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“Is it better to be smart or lucky?” I asked myself as I stepped back out the front door looking up across the brick walled townhouse at the bay window.

“Why not both?” A young woman’s voice called back to me. I spun around to see a young woman sporting an Ohio State University tank top underneath which she wore a grey, tight-fitting sports bra. A pair of black, spandex shorts and pink flip-flops completed her assemblage. She finished pressing out a text and then smiled at me coyly before casually pressing her smart phone down the front waistband of her shorts. My eyes went wider than I wanted them to as I contemplated the simultaneous notion of whether the phone’s radiation could potentially cause her long-term fertility problems, being pressed in so close to her ovaries. Simultaneously, a great desire to switch places with that phone filled me urgently.

She stuck out a friendly hand and a light, southern accent tinkled in her voice as she said “name’s Missy Fern. You moving into Jared’s place here?”

“Uh… yeah…” I stammered back awkwardly taking her hand and shaking it nervously before backing away slightly. She cocked her head to the side and asked slowly, “and… your name is?”

I gritted my teeth and muttered back weakly “Uhh… Brian… yeah, I’m Brian Alcott. I’m in my Junior year and taking software engineering.”

“Well, nice to meet you. Looks like we’ll be neighbors.” She said gesturing to the unit next to mine as she continued “along with Jessica and Kylie who live with me. God, rent is so atrocious this close to campus.”

“Really?” I asked.

“Well, yeah, I mean we split twenty-one-hundred three ways, but it’s still a monthly pain.” Her smile broadened lightly as she continued nodding towards my apartment saying, “you got any roommates joining you?”

I shook my head. Her eyes seemed to light up as she continued, “I suppose you’re doing pretty well for yourself then.”

Her eyes twinkled and a sadistic smile spread across her face as she continued, “I like boys who do pretty well for themselves.”

“I’m…um… only paying two-fifty for it.”

“What!?” She shouted in shock. I still had my freshly signed lease form in my hand, so I lifted it for her to see. She squinted at it and looked back at the apartment.

“Son of a bitch.” She muttered. Some inspirational fragment of hope within her seemed to die before my very eyes and her flirtatious smile disappeared as she apathetically glared at me. She growled back “those bastards probably lowered it after what happened to Jared.”

“What did happen to Jared?” I asked. I pulled out the piece of crime-scene tape from my pocket that I had collected from the edge of the front door and looked at it before looking back to her.

“He just… disappeared.” Missy replied. She gestured broadly saying, “Cops looked all over the place for him. They asked me and the other girls if we saw anything, which, of course we hadn’t.” She crossed her arms over her chest and stepped in close to me. I could feel the heat of her body and smell her sweet perfume. I didn’t dare admit to her that this was the closest I had ever been to a woman, other than my mom or some aunt or whatever when they hugged me, that doesn’t count. I drank in the intricate details of her sensuality as she spoke in hushed tones looking around the sunny greenspace between the apartment blocks to make sure we were alone as she continued, “between you and me, I think he got tied up with drugs.”

“Drugs?”

She nodded solemnly and continued “a few weeks before he disappeared, he started jabbering about some girl. He even had a name for her, he called her Cassie. He kept blabbering about how he was afraid of her.”

I pursed my lips and asked, “was there a girl named Cassie?”

Missy snorted in disdain and continued, “not one who has skin as black as coal, eyes as red as fire, and a mouth full of shark-teeth. That’s how he described her.”

I blinked in surprise, and she continued rolling her eyes in annoyance as she continued, “like I said, drugs. Jared told me he would catch glimpses of her out of the corner of his eye and stuff. He even begged me to come over to spend the night with him so he could get some sleep, but…” She scrunched up her nose and continued “I’ve heard that line before. Anyhow, a week or so later, poof, vanished. Jared just never showed up for class and they never found him. Between you and me, I think he got in debt from buying drugs and his dealer made him disappear.”

“Did you tell the cops this?”

“Of course.”

“And?”
 

She shrugged saying “they didn’t care. I don’t know if they didn’t believe me or didn’t care about some stressed out college kid seeing a few things. In any case, once I told the cops about him asking me to stay over, they definitely stopped listening at that point. They figured that he just made the tale up to get into my pants. Pretty sad and desperate, if you ask me. Anyhow, I guess you’re the lucky guy who profited off the whole damn thing, moving into a cheap-ass haunted apartment. That or maybe you’re very smart.”

I smiled weakly and asked with a misplaced sense of hope in my voice, “why not both?”

Missy took a step back and frowned slightly before snorting in disdain. Her voice turned bitter as she muttered angrily “Probably just poor.” She grunted and continued “Just, don’t do drugs, okay. And if you do, don’t expect me to come over and hold your hand while you’re hallucinating about creepy-ass ghost girls melting out of the wall. Got it?”

“Yes, of course… I mean, no… I wouldn’t.” I stammered out. She turned and walked back over to her apartment. I looked after her, enjoying the sensual sway of her buttocks pressed deliciously out against her spandex shorts as she went as well as the smooth, powerful legs which rose from the ground to meet them.

I swallowed hard and muttered to myself in a sing-song mockery of what I had just said, “’yes, of course… I mean no I wouldn’t…’” I sighed and chastised myself “God! Brian, you sound like a fucking idiot every time you talk to a girl.”

I continued my grumblings in that manner, reviewing every mistake I had made during that short conversation with the gorgeous neighbor next door as I unpacked my stuff into my new college apartment. Light cut in like ribbons slicing through the darkness of the kitchen as the evening sun gilded the dreary rental landscape beyond the window over my sink. I slid open cheap wooden drawers in the flimsy, rental cabinetry and haphazardly crammed various cooking utensils into them smiling slightly. Sure, I may not be good, obviously I struck out with that Missy girl, but I did strike lucky gold with a full-sized kitchen and no douche roommates to share it with. I slid open one draw and dumped a few wooden spoons into it before realizing that it wasn’t empty. I squinted as I reached my hand in under the wooden spoons and brought up a dusty piece of folded notebook paper. I frowned as I began to toss it towards my freshly installed trashcan but stopped myself short.

Printed in bold letters on the front of the paper in blue ball-point ink it said “READ ME”

I snorted a slight chuckle as I pondered the old software standby of dumping a text file named “READ ME” in any program packages which had instructions on how to install and operate the software. Here, of all things, I held a physical “READ ME” file in my hand. Curiosity got the better of me and I unfolded the paper slowly finding more writing inside. It appeared to be scrawled somewhat hastily in the blocky print of a male hand. It said:

“The rules you must follow if you want to live here.

1)     No drinking alcohol.

2)     No listening to loud music.

3)     No having girls over for sex.

4)     Don’t watch action movies, play violent video games, etc. Keep it quiet.

5)     No pornography. And I mean none. No manga, no pin-ups, no Pornhub, no Riley Rose e-books, no ‘stepsister stuck in the dryer videos’, none of that.

6)     The Eastern bedroom is to always remain vacant.

7)     Always keep a stash of tea bags and mugs readily accessible in the kitchen.

8)     If you do wank off, do it with your cock under the bed sheets or hidden somehow.

9)     If you see a pentagram of fresh, human blood appear on the floor of the Eastern bedroom, turn HGTV on the television right away.

10)                        If you wake at 3:33 AM to the sounds of a woman screaming and struggling, just stay in bed until 4:03 AM. Don’t go out of your room during this time.”

“What the hell?” I muttered slowly as I read through the rules over again. I looked around the apartment, half expecting to find a hidden camera and some prankster to jump out and say, “got ya!” but the apartment seemed to lack both of those.

“It must be from Jared. Maybe he really was on drugs, but why the hell didn’t they clear it out with the rest of the stuff.” I muttered as I pushed the list back into the kitchen drawer. I stood there, in the waning sunlight as darkness settled around me for a while deep in thought. A cold chill ran down my spine as a faint odor caressed my nose. The odor itself was not any threat, however it bore within it a strange, pervasive sense of unnatural sensations. Standing alone in my isolated apartment, I smelled…

Perfume?

I snorted and sniffed again. I had heard of people seeing things before but never smelling things. As I turned around the shadows across the wall behind me seemed to dart oddly as the sunlight cut through the blinds against them. I squinted at this and then slowly raised my hand seeing it’s shadow against the wall and rolling my eyes in annoyance. It must have been my own shadow moving which I had seen. Still, that scent. It sure as hell wasn’t the Old Spice deodorant that I had packed, and I felt confident after my pathetic attempt at flirting, Missy hadn’t come over.

“I can’t believe I’m doing this.” I muttered to myself as I followed my nose. The scent seemed stronger up the staircase and I slowly mounted the creaky wooden steps. Fading light lent new darkness to the renter’s beige-colored walls as I ascended the low-rent staircase to the rickety second floor. The whole day I had been turning to the West to take the larger of the two bedrooms all the while ignoring the bedroom on the other side, which shared a wall with the one bathroom of the apartment. I suppose, in my greed for space, I had luckily and arbitrarily obeyed one of the laws as I had seen no need to really move into the Eastern bedroom. I glanced into my room seeing my half-unpacked things scattered about on the ground along with my partially made bed cut angular against the setting sunlight. The scent felt less in this room which led credence to my assertion that it was nothing of my own hygiene supplies.

I gingerly stepped over to the closed door next to the bathroom. Something about it felt… wrong. Strange markings about waist-high cut horizontally into its outer surface and I squinted at these for a moment trying to figure out what they were. Finally, in a fit of curiosity, I stepped back into my own bedroom and pulled out the cheap wooden chair which had come with the place and test fitted it against the door. Sure enough, it matched the markings. The disturbing revelation sickened my mind as I realized that someone had been barricading the other bedroom…

…from the outside.

My stomach sank at the surreal implications, but I shook my head. “Missy was right. He was on drugs and seeing shit.” I pulled the chair away and said, “I’m going to open the door, walk inside, see it’s a boring ass, cheap-rent bedroom, close it up, and move on with my life.”

I said the words.

I couldn’t make my body do the thing.

I clenched my fist several times as something felt like it watched me from the other side of the door. Not quite with open malice but… judgement. Like that feeling you have when a gorgeous hot girl is looking at you while scoffing to her friends about how weak and nerdy you are. The scent of perfume, floral and sickly sweet, filled my nostrils as I wrapped my fingers around the ice-cold door handle squinting at its temperature briefly before forcing my hand to turn it.

Blackness.

Not…darkness.

Blackness swallowed the hallway light as it entered the room. I glanced back across at my own bedroom to see sunlight filtering in from the setting light and then back at the Eastern bedroom. I heard a soft ruffling noise inside, as if someone was walking about barefoot, and I gently whispered “uhh… hello?”

No answer.

Fear filled me but, on the other hand, if this was some squatter bull shit, I couldn’t just leave them there. It was my apartment, damn it, so I reached in and flipped on the light switch and immediately chastised myself as I did so, knowing that surely no lamp would be plugged in so the light switch would only activate one of the wall-outlets. To my shock, a light did turn on. It looked like a thousand fireflies surrounded me for a moment before my eyes adjusted enough to recognize the dim, inter-fluorescent glow of multiple strands of purple Christmas lights tacked up along the walls and ceiling in lieu of a proper floor lamp. I gritted my teeth and squinted in confusion. Between the lights and perfume, I wondered if my unwanted squatter roommate could be a…

cam-girl?

I gingerly stepped into the bedroom trying my best to peer through the purple haze of the lights to make out the surroundings. Clearly someone still lived here, in a manner of speaking, as smiling polaroid photos of college kids wearing mid-2000’s fashion decorated the walls. These sat alongside posters for one of those stereotypical boy bands, probably Backstreet Boys or ninety-eight degrees. I couldn’t really figure out which. I knew it was one of those bands whose height in popularity had peaked a few decades ago. I noticed something green along the ceiling and looked up to see peel-and-stick glow in the dark stars.

“What the Two-thousand-and-five is this?” I muttered, taking in the millennial era décor. An honest-to-god Gateway computer, complete with bulbous CRT monitor sat on the desk beneath a loft bed. Shockingly, the ancient beast seemed to be in working order, as it’s hard drive whirred softly, and a faint glow emanated from the dark screen. The bedcovers appeared oddly decorated, they were primarily white but bore some large, dark splotch motif. I pondered what lunatic would make a bedcover as a Rorschach ink-blot design for a moment before noticing the design ran down not just the bed, but also the posts and dribbled across the floor. My eyes widened in terror as I realized that this was no design. The dingy purple lights only vaguely illuminated the dark puddle of spreading blood.

The room filled with a sense of unwelcome, the kind of feeling you get from accidentally walking into the wrong bathroom, crashing a family dinner…

…or stepping onto a crime scene.

I felt a breath hiss across the back of my neck as the perfume scent grew even stronger as I sensed the presence of malevolence beside me as a faint whispering sound filled the air.

I’m sure by this point in the story most of you are groaning at this saying “This is so unrealistic. Any normal person would just nope the fuck out of there.”

You are absolutely correct.

That is why I ‘nope’d the fuck right out of there. I slammed the door shut and crammed the chair under the door to barricade the room from the outside, same as Jared must have done before. One frantic phone call to campus security later and I stood out on the lawn between the apartments under the sodium yellow streetlamp and watched from a distance as a surly-ass cop with a Glock on his hip entered my apartment.

I did not follow.

“What happened there?” I heard a female voice speak out to me and I spun gaping in terror holding up my left hand defensively with my right hand cocked back in a fist.

“Whoa, whoa there.” Protested the short, chubby girl who stood next to me on the sidewalk as she backed away. She pried a wireless earbud out from her right ear as her thick glasses glinted in the orange glare of the sodium lamp under a flat mop of dark brown hair drawn back into a stark, irregular ponytail. She bore a round face with thick, dark eyebrows and a few spots of acne across her jawline. She looked like that ugly friend that your sister used to hang out with for no discernible reason. Even as far back as I stood, I could hear the tiny voice speaking over the head-bud “…authorities never could recover all the parts of the victim’s bodies after Robert Yates had finished with them. Prison psychologists diagnosed him with…” She tilted her head at me and looked at the cop car parked next to my apartment.

“That your place?” She asked gesturing towards the apartment.

I nodded.

“Been nice knowing you.” She said cramming the ear bud back in and continuing her walk. I grabbed her shoulder saying “whoa, wait…”
 

She spun around and glared at me before removing the ear bud again and stopping her podcast.

“What do you mean by that?” I asked.
 

She looked down at my hand still on her shoulder, and back up at me. Her eyes conveyed more of a darkened threat than a polite request to stop touching her. I pulled my hand away and said, “sorry, I just…” I glanced back at the apartment and continued “I think I saw… well… I don’t know what I saw…”

Her look turned towards empathy as she sighed saying, “you don’t know, do you?”

“Know what?”

She nodded towards my apartment saying “Cassie Cujac lived in that apartment. She was in her senior year of occult religious studies in two-thousand-and-six when her room-mate’s boyfriend got drunk one night and raped her.”

“Oh my god.” I muttered under my breath.

“Which god are you praying too?” The woman asked, cocking her head to the side indicating the question to be legitimate.

I looked at her and shuddered. Despite being barely five-foot tall and clearly fifty pounds past any illusion of a summer body, something about this girl unnerved me deeply.

I stammered and replied “It’s…uh…an expression…er…”

She pulled out her other earbud and pocketed them both saying, “look, I… should be more polite.” She stuck out a hand saying, “my name is Samantha Luce.” I took her hand in my own and replied “Brian Alcott.”

“Nice to meet you.” She said formally as we shook hands.

“I wish I could say the same.” I said with a grimace. I watched her lips turn downward a bit and I continued pointing towards my apartment, “so, some poor girl got raped in there? Mr. Dall over at the rental management company seemed to leave that detail out of the lease agreement.” 

“Yeah, he probably gave you a good price for the place though, didn’t he?”

I sighed.

“Hey, don’t feel bad. I’m jealous of you.”


“Jealous?” I asked. 

Her eyes twinkled mischievously as she continued, “Are you kidding? A real-life ghost, not just of anyone but an angry-ass rape victim.” She panted in growing excitement and a smile spread deviously across her lips “I’d love to meet her. I mean, god, if I could get her voice on my equipment and record her for my podcast, maybe then I could get some more subscribers than my mom and those two creepers.”

I shook my head and said, “Ghost? You said she was raped in there? Did he murder her too?”

Samantha’s glasses flashed again as she tilted her head up to me.

“Don’t know.” She said.

“You don’t know?”
 

“No one knows. Her roommate, a ditzy freshman named Melinda, was the only witness to the rape. As far as I can tell, the only thing Melinda majored in was sucking cheap beer and long cocks. She told the cops that Cassie shook her awake one night telling her that Steve had raped her and to call the cops. Melinda replied by rolling over and vomiting on the floor. Melinda told the cops she tried to crawl across the floor towards the hallway as Steve dragged Cassie back into the other bedroom by her hair as she screamed. According to Melinda, by that point, both of them were totally naked and Cassie had been badly beaten with bruises and scratches all over her body. Nobody knows exactly what happened next, but Melinda did say she thought she heard Cassie chanting something in a foreign language while Steve huffed and shouted. The neighbors heard Cassie’s screaming and called the cops but, by the time the cops got here, it was too late.”
 

“Steve had killed Cassie?” I asked.

Samantha shrugged and said, “Don’t know.”

“What do you mean ‘Don’t know?’” I asked incredulously.

“When the cops arrived, the bedroom was an absolute bloodbath. They later identified the blood as Steve’s in some places as well as Cassie’s in others. They found Melinda face down in a puddle of her own vomit in the next room over. They questioned her, but all she could tell them was what I just told you.”

I squinted at her saying “sounds like she died to me.”
 

“They never found either of their bodies.”

“Wait… What?”

Samantha gave me a shrug and an impish smile as she continued, “creepy… right?”
 

I side-eyed my own apartment nervously before saying “he must have taken her somewhere. Maybe she got in a lucky shot or something to make him bleed but then he dragged her away.”

Samantha nodded saying, “that was the official story the police put out, but there’s a problem.”

“Which is?”

“There were several quarts of blood, from both of them, on the floor. No one loses that much blood and then stays strong enough, much less conscious, to drag a body away. Also, his car was right where he left it and there was never any sign of him ever again.”

I reached up and ran my hands through my hair trying to make sense of the nightmare I had just been cast in. “Jesus fucking Christ” I muttered.

A firm hand grabbed suddenly on my shoulder and spun me around gruffly.

“You think you’re funny, punk!?” The cop growled angrily in my face.

“Huh?” I whimpered.

Spittle flew from his mouth and splattered across my cheek as he barked out “Filing a fake police report is a crime!”

“Whoa! Whoa! I didn’t… I mean… didn’t you see…”

“I didn’t see anything in there but some low-rent apartment.”
 

“No, no… that can’t be!” I shouted as I bolted towards my apartment with both the cop and Samantha in tow. With a cop at my back and something to prove, I burst into the eastern bedroom disturbing a thick layer of dust which covered the unlived in and empty bedroom. A bland wooden desk sat scrunched up against one wall and a cheap-looking bed, devoid of covers and bloodstains, sat against the other.

“But… but…”
 

“I don’t know what Tik-Tok inspired prank-ass shit this is supposed to be, but wasting an officer’s time isn’t funny. Pull any shit like this again, dumbass, and I’ll drag your balls back to the station for their punishment.”

“But it was right here.” I protested wide eyed.

The cop stepped in close and flashed his mag-light in my eyes blinding me briefly as he asked, “you been drinking, son?”

“No! I haven’t!” I huffed out pushing his light away.

I looked down thoughtfully and mused “did I dream the whole thing?”

The cop grunted and stomped down the staircase pushing his way past Samantha. She eyed the cop carefully then stepped into the bedroom with me, now illuminated normally by the hallway lights which cut a rectangle of light into the darkened room. A sense of reverence filled Samantha’s face as her phone came up and she began silently recording the room.

I watched her quietly as I heard the cop slam the door downstairs and leave.

“Did I dream the whole thing?” I asked her quietly.

Her eyes flickered over to me. She continued filming the room as she spoke in hushed, quiet tones “remember how I told you there was never any sign of Steve after the rape?”

“Uh… yeah.”

“Did anything about that strike you as odd?”


“Everything that has happened this entire night has struck me as odd.” 

Samantha smirked at me and continued, “Steve was never heard from again but… Cassie, well… Cassie is a different story.”

She turned away from me and flicked on the flash on her phone as she continued panning it across the room saying “Two thousand and eight, Derrick Poe, Two thousand and nine, Gerald King, Two thousand eleven, Grant Blackwood, Two thousand and twelve both Steve Coffey and Howard Lovecraft…”

“What are you talking about?”

She looked back over at me and said, “those are all boys who have gone missing from campus.”

“You’re shitting me?”

“Google it.” She shrugged back as she continued filming.

“The cops never discovered the link between them all, but I did. I actually discuss on my last podcast... you know you should really like, subscribe, and comment on the…”

“Stop!” I growled back to her as I dumped in the names that she had spat out onto my phone pulling up page after page of news articles and police reports from all over campus.

“Not all of them lived here.” I said.

“Of course not. Southsteppe can’t even give this apartment away. They do all have one thing in common.”

“Which is?”

She clicked off her phone and stepped over to me pointing at the news articles on my screen and swiping across them. “Derrick took advantage of a drunk freshman girl at a frat party, Gerald got into an argument with his girlfriend and beat her up pretty bad, Grant brought a fourteen-year-old girl from a local high-school back to his dorm for some…ahem… extra-curricular activities, Steve and Howard…”

I cringed and said “Stop. I think I get it.”

Samantha continued, “That’s not to mention the sightings, the boys who just up and left and never came back, the inexplicable mutilations that Eric suffered… well… let’s just say that, thanks to Cassie Cujac, campus has never been safer to walk alone at night. For us girls, that is.”

She sighed and looked about the room saying, “But none of that helps me. Cassie Cujac manifests from anger, and she only hates boys. She won’t do it in front of a girl.” She turned to me and continued, “It’s just my luck that the one ghost I can easily visit the home location of would be sexist like that.”

“What did Jared do?” I asked.

“Jared?”

“Disappeared… last year?”

Samantha nodded saying “Oh, yes, Jared Stoker. I never did find out what he did wrong. The only thing he did wrong was live here, I suppose.”

“Fuck, I got to get out of this apartment.”

“I have a better idea.” Samantha said. A coy sound of faint sensuality entered her voice.

I looked down on her as half her face glowed with the light from the hallway while the other half disappeared into the cold darkness of the empty room from hell. She stepped in closer to me. I could feel the heat of her chubby body drawing near to me.

“Push me to the ground and rip my clothes off.” She whispered.

“What?!” I gasped, unable to believe my ears.

“Just pin me down on the floor, force my legs open, and shove your cock inside my body. You know, the stuff boys normally do to girls.”

“You have got to be kidding.”

She bit her lower lip and trailed her eyes across my chest as she continued, “I never joke when it comes to sexual assault. You’re bigger and stronger than me, I wouldn’t have a chance to resist you. Just use you’re natural male instincts. The cops are already pissed at being called to this address. I bet they wouldn’t even show up if some of the neighbors called about my screams. After you’re done having your way with me, I’ll get my phone out and finally be able to record what Cassie does to her victims. Imagine it, a girl getting raped in the exact same room she did? Cassie Cujac would definitely manifest after something like that.”

“are you insane?”

Samantha shrugged casually saying “only in the state of Kentucky. Look, I know getting raped will hurt like hell and that I’ll be sore afterwards.” She looked off to the side pursing her lips as she continued, “I’ll also need to pick up one of those Plan-B pills from the pharmacy tomorrow morning…” she shook her head and continued “but just imagine the value of the video evidence that I would be able to record. Holy BTK, that video would be worth more than its weight in gold. Hell, even if you beat me so badly that I spend a week or two healing up from a black eye and some broken bones, it would still be worth it.”

“I’m not raping you.”

She snorted at me as her eyes narrowed, “Oh, being picky, are we? I’m a girl, Brian, and, spoiler alert, all girls have pussies. We all feel hot, slick, and wet on the inside. Sex with me will feel just as good as it would with one of those tall, skinny, blonde bitches that you boys keep...”

Her lips turned into a scowl as she continued with her eyes flashing malevolently as she continued in a bitter tone, “pushing me away… so you can get a better look at her, even though a girl like me would love to fuck your brains out and that stuck-up bitch wouldn’t even give you the time of day.”

“I…I…” I shook my head and walked in a small circle in the rectangle of light as I continued, “I can’t even believe that I’m having this conversation.”

“Me too. It’s sad, really. I literally invited a boy to rape me and yet, here I stand, fully clothed and with my virginity disgustingly intact.”

“I’m not having sex with you to-”

“Raping” She corrected.

“I’m not… raping you so you can record some… revenge ghost killing me.” I spat out the unbelievable sentence awkwardly.

“Disappearing.”

“Huh?”
 

“The boys disappear. We don’t know for sure if they truly die or not. I always wonder where they disappear too, though…”

“Not to anywhere good, I’m sure of that.” I shouted at her.

I shook my head and said, “Look, it’s been a long, terrifying night. I just need to get some sleep. It’s time for you to leave.”

Samantha groaned and replied with an annoyed eye roll, “Fine. Be that gay.”

I followed her down the stairs to make sure she didn’t try to double back into my apartment. She grumbled as she stepped out into the dark night air pressing an earbud into her ear saying, “over twenty-thousand murders in America each year, and I can’t even get some undergrad to rape me. Just my luck. Nothing exciting ever happens to me.”

I closed the door behind her and locked both the deadbolt and the chain.

I leaned back against the door and sighed.

My mind started working overtime.

Granted I’m stone-cold sober, but I slept like shit last night and I’m stressed about the upcoming semester. “I must have… dreamed it or some shit.” I muttered to myself. I glanced out the peephole to see Samantha slipping off into the darkness down the path.

“And she’s just some fucking psycho. Why did I even listen to her? So, what if some dudes went missing? They probably ran afoul of drugs or gangs, or maybe they just decided school sucked and they wanted to quit or whatever.”

I spoke the words, but deep down I don’t think I believed them.
 

Back when I was a kid, I used to play a game called ‘stay in the light.’ You probably did this too. It’s one of those dumb things almost all children do. Whenever you turn off lights in the house, you hop from one lighted room to another, fearful that monsters lurked in the nascent darkness which would get you. Of course, when you grow up, you discover real monsters don’t live in the darkness. Instead, they surround you every day of your life and it is only by pretending to be strong and tough that you can keep them from attacking. That night, I played that old, dumb game once again. This time, however, I growled angrily at my own stupidity every time darkness plunged around me and growing dread caused me to sprint towards the next remaining light only to flip the switch and repeat the process once again surrendering more and more of the apartment to the unseen forces of darkness.

Despite my unspoken terror, by the time I got upstairs I had mostly convinced my logical mind that revenge ghosts weren’t real. “Student loans, that’s got to be it. They knew they were flunking out and didn’t want to pay Sallie Mae or some bullshit, so they decided to disappear rather than be on the hook. Of course, they were girlfriend beaters and rapists and shit, that’s why they were flunking out.” I trepidatiously peeked into the eastern bedroom. The same, bland, empty dusty room that had damn near gotten me arrested stared back at me. I slowly closed the door and sprinted back to my own bedroom, avoiding the dark as long as I possibly could.

In hindsight, I think it’s merciful that sheer exhaustion took me that first night. If anything, spooky had happened, I was too far gone to appreciate it. The next morning, however, the kitchen presented me with a sight that challenged my concept of the universe.

“Ghosts aren’t fucking real.” I said to the mug sitting on the counter bathed in the dazzling morning light.

I closed my eyes, squinted them tight, and then opened them again.

It still sat there.

No umbrae façade could explain what I saw. The cold, bright reality of my daylit kitchen would allow no such retreat. No dream could be blamed. No ‘trick of the eye’ or ‘tired hallucination.’ I stood there sober, awake, bathed in sunlight trickling in through the cheap windows as I stared at something which simply couldn’t exist.

The same OSU mug that I had put away yesterday sat on the counter next to the sink.

In it, a small puddle of residual cold tea sat in the bottom.

And on it’ side…

A red lipstick print, along the upper edge as if a girl had drunk from it.

“Fucking Samantha, she must have…” I quickly went over and checked the door discovering it was still bolted and locked from the night before. I shouted out, “Okay, real fucking funny Sam. Get your crazy ass out here!”

I raced about the apartment crashing from one room to the next.

Nothing.

No one.

It was just me… and a cup that challenged the nature of existence itself.

My mind fought hard; however, I suppose I should give it credit for that. Incriminating cup clutched in my hand, I plunged into the brilliant late-summer morning marching with purposeful vengeance as a couple of freshmen played ultimate frisbee on the lawn across the way. My heart quivered slightly at my prospects as I pounded my fist on the wooden door. Screw any glimmer of a chance at romance that I may have had with her, I needed answers. Missy slowly opened the door. She wore a partially open red nightgown which showed off the sweet flesh between her soft breasts and terminated at her thighs, just barely below her crotch. This inviting lingerie did not match the bitter scowl she wore on her face.

“Is this your idea of a sick joke?!” I growled at her holding up the cup.

“What the fuck are you talking about?”

“Some TikTok challenge, make your neighbor think his apartment is haunted or some bullshit?”

Missy hissed back “You better start making some sense, or I’m calling campus security on your ass.”

“I found this mug next to my sink in my apartment. Needless to say, this lipstick isn’t my color.”

“And you think what? I broke into your apartment, made a cup of tea and left lipstick prints on it then snuck back out again to fuck with you? You do realize how stupid that sounds, right?” Missy replied. By now another girl drew alongside her. This girl stood tall, with long brown hair wearing a white T-shirt I could see her nipples through as well as bitter sneer on her face “Who the fuck is this freak?” She asked.

“Oh, hi Kylie, this is our neighbor, unfortunately.” Missy replied.

“I’m… Brian.” I said calming down. I shook my head and said “I’m sorry. It’s just… been a long night.” I returned my look to Missy and continued “look, if this is some social media bullshit, just cut to the part where you say ‘gotcha’ and you all laugh at me then we go on with our lives. I’m sure you’ll get plenty of likes or whatever.”

“I didn’t drink from your mug.”

“Maybe you had a girl over last night and were too drunk to remember.” Kylie scoffed.

“Oh, he had a girl last night. Cops too.” Missy replied.

“A girl?” Kylie asked.

“He was hanging around with that creepy bitch that walks around here at night, remember her?”

“Is she the one that sells crystals on campus?”

“more like crystal meth.” Missy snorted back.

Missy glared back at me and continued, “You know what is wrong with that apartment you’re in. It’s not a god-damn ghost or us pranking you. It’s priced too low. Cheap ass apartment like that invites in all sorts of sickos and criminals. Everyone who rents that crap shack is some fucked up, poverty-sucking, section-eight drug addict just like you. Now you got two choices. You can stick around while I call the cops on your sad ass, so you can get three hots and a cot in jail, or you can go back to your crap shack and wait for your supplier to show up and slit your throat. In either case, fuck off. Let the rest of us who are here to learn something useful for our lives attend this school.”

Kylie looked at Missy. A wicked smile spread across her face. I turned tail and left as I heard Kylie whispering in an impressed tone “damn, Missy, that was fucking savage.” Missy muttered back, “that piece of trailer park trash doesn’t belong at this university.”

I slammed the door shut behind me.

Why do I even bother opening my mouth around women.

I looked at the mug in my hand and sighed.

Did I…

no…

but…

how?

The mug was right fucking there. Did Samantha get away from me, while I was with the cops in my room and plant it for me to find today? I didn’t remember her being away from me. But…

That had to be it.

I mean, A couple of pissed off bitches like Missy and Kylie doing it for the influencer clout would have sprung the punchline by now. Letting this prank descend into slow-burn territory would exceed TikTok’s thirty-second attention span.

It had to be Samantha.

I pursed my lips as I ran my finger along the lipstick stain. The effeminate curves of it made me think about seeing Missy’s open nightgown and Kylie’s tight shirt. An alternative outcome played its way in my mind, one in which I didn’t end up beating a hasty retreat as they hurled insults at me, the same as all women end up doing to me. I dreamed of what it would have been like if they did laugh about the joke, explain they had put Sam up to it, and invited me in to see the video they would post. Perhaps they would want to make it worth my while or maybe reward me for being such a good sport about their prank. Maybe they would offer to show me how they left the lipstick stain as Missy would apply a fresh coat of the bright, red cosmetic to her own lips before leaving lipstick marks down my neck, across my chest, along my belly, and finally, the most delicious one of all, wrapped sensually around my trembling cock.

I closed my eyes and my cock stiffened at the fantasy. Sadly, of course, fantasy, by definition, is not reality. Like all women, Missy and Kylie view men as mere objects. At best, a man may be a means to an ends, if he has money. More commonly he is a disgusting creature cluttering up their perfect, girly little planet, if he doesn’t. This is why women snap so quickly from wanting a man to wanting a man dead. Simple truth is, she never wanted him at all, just something he could give her. In my experience, at least, that’s been the way things work.

It wouldn’t be a problem except for how desperately I want the girls myself.

Slowly and sullenly, I washed the mug along with my other dishes and continued unpacking throughout the rest of the day. As night came, I had finished setting the apartment up the way that I like it. Perhaps to someone else, it would have appeared Spartan in nature, but it had everything I needed. I reviewed my upcoming class schedule, the very activities that would define the rest of my life would start next Thursday. In some regards this time, the sliver of days when you are ‘at’ college but not ‘in’ college either before classes have started properly or after you have completed your last final for the semester are the best time at college. A glimmering moment in which one can find reprieve from the torment of life.

I set about making the best possible use of this glorious, short time by playing video games on my computer logging in to the relatively obscure indie-title Aria’s Eyes. In this game you played as a young, buxom female private investigator carefully searching her way through a suspected serial killer’s house taking photos and trying to find clues to convict him with. Of course, he has various traps and alarms left about the house as well as his own presence which fills the game with an overarching sense of dread. I would say something about the gameplay here but, to be honest, the only reason anyone plays this game is the death scenes which flash across the screen when you lose. Aria’s tits pouring out from her ripped open blazer jacket while the serial killer molests her from behind using a metal pole if you set off an alarm. Powerful arcs of cutting light slice her clothing off, leaving her sensual body naked as the serial killer chains her wrists to the ceiling and proceeds to whip her to death if you trip a laser alarm. Making too much noise in the kitchen cuts to a scene of Aria floating naked in a pool of water with her wrists chained to the edge. The scene zooms out to reveal she is in a massive, oversized kettle with a fire burning underneath as the serial killer reaches in a long carrot to slide inside her pussy to complete her preparations in being boiled for his soup. I knew a game this awesome would probably be taken down soon, everything this epic always is. After losing a few times and enjoying every second of it, I decided to just cut to the fucking chase. Why leer at a thirty-second cut scene, when I could just pull up real porn with a few mouse clicks.

Closing the game, I brought up Motherless. If you don’t know what Motherless is, for fuck’s sake, don’t google it. Your network admin will be breathing down your ass faster than you can whip out your cock. Of course, I have workarounds for prudish firewall settings on my computer. 

A cornucopia of sex of all types presented itself to me. Family taboo, group orgies, amateur ‘consensual’ non-consent videos, whose legality can only be established by poor acting, dolcett fantasies (guess girls really do make delicious dishes), lesbian, gay, femboy, findom, gangdom, rim-jobs, and every other kind of smut imaginable blazed across my screen in a series of thumbnails. I clicked through a few before pulling up a smashing piece of cinema, featuring a young white woman getting railed by five black bulls on a casting couch. Slid my cock out and disappeared into the illusion of sexual pleasure for a moment as my eyes glazed over and I entered the world that I viewed. In my mind, the blonde-haired woman sucked desperately at my cock, yearning to feel my cum filling the back of her throat. In the real world, my right hand caressed my cock beneath the desk as I sat alone in a darkened, potentially haunted, apartment with no friends and unliked by every woman on the planet.

I suppose the video probably had some really cool scenes in it, but I never got to see them. By the three minute and twenty-seven second mark, I was spraying sticky cum all over the wall behind my desk and the floor between my legs while I groaned in ecstatic pleasure. As per usual, for all men, my firm hand and a sketchy internet link had provided more sexual pleasure for me than any woman ever would. The rules floated through my mind as I cleaned up my sperm and closed down the video early. Not really any point in watching the last fifteen minutes of the girl getting fucked from every angle, since I had already cum within the first four minutes. If anything, porn videos have this strange habit of being too long. It made me wonder if perhaps I really was sexually inadequate, as the men in these shows always spend well over ten to twenty minutes pumping away at a girl when, I know for a fact, I would have already blown my load well before then.

Something about a strange list of rules floated idly through my mind as I lay my body down, with my still sperm-leaking flaccid cock tucked between my legs, for sleep.

Grey light of a cloudy day penetrated weakly in through my bedroom window. Silhouetted against this stood the dark outline of a person. My mind weakly processed this in a dream-like state until the shadow moved, snapping me to attention and making me sit my body up…

…I still lay there.

Panic filled my mind as my eyes opened wide and I tried sitting up again to no avail. My body would not obey me, and I struggled vainly not against some unseen binds or force, but the mere fact that my muscles would not move at all. The silhouette moved slightly, and I began to see greater details. A young woman with short, trim hair that fanned out widely from her head seemed to be staring at me. I could only partially make out her dark clothing in the backlighting and she wore what appeared to be a long-sleeved flannel shirt under a t-shirt with jeans on for her pants. In her hands, she held my OSU mug and seeing it contrasted against her raised my fear to new terror as I realized the white-and-red mug glistened easily in the morning rays of light while the rest of the girl remained completely dark, not because of the lighting or the angle, but because her skin, clothing, hair, and face were all black in color. She raised the mug to her lips and opened her mouth to take a sip. Something about the mug glistened as she moved it and I saw that her mouth bore the jagged triangles of a shark’s teeth. Her eyes flitted up from the mug to look at me boring into my soul with their glowing, red flame of hatred surrounding pitch-black pupils of malice.

“Do you like it? It’s a mixture of rohypnol and crystal meth that the local drug dealers call ‘liquid yes.’” She said calmly. Despite her teeth, she spoke clearly. If anything, save for the details of her coloration and inexplicable appearance in my room, she looked every bit like a typical, modern college girl. She bore little in way of a chest, and her hips scarcely pressed out from her jeans making her look like the kind of girl you would ignore at a coffee shop.

“Boys say that us girls like those drugs. That’s why they put it in our drinks. They believe we enjoy the experience of being fully conscious while helplessly paralyzed as another person does horrible things to our bodies.” She took a sip from my mug before continuing “So tell me, is it fun being helpless? Do you enjoy being at a stranger’s mercy?”

“Please don’t hurt me.” I sputtered out in protest. I blinked in surprise that I could even speak.

Her eyes flickered up and she looked at me over the top of my mug.

My heart pounded loud in my chest as I whimpered out, “You… you’re… real?”

She ignored my question and continued, “It’s too bad that it has end this way. I particularly like the brand of Earl Grey you brought here. I’m going to miss this tea after the police clear this place out as an active crime scene.”

She sighed and took a step towards me saying “Well, I did promise to make the world a better place and that starts by eliminating disgusting perverts like you.”
 

“Wait, please!” I pleaded.

She cocked her head to the side, and I sputtered out, “You’re Cassie Cujac, right?”

“Ahh… you know my name. Tell me, though, do you know hers?”

“Hers?”

She took another sip of tea from my mug before setting it down on my desk and leaning in close to me. I smelled faint sulfur and felt an infernal heat burning from within her. She smiled letting me see her sharp teeth as she continued “the girl you were watching last night, the one in the video that you were jerking your cock at as you watched her give a blowjob. You saw her naked. You saw her fuck. You fantasized about her body, but do you even know her name?”
 

“Uhh…uhh…” I gasped. It’s not like Motherless exactly has famous porn actors, its mostly whatever rando will take their clothes off on camera for a bra-full of dollars. Cassie didn’t bother giving me any more time as she snorted and continued, “I figured you wouldn’t. All us girls probably look the same to you. Don’t we?”

“No, no… I’m not like that. I’m not…” My mind crystalized onto Samantha’s story as I continued, “I’m not like the guy who attacked you. I’m not… Steve, yes, that was his name. I’m not him.”

Her smile fell at this, and I continued doing the only thing I could do in my paralyzed state and beg for mercy from a vengeful ghost. “I’m sorry you got attacked.”

“Raped.” She corrected.

Her eyes glowed as she continued “I endured it. You can say it. Stop hiding behind euphemisms and call what happened to me by its proper title.”

“Raped. Yes… I’m sorry you got raped, but it wasn’t me who did it. It’s that guy Steve, he’s the one you want revenge on. Not me. I’m not part of it.”

Her lips upturned lightly at this as she replied, “that was a nice try, but there’s one problem.”

“What?”
 

She leaned in close. I could smell the threatening darkness of her body and feel the unnatural heat of her frame as she spoke “all you boys look the same to me.”

My heart sank into grief as the terrifying reality of the situation began to crush into me.

I sniffed back a sob as a tear formed in the corner of my eye trickling back to my pillow. My bed sank slightly, and I shifted my eyes to see that Cassie had sat upon it. “I need to let my tea cool a bit before finishing it. We have a bit of time, Brian Alcott. You seem to like blow jobs. Perhaps, I should give you a blow job.” She giggled sinisterly as she smiled wide revealing her shark teeth.

“God, no!” I begged.

“Which god are you praying too?” She asked in surprising earnestness.

I blinked at her. She continued, “I prayed too. After Steve had broken my wrist and held me pinned to the floor ripping apart my insides with his dry thrusts. I cried, and I prayed. At first, I prayed to that worthless god of Jesus and Moses. As time went by, and the pain in my vagina intensified, I realized that he was not going to help me. So, I prayed to another god, a better god…”

She smiled sinisterly as she continued “…an older god.” She rested her hand on my chest. I tried to wince at its presence, but my paralyzed body wouldn’t move.

“He helped me, but there was a price. Do you know what that price was?”

I whimpered but she leaned in close to me and said, “Brian, this is the last sane, rational conversation you are ever going to experience. From this point forward, it will be nothing more than screams intermingled with begging for mercy and crying for your mother. I suggest you participate. And do be polite, my teeth are very sharp, and you are quite paralyzed.”

“Your soul?” I asked.

She giggled in a surprisingly good-natured tone and asked, “Do they no longer teach imagination in college? No, no, Brian, nothing so prosaic as my soul. There is no such thing as a ‘soul’ or afterlife.”

“But, if there’s no afterlife or… soul… then how are you a ghost of a dead woman.”
 

Cassie asked, “Who said I died?”

“Uh… the police…when they found a lot of your blood, so...”

Cassie shook her head and said, “I’m not dead.”

“um… How?”

She smiled and spoke condescendingly, “words like ‘dead’ and ‘alive’ create a false dichotomy. There is a wide and exciting array of states of existence which these simple terms don’t fully define.”

She patted my chest and continued, “The cost of my salvation was a simple promise to make this world a better place, one pervert at a time. You can imagine my surprise when the eldritch god I summoned offered me a true win-win situation.”

She reached over and grabbed the mug of tea taking a tentative sip before pouting and saying “still too hot. Yog Shogoth, I’m going to miss this tea when you’re gone.” She set it back on the table saying, “Let’s see what we’re working with, then.” She swung a leg over my waist and straddled me. Despite my paralysis, my cock still stood at attention within my underwear, and I feared her brushing against it and feeling my stupid warm meat cognizant only of the fact that morning as it’s time to rise. I watched in fear as she took up my hands in her own. My arms hung limply such that it almost looked like I was a close friend that she was offering her support too. Despite my lack of motion, I could still feel her surprisingly natural-feeling skin touch my own. The heat I sensed earlier did not rise in temperature as she drew near rather tempering out to a steady, near humanlike temperature. Her hands felt strangely comforting despite the terror of the unreal situation I found myself in.

She smiled at me smugly saying “ten fingers, ten questions. You lie, I bite off a finger. Understand?”

My lower lip quivered as my mind reeled.

She licked her lips and said, “you must answer. Be honest and I’ll be more merciful to your body than any boy has ever been to a girl who was trapped on ‘liquid yes.’”

“I understand.” I whimpered back.

“Have you ever raped a girl?”

“No.”

“Have you ever had sex with a girl?”

“No.”

She pursed her lips and leaned in close to me. She sniffed oddly at the air between us for a moment before asking “really?”

“Yes… I’m… a virgin.”

She cocked her head to the side and asked, “Ever fingered a girl?

“No.”

“Ever received a blowjob?”

“No.”
 

“Ever reached under a girl’s bra?”

“No.”

She squinted at me and sniffed again.

“Ever kissed a girl?”

“No.”

“Ever had a girlfriend?”

“No.”

She snorted in annoyance. The sound broke me from my terror for the moment as I remembered, no matter what she looked like, she was still fundamentally human. She asked in an aggravated tone, “fucking Dagon, have you ever even held a girl’s hand?”

I thought about it for a while before glancing down to where she held my hands in her own and saying, “You’re…a girl… and you’re holding my hand now.”

She looked at my hands in hers and then back up into my eyes.

I asked quietly, “does this… uhh… count?”

Her shoulders shrunk in a defeated gesture.

She sighed and set my hands down saying, “damn it. I can smell lies and you’re telling the truth.”

She squinted at me suspiciously and asked, “Honestly, is this the closest you’ve ever been to a girl?”

“Yes.”

“I’m the first girl to ever do anything even remotely physical with you at all?”

“Uhh… yeah.”

She shook her head and leaned down propping up her body over my own on her arms as she looked intimately into my face. I felt the heat of her body pressed against my own and her own buttocks mere inches away from my still erect cock as she sat on my waist. Her tone shifted from anger to a near breathy, almost sensual. She whispered to me surprisingly close, “How come you never got physical with a girl at your age?”

I sputtered out, “I’m not… uh… good, with… well… talking to girls.”

“You’re talking to me.”

“You’re not…like…”

“You think I’m not a girl?” Cassie asked with a surprising degree of smugness coming from a shark-toothed, fire-eyed wraith.

“It’s not that.” I sighed and continued, “I suppose knowing that you’re going to kill me… or something… no matter what I do or say. It’s freeing, in a way.”

Surprisingly, she reached up and caressed my cheek with her fingers as she said, “what I’m going to do to you is called making the world a better place, Brian. Not everything is about you.”

My heart sank.

She leaned in close. I felt her cheek press against my own and her frizzy hair tickle my nose as she whispered into my ear, “You seemed to talk to Samantha well enough. How?”

“You saw that?”

“I saw everything, Brian.”

“Was it easy to talk to her because she’s fat?” Cassie asked.

“I… was desperate for answers. She sounded like she had some.”

Cassie guffawed at this saying, “and her plan to get herself raped in my old room to piss me off was an answer?”

“yeah, I didn’t like that plan.”

“Me neither. I don’t like forcing women to endure witnessing what I do to men. So, what are your thoughts on that Missy girl, you were gushing over. Still think you have a chance with her?”

“What chance? You’re going to kill me.”

Cassie shook her head and replied, “hypothetical, do you think you have a chance with her?”

“No. She called me trailer-park trash.”

“But she looked pretty hot in that open-topped nightgown she put on when she saw you coming up to their door. She fanned it out on purpose so you could see her breasts better.”

“What? Why?” I asked.

Cassie cocked an eyebrow saying “Surprised?”

“You’re lying.”

“You think I’m lying?” Cassie asked with her red eyes flying wide.

“No, Missy just hates my guts because I said something stupid.”

Cassie cocked an eyebrow saying, “you boys really are blind to how much some girls enjoy torturing a simp.”

“it’s not that. It’s my fault… and yours.”

“Mine?” Cassie asked.

“Yes, if you had cleaned up after yourself from drinking my tea, none of it would have happened.”

Cassie scrunched up her nose in annoyance, “you’re seriously blaming this on me?”

“No.”

“Good.”

“I blame it on Steve.”

Her face darkened at the name. I continued, “you shouldn’t even be here, floating around campus murdering boys who piss you off. You should have graduated, had a career… hell, I don’t know…maybe even kids or something.” Her eyes grew distant as I continued, “you would be what… forty-something by now? You should be living in the suburbs with a red minivan, not stuck as some vengeful campus wraith.” She shuddered and slowly brought her attention back to me as I spoke, “that’s why I mean it when I say that I’m sorry for what he did to you. I do feel sorry for you. Honestly. It shouldn’t have happened.”

She leaned back and sat on my waist for a moment in silent thought. She placed her hands on my chest purposefully crossing them over my heart as she closed her eyes.

“But it did.”

She opened her eyes slowly and continued “A man’s lust destroyed my life. A man… killed what I could have been. And he did it all because he wanted to shove his cock into something new and feel his own insecure dominance by watching me squirm.”

She blew out a sigh and continued, “and you would have done the same.”

“No. I swear, I wouldn’t have.”
 

She stared at me coldly and asked, “And what if I offered you the chance to go rape that Missy girl? You want to put that slut in her rightful place, right? You want to make her cry and plead for mercy as you force her body open to plunge her forbidden secrets with your cock.”

“No.”

Cassie sniffed.

“Hmmm… hard to smell the difference between truth and lies when we’re talking hypotheticals.” She growled back.

She sighed and continued “It would be easier if you had fucked a girl. Or hell, even at least gotten to first base. I enjoy making men suffer so much that they grow to regret every single moment of pleasure they ever stole from a woman. Not all use rape. Most use casual lies and twisted coercion to get sex from a woman. By force or by fraud, that’s how men rob women in this world.”

“but I’m not like that. I swear.” I pleaded.

Cassie frowned and said, “maybe and maybe not.”

She curled her body forward and stretched her back saying “I have a theory about men which…”

I felt her crotch press against my cock.

Her face fell.

“oh shit.” I whimpered.

Her eyes widened.

“I’m so sorry. It’s just… it’s morning and…I…” I stammered out at her. She snapped a finger up and placed it over my mouth.

“Don’t.” She said firmly.

I lay there silently as she stared into my face. She seemed to be contemplating her next move as she looked at me. I felt, rather than saw, what she did next as I felt her hips shift and she slid her crotch down along my erect cock pressing against it through the soft fabric of my pajama bottoms and whatever hell-clothing it was that she wore.

Her face softened slightly as she did this and I felt her body retract back up sliding crotch-first against my cock grinding her body against my manhood. Her eyes grew distant and the fire within them dimmed slightly turning a hazel tone. She swung her leg off me, and I felt her hands grab onto my pajama pants. With some effort and tugs, she stripped them off from my dead-weight body. Terror filled my soul as my stupid cock sprung up excited to make friends with a vengeful wraith hell-bent on forcing me to suffer. I felt vulnerable and scared under the searing gaze of her eyes as she trailed them up along my legs until she stared at my manhood. I couldn’t exactly see what she was doing but I felt her warm, soft hand wrap fingers around my balls and cock cupping my manhood up in her palm. I gasped as she did this, but she shushed me.

“What are you doi-”

“Shhh!”

I lay there helplessly as I felt her curiously toy with my left testicle followed by my right as she slid my paralyzed legs open to grant her better access. I felt her hand wrap around the shaft of my cock. Every single moment dread grew within my that her casual toying would turn to twisting and crushing at any moment as she seemed to be contemplating her next action.

She muttered, “A helplessly paralyzed virgin. You must be terrified of what I’m going to do to you and ashamed of this disgusting thing between your legs. Aren’t you, Brian Alcott.”

I felt her hand pull away from my cock and heard a strange shuffling of clothing and creaking of the floorboards for what felt like an eternity before the bed creaked again under her weight. I felt warm, soft flesh encircle my hips as she straddled over me. A sinister grin lay across her face as she leaned in close against me. Her hand came up and clamped over my mouth holding it closed as she whispered into my ear.

“I’ve never raped a boy before.” she whispered into my ear. I felt something slick and wet press warmly against the tip of my cock as she continued, “you’re going to lie there and take it like a good little bitch. Say anything and I’ll make you regret ever being born.”

She shifted down and I felt her slick pussy envelope my cock. The fearsome sight of black skin and hair with red glowing eyes terrified my vision as paralysis deadened my body. Even as her hand fell away from my mouth, I knew speaking would only bring pain and despite the tickling pleasure which forced its way along my cock, I knew she could just as easily inflict pain. I did the only thing I could do and closed my eyes. Faint whiffs of sulfur floated through my nostrils as I felt her flat, slender chest press against my own through our shirts. Her hands wrap around my shoulders to steady me. Cassie grunted and moaned as I felt her grind her hips against me working herself up to her own orgasm. I felt my cock rub slickly against the hot, wet back wall of her pussy and moaned instinctively at the sensation. A part of me wondered if this is what living women feel like, or only ghost women.

Admittedly, it was wetter than I expected, like plunging my cock into a hot tub with constant, sensual undulations working their way deliciously along the sensitive shaft. Unable to resist the overwhelming curiosity, I opened my eyes to glance at her. I gasped lightly to see her teeth fill my vision.

“Shh…remember, no talking” She hissed through triangular shark-like teeth so close to my face she could bite me. The weight on my body shifted as she leaned herself back up to sit on top of my cock.

I felt her take my hands into her own and then lift them up over my head pressing them against the pillow over me. She gathered up my wrists under her left hand and pinned them ignoring the fact that I couldn’t move them anyhow. I felt her draw a soft finger against my cheek as she whispered almost lovingly “good boy. Keep behaving yourself and you might not have to suffer too much.” She began thrusting again building up more pleasure within my cock which I couldn’t deny much longer. For her part, she panted and moaned as I felt her rub her clit longingly against my body. I dared another glance.

She flexed her back and pressed her hips down hard against me as her expression dulled and her eyes rolled up in her half-closed lids. Animalistic pants sprung forth from her mouth followed by screams of pleasure in perfect rhythm to the thrusts of her body against my own.

The terror in my mind crashed against the pleasure in my cock and my cock won. I could hold the sensation back no more. I bit my lip and fought the desire to moan as my orgasm peaked and my cock began squirting deep inside of the vengeful wraith ghost who orgasmed on top of me. She, too, gave one final, orgasmic shudder filling the room with a haunting chorus of screams before collapsing across my chest laying her head on my shoulder. For a moment we just lay like that, together, me trying to not move or speak while she quivered in the aftershocks of ecstasy. Had it not been so traumatic, the tableau would have appeared almost intimate. I felt her black, hell-borne hair tickle my cheek as she shifted her head to whisper into my ear.

“You did well. You may speak again.”

“uhh… okay.” I stammered back.

“Brian?”

“Yes.”
 

“I’m going to let you live.”

“Really?”

“There will be a price.”

After several moments, I finally found courage to ask, “what price?”

I felt her shift her body up and my cock slid wetly out from inside her body flopping down against my belly spreading slick wetness as it went. I felt her grab my chin and say, “open your eyes.”

I did as such seeing the same, terrifying face as before but now it held slightly less fear than before. Perhaps I had grown accustomed to it. She cocked her head to the side and caressed my cheek lovingly saying, “The requirement is that I have to make the world a better place. I’m going to make the world a better place by freeing you from your sexual desire.”


“Free me from sexual desire?” 

She nodded saying “two little glands… and you’ll no longer feel compelled to watch porn, annoy pretty girls, or do any other wretched acts of gluttonous lust.”

“Two glands?” I panted back.

She smiled at this.

She swung her leg over and slid off me sitting on top of the bed next to where I lay sprawled open and half naked. I felt her hand wrap around my wet, flaccid cock as she said, “I’ll let you keep this disgusting thing.” I felt her hand slide lower as she cupped my balls and scooped them up into her palm.

“What are you going to do to me?” I asked fearfully.

Cassie didn’t reply, instead she chanted something low and ancient in a language I did not comprehend. Excruciating pain shot out from my testicles in a blinding flash, like being heat-seared and kicked in the balls all at the same time. I screamed in shock and agony but as soon as it came, it disappeared. I felt hollow, empty, light, like a paper bag floating in the breeze and Cassie ceased her chanting as she slid her right hand up and along my chest patting me reassuringly saying, “there, there, you’re all better now.” She lifted her left hand and I saw she held onto two, bloody lumps of flesh.

“Disgusting, aren’t they? Poisoning your blood with testosterone, forcing you to seek out and traumatize women. They won’t bother you ever again.”

My mind reeled and my body wound have trembled as I whimpered out, “did you…take my testicles?”

She lifted them in the air seeming to inspect them for a moment before opening her mouth and plopping them in grinding them to shreds with her sharp teeth and swallowing them down hard. She giggled and said, “congratulations, Brian, you finally found a girl who swallows.”

I… I couldn’t believe it. My manhood, my testicles, any hope for future children, now swallowed down by a vengeful ghost and all because I clicked on some free porn links. Still, also, I couldn’t deny the reality which faced me. Cassie slid off the bed and I felt her lift my left foot followed by cloth sliding around it. I glanced down to see she was sliding my pants back onto my body.

“Now to set you back to right. In a few hours, that drug will wear off and you’ll be able to control your body again.” She began sliding my pants back onto my other foot as she continued “in a few weeks, your testosterone will wear off and you will be able to control yourself for the first time in your life.” She continued wriggling my pants on as she continued, “Now that you are no longer a man, we’re okay. I won’t do anything to hurt or scare you again.”

I felt her slide my pants back over my buttocks and carefully tuck my now flaccid cock back in underneath the hem. She gave me a kiss on the cheek and began wriggling her own ghastly pants back on beside my bed as she said, “I know this may be a big ask, after what I did to you this morning, but I want you to stay in my apartment.”

“You want me to stay?” I gasped out in shock.

Her face turned serious, and her eyes darted nervously before she looked down sheepishly saying “I…” She swallowed hard and continued “I want to take care of you. I promise, you’re going to find out how sweet I can be.”

I snorted and said bitterly, “because you like my tea?”

“I’ve never met a boy not driven froth-mouth mad with desire. I want to get to know the kind of person you are without lust.”

She smiled at me reassuringly and said, “If you think what I did to your balls was cruel, just imagine how much torture girls like Missy would have inflicted on you by constantly dangling sex just outside your reach and watching you pant like a dog for it. Forcing you to obey her every command, humiliating you on a constant basis, using your own desire to rob you of gifts and attention. You’re free now. No woman will ever be able to control or manipulate your sexuality again. Understand?”

“I… understand.” I replied slowly.

She picked up the mug of tea and sipped at it with a smile saying “mmm… and just in time for the tea to cool. You did good, Brian.” She knelt in close and kissed me on the cheek. I felt her brutal teeth graze along my flesh but not cut me.

“No longer a man means I no longer hate you.” She whispered.

She sighed lovingly and said, “Taking care of you starts now. I’ll wash the dishes and make you a sandwich for lunch.”

“okay.” I whimpered back tears glistening along the corners of my eyes. I felt Cassie rest a warm hand on my chest and I looked into her face. Looking into the sympathetic and demonic eyes of hers, I did come to realize that my life truly would be better this way. 

“You know how you told me you’ve never had a girlfriend.” She said.

“Yeah.”

She lifted my hand lovingly and kissed it saying, “you do now.”
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