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The Monday after Homecoming was a day of changes both expected and unexpected, and not just because we were officially kicking off October at Regan Hills High. Though I’ll get to the unexpected by the end of this chapter, by the time I got to school on Monday morning, the expected had pretty well dominated the weekend.

First and foremost, the fallout from what happened at Homecoming was everything that we’d hoped it would be. The rumor mill surrounding our public humiliation of Kyle Bowman was going wild with speculation, which I guess made sense considering how far and wide Josie’s pictures of our Homecoming King covered in cum had been distributed. Though there were plenty of exaggerations and even a few conspiracy theories from Kyle’s most ardent defenders going around, there was one major fact that seemed completely inarguable:

Kyle Bowman had been expelled from Regan Hills High School.

Nobody knew if it was more for the steroids or for having been exposed for drunkenly driving his car through the side of Principal Carpenter’s house, but that he’d been expelled was undeniable. Word had it that he’d spent the night in lockup, and while his parents pulled some strings and no doubt dropped some serious cash to get him out the next day, his legal future was far from settled. He was a legal adult, and he’d fucked up pretty badly, and there was a fair chance that he was going to suffer some real, lasting consequences for this.

For now, rumors from people who knew him best made it sound like his parents were already planning to send him to some private school out of town, but when his court date came around... well, that would certainly get messy for him. Maybe about as messy as he’d been by the end of Homecoming.

I could’ve put a lot of thought to this, but for how much of my life he’d already taken up, by the end of the weekend I was satisfied putting Kyle Bowman in my rearview mirror. Even though he was defeated, and I played a major part in that defeat, I couldn’t let him take up any more of my thought processes.

Good fucking riddance.

Of course, this was a task made all the easier due to the other expected change to come out of Homecoming, or more appropriately in this case, the Homecoming afterparty we threw after our victory over Kyle Bowman. Retiring for a night of sex with Kaitlyn Pruitt and Brooke King, two gorgeous and thoroughly sex-driven cheerleaders who’d seen that my senior year would be anything but boring, would have been exciting enough as it was... but it was the fourth member of our party that had made things singularly interesting: my longtime best friend, Tori McNeil.

Tori had been the one to start the ball rolling on me trying new things out for my senior year, an act that had through happenstance put me on the course for all the wild sex and Kyle-fighting that I’d experienced so far, and though she’d been mad that I’d hidden my exploits from her for so long, by the time of that Homecoming afterparty bygones seemed to have been bygones, and Tori eagerly joined in to make the night a foursome to remember. Tori and I had had sex for the first time that night, and it was everything I could have expected it to be and more...

And then I had to go and make things weird the next morning and tell Tori that I loved her, opening a door that could never be closed. I didn’t go into that night expecting to have sex with her, let alone telling her that I loved her the next morning, but both of these things happened and neither of them could be undone.

To her credit, she let me down nicely and explained why in detail, and we established that more than anything else, keeping our friendship strong was of the utmost importance. I understood her reasons, intellectually anyway, and told her that I got her point, but if I’m being honest, given the choice of being together with Tori and not being together with Tori, I’d have picked with her in a heartbeat. Don’t get me wrong, I was loving my new status quo of fucking around Regan Hills High with as many hot girls as I could, but if Tori had asked me to be exclusive... well, I’d have done it in a heartbeat.

Since she didn’t want to be exclusive, and wanted things between us to be as close to what they used to be as possible, it was a little awkward on my end figuring out just what to do. I’d never really admitted my love to a girl before, and certainly never been so kindly let down, so I probably spent the rest of the weekend a little more awkward about the subject than I had to be. I buried myself in homework over the weekend, peeking up every so often to see what the latest news about the Kyle incident was and answering Tori’s occasional texts in perfunctory fashion.

If Tori wanted to keep things as close to normal as they used to be, I was doing a bad job of it... which was particularly a problem when I still didn’t want to lose her as a best friend. I was a bit of a mess, and I’m sure I wasn’t being subtle about it and... yeah, being 18 and confused is not something I recommend. I had to remind myself that I would get used to everything in time as Tori and I sorted things out, and until then... well, we just had to see where our new status quo would take us.

When she insisted on driving me to school on Monday morning, I was nervous, but with backpack in tow, my bike stashed in the back and my heart beating a mile a minute, I let her drive me to school. Though I was tense, she seemed relaxed, and as we exchanged rumors we’d heard about the aftermath of Homecoming, you almost could have thought that the two of us hadn’t just fundamentally changed the nature of our friendship a few nights before. It was surreal, in its way, the two of us on this drive talking as if nothing had happened, but if that was how she wanted to handle it, I guessed that I was just going to have to deal.

She pulled into the far side of the student parking lot, away from prying eyes as we still had a fair bit of time to kill before classes began.

Tori looked... well, the same as she’d always looked, but after everything we’d done, it was like I was seeing her through new eyes. My 18-year-old friend still looked the redheaded, tomboy spitfire I’d always known, 5’5” of take-no-shit attitude packed in a pale, tight body that befitted her ginger heritage. Her curly, flaming red hair was untamed and fell about her shoulders, her face as cute and full of mischief as ever, with bright blue eyes and freckled cheeks. After her awesome suit that she’d worn to Homecoming, seeing her in her usual tie-dyed shirt and overalls felt like a refreshing return to normality, even considering how amazing she’d looked that night.

Seeing her like this, though, I couldn’t ignore the fact that I’d seen her in much less after Homecoming. I’d seen her naked, I knew what it felt like to have her riding my cock, what her face looked like as the ecstasy of a powerful orgasm swept over her. I knew what it felt like to cum inside of her tight, clutching pussy, how intense it was to feel her lock her ankles behind me so I couldn’t help but fill her cunt nice and deep with a big load of cum.

We might have been able to try to pretend that things were the same as they’d used to be, but after that look passed between us after she parked her car... the way things had changed between us felt thick in the air again.

“So...” Tori said, drumming her fingers on the steering wheel.

“So,” I replied.

She sighed. “We’re not doing a very good job of keeping this from getting weird, are we?”

“Yeah?” I asked, even though I knew exactly what she meant.

Tori replied. “Well, you dropped off the grid this weekend, and I would’ve liked to talk some more about what happened after Homecoming and... well, I missed you, too. I really had a good time with you that night... and the next morning... and I haven’t wanted things to be weird, because more than anything else I don’t want to fuck with our friendship, but... they’ve been weird, haven’t they.”

“Sorry,” I said, sighing back. “I didn’t want things to be weird either... but I know I’ve been weird. I guess this... I mean, having sex with your best friend for the first time is the sort of thing that requires more than just a one and done conversation before we’ve got it all sorted out.”

She nodded. “Yeah... yeah, that makes sense. I think I’ve been trying for things not to be weird, and have been pretty good at acting not-weird, while things in my head have been going fucking crazy, and that probably just made things weird because I was trying to avoid it.”

“You too?” I asked, my voice filled with more relief than I would’ve expected.

“Oh, yeah, completely,” Tori laughed. “We did something kinda crazy there; I’d have to be crazy if I expected it to not take a little getting used to.”

“Yeah,” I nodded, still enjoying this sudden, sweeping feeling of relief. “But if we’re in it together...”

“...then we’ll get through it together,” she said, unbuckling her seatbelt so she could lean across and hug me.

I undid my seatbelt and hugged her back, enjoying that familiar warmth and certainty that came with hugging her. Our status quo had certainly changed, and what it would become was still very much up in the air, but so long as we kept communicating and stayed friends, well, that was what mattered most to us.

Of course, it was undeniable that things had changed, and when I felt her breasts press against me while we hugged, I couldn’t help but get a little excited. My heart beat faster with memories of what we shared after Homecoming, and I couldn’t help but feel a growing strain in my pants. The way Tori held me, her breath quickening and a soft moan escaping her lips, I understood that this excitement was mutual, and when she leaned back momentarily to better look at me, I saw a familiar spark of mischief in her eyes that I quite liked.

I leaned in to kiss her first, my lips acting of their own accord as they melded against hers. Tori kissed me back in kind, the two of us making out with a hurried, almost frantic pace. The awkwardness of the weekend melted away in a flurry of kisses, and soon we were making out like the Homecoming afterparty had never ended. If we had all the time in the world, and a little more privacy, no doubt this would have gotten hot and heavy in a hurry, but with school starting soon, and the parking lot not exactly being private, I didn’t think we’d be getting up to anything particularly inventive.

Tori, on the other hand, was more ambitious. She broke the kiss and smiled at me with a look that could be positively... wicked.

“What’s that smile for?” I asked, as thrilled as I was nervous to see this side of her again.

“Well...” she said, looking down at my pants. “I know we’re not exactly flush with time right now, but I’ve been thinking about this cock a lot this weekend, and what I’d do with it the next time I saw it, and I was thinking... would you be cool if I blew you before school? I really need another taste... I haven’t been able to stop thinking about getting a taste, actually... and I promise you won’t be late for class or anything like that.”

Blinking at me seductively as she looked up at me with her big blue eyes, Tori pursed her full lips and asked, “Please? Please, can I suck your cock, Ryan?”

I licked my lips nervously. “You, uh... know how to drive a really hard bargain, Tori.”

She chuckled, her tone now more familiar when she said, “No fucking shit; you know this about me.”

“Yeah, I do...” I replied, hissing a breath in through my teeth as I looked around the parking lot.

It didn’t look that full, after all, and everyone I could see was heading toward school... and I did know that Tori was amazing with her mouth. We probably had enough time to have a little fun before school.

“Alright... but you have to promise to make it quick...” I said, unbuckling my belt and unzipping my fly hurriedly.

Though she was clearly holding back glee, Tori laughed. “Bitch, please. I can get you off before class, I promise.”

As I freed my cock, mostly hard and almost at its thick, ten-inch-long glory, I knew that I didn’t doubt her. Homecoming had made it pretty damn clear to me that, even past my feelings for her, Tori was a fucking sex goddess with a phenomenally talented mouth, and if anyone could make me cum before school, it was her.

“Oh, fuck yeah...” she purred, reaching down and stroking my cock to life until it was throbbing and fully hard in her hand. “Yeah, I’ve been thinking about this a lot... everything you can do with this cock, how it feels inside of me... god, I wish we had more time...”

Tori shivered, closing her eyes briefly before smiling up at me with a playfully confident grin. “Fuck, I really wish I’d known about you sooner. We could’ve had a lot of sex by now. All the sex...”

Groaning as I thrust gently against her hand, I said, “I think... fuck... I think we’ll have fun making up for lost time.”

“Oh, big time,” she replied, continuing to stroke me. “I know that we’ve still got a lot to figure out between us, and I’m cool with that if you’re cool with that...”

“Oh, I am so cool with that,” I said, dropping my head back. “I’m fine with taking all the time we need...”

Tori smirked, leaning down. “Good, because I’m also good to fuck like rabbits until we’ve got everything sorted out with how we want to handle our ‘new’ friendship...”

Looking down at her, breathing heavily with need, I replied, “I couldn’t have put it better myself.”

“Good,” she replied, opening her lips and sucking my cock into her mouth.

“Oh god...” I groaned, leaning back into my seat as Tori practically inhaled my cock.

She had half my cock in her mouth in a matter of seconds, and then down her throat not long after that. Her lips, strong even as they were stretched to their limit, and her tongue that she’d eagerly swirl over my cockhead on each bounce up, were absolute perfection as she sucked and slurped and drove me wild. The pleasure was insane, as much from the intensity of this being Tori as it was from the fact that she was absolutely amazing at sucking cock.

I ran my hand through her curls, gripping them tightly as I subconsciously leaned in to helping her suck my cock. Tori had no objections to being used as such, sucking and bouncing on my cock energetically while I fucked back up into her mouth. While I might have had my doubts that she’d be able to make me cum before school started when we were only talking about it, now that she was actually actively blowing me, I realized how drastically I’d underestimated her. The way my balls were swelling, she’d have me cumming in no time.

“Fuck... you’re so fucking good at this... feels fucking amazing... holy... holy fuck... keep sucking my cock, please, please keep sucking me... you’re gonna make me cum... keep going like this and you’ll make me cum so fucking hard... please, keep going, I love it, feels so fucking good...” I groaned, fucking up into her mouth in time with her bobs.

In the time it took for my eyes to flutter closed, then open again, I saw that we weren’t exactly as subtle as we might have been.

A short and meek-looking girl with glasses and wavy blonde hair who looked like she was trying to hide in the hoodie she had pulled up over her head had stopped in front of the car, slightly stunned by what she was seeing. The musical instrument case she held clutched under her arm was shaky and looked like she might drop it at any moment, and when I looked up and caught her eye, it felt like she might jump out of her skin from the fright.

She did run away, but more in an embarrassed looking fashion rather than with the intent of someone who was going to get us in trouble.

Not that even trouble could have stopped us at this point. Tori had only picked up the pace, bobbing up and down on my cock faster and faster, moaning around my shaft and toying with my balls with her fingers as she sought to get me off quickly. Feeling the swelling in my balls reaching critical mass, I dropped my head back, letting the pleasure overtake me.

“Cumming soon, Tori...” I warned her, stroking her hair. “You’re gonna make me cum soon...”

Tori only bobbed faster at this announcement, and understanding her wants in this, I decided to surrender to her. This morning that had started with so much fear and uncertainty had been taken over by pleasure and joy, the two of us sealing the new status quo of our friendship with one absolutely perfect blowjob.

Knowing I was near the precipice, Tori soon focused her efforts on the head alone, looking up at me with those beautiful blue eyes of hers as she sucked me with a force that would finish me off in no time. Looking into her eyes as I was preparing to cum, I was happy to see this new beginning to the school year kicking off in style.

***
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Of course, just because I was ready for a new year to begin, didn’t mean that everyone else at Regan Hills High School was ready to move on. In fact, the events of Homecoming seemed to be all that anyone around school wanted to talk about. While my own involvement seemed pretty hush hush, for now, I was hearing whispers all day of what had truly led to the explosive expulsion of Kyle Bowman from our fair school. Few got the facts right, and the more colorful stories were certainly fun, but by the end of the day I was quite tired of hearing Homecoming stories.

Unfortunately, I wasn’t even able to escape them at our afterschool Puma Press staff meeting, though since it was in its way “local news,” this at least made sense.

“Look, I’m not saying we need to do a whole article about it, I’m just saying that we can at least make mention of the one thing that’s got everyone around here talking! This is a big story!” Hope Harris protested.

Hope was a tall and willowy band geek with large glasses and dirty blonde hair done up in a tight bun, and easily one of the loudest voices in the Puma Press offices. Considering how quiet and thoughtful she came across in most other classes I had her in, it was a fun kind of surprise to see this side of her.

My guess was, she got it from Nadia Barclay, the editor and guiding voice of the paper who we all looked to at this meeting standing by the room’s whiteboard. Beautiful and black and looking focused as ever in her usual preppy sweater and jeans ensemble, Nadia eyed us curiously as she considered her staff. Including her, there were sixteen of us representing the student voices of the Puma Press at the staff meeting; twelve writers and four photographers. Tori and I sat at one of the mismatched tables for writers, sharing our amused glances as the fight over what to say, or not say as it may be, about Homecoming got particularly heated. Hope had gotten loud enough that I began to worry that our school newspaper’s staff advisor, Mr. Hopkins, would get involved, but his office remained quiet. As Tori had explained it to me, Mr. Hokins rarely peeked his head out of his small corner office unless Principal Carpenter was coming around for an inspection.

With good reason, he trusted Nadia to take care of everything related to the Puma Press.

“I agree with you. I really do. We don’t get a lot of excitement around here, and seeing one of our classmates from one of the wealthiest families in town getting expelled after a very public humiliation is certainly news, but we’re not going to write about it in the Puma Press,” Nadia said, her voice completely even.

Her eyes passed over me fleetingly, a faint trace of a smile on her lips, but it was just that: fleeting. I hadn’t told her what happened, and I doubted that Tori, Josie, Kaitlyn or Brooke would either, but as a bloodhound for good gossip and having unnamed sources in every corner of the school, it wouldn’t have shocked me if she knew every detail of our revenge plot. Even though I’d only formally made Nadia’s acquaintance a little more than a week back when I’d interviewed for the paper, I’d come to respect her greatly in this period. True, after nailing the interview, I might have spent a fair bit of time nailing her in the Puma Press’ dark room as well, and that might have created an interesting tension between the two of us, but as her eyes passed over me yet again, I had to praise how professional she kept this during our staff meeting.

“Why not?” Hope asked, frustrated.

Nadia lowered her glasses just enough to rub the bridge of her nose. “I’ve already talked to Principal Carpenter about this, and have gotten every answer under the sun. We can’t do this because ‘it’s an ongoing criminal matter’ or because it’s ‘in bad taste’, and half a dozen other equally BS reasons. The administration’s given us every excuse and then some, but the fact remains that they won’t let us talk about what happened at Homecoming. Oh, sure, they want us to talk about the dance itself, show a lot of pictures with smiling, dancing couples and whatnot, so long as none of those pictures have Kyle in the background with an unidentified white substance on his face.”

This brought a few laughs from around the room, and another knowing glance my way from Nadia, but Hope seemed undeterred.

“A lot of people around this school have been victimized by Kyle Bowman... fuck, a lot of people in this room,” Hope said, looking sympathetically my way as she settled on my healing black eye. “And I think a story like this would help offer a lot of closure for those who need it, and believe me, a lot of people need that closure.”

“I won’t say you’re wrong,” Nadia replied, pushing her glasses back up her nose. “And if you want to write something, save it for social media, because it’s radioactive in this paper as far as Principal Carpenter’s concerned.”

Raising her voice, Nadia continued, “Isn’t that right, Mr. Hopkins?”

Mr. Hopkins stuck his middle-aged, balding head out of the office. “Whatever she said, that’s right!”

He then disappeared back into his office just as quickly as he’d appeared. I swear, those were the only words I’d ever heard him say. Maybe it was his catchphrase, maybe it was the only thing he knew how to say, maybe he was just some elaborate puppet created by Nadia to sign off on everything she wanted done. Whatever the answer was, it ensured that she was undeniably in charge of the office, and that her word was the real law around these parts.

Hope looked annoyed as she tried to fight her defeat, but clearly saw that her options were running out as she sank back into her chair.

Seeing that she could continue without much argument, Nadia continued. “Other than that, it’s like I said: we can talk about Homecoming. We can even make mention of a kerfuffle-“

“A kerfuffle?” Tori asked, amused and taking her chance to stir the pot.

Nadia seemed ready for Tori’s interruption, quickly replying, “A disturbance. Commotion. Disruption. Need I run through the entire thesaurus of synonyms to entertain you?”

“Not today, but thanks for asking,” Tori joked.

Nadia rolled her eyes. “We can mention a kerfuffle, Hope, but we can’t mention any of the more sordid details, or any names. The truth aches for it, and when the truth complains, I hear it louder than anyone, believe me. I know it’s stifling, and hardly as interesting as the truth of the matter, but if you want to do the write-up about Homecoming for our October issue, Hope, it’s yours.”

Deflated, Hope said, “Sure. Why not?”

Nodding, Nadia continued, “Good. I know Josie and Leah were there taking pictures; coordinate with them for visuals, see if they have anything to hang a PG-13 rated article on that’ll keep it interesting for you, then get me a draft by Saturday.”

Hope looked across the room, nodding to Josie and Leah, a pair of gothy girls who worked as photographers for the Puma Press, and said, “You got it, chief.”

She said this just sarcastically enough to make her point clear, but not enough to start an argument with Nadia.

Clearing her throat, our editor continued, “Alright, sports writers, give me an interesting way of describing how we were utterly trounced in the Homecoming game without it somehow being all about how we lacked a star quarterback due to circumstances we can’t talk about, since, let’s be honest, we would’ve lost anyway.”

While the sports writers droned on about the game as only they knew how (since most of the rest of the people in this room were too nerdy to give two shits about our school’s football team), Tori and I silently eyed each other across the table, exchanging looks that were equal parts charged and amused. Between this morning, and that wonderful secret knowledge that we were part of a very exclusive group to know exactly what had happened during the Homecoming dance, the two of us were giddy, to say the least. There was a certain power that came with being in the know on something so major as Kyle’s post-Homecoming arrest and expulsion... and we were living it up.

Playfully, Tori licked her lips teasingly, and I knew that as soon as we got out of here, I was going to ask her if she had any plans for the rest of the day. If she didn’t, well... I could think of some interesting ideas for things that we could get up to.

Unfortunately, having just finished up with the sports crew, Nadia had other ideas, “And that brings us to our final point of the day. We’re into October now, so it’s high time we talk about what we’re doing for the Regan Hills High School Halloween Scream fundraiser.”

This brought a mix of groans and enthusiasm to the room. I definitely fell into the latter camp, grinning like a fool at the announcement.

Now, while I’d have gone on record before this point to say that Regan Hills High School didn’t have much going for it, Halloween had always been one of those few exceptions. For a school that always seemed to fumble their way through school spirit and holiday celebrations, everyone around here tended to go all out for Halloween. The school was decorated in orange and black for the entire month, the pranksters came out in force, and on the day itself, everyone wore their best costumes (which got particularly impressive when our resident class cosplayer, Mallory Dourif, came out to play). The truest highlight, however, was without a doubt the Halloween Scream.

The Halloween Scream was a carnival-like fundraiser our school held on Halloween itself, where most of the school’s clubs put together haunted houses and booths to raise as much money as they could to keep them funded. While it did succeed at that, being an event that much of the town attended, it was mostly an excuse for people to have a place to be to dress up on Halloween if they were too old for trick-or-treating. Still, the haunted houses were usually fun, and they sometimes had some pretty decent bands perform on the outdoor stage they’d set up.

Having never been a part of any school extracurricular before this year, this would be my first opportunity to participate in it in a capacity past attendance, and it had me excited.

Nadia waved down the naysayers. “Now, yes, I understand that it’s a lot of work on top of everything else we’ve already got going on right now, but the paper’s budget is dependent on fundraisers like this, and this is one of the biggest of the year. If we do an exceptional job, and I mean truly knock it out of the park this year, we might actually be able to afford some new equipment. And I don’t know if you’ve gotten a look around this room recently, but we could seriously use some new equipment.”

Now, I know Nadia couldn’t have timed her comment to the ceiling panel that fell down behind us seconds later, but that, combined with the mix of yelps and startles that followed, underlined her point well. Even without that now broken ceiling panel, a quick glance at the broken tables and mismatched computers (many of which were older than us and few of which worked reliably) made what she was saying clear.

It was impossible to deny that we needed the money.

“So, what’re we doing?” Hope asked, straightening up in her chair. “Selling snacks? A game booth?”

Nadia grinned, trying to hold back some of her pride. “Not this year. Those booths, they do alright, but they’re not where the big bucks are. No, it took some backroom wheeling and dealing, and a lot of begging Principal Carpenter, but I was able to get us a slot hosting one of this year’s haunted houses.”

With that announcement, Nadia couldn’t hold back her look of pride anymore. I couldn’t help but join her; it seemed like if we were going to be setting up anything for the Scream that a haunted house would likely be one of the more fun options.

If only the rest of the room shared our enthusiasm.

There was a sharp barked laugh from the back of the room, and all our eyes turned to the pale, short-haired brunette with glasses and a sarcastic grin on her face.

“If you really wanted to fuck us, Nadia, there are certainly more fun ways to do so than this,” 18-year-old Nica Dubois said, twirling a pen through her fingers distractedly as she addressed Nadia.

Nica was Nadia’s assistant editor, and one of the few people in the room who seemed completely fearless of Nadia. The way Nadia eyed her, I could sense her respect for Nadia, as well as her skill for dealing with such skepticism.

“We’re not fucked, Nica,” Nadia explained, keeping her smile even.

Nica laughed again. “I’m not saying I want us to be fucked like this, make no mistake that I would like for us to have the quality of equipment that we deserve, but the fact remains that we are fucked, and you’ve bent us over. No doubt, you have proved me wrong time and time again, and I am hoping you can do the same this time, but from where I am sitting right now, it does appear that you have fucked us thoroughly.”

I looked around, confused as Nadia and Nica debated how much we were or weren’t fucked, then finally whispered to Tori. “Why are we fucked?”
Sighing, Tori leaned in closer to whisper back. “Because the drama club’s haunted houses always earn the most money. They’ve got the stage crew helping them build everything, they’ve got enthusiasm and hot girls to bring people in, the drama teacher, Mrs. Harker, runs them like a fucking general... and because they usually bring in the most money, the school gives them better and bigger accommodations, which also attracts more people, which gets them more money, which means people spend less at the other houses and... well, running a haunted house against them is about as good a way to lose money around here as it gets, unless, you know, you put all that money in a pile and set it on fire.”

I found this news less than encouraging. “Well, shit.”

Nadia, though, was prepared for all of these arguments to be brought up. “Look, I’m realistic enough to admit that we have an uphill battle before us. Has the drama club made a disproportionate amount of Halloween Scream money over the past few years? Of course they have, everybody knows that... but they don’t get any more seed money than any other club to set up their haunted house, and let’s be honest, we’re a lot better at doing more with less than they are. And what are they fighting for, a better backstage lounge? More costumes? We’re far more motivated than they are... we’ve got some of the best creative minds in the school to put together one hell of a show, some of the darkest minds...”

With this, she nodded to 18-year-old Josie Wong, who grinned cockily with her full, black-painted lips. The busty, Chinese-American goth princess held an interesting place in my senior year experiences so far, having been my first date (even if said date fizzled out), having saved me after Kyle punched me and helping us take him down at Homecoming. I even had a picture of her in my Senior Year Memories album licking my cum off of Nadia’s face, which made her entry in the album all the more unique since Josie and I hadn’t actually had sex yet... not that I hadn’t wanted to. Josie was a singularly hot girl who I got along with well when we had the chance to talk, and I was hoping to find more opportunities to get to know her better while working at the Puma Press.

The memory of Josie and Nadia’s picture in my album caused my cock to stir, forcing me to readjust how I was sitting at the table. As my eyes briefly met Josie’s, I could swear she was looking at me, enjoying my discomfort.

Nadia finished, “...and a couple secret weapons that have only recently dropped into our laps they’ll never see coming. Secret weapons that’ll put us over the top in a way we never would’ve been able to manage before.”

Nica sighed. “And I don’t imagine you will be sharing with us what these secret weapons are?”

“If I did, they wouldn’t be secret,” Nadia said, nodding at Nica.

“Well, then who am I to argue with such ironclad logic? Of course, I am in,” Nica said, shaking her head with a resigned, if thoroughly amused, smile.

Nica’s agreement seemed to turn some of the other skeptical murmurs in the room, something that only seemed to encourage Nadia further.

“It won’t be easy, but I know we can do it,” Nadia said, straightening herself up more importantly as she eyed us all with pride. “We’re smart, we’re determined, and we’re willing to do what it takes to make sure the Puma Press is funded as she deserves. If we work hard and play our cards right with the assets we have at hand, we won’t be fucked. No, we’ll have a haunted house that those drama geeks couldn’t even dream of in their darkest nightmares, and a line of people waiting to give us money that’ll make them jealous of us.”

Clearing her throat, she then raised her voice, “Isn’t that right, Mr. Hopkins?”

Dutifully, Mr. Hopkins stuck his head out of the office and said, “Whatever she said, that’s right!”

Nadia chuckled. She wasn’t the only one, as laughs rippled through most of the room. It felt in that moment like she might have inspired some hope within us, and after Tori’s pronouncement of what we were up against, I was holding on to some of that hope that Nadia might have a grand plan that would help us kick ass at the Halloween Scream fundraiser. I didn’t know what she meant by “secret weapons,” but the way her eyes flickered over me at those words was intriguing, in a vaguely ominous sort of way. Aside from enthusiasm and a general love for all things Halloween, I didn’t know what I had to offer the Puma Press... but I imagined that whatever part I had to play in Nadia’s plans would become clear to me soon enough.

“The first planning session for our house will be next meeting... I want you all thinking spooky and scary thoughts in the meantime so we can get the ball rolling,” Nadia explained, ending the meeting as we all stood up. “Until then, keep to your assignments for the October issue! If anyone has anything that they think might be useful for the haunted house, if you know anybody who’s got any relevant skills or would be able to donate time and money, preferably money, especially money (we need more money than what the school provides, if you can’t tell) let me know!”

As others began to bolt from the meeting, I pulled the contents of my backpack together. Tori was waiting up for me, eyeing me with a mischievous, borderline hungry look, and I knew that if she offered me a ride home, we’d be getting up to some serious fun in no time.

We would’ve, at least, if Nadia hadn’t called after me. “Hey, Ryan, can you hang back for a few?”

I gave Tori an apologetic shrug, one that she met with a sympathetic nod before leaving the Puma Press office. She probably thought that Nadia might have wanted a little “extracurricular” time with me... which was a distinct possibility as I thought of it, since Nadia and I had had sex in here not so long ago. Shivering with anticipation, I turned back to face Nadia alone.

Or should I say, almost alone. Josie stood next to Nadia, a playful smirk on her black painted lips that also brought back pleasant memories of what we’d gotten up to in the dark room.

These two together were trouble, but with Tori wanting to keep things between us casual and fun, they were the kind of trouble that I felt no guilt indulging.

While Nadia looked as professional as she ever did while clothed, Josie was her polar opposite. Lean and fit, save for her large D-cup breasts and impressively round ass, Josie was hot as hell and knew it. Her already pale skin was accented to look even paler with heavy makeup and a strong aversion to the sun, while her shiny black hair was chopped almost short enough to be a pixie cut but messy and glossy enough that I knew she put some work into it. Her long black coat was enough to cover her up to school dress code policy, but I knew beneath it she tended to favor knee high boots, fishnets, and as little clothing as she could get away with. The piercings in her ears, the stud in her nose and the faint trail of a tattoo up the right side of her neck told me her body had all sorts of secrets she’d be all too eager to share with the right audience.

God knew that I hoped I’d be part of that audience one of these days. Though there was enough mischief to her dark eyes to make me hope that this might be sooner rather than later, Nadia’s focused and professional demeanor forced me to play things cool for now.

“What’s up?” I asked.

Nadia eyed me cautiously, then said, “So, Josie tells me you’re into horror?”

I considered Josie’s smirk with some curiosity before answering, “Well, I generally consider myself a nerd of many tastes, but I like to think I’m reasonably well-versed in horror.”

I didn’t want to boast, but I was actually more than just well-versed in horror; it was probably my greatest nerdy passion outside of video games. The countless nights Tori and I had stayed up watching cheesy, bloody 80s horror movies in the dark while huddled together on the couch under some blankets only paled to the number of nights I did so on my own. I had a fair collection of collectible figures and pieces of memorabilia decorating my room, and even a couple vintage posters on my wall, courtesy of Dad’s friend who specialized in procuring vintage posters.

“Humility’s cute, but it’s not what I’m looking for right now,” Nadia said bluntly. “Josie told me about your conversations, and a cursory look at your social media presence confirms it.”

Well, so much for not boasting.

Matching her bluntness, I replied, “Fine, I really know my horror. Why?”

Nadia nodded to Josie, who then explained, “Nadia needs a couple people to run point on this project and wants some people who know what they’re talking about when it comes to the macabre. Lucky us.”

Defensively, Nadia admitted, “I’m not hopeless with the topic, but it isn’t exactly my forte. We’ll have greater chances of success and authenticity if we’ve got some experts on the project, and I’d very much like for those experts to be you two. Now, I know you’re new here, Ryan, and I’ll understand if your answer is no, but-“

Unhesitatingly, I interrupted her, “I’ll do it.”

Nadia raised an eyebrow, curious and impressed. “Just like that?”

“Just like that,” I replied. “Why?”

“Well, it’s a lot of extra work to put on your plate, and you’re new here. I just thought I might have to take you to the dark room and seduce you for a while before I could talk you into it, so you might’ve just saved me a step,” Nadia admitted, biting her lip toward the end.

I shifted around somewhat uncomfortably as my erection made its presence known, but was fortunate enough to keep it from bursting through my pants as it clearly wanted to.

Trying to sound smooth, I replied, “Well, if you’re offering, I could be persuaded...”

Nadia smirked. “Tempting, but with that step unnecessary, I’ll need your particular skills elsewhere today, and I wouldn’t want to wear you out first.”

Dropping her voice to accentuate her own smooth confidence, Nadia added, “And I would wear you out...”

I was about to come up with a response to that, when the rest of her comment hit me. “What about my skills?”

Josie laughed. “You did hear her whole ‘secret weapon’ speech, didn’t you?”

“Yeah...” I replied, cautiously putting the pieces together. “Wait, you think I’m a secret weapon?”

“Well, yeah,” Josie replied, darting her eyes down to my bulge, then back up to my face for emphasis. “Seemed like that would’ve been a bit obvious, wouldn’t it? You’ll do it, right? Because that’d be so fucking hot, and why the fuck wouldn’t you do it?”

The weight of this washed over me quickly, enough to both excite and overwhelm me.

Nadia was quick to address any reservations I might have. “There are certain... specialists around this school whose skills I would like to enlist in our effort to have the most successful haunted house at the Halloween Scream. These girls are truly the best of the best. They have talents that would be invaluable in helping us best the kids of the drama club. However, for a variety of reasons, be it financial, misplaced allegiances, or simply not liking me, they won’t work with us without some particular coaxing and incentive. And I can say from experience that you have certain gifts that they would find particularly incentivizing. If you were up to the task, of course; I would never force you into such a position, but if you would find the prospect of being our ‘secret weapon’ intriguing, I assure you that it will prove quite pleasurable.”

I considered this, taking in a thoughtful breath and consciously looking away from Nadia and Josie so these two beautiful girls would not affect my judgment.

What Nadia was proposing wasn’t exactly what I’d had in mind when I joined the Puma Press, but this year had already proven to be full of unexpected experiences. The thought of being sent around to grease the wheels with certain girls using my sexual skills was interesting, and since I was definitively single right now...

Keeping my tone even, I asked, “And you think it’ll work?”

“I know it’ll work,” Nadia confirmed.

Josie nodded. “Oh yeah, I know a lot of these girls; treat ‘em right and they’ll be eating out of the palm of your hand. Maybe eating cum out of the palm of your hand if you treat them really right.”

I couldn’t help but look back at Josie and that devilish little black-lipsticked grin she gave me, and I had to return it. Ever since our first date had petered out, I’d wanted to get a chance to get to know Josie Wong better, and with the prospect of the two of us being put together on this project, I was excited. The particular glee she seemed to take at the thought of Nadia pimping me out to some other girls around school was a strange turn-on, but one that I had to admit gave some new strength to my straining erection.

That’s not to say this decision was completely simple, because the weight of having to charm girls to help out with our fundraiser was pretty intense. The fate of the Puma Press might well have depended on how good I was at seducing these girls and showing them a good time, which wasn’t exactly the kind of responsibility I understood or was fully certain I wanted.

But after a little thought, I turned my attention back to Nadia and said, “Just let me know when you want me to start.”

“Nice!” Josie exclaimed. “See, I told you he’d be a team player.”

“You did tell me that,” Nadia confirmed.

Elbowing her friend in the ribs, Josie continued, “And I was right.”

“So you were,” Nadia begrudgingly admitted, rolling her eyes as she put her attention back on me. “I haven’t any of these special assignments for you just yet, Ryan, but I will be in touch as soon as I do. In the meantime...”

Nadia pulled an old key from her pocket, dangling it before Josie by its plastic tag. The number 237 was printed on this tag, which given the circumstances almost made me laugh.

“Josie, can you and Ryan check out the venue? It’s one of the old bungalows on the soccer field,” Nadia explained.

Josie took the key from her. “They’ve got us set up at the Field of Dreams?”

Nadia nodded. “That’s where they’re throwing the carnival this year; it’s pretty much the only place the administration will let us do anything. I’d like you two to check out its condition, take a measuring tape and get the stats on the place so we can start drawing up a map, see whatever assets are inside of it that we might be able to use. That’ll go a long way toward getting us started.”

It was at this point that I realized the actual depth of the situation we were in, and that I should’ve asked more questions before accepting this honor.

“Wait, so we’re starting from scratch? And we’ve got less than a month to do all this?” I asked.

Nadia nodded. “Unfortunately, yes. Am I going to have to give you a speech about how I know that the two of you can do this? Because I will, if you make me.”

She said this with a hopeful smile, and I quickly realized that she probably had a speech already written up to convince Josie and I to do this. That, or another offer to entice one or both of us back to the dark room for some fun.

I looked to Josie, who looked utterly unfazed by the task put out before us. She eyed me, smiling hopefully.

Licking my lips, I said to Josie. “I’m game if you are.”

“Yeah, you couldn’t tear me away from this,” she said, tossing the key into the air and then catching it. “Come on, let’s check out what we gotta work with!”

Tapping a finger to her forehead in a half-assed salute, Josie said to Nadia, “You don’t gotta worry about us, chief, we won’t let you down!”

“I believe you,” Nadia replied with a relieved smile.

I followed Josie to the door, but before we made it outside, Nadia pulled me in close enough to whisper in my ear. “I know it’s a lot to ask fresh on the job like this, but thank you for spearheading this project and being willing to put your cock on the line for us. I’ll owe you... and if any of those girls treat you wrong, let me know and I’ll make it up to you like you wouldn’t believe.”

Putting an exclamation mark on this point, Nadia then pulled me in for a quick, hot kiss that had me wishing it hadn’t been so quick. Nevertheless, her gratitude filled me with a warmth that boosted my confidence, and though I hoped nothing would go wrong with whatever errands she set me to, her promise to make it up to me should I meet any misfortune was tempting.

Smirking, Nadia raised her voice. “Isn’t that right, Mr. Hopkins?”

Sticking his head out of the office, Mr. Hopkins said, “Whatever she said, that’s right!”

***
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A few years before I began attending Regan Hills High School, much of the campus was under construction to give it a newer, more modern look. I couldn’t exactly say what they’d done to modernize the campus, but the way it looked to me, I thought the school should’ve complained to their contractors and gotten their money back. While the renovations were undoubtedly complete, the school buildings had an ugly, oppressive vibe to them that was pretty much the opposite of what you’d want in a high school setting, since on its own high school’s pretty fucking ugly and oppressive.

Perhaps the ugliest leftover of the renovation was the north half of what used to be our school’s soccer field. With most of the school inaccessible during construction, and the football field too precious to mar, the school’s soccer field was once covered in dozens upon dozens of portable bungalow classrooms that made it look even less welcoming than the torn-up construction site. Though the construction was finished years ago, nearly a dozen bungalows still dotted the north half of the weed-choked field, most of them used for storage while a few actually held overcrowded classes. The dilapidated look of this end of the school had earned it the derisive nickname “The Field of Dreams”, and given rumors of budget issues, we knew it wasn’t going to be changed anytime soon.

The Field of Dreams’ presence prevented our school from having a soccer team, but considering how piss-poor we were at football, it felt like maybe the bungalows were left in place to keep us from having two sports we regularly got our asses kicked in.

And yet, even considering how the school seemed to want to forget that this particular corner of the grounds even existed, it was still decorated for the season. Paper cutouts of skeletons, bats, spiderwebs and jack-o-lanterns accented nearly every bungalow, giving the Field of Dreams a moderately more festive vibe. True, they weren’t as elaborate as some of the decorations that had been placed in the school’s hallways and classrooms, but the effort was enjoyably seasonal.

“I gotta give it to her, Sabrina’s thorough. We dip our toes into October, and the decorations are already up,” I mused as Josie and I searched for our bungalow.

Josie made a slight face at the mention of our class president, Sabrina Singh, whose boundless school spirit manifested as her being a one-woman decorating committee whenever any holiday or school event rolled around. I probably should’ve known better than to mention someone as preppy and popular as Sabrina in the presence of such a proud gothy outcast as Josie, but she didn’t make much more than a face at her mention.

“Yeah, it’s alright,” Josie admitted.

Playfully, I teased, “Does it put you in the spoooooooky spirit?”

She rolled her eyes at me. “I fucking live the spooky spirit... but Halloween’s a good reminder that I can always have a little more in my life.”

“I’d wouldn’t mind a little more spooky spirit in my life,” I said, looking her up and down with some amusement.

Despite her harsh look, the Asian beauty before me flashed me a quick, cute smile that flew in stark contrast to her darkness.

“I’m always happy to spread some of that spooky cheer,” Josie said. “And this might officially be the most I’ve said the word ‘spooky’ in my entire life, which I’m gonna blame you for.”

“Ah, yes, I guess your adjectives of choice would usually run through those used by Poe?” I proposed.

“Most of the time, but I can engage in a little Lovecraft or Barker, too; whatever turns you on,” she replied, smirking and playfully twirling the key for the bungalow around her finger as she stepped ahead of me.

Even through her long coat, I enjoyed the view from behind that she gave, especially the full curve of her ass as it swayed side to side enticingly. I shivered at the thought of what it might feel like, and recalling the various lost opportunities the two of us had had this past month, I caught up with her.

“You know, I think it’d be cool if we tried that whole date thing again,” I said.

Josie eyed me with a cautious, amused smile. “Yeah?”

“Yeah,” I replied. “And I promise this time, no cheerleader interruptions.”

“How could you promise that? And, honestly, why would you promise that? Aren’t you friends with the cheerleaders?” she asked.

“Some of them,” I admitted. “But it’s possible I have enough sway to make sure we aren’t interrupted again.”

Josie considered this, shaking her head and chuckling. “Well, that is something to write home about... but it wasn’t that bad a date, even with the interruption, and we did go to Homecoming together.”

“For revenge,” I added. “I don’t think that makes it a proper date.”

“Oh, I do,” Josie laughed. “But, that’s two dates down already. Some people out there might even go so far as to say we were already dating. If we had another date, there’s some out there who’d say we should fuck.”

I raised an eyebrow, trying to play it cool while my heart beat a mile a minute in the presence of this hot, goth beauty.

“Is that so?” I asked.

“Oh, yeah. But I think that’s just antiquated bullshit; I’m always down to fuck on the first date. Before even, if the opportunity comes up,” she continued, smiling with a cockiness that I had to admit was kind of working for me.

“Interesting,” I replied, keeping my tone cautious.

“Interesting,” Josie repeated, amused. “I tell you that, and all I get back is ‘interesting’?”

I nodded. “I meant that that’s interesting, because I wish I’d known that before I’d met you. That date could’ve gone a lot differently.”

Truth be told, this was just a line, as I wasn’t nearly confident enough at the time of our first date to have actually done anything with a girl who knew what she wanted the way Josie did, but it seemed like it would be a good line in the moment. Realizing that the longer we kept walking and talking that I wanted to keep walking and talking with her just so I could keep getting to know her better... well, that felt promising to me, and I hoped that she felt the same way.

Considering my cheesy line, Josie chuckled. “Well... maybe you’ll get a second chance.”

“I’d like a second chance,” I replied.

“And I want you to have one,” she replied, her eyes darting briefly over my shoulder before her face darkened. “Ah, motherfucker...”

I followed her gaze to the bungalow behind me, not sure what exactly I was expecting to see. A poster with a centered, large cross at the top above the words “HALLOWEEN IS SIN!” was, admittedly, unexpected. In its admittedly impressive artwork, there was your usual expected hellfire around images of witches and ghosts and jack-o-lanterns, while a cross surrounded by light held its place at the top of the page. I peered closer, taking in the small list of Bible passages beneath and mentions of some counter-Halloween event occurring at the First Regan Hills Church, but before I could get a better look at it, Josie tore it down off the bungalow.

“Leah and Mia and I have been tearing these down all day,” Josie said, shaking her head. “But they keep popping up.”

“Someone wants to turn Regan Hills High into the town from Footloose?” I suggested.

“Worse than that,” she replied, annoyed. “I hear they’ve been putting pressure on Principal Carpenter to try and cancel the Halloween Scream, or at least put up such a fuss and protest that she can’t help but get some bad press from it.”

Cancel the Halloween Scream? But, I’d just gotten here.

“That can’t happen,” I said, worried.

“It’s unlikely, but not impossible,” Josie explained. “I doubt Principal Carpenter’s going to cancel the event, since the town loves it and will come out in numbers to give us money and all that, but if Sophie and her bible-thumping crew park themselves in front of the Halloween Scream and try to scare people off from coming inside... well, that can certainly put a dent in the funds we’d raise at this fundraiser, wouldn’t it?”

I racked my brain for who she was talking about, before settling on the image of 18-year-old Sophie Cusack. While I didn’t really know her (and I knew that she was a girl that very few people would know, given her background), I knew that she was a cute, if often intense-looking, girl with long, dirty blonde hair, who usually wore a sweater and a long skirt no matter what the weather was. She had a reputation for trying to inject religion into almost any classroom discussion, and always had a vaguely superior look on her face that always made me steer clear of her, but I’d always assumed that she was pretty harmless.

“We can’t have that,” I said, my voice finding a hint of determination.

“No,” Josie said, nodding slightly. “No, we can’t... but, fuck, I’m getting dark, even for me, and I don’t wanna be dark like this. I can see our bungalow; let’s check it out and get dark about how much work we’ve got ahead of us these next few weeks.”

She balled up the poster and stuffed it away in the purse, trying to force a smile, though her annoyance was still clear. I was there with her, having gotten rather excited for my first, and only, year where I’d get to help out on the Halloween Scream, and the possibility that that might get derailed was frustrating. Nevertheless, I also liked being around Josie, and wanted to make her happy if I could, so I buried my annoyance and caught up with her as she led me toward a dark, dingy-looking bungalow nearby. 

“Bungalow 237,” Josie said with genuine amusement.

“I know,” I responded. “It is kind of improbable, isn’t it?”

“Coincidence or contrivance?” Josie proposed.

“Given the circumstances I’d say it was a particularly uncreative writer, but who am I to complain when we’re gonna set up a haunted house in here?” I proposed.

“Fair enough,” Josie said, twirling the key around her finger one last time before palming it.

Walking up the bungalow’s steps, she inserted the key in the door’s lock and turned it, opening the door and peering inside.

“So, how’s it look?” I asked, hopeful.

Josie considered what she saw for a moment before replying, “Somehow better and worse than I expected. You gotta see this.”

I walked up next to Josie, and as the pair of us peered inside, I tried to find the best in bungalow 237.

When that best turned out to be acknowledging that it had two doors that appeared to work and four walls that all appeared to be structurally sound, I knew we had a rough time ahead of us, as the rest of this bungalow was a fucking nightmare.

It looked like everything the school wanted to forget about from the last five years or so was crammed into this one building. There were piles upon piles of broken desks and worn textbooks, gym mats stacked to the ceiling and what felt like enough old filing cabinets that they probably could’ve made the walls of our haunted house all on their own. Everything that was metal had a fine layer of rust, and everything else seemingly a fine layer of dust. It was an absolute fucking mess, and one that was too big for Josie and I.

“We’re gonna need a bigger crew,” I mused as the two of us stepped inside, the door slamming shut eerily behind us.

“Agreed,” Josie replied, picking up an old, dusty head for our school’s mascot, Petey Puma.

“Think they’ll let us use this in the haunt?” she teased, holding up the half-skinless mascot head with its weirdly skeletal metal frame on display.

“Ew,” I replied, waving her away. “Put that away before you catch something.”

“Awww, come on, it’s scary and fun! We can make a whole house about ‘The Night Petey Puma Died!’,” Josie continued, setting the head aside.

“Yeah, but with all the cheers for Puma Pride, I have my doubts they’ll let us do anything with their branding,” I said, kind of wishing that we could use that creepy relic in our haunt. “Fuck, I wonder what they expect us to do with all this.”

“School’s too cheap to let us throw any of it out, I’d bet. Maybe they’ll let us put it all in the gym?” Josie proposed.

I grinned at the thought. “Gym class canceled? That’ll win us a lot of fans.”

“Oughta sell a bunch of tickets to our house,” Josie replied.

“Puma Press: The Heroes of Halloween!” I declared, sweeping my hands out exaggeratedly. “How’s that for a headline?”

She waggled her hand side-to-side noncommittally, but still smiled with a dark playfulness. “Eh, Nadia likes her headlines more subdued than that... but it wasn’t a bad first effort.”

“Well, thank you,” I said, dipping down into a theatrical bow. “You know, for
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