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***

My flashlight blinks out right as I walk into the spiderweb.

“Ugh!” I spit, waving my arms in front of my face and twisting around to wipe away the sticky cobwebs. 

This is disgusting. 

Not for the first time, I regret wearing a sun dress tonight instead of something a little bit more practical. If the others were here, they’d be laughing their asses off. They’re all waiting comfortably in the car at the end of the long gravel drive instead of up here with me in the abandoned mansion, breathing in questionably old dust and getting tangled in dusty spiderwebs. 

I may have lost the bet, but I refuse to back out now. None of those cowards are brave enough to explore the ruins of Cragg Manor. I doubt they’d even come inside during the day, much less totally alone, and at night. And I’ll be damned if I let a dickhead like Josh get one up on me.

My stomach turns as his face flashes through the front of my mind. Stupid fucking Josh. That was one drunken encounter I wouldn’t forget — and not for good reason. Six months of holding it over my head with no signs of letting go.

Sweat beads at the nape of my neck and rolls in fat droplets down my back like a wet finger sliding under my sunshine yellow dress. It’s the height of summer, and even in the darkest night, it’s sweltering in this shut-up old manor house. It’s too late to go back and change now. I wore a short sundress with spaghetti straps to combat the heat, but there’s no telling what creepy-crawlies have made this abandoned house their home. The last owners moved out like a hundred years ago, although the local legend claims they went insane and died. Their bodies were never found.

They’re probably hiding in the closets, waiting for you, Josh had teased. I roll my eyes at the thought. Fucking Josh. I can’t believe I fucking slept with him. Months of not touching another soul had, unfortunately, made me desperately horny, and after one too many slutty pink cocktails, the new and vaguely attractive guy in our sort-of friend group seemed like a decent choice. 
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