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Leah

“This was a stupid idea,” I muttered as I glanced at myself in the mirror. “I look stupid.”

“No, you don’t. You look great.”

I turned to my older sister, Candice and rolled my eyes.

“Honestly you do. In all fairness, you will feel stupid. You haven’t sprayed your hair this ghastly green color, and your makeup isn't on yet.”

“People are going to run away when they see me.”

“It’s a Halloween party, that’s kind of the point,” she said with an eye-roll that could put any teenager to shame.

“This is all your fault you know,” I muttered.

“Yeah, I know,” she mumbled behind me as she shook the can of green hairspray.

I didn't know how Candice managed to talk me into going to this stupid Halloween party in the first place, but there was no way out of it now. She was the one who told me about this party, and she was also supposed to come along with me, but she was due to fly to Seattle in two hours, and she had to leave for the airport soon. When she first told me about it, we planned out costumes in advance. Then her boss decided to be a dick and she had to go to Seattle to meet with a few clients. Of course, that was the same day as the party.

“We could have been two gorgeous, shiny and sparkly mermaids, but now I’m stuck in this solo get-up.”

“You’ll be the hottest Beetlejuice there.”

I turned around and glared at her. “Please don’t make me go to this thing without you.”

“I wish I could go with you, but I can’t sis.”

My shoulders slumped and I knew she meant every word.

“Are you going to be okay with your makeup?” she asked.

“I’m a pro, of course, I will be.”

I didn't call myself a pro because I was overly confident or anything like that. I was a professional makeup artist. I specialized in glamor, evening and wedding makeup, but lately, I’ve tried my hand at fantasy and Halloween makeup. It was fun, and I loved my job to the core.

“That is true, but you’re doing it on yourself. That’s much harder.”

She was right. It was one thing to do elaborate and intricate designs on someone else, but it was an entirely different ball game doing that exact same thing on myself. Mostly because my view was limited, but also because by the time I am done with a full face, I’ve sweated most of it off.

An occupational hazard, I believe.

“I’ll be fine.”

She looked at me and sighed. “I really wish I didn't have to go to Seattle. I was looking forward to tonight.”

I turned on my stool and nodded. “Me too, but there’s always next year, right?”

“Right,” she said and glanced at her watch. “I have to get going.”

I stood up and walked with her to the door. “Have a safe flight, sis.”

“I’ll text you when I land, but I have a feeling you won’t be checking your messages.”

“And why do you say that?”

“I have a feeling that tonight is going to turn out to be one special night.”

“Right, because your feelings are never wrong.”

“They haven't been wrong so far, have they?”

“No,” I said and rolled my eyes.

“Have fun tonight, and don’t bring any nincompoops back to your place.”

“I won’t,” I chuckled, but I knew Candice was being serious.

She had witnessed all of my bad relationships so far, and she was right. I did have a tendency to pick out the biggest nincompoop out of all of them.

Tonight, however, since Candice wasn't there to filter out the assholes, I had to be on guard.

She gave me a hug that lasted longer than all the others and she left.

After locking the door behind me, one could never be too careful since it’s Halloween when all the freaks come out to play, I went back into my room and started to do my hair and my makeup to finish my Beetlejuice costume. I had a pair of black and white striped pants on, with a matching jacket, and a tight-fitting black top, paired with a pair of short black ankle boots. I sprayed my hair with a green hair spray, right up to my scalp, which I will most definitely be regretting tomorrow morning.

The makeup was relatively easy – I just had to do purple-black circles around my eyes, and random splotches of green all around my face, to give me an undead type of look. When I was done, I took a quick photo of myself and sent it to Candice. I didn't expect her to reply immediately, but her words made me feel much better.

“Like I said, the hottest Beetlejuice at the party.”

It still felt strange walking into the party by myself, but I had to admit, even with my green hair and my frightful fashion sense, I felt great.

The party was held at the Los Angeles Country club – Candice was an event planner who handled most of the club’s events, hence the invite. She knew how much I loved Halloween as a kid, and I still did, so for the last three years, we’d gone together. It was always amazing, from the decorations to the food – everything was simply perfect.

Candice would have been proud had she been with me tonight, but somehow I knew that she had her hand in this anyway, whether she was there or not.

Maybe she was right. Maybe tonight would be special after all.

I recognized quite a few people from last time and I went over to them. Admittedly, it felt wrong to be there without Candice, but as the drinks started flowing and the music started playing, I started having fun. People were getting wasted, dancing inappropriately, but I didn't care. It was Halloween and people were allowed to get freaky.

Throughout the night, I noticed a guy dressed in a black suit with the most intricate skull design on his face. It was gorgeous, to be honest. I couldn't stop looking at him. Even though I couldn't make out his face under the thick black and white makeup, he was hot. His shoulders were broad in his suit jacket, and the way he walked and talked made my knees go weak. He would catch me looking at him several times and he probably thought I was stalking him or something.

Later on in the night, I stood by the bar wanting to order a drink and he came up to me.

“Hey,” he said with a smile, his teeth in a perfectly straight line in his jaw.

“Hey,” I said with a nod. “Nice skull.”

“Thanks.”

“Where did you get it done?”

“A friend of mine did it.”

“It looks awesome,” I said to him.

“You too. Beetlejuice, right?”

“Right.”

“Can I tell you a secret?” he asked.

I nodded and to my surprise, he leaned in closer to me and his breath on my neck made me shiver – the good kind of shiver, not the creepy kind. 

“You’re the hottest Beetlejuice I’ve ever seen.”

As he leaned back, I glanced at him and bit my lower lip. Not only were his eyes an incredible bright blue color, he smelled unbelievably good, and that to me was the biggest turn on in the entire world.

I couldn't tell you exactly how we ended up in the coatroom, but when his hands grabbed my butt and pushed me up against the wall of coats, I surrendered myself to him, completely. I’m not the kind of woman who had regular one night stands – in my defense, this was my first – but I couldn't help it. There was something about this guy that just lured me in, willingly I might add. He wasn’t just hot and sexy, he was charming and funny. Whether this was just a ruse to get women into the coatroom and have wild sex between the coats, it was a fucking good show.

At least I thought so.

I might have been more drunk than I ever was in my life, but I didn't care. For once in my life, I was sexy and daring, and he gave me the hottest hour of my entire life, and for that, I will be forever grateful. I didn't care that he peeled my pants off with the utmost skill and ease. I didn't care that he knew exactly what to do, and I didn't for a second think, as he thrust into me as my nails dug into his skin, not once did I think of the reason why he was so good at this. It was only him and me
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