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Sometimes being fourteen sucks. Cheyenne
Wilson held a highly coveted invitation from the new boy in school
in her hand, but the time and the circumstances would bring a big
no-no from her Dad. Then fate stepped in to hand her a much more
exciting Halloween night – almost too exciting for her fourteen
year old heart.
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This is a work of
fiction. All characters or incidents are a figment of the author's
imagination and any resemblance to any incident or any person
living or dead is purely coincidental.


Cheyenne Wilson stood in the empty school
hall with her head leaning against the cool metal of her locker.
The slump of her shoulders and bowed head screamed dejection and
pain. With a sigh, she looked again at the piece of paper in her
hand.

Seth Kane, the cute new boy in school, had
given her this invitation to go to his Halloween party. All the
girls have been talking about how cute he is and how they'd like to
go out with him. Now, I get an invitation that I want to say yes
to, but I know that Dad would never let me go. The party doesn't
start until 9:00 and won't be over until midnight. Seth was a
little evasive about his parents being there, too.

I know this will be a big NO if I ask. Out
of my three friends, Anna might get to go but Allisa and Mariah are
in the same boat as me. No parental supervision, no party.
Sometimes being fourteen sucks.

She sighed and grabbed two books out of her
locker. Her hand went to the door to slam it shut when she heard
the shuffling footsteps and the crude laughter of the three nitwits
around the corner. Can my day get any worse? I'm sure they'll
step around here and hassle me. I may just deck them to relieve
some of the frustrations.

Cheyenne eased the locker door shut and
started to quietly slip away when she heard Timmy say, "I say it
would be fun."

Jerome said, "It could get us into trouble.
My parents are talking about getting a new Xbox for me for
Christmas. I don't want to jeopardize that."

Bobby said, "I don't believe it actually
works. I think it's an old wives tale."

Cheyenne stood listening, leaning a little
closer to the corner. Timmy said, "No, you fill the paper bag with
runny crap and then set it on the porch. Light it on fire, knock
and run like crazy. She'll come out and stomp on the fire to put it
out. Instant mess on her foot and leg. It'll be hilarious."

Bobby said, "What if she doesn't stomp
it?"

"Then she has this nasty burning
smell-generator. It'll stink up her whole house."

Jerome said, "I still don't know. What if old
Mrs. Zavalda sees us and calls our parents or worse, the
police?"

Timmy said, "We'll go crash that new retard's
party. Everyone will swear we were there so who will believe her?
Besides, anyone who lives in a creepy old house like that deserves
to have a little stink to go with the looks."

Three lockers shut and footsteps shuffled
closer to the corner. Cheyenne stood with her hand against her
locker like she had just closed it. The three boys stepped around
the corner and stopped talking. They formed a semi-circle around
her.

Timmy said, "Look who we have here. Little
Miss Goody Two Shoes. How come you're not dancing a jig or
something?"

Cheyenne huffed her breath, "Why it's the
school buffoons. What happened? Did your keeper forget to put your
leashes on and lead you outside? Want me to call him to come lead
you home so you don't get lost?"

Bobby said, "You think you're so smart. I
should slap a hair lip on you and then knock it off."

Cheyenne said, "Get lost, all three of you.
I'm not in the mood to mess with you. In about three seconds,
there's going to be body parts flying around the hall here and they
won't be mine."

The boys backed up a step. Cheyenne took a
step toward them and they turned to walk away from her. All three
had to call insults back at her as they strode away. Cheyenne stood
with her fists and jaw clenched until they disappeared out of
sight.

Waiting until she thought they would be on
their way, her mind whirled. It's not fair. They'll go terrorize
that old lady and get to go to the party. I'd like to stomp them.
No, that would get me in trouble. I wonder who I could tell. No
one. It's my word against theirs and if someone knows, those idiots
will just wait to do it later.

At last, Cheyenne trudged out of the school.
A text came through to her phone. Looking down, she saw that her
friends wanted to meet at her house to talk about the party. Her
gait picked up as she answered the text.

Maybe one of them has a way we can go to the
party. It's only ten days away.

 


***

 


An hour later, Cheyenne opened the door for
her friends. Excited chatter greeted her ears. Soon giggles,
laughter and the sound of friends' voices relieved some of the
strain she had been feeling – until Anna brought up the party.

She talked excitedly about going and what
they could do until she saw her friends' faces. Her voice stopped
in mid-word. Anna asked, "What's the matter? Aren't you excited
about going?"

Cheyenne said, "I didn't even ask. It's past
my curfew and with no parental supervision, I'd just be asking for
this long boring lecture."

Mariah and Allisa nodded their heads in
agreement. Mariah said, "I might be grounded for even thinking of
it. My parents might even put one of those ankle monitoring devices
on me."

Allisa said, "Oh, Mariah, they wouldn't do
that. Where would they get it?"

"Somewhere. I'm not taking the chance. I
can't go so why ask?"

Gloom descended on the group. Anna
absentmindedly picked up a toy from under the edge of Cheyenne's
bed. It looked like a plastic ice cream cone with holes punched in
the top. Shaking it, she felt a rattle and asked, "What's this
thing?"

Cheyenne took it from her and spoke into the
holes. Her voice came out quavery and spooky. "It's supposed to be
a karaoke mike. I got it a long time ago."

All the girls giggled at the way her voice
sounded. Suddenly, Cheyenne's eyes lit up. She said, "I think I
might have something we could do and it would be a lot more fun
than a party."

The girls' eyes turned to her waiting
expectantly. Cheyenne leaned closer and whispered, "Just before I
left school, I heard the yard apes talking about pulling a cruel
prank on Mrs. Zavalda."

Allisa cut in, "What are they going to do?
Break some windows or spray paint something on her house?"

Mariah and Anna squealed, "Oh, that would be
terrible."

Cheyenne said, "No, they were talking about
putting runny crap in a paper bag, setting it on her porch and then
setting it on fire. After they knock, they'd run and hide to wait
to see if she would come out and stomp the bag. If she did, instant
mess all over her shoes and legs. If not, a terrible stench."

All the girls said, "Ooooh, yuck, that's
awful. Do you think they'll really do that?"

They looked at each other and said, "Yes" in
unison. Mariah asked, "How can we stop them and how will it be
fun?"

Cheyenne moved closer and whispered again,
"When do you think they'll try to do it?"

The others answered, "After dark."

Cheyenne spoke into the karaoke mike again,
drawing out her words, "Don't do it. You'll be sorry."

Pierre, the little eighteen inch high
leprechaun, walked into the room as the girls burst out into
squeals and giggles. He drawled in his best Irish brogue, "Aw, me
beautiful lassies. I sense nefarious ideas and plans for some poor
unfortunate soul. Are ye plotting a Halloween trick?"

The girls all had to tell him hello and
accept a hug from him. He had pulled a very wet trick on them when
they first met. but with his help they had become very good friends
with each other. Now he was the unofficial mascot of their group
and loved by all.

Cheyenne filled him in on what she had
overheard. Pierre nodded, "Yes, it can be verrry funny. When they
stomp on that bag, the look on their faces —"

Cheyenne said, "Pierre, we don't want her to
stomp on the bag. Those three goons are always pestering us and
bullying all the younger kids. This looks like a perfect time to
get even with them. Listen to this…"

She did her impression of a ghost with the
mike. Pierre's eyes widened. He grinned at her as he said, "I think
it could work. Ye do the voice and I can bewitch a skunk to spray
them."

The other girls laughed but Cheyenne said, "I
don't think that would be a good idea. What if it's a rabid skunk
and it bites them. I was thinking…"

She outlined the plan that had come to her.
Everyone clapped at her idea. Alissa said, "If we had some
costumes, it would be better. Too bad we couldn't project the sound
to different spots around them."

Pierre said, "And why are ye doubting me
abilities? I kin do something as simple as that."

Mariah said, "I want to be a body holding my
head. I can offer to let them kiss me. Let's see, a wig head would
be just right. I could put makeup on it and —"

Anna said, "I want to be…"

The girls decided what they wanted to be and
described how they would look. As the looks grew more gruesome and
complicated, Mariah asked, "How do we pay for this? Where would we
even get it? We only have ten days until Halloween."

Cheyenne said, "How about the thrift store?
We can get stuff there for next to nothing. Pierre, could you help
us with something that looks like a bony arm and hand? How about a
giant spider?"

"Give me a day or two and I may be able to
help ye."

Alissa asked, "What if they chicken out and
don't try to pull that mean, nasty trick on Mrs. Zavalda?"

Pierre said, "Ye make it a dare. Those
laddies could never turn down a dare from a wee lassie. Ye should
also mess with their minds over the next few days. Talk about how
haunted the house is and how dangerous the old lady be."

Mariah said, "Ughh, I don't want to talk to
those creeps."

Pierre said, "Then let them overhear ye."

They planned the rest of their trick on the
three buffoons and decided to walk over to Mrs. Zavalda's house the
next day to find the best places to pull off their joke. They made
plans to go to the thrift store and get the other things they
needed the following day.

At school the next day, the girls were around
Cheyenne's locker when the three yard apes walked by. They all
insulted the boys and went to whispering. As the boys turned the
corner to go to their lockers, Anna spoke in a stage whisper, "Did
you hear about the extra prize Seth is offering for anyone who goes
trick or treating at that spooky old house on Pine Street? That
place is so creepy it should be in one of those horror movies. I'm
not going."

Mariah answered, "Me either. I'll bet no one
is brave enough to go. I've heard someone went years ago and they
still haven't found the body."

The girls continued their whispers until the
gang of three stepped around the corner. Timmy said, "What are you
little ice princesses whispering about? Where did you hear about a
special prize for going trick or treating?"

Cheyenne said, "None of your business. You
wouldn't go anyway. If an ant squeaked at you over there, you'd
most likely pee your pants."

Timmy growled at her and lifted his hand.
Cheyenne dropped her books and put her fists up in a boxing stance.
The bell rang, giving the boys an excuse to leave. The girls almost
giggled out loud as they left.
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