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Halloween had to be my favorite holiday of the year by miles. All the outfits, the parties, and the daring people who loved to look for haunted places to explore. The last of those three made my afterlife somewhat bearable. Being a ghost was awful lonely most days.

“Crystal, are you sure you don’t want to come out with us tonight? I could get you an outfit real quick,” my friend asked.

The t-shirt and shorts I wore didn’t exactly fit with the spirit of Halloween. I tapped my fingers along the side of my camera, “You know I always go ghost hunting on Halloween.”

“And you’ve never found anything. Come on, we’re going to a house party. Jessica is going to be there,” she purred.

“Don’t play that card with me. I really like her, but this is something I only do once a year,” I mumbled. The comment about my lack of evidence of ghosts stung my pride.

“Fine, I’ll try to get her to text you or something.”

I sighed, “Please don’t. She’s probably not even into chicks.”

My friend laughed and walked outside, “It’s not like you’re going to be there to stop me. Have fun, Crystal.”

I watched her walk away and enjoyed the sway of her hips. The nurse outfit she wore intentionally showed her ass off to anyone that wanted to look. Friends or not, that didn’t stop me from wanting to spread her legs and test how straight she was.

The thoughts were distracting me, it was already seven-thirty and I needed to get on the road if I was going to explore the home I found online. I hurried up and got ready to leave and tried to remember the important details of the house.

From what I read, a sweet woman had accidentally ingested peanuts which she was highly allergic to. She lived alone, and sadly, no one knew she passed until the next day. Tanya’s case was horrible, but there were reports of people feeling incredibly uneasy when they entered the home trying to purchase it.

It seemed to be enough to drive away even the most resolute of people. There were never any physical marks or sounds from what the reports said. The pervasive feeling that something horrible was going to happen lingered with people and within a week, they couldn’t handle it anymore.

I parked my car two streets away in a store’s parking lot and started walking briskly towards the house. Breaking and entering wasn’t something to be proud of, but there was no other way to get into the house without scheduling an appointment. Even as I approached the two-bedroom home, I felt a tingle dancing down my spine. Something in my stomach told me that this was going to be the year that I finally caught something on film.

The only thing left to do was hope that it wouldn’t be something that was viewed after I’d been found dead!

After making sure that no one was watching me, I slipped into the yard and hurried around the back of the house. Much to my surprise, the grass hadn’t grown tall and there were no signs of nature trying to reclaim this place. I started up the three steps to the back porch and felt my heart beating rapidly. Each step added pressure to my shoulders and I let out a shaky sigh as I started recording my adventure.

The camera’s light shot through the darkness and I pressed it against my pants to keep it out of sight as I reached for the doorknob. I turned it and found that it was unlocked. That should have been the moment I turned around and left. Something didn’t feel right as I pushed the door open, like I was being watched.

I’d come too far and given up on my other possible plans already. There was no way I’d turn back now. I stepped inside and lifted the camera and let the light pierce into the darkness of the house. My chest heaved as I glanced through the immaculate home. Every surface looked freshly dusted, the furniture had no signs of deterioration. For a home that hadn’t received much attention for almost two years, it was in amazing condition.

I shuffled through the living room and stopped to look around. Out of the corner of my eye, I thought I saw a shadow flickering. The hairs on the back of my neck stood up and my heart jumped into my throat. My anxiety must have been getting the best of me, I rationalized. As much as I wanted to believe in spirits, there was no way that something like that really existed. I would have found something by now, wouldn’t I?

Eight years of doing this had led to nothing, but then again, most of the places I visited couldn’t bring a physical response out of me. This house was different. How? I couldn’t say. My gut told me to run from the house, but I needed to see this through.

My feet shuffled towards the place where I thought I saw the shadow and I called out, “Tanya? If you’re here with me, could you make your presence known?”

After a few moments of not getting a response, I let out a quiet chuckle. My nerves must have been the cause of my hallucination. With a measure of validation washing over me, I walked down the hallway and opened the first door on my right.

Inside, a small bathroom greeted me. It wasn’t much, and honestly, this house didn’t look all too bad to me. Sure, it was a little on the small side, but for someone like myself, it was amazing. It would definitely beat living with my parents.

I backed out of the bathroom and headed into the door that was opposite of it. There was a twin bed in the center of the room with a dressed in it. If I had to guess, this had to be the guest room. I walked to the bed and sat on the edge of it.

“Tanya, if you’re here, could you give me a sign? I’m not here to chase you away, I just want to talk,” I called out into the darkness. The beam of light emitting from my camera flickered for a second and I gasped. In that millisecond it took to come back on, I saw a shadow standing in the doorway.

When the light came back on, there was nothing there. Once again, I had to calm myself down. My mind had to be playing tricks on me. There was only one room left in this house that had been unexplored. Tanya’s room.

I stood up and trudged towards her room. My breathing intensified and I could feel the temperature drop a few degrees. As my hand reached for the doorknob to turn it, I heard the faintest whisper coming from inside. I yanked my hand back and called out, “Hello? Is someone else here?”

No response. My nerves had taken all they could by this point and I let out a deep breath of air as I grasped the handle again. I turned the knob and opened the door. A loud scream erupted from my lungs as I saw a figure leaning against the dressed on the far wall. I pointed the light from my camera at the thing and what I made my knees go weak.

The thin figure wore a lingerie set, including a pair of stockings. I wished that was all I noticed. Just someone playing a prank on me, that would have made things so much easier to comprehend. My light illuminated the wall behind the woman. The light filtered through her form and came out slightly dimmed on the other side. There should have been no way for that to be possible.

I looked at the camera’s screen and my blood ran cold. There was nothing on the display.

“Well, you wanted to talk, didn’t you?” the figure asked.

My eyes wandered back up her frame and I swallowed heavily. In my initial take, I didn’t notice the large bulge in the panties she wore. Tanya caught my gaze and she sighed heavily, “If I could wear something else, I would. Stop staring at it.”

“H-How is this possible?”

She shrugged her shoulders, “Why do you think I would know? All I have are theories.”

Here I sat, kneeling on the floor having a normal conversation with a ghost. My mind couldn’t leap through enough hurdles to rationalize this. I swallowed heavily and spoke quietly, “A-Are you going to hurt me?”

Tanya moved away from the dresser and moved towards me. Her feet never touched the floor as she floated my way. She leaned down and smiled at me before speaking softly, “I wouldn’t dream of hurting you. Believe it or not, not all of us are malicious.”

“A-All of us?”

“The rest of the ghosts I’ve met. Some are vengeful, those aren’t the norm. Most of us are just… Jealous,” she said with a sigh.

Now that she got closer, I could make her features out better. Tanya had wild brown hair that hung draped over her shoulder. Her eyes looked gray in the lighting, but maybe they might have once been blue.

My free hand reached forward to try and touch her leg. As my fingers connected with a tangible form, I let out another gasp. Tanya moaned softly and whispered, “So warm.”

I looked into her eyes and asked, “H-How is this possible?”

“It’s Halloween. The one day that our worlds are close enough for those of us that aren’t weakened to become partially physical again,” she looked to the side and let out a deep sigh. “If only for one night of the year.”

“Why haven’t there been more ghosts that interact then?” I asked.

She smiled down at me, “Because most of us can’t wait an entire year to try and contact others. We all had families and loved ones. Do you know how hard it is to not try and let them know you’re okay? Could you imagine watching the people you care about going through hard times and just sitting by doing nothing?”

I shook my head, “That sounds horrible. B-But how are you here, then?”

Tanya floated away and laid on the bed. Her thin frame barely made an indent in the bed, but the fact that there was some physical reaction did change things. I lifted my camera to her and caught the indent on film. She looked at me for a moment, I saw the pain in her eyes, “Because no one like that is alive for me.”

I felt my shoulders droop, “Can you tell me your story, Tanya?”

“You wouldn’t want to hear it, person,” she mumbled.

“My name is Crystal,” I whispered.

“Crystal, you’ve probably searched what happened to me. How else would you know my name?” she asked.

I nodded, “I did look you up. I know that people get horrible feelings when they’re here. Could you explain that?”

She patted the bed beside her, “If you share something with me first.”

“What do you want from me?” I asked nervously.

“Warmth. I promise it’s not going to hurt you or whatever. Heat is something you take for granted until you can’t enjoy it naturally anymore,” she said.

I stood and walked closer to the bed, “If you can’t feel it naturally, how would me being close change things?”

“I’ll explain after you get close. It ties into my story.”

“Is it okay if I put my camera on your nightstand?” I asked.

“I don’t care. Just remember, you let this footage leak and you’re not going to get the chance to see me again. People will swarm to this place and make it a tourist trap,” she said.

I nodded and set my camera up on the nightstand. As I got into bed, I could feel her chilling presence sapping heat from me. It didn’t feel all too uncomfortable. If I had to compare it to anything, it was like being under the vent of a powerful air conditioner. The temperature shift changed slowly until it just felt like a cool breeze washing over me.

The initial few moments were filled with moans from Tanya that were a little on the sensual side. I glanced down her waist and saw the bulge in her panties grow until the head of her thick cock spilled out. She looked at me and for a second, I thought I saw her cheeks flush.

Her body seemed a little more colorful than before as if my warmth was making her more tangible by the second. The erection made things a little odd, and I mumbled, “I’m glad it’s good for you.”

She sheepishly smiled and used her hands to cover her crotch, “You’re pretty attractive and the heat feels a lot like a blowjob if I’m being honest.”

“Er, could we talk about you now?” I asked. The sexual tension growing made me even more uncomfortable. While I think of myself as a lesbian, I couldn’t pretend that she wasn’t turning me on. Her feminine body coupled with an impressive cock would fuel my fantasies for a while.

Tanya nodded and wiggled until she pressed her body against mine. After another moan, she turned her head to look at me, “So we’ll start with the uncomfortable feelings people get. I’m not someone that has people to care about. I don’t want to go into it too much, but I was an orphan. The people I cared about tended to let me down in life. After I passed, I heard more than one of those I thought I cared about say that while what happened was unfortunate, they felt things were better now. That’s not something anyone should have to hear, Crystal.”

She turned onto her side and pressed herself against me again. Now, her futa-cock rubbed against my hip and she mumbled, “If you want to hear more, you’re going to have to let me stay like this. It feels too good and I’ve never been able to have this kind of contact, Crystal.”

My cheeks flushed a deep shade of red and I nodded.

Tanya smiled and whispered into my ear, “I want to hear you say it’s okay.”

“Y-You can get closer, T-Tanya,” I muttered. Even if I wanted to share this video, I couldn’t bear the shame that would come with it. While they might not see her, I would know what was happening. I was letting a transgender ghost use me for her pleasure.

Her right arm draped over my torso and she moved her leg between mine. Tanya’s cock continued to grow as she enjoyed my warmth. As strange as it seemed, she felt like she was growing more solid over time. Hell, her shaft actually felt a little warm against my stomach. The stockings she wore felt amazing as they rubbed against my bare lower legs.

“Mm, so warm. Anyway, before I end up finding out what happens when I get too excited, back to the reason people get those feelings. The more something from the ethereal plane tries to interact, the weaker they get. If they don’t interact, they become more of a presence. Think of it like a battery. Speaking of, your camera isn’t going to last too long, that part isn’t fake. We really do drain them,” she said.

I glanced over to my camera and saw the blinking red light and sighed, “Fucking great. Hurry up with the story then? If I can hear you on the camera, I want to have this documented. And no, I won’t share it.” If I played my cards right, she might even do me a favor next year by letting me record evidence of her somewhere else. From how she made it sound, she wasn’t attached to this house. That would be something to ask her about.

“Right, a battery that isn’t charged can do nothing. Being around people is a way for us to recharge, to an extent. It takes so much longer to build up enough energy to even move an object than it does to just influence your environment passively. I have no one to visit. No one to see. No one to miss. I don’t have anything draining my battery. There are outliers, of course, the more aggressive ghosts can feed off fear. Others feed on sorrow, happiness, or pretty much any emotion. Those are the kinds of ghosts that have been around so long that they understand how things work and tend to view the newer ones as pathetic,” Tanya explained.

The thought of ghosts having a hierarchy would never have crossed my mind, but it did make a little sense. Her hips pressed against me and I mumbled, “So what about heaven or hell?”

She sighed and pulled me a little closer to her, “They do exist in some way. I don’t know why I haven’t crossed over and I don’t really care. I exist and there are things that make my life interesting. You’re the first person that I’ve had the pleasure of having a conversation with. Strange how much you miss that, even when you’re an introvert in life.”

I smiled at that. This ghost was turned on and grinding her cock against me, yet I still felt like she had more tact than most people that were interested in me. As fucked up as it was, I didn’t want this conversation to end. I didn’t want to leave Tanya.

“So what would happen to me if I wanted to buy this place?” I asked.

Her eyes widened, “I would have to leave.”

“Why?”

She sighed, “Imagine watching someone living their life and finding someone that they loved. One, I don’t want to hear you fucking dudes at random times. Two, I can’t have that. I wouldn’t want to subject myself to that.”

“I’m a lesbian,” I grumbled.

“Does that really change anything?” she asked. As uncaring as she seemed to be about that, she did turn a little and her cock pulled away from my stomach.

I reached over to her hips and tried to pull her back onto me, “You don’t have to move.”

She smirked and pressed her cock against me again, “Sounds like you’re enjoying this a little more than you’re letting on, Crystal.”

“You wanted me to keep you warm while we talked, it’s unfair to you if I don’t keep my side of the bargain,” I said.

Tanya’s slid down my torso and she teased along the waist of my shorts, “You know I would get warmer if you weren’t dressed.”

I rolled my eyes and reached down to unbutton my shorts, “If you take them off, you have to promise to answer more of my questions.”

Tanya didn’t hesitate to lean up and slide my shorts off. She smiled at the sight of my bare pussy, “No panties?”

“I don’t have anyone to dress up for,” I mumbled.

She got back into position and reached between us to slid her cock between my thighs. I let out a soft moan as her warm cock pulsed and pressed against my clit. Tanya giggled and let her hips rock ever so slightly to keep the teasing up, “You know I would have answered more even if you kept them on.”

“I-I don’t care. It’s only polite,” I said.

“It’s nice to know that you’re worried about being kind to a ghost, Crystal,” she leaned in a little closer and whispered, “But you’re getting wet. I can feel your pussy getting hotter by the second.”

I closed my eyes and tried to pretend that what she was saying wasn’t true. My body craved more of Tanya, but I had to remind myself that she wouldn’t be here tomorrow. “What would happen if you spent more time being really close to someone if it wasn’t Halloween?” I asked.

She giggled and slid her hand down my waist and rested it on my hip, “I couldn’t tell you. Most ghosts don’t get that close to people, believe it or not, we don’t want to be found out most of the time. The religious ones can indeed send us away. Some of us are really attached to the places we haunt.”

A soft whimper escaped me, then I blurted out another question, “What would happen if I wanted to spend more time with you?”

No sooner than the words left my lips, the camera’s light flickered off. Here I was in a haunted house, in the dark, with a ghost. Logic told me to be afraid, but my burning desire made me want to stay for the rest of the night.

Her hand slid under my ass and she pulled me on top of her. Her cock nestled between my folds and I rocked my hips along her shaft. Quivering moans escaped me and she let out a soft groan before she slid her hands under my shirt and started easing it up my stomach, “Then you would have to buy the house or agree to me following you home. As stupid as this is, I can manipulate touchscreen phones. Electromagnetic fields and pressure, it’s hard to explain, but I could text you from your phone.”

I reached down and pulled my shirt off and tossed it aside. After, I slid my hand between my legs and moved her panties further down her thighs. Tanya didn’t stop me, so I gently grasped the bottom of her cock and held it tightly against me as I rubbed my pussy along her thick girl-cock.

“And we could do this once a year?” I asked.

She groaned and pressed her head into the bed, “This is just foreplay, surely you’d want to go all out on a holiday, wouldn’t you?”

My cheeks burned hot from the embarrassment as I whispered, “I’d rather you take the lead. I don’t really know what I’m doing.”

Tanya smiled at me and whispered, “I’ll teach you everything you need to know for the next time we can do this, Crystal.” Her hands moved to my hips, “Get on your side facing away from me.”

I let out a soft whimper as I rolled off of her and got onto my side. Her lukewarm body pressed against mine. Her lips pressed against the back of my neck as she used her hand to guide her thick futa-cock to my entrance. Tanya suckled on my sensitive neck and her tongue danced across my skin as she pushed herself into my soaked pussy.

The wetness on my neck gave me hope that she might be able to produce another fluid. One that was much more… Intimate. Her hips slowly pushed into mine and she eventually pushed fully into me. With her base pushing against my thighs, I felt a deep pressure within my core. Tanya’s cock was much bigger than any dildo I’d ever experimented with and I loved how full I felt.

Ghost or not, Tanya managed to do what no other person had done so far. She made me comfortable enough to share my body. Tanya gently pushed her cock into me in long, slow strokes. Her lips pulled away from my neck and I felt her push her stomach and breasts tighter against my back, “S-So warm.”

I turned my head and tried to look at her, in the dark, all I could make out were her beautiful eyes. Those orbs had no traces of gray left. Her blue eyes met with mine and she tilted her head so that I could kiss her. The unspoken conversation between us said more than either of us could have vocalized.

As her lips parted and she pushed her tongue into my mouth, I could taste a hint of peanuts and I felt my heart sink for a moment. Even in the afterlife, Tanya had been a good sport. All the times I threw fits because of little things and let myself hate the world meant nothing in comparison to how much Tanya had gone through. Three years had passed between that incident and now, yet here she was, willing to share herself with me in the most intimate way.

She could have done anything she wanted to scare me away. Yet, when push came to shove, Tanya shared things with me that she didn’t have to just so she wouldn’t be alone.

After a few moments of the deep kiss, I broke away and whispered, “I don’t want to leave you, Tanya.”

Her thrusts stopped and she held herself deep inside me, “You don’t have to go. If you bought this house, I would stay, Crystal. I can’t say what’s going to happen between the years, but I know that I’ll be here until you don’t want me around anymore.”

The paranormal had always fascinated me. Now, I had a passion ignited within me to explore every facet of this ghost, “I’ll move in as soon as I can, Tanya. J-Just follow me home until then, okay?”

Tanya put a hand on my hip and started hammering into me as she grunted, “Done, but I don’t know how long I have left tonight, Crystal.”

I pushed against her every thrust and squeaked, “T-Then fuck me until you have to go.”

Her heavy breathing only got louder as she pushed herself to her limit within my tight pussy. At one point, I thought I was a lesbian, but now I’m not even sure if that applies. Ghosts are only kind of people, right?

My inquisitive mind wasn’t allowed to wander as Tanya moved her hand further around my body so that her fingers could furiously rub my clit. Any thoughts I had in the moment were snuffed out as she pounded me without mercy. Her thick futa-cock I could handle, the added pleasure of my clit being abused was too much.

Loud moans ruptured forth and my thighs squeezed closed as my core tightened and spasmed violently. Tanya let out hissing breaths as she continued to work her girl-cock into me. Her hand managed to stick to my clit even as I bucked around. The overwhelming orgasm that surged through me caused my toes to curl in delicious delight as my juices squirted onto my thighs and Tanya’s cock.

Tanya let out a deep groan and slammed her cock as far into me as she could. That thick shaft throbbed within me and I could feel the hot cum pouring into me as she moaned, “So warm, Crystal.”

We rested for a few moments with her cool body pressed against mine. As I turned to face her, I felt my heart plummet once again. Her eyes had gone gray and I could feel her body growing every more intangible.

“T-Tanya! Please don’t go!” I called out.

Her form continued to grow ever more transparent and the last thing she said before she completely vanished was, “I’ll never leave you, Crystal.”

After I left Tanya’s home, I hurried back to my car and opened my phone and opened the messenger application. Five minutes passed. Then ten. Warm tears started trickling down my cheeks and I leaned back to rest my head against the seat of the car. Then I heard the clicking sound of the keys being tapped and looked down to read the message.

‘I’m here. Please don’t cry, I haven’t had sex in years, I’m a little tired.’

The message made me smile and I called out quietly, “Next year will be more fun, Tanya.”


Message from the Author

Thank you for reading. I hope you enjoyed this and I want to let you all know I appreciate each and every reader. Please consider leaving a review, they are a huge help!
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House of Syn

Syn throws a house party every Saturday, but that stands to change when she meets Dustin and a woman who calls herself Kitten. Syn's sexual desires turn into a night of fun with the two, her impressive erection proving to be something they can not resist.

If you love transgender women being on top, you'll love your time in the House of Syn. 


Transforming my Goth Sissy

What starts as a normal day of housework took a twist I never expected. A pair of soiled panties stashed in a basket they shouldn't have been in. A goth sissy that needs a Mistress. A threeway that made me question how much he meant to me. It's a recipe for love and lust to come together in the most pleasurable way. It's one exciting day, one that neither myself or Eric/'Erica' could have anticipated.

Amber’s Futa Mistress

A futa millionaire offers a redheaded woman a position as her personal secretary. That's the official title anyway, Amber's new Mistress has a sadistic tendency that needs to have an outlet. The money offered is a powerful tool when ensuring compliance, but that only goes so far.

When Erin offers the possibility of a relationship, Amber can't wait to see where things go. After all, having the best of both worlds is hard to pass up, isn't it?

Hailey’s Billionaire Futa Professor

Hailey goes on a trip to Annie's private island during spring break. What starts as an innocent exploration of the coral reefs turns ever more interesting when Hailey can't take her eyes off of the bulge in her professor's panties. From an island, to Annie's BDSM room, back to Washington state, the women spend time with one another and fall for one another. Even though life threatens their relationship, the women's love perseveres.
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