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~ ~= indicates when a song is being sung

Let the story begin!

* * *

"Trick or treat, smell my feet, give me something good to eat!" sang Emma deLauro. "If you don't, I won't care, I'll pull down your---mmphh!"

Shalimar Fox had come up behind her and clapped a hand over Emma's mouth before she could finish the song.

"Emma, that song is nearly as annoying as the theme song for 'Barney'," Shalimar said. "If you don't stop singing, then I'm going to have to hurt you." Her eyes turned yellow for an instant. "Do you really wanna piss me off *that* much?" Emma shook her head. "That's what I thought."

Shalimar let go of Emma and walked towards the dojo. As she walked away, Emma grinned mischievously, and turned around.

"Underwear!"

"ARGH!" Shalimar spun around and took off running after her. "Emma deLauro, you are *so* dead!"

"AHHHHHH!" Emma took off running towards the lab where Adam was working, with Shalimar hot on her heels. She opened the lab door and ran inside. "Adam, help!" Emma shrieked, running towards him. "Please save me from Shalimar's wrath!"

Adam spun around, and Emma immediately hid behind him. An instant later, Shalimar charged into the lab.

"Come back here, Emma!" she growled, running around Adam. They began chasing each other around the lab chair, until Emma jumped on top of it to try and escape Shalimar.

"Both of you knock it off!" Adam yelled, causing them both to stop and look at him. Unfortunately, Emma lost her balance and fell. But before she could hit the floor, Adam caught her in his arms. They both froze for a minute, staring into each other's eyes.

Shalimar stared at the two of them, a smile appearing on her face. Ever since Christmas, she'd sensed the attraction between the two of them, and right now, it was almost powerful enough to clog her sinuses. She cleared her throat, and Adam and Emma both looked over at her. When she saw that Shalimar was standing there, she blushed, and Adam put her down on her feet gently.

"Emma, shouldn't you be getting ready for the costume party?" Shalimar asked, cocking an eyebrow at her. "After all, it's nearly 5:30."

Emma's eyes widened, and she ran out of the lab, heading towards her room.

* * *

An hour later, Jesse Kilmartin and Brennan Mulwray came downstairs. Jesse was dressed like Dracula, complete with fluttering cape, and Brennan was dressed like a gangster.

"Hey, Adam," said Jesse. "Are you sure that you're not gonna come to the costume party at the club with the rest of us?"

"I don't really do costume parties," replied Adam, shaking his head. "But I'm sure that the four of you will have fun at the costume party without me."

"Yeah, you're right," said Jesse. "I can't wait to meet up with Toni at the party."

"What's she going as?" Adam asked curiously.

"Mina Harker," Jesse replied, pointedly ignoring the gagging sounds that Brennan was making behind his back.

"Why am I not surprised?" came Shalimar's voice. The three men turned around, and saw that she was walking down the staircase. Shalimar was dressed like a gangster's floozy, with her long blond hair curled into a style from the 1920s.

Brennan let out a wolf whistle when he saw her.

"Damn, Shalimar," he said. "Not bad."

"Yeah, you look like a real floozy," added Jesse, grinning. Shalimar pretended to swing at him, and he ducked, laughing.

"Well, if you like my costume, then wait'll you see Emma's," she replied smugly. She arrived at the bottom of the staircase, and went to stand next to Brennan. A moment later, a figure appeared at the top of the staircase, and Adam's mouth went dry.

Emma stood there. But she didn't look like Emma.

She wore a dress from the late 19th century. It was pale blue, and it had a full skirt. Emma's hair was pulled away from her face, and she had on a slight amount of makeup. The dress had a tight bodice that was low-cut, and revealed a slight amount of cleavage.

"Holy crap, Emma," said Jesse, gaping at her.

"Are you supposed to be a southern belle?" asked Brennan, his mouth hanging open.

"Not hardly," Emma replied, rolling her eyes slightly. "I'm Christine, from 'Phantom of the Opera'." She glanced over at the clock on the wall. "Well, we'd better get going, or we'll miss the whole party."

* * *

As soon as everyone was gone, Adam dashed upstairs to his room. He had to throw a costume together as quickly as he could. As soon as he was in his room, Adam grabbed a tuxedo that he kept in his closet, and quickly changed his clothes. Hopping around on one foot, he pulled on a pair of his nicest shoes, and then pulled a box out from under his bed. Opening it, he pulled out a long velvet opera cape, and a white three-quarters mask.

Shaking the cape out, Adam threw it around his shoulders, buckling it. Then he pulled on the mask, and looked in the mirror. The mask covered the upper part of his face.

Smiling, Adam nodded in satisfaction.

"If Emma is Christine," he muttered to himself, "then I shall be Erik." He opened another drawer, and pulled out a pair of white opera gloves, pulling them on one at a time. Then he walked out of the room. There were still a couple of things left that had to be taken care of.

* * *

Emma leaned against the wall, sipping a cup of punch and trying not to grimace at the watery taste. She had just been hit on by a guy half a foot shorter than her, who had been dressed like Austin Powers. But she'd sent him packing almost immediately.

Emma sighed and leaned further against the wall. There was only one guy that she wanted to dance with, but the problem was that he probably wouldn't be caught dead at a costume party.

Emma smiled faintly as thoughts of Adam entered her mind. She could clearly remember what Adam had told her when they were alone together last Christmas.

**start flashback**

After everyone had eaten breakfast, Emma had started to head upstairs to get dressed. But before she got very far, a hand had reached out and grabbed her by the wrist, pulling her into the hallway. Emma nearly screamed, but then she realized it was Adam, and she calmed down.

"Emma, we need to talk," he said in a low voice. "I meant what I said last night; that I loved you. But I don't want to rush you. As much as I would love to take you into my arms and kiss you until we're both breathless, I'm not going to. I'm going to wait until I'm positive that we're both ready." Adam leaned towards Emma and brushed his lips against hers. Then, before he could stop himself, he pulled her into his arms and hugged her, holding her close. Emma hugged him back.

"I love you, Adam," she whispered, her voice slightly muffled by his shoulder.

**end flashback**

Emma blinked as a throat cleared itself in front of her. She looked up and saw that there was a man standing in front of her. He wore a tuxedo and a white bowtie, with a black velvet opera cape around his shoulders and a white mask that covered three-quarters of his face.

"May I help you?" Emma asked politely, and the man bowed low, kissing the hand that she had no choice but to offer him.

"I would be honored if you would dance with me, my lovely Christine," he replied. Emma's eyes widened, and she grinned.

"I would be honored to dance with you, my dear Erik," she said, playing along. She accepted the gloved hand that he offered her, and he led her out onto the dance floor, where a slow song was playing. Emma started to put her arms around his neck, but the stranger took one hand in his, and placed the other one on his shoulder. He placed his remaining hand on her waist, and they began doing a slow waltz.

As they danced, Emma felt an attraction to him, and nearly had a panic attack. What if this guy turned out to be like Caleb Matthius?

"Would you be offended if I asked you your name?" Emma asked, keeping her tone of voice neutral. To her surprise, and mild annoyance, the stranger began chuckling, his shoulders shaking slightly. "What's so funny?"

"You haven't figured it out yet, have you, Emma?" he replied. Emma stared at him, her mouth falling open. --How did he know my name?-- But before she could voice her question, the stranger took her by the arm and led her away, towards the exit.

A moment later, they walked outside, and the man turned towards Emma. He pulled his mask off, and Emma gasped when a grinning Adam was revealed.

"Adam?" she said, gaping at him. He nodded, and she grinned back at him. "Well, don't you look dashing." Then she gave him a mock-stern look. "You know, Erik wore a mask to conceal his hideous features. You, however, are classically handsome, and therefore have no need for a mask."

"But it goes so well with my costume," replied Adam, pouting slightly. "And besides, if I hadn't worn the mask, then it would have ruined the surprise, and I wouldn't have gotten to see the look on your face when I pulled the mask off."

Emma smiled faintly. Suddenly, she thought of something.

"Adam, I know why you're here," Emma said. She hesitated for a moment, and then continued, her voice little more than a whisper. "I'm ready, too."

Adam's dark brown eyes bored into hers, and Emma swallowed hard. Then he leaned forward and gently kissed her on the lips. But it didn't stay gentle for very long. As the kiss deepened, Adam pushed her up against the side of the building, pinning her there. Emma's arms wound around his neck, causing the kiss to deepen even more. They broke apart a moment later, both of them gasping for air.

"You know, this isn't exactly the best place to do this kind of thing," Emma said, and Adam immediately scooped her into his arms. "Hey!"

"Your carriage awaits, milady," he teased, and Emma laughed. Adam carried her over to the car, and opened the passenger side door, setting her down on the seat.

As they drove away from the club, Adam turned to Emma.

"Since you're dressed as Christine, would you be willing to sing for your phantom?"

Emma turned bright pink.

"Adam, I'm not that good of a singer. I've never had any kind of training or anything."

"So?" Adam retorted, smiling. "I'll bet that you can sing just fine."

"All right. Don't say I didn't warn you."

Thinking for a moment, Emma finally decided on the song that she was going to sing.

~Starry, starry night

Paint your pallette blue and grey

Look out on a summer's day

With eyes that know the darkness in my soul~

Adam smiled at the song that Emma had chosen, and began to sing with her, his strong baritone in perfect harmony with her sweet soprano.

~Shadows on the hills

Sketch the trees and daffodils

Catch the breeze and winter chills

In colors on the snowy linen land

Now I understand

What you tried to say to me

How you suffered for your sanity

How you tried to set them free

They would not listen

They did not know how

Perhaps they'll listen now

For they could not love you

But still your love was true

And when no hope was left in sight

On that starry, starry night

You took your life as lovers often do

But I could have told you, Vincent

This world was never meant for one

As beautiful as you~

By the time the two of them had finished singing, tears were streaming down Emma's face, and Adam had tears in his eyes. They stopped at a red light, and Emma took the opportunity to dry her tears with a Kleenex.

A few minutes later, Adam pulled into the parking lot of an obviously expensive hotel, and brought the car to a halt.

"Adam, why are we stopping here?" Emma asked curiously as they got out of the car.

"Would you rather we go back to Sanctuary, where we'll get interrupted by the others when they come back from the party they went to?" Adam countered, holding the door open for Emma. "This way we'll have a little more...privacy."

Emma shivered slightly at the seductive overtones in his voice, and followed him to the front desk.

The desk clerk was nowhere to be seen, and Adam hit the bell on the desk. Emma heard a sharp gasp from the back room, and the sound of clothes rustling. She glanced over at Adam, and saw that he was fighting back a grin. A moment later, the desk clerk came hurrying out of the back room, smoothing back his hair and straightening his tie.

"May I help you?" he asked politely, and Adam flashed him a grin.

"My name is Adam Zoeller," Adam replied. "I called earlier to reserve one of the suites."

"Ah, yes, Mr. Zoeller. The suite is on the 9th floor, and the room number is 908." The desk clerk handed Adam a plastic hotel key, and winked at both of them. "Enjoy the room, you two."

Emma turned bright pink again.

"Oh, believe me, we will," Adam assured him, giving Emma a seductive grin, which only caused her to turn even pinker.

Adam and Emma walked over to the elevator, and rode it to the 9th floor. When they arrived there, they immediately headed towards their room. Adam unlocked the door, and he and Emma walked inside.

"I can't believe you reserved a suite for us," Emma said incredulously. "I mean, it's one thing to get an ordinary hotel room, but to get a suite, which undoubtedly cost a shitload---"

Adam placed his hand over her mouth, and Emma stopped talking.

"Don't worry about that right now," Adam whispered, giving her a smile. He went over to a bag that was on a chair nearby and pulled out a satin nightgown with spaghetti straps. He tossed it over to her, and Emma caught it easily. "Go put that on. I do *not* want to deal with trying to get you out of that costume."

Emma pouted at him, but went into the bathroom to change.

While she was in the bathroom, Adam got undressed and pulled on a pair of sweatpants, not bothering with a shirt. A few minutes later, the bathroom door opened, and Emma walked out. Adam's mouth went dry when he saw her. The nightgown ended mid-thigh, and had a slit up each side. It was deep red, and it showed off her long legs.

Emma grinned at the look on Adam's face. His eyes were wide, and his mouth was hanging open. And was it her imagination, or was that a trickle of drool at the corner of his mouth?

"Like what you see?" Emma asked flirtatiously, spinning around, and Adam walked over to her.

"You bet your sweet patooties I like what I see!" Emma let out a shriek as Adam scooped her into his arms. He carried her over to the bed and deposited her onto it. Leaning over, he captured her lips, slowly pushing her backwards onto the bed. As the kiss deepened, Adam's hands traveled down Emma's body. But before he could tug her nightgown up, a familiar (and unwanted) voice came out of nowhere.

"Adam?" came Jesse Kilmartin's voice out of Adam's comlink. "Adam, are you there?"

* * *

Jesse, Brennan, and Shalimar walked into Sanctuary, all of them laughing. They had just dropped Toni off at the airport so that she could head to a new part of the country, and were now back at home.

"I hope Adam's not too pissed that we were at the party for so long," said Jesse.

"Ah, I doubt it," replied Brennan, shaking his head. "After all, he knows that it's Halloween, and that it's normal for young 'uns like us to stay out so late." Shalimar snorted at his pathetic attempt to have a southern accent, and Brennan continued. "Besides, the lights are off in the lab, which means that he's probably already gone to bed."

"Well, I'm gonna go make sure that he's in bed," said Shalimar. "After all, last time we didn't check on him, he was wandering around without his memories." She went upstairs to Adam's room, and knocked on the door. There was no answer. Frowning, she knocked again. When there was still no answer, Shalimar opened the door. One quick look around the room told her what she needed to know. Closing the door behind her, Shalimar quickly ran downstairs. "Adam's not in his room, and the bed hasn't been slept in."

Jesse and Brennan both looked over at each other.

"Maybe his comlink's active, and we can contact him," suggested Jesse.

"Yeah, he might've decided to go to the costume party at the club after all," added Brennan. Jesse nodded, and turned on his comlink.

"Adam?" he said into his comlink. "Adam, are you there?"

* * *

Emma giggled at the look on Adam's face. She could sense his frustration at the interruption.

"What is it, Jesse?" growled Adam into his comlink, sounding extremely pissed.

"Where are you?" Jesse asked. "We just got back to Sanctuary, and the three of us were a little worried when we saw that you weren't here."

"It's none of your damn business where I am." With that, Adam removed his comlink and tossed it onto his pile of clothes nearby. Then he gave Emma a rakish grin. "Now, where were we?"

"I believe that you were about to ravish me," Emma whispered. Adam leaned towards her, fully intent on kissing her, when suddenly...

"Hey, Emma, are you there?" came Shalimar Fox's voice from her comlink.

* * *

Jesse, Brennan, and Shalimar all stared at Jesse's comlink. Adam had never done anything like that before.

"Why do I get the feeling that Adam's with a---ahem---lady friend?" asked Jesse.

Suddenly, realization dawned on Shalimar. She knew where Adam was.

She activated her comlink, and spoke into it.

"Hey, Emma, are you there?" Shalimar asked.

* * *

Both Emma and Adam turned to glare down at the silver ring on Emma's finger. But before Emma could reply, Adam yanked the comlink off her finger and flung it over to where his comlink was.

"No more interruptions," he growled, and captured Emma's lips. Then he began kissing his way down to her throat, nibbling at the soft skin there.

Emma moaned as Adam's lips electrified her as easily as the lightning that came from Brennan's hands. Her blood began to turn into molten lava, flowing through her body.

Suddenly, there was a knock on the door, and the two of them nearly jumped out of their skins. Emma began giggling at the irony of it all, but Adam growled low in the back of his throat, and got up, walking over to the door. He yanked it open, revealing the bellhop who was standing out there, holding an ice bucket with a bottle in it.

"Would you two like a complimentary bottle of wine?" he asked, giving Adam a polite smile.

"NO! GO AWAY!" Adam bellowed, slamming the door shut in the surprised bellhop's face. Turning around, he saw that Emma was sitting up on the bed, grinning. "What's so funny?"

"Oh, nothing."

Letting out a sigh, Adam walked over to the bed and sat down on the edge of it. He felt Emma move closer, and a moment later, her arms slid around him, hugging him tightly. Adam sighed again, and smiled.

"Now, if there are no more interruptions..." He turned around to face Emma, and kissed her. It quickly deepened, and Adam slowly pushed her down onto the bed, his hands sliding over her nightgown. Emma lifted one of her legs and began running her foot along his instep. Adam pulled her nightgown over her head and tossed it to the floor. He moved down, and began nibbling at her throat gently. Emma let out a soft moan, her hands sliding over Adam's bare back up to his shoulders. He moved further down, and brushed his lips against the upper swell of her breasts.

A few moments later, Adam had shed his pants, and he began kissing his way down Emma's stomach. She let out a gasp when she felt his tongue enter her, her fingers digging into the mattress. A couple of minutes later, Adam had brought Emma to the brink, but when she was about to go flying off into the abyss, he moved away from her.

"Adam, why the hell are you stopping?" she demanded, frantic for release. Adam lifted his head, and gave her a sheepish look.

"Uh, Emma, I just realized that we have a bit of a problem," he replied.

"Don't worry," Emma said as calmly as she could. "I have one in my purse. They were handing them out at the club."

Adam let out a sigh of relief, and grabbed Emma's purse from the chair next to the bed, handing it to her. She began rummaging through it, and a moment later, she pulled a tiny package out of her purse. Adam started to take it from her, but Emma pulled it out of his reach, grinning mischievously.

"If you want it, you have to come and get it," she said playfully. She started to jump off the bed and run towards the bathroom to hide, but Adam grabbed her by the waist and yanked her backwards. Pinning her arms above her head, he began kissing Emma. Finally, he was able to get the package away from her.

A moment later, Adam parted Emma's legs, and slowly entered her, allowing her to adjust to his size. She winced at first, but her face finally relaxed. Adam began to slowly thrust in and out of her. A few moments later, they both climaxed at the same time. Emma shuddered slightly, and Adam bent his head, kissing her shoulders. His tongue darted out, tasting the salty sweat on her skin. They were both covered in a silvery sheen of sweat, and Adam's dark brown curls were matted to his head.

As Adam glanced down at Emma, he saw that her eyes were closed. He smiled faintly, and bent his head again, brushing his lips across her forehead. He gently pulled himself out of Emma, and rolled onto his side, pulling her closer. Adam was asleep in less than a minute, feeling perfectly content.

* * *

The next morning, Emma awoke and saw that Adam was sound asleep next to her. His curly brown hair was tousled from their lovemaking last night, and his arms were wrapped around her waist. Emma sighed happily and rolled over, snuggling closer to the man she loved.

Suddenly, someone appeared in the room, and Emma shrieked. Jesse Kilmartin had just phased through the door, and was now standing there, gaping at the sight of the two of them lying in bed together.

"Jesse, get the hell out!" Emma screeched. Angrily, she grabbed her purse and chucked it at him. Before Jesse could phase to safety, the purse hit him in the chest, causing him to yelp in pain.

Beside Emma, Adam stirred, opening his eyes. He yawned, sat up, and saw Jesse standing in front of the door.

"Jesse, what the hell are you doing here?" he demanded, grabbing his sweatpants and pulling them on. As soon as he had them on, Adam got out of bed and started to storm over to where Jesse was standing. But before he could reach him, the younger man took a deep breath and phased back through the door. Adam turned back towards Emma, and grinned. "I don't think he'll be back," he said casually, and Emma started laughing. But her laughter faded when Adam's eyes darkened with desire, and he began to walk towards her.

But before he had taken more than two steps towards her, there was a knock on the door, and Emma started giggling at the pissy look on Adam's face. He gave her a withering glare, and then spun around towards the door, yanking it open.

Shalimar and Brennan were standing out there, huge grins on their faces. Jesse was across the hallway, banging his head against the wall.

"I did not need to see that, I did not need to see that," he was muttering.

"Adam, are you and Emma okay?" asked Brennan. "After all, you sounded kind of pissed off last night when Jesse called you on your comlink, and neither of you answered Emma's comlink."

"That's because we were a little busy last night, and we didn't want to be interrupted," replied Adam coolly.

"And it didn't help that the bellhop came knocking on the door thirty seconds later," added Emma. Adam made a face at her, but she merely giggled and grabbed her nightgown, pulling it over her head. Both Shalimar and Brennan averted their eyes when she did that. As soon as Emma was done, she got out of bed, and walked over to the door. "Now, I'd appreciate it if the three of you left us alone for the next few hours. Okay?"

Without waiting for a reply, she slammed the door in their surprised faces.

* * *

Brennan and Shalimar turned to stare at each other. Then they looked over at Jesse, who was still banging his head against the wall. They looked back at each other, and Shalimar started laughing. She started to calm down, but then looked over at Jesse, and promptly dissolved into giggles again.

Shaking his head, Brennan took her by the arm, and then grabbed Jesse's arm.

"C'mon, you guys. Let's get out of here." Jesse stopped banging his head against the wall, and looked over at Shalimar.

"What's up with her?" he asked, confused. Brennan stared at him, and Jesse sighed. "Never mind."

He took one of Shalimar's arms, Brennan took the other, and they led the feral, still laughing her head off, down the hallway to the elevator.

* * *

Emma opened the door and poked her head out long enough to see Jesse and Brennan help Shalimar, who was laughing her head off, onto the elevator, the doors shutting. Smiling, she pulled her head back inside the room, and shut the door. Turning around, she saw that Adam was right behind her.

"Are they gone?" he asked in a low voice. Emma nodded, and shrieked as Adam scooped her into his arms. "Then by all means, let us make the most of our privacy."

He carried her over to the bed, and placed her on it.

* * *

Two hours later, their carnal appetites had been appeased, and they decided to give in to their other appetites. They ordered sandwiches and sat on the bed, munching away.

While they ate, Emma thought of something.

"Adam, how exactly are we going to pay for all of this?" she asked, taking a bite of her sandwich. "After all, the suite alone was unbelievably expensive, and the room service wasn't exactly cheap, either, and---"

Adam leaned forward and kissed Emma firmly on the lips.

"Calm down. The suite's already been paid for."

"But what about the room service?"

Adam gave Emma an evil grin.

"The bill's already been sent to the man who's going to pay for it," he replied. "He'll be rather puzzled when he gets it, and he'll be *very* pissed off when he gets the note from me along with it."

Emma started laughing. She had a feeling she knew where the room service bill had been sent.

* * *

Mason Eckhart stared down at the sheet of paper in front of him. It was a bill from a rather expensive hotel near the downtown area. According to it, he owed $13.76 for room service. He lifted his eyes and stared down at the young man who'd brought it.

"There must be some kind of a mistake," he told him. "I've never been to that hotel, let alone ordered room service there."

The young man shrugged.

"All I know is that we were told who to send the room service bill to." He fished a second piece of paper out of his pocket. "This was sent with it, sir."

Eckhart took the piece of paper from him, which had been folded, and unfolded. It had four words on it.

"Trick or treat, Mason."

There was no name on it, but Eckhart knew who it was from.

Adam.

Seething with silent anger, Eckhart walked over to his desk and pulled out a checkbook and a pen. He quickly wrote out a check and handed it to the young man from the hotel. His angry glare began to visibly unnerve the young man, and he quickly walked out of the office.

Eckhart sat down behind his desk, and slammed his fist down, an action he immediately regretted. As he shook his hand, trying to get some feeling back into it, he thought back to the note that had come with the bill, and nearly went blind with anger.

"Adam, I swear to god, I *will* get revenge on you one of these days."

The End

* * *

A/N: Hope everyone enjoyed the sequel! As always, please R&R, but no flames. Flamers will get pelted with dungbombs, and then they'll get their sorry arses kicked from here to the Bog of Eternal Stench.
