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Chapter 1

My wife, Lara, tapped the microphone with a finger.

“Hello?” she said. “Hello? Hello?”

“Loud and clear,” Brandon said, back in the studio.

“Up two clicks on the volume,” I said, wiggling my earpiece deeper.

“Gotcha, boss,” he said.

Lara wiggled her earpiece too and turned to face the massive, deserted mansion which would be the focus of today’s video blog. She checked her notes about the place. Built in the eighteen hundreds, the Rochester Palace was once the crown jewel of American architecture. No more. Now the sad monolith sat empty and falling apart, a perfect target for my wife and I and our wildly popular web broadcast of interesting, abandoned places. We crawl through the tunnels and attics and collapsed passages and transmit everything we discover in real time all around the world. People are shocked to learn that so many places have been forgotten, so many dreams lie shattered. Someone starts with a fantastic idea and a grand vision, but reality kicks in sooner or later.

I heard my wife’s voice in my earpiece.

“Winston,” she said, British accent almost complete lost. “Will you bring me my purse, please? I need to freshen my lipstick.”

“On it,” I replied.

My accent vanished years ago. I grabbed her purse and turned, my gaze landing on her face. I was suddenly struck by how much I loved that woman.

My wife is petite, almost diminutive. Maybe she reaches five feet. Maybe. She’s not breathtakingly beautiful, nor does she have a model’s body, but she’s Asian-cute and she’s real and she’s womanly and she’s charming with a little bit of sexy accent thrown in. Our audience loves her. Originally, I did the broadcast with her, but viewer comments made us realize she was the true star of our show. We made her spokesperson, and I helped Brandon or pretty Koko, our marketing guru and resident slut, with each episode. Our subscriber base took off.

Koko is a pixyish little red head with a great body but severe social anxiety. Point a camera at her and she can literally vanish right before your eyes. She wears men’s clothing five sizes too big. I only know she’s got a great bod because I’ve been lucky enough to see her change clothes after work so she can go jogging. She loves to run. She also loves to drink which is when her slutty side comes out. We’ve gone out to celebrate website milestones and she goes home with a different man every time.

Brandon is a classic tech nerd. If there’s a circuit involved, he’s a master of it. He developed goggles that allow you to see wires inside walls. He runs a slight current through them, and the goggles see faint traces, paths and outlines right through the drywall. We are often hired to investigate places that are slated for renovation or demolition. We dig up the history, blueprints, interesting stories about the place, and then we transmit as we explore, turning our paid service into a show. Win, win. I’m glad we capture the story of the place before they are torn down and replaced with something shiny and new.

Like Rochester Palace.

Shamefully, they want to turn this place into a mall.

I grabbed Lara’s purse and brought her the lipstick. We kissed and I backed away, checked the camera, and asked my wife if she was ready.

“So ready,” she said. “I love this house. How many stories are buried within the walls? I wish we had a time machine to go back and see history unwind, one event after the next.”

“I’d love that too.”

She dabbed at her lips, and then I took the tube from her hand, retreating with the purse. I visited the van to grab the goggles and a lithium battery. Homes this old used knob and tube wiring. Risky, but easy to track. I put the special glasses on and headed into the house again. Brandon would direct Lara. There was nothing else I needed to do right now except map hidden wires. We’d finish this job in short order and move on to the next, a much bigger project.


Chapter 2

The Creedmoor Hotel sits high on a hill overlooking the city. Oak, maple, and birch trees dot the surrounding lands, creating an idyllic but overgrown setting. Our next show would broadcast live from that grand old dame, but for now we found ourselves buried deep in the guts of the city library, researching everything there was to know about the ancient and storied building.

“Jesus,” Lara said. “Did you guys know that the Creedmoor was once an insane asylum for women?”

Koko, at the end of the desk, held up an old book.

“I’ll do you one better,” she said, blowing a lock of red hair off her forehead. “Before it was an insane asylum for women, it was a women’s prison. The government shut it down for the many abuses they found there. Broken bones. Beatings. Even deaths. Many women ended up pregnant. Warden Donegal Wade blamed all the abuses on some guy nicknamed Moke. The lady prisoners said none of that was Moke’s fault, but nobody listened to them. Before he could be put on trial, Moke died. This account says it was an accident with coal dust and kerosene in the basement. Moke got burned alive.”

“What the hell?” Lara said.

“Did you know Moke is another word for donkey?” Brandon said.

“Moke was a huge lumbering man with no education,” Koko continued. “He spoke slowly. He sounded dumb. He had an intense gaze. He made people nervous. He had no idea how to defend himself when Wade accused him, and nobody stepped up to defend him. When he died, everyone just looked the other way and put it behind them.”

“What caused the accident?”

“Suspicion landed on the warden. Some said he was furious because good ole Moke had fucked his wife. Wade’s wife left him after Moke’s death and rumors started swirling.”

“What happened to the warden?” I asked.

Koko shrugged.

“One day he just stopped coming to the prison. They went to his house, but he was gone. Everyone figured he was so humiliated he just ran off. I’ll keep reading these books. Maybe I’ll learn more. It ain’t right what happened to Moke.”

“It ain’t right,” I echoed.

We put our heads down and read. We all enjoyed the deep diving our web channel allowed. Each of us, in addition to our other skills and predilections, was an amateur history buff.

Controversy started early for the Creedmoor building, beginning with the grading of the lot which disturbed sacred burial sites. Construction was delayed numerous times by indigenous peoples protesting and had to be put down with violence. Most of the structure was built by enslaved hands, Native American and African. Before becoming a women’s prison, the building was briefly used to carry out executions. The whole long, sad history of the place was misery, violence, and death.

“What are they planning for this place?” Brandon asked without looking up from his book.

“Distribution center for some megalithic corporation.”

He shook his head.

“Seems like a bad idea.”

“Why?” I asked.

“Just a feeling. This place is soaked in human suffering.”

He was right. We all sensed the building, hell, the very ground was cursed.


Chapter 3

Brandon thought a mobile remote would work best to introduce the sprawling structure. Broadcasting from in front of the place did it no justice. He envisioned a Blair Witch style show where Lara walked the halls and pointed out items of interest while I held the lights, and he held the camera. He wanted Koko in as many shots as she felt comfortable with because the audience liked her.

“They like my tits,” Koko said.

“They also comment on your ass,” he countered.

She sighed but agreed.

“I don’t want to know about it,” she said. “You can put me in the shot because I’m a team player but don’t tell me I’m in the shot. I’ll just do my thing and you can catch me here and there.”

“Understood. Can you wear a skirt and a small top?”

Koko turned on Brandon, outrage building. I feared the worst.

“It’s what the people want,” he hurried to add.

“The people?” she said. “You mean the lecherous men watching our show?”

“And women.”

Koko’s mood changed.

“Really? Women say that?”

“Yes. You have a big female fan base. Lara does too.”

My wife laughed.

“But nobody wants me running around in a short skirt, right?”

“I do,” I said.

Her face softened.

“You’re a sweet man,” she said.

“You get comments like that too,” Brandon told her, glancing at me nervously.

“I do?”

He was looking increasingly nervous.

“They love your tits. You know how guys are. We have a huge nerd fan base. You two might be the only women in their lives.”

“That’s kind of sad,” Koko said.

Brandon shrugged. Koko pondered a moment. She looked down at her body, lifting her tits and her sweatshirt to see her stomach and legs.

“All right,” she conceded. “I’ll throw the sad little boys a bone. I have clothes in my gym bag in the car. Let me change. I’ll be right back. You guys wait for me. Lara, you want to wear one of my tops?”

“Your tits are more than twice the size of mine.”

“My tops are tight and stretchy. They’ll fit you.”

Now it was my wife’s turn to ponder. She looked at me to see if I hated the idea, but I didn’t. Sex sells. Sex sells everything. She correctly read my expression.

“Why not?” she said. “Our show is always fun. Why not add a little sexy too? I’ll come with you, Koko.”

Brandon and I got the equipment ready. He’d do most of the recording with his handheld camera, but Koko and I would also have handhelds. I slipped the goggles around my neck and attached a battery to my utility belt. Old, abandoned places like this sometimes still draw power. It’s incredible. We cracked open a sealed subway line once and found the tunnels still lit. One time we investigated an old missile silo and found ancient computers, cathode ray tube computers, still drawing power and awaiting a command. We found an eight-inch floppy disk still in the drive. Wild.

Footsteps told us the girls were returning so we stopped what we were doing. Koko now wore a half shirt that exposed her toned belly and a flippy skirt that showed a lot of thigh. Lara wore a small, tight T-shirt but had also removed her bra. My eyes opened wide. I stared at the soft bumps of the nipples beneath. She wore a skirt now too but a little longer than Koko’s.

Both girls laughed at us.

“Told you,” Koko said.

Lara came over and kissed me.

“Love you,” she said, chuckling.

I snapped out of the spell.

“What did you tell Lara?” I asked Koko.

She fluffed her red hair like she was headed out the door for a date.

“Lara worried her nipples would show but then quickly added it wouldn’t matter because you’d most likely not notice. I corrected her saying guys always notice. Always. It doesn’t matter if her husband, you, has seen her tits a million times. Guys never get tired of tits. Never.”

“We never do,” Brandon said.

“Well,” Koko stated. “You can take a look but then get to work. Don’t let me catch you staring. Lara and I do this for the show, not you. Give us some respect.”

Brandon and I looked at our feet. We grabbed cameras and hardhats with miner’s lights and any other gear we thought we’d need. Lara looked so innocently sexy it was about ten minutes before I thought to look at Koko. I’d seen her wear tight clothes on occasion, but this was a fantastic display. I gawked when I could get away with it. Neither girl revealed anything scandalous. There were women walking around town wearing less. But it was just so different from how they usually dressed, so unexpected and surprising.

I put it behind me. We had a show to do.

It was late afternoon as we entered the building, cameras rolling, with plenty of sunlight in the sky, but we lost all that right away once we were inside. We clicked on helmet lights.

I called it a building but truly it’s much more than that. It’s a megalithic structure, built and then added to over the centuries. The place has been painted so many times the colors looked like an onion, layer after layer of greens, adobe reds, jet blacks. Some walls still held wallpaper, terribly outdated. Fixtures were tarnished and covered in cobwebs; the old four-poster beds had collapsed in ruin. The original purpose of some fixtures was lost to us, despite all the readings we did. We continued deeper into the belly of this beast. Brandon kept the camera on Lara, and she narrated as we explored. Koko was sure to innocently get in the shot here and there, walking, bending, searching.

We had just entered a large open area, with the ruins of furniture spaced all around, when Koko gasped.

“What’s wrong?’ I asked.

“Something touched my leg,” she croaked.

I aimed my light down, scanning and recording the ground. The people at home saw a split screen, Brandon’s feed and mine combined. The light showed her strong thigh and debris on the floor around her, but nothing more.

“Like, an insect?” I asked.

“No,” she said, her voice raspy. “Like a hand.”

I panned the light all around. Nothing. Broken this and crumbling that.

“Maybe your skirt flipped up?” I said.

Koko gave me a look.

“I know what a hand on my leg feels like.”

I paused my camera but kept the light on her.

“Lift your skirt a little,” I said, circling her.

Koko lifted her skirt a lot. Brandon and Lara were across the open area, transmitting, focused on themselves. Koko’s flash revealed a small triangle of lacy panties and the bald pussy lips they held. I saw firm thighs and flat lower belly.

“See anything?” she asked, genuinely worried.

“Just your womanly goodness.”

She chuckled.

“Yeah, sorry. I flipped a little too hard. I’m freaking out.”

“No worries. We’re good friends. We take care of each other. I see nothing but your body. No varmints, no insects.”

She shuddered and then smoothed her skirt, and then joined me as I shuffled towards Brandon and Lara. My wife was explaining something about the treatment the women received back when this hotel was a prison.

Koko gasped again.

I spun, my miner’s light landing on her frightened face.

“It’s happening again,” she gasped. “Under here.”

She lifted the front of her skirt. Her panties came into view once more but this time I noticed something strange. Three little indentations moved up her inner thigh.

“It’s muscle spasms,” I said. “You worked out too hard.”

She gasped again. The indentations had continued to rise. Her panties dimpled and then dented.

“Winston!” she gasped. “Something’s touching me.” She reached out, bracing herself with a hand on my shoulder. Her expression was shocked disbelief. “I can feel— Winston!”

Something nudged her panties aside. I was looking at bare labia. Her slit parted like an invisible finger sought to penetrate. She was paralyzed, shaken. I grabbed her shirt and pulled her towards me. She stumbled but came along and then we were jogging to Brandon and Lara.

“What the fuck was that?” she asked.

“I saw nothing except your skin. It had to be your own body doing that. Like a cramp or weird contractions.”

She was shaking her head.

“I think it was a ghost,” she said. “I’m sure this place has plenty.”

“Why do you think that?”

“I don’t think it, I know it. If there’s something that needs to be put right, they can’t leave. It’s our job to help them.”

“You believe it,” I said.

“With all my heart.”

We hurried to catch up.

“Let’s move to the next area,” Brandon said, unaware of Koko’s concern.

Koko and I exchanged a look. We followed. Lara talked about the different sections of the hotel, mentioning famous guests that had stayed there and stories from long ago, and Brandon broadcast it all. We followed my wife as she wandered. She was describing the crown molding when she abruptly stopped speaking.

“Do you guys hear that?” she asked, tilting her head.

We listened, looking at each other, hearing nothing but the many long years of history.

“A woman,” Lara said. “Crying.”

“Not me,” Koko said.

Brandon shook his head. I did too.

“This way,” Lara said, leading our group down a decrepit hallway, red velvet fleur-de-lis wallpaper peeling off in big sheets, hanging like broadleaf branches. We maneuvered around them, hurrying along in a zigzag path. At the end of the hallway stood large double doors, stained by years of slow dripping water damage.

“She’s in here,” Lara said.

Brandon tried the door, but time had wedged them tight. I joined and together we wrenched them open. Inside was a massive ballroom with furniture and trappings gone to ruin. Near the middle of the room an ornate chair sat on three legs, the fourth having fallen off.

“There,” Lara said, pointing at the empty chair. “Poor thing.”

We looked at each other.

“The chair is empty,” I said.

“No,” Lara corrected. “There’s a woman seated. She wears a lovely evening dress and a wide brimmed hat. She must be lost. Let’s help her.”

My wife started across the room, but I took her elbow.

“Baby,” I said. “There is no one in here but us. None of us hear the crying either.”

Lara sent her gaze around our group.

“Are you guys pranking me?” she asked.

“No,” I said. “None of us hear anything.”

“It’s true,” Koko told her. “And you’re freaking me out a little right now.”

Lara looked at the chair again.

“You don’t see her?”

“No,” I said.

“Seriously? You guys can’t hear crying?”

“Nothing,” Brandon said.

The three-legged chair fell over. We all jumped, except Lara.

“She just stood up,” my wife said. “She’s walking away. We need to follow her. She’s so sad. We have to help her. Follow me.”

Lara entered the room, walking fast. We hurried after her, but we all carried gear, and she did not. My wife quickly pulled away, focused on her vision, almost jogging, passing under an arch and then surprising us by quickly vanishing into darkness down wide stairs.

“Shit,” I muttered. “Hurry.”

The stairs curved right. Lara had disappeared. I almost ran, taking two steps at a time. The others struggled to keep up. The stairs ended under an archway of pitch black. I slowed down a little.

“Lara?” I croaked. “Where are you, Baby?”

I heard sounds ahead in the dark. To my frightened mind, they sounded like something feeding. My blood turned cold in my veins. I moved closer, cautiously, sweeping the beam from my helmet left and right, afraid of what I’d find. Tiny glimmering lights, like floating sparks, emerged from the darkness. I aimed my beam that way and found Lara standing with her arms wrapped around an imaginary lover. They kissed passionately, Lara’s tongue slowly wiggling in the open air.

“Baby?” I rasped. “What are you doing?”

She did not hear me. Brandon and Koko approached from behind.

“What is she doing?” Brandon asked.

“I have no idea,” I muttered.

“What are those little sparkly things?” Koko asked. “They’re floating between her arms. It’s like she’s hugging them.”

“They look electric,” Brandon said. “Try the goggles.”

I was too mesmerized to know he spoke to me.

“Winston.”

“What?”

“Try the goggles.”

I stared at him, bewildered. He gave an exasperated sigh and opened the pack on his hip. He pulled out a small case and opened it, then slipped his special goggles over his eyes.

“Holy shit,” he muttered.

At last, I understood. I lifted the goggles around my neck and covered my eyes. I gasped. Outlined in faint glittering pulses of pale green electricity, a woman’s shape existed between Lara’s arms, a buxom woman, with long hair and a graceful neck. She and my wife kissed seductively. The woman wore a style of clothing from centuries ago. A phantom hand, gleaming with fine points of green, rose to caress my wife’s breast.

Lara moaned.

“What the fuck is happening?” Koko said.

“Put your goggles on,” Brandon muttered. “I think it’s a ghost.”

Koko fumbled with her pair and then slid them on her face. She gasped, turning her head to look around.

“My question still stands,” she said. “What the fuck is happening?”

I took my goggles off. Lara was busy kissing, but her top was sliding up by itself. Brandon held his camera up out of sheer instinct, but this needed to be accurately captured.

“Are you still broadcasting, Bran?” I asked.

“Yeah,” he murmured.

“Will you double check please?”

His eyes jumped to the viewfinder then looked at Lara again. He returned his gaze to the camera.

“You can see them better through the lens,” he said.

He pulled his goggles down around his neck and began recording the action with his full attention. I took a step closer. The sparks swirled and darted away, leaving Lara dazed. She faced us.

“Who was that?” she asked.

“Good fucking question,” Koko said. “Could you feel her lips on yours?”

Lara nodded and drifted into my arms. She seemed a little spacey.

“You saw her, right?”

“I did. We all did. What the fuck was that?”

“I don’t know, but she was real. I could feel her. I felt the weight of her, the need of her. I saw her so clearly.”

“We saw only vague sparks. Brandon suggested we use the goggles. That helped.”

“No,” Lara said. “I saw her. Every detail. I felt the fabric of her clothing. I felt her long hair drift against my face. She was in my mind. I felt her with greater presence than I do with you right now. She wasn’t simply in my arms; she was in me. Against my body, yes, but then through my skin too, down into my bones. She’d suffered. She yearned for a loving, gentle touch. She ached for kindness. I gave her all I could.”

“She looked as lost in you as you did in her.”

“It was magic. She left me tingling.” Lara pulled my face closer and kissed me softly. “She left me craving more.”

I knew that look in her eye.

“I think we should spend the night,” I said. “See if she comes back.”

“No,” Koko said. “Lara wants to fuck you and you want that too.”

“We won’t broadcast that live,” Brandon chuckled. He spun the camera around to look into the lens. “Okay, peeps, that’s all for this episode. We are going to spend the night in this place and need to set things up. We will begin transmitting again soon so keep an eye on us. See ya.”

He killed the camera. I did the same.

“What the fuck just happened?” Koko asked. “Was that a real live ghost?” She made a face. “Forget what I just said. What I mean is did we just record a true spirit? Like, something from the beyond?”

“I have no explanation,” I said.

“She was real,” Lara insisted. “She wasn’t a ghost or an apparition or fucking mist. She was real. I felt her. I still feel her. She’s everywhere, like she soaked through my skin.”

“Where are we?” Brandon asked. “I don’t remember that stairway on any blueprint. Does anyone?” He aimed his beam of light all around. “This looks like it was once a servant’s quarters.”

We joined his examination. Small windowless bedrooms lined a long corridor.

“Did these used to be prison cells?” Koko asked.

Lara stepped close to me. I felt her body heat. She kissed my neck and palmed my crotch.

“Now,” she murmured. “I need it, Winston.”

“Lara and I will explore a little,” I said. “Why don’t you two return to the van and grab our stuff? These rooms will work for tonight. We can go over the footage we have already.”

“Bad news, boss,” Brandon said.

“What’s wrong?”

“Our broadcast stopped as soon as we entered that stairway,” he said. “Signal blocked. Camera recorded everything but nothing went out live.”

“Once you’re at the van, post a message on our website site. Let people know. We’ll record and post the videos when we get out of here.”

“Will do.”

“In the meantime, we can complete the other work we’re supposed to do. I’ll trace the power lines. I’ll have Koko trace the plumbing. You scan for gas lines and other utilities. We’ll bring Lara what we find, and she can update the schematics.”

Brandon stopped to speak to Koko and then they departed. Lara had gone ahead to find a room for us. I walked the hall checking each room and then found her. She’d picked the largest for us. She heard me and turned, stepping into my arms. The rooms were cinder block cubicles with crumbling beams overhead, but that’s not what she cared about. She palmed my crotch again and found my zipper.

“Just cum,” she said, kneeling as my zipper went down. “Don’t worry about me. Just pour yourself down my throat.”

My reply died in my throat as her furnace mouth enveloped me. Hot, slippery, wet, and with a lovely suction, I moaned and pushed all the way in. Lara attacked my penis; driven by a powerful urge I did not understand. Her encounter with whatever it was we saw left her shaken and needy.

“Give it to me,” she pleaded. “I need to feel your cock explode in my mouth.”

What man can resist such a request? Not me. I stared down at my wife on her knees and let her efforts succeed. I detonated in minutes, blasting a huge load straight into her gut. She continued to suck on it, desperate to pull more jizz out of my nuts. I gave her all I had.


Chapter 4

Brandon and Koko returned, and we got to work. There was plenty to map and for a long time we barely spoke. Me, Brandon, and Koko shuffled back and forth to Lara as we dropped sketches of what we’d learned. She updated a master schematic. If Brandon and Koko suspected Lara and I had enjoyed a quick tryst, they hid it well.

I was measuring wall panels when I noticed something was wrong. I remeasured, and then slipped a large screwdriver behind a thin sheet of walling. I pulled, prying the sheet away and revealing a door someone had made an effort to hide. I tested the antique knob and found it locked but loose. I twisted and heard a loud crack and then the door opened. Fetid air, long sealed away, wafted up to my nostrils. I considered calling Brandon to come with me but decided that was foolish. There was nothing to fear inside these walls, and maybe I’d find myself in the arms of a ghostly high society lady.

More steps down.

This was not an ornate staircase. These were worn steps of bare stone. I aimed my lamp down and began to descend. Somewhere down here water dripped. I kept my light aimed far ahead of me, placing each foot carefully. I encountered pipes strapped to the low ceiling and then the steps ended in a sprawling room. Everything down here was old, antique, boilers to heat the building above and huge coal bins to drive them. Stored furniture, crumbling now into splinters, much older than the furniture upstairs, sat stacked in leaning towers. Throughout this building some walls were brick and some concrete. Down here, the walls were mostly rough stones mortared together.

I wandered slowly, taking notes and making measurements, but also absorbing the crushing and oppressive feel of the place. I rounded a corner and found red brick construction scorched by fire and then it hit me.

This was on this very spot where Moke was burned alive.

I shuddered. I walked on sacred ground. Most likely the man was wrongly accused and did not deserve what was done to him. I turned to retreat away from this hallowed spot.

That’s when I saw the man.

He had his back to me. Like the woman before him, he was only faintly outlined in pale green sparkles. I lifted my goggles and placed them over my eyes. That helped me see him and see that he was naked except for heavy work boots, his clothing burned away. At first, I thought his skin was burned too but then I realized Moke was a black man. Sensing my presence, Moke slowly turned. I remembered Koko’s description of him and indeed, the man was daunting. Tree trunk thighs and arms like sledgehammers, the ebony giant slowly swung his attention my way. He turned on his heel and I saw him from the front. His cock hung weighty, almost the length of my forearm from elbow to wrist, topped with a head like a fist. Brandon had mentioned his nickname meant donkey and I got it now. Green sparkles rose and drifted away from his smoldering body like smoke.

I realized I was trembling.

“What was done to you was wrong,” I said, a slight quaver in my voice.

Did he hear me? Hard to tell. He seemed lost, his mind wandering. He took a step and his foot landed heavy, shaking the meat of his massive thigh and setting his pendulous cock swaying. He lifted his arms in an appeal to Heaven and then hung his head, burdened by life and injustice.

“You down here?” Brandon called.

The green sparkles shifted and fell, floating to the ground as his apparition dissolved.

“Yes,” I called out. “Measuring the basement.”

I heard footsteps descending.

“What is this place,” Brandon asked, swinging his light around. “Like, the basement basement?”

“I think so.”

His beam landed on the blackened red bricks and scorched stone floor. His confusion lasted only a moment.

“Oh,” he said. “Shit.”

“Yeah.”

“That’s the spot.”

“Looks like it.”

“We should step over and around it.”

“I felt the same way.”

Brandon aimed his light at my face.

“Are you okay?” he asked. “Did you see something down here?”

“I did.”

“Your face looks like it. What?”

I explained, sharing what I’d seen.

“What’s happening in this place, Winston?”

“I’m not sure. This place has a terrible history. Perhaps the spirits are restless because we’ve come to tear it down and all those injustices will be lost to time. Maybe they know it. They know what’s coming and they’ve been roused from their slumber.”

“I saw one,” he admitted. “I didn’t say anything because I couldn’t believe it was real, but since you shared your story, I’ll share mine. I was measuring some rooms on the floor above us, and I saw her. She wore a straitjacket, and her hair was wild. She was really pretty. Her lips moved like she was trying to tell me something, but I heard no sound. I moved closer. Her eyes were normal. She wasn’t crazy. The jacket was wrong. Then she saw something that terrified her, and she backed away. I think she was wrongly institutionalized. I think someone locked her away in this place against her will. It upset me. I hate bullies and it seemed to me someone was bullying her.”

“So much wrong. This was a kind of hell on Earth. Too bad we can’t do something to make it right.”

“You mean like put their souls to rest?”

“I meant like finding records which exonerated the wrongly accused, but I like your idea better. Wouldn’t that be great? Find a way to free these spirits?”

“I’d love that,” Brandon said. “Let’s tell Koko and Lara. I bet they’d feel the same. We all got the sense that evil was done here. Let’s try to make things right, at least a little.”

We left the basement and returned to Koko and Lara. They’d emptied the small rooms of our belongings and set up a kind of camp in the middle of the hallway. I gave Lara a questioning look.

“It felt claustrophobic in there,” she said. “I felt trapped.”

“I felt the same,” Koko added. “This place is filled with ghosts and terrible memories. I always knew ghosts were real. I think we all knew it. Those rooms were used as cells a long time ago and maybe it’s only my imagination, but the spirits in this place hate those little rooms. Lara and I thought sleeping out in the open was a better idea.”

Brandon and I agreed with their decision and helped finish the bedrolls and equipment storage. Lara made sandwiches. I shared what I’d seen in the basement and Brandon shared his story too. Our little group grew quiet. We finished eating and discussed our plans for further exploration tomorrow, keeping our voices low, and then stripped down to underwear and slipped into our sleeping bags. I left one light glowing faintly in case anybody got up during the night. Lara snuggled close.

“I can still feel her,” she whispered.

“Maybe you’re one of those people sensitive to such things.”

“Maybe. It felt good. She was everywhere in me. Like she somehow was able to affect all my nerve endings, not just the ones she touched. Like my whole body and mind.”

“It made you horny.”

“I still am. If Brandon and Koko weren’t here, I’d be all over you.”

“Remind me to invite a ghost back to the house.”

She snorted and chuckled.

“A ghost in the bedroom,” she whispered. “Kinky. Would that counts as a threesome? I’m not sure.”

I tried to think of something clever to say but I was tired. I curled my arm over her and held on tight. We fell asleep like that.


Chapter 5

Cool air woke me. I shivered and sent a hand searching for the covers. I heard Lara moan softly.

“Lara?” I whispered.

She moaned again. I opened my eyes. My wife seemed to be in a deep sleep, almost a trance. She was on all fours, her arms stretched ahead of her, her ass lifted obscenely high. Her panties were around her ankles, stretched like a bridge between her legs. Her T-shirt was pushed up under her armpits, exposing her breasts. Her pussy, only a few feet away, was aimed at my face. I fixed my gaze on her slit. Something unseen held her. Something dented the skin on her ass on each cheek, something like four fingers and a thumb. Was I dreaming? My heart began to beat faster. Something lifted her hips, positioning her for penetration. What the hell was happening? She wasn’t doing any of this. I reached out to wake her, but that same unseen hand landed on my face and shoved me back. I tried to rise again but the force holding me down was too great. An icy paralysis spread from my head down my body. I dropped on my ass, frozen.

Before my stunned gaze I saw Lara’s labia gently separate, outer lips pushed apart, inner lips split open. Something concealed, but hard as glass, forced her intimate opening wide. I saw inside her, her smooth walls and soft tissue. I saw her insides wrap themselves around an invisible phallus. She was stuffed from her opening to her cervix and groaned with heartfelt satisfaction. Lara lifted her head, eyes still closed, and moaned in ecstasy. The sound of her voice plucked a string in my heart, sending a titillating vibration running down to my penis. I knew that moan. I’d heard that moan a million times in bed. This time, I was not the cause of her moans and for reasons unknown to me, I found that especially thrilling. I also felt great waves of jealousy, and a voice in my head told me to shove her aside and end this, but I didn’t. Part of me worried I might harm her by shattering this trance, but a bigger part sat mesmerized, watching the woman I love, my wife, packed with cock.

Something lifted her hips again and the phallus withdrew before driving deep again. Lara groaned, loving it. I don’t know how she remained in her trance, but she did, even when her fucking began to build speed and power.

Tiny green sparks began to crawl over her body. They looked random but I grabbed the goggles and slapped them on. Things changed. Now I saw, outlined in faint traces of emerald, Moke kneeling behind my wife, his massive dark cock hard as steel. He held her ass firmly in his big hands and worked his ghostly phallus in and out of her guts. The sight rocked me, shook me down to my soul. The impossible played out right before my eyes. Moke turned his face towards the ceiling, roaring a silent cry of triumph. My wife whimpered; body jolted with each thrust. He grabbed a handful of her long black hair and it lifted from her back, floated in the air.

He held her hips in place and fucked her hard from behind. He was rough, slamming his thick cock into her guts, and Lara loved it. My wife shoved her hips back at the man, did all she could to drive that black beast deep.

Lara suddenly buried her face in the sleeping bag and howled as an orgasm smashed her. I remembered what she’d said about kissing the woman ghost, how she’d felt that spirit everywhere inside her. Lara was feeling all that again right now only ten times, a hundred times, a thousand times more intensely. That big cock was unyielding and relentless, fucking Lara like he craved revenge but also like he’d spent a hundred years yearning to touch a woman. My wife melted under his onslaught. Her knees went wider, ripping her panties and flattening her body to the ground. I saw the impact of his hips in the shaking of her butt cheeks, the splaying of her cunt. Aside from Lara’s panting and moaning, there was no sound, no slapping flesh, no masculine grunts or groans. He fucked Lara in an eerie silence, the whole scene surreal. I watched, mesmerized, as my wife took black cock deep.

“My God,” Koko whispered.

I spun. Our friend had risen to one elbow, aware now and watching. Her tank top hung askew from her shoulders, exposing one large breast, but she was oblivious to that, as hypnotized by the sight of Lara impaled as me.

“You see it too?” I asked.

She swung her eyes to mine.

“Shouldn’t you do something?” she said.

“Like what?”

“Stop him?”

I returned my attention to the conquering of my wife. Lara orgasmed again, her entire body clenching around her belly button. Every muscle stood out. Her raspy moan reverberated into her pillow. Lara’s opening pussy was displayed for us to see.

“He’s fucking her,” Koko rasped, placing goggles over her eyes. “Are you going to let him fuck her?”

“How do I stop a ghost?” I croaked. “I can’t grab him. I can’t shoot him. All I can do is watch.” My wife lifted her ass to help Moke get his cock deeper. “Besides,” I added. “Lara wants it. Just look at her.”

We watched. She writhed on his cock, spiked and speared. She moved her cunt up and down his length as much as she could, besieged and overwhelmed. Koko and I stared, amazed.

Lara orgasmed again, twisting a knife in my guts and sending blood rushing to my penis. I’d heard such sounds from her many times but never like this, never so animalistic and raw. Her tight pussy clung to his unseen shaft, green sparkles racing all around her pussy lips, tickling her inner folds, running into the depths of her to find her womb. He did not simply fuck her body. He fucked her mind. He fucked her soul.

We saw his hips move faster. We saw his vise grip on her ass. We saw his head snap back, his pelvis jerk again and again. We saw him collapse into a silent shower of green sparks which floated away. Lara dissolved into the soft fabric beneath her, wiped out utterly.

Koko and I removed our goggles, stared at each other.

“This is insane,” she mumbled. “I can’t believe that just happened.”

“I thought my mind played a trick on me.”

“No,” she said. “That was real. We just saw something incredible. Terrifying yet amazing. I have so many questions.”

“I felt his hand on me. I couldn’t move.”

“He’s filled with rage but tormented by need. How did Lara sleep through it all? How is she still asleep?”

“I don’t know. I don’t understand. Are you afraid? Are you going to leave?”

She shook her head.

“No, no way. For sure not now. I always knew there was a spirit world existing next to our physical world. I’ve seen little signs throughout my life. I knew it. I think the terrible injustices done in this place have punched a hole through the barrier separating the spirit world from the physical world, the veil between worlds is torn. No way will I run. I’m sorry Lara just had her brains fucked out but what an important and epic event.”

I pulled the sleeping bag up to cover Lara. She never woke from her trance. She mumbled something and turned her head away.

“I understand how Moke got his nickname,” Koko said. “You and Brandon never mentioned that important fact.”

“Is it important?”

Koko shrugged.

“Not in the big scheme of things, no, but it matters. It sure mattered a few minutes ago. Lara loved that thing.”

We both stared at my sleeping wife.

“Will you tell her?” she asked.

“I will. She won’t believe me. In a way I’m glad you saw it happen too.”

“Your reaction surprises me, Winston. Most husbands would be screaming at her right now.”

She had a point. I was shocked by what I’d seen but my only gut reaction was to get hard inside my boxers.

“I’m going to try and sleep,” she said. “Tomorrow morning is going to be interesting.”

We both laid down. I stared at the moldy ceiling. I soon heard faint panting and turned my head slightly. Koko was masturbating and trying to hide it. I didn’t call her out. We’d both just witnessed something extraordinary. I felt like doing the same, but shame held me prisoner.


Chapter 6

Lara woke up confused. She moved the covers away and felt her tender pussy, lifting her fingers, expecting to see semen. She ran her hands over her skin, shivering and not from the cool air. Her nipples stiffened under her shirt as faint memories tickled her mind.

“Did you fuck me in my sleep last night?” she murmured.

“No.”

“It sure feels like it.”

She looked around, more confused by the second.

“Where are my panties?”

“I didn’t fuck you, Moke did.”

She stared. She’d heard my words but could not process what I said.

“What?”

I lowered my voice since Koko and Brandon were still sleeping.

“Moke fucked you last night. In your sleep.”

She scoffed. Then she realized I was serious. She moved the covers away and bent to examine her pussy, using her phone like a flashlight. She was puffy, swollen from the abuse of a cock as large as his. She noticed her torn panties lying close.

“You mean it.”

“I do,” I said. “Koko saw it too. She’ll tell you it’s true.”

“That’s insane.”

“This is all insane. We should have left this place when we saw the first ghost, the one you kissed. We are out of our depth here, but I know there’s no way any of us would leave. This is crazy but we’re too stupid and stubborn to run away.”

Lara reexamined her pussy. Hard to argue with evidence. Her mind slowly accepted what her heart told her. She looked at Koko.

“Why me?’ she asked. “Koko is younger and prettier.”

“Maybe you’re a natural psychic. Maybe they can feel a connection to you like you felt to that woman. Based on your response to him, maybe he sensed how you wanted it.”

“My response?”

I leaned closer.

“You orgasmed a lot.”

Her jaw dropped.

“I did?”

“Yes. Hard. You pushed your pussy down his cock. You fucked him as hard as he fucked you.”

“I never woke up.”

“You were in a trance.”

She dabbed at her pussy again, wincing.

“I’m sore and tender. Was he big?”

“Moke is slang for donkey.”

For a moment, she did not understand. Then, she did.

“Oh.”

“Yes,” I said.

Lara flopped onto her back, stared at the ceiling. She sat up suddenly.

“Jesus, I’m sorry,” she said. “What about you? Are you okay? That must have been hard to see.”

“I’m conflicted,” I said. “Moke isn’t real. He’s dead. You fucked the spirit of the man so what is there for me to get jealous over? We saw how badly you wanted it. I didn’t know what to do. I couldn’t grab him and shove him away from you. Everything happened so fast, and it was all so crazy. What about you? What are you feeling?”

She rubbed her hands over her skin again, up her arms and down her legs. She caressed her pussy a little.

“I can still feel him in me,” she muttered. “I hope that doesn’t upset you, but I feel him everywhere. I feel him moving in my pussy and I know he was big, but more than that, I feel him like I felt that woman. He’s in my mind. He’s running through my veins. Maybe he possessed me. Maybe that woman did too. Maybe that’s why they’re drawn to me. I can sense what was done to me last night and how much I craved it. I wanted more. If I’m honest, I want more now. I’m sorry. He did something to me.”

Brandon and Koko stirred. Bran rubbed his eyes and sat up. Koko opened her eyes and stared at the ceiling.

“Did you tell her?’ she asked no one.

“I did,” I answered. “She knew something had happened.”

“What’d I miss?” Brandon asked.

I spent fifteen minutes bringing everyone into the fold. Brandon was stunned. He could not understand why a ghost would do such a thing. Koko explained how spirits missed the good things from their lives, and perhaps Moke missed a woman most of all.

“Or maybe Lara reminded him of the warden’s wife,” he said. “Whatever. It’s not like anything truly happened, right? None of it was real. No man actually touched Lara. There’s really nothing to get upset about.”

“That’s an excellent point,” I said.

We all took a minute to digest all that had happened.

“We still have a lot of ground to cover today,” Koko said. She turned her attention to Lara. “Are you okay? Can you work?”

Lara half shrugged.

“I feel fantastic,” she said. “My body tingles. My orgasms linger.”

“Lucky girl,” Koko said. “Let’s get to work.”

Koko spread a blueprint and we each took a section of this floor to investigate. Each of us carried a laser measuring device so we could compare the numbers we found to what the schematic said. We headed in opposite directions. I felt strange leaving Lara alone. I felt protective and a little humiliated. Another man had fucked my wife but not really. I felt conflicted.

Hours later we all reunited in the main room, reading our numbers to Lara who checked them against the map. There were many discrepancies.

“Hidden rooms?” Brandon asked.

“Hidden rooms, hidden hallways, space walled off to create better security. Let’s document all the inconsistencies and then investigate each. We’ll need to know the truth before we’re finished.”

We worked on the map for an hour. Once we finished, we numbered the differences and then went to probe deeper, each of us going alone to cover more ground faster.

I arrived at my section and examined the floor and ceiling. I found a gap in the wood and jammed a heavy screwdriver in. I pried a wood panel away and found a door had been covered to create this hallway. I forced the door and entered, feeling a rush of musty air pass me. 

Inside was a small, windowless library, with crumbling books lining the walls. A huge desk sat at one end. I got out my laser pointer and began writing down measurements. I felt eyes on me but each time I checked I saw nothing.

My thoughts drifted back to Lara’s attack. I felt guilty. I’d done nothing to stop it because I’d been paralyzed, but would I have if I could? I don’t think so. Until that moment I’d never seen Lara as a sex object. I’d never seen her give herself so completely to sex. I was forced to admit she looked hot. I felt shame acknowledging that to myself, but it was the truth. She’d orgasmed hard and fast and numerous times. I couldn’t argue with that kind of proof. 

I paused in my reflections to examine some of the books on the shelves. Most were medical journals from long ago, all were rotting away. I searched the big desk and found a personal journal in one of the drawers. I read about certain women at the asylum who, this doctor believed, should not be there. Relatives or philandering husbands had stowed them away, stripped of their rights, stripped of their lives. I swear I felt them clustered around me, peering over my shoulders at the words on the page. Anger filled the air but so did loneliness. I closed the books, finished my tasks, and exited the room. I left the door open.

I returned to our group and found I was the last to get back. We all shared our stories of what we’d found and the measurements we’d taken. We talked about the feelings we got in this place and each of them echoed my sentiment about feeling watched. When Koko suggested we find a new place to set up our camp, we all quickly agreed. She’d discovered a dusty ballroom complete with a cobweb covered chandelier. We packed and moved, appreciating the more open spaces of this new spot. Once we finished our responsibilities, we heated some food and took off our shoes to relax. I shared what I’d read in the doctor’s journal. When it came around to Brandon, he shared that he’d found a hidden cell with human bones on the floor.

“Oh my God, that’s awful,” Lara said.

We were all repulsed.

“You mean someone got locked away and forgotten? Like they starved to death and then their body just decomposed down to bones?”

“That’s what it looked like,” Brandon said. “But from the prison years. That body was there already, hidden away, all during the asylum years. They need to rip this place down and build something new and happy here.”

“I wish I could talk to these spirits,” Koko said. “I’m not afraid of them. I hate how they were treated. Spirits need a reason to manifest themselves in this world. The stronger the reason, the greater their presence. Sometimes the injustice is so great they can generate enough energy to affect things physically.”

“You mean like fucking me?” Lara said.

“Yes,” Koko answered, seriously.

We all looked at her.

“Are you saying we should expect him back tonight?” I asked.

Koko looked at her hands.

“There’s a good chance of that.”

“I’m not ready to leave yet,” Lara said. “None of us are. There’s still work to do. Lots of work.”

“We’ll see what happens.”

Conversation was subdued after that. We were all wondering what would happen. We ate and talked and planned for tomorrow, and then spread our bedrolls and got ready to sleep. Brandon and Koko were out like lights. Lara and I stayed awake a little longer, with my wife fading and then me.


Chapter 7

“Winston!” Koko hissed. “Wake up.”

I opened my eyes to a fantastic scene of unbelievable imagery. The ballroom was transformed into an orgy of glittering green ghosts. Prison guards and asylum workers strode naked through a floor littered with nude women. Hard penises plunged all around us. Men and women fucked on the stage, the floor, against the walls. A woman handled three men at once. Another handled five. Silent debauchery drifted all around. Koko turned her amazed eyes on me.

“What’s happening?” she asked.

I had an epiphany.

“All the doors we opened,” I whispered. “All the cells, the rooms, the hidden passageways. We released them from their confinement. We freed them.”

“Did we?” Koko asked, jerking her chin towards a knot of three men and one woman.

The men were rough with her, tearing away her smock, pinning her to the ground and plunging hard cocks into her. I feared all we’d done is reunite these women with their abusers until I saw the woman grab a hard penis and eagerly stuff it into her ghostly mouth.

“What’s going on?” Brandon mumbled, coming awake.

“See for yourself,” I said.

He sat up. His eyes grew ever wider as he took in the scene all around us. Everywhere his eyes landed they were met with carnal displays. We all grabbed our goggles for even more detail.

“This is the craziest thing I’ve ever seen,” Koko muttered.

I dimmed the small light we always kept on at night. More detail emerged from the bodies all around us. We were surrounded by arms and legs and naked torsos, all lost to sexual bliss. I thought I should wake Lara so she could witness the event too. I turned and found my wife with legs open wide. Her arms circled Moke, between her thighs again and already balls-deep in her. My attention had been so riveted on the events around me, I’d completely missed the events behind me. Koko saw where I was looking and followed my gaze. Brandon did too, jumping to his feet. Moke was covered with so many crawling green sparks he looked almost solid. Lara kissed the man on the mouth, holding her legs up and open in eager invitation. Her pussy was once again forced wide open around his invisible girth. Her labia clung to his shaft as he pumped in and out.

“Holy shit!” Brandon said, backing away, stepping, inadvertently, through a man and woman copulating on the ballroom floor.

Every phantom in the place suddenly looked up and looked at him. Even Moke stopped fucking Lara and turned his gaze on Brandon.

“Guys?” our colleague said. “What’s happening?”

Multiple females left the floor to circle our friend. Brandon turned to watch them and jumped when a hand reached for his shirt. I gasped when his shirt snagged and tore. The women latched onto Brandon’s clothing and circled like witches, ripping and tugging his shirt, his underwear. They stripped him naked like piranhas stripping a carcass and then they fell on him with open mouths and gentle hands. They caressed his floating penis, slipped him into spectral mouths, trading his cock back and forth as other women joined. They lifted Brandon off the floor and turned his body as he whimpered, feasting on his flesh, nibbling, licking, sucking.

Koko gasped.

I spun around to see why and found multiple guards tugging her sleepwear away.

“Help me!” she said.

I took a step towards her but was stopped by many hands on me. I scanned all around and found myself surrounded, even as my boxers flew down my legs. I felt my feet lifted from the floor and then I was floating too, stripped naked, my penis stuffed into a mouth that had no right to be warm, but was. An instant later I felt what Lara had described as all of them entered my psyche and my flesh.

“Oh, God,” I groaned.

I’d never felt anything like it. This sensation was surreal, attacking my nerves from every angle, physically, spiritually, mentally. I had no defense. The pleasures were overwhelming. I grew stiff rapidly and women denied male contact for centuries devoured my stiff cock. Koko moaned and I turned my twisting head in time to see her held over the floor and penetrated from behind. She moaned again and then her eyes went wide in surprise as a heavy phallus was shoved into her mouth. Other penises were forced into her hands. In seconds she serviced four apparitions.

There was no way out for us. They held us prisoner. We floated above the floor, and they used us to satiate their centuries old lust. Brandon orgasmed, his hot sperm launching through space. A ghostly finger wiggled up my ass. A scratchy pussy settled against my face. I instinctively licked and was rewarded by a surge of pleasurable energy. I licked again and the suction on my cock grew. I gave myself up and joined their spiritual orgy heart and soul. One of the last things I saw before pleasure dimmed my vision was Lara’s legs curled tightly around Moke’s thick waist as the big black man hammered her pussy with desperate need. My wife orgasmed on that man’s fat cock, orgasmed with a piercing wail and scream of incredible pleasure.

Koko climaxed soon and then again only a minute later. I heard Lara groaning with hot need, urging Moke to fuck her deeper and harder. We all lost ourselves. Brandon whimpered as the onslaught did not stop simply because he’d climaxed. His ultra-sensitive penis turned into a source of agony as the women would not leave it alone. They were starving for whatever male contact they could get, ravenous.

I felt my hard cock directed by many hands into a hot tight pussy. The gleaming green lines were too confused to know who or what, but I found myself being fucked, and I liked it. I loved it. I felt firm breasts mashed against my face, numerous pussies jammed in my mouth, fingers and tongues wiggled up my ass, playing with my hanging balls. They overloaded my body and my mind.

Finally, I could take no more. My balls tightened into rocks and my cock began to spurt. The women drained every drop I had and just kept going, torturing my overly sensitive penis until I wanted to scream, then continuing the torture until I did scream and then they went further, sucking and licking until I grew hard again. They did the same to Brandon. I watched him pump his hips while floating four feet off the ground. Behind me and on the ground, I heard my wife orgasm under Moke. The man was a relentless fuck machine. Tonight, after centuries of angst and frustrations, the ghosts had manifested enough to enjoy the pleasures of physical touch. They were reveling in their freedom, pouring their hearts out with wild abandon. A night like this may never come along again.

Brandon howled again, and Koko soon followed. Not until Lara, my lovely, devoted wife, wailed, lost to an epic orgasm, did I conceive of the idea that we might be in danger.

The spirits were insatiable. Their forms were immune to the ravages of time. Brandon’s exhausted penis wiggled and stretched as the women demanded more. I looked down at my own, pumped feverishly into an open glittering mouth. The sensations were staggering.

They had us, and they would never let us go.

“Lara,” I groaned. “We must get away.”

I twisted my head. My wife was on all fours now, ass raised, sweet sopping pussy filled from behind. Moke’s huge black cock had reduced my woman into a drooling fiend. Lara offered the man her entire body to use as he saw fit. She welcomed his voracious appetite, his unquenchable lust, welcomed him until he filled her world as much as he filled her pussy. I saw it on her face. My wife was nothing but the pure rush of sexual pleasure. Like a drug, he’d consumed all of her.

The suction on my penis grew intense. I closed my eyes, lost in the sensation. I felt my load rising, pleasure overcoming pain, and let it happen. More mouths joined my dick, and I cried out as my sperm rocketed out of my balls to launch across the floor.

“We must get away,” I muttered, but I felt a darkness approaching.

I felt my body turning in midair, used in a pointless and impossible effort to satiate their otherworldly lusts. I passed out, conquered by my own mind-bending pleasure. I don’t know how long I was out, but I awoke suddenly, rock hard and throbbing again. My nerves were raw, blown, fried but still functioning. Multiple mouths worshiped my cock. Tongues massaged my prostate. Lips nibbled my skin, teased my nipples. I searched for Lara and discovered she floated a foot off the ground, a cock in her ass and a cock in her pussy. Another filled her mouth. She was as exhausted as me, but they continued to use her, just like they did Brandon and Koko. We were doomed unless I did something.

“Warden Donegal Wade,” I muttered. “He’s coming.”

I felt a vibration run through half our host.

“Warden Donegal Wade,” I croaked, louder, angry. “He’s coming for you!”

Glittering heads turned. Alarm ran through the crowd. Several spirits immediately fled, vanishing into the deep shadows. Others searched the room warily.

“He knows!” I shouted. “He’ll punish you all.”

More apparitions fled. Most retreated. They hated to give up the only worldly contact they’d felt since death, but fear is a powerful force, even for the departed. Enough had bolted that I slowly drifted to the ground. I got my feet under me. I filled my lungs to bellow a command, but a mouth fastened itself to the end of my erection and sucked like no mouth had ever sucked me before. My legs became weak. My knee buckled. I knelt and more mouths attacked my dick. A finger shoved up my ass was the last straw and I exploded again what little semen I had left oozing from the tip.

“Enough,” I rasped, swinging my arms, passing through my hosts.

I forced myself to stand. Lara yet had a man fucking her ass from behind, so I grabbed her elbow and pulled her away, the glittering green sparks turned to vapors. I shoved Brandon away from the few women that still had him and tugged Koko to her feet. She fought me. At last, I had my companions freed. I turned to guide them from this room and found myself face to face with a massive and daunting Moke. He raised an accusing finger to point at my chest. His erection pulsated with an unearthly light. His jaw moved as he spoke but of course we heard nothing.

Lara and Koko did not need to hear his words. Both women dropped obediently to their knees and stuffed his meat into their mouths. They eagerly attacked his hard black inches, desperate to please the man. Brandon and I were shocked immobile for a moment, and then I yelled at him to grab Koko and run. He did. I grabbed Lara and my phone. We hurried from that room, naked, racing down a musty corridor lit only by the light on my phone. I knew there was nowhere we could hide from them, but I hoped their ability to follow would be slight. I hoped their energies had been focused on that ballroom. We ran, weak, drained, taking random turns, descending steps when we found them.

At last, our strength faded. We dropped to the stone floor, panting, sweaty, gasping for breath. Even in my weakened condition, I stole glances at naked Koko. Her body is insane. Brandon did too, but he also gawked at Lara. The women took no such glances at us. The ghostly host had fucked them ragged. I slipped my arm around Lara’s shoulder, and she leaned into me. For a long time, nobody spoke.

“What’s wrong with me?” my wife whimpered. “I want more.”

Koko nodded.

“Me too,” she said.

Brandon and I shared a look. The pleasure had been intense, but men aren’t built for that. Nature wants us to spurt and leave, making room for the next man. Women have the capacity of multiple orgasms for a reason.

“Especially with Moke,” she added.

“We need to grab our gear and get the fuck out of here,” Brandon warned. “We barely escaped.”

“Agreed,” I said.

I looked around. We sat in a stone block tunnel far beneath the ground. I had no idea where we’d ended up. I thought about going back for our stuff alone, but I may not make it, or, if I did, I might not be able to find my way back.

“We move as a group,” I said. “Nobody gets lost.”

They understood. We sat for a minute to collect ourselves and then climbed to our feet.

“You have a nice body, Brandon,” Lara said.

“Yeah, he does,” Koko agreed.

Brandon looked embarrassed.

“You are both sexy as hell,” he said.

“Koko is,” Lara admitted. “I’m all right. Koko is smoking hot.”

“Let’s go,” I said.

We moved cautiously; fearful the ravening horde would find us. Well, Brandon and I were fearful. Koko and Lara were ready for more. We tried our best to retrace our frantic panicked steps, but soon found ourselves lost even deeper within this labyrinth. We opened a heavy wooden door and confronted a pale green ghost, a well-dressed woman from the eighteen-hundreds, motioning us forward. She put a finger to her lips.

“Do we follow?” Brandon asked.

“She seems harmless,” I said. “We might as well.”

The woman turned as we got closer. She led us to the end of that hallway and then passed through a small door. We stopped.

“What now?” Koko said.

“Open it,” Brandon suggested.

Rot and moisture had wedged the door shut but a forced it open with a heave. Inside was a small room where a variety of pipes all gathered before running into the ground.

“There’s nothing here,” Lara said. “Why bring us here?”

I shined the light all around and then, as the beam landed on the floor, we saw what she’d brought us here to see. Ten human fingers poked up through the concrete and mold.

“What the fuck is that?” Lara gasped.

“Someone’s buried here,” Brandon said. “Look at the marks on the floor. I think someone dug a hole in this utility room, laid a body in it, and then poured crude concrete to cover the thing. This person may not have been dead yet. Like they woke up and tried to dig out but ran out of energy and died.”

“Who?” Koko asked.

I bent down to examine the fingers. One, a pinkie now little more than bone, was exposed enough to show a small ring. I recognized the ring from photos and lithograph drawings I’d seen in the records room.

“I’ve seen that pinkie ring,” I said. “This is Warden Donegal Wade.”

All eyes went to the floor.

“What happened?” Koko said.

“I have a guess,” Lara offered. “Wade had Moke killed for sleeping with his wife. The women prisoners, probably also sleeping with Moke, found out and dragged Wade down here to bury him alive. I bet if we dug this body up, we’d find rope or chains around his wrists and ankles. They somehow knocked him out and dumped him here.”

“Seems like a fitting end for a man like that,” I said.

They all nodded silent agreement. I stepped back and shut the door, shoving with my shoulder to get it in place again.

“Let’s get out of here,” I said.

“How?” Koko asked. “This place is a sprawling mess of hallways and passages. I’ve seen three generations of construction styles, different caretakers adding to what was already here or making alterations to fit their needs. I have no idea what path leads out. Do any of you?”

We all looked at the ground.


Chapter 8

We did get out, but not the way we came in. Eventually we found stairs up and that led to another exit. We circled around to our van and dressed in spare clothes and decided we needed a night away from this place.

“Our gear will be safe,” Brandon said. “Nobody comes here. We were the first people, real people, to walk those halls in a long, long time.”

We dropped Brandon at his place and Koko at hers and then aimed the van for home. I craved a hot shower and so did Lara. We quickly shed clothing and stepped in under the hot spray.

We’d spoken little on the ride home, each lost in our own thoughts. Once we were nude and sudsy, I found myself ogling her body. I’d gotten too comfortable with Lara as merely my wife. Moke’s rampant desire for her caused a tectonic shift in my mind. Seeing how much he lusted after her reminded me of my early relationship lust for her and how I’d allowed that to fade. He had her many, many times. He couldn’t get enough of her. I now looked at her the same way he had. My penis began to rise, weakly, yes, but determined. I stepped close behind her, nestling my dick between her butt cheeks. She gasped and then moaned softly.

“Really?” she whispered without turning.

“Yes.”

“You saw what he did to me, Winston. You saw how I was with him. I encouraged him. You still want me? Even after I behaved like that?”

“I want you more,” I said. “I’m embarrassed to admit that, but it’s true. Tonight was fucking crazy. Insane. My view of life and the world is completely altered. But watching you get fucked was incredibly hot. I must admit that.”

“You still love me?

“Forever. I’ll always love you.”

She turned in my soapy arms, kissed me, and then sank to sit on her heels. She lifted my feeble penis and slipped me into her hot mouth. I wanted to get hard, but my cock was exhausted, drained, utterly spent. She suckled for a minute, whimpering in frustration, and then slipped me out and stood, kissing me again.

“I need it,” she whined.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “The ghostly host exhausted me.”

She kissed me again, hotly.

“I need it, she rasped.

“What can I do?”

She kissed me again, lust surging behind her lips like a growing tsunami. The air around her vibrated with desire. She rubbed her body against mine, kissing me again. She tugged my flaccid dick.

“Find me one,” she rasped. “I need it.”

I pulled away.

“Find you one?”

“Yesssss,” she purred, and I realized for the first time that a lot of that place had come home with her. “I need hard cock. Find me one.”

Moke still flowed through her veins. All that stiff ghostly cock had done was light a fire and fan it higher.

“You’ve seen me,” she murmured. “You’ve seen me take cock. You’ve seen me get fucked. Watch me again, one more time.”

She was serious. My wife wanted me to find a man to fuck her. I was not as shocked as I would have been just days ago.

“A big black man, I suppose?”

“Yessss,” she said. “A big black man with a big black cock. Let me close my eyes and fuck Moke for real.”

Her eyes were wild, filled with a kind of madness. We’d crossed a line, blown by it at full speed, in fact. In her mind, and in mine too, I must admit, she’d already done unspeakable things with other men. How could one more time harm us? My only answer could be all right.

“All right,” I said, slipping a hand down her sudsy body to play with her pussy. “Let’s go find you a man.”

We rinsed and she threw on a light dress and nothing else. Our heightened arousal, fed by the spirits in our blood, told us we did nothing wrong. I grabbed the car keys, and we were out the front door.

Where to go? I considered driving through the black neighborhoods but that seemed unlikely to provide us what she craved. I knew of a dogging place outside the city but again, the odds seemed low.

“The Green Door,” Lara said.

“The sex club downtown?”

“Yes. Go there. The parking lot is always full.”

I punched the location into my GPS and made the first turn. My heart was racing. Was I truly going to allow this? I felt the spirits in my blood, the ghostly ladies soaked into my skin. My spent penis tried to rise. I felt their mouths on me still. Yes, I would allow this. Tomorrow might bring a different perspective, for me and for Lara, but for now, we both had the devil in our veins.

The parking lot was full as Lara predicted. We left the car and hurried inside. Lara stepped out of her light dress as soon as we entered the clothing optional area, tossing the garment over the arm of a chair. All eyes turned to us, the new arrivals, and Lara floated through them like a butterfly, assessing each man, sizing him up. She passed several black men before she found herself standing before a giant.

He was about six inches taller than me but many pounds heavier, possessing a slight gut. His skin was coal black. His dark and beefy cock hung many inches soft. Lara looked thunderstruck. He wasn’t Moke, but he was close.

“Ask him,” she told me, suddenly shy.

“What?”

“I can’t do it. Ask him if he’ll fuck me.”

The spell I’d been under diminished somewhat. Faced with such a prospect, I abruptly found this idea less appealing. I ran my eyes over the man’s body, and he grinned, lifting his thick cock and stroking.

“She likes it,” he said, with an accent I couldn’t place. He turned to my wife, sparing me the humiliation of asking him that question. “My name’s Reggie,” he told her. “What’s yours?”

“Lara. This is my husband, Winston.”

We shook hands. I stared at his large hanging cock.

“Reggie?” Lara asked. “May I call you Moke?”

“You like that name?”

“I do.”

He smiled broadly.

“I get it. There’s a black man in your life named Moke whom you wish to fuck.”

“Yes,” my wife said. “That’s right.”

He looked her up and down.

“All right, Angel Lara. I will be Moke for you. Why not?”

He took her dainty hand in his huge black one.

“Is your husband coming with us?”

“Why would he?”

“Some men like to see it.”

Lara turned to me.

“Is that true?” she asked. “I thought you’d want to wait out here. Do you want to come with us?”

I tried to swallow but failed. My throat was tight. I was frightened. Things were moving way too fast. I needed to decide but had no time to ponder.

“I think I will regret this tomorrow,” I said. “But no way am I letting you out of my sight. Let’s go.”

The orgy in the hall of spirits had changed us. I felt it in my bones. Was this demonic possession? All through history there are tales of people being taken over by some force, people acting very much like they were not themselves. Was that happening to us? I looked at her hand in his. I lifted my gaze to her eyes and I saw something in her, a burning lust as old as the first day she discovered sex. Had Lara kept such desires buried all her adult life, only now facing these feelings because the lock had been shattered and the demons freed?

I sensed that was the truth.

She noticed me staring and lifted his black cock on the palm of her hand.

“Close enough, right?” she said.

Reggie chuckled.

“I get it,” he said. “Y’all know a big black brother and you miss him. He moved away or you moved away, and sweet little white wife has gone without. Am I right?”

“Kind of,” Lara said. “He died.”

Reggie turned serious.

“I am sorry for your loss,” he said. “Was this recent? How long ago?”

Lara tugged the black cock she held and began leading Reggie away towards a small room.

“About two hundred years ago,” she said.

Reggie shot me a concerned look, wondering if maybe Lara was a little bit crazy. He ran his eyes over her body and decided it didn’t matter if she was, he’d fuck her anyway. Lara pulled him by his dick, and I followed.

The room was small with a big window for voyeurs. A padded bench ran along two sides with a curb to help you step up. I shut the door so nobody would join us uninvited and sat on the bench. Lara pushed Reggie and he sat next to me and then my wife crouched between his black thighs. She lifted his cock like she was about to drink from a can of soda and stared at it.

“Who’s bigger?” Reggie asked, confident. “Me, or your friend, Moke?”

“Moke,” Lara said without emotion. “He’s thicker.”

I was dying inside. The madness from the hall was spontaneous and rapid. Now Lara sat on her heels before a man and casually held his cock only inches from her face. She was a different woman. Would she come back to me? Or was this Lara now, and if so, could I handle it?

Reggie rested his big hand on her head. He grinned like he didn’t give a shit whose dick was bigger, as long as his got sucked right now. Lara studied his thick meat, comparing, no doubt, this man to Moke.

“I’m going to suck on it now,” she said.

“You go right ahead,” Reggie chuckled.

Lara closed her eyes and brought her mouth closer. Her lips parted in slow motion. My mind screamed at me, but I stayed put. The astonishing sight left me paralyzed. I’d seen her fucked in dim light by unseen men and I thought that had prepared me for this. I was wrong. Reggie was real and his expanding cock was a threat. Lara closed her lips around the fat head and softly moaned and I didn’t care if she was imagining another black man. The cock in her mouth was real this time. Reggie’s sigh was real. Her cheeks dented when she applied suction to the man, and I groaned in dismay. How the fuck did we arrive at this place?  Her lips crawled farther down his veiny shaft, inching towards his pubic hair, and Reggie leaned back against the wall, savoring the feel of my wife’s mouth working his cock. I glanced at the window. A dozen men stood there, watching, staring at Lara, Reggie, and me, Lara’s husband, sitting idly by and letting it happen. I wondered what they thought of me.

Lara choked but recovered and eased her lips farther down his shaft. Reggie was growing stiff slowly but that made sense. He had a lot to fill. I watched his flaccid penis straighten and begin to curve upright. Lara adjusted her crouch, bobbing now on his thick spear, swirling her tongue around the head for all to see. When she’d sucked enough cock, she rose and straddled his hips, fishing under for his cock, finding him and holding him upright while she lowered her hips.

“Fuck me, Moke,” she groaned. “I need to feel you inside me again.”

She found her hole and lowered her hips. I watched his first few dark inches vanish into her opening.

My dick began to rise.

I hated the sight, hated what I witnessed, hated that another man, this time a real flesh and blood man, was sinking into the depths of her. I hated it with all my heart, but my cock was rising fast, turning diamond hard.  Lara sank to his pubic bone and then drew her tight pussy up his length again, exhaling a ragged breath.

“Pleeeese,” she whimpered. “Pleaseeese.”

Her hips moved faster. She was fucking herself on him, using his hard dark meat to get herself off. She accidentally rose all the way off and I saw his large head briefly exposed, perched atop his shaft like a spearhead. Lara quickly grabbed his cock and found her opening again and buried the man to his balls. She wrapped her arms behind his neck and began to fuck him with desperate need. Her ass slapped his thighs, her cunt turned wet and juicy. The many faces pressed against the window gawked in awe. Someone tried the doorknob, eager to fuck this hot woman too, but I’d shot the deadbolt. One cock for Lara was enough, thank you.

Reggie did nothing. Lara kept her eyes closed, lost to the fantasy that this was Moke made flesh. She soon orgasmed and Reggie looked at me for my reaction. What could I do? The sexual tension coursing through had risen steadily and now I added the sounds of her climax to it. I curled my fingers around my dick and began to jack off, watching Lara use this man and his big dark cock.

When she came down from her orgasm, she pulled her pussy off the man and got down on the floor. She reached back and grabbed her butt cheeks, spreading herself in his face.

“Fuck me like an animal,” she growled.

Reggie hurried to obey. He got behind her and guided his black cock to her opening, then slid the beast home. Lara moaned in appreciation, dropping her head on the dirty carpet. The big man started slowly, sliding his fat cock in and out. I expected him to build speed and hammer the sweet white wife beneath him, but he never did. He was suave and cool, fucking her deep and slow, savoring her pussy wrapped so tight around his inches. She twisted and writhed on the end of his cock, stuffed full and then left empty before being stuffed full again. Her cries grew louder and then she was climaxing on his cock again. He left her gasping for breath.

“Cum in me,” Lara groaned. “Cum inside me, Moke.”

“Hell yes,” Reggie grunted.

What? Wait. What the fuck? How did I never think of this? Somehow the completion of the act never occurred to me. I’d seen her fucked but never the consequences. Ghosts don’t ejaculate. I felt so stupid. His hips began to move faster. He still wasn’t pounding her, just a strong and smooth rhythm. Lara whimpered and I could tell he was close.

“Lara,” I began. “We never—”

“Hungh!” he bellowed, slowing his hips to the barest of movements, pumping just the head inside her tunnel as he spurt and spurt and spurt. Lara rocked her ass backwards, driving the length of his cock all the way in. He grunted again and again, flooding her pussy with jizz. His big balls lifted and dropped, lifted and dropped.

“Nooooo!” I heard myself yelling. “Lara!”

“It’s not enough,” she gasped. “I can’t feel him. I need to feel him.”

I had no idea what she was talking about. She clearly felt him enough to climax. My eyes were glued to his dark shaft buried snugly in her hole, milky white semen oozing out around his tube of beef. She’d knocked the wind out of him, and he needed a moment to recover. I stared aghast at my wife, now inseminated by another man. She crawled forward, pulling herself off his cock. She crawled over to me, cum dribbling from her slit.

“Find me another man,” she croaked. “Another big black man. I need to feel it. I need to feel it again.”

“Feel what, Lara? Reggie made you orgasm. What more do you want to feel?”

She hugged herself and looked around. Her gaze landed on all the faces crammed into the window.

“I want to feel what I felt with Moke,” she pleaded. “I want to feel again what I felt with Moke.”

I searched the hopeful faces behind the glass. Instinct told me none of those men would do. Instinct told me only Moke would do.

“We must go back,” I said, and her head snapped around to face me.

She understood what I meant. She looked down at Reggie, on one knee and still catching his breath.

“Reggie is just a man,” I said. “He can only reach the places a man can reach.” I moved closer and tilted her chin up to kiss me. “You need to be touched in those places only Moke can reach.”

She nodded slowly, accepting.

“We must go back,” she echoed.


Chapter 9

Brandon refused. Koko eagerly accepted.

“The Creedmoor is slated for demolition,” Koko said. “Maybe that’s for the best. Just wipe that foul place off the map. But, if we can, we should try to put as many of those souls to rest as we can.”

“Or they’ll haunt whatever is built in place of it,” Lara said.

Koko, Lara, and I sat on a bench in the bright sunlight by a lake, but each of us felt a chill.

“Is this something a priest can help us with?” I asked.

Koko scoffed.

“This isn’t a movie, Winston. We can’t call an exorcist.”

“What can we do?” Lara asked. “You seem to know more about all this stuff than we do. Any ideas?”

“A few. First, when we go back, we can see if the numbers of spirits have diminished. Some were simply craving one last touch before letting go. We gave them that. Poor Brandon and Winston gave them everything they had. We can try to let a few in, hoping they impart their desires. There are things in the real world, injustices we can correct. That should allow others to depart as well.”

“What does ‘Let a few in’ mean?” Lara asked.

“Open ourselves up to them. If there are any that want to possess us, we can let them do that.”

“That sounds extraordinarily dangerous,” I said.

Koko scoffed again.

“Only in movies, Winston,” she said. “These spirits are tired. They want to go home. They need to rest, and they know it. They don’t want to live inside us. They want to move on but can’t. My understanding is possession feels good.”

Lara and I looked at each other, unsure.

“Regardless,” my wife said. “We must return to finish the job and collect out equipment. No Brandon means Winston will be holding the camera, if we want to make a show out of this.”

“We should try,” I said. “I’ll film.”

“When do we go?” Koko asked.

“We need a little time to get ready,” I said. “Let’s meet at our place just before sunset. Sound good?”

They agreed. Koko put on a baseball cap and began stretching her legs to jog home. Lara and I headed for our car. The ride to our place was quiet.

“Are you worried about opening ourselves up to them?” I asked as we pulled into the driveway.

“No.”

“I am.”

“I understand why you would be. I would be too if I was my husband. But I’ve already opened myself to them. I opened myself completely to Moke. It felt fantastic, like nothing I’ve ever felt before. They don’t show that part in movies because they don’t know about it. Possession, or whatever it was he did to me, feels unbelievably good. Like, on the brink of orgasm minute after minute for a long, long time. I’m actually looking forward to going back. I’ll cry when they tear those buildings down.”

We went inside and Lara said she wanted to shower before we left for the Creedmoor. I left her alone. She was a changed woman. At first, I thought it was what she’d done with Reggie. I soon realized it was from her time with Moke. What they’d shared was beyond sex, beyond even lovemaking. Moke and Lara had shared a psychic connection that no living man could ever have with her. We were going back to finish the job and gather our things, but I knew Lara hoped for something more. I wouldn’t deny her, but I’d probably turn off the camera. I collected things we’d need and made some sandwiches. I heard Lara leave the bedroom and walk down the hall. She stepped into the light.

She’d curled her long black hair and applied makeup and wore a short skirt and tight top. Asian-cute had transformed into Asian-sexy. Sultry, even. She’s such a little thing it almost looked like she wore children’s clothes. I stared because she looked fucking hot. It took me a second to realize she’d not done it for me. She’d made herself sexy for Moke. Moke, and any other spirit that wanted her.

“You look mouthwatering,” I said.

“Good,” she muttered. “I’m hoping you’ll devour me when we get home.”

“I’ll devour you right now.”

She raised a hand, showed me a palm.

“No,” she giggled. “Believe it or not, I’m saving all this for the prison. You can have me after.”

I looked her up and down.

A knock on the front door told us Koko had arrived. I let her in. She’d spent time on her looks too and when the women saw each other they shared a knowing look.

“You both want to look sexy for the ghosts?”

They looked at each other again and did not answer me. We left our car in the driveway and got in the van.

I parked in the same spot as before and we followed our same route, faster this time because we weren’t recording yet. Lara set a brisk pace, leading us back to the ballroom. We examined the master schematic and circled what we hadn’t explored yet, and then charted a path. We had less to do than I expected. Koko mentioned we were required to call in the bodies we found, and I said we would once we’d finished with the place. I got the camera ready and tested the microphone and audio feeds. I got Lara’s earpiece ready and turned to place it.

My wife was gone.

“Where’s Lara?” I asked.

Koko was working on the map and stood to look around with me.

“Lara!” she yelled. “Where’d you go?”

I swung the spotlight around the ballroom, but my wife had slipped away.

“Not good,” Koko said.

Dread filled my stomach.

“Do you think she went looking for Moke?” Koko asked.

“Yes! Goddamn it.”

I sat my gear down. Koko and I scanned the room.

“I was facing this way mostly,” she said. “But I saw nothing. You were over there. For her to escape unseen by either of us she must have gone this way.”

I grabbed two flashlights, and we headed off. This section was all new to us and Koko took notes. I was too worried about Lara to think of anything else. Koko stopped often and I finally lost patience.

“Can we come back and do that once we have Lara safe?”

“Something’s strange here. The measurements I’m getting don’t add up.”

“I’m sure it’s just a remodel problem. Let’s find her and come back to do it right.”

She stopped.

“You aren’t hearing me,” she said. “I think we missed something, something hidden. The asylum modified a lot of architecture to convert the prison and what they couldn’t change they simply hid. I believe we missed a door which led to a hallway and if I’m reading the prison blueprints right, the warden’s chambers lay at the end. Given the kind of man he was, shouldn’t we check a room like that?”

“Later.”

“Winston. Moke is connected to the warden, not the asylum. That room will be significant to him.”

I stopped. Her words finally got to me.

“Sorry,” I said. “You’re right. Let’s see if we can find the warden’s living quarters.”

We retraced our steps. I held the flashlight and Koko used the laser. She jotted numbers on a notepad as she moved around the room.

“Here,” she said at last, tapping the wall with the butt of her light. “Behind this panel.”

We began to search the wall. Minutes later I felt a button under an overhang of molding. I pressed it and was rewarded by a grinding click. The panel swung open, revealing a hallway decorated with portraits.

“I guessed the new owners would save such a room,” Koko said. “No point in destroying it. A place to retreat to might come in handy.”

“How would Lara have known to come here? We only found it because you brought the schematic.”

Koko shrugged.

“Maybe someone guided her here.”

I aimed the light down the hall.

“Let’s go,” I said.

We passed paintings of previous wardens and James Madison. The hall gave way to a large room, decorated with ornate trappings, now all fallen to ruin. A massive desk sat askew in one corner, a large bed, falling apart, sat in another. Crumbling furniture filled the spaces.

Lara stood by the desk, naked, lost in a kiss. Moke’s huge dark arms, crawling with glittering green sparks, held my wife tenderly. The sparks outlined his entire body and Koko and I saw his large cock rising, rising slowly between Lara’s thighs.

“It’s all in her head,” I muttered, attempting to calm myself. “He’s not real. She only feels him in her mind.”

Koko turned to look at me.

“The hell she does,” she said. “Trust me, as one who has felt every inch of those ghostly cocks, I assure you she feels him made flesh. He feels her too.”

Lara’s hand drifted down, and she hefted his meat, the way all women do. His hand slid down her back to cup and squeeze her ass, then floated higher. I expected him to caress her breast, but he did not. He turned from his kiss to stare us in the eyes. His hand moved again, now pointing at the crumbling desk. He held his arm like that as he bent his head to kiss her.

Koko and I turned to gaze at the huge desk.

“What’s he trying to say?” Koko asked.

“I’m not sure.”

“Something to do with the desk.”

I only half listened to her. Lara was grinding her labia back and forth along the top of his cock, sliding her split lips across his stiff shaft and bumpy veins. She moved her hands to his spectral waist and rocked her hips faster. Koko left my side to examine the desk, carefully opening rotting drawers. I wanted to help her, but I couldn’t take my eyes off Lara. My wife closed her eyes in pleasure as she jerked her pussy back and forth on his shaft. She lifted one leg and curled it over his hip. Her hand slid down to find him and nudge the head higher. Her eyes flew open when the tip parted the inner fold around her opening. They grew wide as his cock began to penetrate. Her hands moved to his ass and she pulled him forward, gasping loudly as his inches moved into her. I heard a stuck drawer screech.

“I found something,” Koko said.

I glanced quickly at my companion. Koko eased a deteriorating book out of a drawer to set it on the desk. I returned my gaze to Lara and Moke in time to see Lara hook her other leg around the man and leave the floor, floating in space and she gripped him tight. His fat cock crept into her, pressed deeper by her weight. She clung to the ghostly man until his cock was buried. Her head fell back, long hair dangling. The muscles of her arms and legs strained to hold her weight. His big black balls hung from beneath her ass. She ground her hips down on him, gritting her teeth until the pleasure overcame her.

“God!” she shouted.

She bit her bottom lip and hugged him tightly.

“I found something,” Koko said again, louder.

“What?” I snarled, annoyed that she distracted me from the claiming of my wife.

“A journal,” she said. “Warden Donegal Wade’s journal.”

I turned. Koko gingerly turned each page. She’d wisely started at the back.

“He admits he killed Moke, whose real name is August Franks, in a fit of rage. He caught August the day before having intercourse with Mrs. Wade. The liaison was her idea. August felt he had to comply, or she’d punish him. Donegal knew it wasn’t Moke’s fault. Many of the women sought his services. He only wanted to make them happy.”

Moke circled Lara in his big arms and moved to the desk. Koko collected the book and moved aside just in time. Moke planted Lara on her back and began thrusting, hard, plowing his strong black cock deep into my wife. Lara moaned loudly, wrapping her legs around the outline of the man, clawing at him as he fucked her hard. A leg on the desk buckled, shifting everything to one side. Moke ignored the change and long stroked my wife until she was out of breath, mumbling incoherently. Her arms left his shoulders to grasp the edges of the desk and her body turned rigid.

“Don’t—!” she gasped. “Keep—!”

He placed his mouth over her nipple, and we saw her breast form into a cone, suction pulling on her tit. She whimpered and planted a heel on the desk, slamming her hips upward to meet his thrusts.

“Yeah!” she cried. “Oh, sweet Jesus yeah! Yeaaaaaah! Fuck!”

She was having a massive orgasm. Her hips went wild, rapidly rising and falling on his spectral cock. She wailed again and then again as waves of intense pleasure smashed her. She lost herself to her climax, roughly grabbing her own tits, twisting and pulling as she screeched. A second orgasm landed on top of the first, not yet finished, and my wife lost her mind. Moke slowed and that only seemed to intensify everything for Lara. She threw her legs wide, offering herself completely.

Koko and I stood and stared. The display was so raw, so intensely sexual I got hard. Koko rested a hand over her breast, silently masturbating as she watched. We finally remembered where we were and what we were doing.

“I’m sorry,” she said.

I was confused until she pulled her shirt off over her head. She reached behind and popped the clasp on her bra, allowing those gorgeous tits to tumble free. In seconds she was nude. She left me to join them, kneeling behind Moke and sucking his balls. His head snapped up in a silent cry of pleasure. Lara reached for Koko and pulled the woman up for a hot kiss. Koko leaned higher and offered my wife a nipple to suck and Lara did. Moke stepped away, allowing Koko to position herself, then stepped close again, sliding his fat cock into Koko and then withdrawing to feed those inches into Lara. The sounds the women made drove me a little crazy. They explored each other’s bodies as Moke took turns with them.

I unzipped and began to jerk off.

The ladies attacked each other with passion. They’d worked together a long time and feelings had grown, feelings they both kept bottled up and hidden. Now they were set free, and with a well-hung man to share, they released those feelings on each other. Moke circled the desk, taking each opportunity presented. He stuffed pussies and mouths alike, thrusting for a while before seeking a new way to penetrate their bodies. Koko’s climax was a loud shriek. Lara’s was a deep growl. Moke used his big hard dick to torture and tease. This was nothing like her sex with Reggie. Moke touched every part of those women. Moke touched their hearts, their souls.

I looked at the diary hurriedly dropped onto a chair. That book would set history right, exonerating Moke, but also many others. Wade had kept a record of his sins, easing his guilty mind through confession. How many spirits around us right now would at last find peace?

Lara orgasmed again, spit flying through clenched teeth. Her nipples were like rocks. Koko ate my wife’s pussy at the same time Moke powered in and out. I felt the beginning of a climax and wondered if I should. Was it wrong for me to orgasm to such things? Would Lara want sex after? The sight of all of them excited me but the sight of his big cock melting her mind sent my arousal soaring. She loved getting fucked by the man.

My balls tightened. The choice was made for me. Moke bore down and pumped his cock like a piston. I realized he chased an orgasm of his own and while my mind knew the truth, my eyes told my heart this was really happening. Koko moved behind him again to slather his swinging balls and Lara clutched at that man, determined to hold him in while he came. A moment later, the big black man threw his head back and convulsed. His body jerked. His mouth opened wide in a silent bellow and his nuts erupted in a fountain of spectral ejaculate. Lara begged him for everything he could give. Her nails clawed at his back; her legs gripped him tight. My semen launched up and out and I groaned, blasting one long rope of cum after another. Moke came a long time, thrusting and then stopping to spurt and then thrusting again and stopping to spurt more. I jerked every drop I had onto the moldy floor.

I staggered against the wall. Moke dissolved in a shower of flying emerald sparks. Koko and Lara collapsed into each other’s arms.

We took a while to recover. Koko and Lara stayed naked, but I zipped up. After a moment I turned the journal to face me and began to read. Warden Donegal Wade went into great details about the wrongs he committed or allowed to be committed. Many families would feel relief to learn their family names were clear again, their long dead loved ones were not to blame.

“What’s that sound?” Koko asked.

We all strained to listen. All around the sprawling complex sounds like ancient sighs filled the air. I left this room to enter the asylum again. Drifting green sparkles told the story of ghosts set free. I returned to the women and shared what I’d seen.

“Would have made a great episode,” Koko teased.

Lara reached up and pulled her down for a kiss.

“We can still give Winston something to record,” she said.

“Just don’t broadcast it,” Koko warned, palming Lara’s tit. “Don’t tell Brandon, either. The boy would come unglued.”


Chapter 10

We finished the job at the asylum without further incident. The ghost had gone silent. We notified the police, and an investigation was launched. We gave them the journal and all our notes and the company that had paid us to do the survey backed out. The building had too much history. The investigation would take a long time. A historical society stepped in and offered to buy the place and turn it into a walking tour.

Three weeks later, Lara and I were home watching a movie. I asked if she missed Moke.

“Very much,” she said. “I love the love I make with you, but the thrill of otherworldly sex can’t be compared. Moke was able to affect me in ways that this physical world simply can’t.”

“I’m sorry, Baby.”

“Don’t be. I got to experience something incredible, something amazing. One reads about these supernatural events that people swear by but one never fully believes them. I do now. I’ll treasure my experiences with him and I’m grateful we were able to set him free.”

I contemplated revealing something I’d seen. The events at the asylum were behind us and we’d never felt closer. I worried about bringing something up maybe best left forgotten.

“I need to tell you something,” I said, unsure.

“What, Honey?”

“When I stepped out into the building I heard and saw all those departing spirits.”

“Yes. It was wonderful.”

“Moke’s shade did not rise like the others.”

“What?”

“I hate to get your hopes up if I’m wrong, but it’s possible Moke did not depart.”

She sat up.

“I waited for others to investigate the place,” I said. “I watched for stories of anything unusual. I thought fresh, unbiased eyes would serve us well. But those stories never appeared. I figured all the ghosts were at peace. But something about Moke’s dissolving bothered me. What if he had another reason for lingering? What if it has nothing to do with the prison or the asylum? What if Moke still needs our help with something?”

“What else can we possibly do for him?”

“I don’t know.”

A knock at our front door made us both jump. She looked at me and I left the couch. I used the peephole and saw a young handsome black man on the other side. I opened the door.

“Hi,” the young man said. “My name is Agustus Wade.”

Lara was by my side in an instant.

“Hi, Agustus. I’m Winston and this is my wife, Lara. How can I help you?”

He smiled broadly, revealing rows of perfect white teeth.

“I’m doing research on a long dead relative of mine. A man named August Franks. He was wrongly incarcerated and murdered at a nearby prison. I’m writing a paper to tell his story and I recently heard that you two visited that prison. I’d like to interview you both.”

“You’re related to August Franks?” Lara asked, anxious.

“Yes,” he said. “August had an affair with the warden’s wife. A child was conceived so she left town. I am a descendent of that child.”

Lara’s jaw dropped.

“You’re the direct descendent of August Franks?” she asked.

“I am,” he replied, confidently. “I’m even named after him, which is what sparked my interest in the first place. I’d love for you to help me tell his story. May I interview you for my paper?”

“Yes,” I said, extending a hand for him to shake, which he did.

“Come in,” Lara said, stepping aside. “Are you hungry? Thirsty?”

She was beaming. Here was the legacy of August Franks. Agustus smiled at her and their eyes locked. Only for an instant. I swallowed a gasp. I saw the connection form. I saw the electricity crackle between my wife and this young black man. He felt it too. He stepped into our place and her hand landed on his arm. A connection formed, stretching across centuries. Augustus and Lara gazed at each other, and I knew.

Here was the reason Moke still lingers.

End Part One.

What Comes Next?

With most of the spirits set free at last, what will become of Moke? Koko says possession feels good. Is she right? Will Moke find some way to enter our world and feel alive again? Of more immediate concern, what was about to happen with Lara and Augustus? The attraction was obvious. Would Lara allow for more?

Find the answers to these questions and many more in part two…
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