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The Young Lady
Who’s Down on Her
Luck

 


I know a young lady who's down on
her luck.

I don't know why she's down on her
luck.

I hope she fucks.

 


I know a young lady who spoke with
her friend

Who listened and listened and
listened to no end.

She spoke to her friend 'cause
she's down on her luck.

I don't know why she's down on her
luck.

I hope she fucks.

 


I know a young lady who went to the
doc.

She stared at the clock awaiting
the doc.

She went to the doc per advice of
her friend

Who listened and listened and
listened to no end.

She spoke to her friend 'cause
she's down on her luck.

I don't know why she's down on her
luck.

I hope she fucks.

 


I know a young lady who bought a
new book

In the self-help section she knew
she should look.

She bought the new book because of
her doc.

She went to the doc because of her
friend

Who listened and listened and
listened to no end.

She spoke to her friend 'cause
she's down on her luck.

I don't know why she's down on her
luck.

I hope she fucks.

 


I know a young lady who joined in a
group

For people who're sad, dying or
have the croupe.

She joined the group because of the
book.

She bought the book because of her
doc.

She went to the doc because of her
friend

Who listened and listened and
listened to no end.

She spoke to her friend 'cause
she's down on her luck.

I don't know why she's down on her
luck.

I hope she fucks.

 


I know a young lady who then saw a
shrink

Who
asked of her dad and how much he’d
drink.

She went to the shrink after
leaving the group.

She joined the group because of the
book.

She bought the book because of her
doc.

She went to the doc because of her
friend

Who listened and listened and
listened to no end.

She spoke to her friend 'cause
she's down on her luck.

I don't know why she's down on her
luck.

I hope she fucks.

 


I know a young lady I met in a
bar

That
featured a rising band of rock stars.

She thought of the bar after
leaving the shrink.

She went to the shrink after
leaving the group.

She joined the group because of the
book.

She bought the book because of her
doc.

She went to the doc because of her
friend

Who listened and listened and
listened to no end.

She spoke to her friend 'cause
she's down on her luck.

I don't know why she's down on her
luck.

I hope she fucks.

 


I told the young lady I'm hung like
a horse.

She fucks, of course.


Scared Out of Her Pants

 


"I
really appreciate you guys coming by to check out my haunted house
before I open it up and start charging admission.
So… Thank you.”

 


Kelli
giggled. “I’m glad to help,
Frank. I’ve always loved these kinds of things.
I’m honored you thought of me.”

 


Sandy
chimed in. “Yeah, me too. Even if
Kelli did say she didn’t think
you’d be able to pull something like this
off…”

 


Frank looked back and forth between
his classmates.

 


Kelli
scowled, put her hands on her hips and hurriedly said,
“I did not! I just said… Well,
um… that I’ve seen a lot of
haunted houses. And I know pretty much all the tricks.
So…”

 


Frank
finished her sentence. “I’m probably
not going to scare you out of your pants.”

 


“Frank, darling,” said Kelli,
“you’re like a brother to
me. I mean we’ve known each other
since, what, second grade or something, right? There
isn’t much of anything you can do to get me out of my
pants…”

 


Sandy
said, “Sorry, guys. That came out wrong.
So… Where do we begin?”

 


Frank
nodded and said, “That depends. Do you
want me to take you through the house or do you want to do it on
your own?”

 


“I
think you should take us through,” said Sandy.
“If you can control all of the scares while
you’re with us, anyway.”

 


Frank
held up his phone. “I can with this.
Shall we get started?”

 


“Absolutely,”
said Kelli.

 


The
three of them strode briskly towards the front door. Kelli looked
around and assessed the decorations outside of the building. She
scoffed. “A few nice fake tombstones, nothing spectacular.
I do like the one bony arm coming up out of the ground but, overall
you could’ve done more. You gonna have like a smoke machine
or something covering the ground when you go
live?”

 


Frank
nodded. “Yeah. D’you want me to turn
it on now?”

 


“No
need. Let’s just go inside.” Kelli reached for
the doorknob but quickly pulled her hand back. “What? That
was… weird. What was that?”

 


Frank
laughed. “Invisible spider web. Not bad,
huh?”

 


Kelli
rubbed the silk strands that still clung to the back of her hand,
onto Frank’s shirt. With a
laugh, she answered, “That was pretty good!
But this time, you get the door.”

 


He sighed, reached forward, and
pushed the door open, after which he brushed off the remnants of
the spiderweb he broke to allow entrance into the haunted
house.

 


Once
the three of them had stepped across the threshold, Sandy noted the
three signs that indicated the three possible paths they could or
should each take. “All right.
I’m intrigued,” she said.
“I get what that sign for the young kids is for. Nothing too
scary. What I want to know is, what’s the difference
between the stuff for older or more mature kids, and the
adults-only section.”

 


“There’s only one way to
find out,”
said Frank, his voice taunting his
two friends towards checking out the adults-only section. He looked
towards the door behind which no children would be permitted to
proceed. “When I go live, I’ll check to make sure
that people going through that door are over 18.”

 


Kelli
scoffed. “Really? What could possibly be back there
that’s inappropriate for children?”

 


“D’you think I’m actually going to
tell you? C’mon!”

 


The
two girls looked at each other. Kelli said, “So should
we go to the adults-only hall first, or should we try one of the
other ones first?”

 


“Let’s do adults-only
first,” said Sandy. “Then we can do the
other two…”

 


Kelli
looked at Frank. “You heard the lady,
Frank. Let’s
go!”

 


He
gestured broadly towards the door. “After
you!”

 


Kelli
said, “I’m not going to walk
through another spider web am I?”

 


“Not
here, anyway. You can just go. I just need to…” He
tapped a few spots on the screen of his phone. “Unlock the
door.” There was a moment of silence in the room before
the sound of the lock disengaging from the doorway echoed in the
hall.

 


Kelli and Sandy walked through the
door, with Frank remaining a few steps behind them. Once all three
had passed through the doorway, the door itself slowly creaked shut
before audibly locking behind them.

 


“No
turning back now, ladies,” said Frank softly.
He looked down at his phone and tapped a spot on the screen. Almost
instantly the sound of a harpsichord played through unseen
speakers, echoing in the darkened room they now traversed. After a
moment, the image of a ghost rose up in front of them, warning them
in a low, otherworldly voice, to “Beware of the
vampire’s gaze!”

 


Kelli
burst out laughing. “The holographic ghost
was a nice touch, Frank, but really? What’ll the vampire
do? Glamour us?”

 


Frank decided not to answer this
question.

 


“Your
silence is very telling,” said Kelli, who
restrained herself from laughing.

 


Frank ignored Kelli's commentary.
He tapped his phone and the floor started to shake.

 


Both of his companions steadied
themselves against the walls, as an animatronic zombie rose up
through the gap in the floor that widened in response to Frank's
computerized instructions. After a moment, the undead female figure
let out a high pitched shriek and warned them all to "turn back
before it's too late!"

 


Sandy scoffed. "I thought you said
there's no turning back. Try to get your stories straight,
Frank."

 


Frank chuckled and was about to say
that if they were getting too scared, he might consider letting
them leave, but stopped speaking when Kelli laughed.

 


Kelli said, half-flirtingly, "Well,
now I see why this is adults-only. Does this zombie really need to
have her rotting tits hanging out?"

 


"Oh my god," said Sandy. "I
wouldn't have noticed that! Please tell me that there's either no
male zombies or if there are, their dicks aren't falling
off!"

 


"There's …
no male zombies,” said
Frank, trying to sound simultaneously reassuring and as though he
was withholding some vital information.

 


Both girls eyed him suspiciously
but the enveloping silence made it clear that they weren't getting
any more information. He tapped a few spots on the screen of his
phone and the zombie returned back into the hole in the floor,
which closed back up. When the room stopped shaking, the three of
them proceeded to the far end of the room.

 


Kelli reached for the doorknob that
would lead them out of this chamber and into the next, when a
shriek filled the air and a skeleton dropped from the ceiling until
it hung by a small cord from the ceiling less than a foot away from
the doorknob. Both girls jumped in shock.

 


“That
was actually pretty good,” said
Sandy.

 


Kelli nodded her agreement, and
Frank thanked them both.

 


Kelli
turned to look at the skeleton a little bit closer and laughed as
it swayed gently above the steam-covered floor. “That’s why you
weren’t talking, huh? You do realize that a human penis
isn’t made of bone at all, Frank. If you were going for
anatomically accurate, that, well, that’s not
it….”

 


The three of them laughed as they
walked into the next room.

 


Frank
closed the door behind them and tapped a few spots on his phone
again. Kelli noticed his actions and said, “So
what’re you about to do to us?”

 


“You’ll
see…”

 


“This
floor. It feels…
funny.”

 


“It’s
dirt,” said Frank in response to the question he knew
they’d be asking. “Nothing
more.”

 


Both
girls turned to face their host. Sandy said, “What
gives? That’s more than
you’ve said about, well, anything since we got
here.”

 


Frank laughed maniacally but said
nothing.

 


The
three of them stepped forward cautiously, their steps crunching
against the less-than-solid flooring. After a few seconds, a
squeaking noise came from behind them and, before they knew it, a
mechanical bat flew overhead, swooping low enough to graze
Kelli’s hair. The bat perched itself on a shelf on the far
end of the room.

 


“Was
that supposed to be a vampire bat?” asked
Kelli.

 


Almost immediately after the bat
landed, a black curtain fell in front of the shelf and, after two
seconds, the curtain floated aside to reveal a pale-skinned vampire
that used the curtain as a cape.

 


“Is
that real or is it a hologram? Whatever it is, that was pretty
impressive effects,”
remarked Kelli, rubbing her head at
the memory of actually having felt the bat that had apparently
turned into a man-sized creature.

 


Sandy
said, “Is that the vampire we’re supposed to
be afraid of?”

 


Frank
corrected Sandy. “The ghost
didn’t say you should be afraid of him. Just beware of
him.”

 


“Oh,
all right,”
said Sandy. She turned to look at the
vampire and said, “And why should we
beware of you?”

 


A low
voice with a slight German accent filled the room.
“Because you are under my control. My colleague will draw
two lines in the dirt. If you should choose to cross the first
line, you will take off all of your clothes and not realize it.
Cross the second line and you will feel extremely
… aroused. Growing more and more needful in your nether
regions until you beg my colleague to relieve your womanly needs.
You may disbelieve me now, but you will believe just as you feel
his member between your thighs. But at that point, it will be too
late, as you’ll turn yourself into
his mindless love slave.” The vampire gave out
a cackle before disappearing behind its cape and then becoming
enveloped in the smoke.

 


“What
the fuck was that?”
asked Kelli.

 


Frank
didn’t answer, but he did pick up a walking stick from one
corner of the room and drew two lines in the dirt, just as the
vampire had said. He looked at the ceiling and wondered if the
additive he had placed the smoke machine was going to work the way
he had hoped. He had wanted to get into Kelli’s and
Sandy’s pants since before he truly understood what that
meant and now that they were all adults, it was just a matter of
convincing them to check out the haunted house.

 


Sandy
giggled. “I guess those are the
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