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        Foreword
      

      
        
      

      
        Welcome to my first ‘Sexy Season Short’, a collection of short stories designed to be not quite as serious and down-to-earth as my No Angels, Cuckold Collection or Cerulean Erotica Presents series - rather these naughty shorts should be treated as small but salacious flights of fancy - fun fantasies with a sprinkling of kink and a whole dollop of dirty but delightful indecency.
      

      
        This first attempt at such a project comes to you in the form of Tracy’s Trick or Treat and is a celebration of October 31st, not only my birthday (it really is!) but also the famous holiday of Hallowe’en.
      

      
        To incorporate the theme of the spooky and sexy, I tried to write a short story that is not only arousing and exciting but which also explored the supernatural, basing it roughly in a classic ‘haunted country house’ setting.
      

      
        I hope you enjoy it - it was certainly a lot of fun (and very different) to write. My next seasonal short will be released in December - with the theme being Christmas, of course.
      

      
        
      

      

      
        
      

      
        Chapter 1
      

      
        
      

      
        “Trick or treat,” said the two young women on my doorstep. One was dressed as Little Red Riding Hood, the other as Princess Leia from Star Wars.
      

      
        “It’s not Hallowe’en until tomorrow,” I pointed out. “October 31st. Today is the 30th.”
      

      
        “Oh no,” Little Red pouted at me. “We got it wrong.”
      

      
        She turned to Leia who punched her in the shoulder playfully. “Stop messing about.”
      

      
        “I’m sorry,” Little Red apologised to me. “You’re Nick, right?”
      

      
        “That’s me,” I smiled, nonplussed.
      

      
        “We’re not really trick or treating, we’ve come to give you this.” Little Red passed me a shiny gold envelope. “It’s an invitation to the Manor House tomorrow. The 
        Darkford
         
        Hallowe’en
         Ball. You have to come.”
      

      
        “Who is it, honey?” Tracy said from behind me and I turned to see her look over my shoulder.
      

      
        “It’s um- Little Red Riding Hood and Princess Leia,” I grinned, “They’ve invited us to a party tomorrow.”
      

      
        “You have to come,” Princess Leia said. “It’s a village tradition.”
      

      
        “We’ll think about it,” I nodded, patting the envelope in my hand.
      

      
        “No,” Little Red took a step inside the doorway so I couldn’t close it. “You 
        have
         to come. It’s a Darkford tradition. If you don’t then the village will be offended, you see.”
      

      
        “I’m Grace, by the way,” Princess Leia introduced herself. “And this is Gemma. We live in the village. We’re sisters.”
      

      
        They didn’t look much like sisters. They were both dark-haired but whereas Gemma was tall and chubby, Grace was much narrower and shorter.
      

      
        “ Really, you need to come tomorrow. You’re new here and it’s a good way of getting to meet everyone.” Grace continued. “You moved in last week, didn’t you?”
      

      
        “Yes,” Tracy moved alongside me, taking the envelope and opening it. As she looked at the invitation within, she turned to me. “We should go. As the girls say, it’s a good way of introducing ourselves to our neighbours.”
      

      
        Out here in the small village of Darkford, neighbours meant a totally different thing to what it did in the city we’d just moved from. There we’d lived on a cul-de-sac with thirty or so houses. Here, the nearest house to us was half a mile away. The small village consisted of a very small market square with a few shops, houses dotted around those and the imperious Manor House which overlooked the village, which in itself was surrounded by woodlands, only connected to the nearest city by a twenty-mile long single lane road.
      

      
        “Excellent,” Grace smiled, bouncing on the balls of her feet like an excited child. The two girls looked fully grown - in their early twenties - if the curvy shapes of their bodies beneath their costumes were anything to go by, at least.
      

      
        “You have a choice of three costumes,” Gemma pointed at the card that Tracy was reading, “You can come as Little Red Riding Hood and the Big Bad Wolf, Darth Vader and Princess Leia, or the Devil and the Witch.”
      

      
        “It says I have to call Mr Lewis,” Tracy said as she read.
      

      
        “Yes, Mr Lewis is the tailor in the village,” Grace explained. “He has dozens of costumes in every size. If you call him tonight and tell him your choices and sizes, he’ll personally drop you the costumes over tomorrow morning.”
      

      
        “How very convenient,” I commented. I really didn’t want to go to some stupid Hallowe’en party. This was our first weekend since the move. We’d spent all week decorating and I’d planned to put my feet up and have a well-deserved relaxing weekend of doing nothing.
      

      
        “Let’s go,” Tracy put her hand on my arm, reading my irritated mood. Her large dark eyes watched me as I slowly relented. “You might even enjoy it. It’s been a long time since we did anything for Hallowe’en.”
      

      
        She was right. It wasn’t my favourite day of the year. Not for any particular reason. I just wasn’t into dressing up and I didn’t believe in ghosts or any of that nonsense. “Okay. Fine. Whatever.”
      

      
        “Brilliant.” Grace stepped back, seemingly pleased that they’d convinced us to go. “I’ll tell our father you’re coming. He’s been looking forward to meeting you. You’ll like him. And Lord and Lady Darkford too. They’re terribly nice.”
      

      
        “Who is your father?” I asked the girls as they turned to leave. “Is he somebody we should know?”
      

      
        “He’s the local policeman,” Gemma smiled. “See you tomorrow. Don’t forget to call Mr Lewis.”
      

      
        I closed the door and rolled my eyes. “Wonderful. I wanted this weekend to be our chill-out time. We’ve worked so hard all week getting the house right.”
      

      
        “I know we have,” Tracy replied, pushing a strand of her dark hair out of her eyes. “It’ll be fun getting dressed up though. I’m quite looking forward to it. I want to go as a witch. I don’t fancy either of the costumes they were wearing. Too fussy.”
      

      
        “So I have to be the devil.” I rolled my eyes even harder, if that was at all possible. “Fine. Shall I ring this Lewis guy, or do you want to?”
      

      
        “You do it,” Tracy replied as we went back to watching TV in the front room, which we’d been doing before the intrusion. “You know I hate doing things like that.”
      

      
        “So you’re fine with going to a party dressed as a witch with dozens of people you don’t know, but you can’t make a simple phone call?”
      

      
        “Quit moaning,” she giggled at me and I humphed one more time but picked up the phone. I could never deny Tracy anything. She was gorgeous. Dark, sultry looks. A beautiful, slim but curvy body. But it was her personality that had captured me. Her infectious giggle. Her playful nature and her zany sense of humour. She was also one of the most patient and tolerant people I’d ever met. Which helped when it came to dealing with dour and grumpy old me.
      

      
        “Is that Mr Lewis?” I asked when the call connected.
      

      
        “Rafael Lewis speaking,” the posh male voice replied.
      

      
        “Hello. This is Nick Ash here. I don’t know if you were expecting a call from me or not. My wife, Tracy and I have just moved into the village and we’ve received an invite to the Hallowe’en Party tomorrow night at the Manor.”
      

      
        “Ah, yes,” Rafael’s light voice answered, “Of course. Am I to assume that you’ll be attending and that you’re calling me with your choice of fancy dress?”
      

      
        “That’s right. We’d like to come as the devil and the witch if that’s okay?”
      

      
        “Certainly.” Rafael paused for a moment. “Sorry. I was just getting my pencil. Please tell me what sizes you would like. Small, medium or large.”
      

      
        “Medium for me,” I replied. I was of average height and weight but Tracy was short and petite, apart from her medium-sized bust and generous behind. “Small for my wife, please.”
      

      
        “And are you the devil or the witch?” Rafael laughed. “Forgive me. Just a little joke.”
      

      
        I forced a laugh back. “Yes, I’m the devil. Not literally, of course.”
      

      
        “I should hope not,” Mr Lewis replied. “Although that would make for a very interesting party. Very well. I shall deliver the costumes to you tomorrow morning. You’ve moved into the old library, haven’t you?”
      

      
        “Yes.” The house had been a library once, many years ago. Some of the old bookshelves were still here, although it had long since been renovated into a house before we’d moved in. “I’ll see you then.”
      

      
        “I hope they have some alcohol there,” Tracy said after I’d hung up. “A good drink would be nice. A ‘let our hair down’ sort of thing.”
      

      
        “We certainly deserve it,” I agreed. “I’m sure if it’s being held at the Manor House that they’ll have some good quality wine at least.”
      

      
        One thing we’d realised after we moved here was that there wasn’t a pub or even an off-license in the village where you could buy alcohol. The nearest was in the closest big town, half an hour away. There was a grocery shop and a small post office that sold all the essentials between them but no other shops in the village itself. But that was the reason we’d moved here. I’d gone from working in an office to being a writer and Tracy was a graphic designer who did all her work from home, so moving away from the noisy hubbub of the city to the almost seclusion and quiet of a country village appealed to us both. I wanted some freedom and inspiration. Tracy wanted more space and a family - and bringing up children in the country appealed to her more than raising them in the smoky polluted air of the city.
      

      
        “Next week, we’ll have a drive into town,” Tracy said. “We’ll stock up on beer and wine and everything else. We have to get used to doing things like this if we’re going to embrace rural life.”
      

      
        She was right. The quicker we learned the differences between being based in an urban sprawl and living in the sticks, the better.
      

      
        “I guess going to this party will help with that too,” I conceded. “Getting to know all the locals, especially the local policeman, can’t be a bad thing.”
      

      
        “As long as it’s not his daughters you want to get to know,” Tracy cocked an eyebrow at me.
      

      
        “No,” I chuckled. “I’m being serious. It’s the village mentality, isn’t it? Everybody knows everybody in places like this. You can’t live anonymously like you can in a city. You can’t be ‘just another face’ in a village. That’s what my mum and dad said anyway.”
      

      
        My mother and father had come from a small village not too unlike Darkford but at the other end of the country, up north, whereas we’d decided to move south to avoid the problems of bad weather. My dad told me stories of winters when he was a child where they’d been cut off for months by snowfall and how they’d always do a big shop during harvest season to stock up their larders every year to prepare for such a thing happening. Darkford got the occasional snowstorm during the worst winters but it was rare for the village to ever be entirely cut off from civilisation.
      

      
        When we got in bed that night, Tracy snuggled up close to me. The October evenings had begun to turn cold and while the house had a modern central-heating system recently installed, it still had the chill of a country cottage sometimes.
      

      
        “So, Mr Devil,” Tracy cooed in my ear. “I was wondering if your tail had an arrow tip like it does in the stories.”
      

      
        “Would you like me to show you?” I played along, pulling down the thick quilt covering us. “I will, but only if you show me your witch’s pussy.”
      

      
        “Are you referring to my black cat?” Tracy raised an eyebrow. 
      

      
        “I couldn’t think of any other sexual innuendo linked to witches,” I apologised.
      

      
        “Well, let me check your tail and I’ll think about it.” Tracy waited with a half-smile on her face. She was beautiful. Every day I wondered how the hell I’d managed to get her to marry me. But I had and not a day went past without me feeling blessed to be so lucky. Her almost-black hair was down, resting on her petite shoulders and framing her heart-shaped face, dominated by those big dark-brown eyes. She was wearing a flannelette nightshirt but I could see her the shape of her erect nipples poking through as I tugged down my shorts to reveal my semi-hard dick.
      

      
        “No arrowhead tip,” I pointed out. “Just the standard purple bell-
        end
         here.”
      

      
        Tracy laughed out loud. “Okay. A deal is a deal.” With that, she lifted the nightshirt and parted her thighs so that I could see her totally shaved pussy between them.
      

      
        “That’s a nice witch’s cat.” I tried out the innuendo again but it still wasn’t funny.
      

      
        “I think I’d like to ride on my broomstick now, if that’s okay with you?” Tracy outdid my jokes every time. She was much wittier than me.
      

      
        “If you insist,” I sighed and she giggled and mounted me, lifting the nightshirt all the way over her head as she did so, revealing her pert medium-sized breasts. Her dark nipples were pricked by the cold air of the bedroom and I couldn’t help but cup her tits in my hands as she switched off the bedside light and began to ride me.
      

      
        We’d been married for four years, together for ten, meeting in university originally before settling down after we’d both finished our courses. Tracy hadn’t looked at me twice the first time I saw her but I’d been enraptured and did everything I could for weeks and weeks to get her to come on a date with me. She kept refusing, saying I wasn’t her type and that she liked me ‘as a friend’ far too much to go on a ‘proper date’ but eventually my persistence paid off. She reluctantly agreed to accompany me to the cinema, then a dinner date and finally after a drunken pub crawl with a group of mutual friends, I managed to kiss her and to my delight, she reciprocated.
      

      
        Even after that first kiss, months after we’d first met and I’d first asked her out, it still took me two more months before I eventually managed to take it further by getting her into bed. We’d kissed and our hands had roamed some, and that was the first time I’d ever seen a girl naked. She shyly confessed to not having much experience either. She’d dated three other guys but only gone ‘all the way’ with two of them, so I was only her third lover. She was my first, but I didn’t tell her that. I thought it would make me seem naive and less manly, so I lied, telling her that I’d been with two others before her as well.
      

      
        We’d never looked back from that point, back in our early twenties and now, ten years later, we’d made a life together and moved here to Darkford, to put down roots and take our careers and our lives to the next level by maybe starting a family.
      

      
        After we’d finished making love, I lay in bed for a little while, reflecting further while listening to Tracy’s gentle breathing next to me as she fell asleep. I was so in love and I felt it back from Tracy too - she made me the happiest man on Earth. She was perfect. Supportive, loving, caring and loyal.
      

      
        Nothing would ever come between us. Would it?
      

      
        
      

      

      
        
      

      
        Chapter 2
      

      
        
      

      
        “Good morning,” said Rafael Lewis in his light voice when I opened the door to him the following day. “May I come in for a moment?”
      

      
        I stepped to one side, allowing him to walk past me into the small hallway of our new house. He was a larger man than I’d expected from his voice, at least six feet tall and while he wasn’t broad, he had a ‘largeness’ about him that was hard to explain.
      

      
        “Can I get you a drink or anything?” I asked as he placed down a large brown paper bag.
      

      
        “A cup of tea would be most welcome.” Rafael smiled, adjusting his precisely-styled silver hair. I estimated him to be in his fifties. A handsome man, who I was sure had enjoyed the company of many 
        a woman
         in his youth. “I have your costumes for you, if you and your wife would care to quickly try them on for me before I leave. It wouldn’t do for them not to fit and then for you to not be able to attend the ball tonight.”
      

      
        “No problems, I guess.” I called upstairs for Tracy to come down and meet Mr Lewis and just as I’d finished making a cup of tea for the village tailor, she appeared, wearing her green hoodie top and sweatpants; her favourite things to lounge around the house in.
      

      
        “Hello,” she said to our grey-haired guest as I passed him the hot cup of tea.
      

      
        “Enchanted to meet you,” he replied, taking her hand gracefully and planting a gentle kiss upon the back of it. “I was just telling your husband that I’d like you to try on the costumes I’ve brought - just in case they need adjusting at all.”
      

      
        Tracy glanced at me. I shrugged so she nodded. “Okay.”
      

      
        “Excellent.” Rafael dipped a graceful hand into his bag and produced two flat boxes. Upon reading the labels, he passed one to me and one to Tracy. “I shall wait here for you, shall I?”
      

      
        We took the boxes upstairs and opened them on the bed to discover two impressive and very well-made costumes inside. Mine was a burgundy-coloured dress suit with a blood-red cape and a full-head devil mask, complete with short black horns. Tracy’s package was much more revealing. It was a witch’s costume complete with a pointy oversized black hat, but the rest of it wasn’t your traditional witch outfit. The top was a sexy tan-coloured corset and the skirt was a short, frilly tutu, obviously designed to show off the fishnet stockings that came with it.
      

      
        “Wow,” I said as she donned the costume, pulling the fishnets up around her thighs and then placing the hat on her head at a comically jaunty angle.
      

      
        She stuck her tongue out at me and did a twirl. She looked sexy and later, when she was wearing the corset without the bra she’d left on underneath it, she’d look even hotter.
      

      
        “You’ll certainly make a good impression on the men of the village wearing that,” I laughed as I finished putting my own costume on, pulling the mask down over my head.
      

      
        “It’s got a voice changer,” Tracy noted. “You sound creepy.”
      

      
        “Do I?” I said, listening to myself and realising she was right. There must be a voice changer built into the mask that I hadn’t noticed because my voice was distorted, sounding much deeper.
      

      
        We returned downstairs to find Mr Lewis casually looking out of the kitchen window while sipping his tea. 
      

      
        “You both look wonderful,” he said, looking Tracy up and down appreciatively while barely giving me a second glance. I couldn’t blame him. “Are you happy with the fit?”
      

      
        “Yes, we’ll be fine,” Tracy replied.
      

      
        “Good. I have some props for you - a pitchfork and a broom, to complete the costumes. I’ll get them from my car and then I’ll take my leave.” Rafael drifted past us, giving Tracy another casual up-and-down look before walking outside to his car and then returning with the two props he’s mentioned; a plastic silver pitchfork for me and a real wooden broom for Tracy.
      

      
        “Do we owe you any money for the rental of these?” I asked him. “No one has mentioned anything about…”
      

      
        “No. It’s all paid for by Lord Darkford.” Rafael touched Tracy’s shoulder, indicating the black bra straps. “You would look much better without a bra, if I may say so. The top has plenty of support. Right, I have to go but it has been a pleasure to meet you both and I look forward to seeing you tonight.”
      

      
        “Do we need to bring anything with us?” Tracy asked as he stepped back outside.
      

      
        “Just yourselves,” Rafael smiled, the smile reaching his eyes for the first time since he’d arrived. “Be at the Manor for seven o’clock. No later. Lord and Lady Darkford are very particular about time-keeping. Everyone in the village will be there. You’ll have a good time, I’m certain of it.”
      

      
        “Okay then,” I said, taking the mask off and looking at Tracy as Rafael got in his car and drove away. “What a strange fellow.”
      

      
        “Yes. Charming but strange,” she agreed then grinned at me. “You look so sexy in that devil outfit. I’ve never had sex with a man in a cape before. Do you fancy going to bed for an hour?”
      

      
        “I don’t think Mr Lewis would be very impressed with us returning his costumes splashed in semen,” I chuckled.
      

      
        “Probably not,” Tracy sighed comically, taking off her hat as we walked back in. “I suppose we’ll have to just get naked then.”
      

      
        “If you insist,” I raised an eyebrow and followed her upstairs.
      

      
        A couple of hours and one very satisfying early-afternoon fuck later, we dragged ourselves out of bed, had something to eat and then chilled out for an hour or two before getting ready for the party. Tracy fished her sexiest black high heels out of the wardrobe, left her bra off as Rafael had suggested and completed her super-sexy witch look by straightening her long dark hair and applying her sultriest smoky makeup.
      

      
        “You look amazing,” I commented as we drove to Darkford Hall.
      

      
        “Thank you. I’m so cold though. I don’t know who thought wearing fishnets at the end of October was a good idea.”
      

      
        I looked down at her long, shapely legs in the car. I’d never seen her wear stockings before, never mind fishnets and I felt my cock twitch at the sight. I was also aware that there was only a choice of three costumes for everyone in the village, so perhaps there’d be some other attractive ladies wearing the same costume at the party. That was something to look forward to.
      

      
        Darkford was a very pretty place to live, one of the reasons we’d chosen it. The village was in a valley, referred to as Darkford Dale, mostly surrounded by dense woodland. 
        Darkford
         Manor overlooked the village from its imperious position, precariously built on the edge of a bluff atop the tall hill that the locals called Darkford Tor. As we approached the house via the winding road that zigzagged up the hill, I couldn’t help but compare the building to something from a horror movie, very apt on this evening: Hallowe’en night.
      

      
        The sky had turned dark now and a full moon hung over the car park outside the Hall, illuminating the grounds in its eerie blue glow as we got out of the car. Warmer yellow light from tall lamps guided us as we made our way up the path towards the grandiose front doors.
      

      
        “I’m really nervous,” Tracy took my hand, the one that wasn’t holding my plastic pitchfork, and I gave it a reassuring squeeze.
      

      
        The tall red wooden doors were open and we proceeded through and up a set of stairs which were decorated at either side with candle-lit jack o’ lanterns, giving the place a fun Hallowe’en vibe. Music drifted from another set of doors at the far side of a stone-cobbled courtyard which we crossed until we were met by a strikingly tall blonde lady dressed like a fairytale princess, complete with over-long sleeves spilling with lace and a conical silk hat with a veil which she pulled to one side.
      

      
        “Good evening,” she smiled and I felt my jaw drop at how stunningly beautiful she was. Pale blue eyes, perfect bone structure and full lips, the woman smiled at me, perhaps noticing how taken I was with her. “I am Lady Darkford but you may call me June. You must be Nick and Tracy Ash.”
      

      
        “Yes. Hello. It’s nice to meet you.” I replied, my eyes drifting down to the full, creamy cleavage bursting from the top of her low-cut, ice-blue dress.
      

      
        “Thank you for attending.” Lady Darkford led us through another set of doors towards a large marble-floored room. “Lord Darkford will be delighted that you’re here.”
      

      
        As we stepped into the large room where dozens of other guests were milling around, I stopped to gaze around me in wonder. The room was immense, a high ceiling painted with some sort of renaissance fresco, held up by tall white pillars. A temporary bar of sorts was erected in one corner with some of the guests in their various costumes having drinks nearby and a DJ was in the other corner, his coloured lights dancing on a section of the room dedicated as a dance floor.
      

      
        “Wow,” I found myself saying. “Your home is beautiful.”
      

      
        “Thank you,” Lady Darkford said. “Please follow me. I must introduce you to the council.”
      

      
        As she walked away, Tracy elbowed me in the ribs. “Put your tongue away, Nick.”
      

      
        I realised my eyes were on Lady Darkford’s curvy ass as we followed her and I apologised. Tracy had probably noticed me appreciating the Lady’s cleavage too.
      

      
        “I was only looking.” I frowned at her. “She’s old enough to be my mother.”
      

      
        We stopped by an unusual art-deco style pedestal near the centre of the room. Atop it was a large glass bowl filled with a reddish-orange liquid and next to that were several golden goblets, two of which she picked up and filled from the bowl using the ladle provided.
      

      
        “
        Darkford
         Punch,” June Darkford said as she passed a goblet to both me and Tracy. “Enjoy. Refill your goblets as much as you like.”
      

      
        I tasted the punch and then looked at Tracy as she did the same.
      

      
        “Oh, it’s delicious,” her eyes widened and I agreed. It 
        was 
        delicious, a mixture of fruity freshness and an almost flowery aroma with a strong, undeniably alcoholic undertone.
      

      
        I had another drink of the punch as the Lady led us finally to a group of people seated in the darker corner of the room. “Tracy and Nick Ash, this is the council of Darkford.”
      

      
        We were introduced to the five men and one woman individually, each one of them rising from their chairs to shake my hand and kiss Tracy’s just like Mr Lewis had done.
      

      
        Rafael himself was the first, smiling at us as he did so, then next was Brian Black, the local policeman. Brian was tall, even taller than the tailor, with jet-black hair and a fierce beard.
      

      
        “We met your daughters yesterday,” I said as he shook my hand, almost crushing my fingers with his grip. PC Black didn’t reply, he just smiled and politely nodded his head before going back to his seat.
      

      
        “I am Gordon Allen,” the next gentleman introduced himself. “I run the grocery store in the village.” Gordon was much shorter than the last two, balding on top and with a wizened face but his bright green eyes twinkled as he took in Tracy’s cleavage while kissing the back of her hand.
      

      
        “Nice to meet you,” the solitary female member of the council said in a soft feminine voice. “Isobel Allen, Gordon’s wife and the headmistress of Darkford School.” Isobel was extremely short but very pretty with auburn hair and dark eyes. A good twenty years younger than her husband, she was dressed as a witch too but her costume was much more demure and modest than Tracy’s for some reason.
      

      
        Next up was Vincent Godfrey, the village postman, a young and nervous fellow with short honey-coloured hair and finally Richard Van Dyk, a statuesque, athletic man with a shaved head.
      

      
        “I am the groundskeeper of Darkford Manor,” he explained as he too almost broke my hand with a too-firm handshake. “I also look after the roads, parks and gardens in the village. If you ever need any help with the garden around the old library, you have but to ask.”
      

      
        “I’m very pleased you chose the witch outfit,” Gordon said once the council had all seated themselves once more. “It’s very becoming of you, if you don’t mind me saying so.”
      

      
        For some reason, that comment drew agreement from Richard and I noted that he and Gordon were dressed as devils, like myself, albeit none of us had our masks on at present. The other three men, however, seemed disappointed, why I had no idea. Brian was wearing a Darth Vader suit - no helmet again - while Rafael and Vincent were both dressed in Big Bad Wolf costumes.
      

      
        “Lord Darkford and I have our own costumes, if you were wondering why we’re different to everyone else,” Lady Darkford said. “In fact, I shall take you to meet my husband now, if you’d like to step this way.”
      

      
        “We’ll see you soon,” PC Brian Black said to us as we left the council behind. “It will be nice to get to know you better.” That raised a quiet laugh from the rest of the group for some reason.
      

      
        “This is all very strange,” I commented quietly to Tracy as we followed June up a winding staircase that led up to a second-story corridor.
      

      
        “I told you,” my wife replied, “Village mentality is different from living in a city.”
      

      
        “This is Lord Darkford’s study,” Lady Darkford announced as we stopped at the end of the corridor. “You may go in. He’s waiting for you. I must leave you with him for a while to attend to our guests downstairs but I’ll look forward to getting better acquainted later. Please excuse me.”
      

      
        Tracy and I shared another look as if to say ‘how odd’ before I knocked on the oak door.
      

      
        “Come in,” boomed a deep voice from the other side, so I pushed the door open and stepped inside.
      

      
        Lord Darkford’s study was smaller than I’d expected but very lavish, with dark wood-panelled walls and a glittering candelabra that hung low enough to bump your head on.
      

      
        “Welcome to Darkford,” said the Lord, taking his booted feet off the desk and standing up to shake our hands. “I am Lord Darkford but you can call me Sir.”
      

      
        “Hello, Sir,” I said, hesitating as the Lord laughed at his own joke.
      

      
        “I was joking. My name is Christopher. You are Nick and Tracy, correct?”
      

      
        “That’s us,” replied Tracy. “It’s an honour to meet you.” I turned to see her looking at the Lord with the same expression that she wore whenever a hot actor came on to the TV at home. I could see why. Lord Darkford wasn’t as tall as the tailor or the giant policeman or as athletic as the gardener, but he was still taller than me and had a certain presence about him. His long dark hair was swept back from his handsome face with its aquiline nose but strong jawline. Dark brows hovered above piercing eyes that were so blue they almost glowed. He was wearing a black Victorian outfit with a red-lined black cape and white lace spilled from the neckline. He was Dracula - and he looked very much like how I imagined the gothic vampire count to look from the books and films.
      

      
        “The honour is all mine,” Lord Darkford took Tracy’s hand and kissed it, as many of the other guests downstairs already had but his lips hovered there a moment longer than anyone else’s and Tracy didn’t object at all. “I am so glad you made it to my Hallowe’en Ball. I hope you’re enjoying yourselves so far.”
      

      
        “We haven’t been here very long,” I replied. “We were just introduced to the council downstairs and then your lovely wife brought us to meet you.”
      

      
        The lord told us to take a seat while he did the same, back behind his desk. Tracy and I sat down in the black leather seats facing him. “Would you like more punch?” he asked.
      

      
        I noticed another bowl of the orange drink beside the desk and I passed over my empty goblet as Tracy did the same.
      

      
        “Thank you,” I said as I took a sip of my refilled drink and right then the light in the room seemed to change. Whether it was my imagination or not, I couldn’t tell, but the candles on the wall seemed to shimmer and a heavy atmosphere settled over us.
      

      
        “Well, the party will be starting properly very soon.” The Lord leaned over his desk towards us. “But first, let me tell you a story.”
      

      
        “A story?” Tracy said, her eyes still transfixed on the handsome lord.
      

      
        “Yes. More a legend than a story. The legend of Darkford.”
      

      

      
        
      

      
        Chapter 3
      

      
        
      

      
        “Three hundred years ago, a young man called Henry came to Darkford to seek out the infamous Darkford witch, a hag that haunted the caves below 
        Darkford
         Tor.
      

      
        When he found her, a wizened crone that lived with only a black cat for company, he implored her to help him with a physical affliction that was causing him great distress.
      

      
        The ancient hag agreed, attracted to young Henry, but only on the condition that he make love to her under the light of the new moon. Henry was repulsed by the idea but his affliction was so troubling that he found it within himself and did the deed with the witch that very night.
      

      
        The witch cast the spell as promised, and when the lad woke the following day, he was rejuvenated, his affliction reversed and he left the Tor of Darkford a happy man. The witch too was happy, for although young Henry was not aware of it, he had planted a baby in the witch’s womb.
      

      
        That baby grew up to a pleasant-looking young man, much like the unknowing Henry, but it made the witch sad that the boy had the same physical affliction that bothered his father. So, she cast the spell again, making her son, who she had named Thomas Darkford after the place he was conceived, even more handsome, whole and free of that which so troubled Henry.
      

      
        When he was of age, Thomas left the cave of Darkford Tor and travelled the world, seeing and doing many things and when he returned, he did so as a wealthy young man, building a home atop the hill and naming himself Lord of Darkford as a small village began to grow in the valley that lay in the shadow of the house.
      

      
        Alas, one virtue that Thomas had not learned on his adventures was that of gratitude. He was adored by the people of his village but one person did not share their unending admiration, Thomas’s mother, the Witch of Dartford as the locals had named her. The witch was only trying to bring Thomas down to earth and make him into a better man, for Lord Darkford was often arrogant and indulged in his wealth and self-adoration too much than was good and proper.
      

      
        The witch was belittled by many for being so old and ugly and the Lord resented her for often criticizing him, even though it was for his own good and never once did he show her any gratitude for her curing him of the terrible affliction he suffered during his youth.
      

      
        So, when the hag’s days in this world came to an end and Thomas showed no remorse at her illness, with her dying breath, she cursed him and the village of Darkford forever.
      

      
        
      

      
        “So in love with yourself are ye,
      

      
        That this dying curse I put on thee.
      

      
        Once a year, on this day or night,
      

      
        Must ye find a girl and claim Lord’s right.
      

      
        The newest bride this girl must be,
      

      
        And she and her groom must 
        on this agree
        .
      

      
        If there is no union of Lord and lass,
      

      
        Then your life shall end before the year will pass.
      

      
        And all men of Darkford shall suffer the pain,
      

      
        Of the affliction that caused your father shame.”
      

      
        
      

      
        The Lord buried his mother in the cave below 
        Darkford
         Manor and he blocked the entrance, hoping to seal away the curse but the following year on the exact day of her death, he had a terrible dream and somehow knew that if he did not do as his mother told him, then he would surely die.
      

      
        So, that night, he claimed the Lord’s Right, an ancient law rarely invoked - the right of the Lord to lay with the newest bride in his village. He chose a young couple, a shoemaker and his wife and he told them of the curse and of his fears and the shoemaker, faced with a heartbreaking decision, relented because of the love that he had for his Lord and allowed Thomas Darkford to sleep with his wife. Thomas woke the next day and all was well and he knew he had defeated the curse.
      

      
        But he must do this year after year and this troubled him.
      

      
        Many years on, Thomas was growing weary of the ritual. His annual lovemaking had bestowed several bastards on him as it seemed the curing of his and his father’s physical affliction had made him particularly potent. That year, on the night of his mother’s death, he resisted temptation. He stayed home and did not pursue any of that year’s brides.
      

      
        At first, nothing seemed to have changed. He woke the next morning as he always did, feeling encouraged that he had somehow broken the spell. But when he walked down into the village, the awful truth presented itself to him. The shoemaker - the first husband he had cuckolded - approached and asked why he had brought the curse down onto him. When the Lord doubted him, the shoemaker showed him his affliction that had happened during the night and many of the other male villagers appeared in the town square, angry at their Lord, for it had also happened to them.
      

      
        That evening, the angry villagers stormed the Manor, dragged the Lord from his home and they threw him into the cave next to his mother’s rotten corpse, sealing it up once more while ignoring Thomas’s screams.
      

      
        It took Thomas Darkford a week to die in that cave. His eldest bastard son, James Darkford listened at the wall that blocked up the cave entrance every day until Thomas’s pleading, begging voice could be heard no more.
      

      
        For some reason, James was the only man in the village not affected by the affliction, instead retaining his father’s physical prowess. Why no one really knows but he became the new Lord of 
        Darkford
         and from that year on, he ensured that the tradition continued, to not only protect himself but every man that resides in the village below the house.
      

      
        Those traditions still happen today although they have changed considerably. There is no such thing as Lord’s Right. That antiquated law was abolished that same century but we still hold a traditional festival every year to celebrate the house, the lord and lady and the wonderful village of Darkford.
      

      
        It is said that the spirits of the various Lords inhabit this house and some even say that the ghosts of the witch and her son are to be seen not only in the house but roaming the village, ensuring that the villagers observe traditions in the old ways, but of course, this is all just legend. The legend of Darkford.”
      

      
        
      

      
        The tale finished, the Lord of Darkford poured himself a drink, a brandy from an expensive-looking decanter. “So if you see any ghosts tonight, on Hallowe’en, it will likely be one of the Lords of Darkford, my ancestors.”
      

      
        “There’s no such thing as ghosts,” I laughed, “But that is a fantastic story, I must admit.”
      

      
        “What was the physical affliction that Henry and Thomas suffered from?” asked Tracy, supping her punch.
      

      
        “Who knows?” Christopher Darkford shrugged his shoulders. “Let’s hope we never find out, eh? Your husband is classed as a man of 
        Darkford
         now.”
      

      
        “Who are the men in the paintings?” I asked, noticing several oils paintings lining the wall behind the Lord’s desk.
      

      
        “They are the previous Lords of Darkford,” Christopher replied. “My father, my grandfather and my great-grandfather. When you go back downstairs, look above the fireplace in the ballroom. The large painting there is of Thomas Darkford, first Lord of Darkford himself.”
      

      
        “We’ll definitely have to look out for that,” Tracy smiled and fluttered her eyelashes at the Lord, making me roll my eyes in despair. She was making her attraction so obvious.
      

      
        “Nick,” the Dracula-clad Lord raised his brandy glass, “You seem a lovely couple. I apologise if I seem rather taken with your lovely wife, but it is a long time since such a beautiful young lady moved to our village. I am growing old and find it difficult to resist looking at such beauty these days. To apologise, may I suggest a toast to you both?”
      

      
        I was taken aback by his honesty and his apology, so I raised my goblet and Tracy joined me as we all knocked our goblets and glasses together.
      

      
        “To 
        Darkford
        ,” I said, taking a large gulp of the delicious punch.
      

      
        “To us,” said Tracy.
      

      
        “To you both and may your life in Dartford be long and fruitful,” said the Lord in his deepest voice. His words seemed to echo around the small study for a moment while we all drank and then Christopher stood and looked at a grandfather clock which was ticking loudly in the farthest corner of the room.
      

      
        “It is time,” he said, walking to the door where we’d entered. “If you want to follow me, it is almost time for the games.”
      

      
        “Games?” Tracy said as we followed him out of the door and down the corridor towards the spiral staircase that led down into the ballroom.
      

      
        “It is Hallowe’en,” pointed out Lord Darkford. “The games are a part of our tradition and integral to the ball itself. We play three games then an event called ‘the Loosening’ and finally, the Main Ritual.”
      

      
        “How exciting,” Tracy smiled at me but then we all paused at the top of the spiral staircase as Christopher stopped for a moment and turned to us.
      

      
        “I should mention that because you are the newest members of our community, you will find yourself at the centre of the games and you will be expected to participate fully,” he said in a slightly ominous tone.
      

      
        “I like games,” Tracy reassured him.
      

      
        “That is fortuitous,” Christopher smiled. “Because if you don’t, the spirits of the witch and of Thomas and the other former lords might well possess you and make you play anyway.”
      

      
        He paused dramatically for effect, then twirled his vampire cape around him as he descended the stairs, laughing as he went.
      

      
        “I’m loving every moment of this,” Tracy beamed at me as we followed him down.
      

      
        However, I wasn’t. I had sensed something was wrong here. I didn’t know quite what it was yet.
      

      
        But I was about to find out.
      

      

      
        
      

      
        Chapter 4
      

      
        
      

      
        “Welcome to the annual 
        Darkford
         
        Hallowe’en
         Ball,” June Darkford’s voice echoed around the ballroom, bringing everyone to attention. “The games will be starting in just a moment.”
      

      
        Lord Darkford had brought us back down just in time as the party started properly. Everyone in the room was now wearing their costumes properly, masks donned and broomsticks, pitchforks and lightsaber props were being waved around as they danced on the now-busy dancefloor.
      

      
        We refilled our goblets with the punch and joined the revellers on the dancefloor, having fun while dancing to ‘Thriller’ and then ‘Monster Mash’, typical Hallowe’en party music, before Lady Darkford’s voice rang out again.
      

      
        “Can we lower the lights and prepare for the first game please,” she said and in response, the disco lights blinked off and the room was cast into almost-darkness before a spotlight flickered into life, with Lady Darkford as its subject.
      

      
        Tracy pulled me by the arm from the dancefloor towards the small raised stage that Lady Darkford was standing on near the middle of the room. “This is so wonderful,” she whispered into my ear. “Isn’t it adorable that this small village has this sort of community party?”
      

      
        “I guess,” I replied, admiring the Lady again. The strong white light of the spotlight had turned the pale blue silk of her dress semi-transparent, exposing not only the vague outline of her small white panties but also that she wasn’t wearing a bra. Her spectacularly large breasts were even more on show than they had been before and the outlines of her dark nipples were very slightly visible through the thin fabric.
      

      
        “First of all, can everyone welcome our newest residents... “Lady Darkford protected her eyes from the light with one hand while scanning the crowd. “Where are you? Nicholas and Tracy Ash.”
      

      
        “We’re here,” Tracy called out, waving a hand.
      

      
        “Come to the front, please,” June Darkford replied over the microphone she was holding in one hand while still shading her eyes with the other. “Let everyone see you.”
      

      
        Tracy took me by the elbow and guided me towards the front of the crowd. As we weaved through, I noted that there weren’t any children here tonight. It was all adults. I also realised how light-headed I felt. That punch was strong. I wondered what exactly was in it.
      

      
        “There they are,” June pointed to us with a smile as another small spotlight shone down onto us. “As you can see. The costumes they chose were the witch and the devil.”
      

      
        Some people in the crowd cheered. Others grumbled in disappointment again, as some of the council had done. June explained why.
      

      
        “This means that I need all the other devils who are in a couple to choose a ticket from the box to see who is going to be playing in our first game. Witches, make sure you don’t lose your devil - they all look the same, remember. I’m sorry to all the Darth Vaders, Princess Leias, Big Bad Wolves and Little Reds but you’ll have to sit out the first game, I’m afraid.”
      

      
        One of the Darth Vaders emerged from behind Lady Darkford with an ancient-looking wooden box and then all the devils in the room began to walk over, reach into the box and pull a ticket out.
      

      
        “Go on,” Tracy pushed me forward but as I stepped close, Lady Darkford stopped me.
      

      
        “You and Tracy are automatically in the game,” she called out. “Tracy, do you want to join your husband in front of the stage? Everyone else, whoever has the red tickets, you’re in the game. Everyone else, you’re out for now, I’m afraid.”
      

      
        Again, there was a collective groan from those that were out and the illuminated space in front of Lady 
        Darkford
         emptied until there were just Tracy and I and four other devils, with their accompanying witches by their sides.
      

      
        As I looked around at the people next to us, my vision spun and I felt a little dizzy. The punch had gone right to my head. I glanced at Tracy who had a spaced-out smile on her face and wondered if she was also feeling the effects of the alcohol or whatever it was.
      

      
        “Nick and Tracy,” Lady Darkford spoke directly to us. “The rules of this game might surprise you. You might be shocked by them but you must understand that if you chose not to participate, you are putting the village at risk and we cannot allow that. If you refuse to play, you will be thrown out of the village… or worse. Our traditions must be upheld. Do you understand?”
      

      
        “What?” I said, the word distorted by the voice changer.
      

      
        Tracy simply turned and whispered in my ear. “It’s fine. It’s all part of the game. It’s Hallowe’en, remember. It’s meant to be scary. Just relax.”
      

      
        Then she nodded towards Lady Darkford. “We understand.”
      

      
        “Do you promise to play in the games?” Lady Darkford continued. “As a willing participant? Both you and your husband.”
      

      
        “Yes, we promise,” Tracy replied and I said the same, even though I still felt uneasy. 
      

      
        I looked around and noticed that the crowd, all of them in the same six fancy dress costumes apart from the Lord and Lady, were now standing around us in a tight circle. It was hard to count with my head feeling so woozy and fuzzy but I reckoned there were at least fifty people surrounding us.
      

      
        “Excellent,” Lady Darkford waved her hands theatrically in the air and the DJ started to play music again although it was some sort of classical piano melody. “Our first game is called ‘Blow Away The Cobwebs’ and it’s a game we’ve played before - just last year if you all remember.”
      

      
        The crowd murmured that they remembered and I noticed my fellow devil participants all looking at each other and nodding too. They seemed pleased but it was hard to gauge with them all wearing masks.
      

      
        “Nick and Tracy, these are the rules for you and for anyone else that is unsure.” As Lady Darkford read out the rules of the game, the circle of people around us parted and the two girls, Gemma and Grace, in their Little Red and Princess Leia costumes again, walked through, dragging a stack of chairs between them, which they set out in a line before disappearing back through the circle, which closed behind them.
      

      
        “The devils will walk around the chairs in a clockwise direction. The witches will walk around them in the opposite direction. When the music stops, the devils must all take a seat.”
      

      
        Ah, so it was a bit like musical chairs. I knew how to play this so far, or so I thought.
      

      
        “The witches must each then choose a devil, trying to choose their partner. They should then take out their penis and perform fellatio on them. The first man to ejaculate - and we must see him ejaculate as proof - should then take his mask off. If the witch has chosen the correct devil, they win the game. If it is the wrong devil, then both that devil and the witch are eliminated. The music then continues until someone wins. Do you understand?”
      

      
        “What the fuck?” I muttered in shock. “This can’t be real.”
      

      
        “Many first-time Darkforders react that way,” Lady Darkford looked at me. “But you and Tracy said you understood and you promised to play the game. If you do not, then the consequences for you and everyone else in the room will be severe.”
      

      
        “This isn’t right,” I put an arm around Tracy’s shoulder and turned to leave but the circle of people around us didn’t budge. “Excuse me,” I said in a firm tone.
      

      
        The crowd still didn’t move.
      

      
        “Let’s play,” Tracy said from my side and I turned to her in disbelief. She leaned in close and whispered through the 
        earholes
         in the mask. “One guy is short. That’s obviously Gordon. Another one is tall and wide. That’s Richard. The other two are like you but all you have to do is scratch your chest when you sit down. That way, I’ll know it’s you and we’ll win. Then we can get out of here.”
      

      
        I wanted to say ‘no’ - that I wasn’t going to let her suck my dick in front of a room full of strangers but for some reason, my head went fuzzy again and I found myself nodding and saying ‘okay.’
      

      
        “Are we good?” Lady Darkford said as we walked back towards the chairs and the other eight contestants.
      

      
        “We’re ready,” Tracy smiled. “Nick is a little nervous. That’s all.”
      

      
        “Then let the game begin,” June signalled and the DJ began to play a new melody, another piece of piano music, but more uptempo than the last.
      

      
        “Go.” Tracy pushed me to join the other devils who were now circling the chairs steadily while she did the same with the other witches in the opposite direction. I tried to keep my eyes on her so she knew it was me and I could see her doing the same but just as the music suddenly stopped and we all sat down, the lights went out at the crucial moment and when they turned back on, Tracy had obviously lost sight of me.
      

      
        “Choose your devils,” Lady Darkford instructed and I scratched my chest, realising that sitting down had equalised our heights, making it hard to identify me from Richard and Gordon. Tracy saw but as she stepped in my direction, Isobel Allen, Gordon’s wife knelt down in front of me, claiming me first and began to undo the zipper on my trousers. I went to stop her but as I did, I saw Tracy kneel down right next to me between another devil’s legs, doing the same as Isobel.
      

      
        My head spun again and the fuzzy, weird feeling swept over me. What was in that punch? Whatever it was, I felt strangely numb and calm as the petite Isobel, with her pretty face and curly auburn hair pulled out my flaccid dick.
      

      
        As her mouth wrapped around the end of my cock I looked to my side in horror to see Tracy pull out my neighbour’s penis. He was semi-erect and she must have been able to tell he wasn’t me because he looked much thicker than what I was. Before I could regain my senses to tell her to stop, her head went down and his cock was in my wife’s mouth.
      

      
        This couldn’t be happening. I watched Tracy suck his dick, her mouth working up and down his shaft which got harder and harder, as did mine because Isobel was really good at sucking cock and then suddenly I saw the witch on the other side of me, a dark-haired woman in her middle years lift her head and call out that she’d made her devil cum. I glanced down and saw his dick - only average-sized unlike the one Tracy was still sucking - white cum oozing from the tip and running down the witch’s hand.
      

      
        “Well done, Patty,” Lady Darkford stepped down from the stage, the spotlight following her. “Let’s unmask the devil and see if you’ve chosen Frank and won the game.”
      

      
        June tugged the mask free but it evidently wasn’t Frank because Patty’s face dropped in disappointment and both she and the devil, who Lady Darkford announced as being called Simon, got up and trooped from the stage.
      

      
        “Four devils left,” Lady Darkford’s voice sang out and the music began playing again. I got up and put my penis away as did the other devils and then I tried to wave at Tracy to catch her eye as we began circling the chairs once more but she didn’t see me. The lights went out again as we sat down, coming back on a moment later and again I scratched my chest, hoping that she’d see but to my frustration, she immediately chose the devil right in front of her and not me.
      

      
        The witch that chose me, an ebony-skinned young lady, tugged my penis free from my zipper and when she saw it her face turned to a mask of disappointment but she began to suck me anyway. I looked across to see Tracy sucking her devil’s cock. 
        His
         looked like mine from what I could see. Part of me wanted her to make her man cum - that meant she’d be out and no longer have to participate in this sick game but the man at the side of me came first, his witch grinning as his cum shot up over the belly of his suit.
      

      
        Again, Lady Darkford unmasked the man. “It’s Richard. Sorry, Helen, you chose the wrong devil.”
      

      
        Richard Van Dyk looked dejected as he and the woman referred to as Helen left the game, leaving only three devils and three witches.
      

      
        The music started up as we put our penises away and walked around the chairs once more. When the lights dropped and came back on, I coughed, trying to alert Tracy to where I was sitting - in the middle chair. But again, she chose the wrong man. The black girl had chosen me again, taking out my dick and wrapping her lips around it - but not before that look of disappointment at choosing the wrong penis again.
      

      
        I looked over at Tracy and saw her do the exact same thing - the penis she was holding was black. She put her mouth over the tip and I closed my eyes so I didn’t have to watch her suck her first-ever black penis. I didn’t need to close my eyes for long because to my surprise and shame, I felt my balls tighten and before I could stop myself, I was shooting my load.
      

      
        The black girl sucking me jerked her head back quickly and my cum splashed onto her chin and chest, then as I was recovering, I felt Lady Darkford tug off my mask.
      

      
        “It’s Nick,” she called out. “Sorry Kelly, you chose the wrong man. And this means we have a winner. Gordon and Isobel are the last couple left in the game and are this year’s first prize winners!”
      

      
        The crowd and contestants alike began clapping, giving a round of applause to Gordon and Isobel who stood up, Gordon taking his mask off while still leaving his short dick sticking out of the front of his dark red trousers.
      

      
        “I’m so sorry,” Tracy said, rushing towards up and wrapping her arms around me. “I really thought I’d be able to pick you out easily.”
      

      
        “You just sucked three dicks in front of me,” I said slowly, trying to take in what had just happened. My head was still strangely foggy.
      

      
        “You let three women suck your dick,” Tracy replied, “And one of them made you cum. So you can’t be angry with me.”
      

      
        Was I angry? I didn’t know what I felt.
      

      
        “Do you feel fuzzy-headed?” I asked Tracy. “I wanted to stop it but I couldn’t. I felt weird.”
      

      
        “Yes,” Tracy nodded, putting a hand to her forehead. “I was thinking the same thing. Do you think they spiked the punch?”
      

      
        “I don’t know,” I replied. “But I’m going to find out.”
      

      
        
      

      

      
        
      

      
        Chapter 5
      

      
        
      

      
        “Don’t go making a scene,” Tracy pulled me back by the arm as I started to walk over to Lady Darkford who was helping Gemma and Grace restack and move the chairs. “It was just a few blow jobs. I’ve sucked other dicks before you and you’ve had plenty of action before we got together, so let’s just pretend it never happened and move on, okay? No harm done.”
      

      
        “You can’t be serious,” I stared at her.
      

      
        “Let’s just try to get through this,” Tracy was holding onto my arm while looking me in the eye. “I know it’s weird but…”
      

      
        “Weird?” I sputtered. “It’s like some sort of sex orgy party. It’s beyond weird. We need to go.”
      

      
        “Well done to Gordon and Isobel,” Lady Darkford’s voice filled the ballroom once more. “They win the first prize of the evening and their bank balance will be ten thousand higher tomorrow morning, so congratulations to them. Remember, our next game’s winner will win double that, so let’s move straight onto it. This year, we’re playing Bobbing For Apples.”
      

      
        “Bobbing for apples,” I repeated slowly in Tracy’s ear. “Well, at least this one is a more traditional 
        Hallowe’en
         game.”
      

      
        “This time, everyone has a chance to play the game,” Lady Darkford continued, “We’ve already put everyone’s name into a raffle and we’ve chosen three ladies and three gentlemen to play.”
      

      
        Brian Black appeared then with his two daughters and this time they were pulling several items over towards the stage; three wooden barrels filled with water, some of which slopped out onto the floor as they positioned them evenly spaced apart in front of Lady Darkford.
      

      
        “Inside each barrel are ten apples,” our hostess explained. “The three chosen ladies will attempt to remove as many apples as they can using only their teeth. Their hands will be tied behind their back so there’s no cheating.”
      

      
        Brian reappeared with what appeared to be a roll of carpet. He placed it down and rolled it out and I saw that it had three horizontal lines across it, maybe two feet apart. He positioned it directly in front of the barrels.
      

      
        “Our three men will stand on the first line and after every ten seconds, they can move to the next line. When a girl secures an apple, the man must move back one line. If a man reaches his girl, he can do with her as he pleases until she secures an apple when he must then move back one line again. The first girl to remove all ten apples wins the game. Are we ready?”
      

      
        “He can do as he pleases with her?” I gasped in Tracy’s ear and she looked at me with a similarly shocked expression as the one I was probably wearing.
      

      
        “Nick, can you come with us, please?” I suddenly felt someone tug at me from behind and turned to see Gemma and Grace standing there. “We have to get you ready for the ritual.”
      

      
        “Ritual?” I 
        stared
         at them, puzzled. “What ritual?”
      

      
        “You and Tracy are the guests of honour,” Grace, still dressed as Princess Leia, replied. “I thought you knew that. Just come with us. You’ll love it, I promise.”
      

      
        “Wait,” I turned to Tracy but she wasn’t there. I was on my own with the two girls. “Where’s Tracy gone?”
      

      
        “She’s been chosen for the game,” Gemma, the shorter plumper of the two girls pointed towards the stage. “They called her name out. Weren’t you listening?”
      

      
        My head felt foggy again. Not just that, but I felt a strange sensation of calm come over me just like last time. “What’s in the punch?” I asked, swaying slightly as the two girls both hooked an arm around my waist and guided me back a few steps towards what looked like a tall booth.
      

      
        “Fruit,” Gemma said as she ushered me through a flap in the black fabric of the booth and inside. “Vodka. Rum. Various juices, I don’t know what.”
      

      
        “Ashwagandha, Golden Root, Horny Goat Weed, Damiana, Ginseng,” Grace expanded the list of ingredients, “And some other aphrodisiacs. It helps the night to go with a swing and the men to get harder and last longer.”
      

      
        “Although it didn’t seem to last long with you,” Gemma giggled, pushing her red Little Red Riding Hood back from her face as she made me sit on a stool inside the booth. “Kelly made you cum fairly quickly.”
      

      
        “I can see Tracy,” I said as I realised the front of the booth was made from black gauze, through which I could see the stage. “She isn’t actually going to play this game, is she?”
      

      
        Grace peered through the gauze for a moment then turned back to me. “Yes. Don’t worry. No harm will come to her. It’s just a game. She’ll be fine.”
      

      
        I felt light-headed again so I simply sat on the stool in a daze. “But if one of the men gets to her, they can do as they please.”
      

      
        Neither of the girls said anything. Then I felt one of them tugging at my belt and zipper as I watched the game begin. The three women, with Tracy in the middle, bent over the barrels, their hands restrained behind their backs by leather cuffs. Three men, two Darth Vaders and a Big Bad Wolf were standing a few feet behind them at the furthest line drawn on the carpet. The music started and the crowd began to cheer as the game began while Gemma and Grace pulled down my trousers.
      

      
        “What the hell are you doing?” I hissed at the two girls but for some reason, I didn’t stop them. My head felt so light and the music was so soothing, I just found myself instead watching the game outside the booth.
      

      
        The men were taking a step forward every ten seconds or so when Lady Darkford indicated for them to do so, then they’d have to step back when the girl in front of them spat an apple onto the floor. I saw Tracy spit out two in quick succession just as the Big Bad Wolf behind her got close, then the Darth Vader in the centre became the first to get right up to his girl. The crowd cheered as he ground his pelvis into her from behind.
      

      
        “Arms up,” Gemma said and I complied for some reason, letting the girls take my jacket and shirt off. I was now just sitting in my underwear and socks as the other man reached his girl, only to immediately have to take a step back.
      

      
        Then the man behind Tracy reached her, putting his hands on her hips and I heard the people nearest to him cheer. As I watched he lifted the black frilly tutu skirt and in one swift movement, he pulled down her black panties.
      

      
        “No,” I cried out. “What are they doing?”
      

      
        “They can’t hear you,” Grace moved so she was standing right in front of me, obscuring the view. “Stop worrying. I promise everything will be fine.”
      

      
        Gemma was pulling my socks off as Grace moved out of the way and now I saw that the Big Bad Wolf was fingering my wife from behind while she still tried to get an apple out of the barrel to stop him.
      

      
        “But he’s fingering her,” I made to get up but almost fell because Gemma had a hold of my foot. “Let me go,” I told her.
      

      
        “We have to get you ready,” insisted Grace, pushing me back down and once again, I felt myself complying. I looked out through the gauze and saw Tracy spit an apple onto the floor and her man had to step back much to my relief but ten seconds later he was back behind her. She was bent over and the skirt was pushed up so that I could see her bare pussy from behind and I realised that everyone in the room could see too. Now the Big Bad Wolf’s fingers were back inside her, pumping in and out of my wife as Gemma reached up and tugged my boxer shorts down.
      

      
        “Stop,” I told her but, of course, she didn’t. Then Grace ducked down and suddenly her head was in my lap and her mouth was on my cock. Gemma moved in close, also between my legs and now both girls were kissing and sucking me, taking it in turns between them, one sucking my shaft while the other licked or kissed my balls. 
      

      
        “God, that feels so good,” I found myself saying and looked down to see Grace sucking my cock while my balls were in Gemma’s mouth. I’d never had two girls go down on me at the same time before and I felt my dick growing back to full hardness even though I’d cum once already tonight, only a short while ago.
      

      
        “It’s nothing to do with God,” Grace said, taking a break from sucking me but keeping her hand stroking my shaft as she spoke. “It’s the 
        spirits
         of Darkford. Let the spirits of the old Lords possess you and enjoy the night.”
      

      
        “I think the spirit of one of the old Ladies of Darkford is possessing your wife,” Gemma said. She’d stopped and was watching what was happening in the game. The Big Bad Wolf had hold of Tracy’s hips and was while I couldn’t actually see because his back was facing us, it looked very much like he was fucking her from behind.
      

      
        “Something has certainly got into her,” giggled Grace.
      

      
        “We have a winner,” Lady Darkford called out just then and the Big Bad Wolf stopped what he was doing, releasing Tracy who stood up after a moment, turning around towards the booth where I was sat watching. “Congratulations to Jessica.”
      

      
        The woman in the middle, a Little Red Riding Hood who had seemingly got away with nothing more than a bit of her Darth Vader’s finger punched the air in delight after Lady Darkford took the leather cuffs off.
      

      
        “Twenty thousand better off,” she said, offering the microphone to the winner. “How does that make you feel?”
      

      
        “Fantastic,” the winning Little Red replied and the crowd cheered.
      

      
        “Can I have my clothes back now?” I asked. “I need to go and see if Tracy’s okay. It looked like she was being-”
      

      
        “Fucked?” Gemma said. “Yes, she was. Look at her face, Nick. She was enjoying it.”
      

      
        “Was she?” I replied. I couldn’t tell. She was certainly red-cheeked and breathing slightly heavily.
      

      
        “I’m afraid Grace has taken your clothes, but it’s okay. You’re ready. You can come out now anyway.” Gemma took me by the hand and led me out of the booth. Although I tried to resist, digging my heels into the floor, someone took the booth away, pulling the flap over me so that I was standing at the back of the room, the crowd now all facing me - totally naked.
      

      
        “It’s time for our final game,” Lady Darkford announced. The carpet and barrels of water were dragged away, some villagers with mops clearing up the spilt water as the Lady walked towards me. “I will let Lord Darkford explain how it works, as is the tradition.”
      

      
        Christopher Darkford, resplendent in his vampire outfit seemed to appear out of the darkness behind his wife much like Count Dracula would. He stepped into the white circle of light and I realised this was the first time I’d seen him throughout the previous two games. Had he been watching the whole time?
      

      
        “First of all, I must thank everyone for attending tonight but a special debt of gratitude goes to our newest bride, Tracy Ash and her generous groom, Nicholas.”
      

      
        Where was Tracy? I looked around the room but couldn’t see her because the smaller of the two spotlights moved, blinding me as it pointed in my direction. I realised it was trained on me and that everyone could see my nakedness. My hands dropped to my groin, covering my still-erect penis the best I could.
      

      
        Then I saw Tracy as she was brought out by Mr Lewis. She stood in front of the Lord, smiling as she saw me. She didn’t look at all disturbed by my nakedness or the fact that she’d just had sex with a random stranger. I felt a bubble of anger growing inside me for a moment as that realisation sank in but as quick as it appeared, that strange sense of calm returned and immediately washed it away.
      

      
        “I have already told our new friends the Legend of Darkford. I will extrapolate upon it in due course, Nick and Tracy, and then you will fully understand. But the final game is upon us now. The one we call Getting To Know You Better.”
      

      
        Mr Lewis and Richard Van Dyk reappeared in the spotlight surrounding Tracy and the Lord and the two men moved towards my wife, removing her hat.
      

      
        “You see, to be a good Lord I must know all of my villagers intimately. There can be no secrets between us, so it is good to see you both naked.” The Lord continued talking in his ominously deep voice as Richard undid the clips that held Tracy’s corset together at the back. I took a step forward but felt two arms grab me and I turned to see Gemma and Grace holding me back once more.
      

      
        Next, Mr Lewis pulled down Tracy’s black skirt as the top fell away in Richard’s hand, exposing my wife’s pert breasts to the entire room. Her smallish dark nipples were erect and I heard a murmur of appreciation from the men in the room, which grew louder as finally, Mr Lewis stepped back, leaving the skirt on the floor so that Tracy was now fully naked apart from the stockings, her panties already discarded during the bobbing for apples game.
      

      
        “Beautiful,” the Lord said out loud. “Larger breasts than I expected and a nice fully shaved vagina which looks wonderfully tight from here. Now bring the groom over, please.”
      

      
        Gemma and Grace led me forward until I was standing right in front of Tracy.
      

      
        “Are you okay?” my wife smiled at me, clearly under the influence of the punch now - or perhaps possessed by the spirits of Darkford.
      

      
        “I am,” I found myself saying.
      

      
        “What position do we want them to fuck in first?” The Lord called out and the crowd around us burst into voice.
      

      
        “Missionary!”
      

      
        “Doggy style!”
      

      
        “Cowgirl!”
      

      
        “Reverse cowgirl!”
      

      
        I turned around slowly, looking at everyone, wondering what the actual hell was happening. Was he going to make us have sex?
      

      
        “The Lord is not allowed to take a new bride’s virginity,” Lord Darkford explained for our benefit. “I must ensure that you have taken her maidenhood before we go any further.”
      

      
        “We’re married,” I said, staring at the Lord in disbelief. “We’ve had sex thousands of times. Tracy wasn’t even a virgin when we first met, never mind by the time we got married.”
      

      
        “You have no children,” Christopher Darkford stared at me intensely. “There is no proof of Tracy’s sexual experience but besides, this is tradition. The couple must always copulate. There must be a union of bride and groom,  hence this - the last game, Nick and Tracy. It’s time to have sex with each other. And I choose the first position to be… doggy style.”
      

      
        “Let’s just do it,” Tracy’s dark-brown eyes looked into mine and I knew she was right. We just had to go through with it. There was no alternative. How we’d ended up here I didn’t know, but here we were.
      

      
        Tracy turned around and dropped down onto all fours. I got behind her, feeling totally weirded out by so many people watching us but my erection was still rock-hard, despite the surreal situation. I put the tip against her tight slit, 
        slid
         it in and as I did, the crowd cheered once more.
      

      
        “Fuuuuuck her! Fuuuuuck her! Fuuuuuck her!” they started to chant.
      

      
        I began to slide myself in and out of her, enjoying the fact that she moaned a little as I got into a rhythm but after just a few minutes, Lord Darkford stepped closer to us.
      

      
        “Missionary,” he said in his deep, rumbling tones.
      

      
        Tracy rolled over onto her back and spread her legs and again the crowd cheered encouragingly as I entered her, fucking her again until the Lord told us to do the cowgirl position next.
      

      
        I laid on my back, the marble floor cold against my back as Tracy straddled me, guiding my surprisingly-hard cock into her and beginning to ride me.
      

      
        “Her virginity is gone,” Lord Darkford called out to everyone. “The deed is done.”
      

      
        Tracy was sliding up and down my dick, seemingly lost in the moment and enjoying herself but stopped when she heard his voice.
      

      
        “Let the orgy begin,” the Lord said next.
      

      
        And then everyone in the room started undressing.
      

      

      
        
      

      
        Chapter 6
      

      
        
      

      
        Tracy and I got up from the floor and stood there in the spotlight, both of us naked apart from Tracy’s stockings but for the first time, we weren’t the centre of attention. I looked around us to first see Mr Lewis taking off his wolf costume to reveal a surprisingly toned body for a man of his age. Similarly surprising was the length of the cock that dangled between his legs as he got fully naked.
      

      
        A nude woman of a similar age, possibly his wife, approached him and he took her into his arms and as they started kissing, I looked away, feeling uncomfortable but there wasn’t anywhere to look with anything less shocking.
      

      
        To our right was Richard Van Dyk, the tall gardener. He was already naked and a very slender young lady with long almost-white hair was on her knees in front of him, sucking his cock enthusiastically.
      

      
        Behind us, as I turned around were several couples, some of which were already on the floor, fucking in various positions. Standing next to one couple was the young postman, Vincent Godfrey, his dick in his hand, stroking it as he watched them.
      

      
        “This is so horny,” Tracy said and I turned to stare at my wife. “I’ve heard stories of parties like this but I never thought I’d find myself involved in one.”
      

      
        “Are you feeling okay?” I asked in disbelief once more then I noticed that her eyes were glazed again and I wondered if they’d given her some more punch earlier while I was in the booth.
      

      
        “Don’t you think it’s erotic?” she asked. “I’ve never seen people have sex before. Only in porn. Never in real life.”
      

      
        “You watch porn?”
      

      
        “Sometimes I do,” Tracy admitted. I looked at my wife, standing there naked, her beautiful medium-sized breasts and her dark nipples casting shadows where the light fell on her stomach. “But it’s nothing like this. Your girls are there. Look.”
      

      
        I turned to see where she pointed and saw Gemma and Grace, both completely nude, standing and talking with two naked men before they paired up and began to kiss passionately.
      

      
        “They’re not my girls,” I shook my head, hoping that Tracy didn’t somehow know the two girls had sucked my cock and balls in the booth earlier.
      

      
        “Ah, I’m guessing the Lady is more your type then.” Tracy was still looking around, taking in the sights and sounds of the sex that was happening everywhere in the room now. “She’s still got her clothes on, I’m sorry to tell you.”
      

      
        My eyes found the Lord and Lady of Darkford. They were still fully dressed in their outfits, at the furthest end of the room, watching their party descend into depravity while discussing something between themselves.
      

      
        “So what do we do now?” I said. “Do we find some clothes and get out of here while we’ve got the chance?”
      

      
        “What? And risk upsetting the Lord and Lady?” Tracy tapped a finger on her lips in thought. “We’ve just moved into the village, Nick. If we leave now, we’ll have to move out. There’s no way they’ll forgive us.”
      

      
        “I think we’ve done enough.” I took Tracy’s shoulder and turned her to face me. “You’ve sucked three cocks and had a guy finger you while playing that apple game. They watched us have sex. I think we’ve given them what they wanted. Even if they see us sneak out now, which they might not, I don’t think they’d be mad with us for leaving.”
      

      
        “He didn’t just finger me,” Tracy looked up at me through her eyelashes. Did she feel ashamed? I couldn’t tell. “He had sex with me too.”
      

      
        “You should be joining in the fun,” a man behind us said and I turned to see the large policeman, Brian Black. “In 
        Darkford
        , Hallowe’en isn’t a celebration of the dead. It’s a celebration of being alive and what makes you feel more alive than having sex? Nothing. Celebrate with us. Join in. Let go of your inhibitions and have fun.”
      

      
        “We already had sex,” I told him, trying not to look down his naked body to his erection.
      

      
        “I know. I was jealous. Your wife is gorgeous. If you don’t want to have sex with her, can I ask the lovely lady if she’d like to spend some time with me?”
      

      
        “We were just leaving,” I said, stepping in close to Tracy and putting my arm around her.
      

      
        “You’ll find that difficult,” Lady Darkford appeared then, walking towards us, still fully clothed. “All the doors are locked. No one is allowed to leave until the ritual is complete.”
      

      
        “I want to stay,” said Tracy, stepping away and turning to face me. “We need to adjust to this village life. If this is what they do in 
        Darkford
        , then let’s be a part of it.”
      

      
        “Tracy, this isn’t you talking.” I gazed at my gorgeous wife. “It’s the punch or something.”
      

      
        “It could be the spirits of Darkford,” Brian said. “Although the aphrodisiacs they put in the punch might have something to do with it.”
      

      
        “I want more punch,” Tracy said, walking away. I made to follow her but Brian blocked my path, a large man to try and get around.
      

      
        “Let her have a drink, Nick.” He smiled. “Relax. Find a woman or two. Have sex. Enjoy yourself.”
      

      
        I felt a hand wrap around my cock and turned to see who it was reaching around from behind to see the prettier but chubbier sister, Gemma.
      

      
        “Let me handle this, father,” she said. Something inside me twisted, feeling sick that I’d just witnessed such an interaction but when Gemma knelt down and took me in her mouth, that hazy calm settled over me again unexpectedly and I found myself letting her pleasure me.
      

      
        I watched her suck me, everything else forgotten for a while and when she told me to come with her, for some reason, I let her take my hand and lead me out of the ballroom and up a flight of stairs.
      

      
        “Everyone starts retiring to the bedrooms around now,” Gemma said, her hazel eyes holding mine as she led me into a luxuriously decorated room with a silk-covered king-size in the middle of it. She climbed up onto the bed, laid on her back and opened her legs invitingly. I’d only ever had sex with Tracy. No one knew that, not even Tracy herself. I’d always told her I’d been with a couple of other girls before her but it had been a lie to make myself look more manly at the time.
      

      
        Gemma was plump but with her chubbiness came a pair of huge breasts, bigger than I’d thought with large pink nipples the size of my palms. Between her legs was a small trimmed bush of dark pubic hair, peeking out from which were her small pink labia, which she reached down and parted with two fingers as I stared.
      

      
        It felt almost as if I was being guided by someone else towards her and the bed. I felt my legs climb up onto it, then Gemma’s hands were on my back, pulling me down onto her and then I felt her hot softness as my dick parted her young pussy lips and sank into her.
      

      
        Her mouth found mine as I began to fuck her hard and fast but just as I was getting into it, I heard someone else enter the room.
      

      
        “Here you are.” I turned to see Grace behind us, the taller of the two sisters. Her body was more willowy then Gemma’s. Her breasts were smaller but still of a good size and she also had a small but tidy dark thatch of hair between her thighs. “I’ve been looking for you.”
      

      
        “I’m busy,” Gemma said over my shoulder. “Can’t you see? Nick is mine. You can have him later.”
      

      
        “The Lord wants us to get his bed ready,” Grace told her sister. “He is asking for you and me to prepare it for the final ritual now the loosening is happening.”
      

      
        “Already?” Gemma sighed. “Okay. I’m sorry, Nick. If the Lord wants me, I had better go. We can finish this later maybe?”
      

      
        I moved so she could climb off the bed and then the two sisters left me alone in the bedroom, whispering amongst themselves as they went.
      

      
        My cock was aching. I’d been enjoying the sex and felt like I needed to cum but then Tracy suddenly popped back into my mind. Shit. Where was she? What had I been thinking, coming into the bedroom with Gemma and leaving my wife all alone downstairs with Brian lusting after her?
      

      
        I leapt up from the bed and down the corridor towards the stairs that I’d come up but as I passed another open bedroom doorway I heard a familiar laugh. It sounded like Tracy.
      

      
        I stopped in my tracks, walking backwards towards the doorway because I daren’t look.
      

      
        I heard it again. A laugh. Her laugh.
      

      
        A moan. Her moan.
      

      
        I turned with my eyes closed, then opened them when I was facing the door.
      

      
        The room was indeed another bedroom, similar to the one I’d been in with a king-size bed in the centre. On the bed was my gorgeous brunette wife, naked, even her stockings now gone. Also on the bed, with his head between her thighs, licking her pussy was Brian Black, the policeman. Next to him was the young postman, Vincent, with his cock in her mouth.
      

      
        And next to him was Mr Lewis, stroking his lengthy cock with one hand while playing with one of her breasts with the other.
      

      
        I stepped into the room, almost tripping over an empty goblet on the floor. Another three goblets were on a dressing room table next to the bed and as I watched, Tracy released Vincent’s cock for a moment to take one of the goblets and empty it before resuming giving him a blow job.
      

      
        “Nick’s here,” Mr Lewis commented as I walked fully into the room, unable to believe what I was witnessing with my own eyes as Brian moved, lifting himself over her and plunging his dick into my wife.
      

      
        Tracy looked past Brian’s bulky form as the policeman began to move in and out of her.
      

      
        “They insisted on making love to me,” she told me. “It’s called ‘
        the loosening’
         although I don’t know why. Something to do with the ritual.”
      

      
        “You’re in for a big surprise,” Vincent said, shoving his cock forcefully into Tracy’s mouth when she stopped talking.
      

      
        “A very big surprise,” Mr Lewis replied, laughing as though someone had made a joke. Was he referring to his penis? Because if it was, I understood. The tailor’s dick was fully hard now and must have been a good seven or eight inches long, the biggest I’d seen tonight.
      

      
        The policeman started really pounding my wife now, making Tracy gasp and moan loudly but after a short time, Vincent tapped him on the shoulder. “You know you’re not allowed to…”
      

      
        “I know,” Brian said, pulling out sharply and then I saw him cum, a thick white stream of fluid shooting out all over Tracy’s dusky left thigh. “I’m not stupid.”
      

      
        He moved away and I watched first Vincent take his place, pushing his smaller, young cock into her, pumping away until he withdrew and came into his hand. Then Mr Lewis took his turn, making Tracy bend over the bed so he could penetrate her deeply.
      

      
        His size made Tracy grunt as it went fully in. I could only watch, mesmerised and ashamed of how horny and aroused I was by all these men cuckolding me, which was what was happening and for some reason I wasn’t stopping it.
      

      
        I watched Tracy’s face contort in a strange mixture of pain and pleasure as Rafael Lewis pumped his big dick into her fast and hard before pulling out and spraying her back with his spunk.
      

      
        “That should do the trick,” he patted me on the shoulder as he cleaned himself up with a tissue and walked past me out of the room. “Good luck for what’s coming next.”
      

      
        I was going to ask Tracy if she was okay - she was laying on the bed barely moving - when Lady Darkford stepped into the room.
      

      
        “Gemma and Grace told me I would find you here. The final ritual is prepared. The Lord is ready.” She walked up to me and took my hands in hers, standing so close that I could smell her floral perfume. “Clearly, Tracy is ready also. But are you?”
      

      
        “For what?” I asked. My cock was aching even more. I just wanted to stroke it; to make myself cum but I didn’t. I should have just now - while Tracy was being fucked by the three council members, I should have just grabbed my dick and wanked for all I was worth - to try and clear the horny haze from my mind, but I hadn’t.
      

      
        “The final ritual. How many times must I tell you? Did you not listen to the legend that my husband recited to you earlier? On the anniversary of the Witch of Darkford’s demise every year, the Lord of Darkford must sleep with the newest bride in the village, or death will come for him before the turn of the year and a fate worse than death will fall upon every man of the village. Including you.”
      

      
        Tracy was sitting up on the edge of the bed listening and as I caught her eye, she smiled and nodded to say she was okay. The Lady of Darkford, still fully-dressed unlike everyone else, continued as she asked us to both follow her from the room and down the corridor.
      

      
        “Today - Hallowe’en - is the day the witch died,” she explained, “And the newest bride in the village is you, Tracy. For the curse to be held back, first the bride and groom must make love - the Lord cannot risk taking a bride’s virginity. Then she must be loosened and then the final ritual - ‘Lord’s Right’ takes place, just before midnight. It all has to go to plan exactly. Otherwise…”
      

      
        “Otherwise the curse will come to pass,” Tracy whispered as we were led through the now-empty ballroom and down another long set of stairs, deep under the ground.
      

      
        “Yes,” the Lady of Darkford said as we finally stopped, back in amongst the crowds, all of whom were still naked, in a smaller, darkened room. None of the people around us were fucking now. They were all watching. Waiting for us.
      

      
        “My Lord. My husband,” said June Darkford as we walked up to the only feature in the cool and damp-feeling underground room we were in - a huge four-poster bed, which was pressed up against a damp, bricked-up wall. “I present to you the bride.”
      

      
        The Lord was sitting on the bed watching us. “Groom,” he addressed me. “Do I have your permission to lay with your bride?”
      

      
        “You have to say ‘yes’,” June said softly in my ear.
      

      
        I turned to face Tracy. “Do you want me to say ‘yes’?” I asked her. “Or do you want to go home and leave this fucked-up village behind forever?”
      

      
        “We can’t bring a curse down on the village,” she looked at me, her dark-brown eyes shining brightly in the low candlelight of the strange cellar room. “Say ‘yes.’ I’ve let four other men fuck me so far tonight. One more won’t make a difference..”
      

      
        “We’re running out of time,” said the Lord, impatience in his voice. “It is almost midnight. I need an answer, Nick.”
      

      
        I looked at my wife again. Standing in front of me, beautiful but naked and vulnerable with cum spattered on her thigh and her back, she looked back at me and gave me the slightest of nods.
      

      
        “Yes,” I said reluctantly to the Lord of Darkford, realising any hope for getting out of this with a shred of dignity was gone. “Yes, you can fuck my wife.”
      

      

      
        
      

      
        Chapter 7
      

      
        
      

      
        “I must explain something first,” Lord Christopher Darkford as he took off his jacket and the vampire cape and passed them to his wife, standing by the side of the bed. “I didn’t tell you everything about the legend of Darkford. You asked about Henry’s physical affliction, which he passed on to his son.”
      

      
        “You said you didn’t know,” Tracy recalled.
      

      
        “Because you didn't need to know the full story at that point,” the Lord went on. “But now you do. Henry’s terrible affliction, the one he sought out the witch for help with, was that he had an extremely small penis. The witch’s spell cured him of it but when she did the same spell on her own son, who had inherited his father’s small size, she reversed it, making it not just average or big - but huge.”
      

      
        The Lord continued to undress, removing his clothes until he was left only in a pair of loose white shorts. He curled a finger towards Tracy, beckoning her towards the bed.
      

      
        “And when I say huge, I mean huge. And he passed on his hugeness to his son, and to his grandson and to every male descendant of Darkford. Including me.”
      

      
        As Tracy approached the bed, the Lord finished undressing by pulling down his shorts and the longest, thickest penis I had ever seen sprung into view. It was so big it almost didn’t look human. It was like a horse’s cock or something.
      

      
        “I know it’s long,” the Lord said, wrapping a hand around it. His fingers barely met around the girth. “And very thick, almost unnaturally large you could say, but such is the burden the Lords of Darkford carry.”
      

      
        “There’s no way you’re putting that in my wife,” I said, catching up with Tracy as she reached the four-poster bedside.
      

      
        “This is why we had to have the loosening,” Lady Darkford spoke now. “To get Tracy wet and loose enough to accommodate it. It took me some time to get used to the Lord’s penis but I did. And Tracy will take it just fine. He’ll be gentle, won’t you, husband?”
      

      
        “No way,” I took Tracy by the hand but she wrestled it away from my grasp gently, then placed a hand on my cheek, gazing into my eyes.
      

      
        “I never told you but my first ex-boyfriend had a big cock,” she said quietly. “I didn’t want to make you feel inadequate by telling you before now, but I really enjoyed it. The feeling of being stretched and filled - I miss it sometimes. Let me do this. I’ll be fine. I promise.”
      

      
        “So you see,” Brian said from where he was watching at the front of the crowd to the side of us. “If the ritual isn’t upheld every year - not only will the Lord die, but all the men of Darkford will awake tomorrow with tiny dicks. We don’t want that. Neither do you.”
      

      
        “You can’t really believe this bullshit,” I laughed. “It’s just an old legend.”
      

      
        “No, it’s not.” The Lord pointed to the bricked-up wall behind the bed. “Don’t you know where we are? This is the old cave - the witch’s home - that the house was built over. And this wall is the wall which they sealed the first Lord of Darkford behind - with the body of his dead mother, the witch.”
      

      
        I shivered as I realised it all made sense. A cold draught seemed to blow through the cave room, making Tracy shiver and wrap her arms around herself.
      

      
        “The spirits grow restless,” Lord Darkford said, looking around the room as if he could see them.
      

      
        “It’s almost midnight,” Lady Darkford added. “Nick, we are running out of time. Let Tracy do this and we will grant you a favour. You can choose any woman in the room and make love to her next to the Lord and your wife. Something to distract you but also it will please the spirits, I believe.”
      

      
        “Would you like that?” Tracy looked at me with an eager expression. “You can do it. I won’t be angry with you. In fact, it’s only fair.”
      

      
        “Any woman?” I double-checked with the Lord and when he nodded, I released Tracy’s hand. “Gemma or Grace or Isobel - anyone I want?”
      

      
        “Yes,” he said, smiling as Tracy finally joined him on the bed, her eyes taking in his enormous dick, which was starting to stiffen at the sight of her nakedness.
      

      
        “Then I 
        choose
         her,” I pointed at Lady 
        Darkford
        .
      

      
        The Lord’s dark eyebrows raised. I’d surprised him. “Well played,” he laughed. “Well played.”
      

      
        “It’s almost midnight,” Lady Darkford repeated, with a hint of panic in her voice. “Husband. Fuck her. Now.”
      

      
        “You offered Nick a favour,” Christopher turned to his wife. “As much as it pains me, we need to fulfil that favour. We have no option. We have no  more time to negotiate.”
      

      
        Lady Darkford glared at me for a moment, then stepped towards me, lifting her dress up and over her head, her large, heavy breasts swinging into view. Then she pulled down the small white panties she wore, revealing a landing strip of fine, fair pubic hair and white stockings. Finally, she threw her long blonde hair back over her shoulders and tossed her head at me defiantly.
      

      
        “Fine,” she said, her chin raised. “I am yours.”
      

      
        I pushed her towards the bed and she climbed up onto it and again I felt that unusual hazy calm settle over me. It had been a while since I’d drunk any of the punch. Could this strange sensation really be the spirits of Darkford making me fulfil their depraved desires?
      

      
        I joined the Lady, the Lord and my wife on the bed. Christopher and Tracy took the left-hand side - there was plenty of room for us all - and I watched as she laid slowly onto her back and parted her thighs for him. As he moved between them, stroking his cock which was growing harder and bigger by the second, I watched, transfixed at the sight. His dick was as long and thick as my forearm and even though Rafael had already fucked her with his sizable penis, her bare slit looked so small and tight that I feared the Lord’s massive length and girth simply wouldn’t fit. 
      

      
        “Fuck me then,” Lady Darkford said from where she was now laid on the bed in front of me. I looked at her, taking in her mature beauty. She might be older than me, but she was very good-looking. Her blonde hair was fanned out on the pillow around her head. Her large tits 
        pooled
         out a little but still stood quite proud from her chest even though she was on her back. Her skin was fair and pale and then she slowly opened her thighs, giving me an even better look at that fine landing strip and her pink labia, which were thicker and more prominent than Tracy’s. “I’m used to my husband’s cock, so you’re going to have to work hard to impress me with 
        that
        .”
      

      
        She pointed to my average-sized penis. I knew she was pissed off with me but her taunts didn’t bother me. If her husband was going to ravage my wife, I was going to take something of his. Even if it was just a little bit of his wife’s pride.
      

      
        “Here we go,” the Lord said from the other side of the bed and I looked over to see him position the bulbous purple head of his cock against Tracy’s slit and then his hips pushed forward and Tracy groaned a little as it first crushed against her pussy lips, looking as though it wasn’t going to go in, then suddenly with an almost audible ‘pop’ it pushed past them and he entered her.
      

      
        “Oh, fuck,” Tracy’s hands went to the Lord’s chest, pushing him back but he took her arms and eased them back on the bed, shushing and reassuring her that it was going to be okay. “You’re too big,” my wife said, her eyes wide. “It hurts.”
      

      
        “Once I’m all the way in, you’ll be okay,” he replied. “Trust me.” He pushed again, another inch sinking inside her, eliciting another moan from Tracy. Then he slowly bunched his hips before thrusting forward gently but firmly.
      

      
        “Oh my God,” Tracy whimpered as he withdrew an inch or two before thrusting forward again. I could see his thick shaft covered in her juices as he repeated the movement, then amazingly, just a couple of minutes later, his dick was fully buried inside her, his pubic bone pressing against hers. “I feel so full up,” Tracy groaned. “I’ve never felt a cock like this before.”
      

      
        “Are you just going to watch your wife get fucked or are you going to fuck me?” June Darkford said grumpily from where she was still laying on the bed.
      

      
        I didn’t say anything. I moved upwards, placed my cock against her pussy and then shoved it in as powerfully as I could. I could tell that she was used to having sex with her husband’s much bigger penis. Her pussy was much less tight than Tracy’s. My cock went inside her without any resistance at all and I could barely feel any sort of grip on my shaft as I began working it into her as hard as I could. It still felt good, but nowhere near as good as Tracy’s little pussy did.
      

      
        I was holding myself above June’s pornstar-calibre body as I fucked her, enjoying the sight of her big tits bouncing with the impact of my groin against hers and I grabbed one breast, squeezing it hard and enjoying the firmness and weight of her tits and then I pinched her nipples, both much bigger than Tracy’s and I felt a wave of satisfaction as June quietly moaned at the pain.
      

      
        I looked at Tracy and saw that she was watching me, enjoying seeing me fuck another woman as she was being fucked by another man. Then her eyes rolled back into her head as the Lord started punching his huge dick into her harder and faster. I looked down to watch the penetration and was amazed at how stretched out my wife’s pussy looked. Her labia were gripping Lord Darkford’s thick shaft when he withdrew and looked almost as though they were being stretched to breaking point. I could even see her lower belly bulge upwards as he rammed his entire length into her, which was something I had only ever seen in the most extreme porn movies.
      

      
        Christopher and Tracy switched positions. Her moving onto all fours and the Lord taking her mercilessly from behind, so I replicated the position with his wife, making Lady Darkford bend over and enjoying how her tits swung below her with every thrust that I drove into her. I pulled her head back by her long blonde hair and when Lord Darkford saw me, he smiled and did the same with Tracy.
      

      
        “I’m cumming,” I heard my wife whimper and then I saw her thighs clench and her legs tremble as she orgasmed on the Lord’s cock. Christopher didn’t stop, however. If anything, it drove him to fuck her harder and faster, so roughly that I was wincing at times, fearing for Tracy’s poor cervix because surely, the Lord’s dick must be impacting against it with every thrust, possibly breaking through into her womb.
      

      
        “I’m going to cum inside your wife now,” Lord Darkford announced, thrusting in harder and harder, making Tracy almost scream with every forward movement.
      

      
        June rolled onto her back in front of me, drawing me down on top of her suddenly and wrapping her arms and legs around me. “I must warn you that along with the spell giving the Darkford Lords large cocks,” she whispered into my ear. “It also makes them incredibly fertile. Half of the children of the village and some of the younger people in this room right now, are his.”
      

      
        I heard Tracy cum again just then, another orgasm making her grunt and scream - the most animalistic sound I had ever heard my wife make - and for some reason, it turned me on so much that I felt myself getting more turned on than I ever had before. I rammed my cock into June over and over, actually making her groan quietly until I felt myself cum inside her before I could even think about pulling out.
      

      
        “It’s okay,” June said softly after I’d finished emptying my balls inside her. “I’m past the days of getting pregnant. But is your wife?”
      

      
        My arousal dissipating from cumming, I sat up in alarm at what she’d just said. Tracy wasn’t on birth control. We’d come here to start a family, after all, but I was too late to stop it. I watched as Lord Darkford clenched his jaw and shoved his dick one final time into my wife, his ass cheeks clenching and then I heard her cry out and I knew he was filling her up with his cum.
      

      
        After what seemed an age, he finally withdrew, his long cock sliding out of her almost like an eel and Tracy flopped down onto the bed, looking utterly exhausted. I could see white cum dribbling from her swollen and sore-looking pussy folds, no longer a tight slit like it had been earlier.
      

      
        I didn’t know why but I liked the sight of her like that, spread-eagled on the bed, her ravaged pussy leaking another man’s seed. The more I sat there, getting over what we’d just done, the more I realised I’d enjoyed it. Why I didn’t know, but I had. It had been the single most dirty, debauched, erotic, taboo thing I’d ever done. And it felt great.
      

      
        “I’ve never had an orgasm like that before,” Tracy spoke quietly after getting her breath back. “Lord Darkford, you can fuck me anytime you want.”
      

      
        “I’m sorry,” he shrugged, starting to get dressed next to the bed. “We only ever do this on Hallowe’en. I’m a married man.”
      

      
        “The same goes for you,” Lady Darkford said to me, pulling her panties up over her thighs. “This was a one-off. I hope you understand that.”
      

      
        The crowd has started to clear now, people leaving and returning back to the ballroom to retrieve their clothes. The party, it seemed, was over. I watched Gemma leave, giving her a smile and a wave, which drew a scowl from her policeman father, but she smiled back and blew me a kiss.
      

      
        “What was that about?” Tracy asked me. “Did you and Gemma…?”
      

      
        “Yes,” I admitted.
      

      
        “And Grace?”
      

      
        “No,” I shook my head. “I’m saving her for next year.”
      

      
        Tracy punched me in the shoulder, then put her arm around me. “I love you,” she whispered.
      

      
        “I love you too,” I replied. “What a party, eh?”
      

      
        She nodded and we got dressed and accompanied the Lord and Lady back upstairs to the ballroom but as we reached the doorway that led back upstairs, I got an eerie feeling and looked over my shoulder. For the briefest of moments, I thought I saw a shadow on the wall behind the four-poster bed. A shadow in the shape of a witch.
      

      
        “Nah,” I said to myself and gave myself a bit of a mental slap across the face. I didn’t believe in ghosts and all that nonsense. It was just a shadow. Wasn’t it?
      

      
        
      

      

      
        
      

      
        Epilogue
      

      
        
      

      
        “I can’t believe it’s us doing this,” I said, walking up the front door of Rose Cottage.
      

      
        “They’re our new neighbours,” Tracy pointed out. “It’s good that it’s us. We need to get to know them a little better.”
      

      
        She was right. Rose Cottage was the nearest house to the Old Library where we lived, just a short half-mile walk away.
      

      
        I knocked on the door, which was easier said than done with the ridiculously large Big Bad Wolf gloves I was wearing.
      

      
        “Trick or Treat,” Tracy said in her Little Red Riding Hood costume as the door opened.
      

      
        “It’s not Hallowe’en until tomorrow,” the man standing inside the doorway replied. “But whatever. I don’t have anything for you - we weren’t sure if you did the Hallowe’en thing with it being such a small village. We’ve only just moved here, so we’re still finding things out.”
      

      
        “Don’t worry,” I explained. “My name is Nick. This is my wife Tracy. We’re not really trick or treating, we just came by to give you an invite to the 
        Darkford
         
        Hallowe’en
         Ball tomorrow.”
      

      
        “It’s at the Manor House,” Tracy went on. “You must come. Everyone in the village will be there. You’ll love it. You’re Paul, right?”
      

      
        “Yes, that’s me,” Paul replied, looking from Tracy to me. “Um, okay. I guess we’ll see what we’re doing and come along if we can.”
      

      
        “We won’t take no for an answer,” I persisted. “You have to come. If you don’t attend, the Lord will be offended and you’ll have a hard time fitting in with the villagers. Take it from us. We’ve only been here for a year. We arrived this time last year and we’re so glad we went to the Hallowe’en Ball. It helped us to get to know everyone and went a long way to making us feel at home here in 
        Darkford
        .”
      

      
        Paul was of average height with greying brown hair and a friendly face, even though he was frowning deeply at me now.
      

      
        “Here’s the invitation. On there are your choices of costume,” Tracy said, passing him the envelope with the card in and explaining that he needed to call Rafael who would deliver him the costumes tomorrow.
      

      
        “Okay, well, since you say we need to be there, I guess we’ll have to make the effort, eh?” Paul said, taking the envelope without opening or looking at it.
      

      
        “What’s that honey?” a woman said from behind Paul, joining him at the front door. She only had a towel wrapped around her and her blonde hair was still wet, presumably from the shower. She had a lovely curvy figure but when Paul saw me admiring his wife, I returned my eyes to his face. I didn’t want to offend our new neighbours only a few days after they’d moved into the village.
      

      
        “This is Claire, my wife. Claire, this is Nick and Tracy,” the man said through gritted teeth. “They say we have to attend the Hallowe’en Party at 
        Darkford
         Manor tomorrow night.”
      

      
        “Oh, that sounds great,” Claire smiled. She was pretty. “Is 
        it fancy
         dress?” she asked, taking the envelope from her husband. When Tracy nodded, Claire tugged the towel up a little tighter above her impressive-looking breasts and turned to her husband. “We should go, honey. It’ll be fun and a nice way to meet everyone.”
      

      
        “Okay, so we’ll let you get back to whatever it was you were doing,” I said. “Make sure you give Mr Lewis a call and order your costumes tonight so he can bring them over tomorrow morning.”
      

      
        “We will,” Paul promised as he closed the door.
      

      
        “I’m not sure how that went,” I said as we walked back down the path towards our home.
      

      
        “They’ll be there,” Tracy said reassuringly. “Paul was grumpy but Claire seems nice. She sounds enthusiastic about living in 
        Darkford
        . Not too different from how we were a year ago. They’ll be there. Remember if Mr Lewis hasn’t heard from them by tonight, Lady Darkford herself will call by in the morning to convince them to come.”
      

      
        “I guess. I mean, I hope so. I don’t want to wake up on November 1st with a shrunken penis.”
      

      
        “Are you actually starting to believe now?” Tracy asked me as we stepped through the gate into our front garden.
      

      
        “Maybe. Maybe not. But I don’t see the point in taking the chance,” I replied. “I will say one thing. Claire looks like she’s got a nice body on her. I’m looking forward to seeing her get fucked by the Lord and his massive cock. ”
      

      
        “Stop. You’ll get me jealous,” Tracy pushed down her hood as we entered the house. “I want his massive cock again. It felt so good.”
      

      
        “Now you’re making me jealous,” I laughed.
      

      
        “We’re home,” Tracy shouted out as I closed the front door behind us.
      

      
        “We’re in here,” Gemma called out from the living room. “How did it go?”
      

      
        “They’ll be there,” Tracy replied to the two sisters sitting in front of our TV as she took off her Little Red Riding Hood cape and put it on the back of the couch where the girls were sitting.
      

      
        “What’s he like?” Grace asked as we sat down with them.
      

      
        “Paul? He’s quite good-looking,” Tracy replied with a knowing smile. She knew, as did I, that these two girls couldn’t wait to get to their claws into someone new.
      

      
        “His wife is pretty too. Blonde and busty,” I added but that comment only made the three women roll their eyes at me.
      

      
        “How’s he been?” Tracy asked, looking into the cot and reaching down to lift our sleeping son up for a cuddle.
      

      
        “He’s been asleep most of the day,” Gemma replied, looking fondly at him. We’d been out nearly all day, doing some shopping and then having dinner with Gordon and Isobel, so the girls had agreed to babysit for us.
      

      
        “Thanks for babysitting again,” Tracy said.
      

      
        “Anytime,” Grace smiled, standing up. “It’s a pleasure. He’s so cute.” She stroked his fine dark hair, where he was lying comfortably on Tracy’s shoulder.  “We’d rather babysit tonight than tomorrow and miss the party.”
      

      
        We’d gotten Gordon and Isobel’s daughter Jennifer looking after the baby tomorrow. At sixteen, she was old enough to babysit but not old enough to go to the festivities just yet.
      

      
        “Right, we better get off home,” Gemma said after a moment, standing up too. Her large breasts bulged through the tight t-shirt she was wearing as she stretched, bringing back memories of last Hallowe’en for a moment. 
      

      
        “We’ll see you tomorrow,” I said, walking them to the door. “And like Tracy said, thanks for looking after him.” I passed Grace and Gemma some money.
      

      
        “You will see us tomorrow - a lot of us. In fact, you’ll see all of us.“ Gemma winked at me as they walked away down the path. “And babysitting isn’t a problem. We love spending time with little Christopher. He’s our half-brother, after all!”
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        I just wanted to say thank you very much for purchasing my book, and reading it right to the end! At least I hope you did, and that you didn’t just skip forward!
      

      
        
      

      
        By purchasing the book, you’re helping to support me in writing future novels - make sure you follow me on my social media channels and website or join my mailing list (you get a free book!) to stay updated about those future projects.
      

      
        
      

      
        Finally, if you enjoyed the book and really want to help me - please go to the product page and 
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        . Even if it’s just a star-rating. Reviews really help my books get found by search engines, so if you could do that for me, it’d be great!
      

      
        
      

      
        Thanks again, for buying and reading my books, it’s really appreciated!
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