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I’m standing on my front
porch watching Annalise rearrange pumpkins along the front
steps. She’s bent over, and that lime
green fairy dress she has on rides up her backside to reveal the
two perfect curves of her supple white ass cheeks. She strains to
lift one of the larger pumpkins onto a higher step, and when she
does, for a brief moment, the entirety of her shapely ass is
revealed - bright green thong and all.

That’s the exact moment my roommate
Alec steps out of our rental house and wraps his muscular arm about
my shoulders.

“You finally gonna hit
that tonight?” he says low. “If you wait much longer,
I might have to take a
swing at.”

“Come on man,” I tell him,
“Don’t make me any more nervous than I already am?”

“You know I’m just playing
you, Howie,” he grins, “I’m excited for you. She didn’t come to a
Halloween party dressed like that
just to leave you hanging again.”

“You really think so?” I’m
still staring at Annalise and the way her ass jiggles while she
works. She’s relocating the pumpkin I carved to the second step,
the one the size of a cabbage with a screaming face and broomsticks
for horns. Directly above it and looming large is Alec’s pumpkin:
massive and round - the one Annalise had strained to lift - and its
face is some sort of smiling demon with a septum made of tinfoil
through the nose hole.

“I know so man,” Alec
drains the rest of his pumpkin ale in one draught. “Keep an eye on
her though, buddy. Lots of people coming to the party tonight and
you don’t want anyone getting handsy with your girl.”

“What are you boys whispering about over
there?” Annalise finishes her squash remodel and joins us on the
porch. Her matching green top is a sort of corset, a tight-fitting
bodice that her squished double Ds are in constant collision with.
She’s got her hair up in this fairy-esque bun, blonde and tall and
flecked with green glitter. “This is the best you two could do?
Matching Costumes? Really?”

Alec and I laugh in tandem, shoulder
to shoulder and dressed head to toe in the exact same outfit - a
cheap superhero knockoff we found online, red, and blue and webbed
all over. Dollar store Spidermen. They even came with masks, though
we decided not to don them until our guests arrive.

“Jesus you two even laugh
the same,” my fairy crush rolls her blue eyes. “Same height, same
build…if it wasn’t for the obvious contrast in pigment, one could hardly tell the
two of you apart!”

Alec and I guffaw the way
good friends do, and soon enough we’re pulling our matching masks
over our faces and cackling like fools, doing the do-si-do around
Annalise as a cold wind kicks up and sends golden red leaves to
skipping along the sidewalk. The moon is rising and it’s red and
swollen and as I peer at my ludicrously beautiful girlfriend from
behind the eyeholes of my cheap costume, I realize that
tonight, this very
Halloween night I’m going to have
her. All of her. At last.

“OK spider boy why don’t
you go get me a glass of that pumpkin punch you’re so proud of?”
Annalise grabs at us, accidentally taking Alec by the hand instead
of me. She pulls him to her. “Unless you’d rather stand here
dancing with your boyfriend?”

“Whose boyfriend we
talking about?” Alec’s smile is practically audible behind the
mask.

Annalise blushes and drops
his hand. “I seriously can’t
with you two!” She turns to the other superhero,
to me, and wraps her arms around my waist. “There you are! Pumpkin
punch. Now. And
put some music on because your guests are arriving shortly!” She
plants a kiss on my mouth over the spandex mask.

People start to trickle in around
eight o’clock, friends of friends and other people I’ve never met
at all. Things get louder when Annalise’s friends arrive - they’re
drunk already, skimpy outfits disheveled and clearly the jolt of
energy the party needed. Soon enough the music is blaring, and The
Smiths are singing out of a PA in the living room and Morrissey is
on about some depressing thing or another when I find myself
cornered in the kitchen by Annalise’s posse - Gwen, Tasha, and
Clarissa.

“Nice costume, Howie,”
Tasha looks me up and down. “Is that the same one as Alec’s?” She’s
wearing a slutty cheerleader outfit - little imagination, even less
clothing.

“The very same,” I say,
pouring myself another big glass of pumpkin punch.

Clarissa is dressed as a
skimpy Harley Quinn, and her eyes keep falling to my midsection.
Maybe lower. “That’s funny,” she scoffs. “Looks different on him…”

“Well he
is black, genius,” I
say, swilling my cup.

“It isn’t the skin though,
Howie,” Tasha pipes up, perhaps the most scantily clad girl of the
entire party in a sparkling green body suit that, along with her
flaming red hair, gave her an uncanny resemblance to that Batman
villain known as Poison Ivy. “I’d say it’s more of a difference
in…build?”

The girls laugh together but I’m still
not entirely sure what they are hinting at. Just then, I spot Alec
hovering in the kitchen doorway. He’s got his mask on and he’s
watching me talk with them.

“Tonight finally gonna be
the night, Howie?” Clarissa teases me. “We all know what a
patient boy you’ve
been.”

I pull my mask over my face to hide my
blushing. “Butt out OK, Clarissa? It’s none of your business
anyway.”

“Look at spider-man
getting all touchy,” Tasha giggled. “Lighten up, we’re just
joking…besides, you’ve got nothing to be upset about. It just so
happens that the sexy green fairy you call your girlfriend told us
a little something special tonight.”

My stomach fills with butterflies. “Is
that so?”

“You’ll see,” she
winks.

I look at Alec in the doorway, the
same expressionless mask on his face as me.

It’s 9 pm and the party is getting
rowdy. The music is louder, and the people are drunker. I’m looking
at Annalise out on the dance floor with her girlfriends and I can’t
stop staring at the way her tits bounce every time she jumps. There
are people everywhere and just as I start to wonder where my
roommate Alec has gotten off to I see Annalise and Gwen stepping
off to the side together. Annalise is whispering something in her
ear and they’re both making faces and cackling like
witches.

Then their eyes search the room
simultaneously and stop when they see me.

Gwen says something to Annalise, and
she nods, biting her lip nervously. That’s when Gwen b-lines across
the living room, weaving in and out of dancing bodies, a devilish
smirk on her mouth.

“I’ve got good news for
you, spidey-boy,” Gwen whispers in my ear. I can barely hear her
over the drone of Misfits launching into another grungy chorus.
“Annalise wants you to go wait for her in that creepy closet
downstairs. The one between the rooms?”

My breath catches in my throat. “For
real?”

“For real, for real,” she
laughs. “I know you have a mask on but somehow you still
look stunned. Get
your ass down there and turn the light off...she wants it to be
kinky so no peeking. Got it?”

A familiar frame brushes past me but
in my excitement, I can’t quite register who it is.

“The walk-in closet?” I
ask just to be sure. “The one that connects the two
rooms?”

Gwen rolls her eyes. “Yes, man! Now go
already!”

Heart pumping head on, I slip away
from the party.

It’s a big old house with lots of
strange nooks and crannies about it. One of which is a walk-in
closet between two rooms with a door at either end. In many ways
it’s like a secret hallway within the walls, one side leading to
the laundry room and the other to the boiler room. It’s down in the
basement and when I get there the rumble of the party above is only
a small din.

I go into the boiler room,
it’s hissing and mechanical screeches greeting me, and then I make
my way through the door and into the hidden hallway itself. It
is black in here.
When I close the door, I can’t see anything at all, and I stand
there waiting in silence for Annalise.

As the minutes pass, it’s
almost as if I can hear someone breathing. Lurking there in the dark
with me. I shudder a
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