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1. A Ruined Evening

Cold linoleum squeaked uncomfortably beneath Chris’s sneakers as he strode down the corridors between rows of lockers and beneath flickering fluorescent lights. Spirit posters bearing colorful block lettering spelling out “GO SPRINGDALE PANTHERS!!” and “LICK THOSE COUGARS!!” passed by on one side with a crudely cartooned black panther biting down across the neck of a submissively posed mountain lion. The lion’s tongue lolled out from its mouth as its eyes rolled up in the back of its head. A basketball fell weakly from its paw as a faint hint of a smile rested on the cougar’s lips. The smile gave the entire scene a sexual overtone as the pep squad had decided to hide a lewd joke in plain sight of the student body and teachers.

Chris glanced from this to the flyer tacked up advertising the upcoming spring formal dance. He pouted lightly at the silhouette of a man and woman dressed in old-fashioned attire traipsing along to the foxtrot, or whatever dance was popular centuries ago. Next to the flier hung another one bearing a black and white picture of David Croft, a dark-haired boy with a wolfish grin wearing a black leather jacket. Underneath the picture were the words “Missing” followed by contact information for the police department. Chris hung his head and shook it sadly thinking how Dave’s disappearance last week did nothing to dampen the spirits around the central rivalry game or the upcoming prom. It felt like nobody even cared that Dave ever existed and, despite not necessarily being close friends with Dave, Chris still shuddered at the thought.

Chris turned down another hall and picked up the pace as he closed on his quarry. His wide-legged blue jeans swished back and forth and the short chain connecting his wallet to his belt jangled slightly as he walked. His black “Korn” logo t-shirt clung to his pale chest as a short-sleeved plaid shirt fluttered around him hanging completely open in the front. Light freckles decorated his pale cheeks as fluorescent light glinted off the gelled tips of his spiked dark hair.

“Come on, come on, be open.” Chris muttered to himself as he spied his quarry, Mrs. Henderson’s Language Arts classroom stood empty and dark with the door closed. Whispering a prayer of luck, Chris tried the handle and breathed out a sigh of relief as the knob twisted in his hands and the door swung open. Scurrying over to the front desk, he found a series of boxes still bearing multiple student papers bound neatly sitting next to a bulky desktop computer with a traversing “Windows 95” 3D lettering screen-saver that dipped and swung back and forth. He dug out a paperclipped stack of papers that had his name on it and muttered “damn this is lucky. She didn’t even take the stack home with her to grade.” He flipped through and pulled out a piece of paper. Typed neatly on it read the words.

Ode To My Dark Goddess

By Chris Elvin

Period 7 Language Arts

My Goddess Lunesca

Blair has its Witch.

DiCaprio has his Titanic.

I have my sweet Lunesca.

Raven haired beauty beyond

Moonlit face which glows

Her witchcraft has taken me, heart and soul.

Our love will be as everlasting.

as The Whitestripes

“What the fuck was I thinking?” Chris muttered to himself angrily as he pulled the piece of paper out and crumpled it before throwing it into the trash. He then carefully pulled a folded sheet of paper from his back pocket. It bore his poetic ode to Limp Bizkit, and the depth of meaning found in their lyrics regarding chocolate starfish and hotdog flavored water.

Chris breathed out a sigh of relief. Sure, he would probably still get a C-minus on the project, but at least he wouldn’t embarrass himself when Mrs. Henderson posted the reports publicly, as she had explained she would do that morning in class. He carefully stepped out of the classroom, closing the door behind him as he went. The school building felt eerily quiet as not even the night janitors were there. As he passed by the gymnasium, something caught his eye which made him stop dead in his tracks.

Ass.

A girl’s ass, to be more specific…

Chris drew short and crouched by the open doorway looking into the basketball gymnasium. The lights were on, but the stands sat empty. The smell of lacquered hardwood danced across his nose but the pale, round visage which filled his eyes made his breath stop. Crumpled on the floor lay a black heap next to the cartoonishly oversized, snarling head of the panther mascot. Protruding up from the black heap two shapely legs extended. They rose to a pair of smooth, deliciously firm thighs which held aloft the glorious bare buttocks of Ivy Petit. A thin, green string dangled between her sweet, glorious butt cheeks which connected with a tiny cloth triangle just above her butt crack that split to two more strings which stretched around her smooth waist forming the back of her G-string thong. Chris had never wished to be a piece of green string so hard before in his life. Trailing his eyes up her slender yet muscular torso brought site of the back of her white bra. Clasps and straps stretched taught over her smooth, pale shoulders. She bent over and stretched her smooth, pale arms down to the black mass beneath her. She slid the sleeves of the costume over her arms. Chris felt a swelling in his crotch as her blonde ponytail bobbed in unison to the motion of her head as she checked the costume’s fit to her arms. He continued to stare at her sweet, delicious body as it slowly disappeared into the shapeless, black mass of the panther outfit all the way until she tugged the zipper up the middle of her back sealing away the view of her sweet, delicious buttocks from him. The only parts of her body he could see now were her hands protruding from the sleeves and her head sticking up from the shapeless black blob of the costume.

“Holy shit.” Chris muttered. At that moment, Ivy turned her head with a suspicious squint in her eyes. He ducked out from the doorway praying that she did not catch him in his act of voyeurism. He clamped his hands over his mouth forcing his breath to stop as his heart pounded in terror.

“Hello?” She called out.

Chris heard the padded feet of the most popular cheerleader in the school start walking across the basketball court towards the doorway he hid behind. Sure, he could just leave, but there would be no chance for him to escape her notice on this freshly waxed tile floor and his squeak-ass sneakers. Quickly, he slipped off his shoes and grabbed them up off the floor. Holding his wallet chain in his hand, so it wouldn’t jangle, he raced down the hallway ducking into the far stairwell just as Ivy’s head poked out from the gymnasium doorway and looked up and down the hall.

Ivy’s hands trembled as she squinted into the empty hall. She hated the heavy and unwieldly costume. A hand-spring back flip in her pleated skirt and crop-top bodice was no problem, but doing such stunts in this black potato sack wearing a bulky head piece that unbalanced her was no picnic. The thought of humiliating herself by falling on her ass in front of the entire school drove her desire to practice. Besides, she remarked to herself bitterly, it’s not like she had anything better to do on a Friday night other than practice cheer drill routines anyhow.

Regardless, she had a bigger problem now. She held her breath and listened carefully to the sounds of the school. The impression she had of being alone in the school had previously unsettled her. Now, the suspicion of not being alone in the school terrified her. Part of her wanted to go back into the gym, rip off the costume, put on her normal clothes and just get out of the school completely. The mysterious disappearance of one of the goth boys last week was already creepy enough, the thought that she could be next made her heart pound in her chest. She pursed her lips and rejected her plan to change quickly as foolish. Because of how stupidly hot the costume felt, she wore practically nothing underneath it. Any effort she made to remove it would leave her soft body, naked, exposed, and vulnerable. Like it or not, the costume was the only thing protecting her. She couldn’t just slip it off and start prancing about in her panties and bra, like some ditzy horror movie slut. Especially not if someone was lurking about in the nearby hallway.

Cautiously, she peaked into the stairwell and saw a boy. Her eyes widened and her heart stopped before she realized it was… Chris?

Chris Elvin, looking cool as a cucumber, strode confidently down the staircase.

“Chris?”

“Oh, uh, hey Ivy. What’s up?”
 

“Why are you here?” Ivy demanded.

“Hacking Mrs. Henderson’s computer to change my F to an A in Language Arts.”

Ivy’s heart settled as a nervous chuckle came to her lips, “Yeah, right… wait, can you actually do that?”

“Yeah, sure. It’s easy when you know the internet.”

“But if you knew the internet, wouldn’t you be able to do it at home?”

Chris frowned and shrugged saying, “couldn’t get my mom off the phone so decided to come do it in person.”

“Oh…” Ivy said squinting skeptically. Chris changed the subject asking, “what are you doing here?”

“I was supposed to meet with coach Jennifer to practice the cheer drills in this…” She held up her arm and shook it letting the black, matted sack cloth jiggle about as she said “… ridiculously heavy costume, but she hasn’t shown up. You haven’t seen her, have you?”

Chris shook his head “Uh… yeah… I haven’t seen anyone yet.”

“You didn’t see anyone else down here, right?”

“Down here?”

“Yeah, like just outside the gym… a few moments ago?”

Chris shrugged and tried to hide the blush from his face as he lied, “uh, no, I just started coming down the stairs.”

Ivy took this in thoughtfully and pouted before saying, “would you mind sticking around for a little bit?”


“Sticking around?” Chris asked. 

“Just… I don’t want to be alone. Especially not with what happened with Dave. I’m…” Ivy blew out a sigh and continued, “Can you just like…hang out in the stands? At least until Coach Jennifer shows up.”

“I don’t know…” Chris started stroking his chin thoughtfully.

Ivy pressed, “I’ll tell her that you were helping me practice. It would give you an alibi if Mrs. Henderson got suspicious about your grade suddenly increasing five-letters overnight.”

Chris looked into Ivy’s eyes as she looked up at him. She was painfully hot to look at. She was so impossibly gorgeous to the point of almost being ignorable. Chris always considered her as the kind of girl so far out of his league, that he didn’t even pay attention to her anymore. Every thought in his mind told him that this had to be a trap. Soft blonde hair drawn back into a ponytail, thinly trimmed eyebrows, a petite and pert little nose, wide sparkling blue eyes, a few flecks of glitter on her cheeks, bright red full lips… Girls with faces as beautiful as hers don’t talk to boys with wallets as empty as his. Still, when the hell would he ever have an opportunity like this again? Also, if he begged out too hard, she would grow even more suspicious. Anyone knows when the gorgeous cheerleader asks a dork to do something, he does it for her on hands and knees.

Ivy wondered why her friend was taking so long to answer. Had she done something to piss him off? She knew they weren’t quite as close now as they had been back in grade school but, still. Surely he should be okay just waiting a few minutes with her.

“Okay. I’ll stay for a little bit.” Chris said, finally.

2. Practice Makes Deadly

Trying to not look too guilty, Chris awkwardly took a seat on the first row of the bleachers in the middle of the home-team section. He wouldn’t stand a chance getting into a seat of honor like this on a game night, but tonight the whole gymnasium belonged to him and Ivy as a ponderous silence hung in the air. Ivy picked up the snarling head piece and smirked as she looked into its vacant, lifeless eyes. She turned it to Chris and shoved it at him while saying a playful, “growl!” To her surprise, he shrunk back a bit, and his eyes widened.

“Whoa! Chris, are you afraid of this dumb costume?” She asked with a chuckle.

“Uh…” he gritted his teeth and continued “when I was a little kid my dad took me to a basketball game. I remember we were in the front row and the mascot came by. It kind of freaked me out, especially when it grabbed me and started wrestling me around some. It held me upside down by my ankles. I screamed and my dad told it to lay off, so it set me back down and patted my head before running off to high-five the team. Dad told me it was just a high school kid having fun, but it still freaked me out a bit.”

Ivy blinked and replied, “But you’re like eighteen now, right? I mean, our birthdays both happen in autumn so you got to be my age.”

“Well… yeah.”

“And you’re still scared of the costume? How old were you when you went to that game?”

“I’m not sure… maybe about six years old or something.”

Ivy regarded the headpiece before looking back into Chris’s eyes. A note of empathy crossed her face as she said, “Must have been pretty traumatizing for you to remember it now. You do realize it was a teenage girl, right? It has always been one of the cheerleaders who wears the mascot costume.”

“I know that now. But I didn’t know that when I was six. I thought it was the scariest thing on the planet.”

“Yeah, she probably shouldn’t have done that to you. I never even thought about this thing traumatizing some poor kid. I’ll need to make sure to be careful with it on when I’m around kids.” She slipped the headpiece on and carefully adjusted it into place. She tipped it back and looked at Chris now through two small holes. Something about his expression changed as she did this. He stared at the top of her head in confusion.

Ivy pointed to the interior of the snarling mouth on the headpiece saying, with a joking lilt in her muffled voice, “my eyes are down here, Chris.”

“Oh, I wondered how you saw out of that thing.”

“Now the trick will be to see if I can do a cartwheel in this thing.” Ivy said as she stepped out onto the gym floor. She turned back to Chris feeling the stupidity of having to twist her whole shoulders to move the headpiece so she could see him as she continued, “just, don’t laugh too hard at me if I fall. This thing is really hard to balance, and I need to practice.”

Chris shrugged and said, “why would I laugh at you? I can’t do a cartwheel at all no matter what clothing I’m wearing.”

“Oh, you can do a cartwheel. Cartwheels are easy.” Ivy scoffed.

Chris frowned and gestured towards her saying, “I think I’ll leave the gymnastics to the expert.”

“Okay.” Ivy replied. She took a few steps back and sighted up her trajectory as best she could in the headpiece. She gave two quick steps, bent down with her arms out stiff and kicked up her feet flying into a wildly uncontrolled spiral as the heavy headpiece torqued the upper half of her body, which was now the lower half as she swung upside down, off balance. Through the two tiny peepholes she helplessly watched the gym spin wildly across floor and ceiling before landing with a painful thud onto her buttocks. For all its flaws, she did admit that the costume seemed to absorb impact well, which gave it at least one advantage over the skimpy outfit she was accustomed to performing in.

The world was dark, and her vision gone until she reached up and grabbed the headpiece stripping it off revealing the ceiling of the gym and Chris standing over her with a concerned look in his face. “You okay, Ivy?” He asked as he reached a hand down. She reached up and took his hand feeling the old callouses on his fingers from the summer spent detasseling corn as he lifted her up to her feet. She turned her body about saying, “I think I’m okay. God this thing is horrible.” She pouted lightly than looked back at Chris. Not even a hint of mirth crossed his face which brought a smile to her own.

“Thank you.” She said quietly.

“You want me to get you some ice or something? That looked like a nasty spill.” He jerked a thumb back towards the locker rooms, but Ivy shook her head replying “no, no… I’m fine. I need to stretch a bit and warm up better first.”

Chris sat back down and watched as Ivy spread her legs open and sat on the ground stretching her hands towards the left and the right. He did appreciate the fact that, if it hadn’t been for the mascot uniform, this would be one hell of a view. Her soft breasts pressing outward against the white cotton bra and her sweet little labial lips swelling against the barely-there fabric of her thong would give given him ample content to hold in mind for those dark, lonely nights with only his right hand for company for years to come.

“I really do appreciate you hanging out with me. I’m sure you would probably be spending the night with Lunesca.”

“Oh, god no” Chris scoffed with a crinkle of his nose.

“Oh, you guys aren’t going out together anymore?”

Chris shook his head saying, “I broke up with her earlier this month.”

“Sorry to hear that. Any particular reason?”


Chris grimaced and replied, “she wanted to sell my soul to Satan.” 

Ivy laughed and then saw Chris’s face was dead serious. “Wait. You can’t be serious, right?”

“Yeah. I mean, I don’t really believe any of that stuff, but she does.”

“I thought she was Wiccan.”

“She was last year, but she said it didn’t work for her. Apparently someone told her the spells she had been casting using it didn’t work. She tried breaking up Jenny and Steven earlier this school year and you saw how well that worked out.”

Ivy closed her legs and stood up, she bent over facing towards Chris and reached for her toes asking “So, she went full satanic?”

“Yeah, she says Satan is the only source of real power.”

“Not God?” Ivy asked as she stood back up and twisted her lips thoughtfully a Chris. Chris shrugged saying, “like I said. I don’t believe any of it. If you want to battle her for heaven and hell, just leave me out of it.”

“Oh, I wouldn’t battle Lunesca. If anything, I’m impressed you had the balls to break up with her. She’s got school-shooter written all over her. Sorry, Chris, I know she was your girlfriend, but she gives me the creeps.”

“She gave me the creeps too. I suppose a part of me kind of… liked it?” He nervously chewed on his lower lip. Of all the things he could imagine discussing and with all the people, he could not have imagined talking about his pathetic love-life with the hottest cheerleader on the squad. He swallowed hard and said “…but the selling my soul thing was a deal-breaker.”

“Uh, yeah, that’s kind of the end of a relationship right there. You made the right decision, Chris. A girl like that…” Ivy shook her head and continued, “she’s not good for you. It’s only a matter of time before she takes you on a dark path. Again, sorry to tell you this. You probably think I’m being judgmental and petty right now.”

“No. You’re right. I mean, whether or not I believe any of that crap, she does. The fact that she wanted to sell my soul to Satan, so she could get magical powers, means I’m just some throw-away thing for her to use.”  He sighed and bowed his head continuing “and to think, I almost started to love her.”

“Well, you’re safe from her now. That is…” Ivy trailed off and looked over at the open doorway leading into the hall as she continued slowly “you should be… right?” A new thought started forming in Ivy’s mind. The thought that some creepy man had been staring at her nearly naked body as she changed into the mascot uniform before slowly started to replace itself with the image of Lunesca. She pictured the brooding girl, with her powder-pale white face and black eyeshadow, steel-studded leather choker, black leather jacket ripped and decorated with blood-red sigils, and heavy black pants wrapped in steel chains down to her military boots.

A shudder ran through Ivy’s body as ‘what if’ questions plagued her mind. What if she had not been the intended target of whoever was stalking through the hallways before? What if it had been Chris all along?

What if Lunesca was watching them now?

How would it look to her to see Ivy talking with her ex-boyfriend alone together on a Friday night?

Uh…” Ivy shook her head and continued, “did Lunesca take the breakup well?”

“She shrieked that she would have her vengeance even if it came from beyond the veil of reality and chased after me.”

“Oh… that doesn’t sound good.” Ivy muttered.

“Even worse, we were in a Taco Bell parking lot at the time. I had no choice but to jump into my car and drive away with her clawing at my windows. It was… not good.”

“Yeah, I would imagine so. But she’s chilled out since then? Right?”

“I guess. She never spoke to me again and it’s probably better that way. Kind of awkward, though. You know, split the friend group up a bit. I mean… ugg…” He shook his head and continued “I shouldn’t be telling you all this. You just asked me to hang out until your coach showed up and now I’m telling you a bunch of bull crap you don’t care about.”

“Hey, I care.” Ivy protested.

Chris waved a dismissive hand saying “no, it’s just the lives of us losers. Nothing important to a cheer captain like you.”

“Hey!” Ivy shouted angrily at him rising to her feet. Her face reddened as she stalked up to him jabbing a finger in the air saying “I care. Okay? Don’t treat me like I’m some stuck-up bitch just because I happen to have gotten good at back flips. What about you? Don’t give me that pride of the working-class bullshit! Your parents are richer than mine. You just chose to spend your money on looking like Kurt Cobain than on Abercrombie and Fitch.”

Her eyes blazed angrily as Chris gaped at her in shock. A pain of hurt crossed his eyes and regret filled her mind at her own words. He swallowed hard and bowed his head saying, “I… I should go.” He got up and turned to leave as Ivy sputtered, “No! Chris! I’m sorry. Okay. I’m sorry.” She chased after him and grabbed onto his hand. He looked over his shoulder at her. She swallowed hard and said “I shouldn’t have said that to you. I’m sorry. I just… I always thought of us as friends.”

“Friends?”

Ivy’s heart sank at his single word question as she scoffed and replied, “yes, ever since grade school.”

“Well, yeah, back in grade school we were all friends. It’s been a long time. People change.” He grumbled.

“Yeah, but I’m still the fat little girl in the back of the classroom on the inside.”

Chris laughed and replied, “you weren’t fat.”

“Chris, come on.”

“Okay… maybe a little chunky…”

Ivy screwed up her face at him and shook her head saying “I was fat. And I am interested in what happened between you and Lunesca. I really am, okay?”

“Okay.”

“So, will you stay?”

“Yeah. I will.”

“Good. For all your talk about me being the popular cheerleader girl, or whatever, you should know that I am jealous of your love life.”

“Really? Your jealous of me breaking up with my goth-girlfriend before she sacrificed my soul to Satan?”

He returned to the stands as Ivy set up to do another stunt. She held up the panther mask and pouted at it saying, “at least you dated someone in High School.”

“Wait, you never dated anyone?”

Ivy shook her head.

“Not Jason, Greg, or even Nathan?”

Ivy smirked and replied “uh, no, Chris. I did not work my way down the starting roster of our basketball team. I dance on the sideline. They play sports. That’s about as close as we get. I’ve never had a boyfriend at all.”

“That’s unbelievable!” Chris gasped.

Ivy tilted her head oddly at him and asked, “really?”

“Well, you’re the most beautiful and popular girl in the school, how could you not get a boyfriend?”

Ivy shrugged and said sadly, “I don’t know. I guess you would have to ask the boys why.” She slipped the mascot head back on and adjusted it to look through the peepholes at Chris as she chuckled pointing to herself in the costume as she continued, “Of course, it’s not like I’m going to get any boyfriend dressed like this.”

“I don’t know. I suppose it’s what’s on underneath that counts.” Chris chimed in with a smirk.

“What?” Ivy asked.

“Huh?” Chris stammered back.

Blackness immediately filled Ivy’s vision. At first she feared that the head had gotten turned around but then she distantly heard Chris say, “hey who turned out the lights?”

3. Dressed To Kill

“Ivy! Are you there? Fuck! I can’t see anything.” Chris grumbled as he staggered blindly in the dark gymnasium groping his hands out blindly. A distant roar of a generator rushed to life and fluorescent bulbs flickered to life in the corners of the room as well as the “EXIT” signs as emergency power came on. Chris saw the panther mascot costume standing still on the gym floor.

“Oh, Ivy, looks like the power went out. You okay in there?” Chris said as he slowly approached the costume.

Silence.

Stillness.

She stood unnervingly still there in the darkness of the gymnasium.

“Ivy? You okay?” He asked.

The snarling panther head tipped to one side as Ivy’s hand rose up. She stared at it, as she folded down each finger. Chris continued, “yeah, I know, you can barely see your hand in front of your face. Look, get the helmet off. There’s no way you can practice in this darkness. You might as well go home.”

Without warning, Ivy cocked her fist back and landed a hard punch right across Chris’s cheek. Pain shot through his face as his head jerked backward at the force of her blow.

“The fuck!” Chris shrieked as he backed away from her grabbing his pained cheek with one hand and raising his other arm to defend himself.

Maniacal laughter bubbled forth from Ivy’s lips as she said “oh, oh, Chris, so this is what you do with your life when I’m no longer in it. Lurking around the school after dark, begging for hand-outs from this prissy little bitch like the pathetic little lap-dog you are.”  The snarling panther’s head tipped to the side as Ivy’s voice taunted, “were you hoping to get to first base with her? Or were you just begging to get on a first name basis with the top cheer bitch of the school? You pathetic piece of shit. To think how much of my life I wasted on you. Oh well, no matter. I promised you revenge, and I keep my promises. You want her body? You’re going to get it. All these firm, taught, strong muscles of hers. This tight, flexible, powerful body she’s spent years crafting and exercising. Oh, you’re going to experience everything her body has to offer, as I use it to rip you to shreds.”

Ivy lunged at him and Chris quickly bolted to the side. She flung out wildly at him with clawed hands flashing pale and perfect through the air. She spung and swung a kick at him, but misjudged and fell backwards as she shrieked out, “fuck! Her legs are shorter than mine!” Chris didn’t stick around as he ran through the black gym in terror bolting towards the “EXIT” sign. Ivy lurched to her feet and burst towards him at incredible speed. Chris’s heart sank as he saw her gaining on him. Of course, the kid who could barely manage a fifteen-minute mile in gym class could never outrun the cheerleader who spent her every waking moment honing her strength and stamina. He grabbed the doorframe to boost his turn as he swung out into the hallway and bolted down it with her hot on his heels. He didn’t have a plan beyond just getting away, but even that didn’t seem to be going well as a sudden force fell upon his back and he screamed as she shoved him to the ground.

Grabbing the back of his head, Ivy shoved his face down hard trying to smash it against the polished concrete floor, but Chris managed to get his arms under his face and catch his head before it hit concrete as she screamed, “just let me kill you, you dumb motherfucker! You’re only making this harder on yourself.”

“Fuck off!” Chris shouted as he rolled and spun trying to throw Ivy off him. She was shockingly, terrifyingly strong, however. No matter how hard he wrestled, she fought harder and soon she straddled him as he lay on his back as her thin, brutal fingers weaved around his neck. The deranged vision of a girl’s hands protruding from the saggy cloth of a mascot uniform beneath a garish snarling panther head as she strangled him grew dim as Chris gasped for air.

Ivy’s voice, sounding hollow and jilted, sang out sweetly, “There you go. Just relax and let me finish you off like a good boy. Hell isn’t all that bad. You’ll find out once you get there. Just a few more seconds and you’ll be free from this plane of existence forever.”

Some crude memory tickled the back of Chris’s mind. Some stupid, Public Service Announcement after-school, “don’t-do-drugs-kids” kind of bullshit floated in. It was a rape prevention move and, although he wasn’t getting raped, getting murdered by a mascot costume wearing lunatic was probably just as close. Quickly, Chris threaded his arm in between Ivy’s and grabbed onto his wrist with his other hand. He jerked upwards on his wrist hard and pressed down on his elbow leveraging his arm against hers breaking her hold on him. Her hands fell free from him as she grunted, and he capitalized on the moment twisting hard beneath her getting his torso out from between her legs. She growled saying “Idiot! You would have been dead by now and much happier for it if you had just let me finish!” She lunged but Chris kicked hard landing a blow directly on top of the mascot head with his foot which sent her sprawling backwards. Laughter emanated from her as he realized that the heavily padded piece, roughly akin to felt strips glued over a football helmet, had protected her from any harm.

Springing to his feet, Chris ran as fast as he could for the front doors of the school. He shoved his hands against the crash bar and instantly smashed face-first into the reinforced glass. He backed up and kicked at the crash bar in shock and terror that it wouldn’t open. This didn’t make any sense, the doors only locked from the outside. He should have been able to get out easily.

“I told you. Your only escape from here is death.” Ivy’s voice lilted to him from behind. He spung to look at her standing quietly behind him. “I was going to let you off easily with a quick death, because part of me does still love you, but…” She sighed sounding more disappointed than anything else as she continued “…you always did have to make things difficult, didn’t you? That’s why I had to get that dumbass, Dave, to take your place for the ritual.”

“Lunesca?” Chris stammered back.

“Wow, you really are fucking stupid. Yes, it’s me, Chris, borrowing this bitchy little cheer-slut’s body so I can use it to murder you and leave her dead ass for the cops to find and blame for the murder-suicide.”

“But… how…? You’re…?” Chris

“The word you’re looking for is ‘magical.’ Satan loved the taste of Dave’s soul and in return gave me magical power.”

She took a step towards him as she continued, “the best part is Satan doesn’t even care how I use it. Premonition, cursed costume, bodily possession, force locks… of course, there would be much easier ways to kill you, but you know me. I always did have a flair for the dramatic. Besides, a girl does have her emotions and I’m still processing mine. You broke my heart, Chris. That’s a pain that will never go away. At least not until I get the emotional healing that I need from breaking your bones.” Ivy bolted towards him again reaching to grab him. Chris pushed off from the door and spun out wildly, she caught hold of his plaid shirt but in a single motion he shed it leaving her clinging to the article of clothing.

“Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” Chris chanted as he raced down the darkened hallway. He could barely see anything in the school with only a handful of emergency lights glaring at long intervals overhead. He quickly ducked into a doorway and tried the classroom door finding it locked, as obviously most all of them should be at night. He had to get back to the language art’s class, as he could lock it from the inside and hopefully… maybe… protect himself from her at least until whatever spell she had cast wore off. A whooshing sound emanated from the darkened hallway behind him and Chris knew it was only a matter of time before she caught up to him. Ducking low, he prayed that the poor visibility afforded to her by the crude mask coupled with the darkness would hide him. He held his breath as she ran up to the doorway he ducked inside…

…and ran on down the hall.

Releasing a sigh, Chris carefully stepped out into the hall and started creeping slowly back towards the connecting hallway hoping to make it to a stairwell. His eyes plastered wide and with terrified gasps within his lungs, he quietly snuck along listening for the sounds of the mascot uniform running. The staircases were lit up brightly, being the focus of the emergency escape lighting, which gave him pause as he slowly approached it. He clung to the far wall and glanced up and down the hallway knowing that once he stepped towards the staircase he would be easily visible. He saw nothing, instead he heard a smashing, shattering sound somewhere back by the lunchroom and his heart dropped.

What the fuck did Lunesca want in the lunchroom?

Did she think he had hid in there?

He shook his head. It didn’t matter. He still had to get to the Language Arts classroom and lock it. Taking advantage of knowing where Lunesca was, He quickly ran up the staircase taking them two at a time to reach the second floor. Here, he paused and listened.

Terrifying silence filled his ears.

If he could but hear the swish of the mascot uniform’s legs, or perhaps the tinkling glass from some other inexplicable act of vandalism, he would know where she was. However, the silence itself filled his heart with terror. Stealthily, he stalked over to the Language Arts class and gently turned the door handle.

Click

“Shit!” Chris whispered under his breath as he looked up from the door handle down the hall. A snarling panther’s head stared back at him. It cocked to the side and lifted its hand revealing something which glinted in the dim light.

A knife.

Rather than the clichéd chef’s knife, a slender paring knife lay clutched within her fist. Still, she had nearly killed him bare-handed given how strong Ivy was, and Chris felt his heart sink as he realized he was looking at his own death in that thin, glittering blade.

Chris swung the door open and leapt inside slamming it shut behind him. The single emergency light over the doorway dimly lit the classroom. He spun around in the darkened room and grabbed the knob to lock it. His heart sank as, instead of a steel button to push to lock the door, his fingers caressed the rough exterior of a keyhole. In the next moment, the door flung open, and Chris skittered back, slamming into one of the tables as he went, nearly toppling over it. Lunesca bolted inside and slammed the door shut behind her and spoke some incantation over it before turning back to Chris.

“Now we can really have some fun.” Lunesca growled as she stalked closer to him holding the blade in Ivy’s hand. Chris watched helplessly, out of ideas and out of places to hide, as he felt the small, powerful hand grab onto his shoulder tightly as he lay sprawled across the table. The ridiculous panther head tipped to the side as Lunesca continued, “the pain you inflicted on my heart, I’ll now inflict on your body.”

“Shut up! I didn’t hurt you.”
 

“What the hell did you say?”

“I said I didn’t hurt-”

“I heard you, pig! The fuck did you think you were doing leaving me.”
 

“You wanted to sacrifice me to Satan.”

“Yes, and a good boyfriend would have let me do it too. A good boyfriend wouldn’t go flailing around like a fucking moron in the dark and let me have my revenge. You do realize this would already be over if you had just simply stayed put and let me have my way with you the way you would have done if you really loved me.”

“You never loved me, why the fuck should I love you?”

“Of course I love you. I love you like the moon loves the fields, like the bat loves the cave, like the vampire loves his blood. I twisted dark rituals of binding around your soul to make you mine so that I could give you my heart and you threw it away. I sacrificed so much to get you and you… you…” Ivy shuddered and Lunesca, sniffed back a tear as she said “you still ran away. Like a coyote in the night, you howled my pain as you ran free leaving me dying in a grave carved out of my own heart.”

“Yeah, didn’t take you long to bounce back with Dave, did it?” Chris hissed.

“Dave? You think I fucking loved Dave? I just invited that dumbass over for some weed and dosed him with heroin. He didn’t even wake up when Satan swallowed his soul. The closest Dave got to sex with me was when I buried his mutilated corpse in my backyard. Hell, I had to dig a new grave back there just today, for our school’s beloved little cheer coach, or what will be left of her after I get done milking her for the blood sacrifice. That’s how much I love you, Chris. I want to share so badly in the experience of your death together as a couple, as we were meant to do. I know deep down inside, you can’t wait to let me feast at the banquet of your pain and sorrow as-”

Ivy’s body jolted pulling herself off from Chris as Lunesca hissed, “Stop it, bitch. Let me do this!”

Ivy’s hand trembled before the blade fell clattering to the floor. “Fuck! Just as things were about to get good!” She jerked her head back to the door and around the darkened classroom. She then looked down into Chris’s face as she continued, “Magical lock. You’re not going anywhere, and neither is this bitch whose resisting my control. I’ll be back soon and when I return she won’t have any hope against me. We’ll finish this ethereal dance of death together.” She placed a warm hand over his chest and whispered, “don’t die without me, my beloved. I want to be here, right by your side, staring into your wide, terrified eyes as this deliciously hate filled heart of yours beats its final stroke.”

With that said, Ivy’s body slumped over, and she collapsed to the floor.

4. Trapped

“Fuck!” Shrieked Ivy as Chris panted in exertion and terror as he righted himself on the table. He looked down to see Ivy desperately grabbing the oversized head and trying to wrench it off her body. “Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Oh, god no, this can’t be happening, this can’t be happening!” She reached around behind trying to wrench open the zipper across her back, but it seemed jammed in place, same as the costume mask which clung stubbornly to her head.

“Fuck! Get this thing off me!” She stood and turned to Chris pleading “I don’t care if you see what I have on underneath. Just get this cursed thing off me.”

She knelt and Chris grabbed onto the panther-head, pulling it as hard as he could. The only result was screams of pain from Ivy as she shrieked “Shit, it’s completely attached. Stop before you break my neck! Try the zipper.” She turned around and Chris pulled on the zipper. It felt like it was stuck even though no fabric was jammed inside.

“Open it!”

“I can’t. It’s jammed or stuck or… something!” Chris replied.


“Okay, fuck it, let’s just get out of here.” 

The two of them raced to the door. Grabbing, shoving, pounding, twisting the handle… nothing worked as they remained just as trapped as before. Chris grabbed up the phone off the receiver base as he reviewed the now black screen of the computer and heard nothing on the other end. Whatever Lunesca had used to cut the power, must have also cut all communications.

“Oh, god, Chris!” Ivy said as she turned to him. He looked into the snarling mouth of a panther but from within it emanated the terrified whimpers of a teenage girl faced with supernatural terror beyond her comprehension as she said, “please tell me this is some fucked up nightmare. You… you put LSD in my drink as a joke or some shit. God, Chris, please… please tell me that I didn’t just almost choke you to death and chase you around the school like some good damn horror movie villain.”

“It’s… it’s real.” Chris panted back. He shook his head saying “I don’t know how it’s real, but it’s real. Lunesca is controlling your body somehow.”

“It’s the fucking costume.” Ivy sputtered back lifting an arm as she continued “she cursed it or some shit, at least that’s what she told me.”

“She told you?”
 

“While her… me… we… fuck… I don’t know... her using my body. All I could do was watch helplessly as she used a fire extinguisher to smash open the cafeteria window and raid the kitchen for a knife. It was my mouth talking, but she was the one speaking as she told me she was going to leave my dead body to take the blame for everything. She told me that, even if I survived to tell the cops everything, I would only end up locked away or executed for your murder. I… Oh, god…” Ivy sputtered as she plunged forward and wrapped her arms around Chris’s midsection letting the oversized head clunk awkwardly against his shoulder.

“I am so sorry about punching you. I am so sorry about choking you. I am so sorry about everything that I’ve done…” Ivy shuddered, and the head lifted as she continued, “…and am about to do. Oh, God, Chris, I am so sorry. I kept trying to stop myself, but only here towards the end was I able to do anything other than watch helplessly. I am so sorry.”

“It’s not your fault, Ivy.” Chris said firmly. He grabbed her shoulders, now ignoring the fact that this would be incredible if she wasn’t wearing the stupid costume.

She bowed her head and said “God, I was hoping you would win. I was hoping you would just knock me out with a single punch, kick me across the midsection and make my body crumple like a sack of potatoes, but I just kept chasing you. And now…”

She sniffed back a tear collapsing to the ground saying, “…now I’m going to kill you.” She shook her head and said, “I just wanted to do some cheer practice before heading home to watch Roswell.”

“You watch Roswell?” Chris asked in surprise.

“Chris, focus, I’m going to murder you, and even I can’t stop it.”

“No, it’s just, I never took you for an aliens kind of girl.”

“Of course I’m an aliens kind of girl. Fuck, what I would give for aliens right now. Aliens we could negotiate with. Of all the lunacy to be real, it had to be Satan shoving a magical dildo up the ass of your batshit demon-bitch ex-girlfriend.”

Chris sat down on the floor next to her as Ivy pleaded, “is there any chance you can talk her out of it. God, I was trying so hard. She could hear my thoughts. I was screaming for her to stop the entire time, but maybe you know something that could change her mind.”

“I don’t think so. You’ve seen how passionate and scary she is. Besides, she already killed Dave and is planning to kill your cheer coach as part of this fucked up spell she’s casting. She’s not going to stop just because I ask her politely.”

“So, what do we do?” Ivy asked.

“I don’t know.” Chris replied sighing sadly.

Ivy looked down at the paring knife and picked it up handing it over to Chris saying, “you should have this. Don’t let me have it. She could take me back over at any time.”

“Okay, thanks.” Chris said.

“Actually, is there anything in here you can use to tie me up?” Ivy said hopefully. Both of them stood up and looked around the classroom. They split up and hastily searched through the classroom finding the usual books, papers, staplers, and decorations. Nothing useful at all.

“I doubted Miss Henderson would have rope in here. Too bad there’s literally nothing though.”

“It’s too bad she wasn’t kinky, then she might even have some handcuffs you could put me in.” Ivy said sadly. They met once more in the middle of the room. Ivy hung her head and said “I’ve been thinking about it. Chris, I know this is a big request, but…”

“What?”

The snarling panther head lifted as she continued softly, “you should kill me.”

“What!” Chris shrieked.

Ivy raised her hands saying, “hear me out. If I’m dead, she can’t possess my body. It’s the only way at least one of us can get out of here alive.”

“But, then I go to the electric chair for your murder.” Chris protested.

“Maybe you can get off on some weird technicality. Or maybe you can just escape, and you know… the cops wouldn’t find you.”

She placed a hand on his shoulder and continued, “I’m not looking forward to you killing me any more than you are, but we don’t know how much time we have left before she takes me over again. It was bad enough watching myself strangle you. I can’t imagine how horrible it will be to watch myself murder you slowly with that cackling bitch controlling my mind the entire time.”

She grabbed his hand and guided it to her chest. He felt his fingers graze over her soft breast through the fabric of the uniform. She moved his hand as she spoke saying, “I won’t resist. Just stab me in the heart… here.” She placed his fingers on the left-hand side of her chest feeling along the space between her ribs over her heart. The panther head bobbed as she said, “yeah… even a little blade like that should make me bleed out pretty fast.”

“Ivy, I can’t kill you.”

“Think of it as protecting me, okay. You’re killing me to protect me from her. You heard it from Lunesca herself…”

Ivy lowered her voice as she continued, “death is the only escape.”

Chris’s hand shook as he lined the blade up over where she had placed his fingers. He held one hand over her chest, marking the spot for him to strike, as his other placed the small blade into the tiny divot between her ribs right over her pounding heart. She stood quietly but he could hear her panting in fear. He heard her say, “you can’t see it, but I have my eyes closed now. I don’t think I can watch as you kill me. Thank you so much for this, Chris. It’s been wonderful knowing you all these years.”

A pit sank deep in Chris’s stomach as his body trembled and his eyes began to water. The blade felt small and insidious in his hand same as her warm, beautiful body felt living and tangible beneath the palm of his other hand that he held against her chest. His mind reeled and quaked under the stress of the decision as the small blade rattled in his trembling fingers. Every muscle in his body tensed against the thrust and Chris whimpered out lowering the blade as he said “I’m sorry, I can’t do it. I can’t kill you, Ivy.”

The panther head bowed as Ivy quietly replied “I… understand.”

She looked back up at him saying “I knew it wasn’t going to be easy. Sorry I asked it of you.”

“No, it’s okay. I know I should be okay to do it but… well… stabbing you in the heart I just… can’t.”

“Okay, okay…” the panther head tipped to the side as Ivy continued, “I won’t tell anyone you chickened out on killing me.” She chuckled mirthlessly before saying, “I don’t want to spoil your bad boy reputation.”

Chris scoffed saying “I’m a fucking poser.”

Ivy scoffed “not casually stabbing a girl to death like a fucking sociopath doesn’t make you a poser.”

He sighed and continued, “I never missed an episode of X-files.”

“Really?”

Chris nodded saying “yeah, it’s cool to think about aliens out there, you know, watching us and abducting people and the government covering it all up and shit. I don’t know. I just never figured you for a nerd as well.”

Ivy chuckled saying “that fat little girl loved watching Unsolved Mysteries with her parents as a kid.”

“Oh, you were never fat.”

Ivy waved a hand dismissively saying, “believe what you want. You were the one that changed my life back then anyhow.”

“I changed your life?”
 

Ivy shifted her posture a bit, reaching across and grabbing her arm as she continued saying “well, I never told anyone about this and… well… since we’re going to die anyhow, I might as well tell you the truth. You’re the one who inspired me to get fit and join the cheer squad.”

“How?”

“Do you remember back in fifth grade when I first grew in these?” Ivy swung her hands over her chest sweeping her fingers in an outline over her breasts.

“Uhh… I uh…didn’t notice.” Chris stammered awkwardly.

The snarling head shook as Ivy said, “Oh, you noticed. Trust me. I know. I always thought of myself as ugly before that day when we were sitting in class, and I glanced over at you. You were just sitting there, staring as if fascinated by something, staring right at my chest. I kept trying to figure out what you were staring at until it dawned on me that you were staring at my breasts.”

Chris gritted his teeth and looked away saying “uh… sorry about staring at you like that.”

“No.” Ivy said firmly grabbing onto his arms and bringing his attention back to her as she continued “I know I should have been creeped out or pissed off that you were leering at me, but I wasn’t. For the first time in my life, I felt beautiful. I don’t know how to explain it but realizing that you wanted me… sexually… and the fact that my body could cause that kind of desire in a boy was groundbreaking to me. It made me feel giddy, powerful, and proud of myself in ways that none of the ‘love yourself as you are’ bullshit ever did. I went home and stared at myself in the mirror trying to think about what it was you liked about me. I felt important, worthy… yes, I know it sounds ridiculous now, but it made all the difference in the world to that fat little girl who sat in the back of class and never talked to anyone. I had a very long journal entry in my diary that night. I always wondered what you were thinking about while you were staring at my breasts. What were you thinking about, by the way?” Ivy leaned in close to him as Chris muttered, “oh, you know… nothing like…”

“Chris, we’re going to die here. Just tell me the truth.”

“I wanted to touch them.” Chris blurted out. “I could see the top of your breasts in the V-cut of your blouse. They were so smooth and beautiful. I wanted to know what they felt like.”

Silence.

“Ivy?”

“Oh, yeah, you can’t see me smiling.” She replied.

“Here.” She spoke as she guided his hands to her chest letting him cup each one over her breasts.

“Ivy, you don’t have to…”
 

“Go ahead and touch them.” She said quietly before continuing “it’s not like I ever got the chance to share them with anyone else.”

Chris stared in amazement as he felt her warm, soft breasts squeeze gently into his palms. He couldn’t feel much detail, through the costume and her bra, but he could definitely feel the delicious heft of her warm, soft chest in his hands.

She sighed and looked down saying, “That actually, feels kind of nice. If I could, I would let you fondle them bare. I would love to let you see more of me. I hope they feel the way you always imagined they would.”

“Thanks.” Chris replied as he continued fondling and massaging her chest. He smiled at her saying “they feel so much softer than I imagined they would.”

A snarling panther head stared back at him silently before Ivy said “oh, yeah, I’m smiling again. God, what I wouldn’t give to get out of this stupid costume. Even if we did both still have to die, at least I could have the final and most important conversation face-to-face and not under this horrible mask.” She arched her back slightly feeling the comforting warmth and prodding touch of his hands against her chest. She continued, “You never knew it, but your lewd stare changed my life. I started watching Richard Simmons and working out to his show. I swapped from pizza to salad and started drinking diet coke. Pretty soon, I had slimmed down, gotten fit, and joined the cheer squad. Every game I go out there…” A lilting sound of joy tickled in her voice as she continued breathily, “prancing around in that crop-top and tiny little pleated skirt with half my flesh hanging out, feeling the eyes of hundreds of boys and men pressing against my body. I know a girl with self-respect would hate thinking about the disgusting things men dream about doing to her while they watch her dance and do the splits. But I suppose I’m not like a normal girl. The desire men feel for me doesn’t make my stomach churn in disgust. It just feeds my confidence all the more.”

“So why the mascot uniform? Isn’t being covered head to toe the opposite of what you want?”

“Coach made me do it. Ever since Jennifer got pregnant and Alanis broke her ankle... well… it had to be me.” Ivy grumbled. The snarling panther’s head tipped as she said “and now this horrible piece of trash is my prison. All I can do is wait for that horrible witch to use my body to kill the boy who started it all for me. God, Chris, I am so sorry. I wish there was something I could do. Even if I can’t save you, I wish I could at least do something like grant you a last wish or request.”

The panther head swung off to the side as Ivy mused, “if only I could show you what I have on under this thing.”

“I…uh… know.” Chris said with a sad sigh.

“Huh?”

“Okay, because we’re doing this last confession thing before Lunesca kills us, I have something I have to admit to you. I wasn’t hacking my grade in the computer. I had come to school to swap out my loving ode to Lunesca with another poem for my language arts assignment, I uh… found out the teacher would be posting them and… well…”

“Ug, that would be embarrassing.” Ivy said with a cringe.

Chris nodded and let go of her breasts holding onto her hands as he continued, “I was coming downstairs when I saw you getting changed in the gym. I… I saw what you had on underneath, and I stopped to watch. I’m sorry.”

Ivy took this in thoughtfully and replied “I’m…. I’m not mad.” She lifted his hands in the air between them saying “I’m grateful you got to see me in my underwear. I hope you were able to enjoy at least one last view of me before I started trying to murder you.”

She tipped her head towards him as she asked salaciously, “Was it a nice view?”

“Gorgeous.”

The fearsome costume shifted a little as Ivy bounced inside it slightly saying “At least I got to share the view of my body with you before you die. I wish it could be more. All these years of men staring at me, and now I’m going to get murdered by a witch without ever been with one. God, I was so scared of protecting my life all these years, I never thought to actually live.”

“Oh.” Chris said thoughtfully.

She sighed and said, “Have you had sex before, or are you a virgin loser like me?”

Chris cringed and said, “Do you count hand-jobs? Lunesca gave me one once.”

“No… I don’t think that counts.” Ivy looked down at her own hands in the mask before looking up at Chris saying, “I’ll never know what sex, real sex feels like unless…” She reached down and Chris heard a strange ripping sound as Ivy gasped “the flap!”

“The flap?”

“The flap…” She leaned back and showed him a black Velcro flap which she had pulled open across her crotch. Beneath it lay the beautiful view of her own deliciously pale crotch thinly encased in a stretchy strip of green cloth hugging tight over her labial lips.

“Oh, the flap opens.”
 

Chris gasped as he asked, “you have a flap?”

“It’s so we can potty without taking the costume off but, right now, I have a way better idea for how to use it.” She grabbed onto his shoulder and said “Chris, will you take my virginity before I murder you? I just want to know what it feels like let you have your way with my body before Lunesca has her way with it.”

Chris shuddered and swallowed hard saying “yes.”

“Oh, now we can have some fun.” Ivy said as her pale fingers began hastily working the buckle of his belt.

5. The Final Pleasure.

The same hands which had nearly killed mere minutes before were now frantically unfastening his pants as Ivy said, “thank you so much for doing this. I’m sorry you have to do it with me in this stupid fucking costume.”

Chris reached down and helped her unbutton his pants and slid them down. Her thin, slender fingers cupped his manhood through his boxers bringing a gasp to his mouth. “Oh, it’s… thick and warm. I’ve never felt a boy or seen one naked in real life before. Is it… moving?” She asked as his cock stiffened at her touch.

“Yeah.” Chris panted out.

“Is that… normal?”

“It uh… grows when I get excited.”

A coy chuckle came from Ivy’s lips as she said “oh, thank you for getting excited. If it wasn’t for this fucking mask I would kiss you right now. I’ll just have to settle for what I can get.” She looked down and carefully pulled his boxers off. She nearly jumped back a bit as his cock sprung free from his underwear.

“Oh my god! That… goes inside me?” She asked wrapping her hand around it letting her fingers curl around the veiny, pulsating shaft of his manhood. Chris groaned appreciatively as Ivy shuddered and looked back up into Chris’s eyes through the snarling mouth of the panther mask. “We… we don’t have much time. She could take me back over at any moment. I’ll need your help getting this into me. I’m not sure how it will fit. You’re so thick that I’m afraid this will hurt.”

Ivy leaned back across the table spreading her legs open invitingly as she pulled her thong to the side revealing her most delicious treasure hidden within. Neatly trimmed pubic hair tapered down to a soft pair of pale labial lips and Chris’s heart pounded as his cock grew even stiffer with excitement. He slid up on top of her trying to ignore the uncanny valley of having sex with the school mascot as he closed his eyes to ignore staring into the snarling mask as his cock prodded hungrily around her waiting pussy. With a few furtive pushes and then he found her bringing a gasp to her lips as his smooth tip sweetly parted the folds of her flesh. They both groaned as he pressed into her. As he went deeper she winced and wrapped her arms around his chest whimpering.

“You okay?”

The head bobbled as Ivy wordlessly nodded.

“Oh, my god, that’s so… weird.” Ivy gasped out.

“Weird?” Chris asked. To him it felt like plunging his cock into the most delicious hot-tub of his life as sweet, wet, slick flesh inside her body caressed his shaft and tickled sensually against his tip with their every movement. The sensation of the black fabric of the mascot uniform and the ridiculous, oversized head quelled some of the elysian pleasure he would have normally experienced. In part, he almost felt grateful for this. To have Ivy’s bare breasts pressed against him as he drank from her lips and filled her pussy all the same time would probably cause an overdose of sexual pleasure so powerful that he would never recover. To die and go to heaven in such a condition would be a downgrade in one’s status as no paradise could ever match unfettered access to a woman’s body for a young man such as himself.

Ivy scrunched her face inside the mask and clung onto Chris. She didn’t want to tell him how much it hurt. She wondered if he was especially large or if all men were like this. Still, the pain was starting to slowly ebb and behind it came a soothing reassurance of fulfillment in a way no other experience could ever provide. To his credit, Chris was holding still. She couldn’t imagine the hell she would be in if he had just jumped in to madly thrusting about inside her while she was still grimacing with the pain of his initial stretch. Such as it was, she was starting to feel her body shift about beneath her to accommodate his cock in a way that felt disturbingly natural.

“You feel incredible.” Chris whispered into her ear. Memories of hearing the tale of Tantalus back in Lit class tickled at Ivy’s mind as the screaming urge to rip the mask off her face, abandon her lips to Chris’s, and intimately share in the beauty of the last pleasurable moment either of them would ever experience on this darkly cursed world filled with demons and witches face-to-face as proper lovers should ran rampant over her mind. She almost pondered if she could somehow convince him to kiss the back of the snarling panther mouth, about as close to her lips as he could get, but she abandoned such a plan as foolish. She could give him her pussy and that was all. For the time being, all she could do was enjoy the experience of her body being taken by a man before it was taken over again by a witch.

“You feel… wonderful yourself.” Ivy gasped out.

“Are you feeling like you can fit me better now?” Chris asked.

Ivy nodded.

Chris leaned across her and she felt the comforting weight and pressure of his body on her own.

“Hold my hands down.” She said softly as she lifted them over the ridiculous mascot head. Chris did as such as she felt her body stretch out deliciously beneath his own. She had not asked for this to accentuate the pleasure of his cock sweetly sliding its way in and out of her womanhood, but such had been the effect as she moaned feeling new experiences she had never even imagined possible before as he obediently pinned her wrists down to the table with his own hands. She panted out “that way… if she… takes me over… you can still finish.” The thought of Lunesca entering her body only to experience getting fucked by Chris brought a wry smile to Ivy’s face. Indeed, they would share in the experience as she felt every bit of pain and exhaustion from fighting and chasing Chris earlier, it was only fair that she gets to experience the pleasure of his sensual penetration as well.

“Oh, my god!” Chris whispered as he continued to thrust inside her slowly feeling his cock quiver with anticipation.

“Are you going to cum?”

“Uhh…huh.” Chris whimpered back.

“Go ahead. I won’t live long enough to bear a child anyhow.”

Chris had experienced orgasms before, plenty courtesy of his right hand, but this felt different. Sweet, delicious silky flesh lapped and suckled at his cock as his body convulsed in pleasure driving him even deeper inside of Ivy who groaned in pleasure as he filled her hungry pussy up full of cum letting her discover what it felt like to give a man everything he wanted when he stared at her with those wolfish eyes she so enjoyed.

Chris collapsed against her chest shuddering and panting in exhaustion as the wave of pleasure flowed through his body and onward letting him ride the wave of it down.

After a few seconds, Ivy’s voice spoke up saying, “I… I don’t even know what to say.”

Chris replied, “I do. Thank you, Ivy, for letting me experience this before Lunesca kills me.”

Ivy’s voice came from the helmet once again and it made Chris’s blood run cold as she spoke.

“I leave you alone with this bitch for ten minutes and the two of you start fucking!”

6. Good Things Come To An End

“Lunesca!” Chris gasped as Ivy jolted hard shoving him off her as his cock slid sickly out from her body. He crashed to the floor as she leapt to her feet. She bent awkwardly forward grabbing onto her pussy with one hand as she groaned.

“Satan fucking your mom, Chris. I can’t believe you! I… I…” The panther head shook as she continued, “…you moved on from me this easily. Did we mean nothing to you.”

“You were going to fucking kill me!” Chris growled as he kicked out Ivy’s feet from beneath her. Lunesca fell but crouched as she did so falling on top of him and growling “death is a natural part of life. Cheating on me with some cheer whore isn’t.” Chris struggled but Lunesca used Ivy’s superior strength to grab and pin his flailing arms as she

“You don’t belong in hell. At least not yet. It’s too good for a fucking pig like you. I’m going to teach you pain and humiliation before you die.”
 

“Fuck off witch!” Shrieked Chris though his words hung hollow as he could not get away from her. Lunesca uttered some eldritch sounding phrases, and Chris found himself suddenly lifted aloft. She lifted him as easily as if he had been a child and, struggle as he might, he couldn’t get away from her. His body slid into place across the table and with the whispering of more dark incantations he suddenly found he could not move at all. He tried to twist, flex, struggle, anything but every part of his body ignored his commands as he lay there paralyzed on the table.

“What the fuck?” Chris gasped out finding the only motion he could make was his neck and his mouth as he stretched trying to look across his body. His black t-shirt still clung to his chest, but his lower half was uncomfortably bare, with the cool air of the room prickling at his hair legs and exposed manhood. Ivy’s sweet womanly juices were still drying on his cock as Lunesca reached down and pulled up the flap once again covering Ivy’s crotch with an angry snort.

Chris watched helplessly as Lunesca reached down into his pants crumpled on the floor and fished out the paring knife saying “You can take pride in the fact that you managed to break my heart one final time before I killed you. Of all the crazy bullshit I could have imagined the two of you doing in this room, entering Ivy’s body just to feel you filling it up with your cum was not what I expected.”

The room grew cold as Lunesca hissed out “Why?”

“Ivy wanted to give me one last, good experience before you murdered me.” Chris replied, seeing no use in lying at this stage. Lunesca was going to kill him no matter what. Surprisingly, Lunesca seemed to take this very calmly as she sat on the table next to his paralyzed body. She toyed with the paring knife, seemingly contemplating her next move.

“I wonder if it would have gone differently between us if I had offered sex with you in exchange for selling your soul to Satan. Of course, I wanted to… really. I want you to know that before I do to you what I’m going to do to you. Before I realized how sickly evil your squirming little mind is, I did want to have sex with you.”

“The night in your room?” Chris asked. The head bobbed as Lunesca nodded. She continued “It’s part of being a witch. You have to be a virgin to attract the attention of any reasonably powerful demon, and a girl has to have her priorities straight.”


She sighed and stood up. Casually, she pulled Chris’s left leg out a bit before she stepped around to the right side of him pulling his right leg out so that he now lay spread open and vulnerable on the table with his cock slowly shrinking having finished it’s time inside of Ivy. 

“I suppose I can’t fault you too hard. She is very pretty, and I suppose both of us made good use of this bitch’s body tonight. Still…” She lifted the paring knife as she crawled up onto the table between his legs and crouched in place there. Chris watched her intently and panted as she continued “It’s only fair you live to regret fucking this whore. I’m going to make you experience the pain and humiliation of losing your sexuality before you die. I want you to know what it’s like to have a thin, cold blade…” She ran the back of the paring knife up along the side of his cock. Surprisingly, Chris felt his cock grow hard at this unwanted caress as Lunesca gave a soft purr of approval before continuing “cutting your manhood clean off your body. You were a horrible boyfriend, a terrible man, and I want you to experience losing this part of you that you don’t deserve before you die.”

Chris pleaded “no!”

“Mmm… I like that. Keep begging. You never were able to pleasure me as my boyfriend but, with enough screams and moans, you will finally be able to pleasure me as my victim.”

Chris gasped as Lunesca slid her right hand over her left wrist and worked free a spare elastic hair tie that Ivy had left there. “Shhh…” She said soothingly.

Chris felt her warm fingers cradle his testicles as his cock involuntarily stiffened even further, growing hard with anticipation dumb to the fate which awaited it, He whimpered in pain as she slipped the elastic band around his testicles carefully threading first his left ball and then his right ball between the stretchy band. She pulled it hard to one side compressing the tissue painfully causing Chris to cry out as she wrapped the band around over itself twice leaving his balls painfully bound with a tight band cutting deep into the sensitive flesh of his scrotum.

“Don’t worry, Chris. I won’t let you die too quickly.” She wrapped her hand around his stiff cock and sighed saying “The girly part of me would love to cut this thick, impressive thing off. Kind of sexy, really. I bet you’re very proud of it and how you just used it to pork this cheer bitch. After I slash it off, I’ll prop your head up so you can stare at the bloody stump where your cock used to be. I would love to lick the tears of agony and despair from your cheeks drinking deep from the beautiful well of your pain, but this mask is a real hinderance. Even worse… your cock is full of blood, as you can see, and has lots of veins. We’ll have to wait until you’re ready to die for you to lose your cock. I’ve decided that’s how you’re going to die, by the way. I’m going to let you bleed to death after cutting your cock off. I want you to keep that fact in the back of your mind. If I slack off and you start to feel too comfortable and relaxed during this torture session use the fear of knowing the horrible, painful way in which you are going to die keep you company.”

Her hand descended as she slid warm fingers around his aching balls as she continued “for now, however, we’ll have to settle for these. You can survive plenty long enough after they’ve been cut these off and will hurt like hell. You’ll have plenty of time to get used to the pain of their absence and the knowledge that you’re no longer a man but a pathetic, sexless thing. I might even wave this bitch’s pussy in your face to remind you of what you can’t do anymore. Now, we have all night, but I do want to get started. I worked hard to get this time with you and I’m not going to waste it.”

Chris begged “God! No! Don’t!” as Lunesca’s hand brought the blade to his balls. Pain shot through his crotch as the blade slid deep into the side of his scrotum just below the tight grip of the elastic hair band. His begging turned to screams as she drew the blade back and forth in a sawing motion shoving it back and forth with Ivy’s powerful arms. In a sickeningly short amount of time, barely a minute in fact, she had cut through all the flesh which connected Chris to his manhood and lifted up the bloody, mutilated sack that had once been his family jewels as warm blood flowed from his crotch and spread across the table beneath his legs and buttocks. The ease which with she had made him no longer a man brought nausea to Chris’s stomach as his paralyzed body lay there unable to even respond to the horrific mutilation he had just experienced.

“You fucking psycho!” Chris sobbed as tears streamed down his eyes. Ignoring his words, Lunesca turned the sack over in her hands emptying out his testicles from the scrotum tossing the fleshy bag aside as she manipulated his severed balls between Ivy’s fingers like they were a fidget toy.

“I suppose a girl can have fun with these things after all. What does it feel like having them cut off?”

“It fucking hurts you freak!” Chris shrieked.

“That’s wonderful.” Lunesca said followed by a coy giggle followed by “I really am glad we got to share in this experience together before you die.”

She wrapped Ivy’s fingers around Chris’s balls and squeezed hard. A sickening pop sound came from her clenched fist as blood and gore ran out from between Ivy’s fingers. “hmmm… you really could just pop them like that if you wanted to. I always wondered.”

“Burn in hell!” Screamed Chris.

“Burn, no, rule… yes!” Lunesca replied with a giggle as she crawled over Chris’s body wiping the blood and bits of flesh from his own destroyed testicles across his shirt as he lay there paralyzed. “And you can join me.”

“Fuck you!”

“Oh, Chris, so sweet but so stupid. Open your tiny little eyes and expand your mind outside of this pathetic little flesh prison.” She snorted as she pushed on his chest. She continued, “If I just wanted you dead, I could have just killed you while you were sitting on the toilet or something. Imagine how passionate I am about you to go through all of this trouble so that we could share in this experience together.” She bent close letting the whiskers of the panther costume tickle his face as she peered darkly into his soul through the eye slits in the mouth. “Don’t you see how much I love you? Can’t you feel the pain and hatred flowing through you right now?”

“I feel fucking hatred for sure, bitch.”

A soft giggle followed by, “Good. I hate you too. It’s incredible to share in passion like this together.”

“Fuck you.”

The mascot costume wiggled as Lunesca gestured towards his crotch with the knife saying, “well you couldn’t now, even if you tried.”

Chris looked away as she laughed.

A thin, bloody finger traced along his cheek as Lunesca whispered, “torture is temporary, Chris. Just an experience you get to have while passing the time waiting to die. Death will give you fresh perspective. Just remember, we can have as much sex as you like once we’re in hell together. Don’t worry. You’ll get all your parts back once we’re down there. But first…”

She lifted the knife to his face saying “…back to pain and rage. I suppose I get to decorate your face however I like. I bet you’ll look nice and gruesome missing one eye and with your nose cut off. You seem to be calming down from losing your balls now, so let’s get back to cutting some more parts off.”

Chris whimpered as he watched the thin, shiny blade begin working its way towards his eyeball. Ivy’s hand stopped halfway through, though and Lunesca growled, “stop resisting me, bitch! You’re…”

Suddenly, Ivy leapt off from Chris’s body and shrieked starting at something unseen across the room. “No! No! I didn’t do-” She flinched backwards, and the knife fell from her hand. Electricity hummed through the school as the hallway lit up once more and the computer sitting on the desk flicked back to life.

Ivy ripped the mascot head off from her own and hurled it across the room as she gasped. Tears streamed from her eyes as her face contorted. She took one look at her bloody hands and vomited onto the floor before curling into a fetal position and sobbing. Slowly, Chris lifted his hand and groaned painfully as he tried sitting up only to feel agonizing pain shot from his crotch through his abdomen. As traumatic as it was, the paralysis had spared him from even worse pain as his muscles now strained and tightened around the balls which were no longer there pulling tenderly against the bloody stump beneath his cock held together only by a girl’s hairband. Chris flopped back down breathing heavily as Ivy rolled over onto her hands and knees. She reached behind her back and unzipped the costume ripping the folds of black fabric away from her flesh as she crawled out of it kicking it away from her as if it was a vicious animal that could bite at any moment as her pale flesh clad only in a white bra and green thong panties came into view.

Her ponytail clung wetly to her sweaty cheeks and neck as she staggered to her feet whispering “Chris! Oh fuck, Chris…” She stumbled against the table and splayed over him wrapping her hands around his chest and shoulders burying her face into his chest as she whimpered “Oh God, Chris! Oh, god…” She tipped her head up as tears streamed down her face and she said “it’s okay. I’ll call an ambulance. We’ll get you to a hospital…”

“And tell them what?” Chris asked hoarsely.

Ivy’s face fell as she shuddered. 

“What happened, Ivy? How did you fight off Lunesca?”

“I don’t know. One moment I was struggling with all my might to try and keep her from stabbing your eye out and the next moment… something happened to her. Not here. It wasn’t me. I wasn’t strong enough. It was…something else.” Ivy sputtered before opining, “maybe the devil came to collect his due. She’s gone now and there’s no way in hell I’m ever wearing that fucking thing again.” She growled at the costume splayed across the floor as she turned back to Chris saying “we need to get you somewhere safe. We need to get you medical care.”

“I know. I know… But I also know the cops will take one look at your hands and my crotch, and things won’t go well for you. Even if I tell them it wasn’t your fault, there’s no way they would ever believe what happened here tonight.” Chris reached up and traced a finger along Ivy’s face as he continued “you shouldn’t go to prison and miss out on your future because of what she did…” He sighed and said, “because of what I unwittingly dragged you into.”

Ivy grabbed his hand and pressed it against her cheek holding it close before kissing the palm of it and saying, “what should we do?”

“There’s a first aid kit in the gym locker, right? Gauze, tape, alcohol… everything we’ll need to bandage me up.”

“But your balls.”

Chris shook his head “what’s gone is gone. I’ll just have to find a way to live without them.”

“or children…” Ivy said quietly as her face fell.

Chris gave a sad smile saying, “never liked babies much anyway.”

Ivy pursed her lips and replied “me neither. They’re not as cool as aliens.”

7. Party Like It’s 1999

“So… what do you say?” Ivy continued flashing Chris a coy smile.

Chris gestured towards himself asking “me?”

Ivy nodded pertly sending a spray of light blonde hair in a dance around the back of her neck. She held her books and trapper keeper which surreptitiously now bore in several replicates the hopeful name of “Ivy Elvin” scrawled along the back pages. They stood facing each other in the hallway as classmates passed by scrambling to head home.

“I… I never imagined a girl would ask me to go to prom with her but… yes… Just… you do know…” He cringed as he gestured in a general downward direction to where his heavy jeans hid from public view the now healed over, but never fully healed, missing manhood. Ivy nodded and said softly “I know. But this is my senior year and, if what they say is true, we’re all going to die next year when the computers can’t handle the Y2K bug so… why not have as much fun as we can with what time we have left?”

“Sure. Yes. I would love to go to prom with you.” Chris answered flashing her a broad smile. He closed his locker, and they strolled casually down the hall together.

“So, does your mom still buy the story that you gave up on practice and went home with me on the night Lunesca died?”

Ivy shrugged saying “yeah. I mean, once you admit to spending a night alone at a boy’s house, your parents don’t really think of asking any more questions after that. I was grounded for a week and heard plenty about the horrors of teenage pregnancy, until my period started.” She nodded and said, “part of me was terrified, but… at the same time, part of me was kind of hopeful that I was pregnant.” She stopped and sighed. The hallway cleared out quickly as students desperate to escape the horrors of Algebra and literature scrambled home to drown their sorrows on Blockbuster rented movies, Papa Johns Pizza, and cans of Mountain Dew.

“You hoped you were?” Chris asked.

She continued saying, “For your sake. I know that what we did that night was your one and only chance to spread your seed… er…” she stammered gritting her teeth, and Chris gently touched her shoulder supportively as she continued, “I’m sorry that it didn’t take. I know that I am not ready to bear a child, but I would have, knowing it was yours and you could never create another, I would have born it for you.”

Chris shook his head saying “I… uh… thank you, Ivy. But I’m glad you weren’t pregnant. You have your whole life ahead of you and the last thing I would want to do is ruin it because of something we did when we thought we were going to die.”

Ivy gave him a small smile before asking, “how are you healing?”

“Pretty much healed now. Told my dad I fell off my board to explain the bandage. He doesn’t know they are gone, just that I was injured and had taken care of it. I plan to just leave it that way. I’ll be moving out next year anyhow.”

“Where are you going?”

“Got accepted to State University, starting computer science major next August.” Chris said with a chuckle before continuing, “maybe I’ll learn how to be a hacker after all.” Ivy smiled and replied “well, you won’t be alone there at that big state college.” She reached into her trapper keeper and pulled out her own acceptance letter showing it to him.

“Oh, Ivy, that’s awesome. Congratulations. What major are you taking?”

“Occult religious studies.”

Chris’s face fell in dismay, but Ivy leaned in close and said quietly “if anything like this happens ever again, I want to be able to fight it.” She reached up and caressed his face lovingly saying, “I never want to hurt you ever again.”

Suddenly, another hand touched Chris as firm, thin fingers wrapped around his arm jerking him backward. He spun and they both stared in terror at Coach Jennifer. Wide, haunted eyes bulged from her face. Her once dark brown hair now bore a streak of grey as her left arm still hung in a sling. She stood there barely a whisp of the athletic, proud woman she had been barely a month before. Her whole body seemed to tremble as if she was on the verge of a nervous breakdown.

“You quit?” Jennifer said to Ivy.

“Uh… yeah… Coach… I… wow. You’re out of the hospital already. Yeah, I…uh… just couldn’t handle being a cheerleader anymore.” Ivy stammered shyly holding onto her books and staring at the ground.

Jennifer looked to Chris who eyed her silently and nervously she then looked back to Ivy and said, “I would like to speak with both of you, alone.”

Feeling like chastised children, Ivy and Chris quietly stepped into Jennifer’s cramped coaching office. Stacked with papers, trophy’s, uniforms, and cheer equipment they barely had space to sit down in chairs across the small desk from Jennifer. Chris reminded himself that they would be fine. All they had to do was lie. They were getting quite good at it, really. They had already lied to their parents, the cops, and everyone else. What was one more-

“Show me where she cut off your testicles.” Jennifer commanded Chris. His mouth fell open in shock.

Jennifer trembled as her hand shook where it lay across the newspaper clipping about the police-action shooting of the cultic and homicidal teenage girl, as well as the dramatic rescue of the teacher she had kidnapped and tortured. Chris and Ivy looked at one another and Jennifer squeaked out “please. I just need…” She squinted her eyes and swallowed hard before continuing “please… I need to know.” Her pleading eyes looked back and forth between Chris and Ivy as they silently eyed one another. She continued softly “I know why you don’t tell anyone. You know, nobody will believe you. But I…” She gestured towards her arm in the sling and continued “…I will believe you. I told the cops she took me by surprise. That’s not what really happened. That’s just what I told them because what really happened wasn’t…” Jennifer looked off into the distance and continued softly “…wasn’t natural.”

She looked back to Chris and Ivy saying “please… understand what I’m doing here…” She reached down suddenly under the desk. Chris recoiled half expecting her to pull out a pistol but instead she slammed a brown prescription bottle with “Penicillin” printed across the side and her own name and prescription information. She continued, “The pain wasn’t the worst part of what she did to me. Not even close. It was knowing that I couldn’t do anything to stop her. I couldn’t protect myself. I couldn’t…” Jennifer sniffed back a tear and continued “…protect the two of you. God, you two are so young. You didn’t deserve what that evil creature did to you. I would have gladly given up my own life to that wretched creature, if it could have protected the two of you, but she wouldn’t even allow me to die.”

Jennifer shuddered and sobbed as Chris and Ivy waited patiently. Finally, Jennifer got control of herself and continued “…I can’t stop what she did, but I can help prevent infection. So, show me. I need to know if what I believe is real or not. If you’re cut, take the rest of my penicillin. You need it more than I do. If you’re not cut…” Jennifer swallowed hard and continued, “…then if you two could help drive me to a psychiatric hospital, that would help a great deal. I might need to spend a few decades in a padded room for everyone’s benefit.”

Chris stood up but Ivy placed a warning hand on his arm saying “Chris, no. You don’t have to.”

Chris shook his head saying, “she deserves to know the truth after the hell Lunesca put her through.”

Chris unzipped his pants and dropped them drawing back his cock to let Jennifer see the remaining bandaging around the sliced stub of his scrotum. It felt surreally unnatural to whip out his cock like this but, at the same time, nothing felt natural. Ivy looked away demurely as Jennifer reached out and inspected the wound saying, “oh god, why couldn’t I be an insane woman living in a sane world instead of a sane woman living in an insane world?” She looked up at Chris with empathetic eyes as she nodded saying, “thank you. I haven’t slept in weeks since that night. I’ve been terrified about what happened to the two of you, as I watched her pantomime about in that pentagram-encrusted ring drawn with fire and my own blood.”

Chris refastened his pants and sat down. Jennifer pushed the penicillin over to him and nodded for him to take it. Despite feeling like his healing was well on track to success, he took the bottle anyway seeing there was no point in trying to argue.

Jennifer said “You’re young so maybe you think stuff like this happens all the time, but I’ve never seen anything like this before in my life or even ever heard about it happening. You shouldn’t have gone through this, either of you. Especially you, Chris.” She reached out and wrapped warm fingers over his arm as she said empathetically, “I am so sorry for what you lost.”

“I… I’ll be okay.” Chris said quietly before continuing “But… thank you.”

Jennifer sighed and said “So, what are the two of you going to do now?”

“Well… I just asked him to prom, and he said ‘yes.’” Ivy offered up sheepishly.

Jennifer chuckled and shook her head saying “god, bounced right back like fucking rubber.” She reached out and took Ivy’s hand in her own squeezing it supportively as her eyes glistened and she continued “someday, when I grow up. I hope to be half as strong as you kids are.” Ivy blinked in surprise at hearing her normally tenacious and demanding coach speak of growing up to be as strong as herself.

Jennifer let go of Ivy’s hand and leaned back in her chair looking up into the dismal, fluorescent lights above them before blowing out a sigh of relief saying, “it will be okay. You kids are going to be okay. You’re strong. This nightmare isn’t going to ruin your entire lives.” She leveled her head to look back to them seemingly a bit relaxed at what they had discussed. She continued, firmly “I couldn’t protect the two of you that night, god knows I wanted to. But I will do anything I can to help you from here on out. Just name it and I will do everything in my power to help you.”

Ivy and Chris looked too each other and back to Jennifer.

Ivy said, “I… don’t really need anything. I’m just glad it’s all over.”

Chris spoke up, “I have a request.”
 

“Yes?”
 

“The old mascot uniform…”

Jennifer jerked her head in a direction down the hall saying, “already in the school incinerator.” She swallowed hard and continued, “the school has enough team spirit without a dancing panther anyhow.”

Chris smiled at this and replied, “good.”

He shuddered and continued, “mascot costumes always gave me the creeps.”

Ivy laced her hand into his and said encouragingly. He looked into her eyes, and she said, “I would tell you it’s just a teenage girl in a costume, but that’s probably not much comfort now, is it?” He gave her a small smile and replied, “I suppose it depends on the girl.” Brazenly, he leaned in, and they shared a kiss right there in the coach’s office. Of all the things they had lost, the one thing they had found was each other.
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