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		Ernest Van Ecke

		

	
		Part One

		

		I often stood on the balcony on the front of my home overlooking the bay. It was called a widows walk for the wives of sea captains who could afford homes overlooking the bay. It is refreshing to drink a cup of coffee while feeling the morning breeze coming up the hillside carrying the smell of the moist, salty air. My name is Grace Goode, and I love living in Salem.

		Salem Massachusetts is best known for the witch trials during the colonial times where women were accused of being witches and executed based on the testimony of school girls. But the town is a lovely coastal city with many things about it to make it a good community to raise children in. Many of the homes are built on the hillside giving excellent views of the ocean.

		I could reflect on the last 30 years of my life. How Halloween Nights with my friends brough back bitter sweet memories that turned into quite a scary memories. Like the time two of my friends and I went horseback riding on Halloween night a more than a few years ago.

		***

		My friends Clair and Andrea and I, enjoyed riding their horses through the woods next to the riding stable. Many of the old timers at the stable warned us not to pass Dark Woods at night on horseback. The haunted woods often spooked the horses - as well as the riders.

		One particularly beautiful night close to Halloween, we girls rode out further than we intended. The crisp leaves crunched under the horses' hooves, and we spent more time than usual exploring an unused trail. The sunset faded, and we girls suddenly realized we would have to pass by Dark Woods in pitch darkness.

		The horses knew the path and picked their way carefully through the woodland trail. As they came to the fork in the trail that led left past Dark Woods toward the stables or right towards the road, all three horses balked and refused to turn left.

		I said, "Let's dismount and walk them the last little bit. We're almost home."

		"You go," Sarah said. She shivered. "I want to ride towards the road and walk on the road back to the stable."

		I persisted. "We're going to get in trouble if we walk the horses on the road at night. It's too dangerous. Besides, we're almost back. We just have to get through Dark Woods."

		Sarah and Meg had already turned their horses and headed towards the road. "Fine," I fumed. "I'll go straight."

		I urged my horse forward. As I rounded the last turn into Dark Woods, an eerie glow suddenly lit the path in front of me. I urged my trembling horse forward. As I turned the last corner through Dark Woods towards the riding stable, the glow became stronger and centered on a huge, lightning-struck oak tree.

		On the trunk of the tree a woman's face appeared. She glowed with a white light as her lips moved.

		"Tell them...," she whispered. "Tell them I'm innocent."

		I kicked her horse, but the horse needed no urging. He flew through the woods and stopped at the stable door trembling in fear.

		The next day, one of the stable owners, Jack, stopped by while I groomed my horse. Jack had heard that I had ridden alone through Dark Woods after dark, and so close to Halloween.

		As I curried my horse, I worked up my courage and asked, "Jack, why do people say we shouldn't go into Dark Woods at night?"

		"Because of the Lynching Tree," Jack said.

		"The big oak." It was a statement from me, not a question.

		"The very one," said Jack.

		The apparition's words echoed in my mind. "Tell them I'm innocent." I shivered.

		I never rode anywhere near Dark Woods or the old Lynching Tree ever again.

		***

		It took a while to put that experience out of my mind. Then a Halloween or so later, I was visiting a friend for supper at her house. Her husband was out of town on a trip. We were drinking a Beaujolais wine with a good nose and talking. We began to discuss our secrets. At one point I told her about my ex wanting to try a three- way with another woman.

		Cindy admitted that she had always been curious about having sex with another woman. I don't remember which one of us suggested that we try it.

		We wound up in her bedroom taking each other's clothes off. She was about the same age as me. She had a nice figure too, a lot trimmer than mine. It was very exciting to be in the arms of a sweet smelling woman rather than the BO and bad breath of a sweaty male.

		We spent a lot of time kissing and feeling each other's tits before we started sucking tits. We were both nervous about getting down and dirty. The way I remember it I was the one that went down on her first. It felt right.

		I had always wanted to see what a pussy looked like up close and now I had my chance. The only thing I could compare the taste to was like the time I cut my arm on a fence and had sucked the blood off of my flesh.

		By the time she climaxed I had cut the underside of my tongue on my teeth. My makeup was smeared all over my face. She had her legs wrapped around my head and was kicking me on the back with her heels. Eventually she calmed down and I got out from under her and plopped my body down next to hers.

		She kissed me on the mouth and must have liked what she tasted. She got on top of me and worked her way down my body until she was looking at the dark hairs covering my pussy. She was a little reluctant to put her mouth on my pussy at first but eventually she did.

		I have to admit no male ever did a better job of sucking my pussy. I had one of my best orgasms as a result of her efforts. I was convinced and have not been with a man since.

		While we were young I kept my sexual preference secret. As they say I was in the closet and very discreet (or so I thought) about my love life. After a few years, I experimented with a more open lifestyle. It was not as simple as deciding to declare myself as a lesbian.

		I simply did not hide my attraction to women. Some of my longtime friends avoided me after it became known that I was a lesbian. I did not regret the loss of them as much as I would have thought.

		Some of the women I knew admitted to me that they admired my willingness to proclaim myself a lesbian. Even women I didn't know were lesbians before admitted to me that they liked to date women too.

		If anything, my circle of friends increased as a result of my coming out. My family had told me that they had been aware of my relationships with other women and have told me that it does not matter to them at all.

		At the present time I have a girlfriend named Cindy. She is married and he does not know about our relationship. Because she is not out we only get together on special occasions. She is younger than me and has a very nice figure. She is five-feet six, 125 pounds, brown hair and eyes. Her figure is more athletic than mine; she is a 34B-25-36. We are both very oral.

		When we get a chance to get together we spend a lot of time kissing each other while we masturbate each other, as a prelude to licking each other's bodies. Her small breasts are hardly more that hand sized, but I do love sucking on them a lot. Cindy has a strong attachment to my big tits. They are larger than her head and she loved kissing me between my tits while holding them against her ears. She has named each one and devotes a lot of time taking care of them.

		She loves the size of my butt and thighs. Nothing pleases her more than to have me sit on her face so she can lick, kiss and smell my butt. When I am ready I just scoot backwards to engage her mouth on my pussy. She is my sex-slave when we are together. I can do whatever I want to her as long as I don't leave a lasting mark. I can spank her, pinch her, and pee in her mouth or on her body. She loves for me to suck her pussy until she is about to cum and then actually bite her clit gently to cause her to cum even faster. I miss her the minute she has to go home.

		Just the other night Cindy and I met for a quiet dinner at a small Italian restaurant out of the way where we were sure people we knew would not likely be. While we were waiting for a waitress to come around to take our order, Cindy was bragging about her pedicure.

		She had on high heeled sandals without nylons, so she lifted her foot out of her shoe and showed off her bright pearlescent red polished toenails. They looked delicious and I told her so. Cindy slid her foot under the table and ran it up and down the inside of my leg. As she grew bolder, her foot moved farther and farther up my leg. I knew where she was going and spread my legs wider to give her access to my crotch. I told her, "I'm not wearing any panties."

		She slid her foot the rest of the way up my leg to the junction of my body. She ran her toes through my pubic hair as her big toe sought out and found my labia and wiggled her toes as she sought out my clit and my vagina.

		I reached for her foot under the table and shoved her toes deeper into my pussy. I was really getting into the action when the waitress came to our table to ask if we were ready to order.

		My face was flushed so much that I could feel my cheeks tingling. My breathing was ragged. It was all I could do to stammer out my order. Cindy was giggling uncontrollably she had a hard time ordering too.

		The waitress leaned over close to my ear and said, "Your perfume smells just like a well fucked pussy smells."

		She was looking down at my crotch. She could obviously see Cindy's foot under my dress rubbing my crotch.

		She asked, "Do you want to cum Grace?"

		All I could say was, "YES!"

		

	
		Part Two

		

		The waitress whispered in my ear, "You know you're a pussy whore to allow your friend to masturbate you in public. Look around, I bet half the women here know you're getting off. I bet you would like a dildo in your nasty cunt or your asshole."

		Her nasty encouragement did help me cum. She smiled when she saw my face distorted and then relaxed, giving testimony that I had cum. She left our table to turn in our order and return to her duties until our meal was ready. She came back with our meal and wished us "Bon appetite."

		We enjoyed our meal and when our waitress came by to ask us if we would like to see the desert cart, we assured her that we were too full to eat another bite. She filled out our bill and she also added a "post-it" with her name and phone number on it. As we headed home together we agreed that we have to call her so that we can indulge in a three-way.

		Cindy was the bold on in our relationship, because she only waited one day before she called or waitress from the restaurant. Her name is Linda. And she came to my house to meet with me and Cindy. We had such a great 'lesbian time' , we made plans to take a weekend getaway for Halloween in a few weeks.

		At this point in my life I would like to find a woman to live with me full time as lovers, but I also still have a desire to flirt with other women. I don't know if I could find a woman whose company I enjoy enough to live with and who would be willing to allow younger women to share our bed now and then.

		Unknown to us at the time, Cindy and her husband split about six months after we began our relationship. She would move in with me and we would be lovers in an open relationship. It matched our personalities.

		***

		Just the thought of the three of us spending an entire weekend, licking and sucking on the new girl Linda's pussy had me so dripping with excitement, I knew I couldn't wait for Cindy to come home from work.

		I started playing with my nipples as I read, pulling them, twisting them, pinching them, wetting my finger and rubbing the wetness all over them until they were hard as a rock. I wanted someone to suck them for me but of course there is no one. I started rubbing my panty covered pussy too, it felt nice, but it just wasn't enough. Then I realized I had to pee. I didn't want to quit until I finished reading the story and the 'have to pee' feeling kept building up. I felt like my pee would start dripping out before I finally got finished reading the story.

		I went to the bathroom and as I sat on the toilet, using both hands, I reached down and pulled my cuntlips apart and let my pee go. Ohhhh what a relief it was letting the pee come out. I used one of my fingers and started touching my clitty. It was so hard, and the hood was peeled back, and it stood straight up like a tiny cock. I began to rub in circles around my clit and then rubbed directly on top of my tiny cock's head. Exquisite! I even pee'd on my fingers and I felt a little naughty rubbing and peeing at the same time.

		I finished peeing and wiped my pussy dry. My cuntlips were starting to swell like they do when I'm really horny and I just sat back down and played with them. I wanted to feel something inside my pussy, so I reached over and got my hairbrush. The handle is thick and round and a little bent on the end. I stood up and moved away from the toilet, slipped my panties off and squatted down and put the handle into my mouth and sucked on it to make it wet.

		Holding the bristled end, I pushed the slick smooth wet handle up into my pussy. Oh my, I loved the feeling of it sliding in me. I began to fuck myself with the handle and suddenly I needed more. I pushed it in as far as the handle would go....it still wasn't in deep enough. I wanted something bigger and deeper in my pussy, I wanted to feel it fucking me hard.

		I remembered the black plastic plunger I had gotten a while back. I have never used it as a plunger, I bought it because it could be washed easily, and it had a round knob handle.

		I pulled out the brush handle ( it came out with almost a pop) and I went to get the plunger. I washed it good and took off all my clothes. I got a bottle of lotion to use as lube and got into the shower. I lubed up the handle and sitting the plunger on the bottom of the shower I slowly squatted down until my cuntlips were resting on the knob of the handle. I was getting excited again, so I pulled my cuntlips apart (If I don't, they push inside my cunt with the handle)

		I pushed my pussy down onto the handle. It was hard to get that big mushroom knob inside my cunt but once it popped inside of me I slid all the way down the handle until it was embedded completely inside of me. I raised up and pushed with my cunt muscles and pushed the handle back out to the mushroom head. I sat down again. I began fucking myself with this handle. I could push down hard and ram it into me, or I could go slow and let it slide in and out of my pussy easily. It was so lubed with lotion and my own pussy juice that it was very slick. I could stand up and allow gravity to pull it out of me. It was so slick that after standing for a few seconds it would start to slide out of my cunt on its own.

		I felt my cum building so I reached down and started rubbing my clit. It was completely exposed now and standing up because my pussy was widespread to accommodate the knobby handle. I pushed down hard on the handle and rubbed the very tip of my clit hard and it made my cum start. I stood up with my legs still in a bit of a squat and let the handle slide out as I started to cum.

		My muscles clenched around the handle and squeezed it tight in my cunt, I sat down and slowly pushed it back inside. I stood up again thinking the handle would slide out again, but my cunt was contracting so hard in cumming that I couldn't have pulled the handle out if I tried. I had a good hard, hard cum and felt exhausted. I tried to push with my cunt muscles to push out the knob, but it wouldn't come all the way out. It slid out as far as the mushroom head before it stopped. I reached down and pulled but to no avail, it still wouldn't come out.

		I turned on the shower and let the water rush over me until my cunt relaxed enough to let loose and the handle started to slide out. As I pulled the knob completely out I felt so empty. I looked at the knob and it was covered with clumps of my thick cum. The whole handle was coated in white; I smelled it and knew it was all pussy juice and cum. I licked it with my tongue, and I liked it. On wobbly legs I made my way out of the shower, and into my night clothes and fell asleep as soon as my head hit the pillow.

		

	
		Part Three

		

		Cindy must have gotten home late, and I was dead asleep from the thunderous orgasms I had given myself and never heard anything during the night.. The next day we were all packed and ready for the weekend. Cindy and I swung by Linda's apartment and picked her up and after exchanging kisses, we were on our way.

		As we arrived at our cute ménage a trois destination all three of us agreed, it had all the trappings of a great Halloween hide away. It was called The Harmony and Abundance Inn. It was owned by a lovely couple, Mr and Mrs Crane.

		It was once a tavern and stagecoach shop before the Revolutionary War. Later, it was converted to a bed and breakfast. The sprawling red-clapboard home has welcomed many families in its almost four-hundreds years, yet some people have felt very unwelcome indeed.

		It was Friday, the night just before Halloween, we all had separate rooms, for the sake of propriety. After a lovely meal at the Inn's restaurant, the three of us had unpacked and were already in their pajamas and ready for bed.

		The Crane's the owners of the Inn shut the place down, as it was the slow season and Cindy, me and Linda were the only guests.

		Around nine o'clock, with all three of us had met in Cindy's room, and gotten naked together in her bed, It was a relaxed time, so we settled in front of the television to watch a movie.

		About fifteen minutes later, Linda suddenly felt chilled to the bone. Then me and Cindy commented on the sudden chill in the room. Cindy set her glass of wine on the night stand and checked the thermostat.

		The room temperature was set to 70 degrees, and we could hear the old oil burner chugging along in the basement.

		"Hmm, that's strange," we all thought out loud. "It's freezing in here." We each found extra afghans on the back of the chairs and settled back to watch television.

		A few minutes later, we heard heavy footsteps on the stairs leading from the kitchen to the second floor.

		"Grace? Cindy? Linda?" a soft voice called out the three girls' names.

		The footsteps seemed to be coming closer. "Are you girls playing a trick on me?" I asked suspiciously.

		Abruptly, the light on the night stand flickered, flared and went out.

		All three of us got up and with the afghans around us, holding each other's hand, checked the kitchen and the hallway. It was even colder back there than in the bedroom room. Nobody was there. The owners, stayed in an out building, not attached to the Inn. Old servant's quarter, so the three of them were alone.

		We looked at each other with puzzled expressions and shook our heads, shrugged our shoulders and went upstairs all three of us holding hands, tightly. We were going to get back to the safety of our rooms. Not one of us wanted to admit we were afraid of ghosts and we returned to the second floor. Arriving at Linda's room first we waited as she was safely in her room. Then she made a remark the stopped us in our footsteps.

		"Hmm, that's funny," Linda said as she looked at the television. "I thought the movie was on Channel 2. It's on Channel 4 now."

		She went to the night stand for the remote, so put it back on Channel 2. She got back in her bed and pulled the covers over her head and bid us good night.

		Suddenly the tuner on the TV began to turn on its own switching to channel 4, 7... and then static.

		Then the same voice as before whispered through the TV, "Get out."

		With a shriek, I pulled the plug from the television.

		***

		Mrs. Crane the owner of the Inn found all of us upstairs, curled in afghans, asleep all in one bed.

		"Girls are you all right?"

		"We've got to get out of here.," Linda cried. "This place is haunted!"

		***

		

		Tonight is the night I have been waiting for. I always love doing daring things on Halloween night. I have been planning this for a long time almost a year, since we had the shit scared out of us at The Peace and Plenty Inn , I can put my plan in action. I hope that it turns out the way I have fantasized about it. No terror tonight for sure. This was going to be my Halloween Gift

		I can hardly wait to get home. I have four hours to get ready before Cindy gets to my place. I have invited her for dinner, my treat. It is nice having a place of my very own. I am very nervous. I hope she appreciates my surprise. I hope her reaction is favorable. If not, it could ruin our relationship.

		I enter the front door and close and lock it behind me. I drop my things in my bedroom and proceed into the dining area.

		I quickly set the table for one person. I used the best china and silver. I finished off the setting with a couple of candles. Moving into the kitchen, I prepared the vegetables and fruit. It is going to be a light dinner but very nutritious.

		I wash, peel and slice them and put them into the fridge. They are ready for when I need them. I have three hours left. It will be dark in two, so I turn on some soft lighting and move into the bedroom. Going into the closet, I take out the clothes I will be wearing tonight and lay them on the bed. I move about the room, getting it ready for later.

		I remove my clothing and walk into the bath area and turn on the tub. I pour some bubble bath in and watch as the bubbles begin to form. As the tub is filling up I apply the Neet to my body careful not to get it where it doesn't belong. I turn off the tub and wait for the Neet to take effect.

		It smells like burning hair, but it does leave me silky smooth. I wait a few minutes past the recommended time and then I step into the shower stall and rinse my body off with cool water.

		Gingerly, I step into the tub. The bubbles tickle as they move around my skin. The water is hot. I like it that way. I settle into the tub and lay back letting the water sooth me for a few minutes. I can't waste too much time. Sitting up, I wash myself and step out of the tub.

		Too bad I had to rush, the water and bubbles felt great. I pat myself dry and move back into the bedroom. Sitting on the bed, I take the black garter belt and attach it around my waist. I reach for the black nylons and roll each one up and slide it over my foot and up my smooth legs, standing up, I attach the garters to the tops of the nylons. I love the feeling. I step into the black lace thong and slide it up into place.

		I become aroused as it slips between the cheeks of my butt. It barely covers my pubic area. Next comes the matching bra. I hope Cindy likes it. Then I step into my black pumps that are at the side of the bed. I check myself in the full-length mirror.

		Time for makeup and my hair. Before long I am almost ready. I can't believe how fast the time has gone. Cindy will be here shortly. I move over to the bed and pick up the small black dress and slide it over my head and down my body into place.

		I pick up the white lace apron and tie it around my waist. I look at myself in the mirror as I walk from the room. I move about the living room and dining area, straightening up and lighting candles. I like the soft light they emit. I love the feel of the clothes against my body as I move about. I seem like I am in a constant state of arousal.

		I unlock the front door. I know it will take a moment for Cindy's eyes to adjust to the darkness. At that time I will make my move. I stay in the dark near the door, waiting for her to knock so I can quickly let her in.

		

	
		Part Four

		

		The doorbell rings and I call out for her to come in. The door opens and she steps inside and closes the door. I step in behind her and I put my arms around her to reassure her. Softly, I tell her everything is okay as I place the blindfold over her eyes and fasten it snuggly on her head.

		I know from practice that she cannot see. She is in total darkness. I lead her into the bathroom, and we stop in front of the tub. I tell her to relax and not to touch me. I will show and tell her what to do.

		I move around to the front of her. Once again I turn on the tub and pour in some bubbles. I then proceed to remove her clothes. As they come off, I become aroused at the sight of her naked body. Her nipples are sticking out because of the cool air. I can't resist. I trace her left nipple with my fingertip. I sigh escapes from her lips. I take her hand and lead her to the tub.

		I help her step into it and settle down into the water. She has no idea what I have in store for her. I kneel beside the tub and begin to sponge her body. Gently, I scrub and massage her flesh. I rub in the oils from the bubble bath. Her skin seems to glow. Her body has very little hair. One less job I have to do tonight. My hand trails down her body and between her legs. I linger there, but not too long.

		I want to drag it out. I can sense her disappointment. I ask her to stand up and I notice she is neatly trimmed. Taking her hand I help her out of the tub and use a big towel to dry her off. As she stands before me, I rub fragrant oils into her skin; I cover her entire body. They make the skin tingle. I leave her standing there, to let the oils seep in while I prepare the table.

		Returning to her, I lead her over to the chair and she sits. I place her feet up on the stool and I kneel in front of her. I paint her toenails bright red. They won't take long to dry. We have not spoken a word. She waits quietly as I rinse the tub and straighten up.

		I lead her into the bedroom and dress her. It doesn't take long; there is not much to wear. I help her on with black thong and matching half-cup bra and steady her as she slides her feet into the black open toed high-heeled pumps.

		I take her hands and place them behind her back, and I attach the black satin cuffs, securing them with the Velcro fasteners. She won't be able to free herself. She is virtually helpless.

		Next, I place the collar around her neck, it fastens the same way but there is a little slack. The d-ring of the collar is to the front. I snap the chain to it and lead her into the living room. I have her sit on the couch. I am so aroused; I can't believe it. I want to rush but I take my time.

		I pour her a glass of wine and place it to her lips. She is unsure. I tell her it is okay, trust me. Slowly her lips part and I tilt the glass. The wine slips over her lips and I see the recognition on her face even though her eyes are hidden. She continues to follow my lead as I bring the glass to her lips. In a matter of minutes the wine is gone, and I can see her skin is flushed.

		The wine is taking effect on her. No more, for now. Change of plans. I am not going to have her sit at the table for dinner. Instead I clear the coffee table and spread an old mink coat over it. I pull the chain up and she rises from the couch and we move to the table. I ask her to sit. Once seated I can see she enjoys the feel of the fur on her flesh.

		I swing her legs over the table and help her to lay on her back. I place her knees up and her feet on the table. She is now open to me. She does not move. I move to the dining table and return with the food I prepared earlier. I place the tray on the floor and kneel beside Cindy. I know she does not know what to expect! I take a piece of sliced melon and touch her lips with it. Slowly she opens them to receive it. Her tongue flicks out to capture it.

		I repeat this with the variety of fruits that are there, grapes, cherries, sliced banana and the melon as well as a few small slices of cheese. I watch her as I feed her. I see her reactions. I see her nipples peeking out from her half- cup bra. Now it is time. I take the cucumber I have peeled and place it between her breasts. She does not know what it is.

		I circle her nipples and then trace a path down to her tummy. I circle her belly button and move on, down to her thighs. I place the tip of it against her. She thrusts herself towards it. I pull back. I crawl around to her feet. I can see her lust.

		The thong is soaked with her juices. She doesn't know what to expect. Taking hold of the thong, I pull it down her body and toss it aside on the floor. Using the tip of the cucumber I tease her. I use it to play with her cunt lips and clit. I touch it and run away from it. I can feel her tensing up. I tell her to relax. It is going to be a long night. I replace it with my tongue.

		Oh how I wish she could see me, but not right now. I taste her. My tongue licks and my lips suck. I can feel her urgency. I pull back. I place the tip of the cucumber at her opening again and slowly insert it a little way and then withdraw. Each time I go a little deeper. She tries to impale herself on it each time and I pull away. It is slick with her juices. I pull it out and taste it for myself. I savor it as I take it all the way into my throat.

		Placing it gently just inside her, I then ram it into her and then pull it almost all the way out, then I ram it in again. I continue to do this until it is slick again and she is almost there. I pull the cucumber from her sopping cunt and place it to her lips.

		Greedily she opens them up and I slide it in so she can taste and lick off her own juices. I then take some cherries from the tray and I pop them inside her. Now it is time for me to play. Three cherries go in and I retrieve them with my tongue. After I get each one, I play a little with her clit before looking for the next one.

		By the time I am finished she is on the edge. Someone else has entered the room. Cindy doesn't know. This is my other surprise for her. I stand up and the person takes my place. Cindy doesn't know. She thinks it is still me. I begin to suck on her nipples. One then the other, pulling them into my mouth. I nip at them with my teeth and I hear her suck in her breath. Her chest starts to heave. I stop.

		The other person is kneeling at Cindy's feet. She is not touching her yet. I move my hands over Cindy's body. I feel her soft silky skin, I squeeze her breasts. I stop again. I can sense what Cindy is thinking. I signal the other person to begin. The person starts at the tender inside of Cindy's thigh, lightly kissing a path from one thigh to the other.

		The mouth pauses as the person takes in the sight before them. Cindy's juices flowing from her cunt betray her arousal. The lips part and the tongue snakes out from within. The tip touches Cindy and she jerks in anticipation. Cindy thinks it is I doing her. The tongue withdraws and a kiss is planted which turns into a sucking motion. The clit is pulled into the mouth and the tongue starts to work its' magic on Cindy.

		I quietly move to Cindy's head and as I bend over her, I remove the blindfold in one quick motion. Cindy is startled. I can see the confusion in her eyes. If I am there, then who is pleasuring her?

		As her eyes become accustomed to the low light, I see the look of recognition and surprise come across her face. Cindy cries out in surprise and lust. Her body spasms as she sees the face of Linda, our fantasy threesome lover, buried in her cunt.

		This brings her to the top and her spasms increase as she grinds herself into Linda's face and onto her relentless tongue. I am standing there; my hands in my own panties, wishing it were I.

		Cindy lays there as Linda stands up and smiles Cindy's juices covering her face. She does not bother to wipe them off. Without a word, she takes the chain attached to Cindy's collar and bids her to rise from the table and leads her towards the bedroom. Stopping part way, Linda turns to me and says, "Please, bring us all some more wine."

		***

		My past Halloween, was the best. No spooks, not strange voices, no apparitions. So me and my two friends, Cindy and Linda decided to really make this Halloween into an event, like the one all the way back to Halloween night I spent with Cindy when her husband was out of town. This year we decided to camp in the Foggy Woods, area in the state park. It was rumored a mysterious fog would suddenly appear and anyone caught in it would disappear never to be seen again.

		The three of us hiked to the spot, an odd clearing in the forest where nothing would grow. We set up our tent, built a campfire and waited. Around three o'clock in the morning, we die hard campers gave up. Linda slept in tent. Cindy and I settled in sleeping bags around the roaring fire.

		At sunrise, Cindy realized she was next to the campfire was startled awake at the hooting sound of an owl. She was shocked to see a fog moving toward the camp and the tent. She yelled to me, and we cried out for our friend in the tent to wake up.

		The fog moved into one side of the tent and all we heard was our friend Linda's screams of agony. The ghostlike fog emerged from the tent moved toward me and Cindy. Terrified, we ran from the campsite, I am not sure how long the fog pursued us, I was not stopping to look back. When I got to the Ranger station, Cindy was not behind me, she was gone too. When the authorities arrived at the abandoned campsite, they found our empty tent. No sign of my friends Linda or Cindy was ever found. They disappeared with the ghostly fog.

		If you see a creeping fog enter your campsite, run away as fast as you can. The fog might catch up with you, but at least you have some chance of surviving.

		END
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