


The Quiet Apartment: 
A Horror Novel 

 
By Amanda Lawrence Auverigne 

 
 



Copyright © 2013 Amanda Lawrence Auverigne 
 
All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced or transmitted in any 
form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, including photocopy, recording, or any 
information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the author. 
All characters appearing in this work are fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons 
living or dead is purely coincidental. 
 
 



More eBooks by Amanda Lawrence Auverigne 
 
A Little Taste of Vermilion: A Horror Story 
A Nod to the Left & Other Stories: A Collection of Short Horror Tales 
A Bitter Disappointment 
A Morbid Disturbance: A Horror Tale 
After Dinner Mint & Other Stories 
Arbitrary & Other Stories: A Collection of Horror Fiction 
Atrocity: A Short Horror Story 
Caged: A Horror Tale 
Coincidence in Installments 
Dangerous Barter: A Novella 
Dead Beat: A Short Horror Story 
Edna's Day 
Fearsome Tranquility: A Short Horror Story 
Game: A Horror Tale 
Get the Brick: A Short Horror Story 
Host 
It's Just Down the Stairs & Other Horror Stories 
Jeremy's Weakness: A Horror Novel 
Jilted: A Short Horror Story 
Julia and the Signs: A Horror Tale 
Jump Scare! A Collection of Horror Fiction 
Just a Quick Drop Off 
Linked: A Short Horror Story 
Living & Other Short Stories 
Maritime High: A Short Tale of Terror 
Millisecond: A Short Horror Story 
Mod: A Short Horror Story 
Photographic Detonation and Other Stories 
Rebecca Carmichael's Extraordinary Night of Babysitting 
The Empty Glass 
The Ignored 
The Pallor of Death & Other Stories 
The Twist & Other Horror Stories 
The Worst Time Ever: A Short Horror Story 
There's an App for That: A Short Horror Story 
Three Lanes Down: A Short Horror Story 
Use it or Lose It & Other Horror Stories 
 
The Numb Trilogy 
Numb 
Petrified 
Shock 
 
 



Read free fiction, watch book trailers and find out about Amanda's new book releases. 
 
Visit Amanda's blog 
 
http://amandaauverigne.wordpress.com/ 
 
 

http://amandaauverigne.wordpress.com/


SATURDAY 
 
 



Chapter 1 
Moving on Up 

 
 

"Watch out coming through!" Heather shouted. 
Heather Mason entered the opened apartment door carrying two large cardboard 

boxes. She was tall and slender with pale skin. She possessed bone-straight light 
brown hair that was worn loose. Her tresses brushed against her shoulders. Her eyes 
were dark blue.  

Heather stumbled through the small hallway in front of the opened door before 
staggering inside of the spacious sunlit living room.  

Leslie Anderson was walking across the living room in the direction of the 
opened doorway. She was moderately tall with a curvy figure. Her skin was lightly 
tanned. Her hair was long, wavy and blonde and the golden tresses fell to the center of 
her spine. Her shimmering hair was worn loose and a thick blue headband had been 
attached to the top portion of her skull for the purpose of keeping her flowing hair away 
from her eyes during her labors. Her eyes were a pale shade of blue. 

Leslie slowed her stride forward when she saw Heather's clumsy approach in her 
direction. She quickly side-stepped her friends' doddering steps while holding the two 
large precious crystal vases in her grasp protectively against her body. 

Heather staggered across the box-filled living room and she managed to toss two 
the boxes in her grasp onto an empty space on the floor of the room before she lost her 
balance and fell onto the wooden beams atop her side. 

"Oooof!" Heather said as she landed on the floor. 
"You okay?" Leslie asked moving quickly to the fireplace and lowering the two 

vases gently atop the hearth's stone mantel. 
"I'll live," Heather said sitting up and rubbing her spine. "The only thing that I've 

hurt is my pride or what's left of it." 
The sound of loud footsteps and banging echoed from the hall outside of the 

apartment door. 
Heather stared at the doorway. 
The two muscular moving men entered the apartment carrying a large leather 

couch. They moved through the small hallway and entered the living room before 
moving slowly across the space.  

One of the men was short and bald and his companion was tall, slender with 
short brown hair. 

"And here comes your couch," Heather said. She rubbed her face with a huff. 
"I’m so tired!" 

Leslie arranged a row of porcelain figures on top of the mantel as she spoke. 
"That's because you're out of shape!" Leslie exclaimed. 
"Hey I'm fit," Heather said. She looked at the approaching moving man warily 

before she rose on her knees and crawled to the far side of the room with a labored 
pant. She settled on the floor and rested her spine against the wall behind her. 

The two moving men stopped their movements and they looked at Heather's 
panting form with wide eyes. 



Nora Olsen entered the living room holding a large silver mace with spikes. She 
was short and possessed a slender athletic build. Her skin was the color of milk and her 
eyes were a bright shade of green. Her hair was short and red. Her tresses were 
arranged in spikes atop her small head. 

Nora swung the spiked mace in her grasp casually before she stopped her 
movements forward and gazed around the living room. She glanced at Leslie and 
looked at Heather briefly before she turned around and stared at the two moving men. 

The two men were breathing heavily and their gaze was fixed on Heather. 
Heather was seated upright on the floor. A pair of white ear buds was thrust 

inside of her ears. She was gazing at her cell phone and nodding her head. 
"Well don't mind her," Nora said thrusting the mace in Heather's direction. 
The two moving men turned from Heather and they looked at Nora with 

expressions of trepidation across their sweat-covered features. 
"Just put the couch over there by the windows or should I say the doors since 

they technically leads to the terrace?" Nora said. She gazed at the set of double 
windows that lay embedded in the wall across the room while swinging the mace idly in 
front of her. 

The two moving men nodded before they moved closer to the window. They set 
the couch carefully onto the floor before they turned and walked across the apartment.  

The men looked at Heather warily and they glanced at each other before they 
moved to the opened door and left the interior of the apartment. 

Leslie looked up from the mantel and she watched the two men leave before she 
fell into a crouch and grabbed at a box near her. She opened the carton and pulled out 
a large snow globe. She rose to her feet and placed the object on the center of the 
mantel. 

"Just perfect," Leslie said. 
Nora danced across the living room and she stopped in front of the fireplace 

beside Leslie. 
Leslie was arranging the porcelain figurines in a neat row atop the mantel. 
Nora cleared her throat with a musical chortle. 
Leslie turned to Nora. "What?" 
"You know what would look great on the wall right up there?" Nora asked with 

excitement. She raised her free hand and pointed at the empty space on the wall above 
the fireplace. 

Leslie turned from Nora. She looked up at the space above the mantel before 
turning to Nora with an expression of keen distress across her features. 

"No," Leslie said with a shake of her head. "We're not putting your grandfather's 
creepy swords and head busting lances on this wall. That spot up there is reserved for a 
painting. A nice painting." 

"Hey my grandfather's weapon collection is not only vast its totally cool and since 
he left it to me I think that some of the pieces should be on display in this apartment," 
Nora said.  

Nora took a step back and swung the mace in the direction of the fireplace wall. 
Leslie cried out and she moved away from the swinging spiked ball. 



"Like here!" Nora exclaimed. "A few swords, those four shields and that cool 
battle axe should go right up here. Come on Leslie, we need something to hide that big 
washed out spot up top." 

"Like I said. A painting should go there," Leslie said.  
"What?" Nora demanded. "No. Well. Wait. A painting could go there but we 

should like totally put some weapons around it. Hey maybe we could like buy a pic of 
some scowling old dude wearing a suit, a monocle and a top hat from one of those 
snooty estate sales your older sister is always hawking at." 

"FYI," Leslie said. "My sister is a professional auctioneer and she does not hawk 
anything. And also, we're not putting any weapons up there. Just keep your collection in 
your room." 

"My room's too small and most of these pieces should be on display," Nora said 
with a nod. 

"Nora the answer is no," Leslie said. 
"Hey I'm paying rent here too so we should like totally compromise on this," Nora 

said. 
"She has a point," Heather called. 
Leslie and Nora both looked at Heather. 
Heather had pulled one of the ear buds from her skull. 
The white circular object dangled against her left shoulder. Heather was gazing 

at her cell phone and tapping the screen of the device at quick irregular intervals. 
"What?" Leslie asked. 
Heather looked up at Leslie.  
"The two of you are going to be living in this huge tricked out apartment and 

you're both paying rent. So its only fair if both of you have a say in the decorating. And I 
think those weapons are cool," Heather said. 

"Thanks Heather!" Nora said. 
"Well," Leslie said. She turned to Nora. "I guess Heather is right." 
"You know I'm right!" Heather called. 
"Yeah," Leslie said. "So I guess we could put a few of your weapons on this wall." 
"Whoooo!" Nora said swinging the mace over her head. 
"I said a few and watch that thing!" Leslie cried taking a cautious step away from 

Nora. "You're going to bash somebody's brains in with that thing!" 
Nora stopped swinging the mace and she lowered the object quickly.  
"Sorry Leslie. But I'm just so damned excited!" Nora exclaimed. 
Nora moved forward and she pulled Leslie into a tight hug. 
"This place will look like an ancient medieval fortress in no time!" Nora squealed. 
"Uh that's kind of not the look that we should be going for," Leslie said pulling 

Nora's arms from her neck. 
"Are you kidding?" Nora asked. "Do you know how old this house is?" 
"Uh this is an apartment not a house," Leslie said. 
Violet Everleigh entered the apartment carrying a large cardboard box. She was 

moderately tall and slender. Her skin was the color of pale wheat. She possessed long 
straight black hair that fell past her shoulders. Her dark hair had been twisted into a 
loose bun that rested on the top of her head. Two bright red chopsticks that were 



decorated with intricate patterns of gold jutted from the top portion of her large bun. Her 
eyes were a dark brown that resembled the color of cocoa. 

"Technically it was a house," Violet said loudly.  
Violet walked through the small hallway and she entered the living room. She 

stopped near Nora and Leslie before placing the box on the floor with a huff.  
"Man that thing was like totally heavy," Violet said. "I really need a drink. Like 

some vodka or something." 
Leslie moved closer to Violet. 
"What do you mean it's a house?" Leslie inquired. 
"It's a mansion actually," Violet replied. "Well it was until it was sold, chopped up 

and divvied up into custom made condos like ten years ago. It was built for some rich 
doctor in like 1872. It had fifty-eight rooms with a solarium on the first floor and servants 
quarters up in the attic. Oh and there were also two ballrooms on the first floor." 

"What's a solarium?" Heather asked. 
"Like a sun room with plants and stuff," Nora replied. 
"Oh yeah that totally makes sense," Heather said with a toss of her head. 
"Violet," Leslie said. 
"Yeah?" Violet asked. 
"And you know all of this how?" Leslie asked. 
"Well after you guys told us that you were moving in here last week, I took the 

liberty of doing some research on this address," Violet said. "I can send you some pics I 
found in the City Archives if you want. This place was really something a century ago." 

"No thanks," Leslie said. "I like the way it looks now. Well, I like the way our 
apartment looks anyway." 

Nora moved closer to Violet. She looked at her friend's face with an expression of 
seriousness as she spoke. 

"Violet I have something really important to ask you," Nora said. 
"What is it?" Violet asked. 
"Was anyone murdered here?" Nora inquired softly. 
"You would ask that," Leslie said with a shake of her head. 
Nora shrugged and said, "Well it’s a pertinent question considering how old this 

place is. I mean did you ask the Realtor about the real history of this place before you 
signed the lease?" 

"No I didn't," Leslie replied. "Unlike you history geeks, I wasn't really concerned 
about what happened here in the past. I was more concerned with closing the deal 
because its not everyday that you can get a two bedroom, three in a half bathroom, a 
fireplace and terrace in this neighborhood for the price we paid. I was considering our 
bargain not three hundred year old folklore." 

"Two hundred years almost," Violet said. 
Leslie looked at Violet with an expression of weariness across her features.  
"Whatever on your little history lesson," Leslie said. 
"You know you love it," Violet said. She moved closer to Leslie and stroked her 

friend's blonde hair. "You know you just couldn't get enough of it when I was quoting 
those facts about the Napoleonic War during our super late Skype session last night." 

Nora and Heather laughed. 
"Shut up Violet," Leslie said irritably. 



"That's not what you said last night love," Violet whispered. 
Leslie slapped Violet's hand away from her hair before she moved forward and 

pinched her friend's cheek quickly. 
"Agh!" Violet said grabbing her cheek and taking a step back. 
"That didn’t' hurt," Leslie said. 
"Let me show you," Violet said. She moved forward and pinched both of Leslie's 

cheeks. 
Leslie cried out. She took a small step back grabbing her face with a high pitched 

squeal. 
"I can see where this is going," Heather said with a shake of her head. 
"Yeah," Nora said. "I think I may have to referee again." 
The sound of heavy footsteps echoed from the hallway beyond the opened 

apartment door before the two moving men entered the space. 
Both of the moving men were muscular.One of the men was tall and bald. His 

companion was shorter, chubby and possessed thinning red hair. 
Each of the men was carrying large leather recliners in their grasp. They huffed 

and puffed as they walked across the living room holding the large chairs. They both 
stopped near Leslie. 

"Where do you want these?" The red haired man asked. 
Leslie moved away from Violet. She lowered her hands from her cheeks and 

pointed at the space near the couch. 
"Just put them on the right side of the couch right by the wall," Leslie said. 
The two men nodded and they moved across the living room. They placed the 

two chairs on the floor on the right side of the couch. 
"Thanks," Leslie said. 
The bald man looked at Leslie. He nodded and said, "We're almost done miss." 
"Great," Leslie said. 
The two moving men turned and they left the apartment. 
"So what's still missing?" Nora asked. She looked around the living room with a 

heavy sigh. 
"Oh not much," Leslie said. "Just the coffee table, and those two old wooden 

chairs your Aunt graciously donated that look like creepy thrones from the middle ages 
or something." 

Heather looked up from her cell phone.  
"Oh those chairs are freaking awesome! You should like totally put them in front 

of the fireplace," Heather said. 
"Yeah those chairs are so cool and they're antiques too!" Nora said excitedly. 

"But one of them is like rickety and stuff. If you sat in it the back would like prolly fall off 
and you'd be on the floor and hurt and stuff and I really need to get that fixed." 

"Would it be expensive to repair?" Leslie asked. 
Nora waved her free hand and said, "Naw. I know a guy who knows a guy who'll 

give me a good deal." 
"Alright then," Leslie said "So after we get the chair fixed we can put them here in 

front of the fireplace. Oh I need to unpack the fireplace screens." 
"So that's a real working fireplace?" Heather asked. 
Leslie and Nora spoke at the same time. 



"Yesh!" Nora cried. 
"Of course!" Leslie said. 
"Cool," Heather said. "We can like totally toast up some S'Mores guys." 
"Yeah we totally can," Nora said with a laugh. 
"Um no," Leslie said. 
"Awwww," Nora whined. "But we're gonna do it anyway!" 
Heather laughed. 
Leslie turned to Nora and she twisted her face into a garish expression. 
"Now freeze!" Nora exclaimed pointing her mace at Leslie's face. 
Leslie relaxed her face and said, "Not funny." 
"Yeah it was," Nora said. She lowered the weapon and looked around the room. 

"So this is it huh? This is all of our stuff?" 
"Yeah," Leslie said. "And I think that's about it. All of the boxes for the kitchen 

and the bedrooms are already in here and the TV and the speakers for the living room 
is over there and yeah we're pretty much set." 

"Alright!" Nora cheered. 
"Great," Heather said. "I am so tired I couldn't carry another box up those stairs 

even if I wanted too." 
"We're only on the third floor Heather," Leslie said. 
"Yeah a high ass third floor," Heather said. 
Nora laughed. 
The two moving men entered the apartment. The red haired man carried a stack 

of four large boxes. His balding companion was carrying the two tall wooden chairs. 
Leslie took a small step towards the moving men and she pointed at the floor 

near the couch. 
"Just put those in here," Leslie said. 
The two men nodded and they placed the items in their grasp on the floor near 

the couch. 
"Thanks so much!" Leslie said.   
Leslie moved closer to the moving men. She pulled out her wallet. She opened 

the billfold and yanked out a handful of bills.  
"You were such a great help," Leslie said. She thrust the bills in the bald man's 

direction. 
"No problem ma'am," the bald man said. He took the money. 
"Wait!" Nora shouted. "Wait just a minute!" 
Nora turned and she ran from the living room. She moved forward swiftly and 

disappeared into a long hallway near the opened apartment door. 
The two moving men looked at Nora's departing figure with expressions of 

curiosity across their features. 
The sound of a loud thud echoed in the apartment just before Nora returned to 

the living room carrying two tall cold cans of soda. She stopped in front of the two 
moving men and thrust the chilly offerings in their direction. 

"Here you go," Nora said. "One for the road. Non-alcoholic." 
The two men took the sodas and they nodded at Nora with welcoming smiles. 
"Thanks miss," the bald man said. He opened his soda and took a long drink. 



"Yeah thanks," the red haired man said before opening the soda and gulping the 
drink. 

"You're welcome guys and thanks alot," Nora said quickly. 
"Thank you for using Jerry's Movers," the bald man said. He raised his can and 

looked at the four young ladies with a smile. "Have a good day ladies." 
"Yeah have a great one," the red haired man added. 
"You too," Nora said. 
"Yeah bye," Violet said. 
"Goodbye," Heather said with a wave in the movers' direction. 
"Thanks and goodbye," Leslie said. She rushed to the door and stood beside the 

opened portal. 
The two moving men waved at the young ladies before they walked across the 

living room and entered the hall. They stepped through the opened doorway and left the 
interior of the apartment. 

Leslie closed the door behind them. She locked the barrier quickly. 
Violet stared at the assortment of brass locks and shiny metal deadbolts that 

decorated the door. 
"Man," Violet said. "Do you guys have enough locks in this place?" 
Leslie turned around. She smiled at her friend and said, "Well these locks were 

like this when we moved in. Apparently the last tenant had a thing for safety. But I'm 
happy with it. I mean you can't be too careful right?" 

"Right," Violet said. 
"So you guys want the grand tour before we order some pizza?" Nora asked. 
"Sure!" Violet said. 
"That would be like so great," Heather said. She pulled her ear bud from her ear 

and leaped to her feet securing her cell phone inside of her pocket. 
"Okay then. Follow me," Nora said.  
 
 



Chapter 2 
 

The Grand Tour 
 
 

"Welcome to the tour of our new apartment!" Nora shouted. She jumped up and 
clapped her hands excitedly. "I’m so excited. This will like totally prepare me for giving 
tours of my museum. You know the one I'm going to have after I get all of my degrees 
and stuff." 

"Okay," Heather said. 
"Um they have like history internships to get you prepared for that I think," Leslie 

said. 
"Yean but this tour is going to be way funner than that!" Nora said. She looked at 

Violet and Heather. "Right?" 
"Totally," Heather said. "Some of those museum tours are total snoozefests. 

Especially the lazy ones where there's no real person and you have to wear those 
spazzy headphones. I mean what if I have a question about the collection that I can't 
look up online? What do I do then?" 

Leslie moved closer to Heather 
"Um Heather," Leslie said slowly. "I think the headphone tours are like optional in 

the museums that like have them. You could like totally do a real person tour too. I 
mean if you wanted to." 

"I know that," Heather said. "But I wanted to try the headphone tour just to see 
how it was. And I really didn't like it very much." 

"Well aren't most headphone museum tours self guided?" Leslie asked. 
"Yeah so?" Heather inquired. 
"Well maybe your experience would have been better if you would have taken 

the tour guided tour. Just saying," Leslie said quickly. 
"Wasn't that what I just said when I told you that the headphone tour I took 

sucked because there was no person to guide or answer questions? What?" Heather 
demanded. 

"Okay guys," Violet said. "No arguing today. I can tell by the bass in Heather's 
voice that this conversation might escalate quickly." 

"I have no bass in my voice," Heather said. "I'm a soprano." 
"Okay you're a soprano," Violet said. "But let's just keep his happy vibe going. 

Okay guys? Nora get on with your tour. I’m looking forward to it." 
"Me too," Heather said. 
"Yeah let's do this tour thing," Leslie said. 
"Alright," Nora said. "Is everyone ready? Let's go!" 
Nora rushed to the center of the living room. She rubbed her red hair and 

stretched out her pale arms waving her limbs in a fluid dramatic motion of the area 
around her. 

"This area ladies is the living room," Nora said. "Take note of that banging 
fireplace with the naked dudes holding up the planet earth on each sides of the thing. 
Don’t try to see if they're packing because whoever carved it totally covered up with fig 



leaves. No! But hey the dudes are still totally packing with the six packs. And check out 
those guns on the arms. Wow." 

"Atlas," Violet said. 
"Huh?" Heather asked. 
"I think those statues are supposed to be Atlas holding up the world," Violet said. 
"Oh yeah," Heather said. "I see what you mean." 
"Woo hooo everyone," Nora said. "I know those stone guys are hot and all but let 

me turn your attention to what's happening topside. See the chandelier? Pure crystal 
ladies and its over a hundred pounds. So if it falls on you which it won't cause its totally 
tethered to the ceiling and whatnot, you'd like be dead or really hurt in like a coma or 
something. Anyhoo that cool chandelier came with the crib and its awesome lit up. 
Although some of the fake candlesticks in the thing need changing." 

"Some of the lights in the chandelier have blown out?" Violet asked. 
"Yeah," Leslie responded. "The building fixer guy is supposed to come and do 

something about it tonight." 
"Tonight?" Violet asked. 
"Yeah," Leslie said. "Apparently on Sundays he only works nights. Go figure." 
"Oh," Violet said. She raised a hand to her black hair and looked at Leslie with 

concern. "As long as the two of you are in here when he comes." 
"Ew," Heather said. 
Nora tossed back her head and she laughed loud and long. 
"Heather," Leslie said. "Get your mind out of the gutter." 
"Hey it was a just a harmless mind association sex thing," Heather said with a 

shrug. 
"That was actually pretty funny!" Nora howled. 
"Yeah it kind of was," Heather said. 
"Anyway," Leslie continued. "We're totally fine Violet so don't worry. Nora and I 

will be here. And don’t forget about our wonderful tour guide's weapon collection." 
"Just as long as you're safe," Violet said. 
"Why wouldn't we be?" Leslie asked. "This is a very good neighborhood and 

even though we're like ten miles away from campus this apartment was a steal. We're 
fine Violet. Don't worry." 

"Yeah," Nora said. "We're like totally fine so don't worry." 
"Okay but just be careful okay?" Violet asked. 
"Alright Mommy," Leslie said. 
Heather and Nora laughed. 
"Hey," Violet said. 
Leslie moved closer to Violet. She pulled her friend into a warm hug.  
"I know you mean well," Leslie said. 
"Yeah I just want you two to be safe," Violet said. She pushed Leslie away from 

her gently. "And I know you will be." 
"Yeah we will," Leslie said with a nod. 
"Awwww," Heather said. 
"Yeah awww," Nora said. 
"How about the rest of that tour?" Violet asked. 



"Right!" Nora said. "Now ladies I would like to take a look at the terrace. Just let 
me get over here. Oh these window door things are locked. And one of them is stuck!" 

"They're called French Doors," Leslie said. 
"Ooooooh," Nora said. "But they still won't open?" 
"Let me try," Leslie said.  
Leslie moved to the tall glass doors and stopped beside Nora. She unlocked the 

metal fastenings that adorned the top portion of both doors before pushing the portals 
ajar.  

"Here we go," Leslie said. 
"Thanks Leslie," Nora said. 
"You're welcome," Leslie said. "Apparently there's a trick to opening them. You 

have to wriggle the latch a little bit before they'll give way. 
Heather and Violet moved closer to the opened doorways and stepped onto the 

terrace. 
Nora and Leslie followed them. 
The four young ladies stopped walked across the stone platform and they all 

stopped in front of the stone balcony. They remained silent for a few moments while 
they gazed out at the assortment of large houses that were located across the street. 

Nora slapped at the stone balustrade in front of her and she turned to her friends 
with an excited squeal. 

"Look at this view!" Nora exclaimed. "We're three floors up but you can see all of 
the nice houses across the street. And if you stand on your tippy toes and if you really 
squint and stuff you can see some of the buildings from campus like ten miles away." 

"I don't see any buildings from campus," Heather said. 
"Me neither," Violet said. 
"That's because you're not squinting hard enough and you have to stand on your 

tippy toes and tilt your head to the right side," Nora said. 
Heather, Violet and Leslie all did as Nora instructed. 
After a few seconds, the three young women looked at each other and they 

laughed. 
"Alright ladies," Nora said. "We're just getting started on this tour. Follow me." 
Nora left the terrace. She passed through the opened French Doors and entered 

the spacious living room. 
Heather, Violet and Leslie followed her. 
Leslie stopped in front of the doors. "Wait a minute!" She turned around and 

grabbed the doors. 
"What?" Nora asked stopping in the center of the living room. 
Heather and Violet stopped walking in front of Nora and they both turned around 

and stared at Leslie. 
"I just need to close the doors for security reasons," Leslie said.  
"Security reasons?" Nora demanded. "Come on Leslie. We're three floors up. It's 

not like anyone is going to fly up here and attack us." 
"I just want to be safe," Leslie said. She closed the two doors securely and 

locked them quickly. "There all done." 
Leslie turned around and she smiled at her friends with a tilt of her blonde head. 

"And we're good." 



"Right!" Nora said.  
Heather and Violet turned around and they both looked at Nora. 
Nora turned around and she pointed to an area on the left side of the doors. 
A large area was located in the front portion of the living room on the left side of 

the French Doors. 
The space was a large room that possessed a circular shape. Two large 

windows lay embedded in the wall in the front portion of the area. A huge wooden 
window seat jutted from the lower portion of the windows. 

A small circular table lay on the floor near the window seat onto which several 
small boxes marked 'fragile' had been placed. 

"Now this is our little reading corner space thingie," Nora said. 
Violet and Heather stared in the area. 
"Wow this is really nice," Violet said. 
"Yeah it is," Heather said. "Its really cozy and stuff." 
"You guys should get some really good light in here in the mornings with these 

French Doors and the windows," Violet said. 
"Yeah we totally should," Nora said.  
Nora moved to the window seat. She fell into a crouch had slapped her palms 

against the lower portion of the wooden seat. 
"I'm planning on putting some swords and stuff on the sides of this window seat," 

Nora said. She rose and turned around. She looked at her friends. "What do you guys 
think?" 

"Um," Violet said. 
Heather smiled and nodded and she was about to speak and stopped when 

Leslie's loud voice filled the space. 
"I think that this is one part of the apartment where you shouldn't keep your 

weapons," Leslie said. 
Nora looked at Leslie. "Aw come on! Just let me put like a couple of daggers on 

the sides of the thing. I promise you won't get cut or anything." 
"No no and no," Leslie said. 
"Aw man!" Nora said. 
"I'll compromise with you," Leslie said. 
"How?" Nora asked. 
Leslie moved across the room and she stopped in front of the window seat. She 

closed her hand into a tight fist and tapped at the left and right portion of the top of the 
wooden seat.  

"What are you doing?" Nora demanded. "Are you deliberately trying to make us 
lose our security deposit by fucking this place up? And you didn't even ask me if I 
wanted to join you cause you know I like to fuck stuff up." 

"I'm not fucking the place up Nora," Leslie said. "I'm showing you a secret." 
Leslie moved her hand to the front of the wooden seat and she grabbed at the 

object's edge. She moved her hand upwards. 
The edge of the seat was a thick lid and it opened to reveal a dark, hollow and 

large compartment within the wooden seat's interior. 
"Wowzers!" Nora cried. 
"That is amazing," Heather said. 



"That is so cool," Violet said. 
"Aw man this is the perfect place for like most of my ammo and stuff!" Nora said. 
"Ammo?" Heather asked with fear. 
Nora turned to Heather with a grin. 
"Not bullets you ninny. I don't like guns but some of those seventeenth century 

muskets do look totally badass on a wall. No. When I say ammo I mean arrows for my 
crossbows and bow and arrow quiver packs and stuff like that. I was going to like put 
them all over the walls near the crossbows but somebody said that would be 
dangerous," Nora said.  

Nora turned from the seat and she gave Leslie an evil side eye. 
Leslie closed the window seat's lid firmly and she rose to her feet. She looked at 

Nora and folded her arms across her bosom. 
"It would be dangerous," Leslie said. 
"For who? There are no toddlers here and a bow and arrow looks freaking 

awesome on a wall with like a quiver of arrows right next to it. And a crossbow looks 
badass with some arrows on the wall in a nice half circle decoration around it too," Nora 
said. 

"I'm okay with your weapon display but I just don't want any arrows around," 
Leslie said. 

"Well what if I put them up really really high so that the kiddies can't get to them?" 
Nora said. 

"The arrows have to be really high though. I mean like near the ceiling high," 
Leslie said. 

Nora nodded and said, "Sure. I'll put them up as high as you want. But I still want 
to mount at least one crossbow with an arrow in it." 

"No!" Leslie said. 
"Come on! I'll like superglue the arrow on it so that no idiot can like take it off the 

wall and shoot it," Nora said. 
"You'd do that?" Leslie asked. 
Nora moved close to Leslie. She gave her friend a sympathetic pat on her 

shoulder. 
"Leslie I will do anything to decorate this apartment in the old time armory style 

and keep you feeling safe. You want me to superglue that arrow to my crossbow then 
you've got it!" Nora said. 

"Okay but we should talk about this more later," Leslie said. 
"Sure. We'll talk about it," Nora said. 
"And no suits of armor! You promised," Leslie said quickly. 
"Totally. The suits of armor are all at my Grammas house anyway. But she sent 

me some really cool chainmail. You can try it on later," Nora said. 
"I don't want to," Leslie said. 
"But it'll make you day way funner," Nora said. 
Violet laughed. 
"Nora no," Leslie said. "Now let's continue with the tour shall we?" 
"Yes we shall!" Nora said with a cheer. She turned to Violet and Heather. 
"And now let's keep going with this banging tour. So come on!" Nora exclaimed. 



Nora clapped her hands happily and she walked backwards in the direction of the 
long narrow hallway.  

"Follow me and look and see!" Nora exclaimed. "Let's take a little trip down this 
cooler than cool hallway that has our bedrooms and stuff in it. And oh the kitchen it this 
way too!" 

Heather, Nora and Leslie followed Nora. 
The four young women walked forward slowly. 
They passed the closed door of the apartment before entering the narrow 

doorway on the left side of the portal that lead to another corridor. 
The hallway was long, narrow and dimly lit. 
Three large opened doorways lay embedded in the wall on the left side of the 

corridor. Two narrow doors were situated on the right side of the hall. 
The huge entrance to the massive kitchen was located at the far end of the 

hallway. 
Nora stopped in the center of the hall. She pointed at one of the opened doors 

that was located on the left side of the passage. 
"And this right here is Leslie's bedroom," Nora said. "Notice that the room is big. 

Bigger than mine. And it's filled with lots of boxes of her stuff. Her bed's in there too. Her 
queen-sized bed with the pretty princess canopy that the movers had a hard time 
bringing up all of those stairs." 

"Wow," Violet said. "Her room is big." 
"Yes it is and it has its own bathroom," Nora said. "Her bathroom is huge too but 

you can't get to it right now because the movers put that big wooden chest thing in front 
of it. Go figure." 

"Nora," Leslie said.  
"What?" Nora inquired. 
"How are we going to move that thing later?" Leslie asked. 
Nora raised her left arm and she tapped at her small muscles with her free hand. 

"We'll manage it cause we're strong." 
"Um we're strong but we might get hurt if we try to move that thing," Leslie said. 

"Its really heavy and I don't know why they put it there in the first place." 
"Hey you just told them to put it in your room and hey they followed your 

directions so," Nora said. 
"We're going to need some help to move it though," Leslie said. 
"We'll help you move it," Violet said. 
"Yeah we'll totally help," Heather said. 
"Thanks guys," Leslie said. "But if it's too heavy we'll just have to get someone 

over here to help us." 
"It doesn't look that heavy," Violet said. "I mean if we take out all of those drawers 

we should be totally fine with the move." 
"You know I never thought of that," Leslie said. "That could totally work." 
"See?" Nora said. "Its like I've always said. Four heads are better than one!" 
Leslie laughed and said, "Nora you never say that." 
"Well I just did," Nora said. "And now let's continue with our tour." 
Nora jumped up and she spun around gracefully before landing on the floor. 



Heather and Violet looked at each other before they nodded their heads and 
copied Nora's movements. 

Violet executed the spin perfectly and she landed on the floor in the center of the 
hall with a low thump. 

Heather performed the spin casually but when she landed on the floor she 
bumped into Leslie. 

Leslie cried out and she stumbled backwards clumsily from Heather's 
unexpected assault. Her form fell to the side before the left side of her form collided with 
the wall beside her. 

Heather landed on the floor and she staggered forward clumsily before thrusting 
out her arms and regaining her balance. She stood motionless for a few moments and 
gazed at the floor in front of her with an expression of glazed concentration across her 
features. 

After a few moments, Heather stood erect. She turned around and looked at 
Nora with a happy clap of her hands. 

"Nailed it!" Heather announced. 
Nora grabbed her belly and she laughed heartily. 
Leslie moved away from the wall and she stopped beside Heather. She pinched 

her friend's side ruthlessly. 
Heather cried out. She moved away from Leslie in a wild tiptoe dance before 

stopping on the opposite side of the hall. 
"Ow!" Heather said glaring at Leslie and rubbing her aching side. "You almost 

took my skin off." 
"That little jumping number you just pulled was a total fail and that's for nearly 

knocking me over!" Leslie said. 
"Well I'm sorry for almost knocking you down," Heather said. She dropped her 

hands from her side and moved closer to Leslie. 
"But this is for the pinch," Heather said. 
Heather raised her hands to Leslie's bosom and she squeezed her friends 

breasts. 
Leslie moved away from Heather with a loud cry. 
"My boobies!" Leslie cried. 
"Now we're even," Heather said. 
"Guys come on," Violet said. "Let's not make this a another Nipple War." 
Leslie pointed at Heather and said, "She's the one who started with the Titty 

Squeezing." 
"You know I can't resist giving those melons a good squeeze now and again," 

Heather said. "I think it’s a fetish of mine." 
Nora laughed. 
"Guys come on," Violet said. "Let's just keep going with the tour huh? Without 

anymore nipple or side fat assaults?" 
"I don't have any side fat," Heather said. She pinched at her side. "Wait a minute 

yes I do!" 
Heather and Leslie both laughed. 
"Okay guys so are we good?" Violet asked. She looked at Heather and Leslie. 



Heather and Leslie looked at each other for a brief moment before they both 
nodded. 

"Okay then," Violet said. She turned around and looked at Nora. "Nora please 
continue." 

Nora stopped laughing with a heaving choke. She beat at her chest several times 
before releasing a ragged cough and speaking. 

"Alright guys let's keep it going with this tour," Nora said.  


