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MARK SAT IN HIS DORM wondering what costume to make for the upcoming Costume Crawl on campus. People were excited with Mark being as excited as well. This was a great night for everyone to let loose since the school decided to become a dry campus a few years ago.

For this costume, Mark decided to dress as a dashing swordsman with his rapier from fencing gym class. Mark may not have been dashing but he was quite a skilled swordsman.

Mark was an average sized guy, lithe in stature; never into lifting weights or sports for that matter in high school. In college, it was much of the same. Where classmates and friends would get together to play sports or go to the gym and work out, Mark chose to either study or read his favorite manga.

The only thing that Mark seemed to be interested in was fencing and that was by complete accident. He needed to take a gym class but had no desire to take one of the major sports so he decided on fencing out of nowhere. It stood out from the other options with Mark thinking it would be good resume fodder making him look sophisticated.

Oddly enough, once Mark was in uniform and holding the Rapier, he discovered he was a natural despite having no training or watching videos. His footwork was a treat to watch closing distances with great speed and no effort. 

Matching his ability was his swordsmanship. Mark quickly understood the rules deftly parrying his classmates with strikes out of nowhere.

Everyone was impressed by Mark’s confidence in class. If he met someone outside of class, Mark would naturally go into his shell acting like the introvert he had been his entire life.

Soon, the interest in fencing became so strong that Mark bought his own fencing rapier to practice in his off-campus apartment when he moved out of the dorm after freshman year.

Not many women were interested in Mark which was fine by him. He had a close group of friends, some in his major. They all had similar interests in games and anime but only Mark liked fencing.

The college girls thought it was cute that Mark was so good at fencing even though they could not understand the sport. The way he moved was with style and grace despite his lithe figure. Mark looked and felt like a confident man twice his size.

For Mark, he was happy in his own body. School was fun and challenging with Mark focusing on classes with an eye on finding a job after graduation.

Mark’s apartment was small and just off campus. His walk to campus led him by a rundown house on a corner every day. The windows and doors all boarded up. The lawn was overgrown and the wrought iron fencing out guarding the house was in a state of disrepair.

Everyday Mark walked by the house on his way to and from class on campus always noting that it was a shame that the gothic design of the exterior was wasted. He often wondered who owned the house and why they did not choose to renovate the property.

Off campus housing was in strong demand so it made little sense to leave the property in a state of disrepair.

Whatever reason was not Mark’s business so he ignored it although he did feel a bit strange every time he passed by. Not a sense of foreboding but a sense of calm like his anxiety and stress disappeared.

As Halloween and the Costume Crawl approached, Mark needed a costume if he was going to look good so he headed a few blocks off campus to the local goodwill store to check over the wares. A lot of people on campus found it to be a good place to buy old clothing cheap for a quick costume.

Without spending more than a couple of minutes, Mark found the perfect pieces for a costume. An old pair of brown, leather pants and a ruffled shirt. Nothing special but he did not have a lot of money to spend so this worked perfect.

On the way back home, Mark noticed that the lawn on the old house was mowed. Good for whoever owned the house, Mark thought to himself. The overgrown yard was a bit of an eyesore and this was a step in the right direction.

When Mark got back home, he tried on the clothing holding his rapier and holster while staring at his reflection in the mirror. He looked fine for the Costume Crawl which was more an excuse to get drunk than anything else.

Maybe this year he would get laid. It would be nice to get laid once at the Costume Crawl before he graduated. At the present time, Mark did not have a girlfriend. There was no strong interest from anyone which was fine by Mark. Word around campus was that this major was hiring across the country so he did not want to get bogged down just yet with some strong career prospects on the horizon.

As the days leading up to the Costume Crawl grew shorter, Mark noticed that the abandoned house started looking better and better. The wrought iron fence looked like it got a fresh coat of paint. The boards covering the windows look like they were cleaned.

Nobody on campus paid much attention to the old, abandoned house. Everyone’s thoughts were on the Costume Crawl and the hot spot apartment parties.

The Greek organizations were having open houses. Some off campus apartments were hosting haunted houses, treasure cruises (for the sluts who sought to get lucky), and other private parties.

Mark’s plan was to meet with some friends and just stroll around the area stopping by the various private parties. People were attracted to the treasure cruises which was code for hookup parties.

Mark settled down for the evening as one of his cultured friends sent him a series of six numbers. One of their mutual hentai artists released a new story which was translated into English and posted online. Mark’s group of culture thought the story was pretty good with some great art. 
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