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It all started on Halloween of all nights, when my roommate Ellie came home bored from jet setting and decided we needed to go big for the holiday. I’d moved in with Ellie after meeting on her a flight home from a family vacation and learning we lived in the same city. Well, maybe live isn’t exactly the right word. 

Ellie is a travel writer who spends most of the year in foreign cities enjoying exotic cuisine and exploring foreign cultures for a living. I can’t begin to tell you how jealous I was when she told me. 

Thanks to a stale economy and a real lack of good paying work I’d take a gig in sales, spending grueling hours on the phone sometimes up to twelve hours a day just to pay rent. The hourly wage was only ten bucks but when I made a sale I earned a commission. 

I worked off leads, sheets filled with names and numbers I’d dial all day, putting on my cheeriest voice and charging headlong into my pitch, often only to receive ridicule and abuse for the unwanted intrusion. 

I had a good first month but fell behind quickly the second month, then the third, and had performed adequately since, just not well enough to live on my own without blowing my savings. 

Ellie, on the other hand, could easily live in her amazing apartment without any help at all. At first, she tried to act like she was on the hunt for a new roomie because she wanted to have someone around while she was gone, making sure no one robbed the place and stole her huge television or jewelry. 

I was surprised, since she was one of the least materialistic people I’d ever met, especially for someone who had so much money of their own already. When I pressed her on it she admitted she only wanted a roomie so she wouldn’t feel lonely when she was in town.

“I could never afford to pay my fair share,” I admitted. “It’s almost as much as I am paying now just to pay half!”

“I’m not really all that worried about splitting things up, even Steven,” she giggled. “How about we make a deal? You spend your spare time with me when I’m in town, doing whatever my heart desires, and watch the house in between, and you can pay whatever you can afford.”

My jaw fell open! Her apartment was not only huge it was in one of the best parts of town. There was no way I could pass up such a deal, and I didn’t want to! 

Plus Ellie was always getting into fun things, from pop up shops she knew about before anyone else to food truck events to flash mobs, she was always finding exciting new ways to blow off steam. And best of all, the girl could drink me under the table. 

I assumed all of these traits were part of what made her so good at her job. It was easy to see why she was so popular with fans. Every moment we spent together felt like it would make a great episode on some reality show. 

Ellie is also drop dead gorgeous, did I mention that? She’s got long, smooth legs, big, bouncy breasts and short, blonde spiky hair styled to make her look even more exotic and draw further attention to herself. 

I’d be lying if I told you I hadn’t fantasized about being with her on countless occasions since we’ve become friends, but I never want to let her know that. It became a thing between us, her trying to get me to admit that I liked her and me pretending I didn’t. 

It was a fun game that seemed to earn me more attention from her instead of less, Ellie always trying to prove to me that she could make me desire her. 

I barely saw her the first couple months I lived there. One week she was flying off to a beer festival in Thailand, the next she was in Monaco for an art gallery showing. In between she’d appear, usually with only a few hours between layovers. 

I did my best to keep her entertained on those occasions, but truth be told she usually spent most the time answering my endless questions about her latest insane adventure. 

“You have no idea how lucky you are,” I told her time and time again. She’d always give me the same reply, without fail.

“You only live once,” she’d smile cryptically. “One day when I’m old and gray I’ll hang it up but for now I want to experience everything this life has to offer so when I die I can honestly say that I have no regrets.”

The truth was I loved spending time with her. I looked forward to it. Most of my friends had gone on to college. I spent all day taking shit from annoyed people, toiling away in a half-lit cubicle, and most nights sitting on the couch drinking beer, too tired to go anywhere. 

My love life was a joke, but to be honest, it was never anything to write home about.

When Ellie was around I got to explore the city with a hot chick, which if you haven’t ever experienced it is totally different than how things normally work, at least in my life. It meant no waiting in lines for movies or clubs, prime seating at fancy restaurants, and special perks everywhere we went. 

One restaurant we went to had a waiting list several months long. Not only did she manage to get us the perfect table, the celebrity chef running the kitchen came out to take a picture with her. 

Granted, most of the time she treated me like her sexless little brother, and so did the dudes footing the bill for Ellie and my adventures. Still the world was our oyster when we went out, so to speak. 

Guys fell over themselves to get her attention, even the ones who didn’t recognize her from television. They went out of their way to impress her, opening doors, offering free classes in yoga, tickets to sports games, you name it. They insisted on buying her food and drinks, following her around like a lost puppy dog. It was incredible to watch. 

Ellie handled them like a pro, knowing just when to cut things off and move on. The guys always seemed so genuinely happy as they handed over their business cards, Ellie promising to call them when she was back in town. To the best of my knowledge she never called any of them. 

Ellie showed me up close and personal how amazing life can be for a beautiful woman, especially one who knows how to wield her sexuality. 

I hadn’t been expecting her to be in town for Halloween. Ellie told me she’d be in New York City for Halloween, attending a very exclusive private party on the Upper West Side as the date of a Spanish billionaire Roderigo she’d met while covering the running of the bulls earlier that year. 

Her plan was to party the night away in typical Ellie fashion then catch a flight the next day to cover a Day of the Dead celebration in Mexico City. Since she was basically the only person I ever did anything with, I decided that meant I was skipping the holiday. 

I never bothered to plan a costume. I wasn’t going trick or treating and the only party I knew about was being hosted by Herb, the creepy balding guy at work with coffee breath who always wanted to talk about how much poontang he’d gotten over the weekend. 

As far as I knew, no one believed him. That didn’t stop him from wasting as long as you’d let him making up graphic details of a sex life he clearly didn’t have. 

I could just see him in his cheap vampire costume, the bald spot on his head showing despite his lame attempt at a comb over, prattling on about what a lady killer he was to me for six hours. I’d rather have cut my wrists open than listen to him, or anyone from work, talk about anything on my time off. 

I settled in with a cold sixer, a bottle of cheap whiskey, and some very naughty softcore cable porn, getting a good buzz going within an hour or so. By then my feature presentation about a haunted house full of hot perverts with terrible acting skills had turned into a full-on orgy. 

I was absentmindedly watching, hand down my pants fondling my erection, when Ellie came in, catching me by surprise. 

“Stop whacking off, loser,” she said, pushing her suitcase into the hallway as I scrambled to button up my pants and tuck my hard on away. “It’s Halloween. We’re going out!”

“Jesus, Ellie,” I shouted, my cheeks burning with embarrassment. “What the fuck are you doing here? I thought you were supposed to be in New York with Roderigo.”

“I was,” she said, looking suddenly flustered. It wasn’t like her to be moody, especially over a guy. “I mean I am.”

“What is it? What happened? Talk to me.”

“His wife showed up,” she said, the smile on her face betrayed by the tears in the corners of her eyes she was obviously fighting to hold back. 

“Did you know he was married?” I asked, trying to be delicate. In all the time I’d known her I’d never seen her this upset before.

“No,” she said, wiping the tears out of her eyes and laughing. “Somehow he neglected to mention her when we spent time together. I never thought to ask. He was always alone, he never had a ring on... how was I to know I was a homewrecker?”

“Hey now,” I said, getting up and hugging her. “You are not a homewrecker. It’s not your fault. You didn’t know.”

“I gave my heart to him,” she said. “I was really starting to fall for him. Oh well. It’s probably for the best. He wanted me to settle down with him in Spain. 

I can’t believe I actually thought about it for a minute. I wasn’t meant to live in a gilded cage. I was meant to be free, like a butterfly.”

“There you go,” I said reassuringly, doing my best to make her feel better. I patted her on the back and made a condescending little voice. 

“You spread your wings and fly, my beautiful butterfly.”

She laughed and hit me. 

“You’re such a dork,” she said, but I could tell she already was starting to feel better, and I was glad. 

“I could have gone anyway but instead I decided to switch my flight for tomorrow and take you out for a night on the town. We always have such a good time together. You make me laugh so hard. And since I have had my faith in humanity shaken today it is now your job to cheer me up. Where is your costume?”

“I hate to burst your bubble but I wasn’t planning on doing anything tonight,” I shrugged. “I didn’t get a costume this year.”

“Surely you have something you can use,” she insisted. “A football uniform or a devil mask or a reggae hat and dreadlock wig.”

“You’ve seen my wardrobe,” I scoffed. “I’ve got work clothes, jeans, sweats, and t-shirts. I own a pair of dress shoes, a pair of sandals, and a pair of sneakers. It’s pretty limited.”

I sat back down and cracked open a fresh beer. 

“You have to have something,” she insisted, joining me. 

She took a shot of whiskey, trying to think of a cool costume we could whip up on the spot. 

“I’m sorry but nothing comes to mind,” I said, pulling on my beer. “If I would have known earlier I could have swung by the costume store and picked over the scraps. They’re all closed by now. Thrift stores too.”

The plot to my softcore porn had gone hilariously off track. A bus full of Catholic school girls had pulled up at the haunted mansion. The gorgeous students came bopping out wearing little plaid school uniforms that left the bottom of their curvy cheeks hanging out, and tight tops tied in the front. They all had pigtails done up with silky pink ribbons holding up each side, and glossy pink glitter lipstick.

“You know, last year that’s what I went out as, a naughty Catholic school girl,” Ellie laughed. “My old roomie Katie and I owned the night. Guys fell over themselves to buy us drinks. It was a crazy night.”

“I can just imagine you in your cute little uniform,” I teased. “Did you have pigtails as well?”

“Wait a minute,” she said, her eyes gleaming with sudden excitement. “I still have our costumes, including her black Mary Janes. That’s it! That can be our costume for the night!”

“Wait,” I said, turning to her. “What do you mean our costumes?”

“We can be Catholic school girls in trouble,” Ellie giggled. “Just like last year. This is perfect. You’re about her size anyway. You’re not going to believe how out of control things are going to get tonight. It’s going to be an epic night you’ll never forget.”

Every night with Ellie was an epic night. That’s the type of personality she had. She didn’t have quiet, boring nights. It just wasn’t in her DNA. 
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