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      April admired herself in the mirror as she adjusted the cape around her shoulders. She patted the jet-black wig that hid her wavy, strawberry-blonde hair. It stood out against her ivory skin, and she tossed her head from side to side watching the straight hair swish around her face. She wasn’t used to dark hair and bangs and wondered if she should dye hers. Nah. Too much trouble.

      She adjusted the gold headpiece and twirled around so the flimsy, see-through fabric that covered her legs and lower body floated out behind her. The slit in the skirt accentuated her long legs while the dazzling, sequined body suit pushed up her boobs.

      I hope Zack likes my Cleopatra costume. This is all for him. April was heading to a costume party next door to celebrate his 21st birthday. She was certain hers was a pity invite ‘cause Zack rarely glanced in her direction, let alone spoke to her. He was in his last year at college, one year ahead of her, and both were home for the holidays.

      She was more familiar with Zack’s dad that Zack himself as the father often chatted to her over the fence when she was sunbathing by the pool during summer holidays. He had a knack of appearing just as she had undone the straps on her bikini. He was friendly enough, but she wondered if he was ogling her body behind the mirrored sunglasses. When she closed her eyes as he droned on about the gym he owned, she could almost imagine it was Zack speaking. Their voices, body and even their eyes were almost identical.

      April was convinced Zack senior had persuaded his son to invite her to the party. Everyone knew she had a crush on the younger Zack—everyone that is except the guy himself. But it was more than a crush. April wanted him to strip off her clothes and fuck her until she screamed. She had watched him flirt with everything on two legs when they were younger, and she’d made mental notes on how those girls giggled, tossed their hair, swayed their curvy hips and fluttered their eyelashes that were coated in lashings of mascara.

      And while it was never confirmed, the rumors were that when Zack was in his final year at school, he’d bedded a Math teacher, who was only a little older than him.

      The sound of cars pulling up and shouts of “Where’s the birthday boy?” and “We’ve got booze” reached April’s ears. She grimaced at the thought of drunken college students, with stale beer breath, feeling her up and trying to stick their tongues down her throat. There’s only one tongue and one dick I want. And tonight, I aim to get it.

      Lifting her chin, she strode to the front door clutching her phone.

      “Have fun,” her mother called out.

      “I will. Night, mom. Night, dad. Don’t wait up.”

      “Don’t drink and drive,” yelled her father.

      “Very funny.”

      “Will there be any adults at the party? Do you need me to chaperone?”

      “It’s fine, mom. Zack’s dad will be there.”

      April shivered as she stepped outside in her barely-there costume. As she sauntered toward the neighboring house, the front door opened and a group of guys dressed as cops, cowboys and firemen stormed out shouting, “More beer.” One flicked April’s skirt and murmured, “You need an asp, my queen.” He bowed and sniggered, and she rolled her eyes. His friends yanked him toward a car and they took off. Idiots!

      Taking a deep breath, April strolled through the open door and into a sea of people. Cheerleaders, mermaids, elves, witches, super heroes and footballers mingled in the living area, shouting above the noise. She pushed her way through them and onto the huge patio that overlooked the back yard.

      For a second, she noted how much of her parents’ garden was visible. Did Zack’s dad perv on me from up here? But she quickly dismissed the thought as she scanned the crowd dancing and chatting around the pool area. A guy dressed as a Greek or Roman warrior with a crimson cape over one shoulder and a skirt or apron thingy, which left his chest and lower legs bare, caught her eye. That’s him. I’d know those abs anywhere.
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