying the comforting strength in the man’s embrace and the musky hit of the man’s aroma. It smelled like earth, and it reminded him of being out in the forest during a moonlit night.

Just as suddenly as it started, the hug ended. Bruce was finally able to see the man in front of him. Easily half a foot taller than Bruce’s own 5’9, the man was dressed as a werewolf for the night. Easily the hottest werewolf Bruce had ever seen, and he had gone to a werewolf themed frat party back in college. He had the lean build of a tall man that had been told it would be hard for him to pack on mass and so he had grown huge just to spite whoever had said that. The ripped sleeves of his denim vest made it look like it used to be a jacket before he “transformed” and outgrew it. The werewolf fur that covered the back of his forearms, arms, and shoulders seemed almost real.

Bruce almost lost himself in the tantalizing amount of messy black fur on the man’s bare chest before his brain caught up and confusion set in. He looked up and was met with a pair of dark brown eyes, messy black hair, stubble that somehow managed to look sexy instead of unkempt, and large fangs that made a sexy smile even sexier.

“What?” Bruce asked, again. His voice sounded way more calm than he felt.

“They shouldn’t be long,” the guy answered, as if Bruce was asking about what he just said and not his general presence at Bruce’s front door.

Before Bruce could say anything else, his attention was brought to the keg next to the man. Bruce didn’t know much about kegs, but this one looked big. Bigger than the quarter kegs he’d seen in parties before. Bruce was about to ask who even brought that to his front door when the question was preemptively and decidedly answered by the werewolf man.

“I’ll just take this to the kitchen,” the man said, grabbing the large metal cylinder and picking it up. The
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