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Chapter 1

The van bumped along the dirt road, its tires spitting up mud as the sky grew heavy with storm clouds.

“Looks like it’s about to pour,” said the stylish redhead in the passenger seat, dragging a brush through her long, glossy hair as if the weather didn’t matter. She wore all designer clothes, from her purple dress to the pink pantyhose.

“This place looks… nom… swampy,” mumbled the shaggy-haired guy in the back, chewing around a burger so massive that grease dribbled down his chin. His oversized green tee and baggy pants only made him look more like a slob, especially next to the girl with a bob cut sitting beside him.

“Bud, can you not?” she sighed, pushing her glasses up her nose. With her yellow sweater, short skirt, and tights hugging her thick thighs, she looked every bit the neat, practical contrast to his mess.

She glanced at her phone, the faint glow reflecting in her glasses. A map popped up with a flashing warning.

“Hold up,” she said sharply. “This road cuts through a floodplain. If it rains, it’ll flood fast.”

The redhead barely looked up from fixing her hair. “Relax, Hana, it’s just a little drizzle.”

“Nom… yeah, I’m sure this thing can handle it,” Bud added with his mouth full.

She frowned, gripping the phone tighter. “I’m not joking. If we get stuck out here, there’s nothing but swamp and mud for miles.”

The van jolted hard over a pothole, making the whole group bounce in their seats.

“Don’t worry, we’ll be fine. We’ll make it out before the rain even hits,” the blonde-haired driver said with his usual confidence, one hand casually on the wheel. His crisp white polo and red ascot made him stand out even among the group of eccentric young adults.

Then he leaned forward, pointing through the windshield. “Besides… take a look at that.”

On the roadside, half-hidden behind a moss-eaten stone wall, loomed a mansion straight out of another century. The thing was massive, all weathered stone and iron balconies, its peaked roofs stabbing at the gray sky. Even from here, it radiated a kind of faded grandeur—like it belonged in a gilded age portrait, not in the middle of a swamp. The wall around it was thick with moss and vines, but it wasn’t enough to hide the sheer immensity of the estate.

The van fell quiet for a beat as everyone stared.

“That place looks abandoned,” The redhead gasped, but Hana quickly pointed out the light in the window. “Someone is living there, Barbara.”

“Well, that is never going to be me, hehehe,” Bud commented before finishing off his burger.

Just as they passed the mansion, the rain intensified.

“Greg… this doesn’t look good.” Barbara’s voice wavered, her wide eyes fixed on the road ahead.

But Greg, still gripping the wheel with that cocky smirk and his ridiculous red ascot, pressed on as the van rumbled down the incline.

“We’ll make it. Floods don’t just come out of nowhere.”

The words had barely left his mouth when a low, monstrous roar cut through the air. A second later, a surge of muddy water came crashing through the trees, sweeping across the lowlands like an angry beast.

“Fuck!” Greg’s smirk vanished as the van shook, the tires skidding against the soaked dirt.

“YIKES!” Bud panicked.

“We aren't getting through that, alright.” Hana maintained a calmer demeanor.

“Even if we turn back, the nearest town’s miles away,” Greg muttered, tapping the fuel gauge with two fingers. The needle hovered near empty, though the rest of them couldn’t tell what that meant in real distance.

Barbara leaned forward between the seats, her voice steady but edged with unease. “We could ask for help at that mansion.”

The suggestion made Bud gulp. “Seriously? That spooky place?”

“It’s just… old,” Hana shot back, pushing up her glasses. “Poorly maintained doesn’t mean haunted. Not everyone has the cash to keep a house that size looking pretty.”

But as the van creaked along the flooded roadside, the looming silhouette of the mansion seemed to disagree. The moss-clad walls and darkened windows gave it the watchful air of something waiting—quiet, patient, ancient.

Just as the van rolled to a stop before the wrought-iron gates, a groan of rusted hinges split the air. Slowly, the gates swung open on their own, metal grinding against metal.

“Did you—did you see that?” Bud’s voice cracked, panic leaking through as his greasy fingers clenched the edge of his seat.

“Relax,” Greg said, though his grip on the wheel had tightened. “Probably just… remote controlled or something.”

Still, the timing felt too perfect, like an invitation.

He pressed the gas, and the van eased forward. Gravel crunched under the tires as they passed through, the gates creaking shut behind them with a final, echoing clang.

The mansion rose ahead, three stories tall, its many dark windows like rows of watching eyes. Shadows pooled beneath the ivy-choked balconies, and the whole building seemed to breathe with the storm-heavy air.

“Okay…” Barbara whispered, hugging her arms close. “This is officially creepy.”

Greg steered the van up the long, curving drive until the massive porch loomed ahead, its wooden steps glistening with rain. He pulled in close, tires crunching against gravel, so that when the others climbed out, they’d only have to dart a few steps to avoid the downpour.

The engine cut off with a low cough, leaving only the sound of rain hammering against the roof and the distant rumble of thunder.

“Alright, everyone out,” Greg said, forcing cheer into his voice.

One by one, doors opened. The damp air rushed in, heavy with the smell of moss and wet earth. They clambered onto the porch, shoes squeaking against the old, warped boards. The overhang shielded them from the worst of the storm, but water still dripped steadily through cracks in the wood above, pattering against the steps.

The towering double doors of the mansion stood before them, dark oak carved with intricate, time-worn patterns.

“I think we should turn around,” Bud said, but Greg ignored him and went forward to knock on the doors.

But before his hand could even touch the knockers, the doors creaked open.

Suddenly, she was there.

A woman, pale as a bone, was standing at the top of the porch steps. Her skin was almost unnaturally white, flawless under the gray, storm-heavy sky. She wore a long, flowing white dress that clung to her curves, draping elegantly around her voluptuous hourglass figure. Her long, raven black hair flowed down her shoulders, contrasting against the simple, immaculate white dress.

Then Bud let out a high-pitched scream. “A ghost!”

He spun on his heels and bolted, feet slapping against the porch boards, arms flailing.

Hana was faster. She caught him by the collar, yanking him back so hard he skidded in place, his legs pumping uselessly against her grip.

“Stop running, idiot!” she hissed, her voice low but sharp. Bud’s eyes went wide with terror, and he realized, too late, that he wasn’t going anywhere.

The pale woman opened her mouth, her voice elegant and haunting.

“Do you kids want help?”

“Well, you see, the plains are flooded and we don’t have fuel to travel back,” Greg replied while Bud finally calmed down.

Then, almost silently, a new figure appeared behind the pale woman. A stout man with a pronounced mustache, dressed in an archaic suit that looked like it belonged in a century-old portrait. A monocle perched precariously over one eye as he fixed the gang with a calculating stare.

“Well…” he said, his voice oddly formal, almost theatrical. “That can’t be helped. We use solar power here, you see. And after the rains, the floods take a day or two to recede.”

“Can’t we do something to help them, dear?” The woman turned slowly towards the man.

“Well, we have enough rooms, but… we do have a bit of an issue here—”

Before he could finish, a blood-curdling scream sliced through the air, freezing everyone mid-step.

On the mansion’s roof, a figure appeared: a woman in a bloodied dress, her long hair whipping violently in the wind. Her face was pale and twisted, her eyes pitch black voids that seemed to pierce through the storm.

“Vengeance! Vengeance for my beloved!” she roared, her voice carrying like a knife through the night.

Lightning split the sky, illuminating her for a single terrifying instant. And then—she was gone, vanished as if swallowed by the darkness itself.

The man adjusted his monocle, his face suddenly heavy with gloom. “You see… our mansion is haunted. My wife… she can’t take it anymore either.”

The woman beside him paled, lips pressed tight, her hands trembling slightly as she avoided the group’s wide-eyed stares. The storm seemed to press in closer, as if the house itself were holding its breath.r

“Well, you’re in luck!” Hana cut through the heavy silence, her voice sharp and confident.

“You see, we’re ghost hunters. We stream our hunts, and we’re kind of famous for it.”

“All the ghosts we’ve caught so far? Just people in costumes,” Barbara added with a sly grin, nudging Hana.

The man’s monocle glinted as he frowned. “We can’t possibly rely on… young men and women to solve our problems.”

“But,” the woman interjected, her voice soft but firm, “if you want, you can stay until the floods recede.”

Greg leaned back in his seat, smirking. “Well, we can try while we’re here, right? Right, Bud?”

But there was no reply. The air felt heavier, charged with something unseen. When Greg turned back, the only movement came from the van itself, rattling slightly on the uneven ground as if it had a mind of its own.

Hana stomped forward, frustration flashing in her eyes. She yanked open the sliding door of the van, revealing Bud huddled in a corner, knees pulled to his chest, trembling like a leaf in the wind.

“Really, Bud? You’re going to sit there like a scared little kid?” she snapped, grabbing him by the shoulder and jerking him upright.

“Well, then, I am William Hallowcourt, and this is my wife, Serena Hallowcourt,” the man said, straightening his posture.

“Nice to meet you, Mr. and Mrs. Hallowcourt,” Barbara replied politely, stepping forward and giving a slight nod. She motioned toward her friends. “This is our group,” she added, introducing the others one by one.

Then a slender figure in a French maid’s dress appeared out of nowhere.

“This is our maid, Lily.” She will show you your rooms.

The maid glided ahead, her steps soft and deliberate, leading the gang up the creaking staircase.

Greg walked at the front, posture stiff but composed, while Barbara trailed close behind, wrinkling her nose at the dusty furniture and cobweb-laced railings. Hana lingered in the middle, her sharp eyes darting over every detail of the grand, decaying hallway, cataloging it like evidence.

Bud, however, lagged at the rear, his head jerking nervously from side to side as the shadows pressed in. Every flicker of candlelight seemed to stretch too far, twist too long.

“Yikes!” he suddenly shrieked, his voice cracking through the silence.

Everyone whipped around in alarm.

There, at the bottom of the stairs, stood a figure. A hunched man in a worn-out suit, its fabric sagging and fraying with age. Though his posture was crooked, his height was imposing—he towered over them with a disturbing stillness.

His eyes didn’t match: one was round and bulging, glistening with a damp sheen, while the other was narrow and sharp, glinting in the dim light. He said nothing, only stared, his gaze dragging heavily across each of them as though weighing their worth.

Guests?” the man growled, his voice low and gravelly, rumbling in the hollow stairwell.

“Stranded by the floods,” the maid answered curtly, her tone clipped, almost defensive.

The butler’s mismatched eyes lingered on the group a moment longer before he gave a grunt, turned on his heel, and melted back into the shadows of the hall without another word.

“That is the butler, Mr. Gillian,” the maid said flatly before turning around and resuming her walk. The gang exchanged uneasy glances before trailing after her, the echo of Gillian’s growl still heavy in their ears.

On the second floor stretched a long hallway, its carpet threadbare and its walls lined with ornate wooden doors set at perfect intervals, each one facing the other like watchful sentinels. At the far end, a grimy window struggled to let in the storm’s wan light.

The maid walked without a sound, her stiff back never once bending, her shoes not so much as creaking on the floorboards.

“So this ghost,” Hana finally blurted, unable to resist. “What exactly is it?”

The maid’s head tilted slightly, though she did not stop walking. Her voice came low and even, without the rise or fall of emotion.

“This mansion belonged to the mistress’s uncle. He married without the family’s permission. Both families resisted the union. Quarrels turned to violence. When it ended, both husband and wife lay dead.”

The gang exchanged glances, throats dry, a collective gulp echoing softly down the corridor.

“Now,” the maid continued, almost whispering, “they haunt these halls—forever cursed, reaching for one another, but never to meet. Not in life. Not in death.”

She stopped abruptly and turned a door handle. “This will be the boys’ room.” Her pale hand then pointed directly to the opposite side. “And that one, for the girls.”

As she stepped back into the shadows, she paused, her voice carrying a quiet finality.

“You should leave soon. They do not take kindly to outsiders.”

Like a ghost, she walked away, leaving the group with only the echo of her warning and the storm’s restless howls beyond the glass.


Chapter 2

“We will now lock ourselves in our rooms, pull the blankets over our heads, and wait this storm out,” Bud declared, fumbling for his door handle.

Before he could slip inside, Hana caught him by the collar and yanked him back. “No. They let us stay. We owe them at least a little effort.”

Bud groaned. “Effort? It’s a haunted mansion, Hana.”

“We need to start investigating,” Barbara cut in, her tone sharp with resolve.

Bud’s shoulders slumped. “Can’t we just… not? For once? Just one single time, maybe?” His voice cracked with desperation, but no one seemed to hear him.

Greg’s voice carried authority as he made the call. “The mansion has three stories. We’ll cover them all. Barbara and I will go upstairs. Hana, you take the ground floor. Bud—you stay here and check this level.”

“Wait, what? Alone?” Bud sputtered, eyes darting to the dimly lit corridor that stretched endlessly behind him.

But before his protest could gain traction, the others were already moving—splitting into their groups, walking away from him until they disappeared into the distant stairs.

He swallowed hard, the oppressive hush of the hallway settling around him like a weight.

“…Great. Just great.”

∆∆∆

“I guess this is Mr. Hallowcourt’s office,” Barbara said as she stepped inside. The air was heavy with polish and dust, yet the room itself gleamed with care. Red carpets stretched wall to wall, plush and immaculate. Purple curtains hung in perfect folds, shutting out the storm. At the center stood a massive ebony desk, its surface gleaming as though freshly waxed.

Unlike the rest of the house, not a speck of decay lingered here.

Bookshelves lined every wall, each crammed tight with heavy tomes bound in leather. Their spines gleamed gold, silver, and black, some worn with age, others strangely new. Barbara ran a finger across a row and found no dust at all.

“The whole house is falling apart, but this place looks like it’s waiting for a board meeting,” Greg noted.

“Well, then this is a nice place for what you planned on doing,” Barbara teased, giving Greg a wink as she leaned over the polished ebony desk, arching her back seductively, pointing her ass at him.

“Oh, me?” Greg grinned, stepping closer, but Barbara was already half-perched on the desk, her skirt riding just enough to make his throat tighten.

“Splitting up with dear old me,” she said in mock offense, tilting her head so her red hair caught the lamplight. “Honestly, Greg, what would you even do without me around to save you?”

He leaned forward, one hand braced near her hip. “I’d probably get lost in your trail of perfume.”

She laughed softly, rolling her eyes, but there was that smile — knowing, amused, daring. “Flattery won’t save you when a ghost drags you into a wall.”

Greg could only advance toward her until his hands closed around her slender thighs, fingers pressing into the soft fabric of her pink leggings. Barbara inhaled deeply, her lashes lowering as his palms slid higher, just beneath the hem of her dress.

Greg’s hands moved higher, bunching the fabric in his grip until, with a slow tug, he slid the leggings down. The pink fabric peeled away to reveal the supple thighs, smooth and warm against his touch. The leggings pooled at her knees, and soon her pink panties joined them.

Outside, the rain intensified, the sound reverberating from the windows that showed nothing but darkness.

But for now, the thrill of getting down and dirty in a haunted mansion overtook any sense of danger.

Greg eagerly lifted the hem of her dress, revealing her perfectly shaped ass.

“Your ass looks like two buns.”

Greg whispered as his hands began undoing her dress like unwrapping a gift.

“That is something Bud would say,” Barbara whispered as her clothes fell, piece by piece, until nothing remained on her.

Her naked body glistened under the yellow light of the old filament bulb, bending over the expensive table. Her delicate body perfectly curving into an hourglass shape as if she had been molded to perfection.

Greg struggled to hold himself back, his blood running to his cock, which pushed against his pants, desperate to get inside Barbara’s pink slit that beckoned him. Worse, she began moving her naked ass in hypnotizing patterns. The way her back arced down towards those round buns was like a work of art.

His self-control slipped as his pants fell. Strong hands grabbed Barbara’s lean waist as if she were his possession. They explored her, up and down, moving to her chest to grope her supple, firm tits.

“They feel so nice,” Greg moaned, cupping and squeezing her breasts. They were perfect. Not too large to hang but large enough to feel their softness.

The feeling made his member throb, demanding to plunge it inside her hole.

Greg couldn’t hold himself back anymore, and his hips drove themselves forward until his cock pushed inside, her warm wetness enveloping him as her walls rubbed against his tip. Pleasure came like a tsunami as he began pounding her against the table.

The wood shook with each thrust as Barbara’s feminine voice filled the room like a song of lust.

The rain only crashed hard against the roof, but Greg pounded Barbara even harder. The table shuddered with her moans, joining the orchestra with the wet thrusts and the lewd clapping.

Thunder crashed outside, lightning flashing across Barbara’s increasingly sweaty body. Moans grew louder as pleasure overwhelmed both, driving them to the brink.

“I am cumming! GREG!” Barbara howled.

“I..I can’t hold it back anymore,” Greg growled in reply.

The next second, both exploded, Greg’s cock flooding Barbara’s tight pussy with his juices.

Waves of bliss washed over their bodies, leaving only the sighs and panting of sweaty bodies.

Then it struck them that they were still in a haunted mansion, trying to gather clues to catch ghosts.

Greg quickly pulled up his pants as Barbara slowly pulled her panties up, followed by the stockings.

Greg leaned down and grabbed her bra, handing it over to her.

“Greg, this isn’t mine,” she said, looking at the black bra as she grabbed her own, a purple one, from the floor.

“It was under the table,” Greg shrugged, but Barbraba’s gaze only grew sharper.

“It’s probably Mrs. Hallowcourt’s; they may be having fun in the office, who knows?” Greg dropped it, but Barbara quickly grabbed it mid-air.

“It’s around my size,” She analyzed it while Greg watched on, dumbfounded. “I think we got our first clue,” She murmured as she put the bra inside her.

Then a scream from below threw both over the edge.

“Was that…Bud?” Barbara exclaimed.

“Let’s go down,” Greg again took the initiative as they hurried out of the room.

∆∆∆

Hana moved carefully through the darkened hallway, her footsteps muffled by the worn carpet. The air was thick with that old-house smell — dust, varnish, and something faintly metallic beneath it all.

Mr. and Mrs. Hallowcourt were likely tucked away in their room by now. That made things easier. Much easier.

A low rumble of thunder rolled through the mansion’s bones, followed by a blinding crack of lightning that turned every window into a flashbulb. For an instant, the hallway was alive — the dusty portraits glaring, the shadows stretching across the walls like living things. Then it was dark again, the silence deeper than before.

Hana exhaled slowly and gripped her flashlight tighter.

“Okay,” she muttered to herself, forcing a smirk. “Let’s find some ghosts.”

She walked past portraits of men and women. A painting of a couple, the woman suspiciously similar to the ghost they saw on the roof.

When the rain dies down, they will have to investigate the roof for clues as well, but for now, Hana is content with finding anything inside the house.

“Hmmm…”

As she looked at the portrait, something about the man felt familiar. He was tall even when seated beside his wife, who had a rather serene smile.

Hana felt a pang of sadness about the tragedy as she moved on to the next. A portrait of Mr and Mrs. Hallowcourt. The painting was newer. Brighter, but dust had built up over the glass.

Hana dragged her finger slowly across the glass of the old portrait, leaving a clean line through decades of dust. But the moment her fingertip passed over Mr. Hallowcourt’s painted shoulder, the dust mark vanished, as if the surface had never been touched at all.

“Hmm…” she murmured, leaning closer. “Looks like Mrs. Hallowcourt’s side hasn’t been wiped in years.”

Her brow furrowed, but she shrugged it off and turned away. Seeing the dark corridor, she turned on her flashlight, the beam cutting through the darkness as she headed deeper toward the back of the mansion.

Behind her, the hallway was silent—until something subtle shifted.

In the portrait, the painted eyes of Mr. Hallowcourt blinked. Once. Twice. The pupils, no longer pigment but living shadow, followed Hana’s retreating figure as she disappeared into the dark.

Something moved outside the window, a dark blur against the rain.

Hana froze, squinting through the streaked glass. Two figures huddled beneath the edge of the mansion’s outer wall, half-hidden from the downpour. The lightning flashed again, and she caught their faces just long enough to recognize one of them, the butler, Gillian.

He was speaking to someone, a frail, hunched old woman, her shawl soaked through, her head barely reaching his chest. He leaned close to hear her over the storm.

“What the hell…” Hana whispered.

Before she could make out another word, a scream tore through the mansion, a shrill, echoing from upstairs.

“A GHOST!”

The sound jolted the night to life. The figures outside whipped their heads around in alarm. Hana ducked instinctively behind a cabinet, heart hammering.

Then—

“Where is she?!”

The voice came from inside the hallway, right beside her. Deep. Ragged.

Hana turned, and her breath caught in her throat.

A man stood there — or what was left of one. His suit hung in tatters, his face twisted and warped as though half-melted. Hollow sockets stared where eyes should have been.

“Blinkies— it’s the ghost!” she yelped, stumbling backward before her legs took over on their own.

The specter groaned, its head twitching unnaturally as it began to move toward her, slow and staggering but unrelenting. Each step echoed, a loud thud that came closer and closer.

Hana ran across the hallway before climbing up the stairs.

∆∆∆

The hallway felt emptier than before.

Bud swallowed hard and glanced toward the end where Mr. and Mrs. Hallowcourt’s room was supposed to be. No way he was going near that. He gave that whole section of the floor a wide berth, creeping instead toward the other rooms, his flashlight beam trembling slightly in his grip.

One door after another creaked open. Every room looked the same—bare, lifeless, furniture shrouded in white sheets like corpses in linen. The air was thick with dust and the faint smell of mold.

Each time he moved, the silence pressed closer. Even his own breathing sounded too loud.

He shone the light across one of the covered chairs. The shape beneath the sheet looked almost human.

Bud took a shaky step back. “Man, why do ghosts always pick big creepy mansions…” he muttered under his breath.

Little did he realize someone was following him — step by step, matching his pace. The floorboards creaked in time with his footsteps.

“Huh?” Bud stopped, heart thudding. Silence. Then he took another careful step. The wood groaned under his boot.

“Hmmm…” he muttered, trying to laugh it off.

He took a third step. The creak came again — but this time it lagged, as if someone else had stepped a heartbeat after him. Bud’s mouth went dry. He froze, every nerve suddenly alive. The hallway felt too cold, too close.

Slowly, Bud turned his head.

She was standing right behind him.

A slender woman in a long white dress—soaked through with dark, glistening blood—stared at him with hollow, unblinking eyes. Her skin was pale as wax, her hair a tangled curtain of black that clung to her face and shoulders.

“A GHOST!” Bud screamed his lungs out.

When she opened her mouth, the sound that came out wasn’t a scream but a deep, guttural groan that made Bud’s stomach twist.

“Where is he?” she rasped.

Bud blinked, his voice cracking. “I—I don’t know who that is, lady, but I don’t know any him!”

By the time the last word left his mouth, his body had already decided for him. His legs bolted on their own, sneakers squealing against the wooden floor as he sprinted down the hall.

Bud sprinted down the corridor, his flashlight beam bouncing wildly over the walls. He turned corners, ducked through open doors, even vaulted over a fallen chair — but every time he dared a glance back, she was still there. Always there.

He dashed through an abandoned ballroom, his shoes skidding across the dusty marble. The grand chandeliers above swayed as if caught in a silent wind. His breath came in ragged gasps.

“This isn’t cardio—this is survival!” he wheezed, nearly tripping as he shoved through a half-open door.

He stumbled into another hall. Empty. Quiet.

For a heartbeat, he thought he’d lost her.

Then the candles lining the wall flickered out one by one — left to right — followed by that same groan echoing through the dark.

She was still behind him.

And he was back running across the hallway.

“Hana!” Bud shouted the moment he spotted her at the top of the stairs. Relief surged through him—finally, another human face.

But before he could slow down, something moved on the steps behind her.

Another ghost — this one in a tattered black suit was stumbling upward, dragging one leg like a broken puppet.

Bud’s brain barely processed it before his survival instincts kicked in.

“NOPE!” he barked, legs kicking into overdrive as he bolted straight past Hana, past the suited ghost.

Nice tension setup — here’s a polished version that keeps Bud’s frantic energy and builds a growing sense of dread and disorientation:

He kept running, breath ragged, feet slapping against the wooden floor. The hallway stretched endlessly ahead, splitting into corridors that twisted and turned like a maze.

He turned left—another hallway.

The walls all looked the same now. He wasn’t even sure if he was running in circles anymore.

“Great,” he muttered between gasps, “haunted and a labyrinth… jackpot.”

But the sound of dragging footsteps behind him reminded him that this wasn’t the time for jokes.

He skidded to a crossroads in the hallway, chest heaving, unsure which way to turn. Left? Right? Both options looked like the same endless corridor.

Without thinking, he dove sideways into a nearby door, slamming it shut behind him. The sudden darkness was almost suffocating. His back pressed against the door, he listened. Footsteps—slow with a stagger—dragged across the floorboards outside. The ghost was still following.

He leaned toward the old, wide keyhole — a narrow tunnel of vision showing a sliver of the corridor beyond.

Nothing.

Then, movement.

It wasn’t the bloody woman. Instead, the man in the worn suit staggered past the door, his hollow eyes scanning the shadows as he shuffled aimlessly down the hall.

Still searching.

Phew.

Bud exhaled, a shaky sigh of relief.

“Those meddling kids got chased away,” A feminine voice whispered in the darkness, her voice right in front of him to the point he could feel her warm breath.

The voice felt familiar. But Bud couldn’t exactly remember where.

Then he felt her move downwards.

Her fingers felt like air as they caressed his crotch.

But Bud didn’t dare move — or breathe too loudly.

He was too scared to open his mouth, too scared to even reach for his flashlight.

The ghost was still outside.

He could hear the faint dragging of its steps across the old floorboards.

Then he heard his pants being unzipped.

He felt them. Slender and gentle, almost like a breeze, touches his boxers, pulling them down to release his cock.

He didn’t know who was doing it.

But when the fingers gently coiled around his dick, each touch creating little shocks, a sudden surge of pleasure mixed with fear flowed across his veins all the way to his manhood.

As her fingers began moving, his cock began to awaken. Growing longer and harder with each gentle stroke, making Bud groan softly inside the dark room.

Then something soft touched his tip, making it throb with excitement.

It slowly enveloped him, sucking him in with a storm of pleasure.  A warm wetness welcomed his cock as something slimy coiled around it, each touch blasting him with sensations of pure bliss.

Bud shivered, his fingers scratching the door behind him as he struggled to contain the moans.

“Mmmhhh….mhhhhmmmm”

Lewd sounds of sucking came from the person kneeling before him.

Bud didn’t know who she was, but she was undeniably an expert at sucking dick.

“Ohhh…” She growled softly as his cock throbbed inside her mouth. Each wave of pleasure turned into steam inside, building up within him like a pressure cooker.

She sucked harder, growing more and more ravenous each second. She was absolutely devouring his member.

“He..hehehe..” He moaned as the pleasure clouded in his thoughts; he felt something better than the taste of food.

But as the pleasure kept building up within, his legs began to shudder.

“Oh…boy…I am going to cum” He whispered as the mysterious woman went harder and harder.

Then suddenly pleasure rose like the tide. Flooding and blasting through his entire body.

His fingers twitched, accidentally turning on his flashlight.

The light came blasting alongside his cock. And suddenly, the image of the female ghost, his cock inside her mouth, appeared.

A second later cum came gushing out of her mouth, but as the pleasure receded, fear returned.

“GHOST!” Bud screamed, his cock slipping out of the ghost woman.

Without a thought, he threw the door open and ran for his life, his hands zipping his pants as he ran across the hallway.

He didn’t care where he was running. And he didn’t realize where he was going until he came to a loud crash and everything went black.


Chapter 3

Sunlight streamed through the cracked windows, cutting sharp beams through the dust that hung in the air like mist. The smell of damp wood and mildew filled the room. Bud blinked, his body stiff and heavy as if he’d run a marathon in his sleep.

“Ugh…” He rubbed his temples. “Was it… all a dream?”

His voice sounded small in the quiet room. But the carved wooden furniture covered in white sheets, the faint sound of dripping water, and the peeling wallpaper all gave the same answer — no, it wasn’t.

He was still in that mansion.

A door creaked open.

“You’re finally awake,” came Hana’s voice, bright but edged with exhaustion. She stepped in, her yellow sweater wrinkled and her bob-cut slightly disheveled. Behind her, Greg, Barbara, and even a jittery-looking Bud peeked in—each of them looking like they’d seen a ghost.

“Morning, Sleeping Beauty,” Barbara said with a smirk, brushing dust off her skirt. “We thought you got kidnapped by your own imagination.”

“Ha ha. Very funny,” Bud muttered. “You wouldn’t be laughing if you saw what I saw.”

Greg stretched his arms. “Let me guess — a ghost?”

“Blinkies!” Hana snapped her fingers. “That’s what the ghost said to me, too.”

Hana began pacing, gears turning behind her sharp eyes. “If they both said it....”

Barbara leaned against the wall, arms folded. “So what—you’re saying the ghosts are playing hide and seek?”

“Not hide and seek,” Hana said, her voice lowering. “They’re searching for each other. Remember what the maid said? The couple who died—cursed never to meet, even in death.”

Bud’s expression went from confused to horrified. “You mean—they can't see eachother?”

“Exactly.” Hana looked up, her tone grave now. "Forever separated… but still searching.”

Silence fell over the room. Even the wind outside seemed to hold its breath.

Then Barbara broke it with a dramatic sigh. “Great. Star-crossed ghosts. How romantic.”

Greg exhaled. “And how screwed we are if we’re in the middle of their little reunion tour.”

Bud gulped. “Can we just… not get in the middle of it?”

Hana adjusted her glasses, smirking slightly. “Too late. We already are.”

Before Bud could argue, thunder rumbled faintly in the distance. The sound made everyone’s attention shift to the window — outside, the floodwater still shimmered under the morning sun, and the dirt road was nowhere in sight.

Greg’s expression hardened. “Looks like we’re stuck here for a while longer.”

∆∆∆

When the gang entered the dining room, the table was already set, long and imposing, with heavy silverware and crystal glasses that caught the flickering candlelight. Everyone was waiting.

“You were loud,” the butler growled, his sharp gaze slicing through them. There was an accusing edge in his tone, like he could see every misstep they’d made before they even took it.

Hana’s eyes swept to the far end of the table, where Mrs. Hallowcourt sat alone. Pale as porcelain, her skin almost seemed to glow in the dim light. Her eyes were heavy with weariness, as if she’d been lifted straight out of a portrait centuries old.

“Where’s Mr. Hallowcourt?” Hana asked, curiosity mixed with caution.

“He went out into the garden… to look over something,” Mrs. Hallowcourt replied softly, her voice almost serene, a whisper of silk and shadow. She didn’t look up from her hands resting on the table, but somehow her gaze seemed to hold the room in place.

The air felt heavier in that moment, thick with unspoken history. Bud shuffled his feet nervously, glancing at the gang. Even Greg and Barbara, usually so confident, seemed subdued under the weight of the mansion’s quiet authority.

“Come, eat,” Mrs. Hallowcourt said suddenly, her soft voice cutting through the tension like the edge of a knife. “Our cook made a chocolate cake for you.”

The maid appeared just then, carrying a massive silver tray. Upon it stood a towering cake, a monument of cocoa and cream, layer after layer stacked like the floors of the mansion itself. Thick chocolate syrup dripped down its sides in slow, glossy rivers, pooling darkly on the tray beneath.

Bud gulped. “That’s… uh… one way to die happy,” he muttered, eyes wide as he watched the trembling dessert approach like an approaching beast of sugar.

The butler pulled out chairs one by one with sharp metallic screeches, his face a mask of disapproval. The maid placed the cake in the center of the table with careful precision, and for a second, the thunder outside rumbled in time with the flicker of the chandelier.

Mrs. Hallowcourt smiled faintly, her pale fingers tracing the rim of her teacup. “You must be hungry after your… adventures last night.”

Bud was the first to leap into action, dragging a chair back with a screech and plopping down like a starving man at a feast.

Before anyone could say grace—or even sit—he’d already grabbed a plate, sliced off a mountain-sized piece of cake, and started shoveling it into his mouth.

Chocolate smeared across his cheeks like war paint as he mumbled through a mouthful, “Mmf—this is amazing!”

“Worth it,” Bud replied without hesitation, already reaching for another slice.

The maid watched him silently, her expression unreadable. Mrs. Hallowcourt, however, smiled faintly.

“Do you like it?” she asked.

Bud froze mid-bite before swallowing to reply. “Uh… yeah. Best chocolate cake I’ve ever had.”

The rest of the gang was much slower and patient as they finished off their breakfast. Hana, however, was deep in thought.

The front door swung open, and Mr. Hallowcourt padded in, boots thudding on the floor. Mud flecked the hems of his trousers, and dark smears clung to the soles of his shoes.

“Started breakfast without me?” he called, sliding off his coat with an easy smile that didn’t reach his eyes.

“You should eat, dear,” Mrs. Hallowcourt replied, as pale and composed as ever. But Hana’s gaze dropped to his shoes and froze. The mud was too dark—almost black.

“Thanks for the meal,” Hana said carefully, rising from the table. She kept her voice even, but the way she stood made it clear she’d noticed something off.

Bud, mid-reach for another wedge of cake, was yanked to his feet by Hana’s sudden grip on his collar. Tears still rimmed his eyes from the night’s terror; he hiccupped as she practically dragged him away.

“Trust me, I have a hunch,” Hana muttered under her breath.

Greg slid out from his seat and followed them, shoulders set. “Make no mistake,” he said, trying to inject bravado into the room. “We’ll catch your ghost before we leave.”

The butler’s expression didn’t change. Mrs. Hallowcourt could only mutter, “Be careful out there,” as the gang disappeared.

∆∆∆

“Where are we going…give me cake! Or at least bread!” Bud screamed, his resistance futile.

Hana pointed at the prints on the ground leading from the entrance to the dining room.

“That’s just mud,” Greg replied, but then Hana moved closer and poked something black and waxy with a pencil.

“We need to go around the house. Again.” Hana commented.

“What do we need to find?”  Barbara asked Hana curiously.

“We are going to trap the ghost,” Hana replied.

“YES! TRAPS!” Greg almost jumped with excitement before he composed himself and replied, “Tell me where to put them.”


Chapter 4

“Why me!”

Bud sighed as he complained to himself.

“We need bait.”

“You are the fastest.”

His voice mimicked the gang as he kept ranting to himself while walking through the increasingly dark hallways.

“Eh..I need to do everything, and I couldn’t even fill my stomach!”

The rainclouds had returned, swallowing the sky in darkness. The few streaks of daylight that managed to break through only made things worse, turning the hallways of the mansion into a patchwork of gloom and flickering shadow.

Even though it was technically daytime, the whole place felt darker than it had the night before, and the constant drumming of rain on the windows was slowly starting to become unsettling.

He opened doors one by one. Each room was empty, with furniture covered in dusty white clothes.

Soon, it became routine.

Opening a door, looking inside, and then closing it before repeating on the next one.

This went on for so long that his stomach began groaning.

“Nothing here”

“Nope”

“Just a suited-up ghost”

“Nothing- wait”

Bud froze as the door he had closed before creaked open.

The suited man appeared, groaning, “Leave here! Leave us alone!”

Bud was already on the run. Running towards the third floor, where the rest of the gang was waiting with the trap.

∆∆∆

“We just need to catch one… then the other will follow,” Hana said, pushing her glasses up the bridge of her nose as she peered at Greg’s handiwork. The plan was ridiculous and simple — which, honestly, felt about right for them.

Greg’s “trap” looked like something cobbled together from a thrift-store nightmare. He’d rolled up the mansion’s heaviest curtains and a graveyard of old bedsheets into a dozen lumpy, uneven cylinders, then lashed them together with rope until they looked vaguely like a pile of corpses dressed for laundry day. The whole mess was balanced precariously at the top of the grand staircase, held back by a single length of frayed cord that looked one tug away from snapping on its own.

“When the cord’s pulled,” Greg explained proudly, “these beauties will tumble down the stairs like a mountain rockslide. Ghost tries to chase Bud—” he made a sweeping gesture, “—bam! Curtain avalanche!”

“Well, Well, Greg. You did a good job…as always,” Hana awkwardly whispered, getting closer to Greg.

“Ha..ha…you mean that?” Greg exclaimed, surprised at the rare acknowledgment.

But Hana was after something else. Her glasses glinted as she poked his chest with her finger, half-accusatory, half-teasing.

“I know why you always split up with Barbara.”

Greg froze, color rising in his cheeks. “W-what are you talking about?”

“Oh, come on.” Hana’s finger poked his chest, slowly tracing upward along his collar. “You two always go off together… and somehow you come back looking more disheveled than before. I can’t imagine what you’re investigating.”

Greg stepped back, flustered. “That’s not— it’s not like that!”

But Hana took a step forward. Her round eyes gazed at him through her glasses.

“You don't split up alone with me,” Hana kept the offensive.

“Hey, I like nerdy girls too!” Greg tried to defend himself.

“Especially when nerdy girls are freakier.” Hana smiled as she pushed her body against Greg's muscular frame as her voice growing more mischievous. “You know why I sent Barbara as the look-out?”

“Uh…because you need me for the traps,” Greg scratched his head.

“Because I need you to fuck me….” Hana’s finger went down Greg’s chest all the way to his crotch before poking his dick.

“But in the hallway?” Greg gulped as he tried to stop this from going too far

But then Hana finished her sentence, “In the ass,”

Greg gulped as his cock began to awaken at the suggestion, slowly pitching a tent.

Hana then slowly turned around, walking toward the railing of the staircase. She placed her hands on it and leaned back slightly, a half-conscious imitation of the way Barbara might move when she was trying to make a point.

Of course, when Barbara’s slender figure arched, the curves she made were like works of art. Hana’s movements were smaller, tighter, a little awkward, but she had something Barbara didn’t have.

Not just brains.

Her body has a certain fullness, plumpness that was apparent as Greg’s eyes went down to her thighs.

And the offer she made was already irresistible.

Greg moved slowly, positioning himself behind her, his hands moving over the tights that covered her plump thighs.

The fabric was in the way.

He reached up, sneaking under her mini skirt, feeling the volume of fat underneath as he dragged them down until he could feel the softness of her bare skin.

It was different from Barbara. As his grip tightened on her thighs, he felt his fingers sink into her, like a soft, warm pillow.

The feeling only excited Greg, making his palms explore her thighs, feeling their softness.

Hana’s breathing grew louder, deeper as her body grew hotter. A flame was lit inside her, and each touch was fuel.

And Greg wasn't feeling any different. His body was demanding the chance to enjoy Hana. The nerdy girl of the gang is getting freaky, and her body is turning out to be hotter than he had ever imagined.

His hands pushed upwards again, feeling the mounds of her massive ass underneath the plain white panties that Barbara would never ever dare to wear.

The need to feel that mound with his own skin drove Greg into a frenzy, his hands gripping the panties before pulling them down her legs. As it fell, his hands were already moving up, fingers groping those mountains of fat.

If Barbara's ass cheeks were like too perfectly round buns, Hana’s were like mounds of flour he could knead all day long.

And when his fingers sank into their pillowy softness, Hana moaned lewdly. Greg greedily played with her ass cheeks even as his cock struggled inside his pants.

Then a hand moved down, between her legs to stroke her womanhood.

“Blinkies!”

She gasped as his fingers began pleasuring her.

“I didn’t know you were this horny,” Greg whispered, half-surprised.

“Ah…you…are going to find it out more soon”, Hana moaned back.

Then Greg whipped out his cock, the giant member throbbing as it jumped out of its confines. Slowly, Greg pushed it between her legs, rubbing it against the petals of her flower.

The juices coated the length of his shaft with each movement, like syrup coating a banana until it began glistening.

Then Greg retreated, letting Hana burn with anticipation before his cock fell between her cheeks like a sausage falling between buns. Her juices were like a sauce that deliciously coated the rod as Greg began rubbing it between her cheeks, covering her twitching asshole with her own pussy juices.

His hands played with her plump cheeks, squeezing and rubbing them against each other.

“How…long…are you..going…to…play with me?” Hana moaned as her body burned with anticipation.

“You really want it inside your ass?” Greg moaned as the pleasure from his cock rubbing between her fat mounds flowed through his body.

“Why…do…you think I am bending OVER!!!!!AAAH!”

Without warning, Greg plunged his into her asshole and then pushed it deep into her with a powerful thrust that sent Hana howling in pleasure and pain.

It filled her ass cave; she felt her ass tighten. It didn’t want him inside. It hurt, but felt so fucking good she couldn’t say no.

“Oh fucking BLINKIES! It's in my ASS!” She screamed as Greg’s hips began moving.

Greg groaned as the tightness of her ass sent the sensations into overdrive. His body shivered, hips moving on their own, driven by a need to feel more.

The beat of the pounding grew; there were no filthy wet sounds like when he was fucking Barbara’s pussy. He was inside Hana’s ass cave, rough and tight, a place where things aren’t supposed to enter.

But the sheer pleasure made him thrust deep, again and again.

Hana’s moans turned more and more desperate, howling and screaming as waves of twisted pleasure ravaged her body while Greg’s cock was relentlessly invading her anus.

Her shudders made her glasses slide, still holding on but crooked and askew. One lens tilted higher than the other. Hana shoved them up with a trembling finger, only for another violent jolt to send them sliding again. Her short bob of hair, normally neat and controlled, bounced into a messy halo around her face.

Her hands gripped the railings harder as Greg railed her ass.

There was no control, no fear. The fact that she was getting ass fucked by Greg in a haunted mansion only turned her on, making each sensation a thousand times better.

Her ass tried to clench, to push the invader out. But Greg came with such strength that his cock went deep inside her.

“I am going to cum!” Greg groaned behind her.

But Hana was so lost in her own flood of sensations she could barely hear him.

Greg growled like a wild beast as his body shuddered in eruption. The hips locked his cock deep inside her ass.

Hana howled, her hands thrashing the railing. Her mind and body exploded at once. She felt something hot and viscous filling her ass before the cock that was lodged inside began to retreat.

She gasped for air as the tsunami of bliss receded.

Yet just as the two tried to catch their breath, Barbara screamed.

“Help! The ghost is coming!”

Hana quickly lifted her panties even as Greg’s jizz was streaming out. There was no time to clean up.

Just then, Barbara came running.

“Where are you going?” Greg tried to hail her, but she ran past them, and instantly behind her, the bloody ghost woman appeared.

“Blinkies!” Hana gasped just as Bud came screaming up the stairs, the male ghost behind him.

But as Barbara ran past them, the cord holding back the avalanche of fabric was undone. Greg had no time to grab as the ghost came upon him, and as Hana tried to run, her body refused. Her lower body felt numb, and she felt the cream rubbing inside her ass with each step.

“Blinkies!” She cursed as the female ghost ran towards Greg, forcing him to run away.

With a sudden snap, the bundled curtains and sheets tumbled forward, rolling down the staircase like a runaway boulder. Dust puffed up around the stairs, and the heavy fabric slammed into the steps with a deafening thud, rattling the old wood.

Bud, who had just reached the top of the stairs, froze in shock, staring at the oncoming wave of flailing fabric. It was too late to dodge. He jumped in a desperate attempt to leap over the rolling bundles, but landed on top of them.

His legs desperately tried to maintain their balance as he literally rode the rolling avalanche down the stairs.

The ghost who was yet to walk onto the stairs froze and ducked aside, letting Bud roll down screaming before his eyes fell on Hana.

“You! Leave!”

With a growl, the ghost began climbing while Hana tried to flee in desperation, her legs still wobbly from the ass pounding.


Chapter 5

Bud slipped violently, arms flailing like a rag doll, and in a desperate attempt to regain his balance, he tumbled straight onto another, even larger rolled-up curtain.

Bud’s yells and thuds echoed down the hall, mixing with the crashing of the avalanche. Somehow, he managed to stay upright, but his feet pushed one side of the roll, making it turn into the hallway rather than crash into a wall.

“Fu-oinks!” He gasped as he rolled

Instead of smashing into the wall as intended, the bundle of curtains and sheets veered sharply into the hallway, careening like a runaway log on a downhill slope.

Then a dead-end appeared on the other side.

The end of the hallway.

There was no time to turn; the hallway narrowed into a dead end. The only escape was a single door ahead — one Bud could only hope wasn’t locked.

With no chance to slow down, he collided with it head-on. The old wood creaked violently and gave way under the force, swinging open just as he hit it. The momentum sent him flying across the room like a ragdoll, arms flailing, hair messy, eyes wide with panic.

He crashed into something soft, the impact cushioned enough to save him from injury but jolting enough to leave him sprawled on top of it.

A bed.

“Who is that?” A serene voice whispered.

“Huh?” But looked up and realized he was not in just a bed, but a massive royal-sized one, and Mrs. Harrowcourt was right above him.

And from his angle, the sight was absolutely delicious. Her white nightgown draped loosely over her curves, the silky fabric tracing the outline of her voluptuous body.

“Oh… It’s you,” she murmured, her voice soft and breathy. “My husband is not here and… the howling. It made me scared.”

Bud blinked, still halfway tangled in the sheets, still stunned by the absurd path that had launched him into her room, her bed.

But the only word that came out of Bud was “Cake.”

His eyes were locked on the massive mounds of her ass, mountains, round, hidden under the thin fabric.

Without a thought, he leaped forward onto her ass, catching her by surprise. His hands pushed the thin, almost ghostly fabric as he plunged, revealing her pale skin and a bountiful feast hidden underneath.

She wasn’t even wearing panties!

A sudden aroma, clean yet carnal, assaulted Bud’s senses. His stomach was already growling, and his mind was half-delirious with hunger.

“Cake is cake!” He proclaimed loudly before falling between her legs, his arms pushing her hips upwards even as he fell on her pussy like it was a feast.

“What are you-ooooh!” She moaned as a sudden wave of pleasure came from nowhere.

He was ravenous as he went muff diving on her, and Serena was instantly overwhelmed.

“Oh my…oh goodness…yes…don’t stop,” She kept purring as she instinctively lifted her ass, arching her back into a filthy position.

Her husband hasn’t pleasured her like this. In fact, he had not done anything to her in a long time. She blamed it on the ghosts ruining her sex life, but such thoughts were no longer relevant.

It was like a flood rushing into a land that had known only drought. Suddenly overwhelmed by a deluge she had never dared to hope for. The sensations poured through her, flooding every corner of her being until her thoughts themselves drowned under the waves of sheer pleasure.

“Mmmmh….ah” Bud kept devouring her, her juices flooding his mouth like syrup. There was little technique in him, but with such hunger, technique became irrelevant.

Soon, he was pushing his entire face into her pussy, her back arching even more as her face was planted against her pillow. Then he began moving upwards, away from her wet hole.

“Where are you going? She whispered, but he didn’t reply

Suddenly, she felt a wet sensation between her ass cheeks, then a lick of her asshole.

“Wait! That’s dirteeee….oh my god!” She tried to stop him, only for it to be too good. Her moans were soft and ethereal, never rising too high.

After he was done eating out both of her holes, his body still wanted something more. Half-delirious with hunger and now lust coursing through his veins, Bud was in an almost meditative state, driven purely by super instincts.

Without a thought, his pants fell, his cock jumping out ready to go.

The mere sound of his pants falling was like a hungry bitch hearing the ringing of the bell. Her body reacted instinctively; finally, she was going to have a cock inside her after a long time.

She arched her back even further, her knees supporting her ass like it was something on display.

She felt Bud’s rod rub against her opening, little electric shocks awakened her, reading her womanhood to receive him.

Yet no preparation could have readied her for the length that entered her, crashing against her walls as it plunged into her depths. It came crashing like the tides. Her voice rose, hauntingly beautiful yet filled with lust.

Bud was like a monk; he made no sound, his face was that of determination, while his hips kept moving faster and faster. Her moans synced with the frequency of the thrusting, intensifying with the pounding.

“Such pleasure…” She purred as her moans grew; he was relentless, and she had never been fucked like this before.

Wave after wave, the sensations wracked her mind and body. Pressure was rising until they erupted. She screamed, her body shuddering as if convulsing.

Yet he continued thrusting.

She erupted again, her pussy spraying juices all over her bed.

“Oh, what is happening! I can’t…again!” She felt like someone had opened a faucet in her. She never knew she could squirt.

But the beat didn’t cease; instead, the wet sounds became filthier as Bud continued pounding her.

Her entire body was shivering.

But Bud’s face didn’t change. No weakness. Driven by pure instincts, conscious thought was not necessary. She felt his hands move down her arched back, exploring her curves even as his hips kept thrusting like no tomorrow.

The only word he muttered was,

“Smooth”

“I…can’t keep going,” She screamed, her serene voice broken. “I am going insane! It’s too much!”

Then Bud whispered, his eyes sharp

“Let it cum.”

“Oh god!” She screamed as she exploded for the last time. His seed flooded her womb even as a wave of pleasure crashed through her ruined body, washing away her sanity.

As the pleasure washed over Bud, his mind returned to normal.

“That was boinks!” He gasped, the sheer power that controlled him dissipating away.

“Wait…what happened?” Then he looked at the sight before him, Mrs. Hallowcourt as before him, her ass raised towards him as if in tribute. Cum flowed down her pussy like a waterfall of cream. He slowly peeked over her ass, her back arching downward like a slide down to her head, which was resting on a pillow soaked with her saliva.

“Boinks…I think I boinked Mrs. Hallowcourt.”

But just then, a loud rumbling came from outside, growing louder and louder until something crashed into the room with a loud bang.

∆∆∆

Hana limped through the endless hallways. Her legs felt wobbly while she could feel the jizz creaming out of her ass and soaking her panties.

Luckily, the suited ghost wasn’t particularly fast.

Just as she reached the junction where the corridor split in two, Greg and Barbara shot out of the left hallway and sprinted across to the right, shrieking in perfect, operatic harmony.

Right behind them, the bloody ghost came thundering after them—arms flailing, hair wild.

Hana didn’t hesitate. She darted down the left corridor, limping at top speed and clutching her glasses to her face as the ghost suddenly swerved after her instead.

The ghost gained ground fast. Hana turned sharply at the next detour—then skidded to a stop.

The female ghost was right in front of her.

Up close, the spirit’s voice was like shattered glass scraping against metal as she shrieked,

“GIVE—HIM—BACK!”

The force of the scream blasted into Hana’s face. Her hair blew backward, her glasses nearly flew off, and her soul briefly considered escaping her body for its own safety.

“Nope. Nope. NOPE!” Hana squeaked, spinning on her heel and sprinting in the opposite direction, limping even faster than before.

Behind her, the ghost wailed and gave chase again, louder and angrier than ever.

Then suddenly, in the hallway, a door opened, and Greg ran out, the male ghost following him.

“Huh?” Hana was confused, but she didn’t have time to think as the female ghost almost came close to catching her.

WHOOSH!

Barbara sprinted in from the adjacent hallway, crossing right between them at the perfect moment.

The female ghost immediately swerved toward Barbara, screeching like a jealous banshee with a personal grudge.

This chaotic window of distraction gave Hana one precious gift: time to think.

Her mind snapped into focus, sharper than pain, sharper than fear.

“Blinkies…” she whispered. Then her eyes widened behind her glasses. Of course. That’s it. 

She spun around and shouted at the top of her lungs:

“Greg! Barbara! STAIRS!”

No more explanations. No time for diagrams. They just had to trust her.

Hana limped forward as fast as her body would allow, clutching the staircase railing as she half-ran, half-hobbled. Behind her, the hallways roared with chaos.

Greg skidded around a corner, the suited ghost swooping after him like a vengeful shadow.

Barbara, on the opposite end of the corridor, bolted past a toppled vase, the bloody bride shrieking right behind her, stained gown dragging across the floor like a wet funeral veil.

Both of them heard Hana’s command.

Both of them obeyed.

Hana reached the staircase first, breath ragged, leg throbbing. Her eyes darted — and there it was. The frayed cord from Greg’s curtain trap still stretched across part of the railing. Perfect.

She snatched it up and dragged it tightly across the stairway entrance, creating a makeshift trip line just in time.

Greg sprinted into view.

“OUTTA THE WAY!” he yelled, launching past her.

The moment his foot cleared the step, Hana pulled the cord taut, bracing it with both hands.

“Okay… okay… ghost number one incoming—”

But what she didn’t expect was Barbara to come barreling next.

“WAAAAIT—!”

Too late.

Barbara hit the cord, her legs flew out from under her, and she went tumbling down the staircase like a screaming, ginger-colored tumbleweed.

“—AAAAAAAA!!”

The bloody bride ghost sprinted by, completely ignoring Hana and jumping over the cord.

Down the stairs, Barbara kept rolling.

And rolling.

And rolling.

The male ghost emerged from the opposite corridor, dragging his broken footsteps toward them. Greg froze. Hana froze. They were cornered.

Step by step, he advanced, forcing them backward.

But the ghost didn’t notice something very important.

Right beneath his drifting shoes lay a forgotten roll of curtains, left from the avalanche that rolled down with Bud earlier. When the male ghost took one more step—

And bam!

He slid, lost balance, and tumbled forward. Spinning helplessly, rolling down the stairs like a supernatural tumbleweed.

Halfway down, Barbara had just stopped rolling and lay dizzy on the floor, groaning.

And looming over her… the blood-soaked bride.

The female ghost raised her head, hollow eyes burning with longing and rage.

“Give… him… BACK—”

CRAAAASH!

The male ghost slammed directly into her from above, the two spirits colliding in a chaotic blur. Entangled, they rolled together down the last steps, across the foyer floor, and—

WHOOSH!

—spiraled away down the hallway, still stuck to each other, until they finally disappeared through a wide, open door at the far end.

For a moment, there was silence.

Greg blinked.

Hana blinked.

Barbara, still face-down on the ground, weakly raised a hand.

“…Ow.”

∆∆∆

When the gang finally reached the room at the end of the hallway, they skidded to a halt.

Bud and Mrs. Hallowcourt were already there.

And at their feet lay a surreal sight:

The male and female ghosts — tangled together under the heavy rolls of curtain fabric — had crashed into the wall so hard that the fabric swallowed most of their bodies. Only two ghostly heads poked out from opposite ends of the bundle, both wobbling and dizzy.

Bud pointed at the heap.

“That wasn’t me. I didn’t do that. I was just standing here. I would like that on the record.”

Mrs. Hallowcourt didn’t even flinch. She stared down at the trapped spirits with an expression that was not fear… but something closer to curiosity and relief.

Hana could sense the carnal smell in the room, the sheets soaked with juices of feminine release. She glared at Bud for a second, silently saying, “I know what you did to Mrs.Hallowcourt.”

Bud avoided her gaze immediately, scratching the back of his head and pretending to study the ceiling.

But Hana didn’t have time for that scandal.

She turned sharply to face the two trembling figures wrapped in the discarded ghost fabrics. The others gathered behind her, Greg still panting from the chase, Barbara scowling, and Mrs. Hallowcourt fuming with indignation.

Hana stepped forward, voice steady and authoritative.

“Enough running. Enough games. It’s time to unmask the ghosts.”

Bud swallowed, Greg nodded, and Barbara crossed her arms. Mrs. Hallowcourt lifted her chin, as though daring the culprits to deny it any longer.

Hana reached down, took hold of the first mask, and declared:

“Let’s see who’s really been haunting this place.”

Hana pulled the mask free in one swift motion.

The fabric dropped to the floor — and every jaw in the room fell with it.

Barbara staggered back. Greg nearly dropped his flashlight. Bud let out a confused squeak. Even Hana’s confidence faltered for a heartbeat.

Mrs. Hallowcourt pressed a hand to her trembling lips.

“D-Dear… why?” she whispered, voice cracking in disbelief.

And the others, stunned and horrified, shouted in unison:

“MR. HALLOWCOURT?!”

“Why would you haunt your own mansion?” Greg demanded, arms crossed, eyes narrowing.

Hana shook her head, stepping closer to the trembling male ghost. “It’s not just a haunting. This land… it has oil,” she said, pointing at the dark smears she had spotted earlier. “The black stuff I found on his footprints? Petroleum jelly. He’s been doing secret drilling in the backyard.”

The man’s eyes widened, a mix of rage and disbelief crossing his face. “And I would have been rich!” he barked. “Instead, the only thing you kids were drilling is… my wife!”

The gang ignored the obvious as Mrs. Hallowcourt blushed.

Greg blinked. “Wait… that makes no sense. It’s your oil.”

“Hold on there,” Hana interrupted sharply, pulling another clue from her pocket. “We have more evidence.”

She held up the bra Barbara had discovered in the office. “This was in your office. And it’s not your wife’s size.”

Bud commented. “That thing wouldn’t even hold her boinkers.”

Hana’s glare froze him mid-chuckle. Bud shrank back, silent.

She turned, exhaling sharply, and reached for the second figure — the female ghost. With a decisive tug, she removed the mask.

Gasps echoed through the room.

“THE MAID?!” Hana exclaimed, voice echoing against the walls.

The maid stammered, caught red-handed, her eyes wide with guilt.

Mrs. Hallowcourt clutched her chest, her voice trembling. “But… why?”

Hana stepped closer, her eyes blazing as she fixed Mr. Hallowcourt with a deadly glare.

“Well, your husband has been drilling her behind your back,” she said, voice sharp. “He has no right to throw stones at anyone.”

She didn’t let him respond, letting the words hang in the air. Then, leaning in slightly, she added with icy precision:

“And with you gone, these two”—she nodded toward the maid and Hallowcourt—“would have been getting rich off your family land, leaving you in the dark while they profited.”

Mrs. Hallowcourt’s jaw dropped. “Am I… seeing this correctly?”

Hana’s voice took on a triumphant edge. “Am I right, Hallowcourt seniors?” She gave them a pointed, smug look that made the butler straighten to his full height, already intimidating, now even more formidable in the doorway.

The butler’s stern face softened slightly, a rare smile breaking through.

“You found us,” he said, his deep voice carrying an almost paternal warmth.

Mrs. Hallowcourt stumbled backward, clutching her chest. “Uncle? Aunt?” she whispered, her tone filled with shock, relief, and disbelief all at once.

Hana’s grin widened. “Told you ghosts aren’t always what they seem.”

Bud muttered from the side, wide-eyed. “Man… this is better than TV.”

“Well… we decided the money and the mansions weren’t worth the fighting,” the uncle finally confessed, letting out a long, tired breath. “So we created that ghost story about our disappearance and went into hiding. Better to vanish than watch the family tear itself apart.”

His wife, standing beside him, nodded gently. “But when we heard our dear niece had returned—and that rumors of our ‘spirits’ were driving her mad—we had to come back. We couldn’t let lies and fear swallow the family home.”

The uncle looked at Hana with a mix of curiosity and admiration. “But tell me, young lady… how in the world did you find us out?”

Hana pushed her glasses up her nose and folded her arms, her voice smug and sharp. “It was easy. The portrait of the uncle? Too tall. The same height as you.” She pointed directly at the old man, who blinked in surprise. “Then I saw the two of you together that night—same posture, same stature assuming the effects of aging. The ‘ghost’ legend didn’t match the facts.”

She crouched next to the male ghost costume, tugging off one of the oversized shoes. “And Mr. Hallowcourt here gave you away without even knowing it. He couldn’t run properly in the costume because he stuffed these shoes with absurdly large insoles.”

Mrs. Hallowcourt’s face hardened, her voice quiet but sharp enough to cut through the heavy air.

“Well then, Uncle…” she said, never taking her eyes off the angry Mr. Hallowcourt and the maid beside him. “Call the police.”

Her uncle’s expression shifted from surprise to grim satisfaction. “Gladly,” he said, straightening his posture.


Epilogue

The skies were blue again. Sunlight spilled through the clouds like golden ribbons, warming the soaked earth below. It had taken a few days, but the floodwaters finally receded, leaving the mansion standing proudly as if awakened from a long nightmare.

The gang was packed, bags loaded into their van, ready to head out.

Uncle and Aunt Hallowcourt stood at the open front doors, no longer in ragged disguises, but dressed in elegant attire befitting the true heirs of the estate. In fine-tailored clothes, polished shoes, and dignified posture, they were almost unrecognizable now.

“Where is Mrs. Hallowcourt?” Barbara asked.

“Well, she went with Bud to help load the luggage,” Greg replied with a shrug.

Hana and Barbara slowly turned to look at each other. Their eyes widened. Their expressions matched. Their thoughts matched.

Behind them, the van shuddered.

Hana and Barbara flinched. Greg didn’t.

THUD-THUMP.

Greg blinked, confused but still not connecting the dots. “Huh. Wind must be picking up again.”

Inside the metal walls of the van, lewd moans echoed.

“This…put a baby in me!” Cried out Serena Hallowcourt as she rode Bud’s rod.

“Yum…ymm” Bud, however, was busier sucking on her enormous milkers as if trying to milk the fuck out of them.

However, to his disappointment, those sacks didn't have any milk.

Yet.

If you want milk from a cow, you need to breed it. And even Bud knew it.

Serena moved with newfound vigor. Though her skin remained as pale as winter snow, color had returned to her lips, and a quiet fire glowed behind her eyes, and her cheeks blushed pink with no need for makeup.

The mansion no longer weighed on her.

No longer haunted. No longer afraid.

For the first time in years, she looked toward the future.

And with that future came a yearning. She wanted an heir.

With eyes tinted with lust, she gazed at the one person who had freed her from the torment and awakened something warm that had long slept inside her chest.

Who better than the man who saved her?

Who better than the one who made her feel alive?

He was young and simple, enjoying her breast like a newborn.

“You…got..some boinkers, lady,” He muttered between the sucking.

“Oh my dear Bud,” She cried as sensations exploded, both from her breasts and her hole that was being explored by his member.

“I am going to cum…hard,” She moaned, her voice growing louder.

“It's coming… it's going to….aaaah!” She cried out, her voice was like a haunting symphony of lust.

“Boinks..I am exploding!”  Bud yelled out as his cock creamed her pie.

When Greg and the gang finally came running, the two had already finished and cleaned up. The aroma of carnal eruption remained in the air, but Greg didn’t notice.

“I swear I heard someone scream,” Greg muttered, scratching the back of his head as he peered suspiciously toward the van.

Serena’s voice floated in calmly, soft as lace. “It must be the wind,” she assured them with a serene smile. “This estate is old. When the air moves through the trees and the cracks, it can sound… quite dramatic.”

Greg instantly brightened and turned triumphantly to the others.

“See? Told you! It’s just the wind!” he declared, hands on his hips, proud of having solved absolutely nothing.

Barbara and Hana exchanged a long, unimpressed look.

“I must thank you for uncovering my husband and that maid,” Serena said as she turned toward the gang, her voice soft but steady. The sunlight made her look almost angelic, nothing like the ghostly woman they first met.

Greg chuckled and waved a hand. “Oh, it’s nothing! Really. Just doing what we do.”

Hana folded her arms, lifting her chin with pride. “Correction, that is exactly what we do.” She flicked her glasses into place. “Mystery solved. Case closed.”

Barbara gave a polite smile. Serena bowed her head slightly. “Thank you. Truly. You have freed this home more than you know.”

With final goodbyes, the gang climbed into the van. The engine sputtered, coughed, and then roared to life. As it rolled forward down the long gravel road, Serena and her uncle and her aunt stood on the porch, waving gracefully.

The mansion grew smaller and smaller behind them.

Greg grinned as he leaned back in his seat. “Well! Another mystery wrapped up neatly. No more ghosts, no more secrets, no more drama!”

The rest of the gang stared at him in united disbelief.

Hana sighed, massaging her temple. “Greg… never say things like that. That’s exactly when something horrible happens.”

But Greg simply laughed and threw an arm over the back of his seat, relaxed and carefree.

The van drove on.

Behind them, the mansion watched in silence.

The END
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