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Even though she loved Halloween, it
would be the first one Tania spent as a single woman. Similar to
other holidays, she didn’t want to be a single date at parties so
she’d avoided answering her friend’s calls. When Sara pulled into
her drive, Tania groaned and opened her front door.


Stepping inside, Sara thrust a costume
at her, “I don’t want to hear any excuses. Come on… I’ll help you
get into this.”


Tania eyed the colorful and elaborate
head dress, “What is this—an ostrich?”


Sara rolled her eyes, “Vegas
showgirl!”


Spying sequins amidst the feathers and
beads, Tania shook her head, “Too flashy… no!”


Sara quickly pushed her toward her
bedroom, “You have been stuck in this house without seeing anyone
for a month, Tania. Don’t you dare say no to me.”


Giving in and knowing her friend was
right, she reluctantly went into her bedroom. Tania turned the
outfit one way and then the other before Sara pulled it from her
grasp and showed her that it was a flesh-colored body suit with an
elaborate sequined overlay.


With hands on her hips, Tania
reluctantly said, “Okay, at least it covers everything.”


She was rewarded with a roll of her
friend’s eyes once again, “We have just enough time for you to hit
the shower but be quick.”


Scowling, Tania headed that way while
Sara unpacked makeup. Making quick work of the shower, she
reappeared to find Sara patiently waiting with an array of items
spread over her bed. With brush in hand, she pointed to the outfit,
“Put the body suit on first and then I’ll attack your hair and
makeup.”


She stepped from the room but Tania
could hear her pacing just outside the door. She quickly pulled on
the body suit which stopped at mid-thigh and adjusted the straps,
calling for her to re-enter. Sara nodded, “Fits you perfect. I was
going to wear it but it’s too small in some places.”


Tania had to admit that it looked
excellent on her petite frame, accentuating curves and molding to
her ample breasts. She eyed the sequined bra and asked, “You do
know that I’m on the larger side of a C-cup, right?”


“It’s adjustable.”


Sara pulled padding out of the cups
and showed her before motioning to the seat. Tania sank into it
and, a little over an hour later, was staring at herself in awe,
“If I didn’t know better, I’d swear that it wasn’t me!”


With her wet hair pulled back and
secured, she batted her eyelashes and grinned. Sara had sparingly
used a glittery gel over her cheekbones and made her eyes into a
seductive smoky creation. She looked like she should grace the
cover of a magazine.


Sara laughed and grabbed the bra, “Now
for the costume.”


Tania wiggled into it and tugged it
into place, causing the chains at its underside to swing over her
cinched waist. Sara wrapped the skirt around her and clasped it at
the side of her waist, tugging the back which Tania had thought was
a train but turned out to be a cape. Hooking it onto the shoulder
straps of the bra, she adjusted the feather boa that trimmed
it.


Tania’s jaw dropped at the outstanding
effect. Sara told her to sit again before placing the head piece
which held a spray of feathers that plumed into the air with
chains, beads, and pearls dripping down the sides of her head.
After Sara pinned it into place, Tania turned her head side to side
but was speechless.


She finally asked, “How am I going to
fit this into the car?”


Her friend laughed and said, “We’ll
lay the seat down so you don’t wreck the head dress.”


“At least no one will recognize
me.”


Sara nodded but shrugged, “I don’t
know why you keep yourself anonymous. It’s not like you’ll even
know anyone there. I barely do. Shit, I’m envious. You look
hot!”


Tania just stared at herself before
scowling, “I’m not so sure I want to go.”


Sara frowned at her before pointing at
her own costume, “Your turn to help me.”


***


Another hour and half later, they were
on their way with Sara dressed as a seductive witch. After a bit of
difficulty getting in and out of the car, they made their way
inside to find the party going strong. A tray floated by and Tania
nervously grabbed a beer before Sara pulled her into the crowd.
“Hey… there’s an empty table.”


They rushed over to it and sank
gratefully into the chairs. With a beaming black lipstick smile,
Sara leaned over, “Wow… you already have an admirer.”


Tania frowned, “I don’t want an
admirer. You talk to him.”


Sara made a face but her eyebrows shot
up, “Oh… there’s Ronnie! I’ve got to go say hi. I’ll be right
back.”


Before Tania could answer her, Sara
shot out of her chair and headed off to greet her friend. Tania
nervously glanced around but didn’t see anyone ‘admiring’ her.
Noticing she already felt the effects of the beer, she remembered
that she hadn’t eaten dinner yet and almost groaned.


An amused voice spoke from behind her,
“Nice costume. Zombie, right?”


Bringing the bottle down from her
lips, she barked a laugh and glanced at the tall Grim Reaper with a
face full of makeup. Without missing a beat, he frowned, “No… wait.
An ostrich on steroids.”


She laughed harder, bringing her beer
to her mouth again in order to hide from a sudden case of anxiety.
He slipped into the seat opposite her before snagging a fresh beer
from a tray. With a slight shrug of black shoulders, he asked, “So,
do you flap your wings around here often?”


She rolled her eyes and shook her
head. He cringed, “Okay. Enough with the jokes. How’s Vegas these
days?”


She nodded, “Still in Nevada and full
of bright lights from what I hear. How about the cemeteries… still
as morbid as ever?”


He shrugged, “Depends on how you look
at them. I prefer the morgues myself but… to each his
own.”


Not wanting to be rude, she asked him
his name. He cringed, “Let’s keep it simple. Just call me Grim and
I’ll call you Vegas. Sound good?”


Actually relieved, she nodded quickly
and asked, “How’s the party so far?”


He made a so-so motion with his hand
and she noticed he didn’t wear a wedding ring. She studied his face
to see if she could discern his true looks. Having no luck but
noticing that he’d caught her examination, she swiftly looked
around the room. Sara waved at her before grinning and pointedly
looking at her guest.


“Hey, no fair. You brought your own
audience.”


She smiled, “Actually, she talked me
into coming with her.”


He nodded, “Yeah, same here. I was
planning on seeing how many kids I could scare but…”


“Who dragged you away from your
tombstones?”


He pointed to the guy with whom Sara
currently spoke, “I think they work together.”


Tania nodded, “Yeah. Where do you
work?”


He grinned, “Simple,
remember?”


She playfully made a face like she was
impressed, “I hear Simple pays really well.”


He nodded, picking up her playful
flirtation, “Oh, yeah. Enough zeroes to fatten a
computer.”


“Wow. Are they hiring?”


He laughed and nodded, “Every six
months when the ones invade.”


She giggled and asked, “Can I use you
as a reference?”


“Oh, I don’t know if you’d want to do
that. A virus would eat you alive.”


“Oh, shit!” Giggling harder, she shook
her head, guessing he was a computer programmer or such and said,
“Thank you. I needed a good laugh.”


He studied her head dress before a
look of bewilderment bled into his eyes, “How long did it take you
to put that feather duster on?”


Fresh giggles bubbled up until she
helplessly shook her head and motioned toward Sara, “It took her
around thirty minutes if I remember correctly.”


“What we do for friends,
huh?”


A comfortable silence fell between
them as they scanned the room. He pushed his empty bottle aside and
grabbed them both another round. Tipping the neck of his bottle to
hers, he growled, “You want to prowl with me and keep count of the
souls?”


She shrugged, smiling like an idiot,
“Sure, why not.”


***


As they moved through the crowd, she
noticed Sara and her friend, Ronnie, settle at the table which
they’d just vacated. She maneuvered her way through the room behind
him before they emerged onto a balcony but it was packed. He
pointed toward the door, “Fresher air in that
direction.”


Grateful that he didn’t seem to like
crowds, either, she followed him back to the door. Sighing in
relief when they exited the building, she took a deep breath and
waved a hand over her face. He nodded, “I don’t know how you guys
stand wearing all this crap on your face. It’s hotter than a
wildfire blazing in hell.”


She giggled out, “You have a way with
words.”


He stepped closer to her as his blue
eyes crinkled, “Thanks, Vegas. You’re bright, sparkly, and look…
downright sinful.”


Her eyes widened as arousal shot
through her. Having avoided men completely since her divorce over
eight months ago, she was surprised that she was getting breathless
over this stranger. His hand rose to run a finger over her chin,
lifting her face as he lowered his, “Haven’t tasted that brand of
beer yet.”


She didn’t even think about, parting
her lips to his while her fingers curled around his neck. He
immediately pressed her to him and deepened the kiss. An intense
ache caused her to whimper which dragged a growl of satisfaction
rumbling through him. She balled her hand in his black shirt,
tightening her fingers around his neck as she arched into
him.


His hand cupped her ass, pressing her
against him. He finally tore his mouth off hers, “Damn tasty Vegas,
but you’re wearing black makeup now.”


Rubbing a thumb over her lip, he
brought back a smudge. She shrugged, “Yeah, and you’re all sparkly
now.”


He playfully groaned and shook his
head in disbelief before grinning, “What do you





















































































































































































































































































































*********














cover.jpg
Grim Satisfaction

(ynthia Conley






